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Ikill people for a living. I am an assassin. Some may say I’m a murderer. I blend in. I vanish. I bait the trap…and let them walk right into it. You can call me a decoy, a double, a diversion. Just don’t call me harmless. 

I am an imposter. I am a chameleon but I’m not the killer. I’m the distraction that gets them caught – I am the decoy.

Sitting in the lavishly appointed lobby of Dunn, Martin, and Luther, I was slightly annoyed and crossed my legs wondering why I had received a text message this morning saying, “Assassin query, Dunn, Martin Luther, 9 a.m.”

If I’m going to eliminate someone from planet Earth, I really want more details. I was sure it wasn’t an attorney in a law firm the size of a cockroach nest, although I’d be tempted to spray bug killer on all of them. I was curious as to why I hadn’t been given a name to ask for when I arrived. The receptionist, probably the lowest paid person in the firm, had one of those “I’m better than you are because I work in a prestigious law firm and you’re having to come in for help” attitudes.

She looked at me disdainfully when I walked up to the walnut, chest-high counter with the firm’s name emblazed on the front in stainless steel.

I gave her my name, turned immediately, and sat down in the wingback chair. If she needed further information, she was either going to have to shout across the lobby, something I was fairly sure was frowned on, or she’d have to get up and walk over to me.

Looking at my phone, feigning disinterest and appearing to be very professionally engaged, I waited for an assistant secretary to come out and direct me to the inner sanctum of law holiness. She finally came out ten minutes later—I don’t like to be kept waiting and yet I realize it’s part of the game—and I smiled. She didn’t. “I apologize for the wait. I wasn’t aware Mr. Kade had scheduled another appointment this morning and it has caused an overlap. Follow me.”

Oh, yay, let’s just continue to play the corporate charade. I followed her. She opened the door and ushered me in. “Ms. Kate Piper, Mr. Preston Kade.” She turned and left.

I strolled into the office like a woman on a mission and sat down in the leather chair in front of his massive cherrywood desk. I noticed my chair was lower than his, immediately evoking power and control in the office.

Smiling at the mid-to-late forties man sitting behind the desk, I extended my left arm to the empty chair, “Come, join me.”

Pulling his head back in shock, he blinked his eyes a couple of times while his face remained impassive.

“Come on, Preston, I won’t bite and I’m not making a pass at you.” My tone was firm. I was letting him know that I knew his first name. That was easy, his law certificate was on the wall behind his desk, and I have excellent vision.

“I’m fine right here.” Okay, he wants to be in control. “Ms. Piper, I understand you have just taken the bar exam and waiting on the results. According to your letter, you want to shadow an attorney until the results come in.”

He looked at me. “Why are you interested in becoming an attorney?”

Taking a deep breath, smiling, and realizing what my new cover was going to be, “You know, Preston, instead of giving you the song and dance that you probably hear from every prospective attorney, I’ll tell you the truth. I want to make money and be in the elite circles of society. In short, I want to hobnob with the rich and famous. Becoming an attorney at this law firm will help me to achieve that.” I had a half-smile plastered on my face.

“No saving the world, protecting the innocent, upholding truth, and valor?” He was mocking me. 

“Not in the slightest.” I had played poker at Quantico with men who had better frozen faces than this guy.

“Preston, are we wasting each other’s time? If so, I’ll go to the number two firm, and you’ll be hearing about my successes in less than a year.”

He had clasped his hands together on the desk which caused him to lean forward slightly. This meant he was very interested in what I was saying. It also meant I was now in control of this conversation. He had rolled his eyes up and to the left. He was thinking about what I had said. He suddenly pushed his executive chair back from the desk but before he could stand up, I started to ask him a question but he interrupted my thoughts.

“How did you find out about me, Kate?”

“Patty at Point of Sale Strategies recommended you.”

I knew POSS did a lot of business with various government agencies and high-profile law firms in Washington, D.C. If Patty recommended me to him, it meant this assignment was going to be big time and who didn’t love an interesting mission more than me.

“How long have you known Patty?” I was curious.

He smiled. “She was my first girlfriend.”

Well, shut the front door!
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He stood up. “If you don’t have any plans, Kate, let’s go to breakfast. I haven’t eaten yet.” 

“Sounds good.” I was curious as to what was going on, but I knew if we were leaving the building, it probably meant something he didn’t want anyone to know about.

We walked out to the lobby. Nodding at the receptionist, "Tell Sandy I’ll be back in about an hour and a half. Tell her to adjust my schedule accordingly.”

We rode down the elevator in silence. He who speaks first loses. This was all about game playing, particularly in a large law firm. I still wasn’t sure what was going on, but I knew that whatever it was, Preston didn’t want to talk about it in his office. This led me to suspect that it was bugged, monitored, whatever word you want to use. It was probably audio versus a small hidden camera but you never knew and this was D.C. after all--home of the backstabbing politicians who speak with forked tongues, their minions, and fifty million wannabes. Blackmail, while such an ugly word, was alive and well in D.C. While disguised in beautiful words of “encouragement” it was currency if you had the dirt on the right person and shared it with others. Do people get killed? Well, yes and no, but careers have been ended over the smallest of indiscretions.

Preston Kade had not become a partner of the firm before age fifty without having a lot of skeletons in his closet. He was a very powerful man.

“You up for a walk?”

“What do you think?” I could soak my high-heeled feet in hot Epsom salts later. High heels were an abomination as far as I was concerned but they did make my legs look nice walking or standing. In a pinch, they could be used as lethal weapons. Just ask…oh, wait, that’s classified. That individual’s death has never been officially confirmed but he’s never seen at any state functions anymore.

We walked silently side-by-side for a block before entering a small bustling diner. Typical D.C. restaurant, it was controlled chaos. Spotting a lone guy sitting toward the back near the kitchen doors, we walked over to it.

Preston slapped down a hundred-dollar bill in front of the guy. “Thank you for the table.”

The man looked at the bill, then at Preston, got up and left. We sat down.

After giving the waitress our order, Preston turned to me, face impassive. “Have you ever heard of an attorney with a conscience?”

This was Washington, D.C. NO ONE had a conscience about anything. This was a dog-eat-dog world at the highest level where lives were at stake, where policies affecting the population could be bought and sold behind closed doors, and where the wrong association with the right people could be hidden.

“No.”

“I have a client, let’s call him Mr. X for the time being, who needs to be eliminated…”

“Wait.” I held up my hand. “Are you asking me to terminate one of your clients?”

He nodded. Please note, he did not technically affirm my comment. In a courtroom, it could be argued that it was only my supposition that a nod meant yes. A good attorney would shred a defendant just on that.

“What this client is doing has become so vile and repugnant to me that I no longer want to represent him.” Taking a sip of coffee, he continued, “I can’t turn him over to another attorney because he won’t do that and, second, the main thing is if I tell him the firm can’t represent him anymore, well, let’s just say I won’t be in the land of the living anymore.”

Thinking through things, I decided to continue with my new persona of Kate Piper. A hard-nose female who wanted to succeed. He probably thought I wanted to make a good impression on Patty since she was the one who had recommended me to him.

“Your office is bugged.” I made it a statement, not a question.

He nodded. “Audio only.”

“Preston, you’re one of the partners, why is your office being bugged and, more importantly, who has access to those recordings?”

He sat there long enough for me to finish the last little bit of my chocolate chip pancakes before answering. “Yes, I’m a senior partner in the firm. Supposedly, the recordings of all attorneys are vetted each day.”

I looked at him over the top of my coffee cup and raised my eyebrows.

Preston squirmed very slightly and answered, “The firm does employ a couple of attorneys to review the tapes if a client becomes upset and claims everything was off the record or if information needs to be verified before we go to court or offer a settlement.”

“Bull hinky,” I snapped, “you got caught with your pants down and, I’m surmising here, but Dunn, Martin, and Luther had to shell out an exorbitant amount of money to make her go away.”

Was I guessing about his shenanigans? Of course! He didn’t know that I was in the dark, but it only made sense—there had to be a good reason his office was bugged. I was pretty sure it had absolutely nothing to do with attorney-client privilege. 

Preston had the grace to look embarrassed as a pink flush crossed his cheeks.

I pressed on. “Let me guess, this wasn’t the first time and,” I did air quotes, “you were set up, right?”

I watched as his jaw clenched. Perspiration had formed on his forehead.

Continuing to play hardball with one of the top attorneys in D.C. was actually fun. Yes, I probably have a perverse sense of humor. “You also have a beautiful wife, a trophy wife, no kids, and a sort of agreement hidden between the layers of polite chitchat that as long as neither one of you embarrasses the other in public, you can do what you want. You have the income she wants and she’s the fabulous-looking woman of your dreams on your arm at the right social events. The perfect power couple--it’s a win-win scenario.”

While Preston was undoubtedly a lion in the courtroom or in negotiations, I suspected I had just poked the bear on a personal level that he wasn’t used to. Let the fun and games begin.

“All of that is irrelevant. Let’s get back to the original topic.” He was very irritated.

I gave my head a little shake, letting my shoulder-length blonde hair with shimmering highlights catch the light—a look that’s always been a winner with the guys, in my experience. “It’s totally relevant.” 

I started ticking off on my fingers, noticing that he was looking at my red lacquered nails. “One, you’ve had a history of the firm having to settle your little indiscretions. Two, you’re a big fish in a very small but very elite pond. Three, are you certain this wasn’t a long-term strategy of your client to ensure you would never not represent him? Four, are you sure your wife isn’t setting you up for divorce, regardless of which one of you initiates it? Five, are you sure your wife isn’t just toying with you because she’s mad at you about something?”

Preston tried to smile but it came out more like a grimace. “You’re going to make a fine attorney, Ms. Kate Piper.”

The waitress came over with the bill. Preston handed her a hundred-dollar bill as he stood up. “Kate, I’ll be back in a second.” To the waitress, “Keep the change. We’re going to be here for a bit. Just keep the coffee coming.”

Nodding with a tired expression that only comes from long hours, a form of hopelessness of knowing that your life is never going to be any more than what it is right now and wondering how your bills are going to be paid. “Thank you.”

As Preston turned and walked to the restroom, I asked the waitress, “How old are you?”

“Thirty.” Her voice was flat.

“This isn’t your dream job, is it?”

A very resigned shaking of her head and glancing around at the still busy diner was her only response.

I pulled a card out of my purse and handed it to her. “Go here when you get off work today. Ask for Sandy, tell her Kate Piper said to give you a job.”

The young woman, tired beyond her years, looked at the card. “I don’t know anything about sales.”

“You don’t have to,” I assured her, glancing back to make sure Preston wasn’t on his way back to the table. “Go just as you are, don’t be put off by the office, go in your uniform. Ask for Sandy.”

I looked at the tag on her pink uniform. “Marie, your life will change for the better if you do this, I promise. Otherwise,” I nodded at the room filled with customers, “you’ll be doing this for the rest of your life.”

A flicker of hope sparked in her brown eyes. “Thank you. Your guy is on his way back.”

I finished texting Sandy to tell her about Marie and to give her a job. Yes, I have pull at POSS.

Looking up as Preston sat down in his chair, he eyed the diner for people who might recognize him. “Kate, there is a strong possibility my client might have set up the ladies. He would do that.”

Taking a deep breath, he snorted through his nose. “My client needs to be eliminated with no trace of his untimely demise coming back to me.”

This is what I had suspected all along. He wanted me to assassinate his client. 

I asked the one question that could mess with anyone’s moral compass. “How much?”









