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Bradley Fox was stopped at an intersection, when his passenger door swung open and a lady jumped into his car.

“Go.” She ordered.

“What? Who the hell are you?”

“Just go, please, right now. Someone is following me.”

The light changed and Bradley took off.

“I want to know who you are, and what’s going on.” Bradley said.

The lady was busy looking behind her. When she was sure there were no pursuers, she relaxed a little. Bradley was trying to keep his eye on the road, while at the same time glancing at her.

“Sorry,” she said, “You were the only car available, and I had to get away.”

“From the police?”

“Oh no,” she said, “nothing like that.”

“Who then?”

“A guy.”

“A guy? Look, there is a police station a couple of blocks ahead. I can take you there if you’re afraid of someone.”

“No, no, that won’t be necessary.”

Bradley caught another light and this gave him an opportunity to look closely at her.

She was in her mid-forties, he figured, about five seven, actually quite good looking and nicely dressed. Given another circumstance he might have been interested. She could see the questions in his face.

“Okay,” she said, “I’m trying to get away from my ex-husband.”

“Your ex-husband? He threatened you?”

“Oh no, Jack is not a violent man. He just refuses to accept the fact that we are divorced.”

“How did you get into a situation where he was chasing you?”

“He said he wanted to have lunch to discuss something about our divorce. He became a little too grabby and tried to stop me from leaving the restaurant.”

“Why don’t you get a restraining order? It might help.”

“No. Jack’s having a hard-enough time as it is. I don’t want to cause him any more trouble.”

The light changed and Bradley started up.

“Where do want me to drop you? I’m a little pushed for time.”

“My car is in the parking lot, but I don’t want to go back there right now.” 

“Well, I have to be in West Palm by three.”

“Oh,” she said looking at her watch. “Well, I can go with you.”

“What? Go with me? Lady, what kind of game is this?”

“My name is Elizabeth, and there is no game. I can explain everything, but please keep going.”

“Well, I’ll be damned. It’s not every day a beautiful woman, jumps into my car and says she wants to take a ride with me. Actually, it’s never happened before.”

“You think I’m beautiful? You said a beautiful woman.”

Bradley took his eye off the road to look briefly at her. “Yes. I would say you’re beautiful.” He saw that her eyes were misting over. “Okay. You can come along. It would be at least another two hours before we’re back.”

Elizabeth was looking straight ahead. “That’s fine,” she said, “I don’t have anything else to do.”

In less than five minutes Bradley and his companion had joined the north-bound traffic on the interstate, heading to West Palm Beach. Bradley punched in the cruise button and held the car steady in his lane.

“Since we’re going to spend the next two hours together, we might as well get to know each other. At least our names.” He extended his hand to her. “I’m Bradley Fox and you’re Elizabeth...?”

“Daniels. Elizabeth Daniels. Pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise,” Bradley responded.  

“You can call me Beth, most people do.” She said.

“Alright, you can call me Brad, most people do.”

“Are you going to West Palm on business? I mean will you be staying there long?”

“No, not long. I’m a courier. I’m delivering some legal documents to the Palm Beach County Court House.”

“A courier? You mean like UPS?” she asked.

“Not exactly. I transport documents that have to be delivered the same day, sometimes within the hour.”

“From Miami to Palm Beach?”

“I cover the entire state. Since most of my work is with law offices, I go mostly to Court Houses, both county and federal.”

“Sounds exciting. You get to travel all over.” Beth remarked.

“It has its moments. Mostly it’s just a lot of dull driving. Except today, because I have a traveling companion.” He gave her a broad smile as he said this.

“I saw a movie in which a guy was a courier, and he had a briefcase chained to his wrist. You mean like that?”

Bradley laughed out loud. “Not exactly, although once I had to deliver an important document overseas. No chains though.”

Beth’s eyes became like saucers. “You got to go out of the country?”

“Yes. Paris. But all I saw was the Paris Airport. Someone met me at the airport, took my document and handed me an envelope with a large check to bring back. I had to turn around and catch the next flight home. I got a good view of the Paris airport though,”

Bradley pulled up to the Courthouse. “I won’t be long,” he said, and got out of his car after removing the keys. Beth noticed that and smiled to herself. She didn’t blame him. After all she had forced herself on him.

Back in the car he started up, and then turned to her. “You said you had nothing else to do. Would you like to stop for cup of coffee before we head back?”

Beth started to decline, “I really don’t know...”

“Look, Beth, you trusted me to jump into my car, surely you can trust me to have a cup of coffee.”

“Of course, but please promise not to try to get into my life history.”

“Definitely not. Your history is your own, and none of my business. I promise. No prying. It’s just that I’ve been driving all day and would like to take a break.” 
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They were both seated in a booth, when a server approached to take their orders. Coffee for both of them.

“So, Beth,” Brad began, “what can you tell me about yourself, without my prying?”

“I guess I owe you some explanation, for my unusual behavior.”

“You mean you don’t normally jump into strange men’s cars?” Brad asked with a smile.

“No, today is the first. Say, did you notice anything about our server?” she asked.

“No. What do you mean?”

“Didn’t you notice where she was standing?”

“She was standing next to our booth.”

“No, she was standing next to you.”

“Meaning what?”

“Meaning she wishes I weren’t here. Did you see the evil eye she gave me?”

Brad dismissed her with a laugh.

“Let’s get back to you,” he said, “You were starting to tell me about what happened to you.”

“It’s a long story.”

“We have plenty of time.”

“I don’t know where to begin?”

“How about starting when you jumped into my car, and go back from there.”

“Okay. My ex-husband’s name is Jack Griffin and...”

“Hold on. You told me your name is Daniels.”

“It is. I went back to my birth name after my divorce.”

“How long were you married?” Brad interrupted.

“Divorced two years, married eight. “Look, if you want to hear this, let me tell it.”

“Sorry for the interruption.” The server came back to freshen their coffee cups and stood right at Brad’s elbow. When she left, Beth gave him a look that said, “Do you believe me now?” Brad ignored it.

“Jack is a professional gambler.”

“You mean like betting on horses?” Brad asked.

“No. He plays poker, Texas Hold-em, in tournaments. He used to be good at it. When I first met him, was in Las Vegas. Two friends and I were there for a few days to see some shows, do some shopping. He was there playing in a tournament. He almost won but lost on the last hand. Anyway, he took second place, and made a lot of money. I think his prize was half a million.”

“Dollars? He got half a million dollars?” Brad was astounded.

“Just about. Anyway, I was very excited about it. I’d never known a professional gambler before, and I was amazed at how much money got thrown around.” She paused to sip her coffee and caught the server staring at Brad. Too bad he’s with me, she thought, causing the server to look away.

“We met in an elevator and when he found out I am from Florida, like he is, he asked for my number. I gave it to him and a week after I came home, he called and asked me out. I was really taken in by him and his lifestyle. We ate in the finest restaurants, traveled a lot for tournaments. When he asked me to marry him, I said yes. I was mesmerized by it all. He was at the top of his game. He was always being invited to play in tournaments and was comped everywhere. Many of the organizers just wanted him to be in their tournaments, so they waived the entrance fees. After we got married, he told me he wanted me with him at all his tournaments. He said I was his good luck charm. I quit my job and traveled with him. The good luck thing seemed to be true until it wasn’t.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean the glory days were over. His game was slipping. Younger, hungrier players were coming on the scene. He was no longer finishing in the top five and making big money. Then he got into trouble with the IRS for under-reporting income, so he had to sell his very expensive European sports car to pay them. Then it got to the point where he was not winning enough to cover expenses. Of course, by this time, nobody was comping us and he had to pay to enter the tournaments. We were headed downhill and after a few years of this I decided I could no longer live this way. I told him I wanted a divorce.”

“You don’t have to continue, if you don’t want to.” Brad said to her, laying a hand on hers.

“It’s fine. I want you to know why I jumped into your car. When I brought up divorce, I think he was happy. He had started to blame his losses on bad luck, on the casinos, even me.”

“You?”

“Yes. He said that I was bad luck, and that I should not accompany him to tournaments. I was happy to oblige. I could no longer live that kind of life. We’d be flush with money one month, the next two or three months we’d be living like paupers. And then he completely lost whatever edge he had. He never made enough money. I did two things. I filed for divorce and I went back to work.”

She stopped talking and gazed out the window of the coffee shop, seeing nothing.

“Beth, I mean it. You don’t have to go through this.” She shook her head slightly.

“I want to. I need to talk about it. He called me and told me he wanted to take me to lunch. Just a friendly get together. He said he was doing better. Said he was beginning to win again. I told him I’m never going back to that old life; I had no intention of remarrying him. He assured me that was not his intention. He just wanted to talk. He lied.”

“He wanted you back?” Brad asked.

“I’m not sure. He was still very broke. He was being evicted. He drank so much at lunch, he was drunk. Then the truth came out. He had absolutely no money, not even to pay the lunch bill, and it was high, because he had so many drinks. I had to pay the bill. Then he hit me up for a loan. That was the real reason for the lunch meeting. When I refused him, he became belligerent and started to swear at me. He followed me out of the restaurant and grabbed my arm, but I pulled away, causing him to lose his balance and he went down. Then I ran and saw you at the light.”
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