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Laurence (Larry) White, a 53 year old, just forced into retirement, master CIA field operative, slowed at the red stop light, and glanced to his right.  At that exact moment, two hooded men, all in black, jumped out of the side door of a black van.  They raced to a rather short lady, who was just walking down the sidewalk, minding her own business.

One of the men had a stun gun in his right hand.  The lady spotted that, and gave a vicious chop with the side of her hand, to the wrist of the attacker.  Surprised by the move, the man dropped the Taser, and then screamed in pain when the woman grabbed the wrist, and his elbow, giving the elbow a mighty jerk.

Meanwhile the other man, intent on disarming the lady, reached for her shoulder holster, but missed, due to her change of directions, and banged into her left breast.  She ignored that, as did the attacker, who managed to grab the gun from her holster.  She spun around, and kicked him squarely between his legs, causing him to drop the gun, and reach down below his midsection in pain.

The first man, remembering what the two were supposed to be doing, reached for the woman, but he was due for still more pain.  On seeing the first move of the men as they jumped out of the van, Larry, had made a fast right turn, and swung in behind the van, smashing into the back of it.  He had, what he jokingly called his cattle guard, attached to the front of his vehicle.  This had been done to assist neighbors who were forever needing a push in heavy snow.  Even as the quickly deployed airbag was deflating, he slid one hand down to free his seat belt, while opening his door with the other hand.  In seconds, he was out of his SUV and sliding across the hood of it, a quickly drawn gun in hand.  He clocked the first attacker in the temple.  Then he raced to the other man, and gave him a dose of the same treatment.  Turning back to the first man, he pulled the man’s weapon out of his shoulder holster, and quickly found and extracted his identification.  As he did all this, he noticed the lady going for her gun, so he called out, “Get his weapon, and ID, then get in my SUV.”

His next move was to use the captured weapon to fire through the open van side door, into the dashboard of the vehicle.  His idea was to encourage the driver to leave the scene, leaving his companions behind.  He fired another shot to the side of the front passenger seat, but needn’t have bothered, because the driver had already decided to depart.  Three shots fired through the rear door encouraged him still further to leave the scene in all haste.

Satisfied, Larry fired a shot into the left foot of the first man, and then one to the right foot of the other man.  Only then did he walk back around his Ford Escape, and get back in the driver’s seat.  The woman was inside by then, and as he pulled out into traffic he saw she had a bloody nose.  He quickly got out his handkerchief, and handed it to her.  “Do your best with that until I get where we’re going next.  I’ll look at it for you there.”

“Thanks.  And thanks for your help.  I don’t think I could have gotten away from them without it.”

“You’re welcome.  I’m Larry White, and you are?”

“Joan Dodge.  Nice to meet you, Larry.  May I ask where we’re going?”

“To change vehicles, and while there, appearances.  Do you have any idea why those guys were trying to abduct you?”  

“No.  Well, maybe, but it’s a stretch, and will take some explaining.”

“Okay, later with that.  For now, let me do some thinking.”

“May I ask another question first?”

“Yeah, go ahead.”

“I know who you are, but what are you?”

“As of about two hours ago I are unemployed.  Since I have no doubt it’ll be on the news soon, I may as well tell you I was a field agent with the CIA.  It was strongly suggested I retire.  In other words, I was more-or-less forced out.  Now my turn, what are you?”

“I are an analyst for Homeland Security...field agent qualified...but never been in the field.  It seems I’m considered quite good at analyzing things, and deducting things from that analyzation.”

As they talked, both could hear sirens coming from several directions, including a police car that raced past them in the opposite direction.  Larry suggested, “It seems they do not have an accurate description of my SUV, since the cop headed the other direction didn’t give us a second glance.  May I ask why you were in the neighborhood you were in, on foot?  It really isn’t the best of neighborhoods.”

“There is a small restaurant about three doors back up the street from where those goons tried to grab me.  The food there is to die for...I guess I nearly did.  Anyhow, about once a week, mostly on Wednesdays like today, I go there to eat.  It should be against the law to serve food like they do for what they charge.  The hamburgers are the best in the world, and their fries are about as good as can be found.  Why were you there, in that neighborhood?”

As he pulled into a three story parking facility, Larry answered, “Because of the car you are about to meet.  It’s my emergency backup vehicle.  I’ve been out of the country for quite a spell, and was heading down here to take it for a spin.  I do so every now and then to keep the battery charged, and so forth.  The main feature of this parking facility is it has no cameras.”

On the second level of the building, Larry pulled into a parking space and parked his SUV.  He patted the dashboard, and muttered, “So long old friend, you’ve been a great companion.”

Then he got out and went around to the other side.  There he opened the door, and held out his hand for Joan.  When she got out, he took a close look at her nose, which had more-or-less stopped bleeding.  He gently felt around the nose, and announced, “Okay, this is gonna hurt a bit...try not to scream.”

Not waiting for a reply, he took her nose into his fingers, and gave a slight jerk. Joan didn’t scream, but she did stomp her foot and quietly swear, before she added, “You are an awful man, Larry White.  And, my nose is bleeding again.”

Larry laughed in spite of himself, and pulled a large duffle bag out of the back of the Escape.  He rooted around in it, and came out with a small hand towel.  He handed it to Joan, and ordered, “Come on, sissy.  Follow me.”

As she complied, Joan grumbled, “Your doctoring really hurt, you evil person.”

He walked past several parking slots, passing three cars on the way.  He stopped at a nondescript light gray Ford Fusion.  There, he took out a key fob for the car, and opened the trunk.  He put the bag from the Escape in the trunk, and took out another one.  He carried it around to the front of the car and put the bag on the hood.  He rooted around until he came out with a sweatshirt, which he handed to Joan.  “Try not to get blood on it.”

She held it out in front of her, and replied, “Yeah, okay, but I could swim in this thing, and it’ll come to my knees.  But, first, I have to loosen my bra.  The bozo who took my gun smashed my left boob, and it hurts.”

Larry sighed, nodded, and turned his back.

Joan asked, “You afraid you’ll see something you’ve never seen before?”

“I have never seen your left boob before, nor do I intend to.”

Joan just grunted, but said nothing in reply, as she took off the jacket of her very nice pants suit, then took off her shoulder holster, and then shrugged.  Next she took off her bloody blouse, and her bra.  Only then did she put on the sweatshirt.  “Okay, all finished.”

Larry turned around, saw all the discarded items, pickup up her weapon, handed it to her, and then gathered up the discarded three items of clothing.  Those he tossed to the back seat of the car, and went back for his bag.  As he did so, he noticed her nose had stopped bleeding, and took the bloody washcloth from her and tossed it in the back, also.  

Only then did he notice her nipples showing through the sweatshirt.  She noticed him notice, and it seemed to him they grew more pronounced.  Tying to ignore the sight, he handed her a floppy Aussie style hat.  Only her long brown hair kept the hat from falling past her eyes.  She joked, “It doesn’t fit any better than the sweatshirt.”

“I noticed.  Is there something you can do with your hair to help it stay up higher?”

“I guess I could grow more, but it’ll take a while.”

But even as she was cracking wise, she messed with her hair a bit, and stuffed it under the hat.  Both of them considered the move a success, so Larry handed her a pair of clear lens glasses, and put another pair on his own head.  Next he put on a narrow brimmed fedora, and a false mustache.  Satisfied the look of the two of them would have to do for now, he opened the passenger side door for Joan, and said, “Your chariot awaits you, madam.”

She grinned and got in.  After shutting the door, Larry put the bag on the back seat, closed the rear door, circled the car, and got in.  After he put the key into the ignition, he rubbed the dashboard, and pleaded, “Please don’t fail me now, old girl.”

Even as the car came to life with only one turn of the key, Joan asked, “Do you often have conversations with inanimate objects, like your SUV and this car?”


“Alas, I’m afraid I do.”

“Where are we going now?”



“To a doctor, to have your nose looked at...and your boob, if you feel it necessary.  On the way, we’re going to make one stop...to gather in some cash.  I don’t want to leave any trails to us by using credit cards, even one in the name I’m now using.”

“Which is what?”

“Marvin Lynch.  If I don’t miss my guess, I’ll be receiving a call somewhere along the line, and when it comes, I’ll get you a new name, also.”

“Which is what?  Do I get to pick it?”

“No, and I don’t know yet what your new name will be.”

“Am I being too nosy?”

“No.  To answer your next question, in addition to the CIA, there is another operation I was active in until this morning.  I went what is called non-active with it, right after I got the boot from the CIA.”

“Which was why?  Why did the CIA kick you out?”

“I turned in a report, one sure to cause consternation in certain quarters...if it ever sees the light of day.  Actually, the other operation I spoke of, would have probably gotten back to me about the report I just mentioned.”

“Are you going to tell me about this other ‘operation’ as you called it?” 

“Only if allowed to.  I can’t divulge it to you without authorization.”

Almost on cue, Larry’s phone rang.  He had already set up his hands-free apparatus, so using it, he answered, “I wondered how long it would take you to contact me.  I assume the media already has been fed some tall cock-and-bull story on me, and the lady sitting to my right in my back up car.”

“Thank you for confirming what I anticipated.  Miss Dodge is wanted for murder, and you for aiding and abetting same.  Oh, while on you, you are now fully outed.  Your name, age, et cetera, and that you were a prominent spy for the CIA.  Did you know she is wanted for murder?”

“No I did not, and without asking, I don’t believe it.  What went down was not an attempted arrest.  I was a snatch and grab.  I saw the entire matter, and only helped out after she had done a nice job on the two men trying to grab her.”

“I agree with your assessment.  There were two very clear videos of the event.  Miss Dodge handled herself very well...and you did a fine job yourself.  The shot in the bottom of those two feet, paid off.  By hacking into the hospital records, and facial recognition, we know their names, and now know where both of those men live.  As you can no doubt figure out, the IDs you took from the two men are likely bogus.  What did the IDs show?”

Larry read the information from the identification he took, then wagged his fingers at Joan, who passed the other identification card to him.  He read it off as well, and then asked, “Was this operation of theirs totally outside the purview of the State Department?”

“Absolutely.  We’ll get back to those two later.  For now, I have two questions:  do you wish to be reactivated; and what do you plan for Miss Dodge?”

“Yes, I want back in.  Hold on while I ask her.  Joan, do you want to stay with me until we solve this matter?”

“Yes.”

“I heard her answer.  I must say, I’m almost tempted to bring her into our organization, after what I saw of her actions before, and after, you interceded.  For now I have already found an identification for her to use.  The name is Loralie Thompson.  I suggest you both start using your aliases as of now...I assume your long planned on Marvin name is what you’ll use.  What is your next stop?”

“The bank, the Marvin bank.  Then I’m running her to our doctor across the state line.  If the safe house there is available, I’ll use it.”

“Excellent.  Go there after the bank and doctor.  Other than her new identification, is there anything else you’ll need for now?”

“A rental, in the Marvin name would be nice.”

“It along with her new ID, under the front passenger seat, will be there waiting for you.  The car will be put in the garage, and the key fob in the back of the silverware drawer.  I’ll get back to you in the morning, when I have gathered all the information I can.  First, though, do you have any idea why she was being sought?”

“Not just yet.  I’ll get back to you when I know more.”

“Goodbye, welcome back to our team...let’s see, you were inactive for almost three hours...a new record for brevity.”

“So long, sir.” 

As he put his phone away, Larry said, “You are now Loralie Thompson, as I told you, I am now Marvin Lynch.  We use those names at all times.  Got it, Loralie?”

“I like my new name, Marvin.  May I call you Marv, or is it too personal for the short time we’ve known each other?”

“Marv is fine.  May I call you ‘old broken nose’?”

“I would prefer you didn’t.  What did you find out during your call?”

“Amongst other things, you are wanted for murder, and I’m wanted for helping you out.  I have also been outed from my activities with the CIA.  In itself, I now have to look over my shoulder for the rest of my life.  Any number of countries are going to be very unhappy with me.”

“Oops, sorry if I caused this.”

“Only added to the matter.  I had already been outed to a degree.  Somebody, or somebodies, must be very upset at the information I brought back from my last mission.”

Then, before “Loralie” could respond, he quickly called the man he had spoken to back, “Loralie is now wearing glasses.”

“I had anticipated that.  Nice of you to finally let me know, let this be your last mistake on this mission.”

“Let us hope so,” “Marvin” responded to a dead phone.

The two in the car fell into silence, as Loralie somehow knew Marvin was obviously in deep thought.

When he arrived at the smallish town where the bank he wanted to visit was located, he drove to it, and told Loralie to stay in the car, but to keep her weapon handy, adding, “This is now a shoot if necessary mission.  Do not be taken without one hell of a fight.”


“Do you really think someone could be onto us already?”

“No.”



Marvin had the key to a safe deposit box in the bank in the wallet with his new identity, and soon returned to the car with two money belts.  He handed one to Loralie.  “There is a hundred grand in your money belt...it’s in hundred dollar bills.  Hopefully, you won’t need it, but if we somehow get separated, there is a number I will give you to call for assistance.”


“To the man you have been speaking to?”

“Yes.”
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Marvin drove on to Maryland, to a mid-sized town not far after leaving D.C. proper, and passing into Maryland.  Once there, he drove to the doctor’s residence/office.  The doctor answered the knock on his door, and Marvin said, “X-G, I’m Marvin.”

“I received a call telling me you’d be coming.  Please come in,” and to Loralie added, “You must be the lady with the broken nose.  I can see it is swollen.  Please follow me to my meager examination room.”

“Yes, sir,” Loralie replied, as she followed the two men.

The doctor’s “meager examination room” was anything but “meager.”  It had an x-ray machine, an MRI machine, and other modern medical equipment.  He pointed at his examination table, and nodded.  “Hop up there young lady.”

Loralie did as ordered, and joked, “Have at me, sir.”

The doctor smiled and gently felt around her nose, causing her to wince slightly.  He nodded approval at what he found, and as he started affixing tape to the nose, he said, “Sir, you did a nice job of setting the nose.  Young lady, this tape is just to hold your nose in place until it heals somewhat.  Try not to get it wet.  I’ll see you in three or four days, to remove the tape and apply more, but less than this first amount.  In a week or so, you should be good to go, but even then it would be a good idea to avoid bumping into anything.  Do you have any other problems?”

“Yes, sir.  My left boob was hit, or rather more of a jab.  It’s sore.”

The doctor nodded, helped her take off the sweatshirt, and replied, “Let’s have a look.”

He felt around the breast, and asked, “Does your bra have a wire frame?”

Loralie blushed a bit, and answered, “Yes, sir.”

“I would say whatever jabbed you, forced the wire into your breast.  It should be fine in a few days, but I suggest you go braless for a spell, and when you put a new one on, I’d suggest it is one without anything like a wire in it.  Nice soft material is best.  If you want, you can apply ice, and warmth to it, and it will be better in a few days...or you can do nothing, and it will still be better in a few days.  Your amount of pain can determine if you want to deal with the cold and warm compresses.”

As she put the sweatshirt back on carefully, to avoid the tape on her nose, Loralie replied, “Thank you...I’ll go without the compresses I think.”


“Just as you like.  Anything else bothering you?”

“Not really, sir.  Thank you for taking care of me.”



Few additional words were spoken until they were back in the car, and Loralie asked, “Do I look as funny as I think I do?”

“Yes, but not to worry...you weren’t very good looking before you got the broken nose.”

“Thanks a lot for that, not.  You could be a bit nicer, it wouldn’t hurt you...I promise.”

“I’ll take your suggestion under advisement.  After we get settled into our temporary home, I’ll go do some clothes shopping for you...and for me, I guess...since neither of us have much of anything other than the clothes on our backs.”

“Yeah, okay, but remember I get soft material with my next bra.  Have you ever bought a bra for a woman before?”

“No, but there’s a first time for everything.”

“Have you even purchased any clothing for women before?”

“Yes.  How is the nose feeling?”

“Cumbersome, but otherwise no problem.  If I have to go back to the doctor twice again, what are you going to do in the meantime?”

“We will take care of a few things, if you’re willing to lend a hand.  I’d just as soon not leave you alone any more than necessary.”

“I’m with you when you want me, funny looking nose and all.”

“Good.  We’re only a few minutes from the house we’ll be staying in.  Once we get there, and get settled in a bit, I’ll go on a shopping spree.  For that, you best stay behind...weapon at the ready.  I want you to understand while it is unlikely anyone will ever find us here, you should be on the alert for trouble at all times.  If anyone approaches the house while you’re there alone, shoot first, and ask questions later if they attempt to get in.  Don’t, do not, answer the door if anyone knocks.  If a person, or persons persist, and breaks in, shoot them...period.  Got it?”

“Yeah.  If so, do I just drag the bodies inside until you get back?”

“Yes.”

“By the way, I noticed you didn’t turn your back this time, when the doctor helped me off with my sweatshirt.  Did you get a good look, and did you like what you saw?”

“I got a good look, and I must say you’re well put together.  You must workout often, with those fine abs you’ve got.”


“Good grief!  ‘Abs’ my foot, you know what I meant.”



At that point, they arrived at the house.  Loralie followed Marvin to the front of it, where he punched some numbers into a box next to the door.  Then he opened the now unlocked door, and went inside, with Loralie in his wake.  He walked through the house to the kitchen, opened a door leading to the garage, noted the car parked there and pushed a button by the doorframe, which opened the large door to the two-car garage.  Then he went back to his car, and pulled it into the garage.  Back inside, he went to the silverware drawer, found the key fob to the rental car, went to it, and found a large folder under the front passenger seat.

He carried the folder inside, and smiled as he noted Loralie making coffee in the coffee maker on the kitchen counter.  He asked, “Would you like something to eat with your coffee?”

“Is there food in this place?”

“Of course, it’s a safe-house.  I would guess whoever delivered the rental car probably brought along perishable food stuffs, too.  Let’s have a look.”

The refrigerator was loaded, which came as no surprise to Marvin.  Loralie was less restrained, “Wow, at least we’ll eat good.  How about a fast steak?”

“Sounds good to me.”

Soon the steaks were in the oven on broil, and a salad had been tossed by Marvin.  Neither wanted anything else, so when they finished, and had cleaned up, Marvin announced, “I’m off to get us some clothing.  How about writing down all your sizes?”

There were two large pads on the table, and three pens.  She quickly wrote down her sizes, tore off the sheet of paper from the pad, and handed it to Marvin.  He scanned it, and as he did, smiled.

Loralie grinned in return.  “You’ll note after bra size, I put an A/B.  On most bras I use an A cup.  But some fit better with a B cup.”

“Yeah, okay...whatever.  I’ll manage...somehow.”

Marvin was gone for nearly three hours, and when he returned, he carried in a handful of bags, then went back to the car for still more.  By the time he returned, Loralie was already in the first bag.  She giggled, “I see you wear tighty-whities, or at least that style, but in different colors.”

Marvin had a half-smirk on his face, when he replied, “Yeah.”

After the clothing was sorted out between what he had purchased for each of them, he took his stack and started taking tags off those items.  Then, he gathered up the colored clothing, which was nearly everything he had bought for himself, and walked to the washer in a washroom just off the kitchen.  As he did, he asked, “Do you want to wash your colored items?”

“Why?”

“I always wash new clothing before wearing it.  It only took me once to find bugs in new clothes, to make it a habit to wash new stuff first, before wearing.”

“Bugs?  Eek!  Really?  I never had a problem with bugs in new clothes, but don’t want to start now.  Yeah, put mine in with your load.  What about what I’m wearing?  These slacks are washable, as is the jacket I had on.  Where is it, by the way?”

“Still in my car...I’ll go get it.”

When Marvin returned, he had the jacket, the blouse she had been wearing, her discarded bra, the handkerchief she used on her nose, and the small washcloth also used for the nosebleed.  He put those things on the table, and noticed Loralie was standing there in her undies, but still had on his sweatshirt.

She sweetly asked, “Do you wash this sweatshirt with colors, or in the pending white load?”

“Whites.  Come on, let’s put all the stuff for the dark load in the machine, and get it going.”

She looked at the blouse, and took it to a nearby trash can, along with the old bra.  Both of those items went into it.  Then she looked over the jacket, emptied the pockets, and asked, “Do you think the blood on this will come out?”

Marvin shrugged.  “Maybe.  I noticed a bottle of the stain remover spray when I dumped my stuff in the washer...I’m gonna try it on my handkerchief, and washcloth.”

Soon thereafter, the washer was doing its thing.  Loralie, a little unhappy nothing had been said about what she was wearing, or rather, wasn’t wearing, asked, “Was it okay for me to read the file you gave me?”

“Of course it was, or I wouldn’t have given it to you.  I’ll be back in a jiffy.  I’ve got more stuff in the rental.”

“More clothes?”

“No, booze.  I hope you like beer, wine, or sour mash.”

“All three, but I like other things, too.”

“We can get what else you like in the next day or two.”

“Okay.” 

When Marvin returned with the box containing the mentioned “booze,” he put it on the kitchen table.  “Drink up.  While you pour yourself a drink, and three fingers of sour mash for me, I’ll start reading your file.”

“Done and done,” Loralie replied, as she found two tumblers, and poured three shots of the liquid fire into each.

After a clink of glasses, and a toast to good health by Marvin, he started to go over the file, while Loralie sat patiently by sipping her drink.  When he finished, he pushed it away and asked, “Do you have any questions?”

“Only about 10,000.  But, for starters, just who is it you work for?  I mean to come up with my background, which I found to be very flattering, but basically correct, in so short a time frame, I find amazing.  Also, before you answer my question, I see that Loralie is two years older than I, Joan, am, and she, me now, is unemployed and independently wealthy...I wish.  Anyhow, I’ve done my best to memorize everything in the file on my new me.  So now, back to who is it you work for?”

“I’ll only answer your question after I give you some background on the organization.  Several years ago, a group of people got together.  Back when the two political parties could at least talk to each other, without the near hatred now ingrained in Washington...most of those involved were not, and are not now, in politics.  But, the then President, and half a dozen members of Congress from both parties, sat down with those suggesting the group, and agreed to its formation.  There were a few stipulations—the biggest was no government funds would be used.  The purpose of this group would be to weed out bad apples, mostly from the ranks of government, both elected, and non-elected.  Party affiliations would have no bearing on dealing with these people found to be well beyond the laws and/or the interests of our country.  In almost all cases, the bad eggs would be dealt with out of public view...this to avoid having an adverse effect on the honest politicians of their parties.

“Only a very few in government know of the existence of this group, which has not included the Presidents since the group was set up.  Each head of the FBI, Homeland Security, the CIA, and a few others are made aware of our organization when they assume their positions...and are told in no uncertain terms to keep hands off this operation.  The Congressional leaders from both parties at the time had snuck wording into a different bill to authorize the group.

“Most of our new employees are recommended, and on approval, recruited to join us.  You can consider what I’ve just said as your recruitment...as a field operative, who will...for now, work with me.”

“I’m in...questions to follow.”

“Alright then, you are now a member of the X-Group...our name.  When I speak to the ‘Voice’ in the morning, two accounts will be set up for you.  One is a checking account that will always have a hundred grand in it.  As you spend from your checking account, a replacement amount will automatically be added back in to keep the balance there.  The money being added will come from a second account...an investment account of one million.  You will have no say in the investments, but can follow them if you like...I don’t, except when tax time comes.  You’ll have to pay taxes on all this money, which is considered an employment bonus.”

“Okay, hold it.  Question to follow right now.  Do you really call whoever you talk to on the phone the ‘Voice’?”

“Yes.  As I told you someplace along the line, I do not know who the Voice is...but do know he is the second Voice.  Anyhow, back to where I was.  In your case, I would guess you’ll have to quit your Homeland Security job.  I didn’t have to quit the CIA, for obvious reasons...the main one being most often my CIA duties coincided with my X-Group duties.  Speaking of which, the information I brought to the CIA, was also given to X-Group, so even though it almost certainly has been shit-canned by the CIA, it is still available...and almost surely will be acted upon.”

“Let me interrupt again.  What was that about, or am I just allowed information on a need-to-know basis?”

“Yes, and no, on the last part of your question.  In this case I feel you do need to know.  I’ve been working in China for the last several months.  I discovered a serious violation by an individual in his dealings with China.  How he will be dealt with is yet to be determined...or if it has been, I’m not aware of it, but don’t necessarily need to know.”

“Who?”

Marvin told her, and Loralie grumbled, “It really is a small world.  I think my problem today may be because of some dirt I uncovered on the same guy.  I don’t know if I’m right, but now, with what you just said, I’d bet a big hunk of my new found dough I am.”

“Do you happen to have a copy of your work on this?”

Loralie smiled, and shoved her phone to Marvin.  “Sure do, boss...right here.”

“Well aren’t you the smart one?”

“I like to think so.”

“What made you copy your work?”

“My boss at Homeland is a bit squirrely, and had a funny, odd funny, reaction to my report.”

Marvin nodded, took one of the pens to hand, and wrote on one of the pads, then turned it to Loralie, and ordered, “Please send the report to this email address.  At the bottom, you might add, ‘I’m in’ and ‘switching to my new phone now’.”

She did as told, then asked, “What new phone?”

He reached into his pocket, and slid the phone to her.  “This new phone.  Don’t use your phone again, until after we solve this problem.  The number to my new phone is already in your phone, and your number is in mine.  They both have the number to reach the Voice.”

“And just how do we do that, solve the problem I mean?”

“For starters we speak to at least one of the bozos who attacked you, and your boss at Homeland.”

“Sounds like fun.  Can I punch both of them square in the nose?”

“Maybe, unless we turn either, or both of them, in which case we will want them undamaged.”

“Do you think it’s likely we will ‘turn’ either of them?”

“No, but it never hurts to try.  If we don’t, they get a broken nose, so they have to go through what you are.”

“Do I get to keep my gun?”

“Yes, but I’ll change the barrel before we leave here.”

“Do you have a new barrel for my gun?”

“No, but I’ll get one.”

From there, they talked about Marvin’s basic plan for starting their mission, including how they would change their appearances to match their new identities.  When the first load of laundry was washed, they put it in the dryer, and put the white load in the washer.  During that process, Marvin firmly told Loralie to keep her panties and sweatshirt on, until the first load was dry.  She pouted, but did as ordered.

While waiting on the dryer to do its thing, Loralie brought up the subject of the clothing Marvin had purchased for her, “I want to let you know I really like the things you bought for me.  I especially like the silk P.J.s and colored underwear.  Your idea to get A cups, and B cups for all three types of bras was clever...and I like the red, white and blue colors you got for the them...pity I can’t wear ‘em all at the same time.”

When the dryer finished its job, they each got their items of clothing, and Marvin said, “You can have the bedroom of your choice.”

“I guess suggesting we share the master bedroom would fall on deaf ears, so you may as well have the master one, since you’re the boss.  I’ll take one of the other ones.  But, I want privileges in the bathroom for your bedroom.  I’m dying to try out the walk-in bathtub.  I spotted the bath bombs, and plan on using them in the tub.”

“That’s fine...just don’t plan on using it when I’m in there.”

“Spoil sport.”
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In the morning, Marvin got up first, cleared his bathroom before Loralie arrived, and went into the kitchen to get things ready for breakfast.  When Loralie arrived, she was wearing the silk pajamas he had bought for her.  One look told him she had nothing on underneath them, at least above the waist.

She gushed, “I love the pajamas!  They are so smooth and yummy feeling against my skin.  But for work, I’d never take them off.”

“Glad you like them.  Is bacon, eggs, and toast okay for breakfast?”

“You bet.  Is there anything I can do to help?”

“Yes...get the juice out and pour us both a glass.  Coffee’s ready, if you want.  Oh, please get out the butter for the toast...rye toast.  The Voice knows I don’t eat white bread, only rye...hearty, seeded rye.”

“Sounds good to me.”

When breakfast was finished and the cleanup work taken care of, Loralie asked, “Do I have to get dressed?”

“Nope.  We’ll just sit here drinking coffee and gabbing until the call comes.”

Almost on cue, Marvin’s phone rang.  He grinned as he answered, “Good morning.”

“Good morning.  I received what Loralie forwarded, and found it quite interesting.  It seems we now know why she was on the hot seat, and why you were added to the mix so quickly.  Funny that you both nailed the same guy.  We’ll deal with him in due course, but first we have other fish to fry.  Since Loralie noted at the bottom of her email her desire to join us, I assume you have agreed, and she is fully aware of who we are, and what we do.”

“Yes, she’s in the loop and ready for action, save her funny looking nose.”

“It was broken, I take it?”

“Yes...and now covered with a large wad of tape.  Where are we on the two guys who went after her?”

“The one you shot in the left foot is married, the other one single.  I suggest we start on him.  He’ll likely be in the hospital for a few days.  You might consider having a word with her former superior at Homeland first.”

“Yes, I sorta had in mind to tackle him first.  I know you must have his home address, and that of the other two.”

“I do.  Mr. Right Foot, in addition to being single, is in a nice location for setting up some cameras for us to monitor until, and after, he comes home.  If you want to get those set up in the next day or two, so we can watch of his place, to see what kind of protection may be planned for him, please do.  With your reputation, you can bet all three will have some sort of protection.  Her former boss is a horse of a different color, as to location.  No place to sensibly set up cameras.  I’ll cover his home with drones, but he is also married, so you’ll have to figure it out.”

“What about probable routes home?”

“Possible.  I’ll give you the address, and you can check it out yourself.  Is there anything else you’ll be needing?”

“Yes.  I want to change the barrel in Loralie’s gun and mine.  I’ll also need the surveillance gear.  I’ll drive down tonight, so if possible I’d like those items before then.  I haven’t checked out the trunk of the rental yet, but I assume there are stick-on and easy pull off license plates in it.”

“There are...all Maryland.  Anticipating what we have just been speaking of, cameras, et cetera, are also in the trunk.  Oh, and night vision gear.  Anything else you need?”

“No, it seems you’ve got this figured out about right.  We’ll place our cameras tonight, and also scope out the other fella.  Please forward the addresses, and names when you can.  Here are the barrels I’ll need.”

After Marvin told him the barrels needed, the Voice replied, “The info will be delivered with your gun barrels.”

Laying his phone down, he looked at Loralie.  “I held the phone away from my ear, did you get everything?”

“Yes.  May I say I’m a bit excited?”

“You may.”

“Good...I’m excited to be part of your X-Group.  Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to try out the walk-in tub.  If you’d like to wash my back, I’d appreciate it.” 

“I’ll pass.”

“You’re no fun.”

***
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During the day, they got everything inside, the gun barrels had come and been swapped out, and plans for the night made.  When they left in the rental car, both were wearing black clothing.  The pants of each had side, utility pockets.  Both also had on black ski masks, doubling as watch caps until they needed to cover their faces.

“Mr. Right Foot” lived in a nice tree-lined subdivision, which was perfect for the placement of the cameras Marvin wanted to install.  Able to test the cameras on a laptop, Marvin was satisfied they could see everything of the man’s home, front, back, and both sides.  As they drove away, Loralie asked, “How far does the signal carry for those cameras?”

“They beam their up signal to satellites, so we can be as far away as we want, and still see what we want to see...the Voice can also bring up the feed on his gear.  Don’t ask me how it works much past that, because I don’t know.  Another thing I don’t know, is how our friend back there can afford the place he’s living in...unless he’s individually wealthy.  No way a person on the pay of a lower level State Department employee, could afford it.” 

“I had the same thought.”

“In which case you should have voiced it, in case I missed it.”

“Yes, sir.  Should we call the Voice with our thoughts on the subject?”

“Trust me, as soon as the photo of the place came up, it was being looked into.  I’d bet it was before we ever got to it.”

“Oh, you mean from Big Brother’s mapping program?”

“Yes.  Before you ask, our camera work was done to be more precise...and to avoid anyone knowing we have interest.  Big Brother knows when someone is using the mapping program to check out a given building.  But, the Voice can access it without being known...how, again, I do not know.  Even then, Big Brother knows someone is interested...but a fast look may not draw attention.”

“Okay, then I have a suggestion.  We’re closer to my former boss’s place than the Homeland office, so why not take a route from his place to Homeland.”

“Good idea.  I want to drive it both ways, so we’ll start on this end.”

After following a presumed route both ways, and ending up back near the man’s home, Marvin pulled to a stop.  “If he follows the route we just took twice, I only see one place where we have a reasonable chance of nabbing him...and then, only if he gets held up with a traffic blockage.”

“How about right in his driveway.  It’s a bit ballsy, but it might be the best place.”

“You may have a point.  Of course, if he has a protection detail, we might wind up in a gun fight.”

“I can shoot straight.”

Marvin chuckled, “I bet you can.  One thing, have you ever shot anyone?”

“Nope, but I promise if I have to, I won’t puke.”

“I did.”

“No you didn’t.”

“Yeah, I did.  But, only after I took out two more guys, then went forward to them, to be certain all three were dead...one wasn’t, so I shot him again...and then puked on him.”

“Oh, yuck.  What a way to add insult to injury, but I guess he didn’t know it.  But, I have a question.  Exactly how do we take him, and what do we do with him?”

“I hurry to his car’s window, and stick a gun in his face.  If his window is shut, I smash it with the butt of my gun, then stick the gun in his face.  Gun in face, I open the door, get him out, slap duct tape on his mouth, bag his head, secure his hands behind his back, wrap duct tape around his upper torso, put him in the trunk of our car, secure his feet with more duct tape, and shut the trunk.  Then we bring him to our safe house and ask a few not too polite questions.”

“Okay, sounds good.  After you finish questioning him, can I break his nose?”

“Yes.”

***
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Returning to their safe house, they were only inside about ten minutes when the Voice called.  “For your information, a security detail is in place watching the home of Loralie’s former boss.”

“Thank you.  We’ll need another rental car.  I have a place in mind to take him into our custody.  A team to block off both ends of the road I have in mind would be nice.”

“Give me the details.”

Marvin did, and then, after finishing the call, he looked at Loralie.  “His place is being watched.  We’ll take him on the heavily tree-lined road I had in mind, before you came up with your idea.  Both ends of the road will be blocked off, we will block the road between the two teams blocking the ends of the road.  We’ll do it in such a manner to make it look like we had a wreck...in a way he can’t get around us, without a good deal of trouble.”

“What if he doesn’t stop?”

“I kill his car...then proceed as I outlined earlier.”

“Oh.  Can we eat?”

“Do you know how to cook?”

“Funny man.”

“Fine, let’s eat.  After we finish, it’s change our appearance time.”

“What, you’ve already dyed our hair black last night, and you shortened my hair.  What other changes do you have in mind?”

“For you, not much.  I just want to be certain our black outfits fit, and I need to fashion a scruffy beard for me.  After we play dress up, you can go to bed.”

“Alone again?  Another sexless night?”

“Funny girl.”

***
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Friday morning, they had a relaxing day, with Marvin suggesting naps, and taking one himself after Loralie awoke from her nap.  They ate an early, light meal, and then headed toward the site of the intended capture of Loralie’s former boss.  

On the way, the Voice called to tell Marvin their target was on his way home, by the suspected route he would take.  By then two teams were at each end of where Marvin and Loralie would be waiting.  They arrived on site about twenty minutes before their target.  Marvin had stopped at the end of the road where the target would pass.  There he was given a communication set, so he could be in constant communication with the team on that end of the road. 

The diversion team had selected a perfect place to set up, because less than five hundred feet past them there was a bend in the road.  Two cars went past the road blockers, before the target car drove by.  As soon as he did, they shut down the road, the plan being they would tell any cars approaching that there had been an accident, the road was closed, and would likely remain so for at least two hours.  At the other end, the two teams there had already shut down the road, with the same message for anyone approaching.

As soon as the second of the cars in front of the target’s car passed them, Marvin and Loralie pulled onto the road, sideways to block it off.  The front of Loralie’s car was a few feet off the other lane, with Marvin’s car alongside, but back far enough to block the other side.  Their story to the target was to be they had run into each other, and were waiting on the police and tow trucks to arrive.
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