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        To all of us who lived through the 1980s

        and survived

        Oh, the tales we could tell

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

      
        Chapter 44

      

      
        Chapter 45

      

      
        Chapter 46

      

      
        Chapter 47

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Where To Find Me

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Throwing the papers across the room, Remy growled in exasperation. “Why am I wasting my time on this again? It’s a fool’s errand. It’s not like I’m going to find anything new. I’ve been through this a hundred times before.”

      Sitting back, gazing out the window and thinking over how she wound up in this depressing situation, Remy shook her head. She never thought she’d find herself serving drinks to rowdy drunks in a bar close to the university. Despite the regulars, who she considered her friends, it was certainly not a place the tourists would frequent. But it definitely was the kind of place the underbelly of New Orleans was more than familiar with.

      Trying to earn enough to stay ahead of the payments for her mom’s medical treatment, she relied heavily on the tips in addition to her regular pay. While it was better than some places, it still wasn’t enough to allow her to save for anything more.

      Gathering the papers she had thrown on the floor, she started shoving them haphazardly back in the box when an envelope fluttered to the ground. Picking it up, she saw it was a letter addressed to her deceased dad from someone named Neil Evans. The postmark was from Los Angeles in the late 1960s. How had it remained unopened and undiscovered after all these years?

      She tried thinking back on the stories her mother had told her of her father’s time living and working in Las Vegas, and the memory of a cousin named Neil resurfaced. He inadvertently wound up there when he was trying to run away to Los Angeles. Her dad had somehow helped him out of the jam he found himself in and got him a record deal, which helped to launch his musical career.

      As another old memory surfaced, she remembered a time when she was younger and her dad was still around. He had snuck her into a local bar in the French Quarter where Neil was playing, taking her backstage in between sets to meet him and the rest of the band. She had been in such awe meeting who she thought was a real rock star. Of course, she wasn’t old enough to know any better, and in hindsight; he wasn’t actually a rock star, at least not yet. Oh, he would become one later on, but there had been little more contact between her and him since that one night.

      Turning the envelope over in her hands, she wondered, what is this letter and how did it get in with these other papers? How is it I’ve never seen it before now since I’ve been through these papers hundreds of times, it seems?

      Not giving herself a second chance to change her mind, she opened the envelope, revealing a handwritten note and yet another sealed envelope inside. The note was in handwriting she could only surmise was Neil’s. But the other envelope was definitely in her dad’s handwriting. Do not open, written on the outside. So why write something and then tell the recipient not to open it? This was becoming more of a mystery than she knew she had time to deal with. Glancing over the note from Neil, she saw he was returning this letter back to Frank, since it was no longer necessary. ‘No longer necessary? For what? Pretty vague if you ask me,’ she mused.

      Deciding there couldn’t be any harm in opening the letter after all these years, she read the contents of the second letter twice, only to discover the truth behind what she thought had been a family myth all those years. Finding out her dad really had been involved in the theft of Marilyn Monroe’s necklace all those years ago practically took her breath away. If she remembered the story right, the necklace had been reported stolen by the jeweler in New York after it had been worn by Marilyn for some event at a casino back in Las Vegas. But how that connected to her dad, she had no idea. Was that the one where he had worked those years when he was gone from New Orleans? Her mom had told her it was just a story. Coincidental timing, she had said. The necklace went missing, and the rumor was that it had been the courier who had made off with it. Of course, back then, the mob had been running the casinos, so if they were involved in the theft, it shouldn’t be a surprise to anyone. Surely the diamonds that had been in the necklace were long gone by now too.

      But now, reading over this letter, seeing her dad’s handwriting and explanation that yes, he had been involved, and the diamonds had been left in hiding for his family, including her and Neil, only led her to more questions with no idea where to start looking for answers.
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      After putting away the box containing the rest of the old papers, she tucked this newfound letter along with a few of the old ones she was keeping into another envelope. She stuck those in her purse before she went back downstairs to check on her mom. Finding her dozing on the couch, she covered her with a light blanket and left a note to let her know she was going out for a while, but would come back later to check on her before she had to go to work.

      Walking the streets of the neighborhood, she tried to sort through all the thoughts running through her head. The letter stated the diamonds were safely hidden away, but gave no indication of where. If only she could somehow get her hands on them, that would solve so many of her problems. She could pay for Vanessa’s medical treatments, quit her job, and stop having to run the cons she had been perpetuating on the men she picked up at the hotel bars. Those had been lucrative in that she had been able to either talk them into lavishing her with gifts that she turned around and pawned, or at a minimum, she would take money from their wallets. But she knew her luck would run out on her at some point. The last thing she wanted to do was wind up in jail. Then who would take care of her mother?

      Maybe it was time to change where she found these men. The bartenders at the Hotel Monteleone had gotten to know her, and while they weren’t aware of what she was up to, she knew she had to be careful not to get overzealous.

      There were certainly enough opportunities in the city at any given time. Conventions, balls associated with all the Mardi Gras events that attracted the society of the city, the Jazz Heritage festival that drew in people from all over the country, even the world. These were a few of the places she should start exploring.

      As she walked into a local boutique with nothing in mind aside from browsing to take her mind off everything else, she overhead the sales associates talking about an upcoming black-tie event. Clients had been in all week in search of just the right thing to wear. Knowing that would be prime hunting grounds, she turned her attention to any more details she could gather.

      She knew that if she were going to get into the party, she would need a new dress. Something more elegant than anything she currently had hanging in her closet. Since none of that would even come close enough to resemble what she’d have to wear to an event like this. Hearing that it was to be held the next night, she was going to have to find something fast.

      Considering her finances being what they were, she couldn’t very well go all out buying a dress either. Even if she left the tags attached and returned it the next day. The funds weren’t available to make that purchase possible. And if she had any sort of mishap that would damage the dress, then she wouldn’t be able to return it, and being out that money wasn’t an option she wanted to face. Dismayed, she frowned at the thought of how she was going to get in?

      Browsing the racks, she tried to make it appear as though she was looking for something specific, while not finding anything to try on yet. Hopefully, she would be able to find something on the clearance rack. Or maybe she would find someone’s purse lying around and she’d lift the wallet to pay for what she needed. She didn’t enjoy having to resort back to pick-pocketing and this sort of theft, even though she had done it in the past and had been good at it. Now she much preferred it when the person she was conning was a willing participant in the relationship and they were separated from their money. She had no remorse in those situations. After all, they allowed it to happen to themselves, quickly getting so emotionally involved with her. But when she had to resort to taking without that interaction, it caused her moments of self-doubt, guilt, and fear this might be the time she actually gets caught.

      She avoided most of the sales staff, even in this small of a shop. The fewer people involved, the better and the easier it would be to get what she needed. When she found a couple of options to try on, she made her way back to the dressing room. Finding that both dresses were too big to fit in her purse or wear out under her street clothes, she would have to think on her feet and smooth-talk her way through this one.

      As she stepped out of the dressing room, she saw a well dressed gentleman walk into the store. In addition to the expensive looking watch on his wrist, and the air he was giving off of someone sure of himself, she thought he could be a potential mark. Standing in front of the trifold mirror gave her the advantage, allowing her to keep an eye on him before he saw her. Turning her head to the side, she watched as he made his way through the store. The salesgirl asked if he was looking for anything in particular.

      “No, just browsing for a gift for my little lady,” he drawled as his eyes scanned the entire store before she saw them stopping on her back.

      ‘Oh, one of those guys,’ she thought to herself. ‘Too much money on his hands, and some little thing on the side that he’s trying to keep mollified. Perfect.’

      Grinning to herself, she saw him watching her as she sashayed back into the dressing room. Taking off the first dress, she came back out in the second one she had picked up. Knowing she would have to execute this perfectly in order for him not to detect that he was being conned, she ran through her plan to get him to pay for items that would not wind up in his bag.

      Stepping back in front of the mirror, she said just loud enough for him to hear, “I can’t decide which dress I should get. I have a black-tie event to attend, and well, I’ve never gone to one before. I mean, what do people usually wear to something like that?”

      Sensing she had caught his attention, she continued to consider herself in the mirror, as though she was trying to decide. When he sauntered over and offered his opinion, saying, “the black one,” she knew her plan was working.

      “I’m sorry?” She said as she turned to face him.

      “The black one you had on before this one. I heard you say it’s a black-tie party. You can never go wrong with a little black dress. Add to it a necklace like this one,” he indicated to one of the four that he had picked up on his walk towards her. “And no one will be able to take their eyes off of you.”

      “I couldn’t possibly afford the dress and one of those as well. But I do thank you for your kind advice,” she demurred.

      “Please, humor me. Would you try on the dress again?”

      “Um, well, I suppose…” she replied as she started walking back to the dressing room, wondering if he could tell she didn’t have the funds for either of the purchases he was suggesting. Maybe he was just being nice and trying to flatter her, hoping to get her number. Little did he realize, she was also trying to use him.

      Changing back into the black dress for the second time, she was fiddling with the zipper as she came out, walking over to where he had taken a seat. Turning her back to him and moving her hair aside, she said, “Do you mind helping here? I can’t quite seem to get it the rest of the way. And I’m sorry, I don’t think I got your name?”

      “Jordan, Jordan Dubois. Nice to meet you?”

      “Oh, thank you, Jordan. I’m Daphne,” she replied.

      “Well, Daphne, I was right. That dress looks stunning on you. And I guarantee you will turn every head at the party if you walk in wearing that. If you add this to your ensemble, you’ll have them falling at your feet.” He said as he stood and placed a necklace around her neck, the likes of which she had never worn before.

      A large ruby, surrounded by diamonds, suspended from a chain of white gold, the exact perfect length, as though it had been custom made for her. Looking in the mirror, she couldn’t take her eyes off the piece. Never before had she even dared to try something on as expensive as this piece.

      “Jordan, while I appreciate your suggestion, there really is no way I can afford this. I barely have enough to pay for the dress. I probably should be looking at the clearance rack, or not even bother with a dress and skip the party altogether.”

      “Nonsense! Every woman should have at least one dress in her wardrobe that makes her feel spectacular. Tell you what, let me buy them for you, no strings attached.”

      “No, I couldn’t. You don’t even know me. I can’t accept such an offer.”

      “Yes, you can and you will.” Turning to the salesgirl, “Please charge both the dress and the necklace to my card. I won’t take no for an answer.”

      “But -“

      “No, it’s a done deal. Trust me, Daphne, you have brought a smile to my face today, and I’m just pleased to do something like this for someone. I expect nothing in return. Go to the party tomorrow night and have a wonderful time.”

      Before she could say anything more, she saw Jordan at the register, signing the credit card slip and making his way back out the door.

      The salesgirl stood watching in disbelief. “I’ve never seen anything quite like that before. It was as though I was watching a scene from My Fair Lady or something.”

      “Yes, me neither.” Remy said, a slight smile curving at the corners of her lips.
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      After making his way out of the store, Jordan quickly turned into the cafe next door where he could watch as Daphne, as she called herself, came out with her gifted purchase. He had almost slipped and called her by her actual name, Remy, and not the false one she had given him. Why she had used a different name, he wasn’t sure. She had no way of knowing who he was, or that he had any connection to her, even as tentative as it was. No, that information would definitely be his secret to hold on to for now.

      Picking up a discarded newspaper from the table, he sat down and hid his face behind it, watching as she made her way down the street before turning out of his line of sight. Now that she was gone, it was time for him to put his next step of the plan into play. Making his way to a pay phone in the back of the cafe, he dropped in a dime and placed a call. As soon as the person he was calling answered, he began the conversation without preamble.

      “Hey, Theo. I want you and Lily to get into George’s party tomorrow night. And yes, it’s last minute, but I’m sure you can swing it,” he said as he hung up the phone, cutting off any debate before it started. Walking back to the table, he threw the paper back down and left, making his was back out into the city he now called home.

      The next stop he had planned on his outing today was a house in the Garden District. He had a vague idea of where it was, but since he didn’t have an actual address, he was going to have to be careful in his search. While the neighborhood wasn’t huge by his standards, having lived in New York and Las Vegas for years prior to coming here, he had already ruled out some of the smaller houses on the edges of the neighborhood. Knowing the house he was looking for had been a large family estate at one time, he knew it would encompass more land than most. Not wanting to draw any unnecessary attention to himself, he didn’t ask around, knowing it would be best if he found it on his own.

      He was, after all, a patient man. It had been years now that he had been planning this quest to find what he felt he was owed. And while a good part of his time had been spent in prison, he took advantage of everything that was offered to him and used it to his advantage. It had given him time to access resources, do research, and make the connections he now had in place. Mr. Costa was counting on him to find what had been taken from them, and he wouldn’t rest until he completed his task.

      Turning a corner, he came to an abrupt stop when he saw someone he thought he recognized. Watching as the gentleman walked up the driveway, towards an old carriage house in the back, Jordan continued on down the street a little further so he could see where the man went. Remaining back far enough not to be noticed, he saw the man enter the carriage house, closing the door behind him without a second glance.

      ‘Well, I think I’ve found the house. And if I’m right, I’ve also found the person I’m looking for too. This might just be easier than I first expected,’ he thought to himself as he turned, retracing the steps that brought him here. Once he felt as though he was far enough away, he stopped to give himself time to get his heart rate back under control and to hail a cab back to his club. He had a call to make and next steps to figure out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Struggling to steady her shaking hands, she barely got her key in the lock of her apartment door. On the third try, Remy managed to get the door open, and she stumbled inside. Had that really happened? Finding out about a party tomorrow night, then some random stranger buying her not only the perfect dress but a stunning necklace to complete the outfit? ‘Heck, with just the necklace alone,’ she thought, ‘I could take to any of the local jewelers and sell it. I’m sure I could get more than enough for it.’

      But no, not yet. Perhaps it was best to wear it to the party, and see who she could charm into plying her with more. Sometimes you have to look like you have money in order to get more handed to you, and this necklace certainly would help complete that look. Walking back into her bedroom, she hung up the dress and tucked the necklace into a dresser drawer.

      The next night she had no trouble walking into the party, and as she did, just about every head turned, men and women alike. Only supporting the fact Jordan had been right. It wasn’t long before the men who were without dates were lining up, attempting to ply her with drinks, appetizers, and, more importantly, propositions. Even a couple of women made suggestions of what they would like to do or had to offer, if she was so inclined. Never before had she commanded this much attention. It was like shooting fish in a barrel; she thought to herself. Now she just had to be sure to take her time, study her options, and then choose the right mark.

      She tried to pace herself, declining more drinks than she accepted. Early on, she asked the bartender if he would kindly make her drinks weak if someone should order one for her. She couldn’t allow herself to lose control; otherwise, the entire night would be blown. After the sixth watered down martini, she switched to club soda, tipping the staff as much as she could afford as her way of thanking them for their help in her subterfuge.

      Her choice of who the next con would be run on was narrowed to three by then. Two gentlemen and one rather overzealous woman. She wasn’t sure if it was the number of drinks the lady had consumed that was making her so brash, or if she was always this forthcoming. But after another fifteen minutes of conversation, Remy realized this lady would not be an easy one to fool. Excusing herself, she made her way across the room to her next subject.

      He was a financial trader, slightly older than her by a few years, she guessed. A sharp dresser, who obviously had money to burn based on the Rolex on his wrist and the diamond tie tack, positioned ever so precisely in the exact middle of his tie. He was telling her about his boat, which he kept for cruising around on Lake Pontchartrain; and his winter ski cabin in the Grand Tetons. Had she ever been skiing in Wyoming?

      “No, I’m afraid not. I’ve spent my entire life here in New Orleans. As much as I would like to travel, I really haven’t had the opportunity to do so.”

      “Well, you must let me take you to Jackson Hole once it’s ski season. You will absolutely love the place, the people, and of course, the company you will be keeping won’t be bad either.”

      “Um, that’s a bit presumptuous, don’t you think? We’ve only just met and haven’t even had one date yet. Don’t you think we should get acquainted a bit more before you start planning vacations for the two of us?”

      “What more do I need to learn? You’re a beautiful woman, who has never been out of town before, and I have the means and opportunity. I see it as a win for both of us.”

      Remy took a moment to consider this. On one hand, she could take him up on the offer, string him along for a while and see where it leads. Or would it be best to cut ties right now and see where things could go with her other mark? She looked across the room to where he was and found him pawing at another young girl, who had obviously had too much to drink and would soon regret coming to the party tonight.

      Her decision was obvious. “Alright. Say I do agree to join you on this trip. That’s still a few months away at the earliest. What exactly do you suggest in the meantime?”

      “For starters, how about a name? I’m Matt Hanson.”

      “Daphne. Nice to meet you, Matt,” Remy replied.

      “The pleasure is all mine, I’m sure. Now, how about we get out of here and go somewhere we can get a bite and talk at a more conversational level instead of having to shout over all this noise?”

      As they began walking toward the coat check, she spotted Jordan coming in the door. What on earth was he doing here? When she chided herself for being so foolish? Of course, he would be here. This was, after all, the crowd that he would associate with.

      When she saw him approaching, she exclaimed, “Jordan, what a surprise to see you here!”

      “Daphne, my goodness, you look even better than when I saw you yesterday. Was I right? Did the dress have the desired effect?”

      Just then, Matt walked over, placing a hand protectively on the small of Remy’s back. “Going to introduce me to your friend?”

      “Oh, sure. Matt Hanson, this is Jordan. Jordan, this is Matt. I’m sorry, Jordan, you told me your last name, but I’m terrible when it comes to remembering those sorts of things.”

      Smiling at them both, Jordan replied, “It was rather a whirlwind meeting. The last name is Dubois. Nice to meet you, Matt. It looks as though you two were on your way out. Please don’t let me hold you up.”

      “Of course, I should have recognized you. You’re Jordan Dubois of Acme Consolidated. We’ve had some dealings in the past, but I think this is the first time we’ve ever met in person. I should have expected to see you here tonight. But I thought I heard you were out of the country. And what a surprise, you know, Daphne. But then again, I’ve only just met her, and she’s been full of surprises.”

      “Yes, I imagine she is. We’ve actually only recently become acquainted as well. But I’m delaying you two further. Please, go. Enjoy the rest of your evening.” Jordan said, raising an eyebrow at Remy.

      Matt looked at Remy, then back at Jordan. “This might be presumptuous, but why don’t you join us? We were going out for a late bite. I’m sure Daphne won’t mind the company, would you, darling?”

      “No, not at all,” Remy said, looking at Matt with a quizzical expression, unsure at the turn of events and his use of the endearment darling.

      “I have a better idea. Why don’t you two join me at my table here? There’s another couple who are supposed to be joining me, and I think they are someone you’d like to meet as well,” Jordan replied.

      Matt turned to Remy, nodding. “Is that okay with you? I’m sorry. I know we were going to try to go somewhere a little quieter.”

      “Of course. It’s fine. Isn’t that what these parties are all about, anyway? Making connections?” Remy laughed. After all, that was what she was here trying to do.

      “Fantastic. Please this way,” Jordan said, sweeping his hand toward one of the tables set next to the dance floor.

      As they sat down, another couple walked up and joined them.

      “Theo, Lily, I’d like you to meet Matt Hanson and his date, Daphne, and now I’m the one who isn’t displaying proper manners. I don’t believe I ever learned your last name,” Jordan said as he made introductions around the table.

      “Martine,” Remy quickly replied. “Nice to meet you both.”

      “Likewise,” Theo said, as he held out the chair for Lily.

      “Daphne, what a lovely name,” Lily drawled. “Is it a family name?”

      “No, I think it was just something my momma had read in a book and it stuck with her.” Remy laughed, smiling broadly at both Lily and Theo. “I’m guessing you aren’t from around here, though.”

      Lily looked puzzled at first before replying, “How did you figure that out so quickly?”

      “Ah, easy. No accent. At least not one from around these parts. Trust me, when you’ve lived in this area long enough, you get familiar with all the dialects from the area. And yours is definitely not from around here. So let me guess…” Remy paused, taking a sip of her drink. “Somewhere up north, I’m going to go with Chicago, perhaps.”

      “You’re right. But if you tell me what part of Chicago, then I’m going to start to think you’re a clairvoyant or something.”

      “No, I’m not that good. I had a friend who was from Chicago, and I recognized the way you said some of the same words he used to say.”

      Lily nodded, looking at Theo, then Jordan, trying to determine what they wanted her to do next.

      “Well, I need to go powder my nose. Daphne, would you mind showing me where the ladies’ room is? I seem to have gotten all turned around in here.”

      Rising from her seat, Remy extended her arm toward the doors. Glancing over her shoulder, she said, “Follow me. We’ll be right back boys, so try to stay out of trouble until we return.”

      Matt rose slightly from his chair as Jordan laughed, and Theo sat stone faced. Remy was still attempting to get a read on him, but couldn’t seem to get him to break at all. As they made their way out, she turned to Lily and asked directly.

      “If you don’t mind my asking, what’s up with Theo? He seems a bit uptight.”

      “Oh, he’s just quiet. Not one much for parties or meeting new people. But believe me, once he and Jordan get going, he’ll loosen up in no time. But tell me about Matt. He seems like quite a catch. Have you two been dating long?”

      “Honestly, I can’t tell you much. We only met earlier this evening. I can tell you he has a place in Wyoming and a boat for days out on the lake. Aside from that, he’s some sort of financial guy. But tell me, how do you know Jordan?”

      Without trying to be obvious, Remy was trying to fish for information. She found it odd that Jordan had shown up at the party as she was making her way out, and how convenient Lily and Theo had been right there too. Something didn’t sit right with her, and the thought crossed her mind that perhaps she was the one being conned.

      “Oh, well, he’s the reason we’re in New Orleans. See, he and Theo have known each other for some time. When Jordan suggested we come for a visit, and with us having nothing better to do, we said sure. So here we are.”

      “Oh, so you’re just visiting then? How much longer do you think you’ll be in town?”

      “Not sure. We really don’t have any set plans. We’ve rented a small place temporarily instead of wasting money on a hotel. I’m really liking it here. And to be honest, wouldn’t mind staying permanently. Chicago is nice and all, but this city has so much to offer.”

      As Lily continued talking, Remy washed her hands. When she looked up in the mirror to check her reflection, she realized the necklace she had been wearing was gone. Looking frantically around, Remy saw Lily hold up the necklace and say, “Looking for this?”

      “How? What?” Remy sputtered.

      “Simple. I distracted you long enough to slip my hand around, undo the clasp, and pocketed it without you noticing.”

      “But why?” Remy, now flustered that she had been taken in, by a stranger no less, was starting to get angry.

      “Only to see how easy of a mark you were. I would have thought someone with your skills wouldn’t have been duped so quickly.”

      Stepping back from the sink, Remy turned to Lily, coming within inches of her face. Grabbing the necklace out of her hand, she growled. “I should go out and turn you over to security right now.”

      “You could. But then you’d have to explain how you got the necklace, and, well, not to mention, the invite to this little party. And I suspect that none of the answers you’d have for those questions would be exactly above board, shall we say?”

      “What do you want?” Remy demanded.

      “Nothing at the moment. Jordan wanted me to check you out. See if you were as good as he thought. Though I’m not sure yet,” Lily replied with a shrug of her shoulders.

      Taking a deep breath and time to consider what had just happened, Remy waited a beat before asking her next question.

      “Okay. Maybe you should start at the beginning. What do you mean by Jordan wanted you to check me out and see if I was as good as what now?”

      Looking around, Lily shook her head. “Not here. Not tonight. I’m sure the guys are wondering where we are. Let’s get back out to the party and have a good time. I’m guessing you had something in store for Matt. So, you do what you have to do tonight. You want answers, meet me for coffee tomorrow. Cafe du Monde, eleven o’clock.”
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      It didn’t matter what time of the day you went; Cafe du Monde was always busy. Remy arrived a few minutes before eleven, looking around at all the tables, trying to see who else might be there. She had a hunch based on her interaction with Lily last night that Jordan would have other spies around as well. Something about him didn’t sit right from the first time she met him, and based on their interaction the night before, her suspicions continued to grow.

      Finding an empty table far enough away from the foot traffic of the street in front of the cafe, she sat with her back to the kitchen, monitoring everything going on around her. After ordering a café au lait and beignets, she spotted Lily looking for her. Deciding not to make it easy, she sat until Lily noticed her. Only then did she give a little wave as if she had only just now recognized her.

      “I took the liberty of ordering already. Figured it would save a little bit of time and interruption.” Remy said in greeting.

      “Wonderful. I’m starving. I barely had a chance to eat at the party last night, and we have nothing in the kitchen at home. I really need to make a run to the store, but with so many good places to eat around here, it makes that a challenge,” Lily said as she settled into her seat.

      “So, what exactly is going on?” Remy demanded, not giving Lily any time for niceties or small talk.

      “Okay. So that’s how you want to play this?” Lily asked. “Are you sure you’re ready for the truth of the matter?”

      Noting Lily’s tone, Remy took a moment before answering.

      “I have no idea who you are. I have no idea who Jordan is other than some guy who decided he needed to buy me a dress and necklace. I was perfectly capable of taking care of my purchase when he stepped in.”

      Interrupting, Lily questioned, “Are you sure about that? From what he told me, it was pretty obvious what you were attempting to do in that boutique. You were either going to somehow slip your purchase into his and have him pay without noticing, or you were going to buy the dress yourself, leave the tags on and return it today, hoping no one would be the wiser. Tell me I’m wrong, and I’ll leave you alone right now.”

      Remy leaned back in her seat, scowling at Lily. “Alright. Say you are right. I was going to do one of those things. What gives him or you the right to accost me like that and check me out, as you so eloquently put it last night?”

      Taking a large bite of beignet, chewing slowly, then following it with a large sip of the coffee, Lily sat and watched Remy, not saying anything. After she felt sufficient time had passed, she answered.

      “You’re right. I’m sorry. Let’s start over, shall we? I feel like maybe we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot here. And I was under the impression you knew more about Jordan than you apparently do.”

      “You think?” Remy replied acerbically.

      Holding up her hands in surrender, Lily sighed.

      “Okay, I obviously assumed too much. So let me give you the rundown. Theo and I have known Jordan for a few years now. We met him on a trip we took to Las Vegas. Theo was losing terribly at blackjack, while Jordan seemed to be beating the house what seemed like every other game. Taking pity on Theo, Jordan suggested we take a break from the table and offered to buy us dinner. Dinner turned into drinks, a show, more drinks, but thankfully no more gaming that night. We wound up spending a couple more days there, hanging out with Jordan and a rotation of showgirls he had hanging off his arm. We left, agreeing to stay in touch, and returned to Chicago. During a call with him a few months later, Theo mentioned we were coming to New Orleans. When Jordan said he had a place here too. Long story shorter, he invited us to stay with him for a couple of weeks, we fell in love with the city and have been here pretty much ever since.”

      “Blah, blah, blah. You haven’t given me any good reason to sit here and keep listening to you or any explanation as to why Jordan wanted you to ‘check me out’. Either tell me something or I’m out of here,” Remy demanded.

      Lily shrugged. “I don’t know a lot. Just that after you two met at that boutique, he called me up and told me you’d be at the party that night. He thought maybe you’d be interested in working with us. You had an intriguing set of skills is how he put it. He told me the salesgirl had no idea what you were up to and that most guys would have never noticed. He only noticed, because, well it’s what he does.”

      “So what exactly is it that I would be doing? Working for him or with you, or whatever? I have standards after all. And before you suggest I prostitute myself - “

      “Oh, god no. Nothing like that. No, Jordan has a few different businesses he’s involved in. One is some manufacturing business or something. He also owns a few clubs, here and in Las Vegas. The one in Las Vegas is open to the public; the others are private clubs that cater to a more discreet class of clientele. Gambling mostly, sometimes private parties. The one here is called the Carrington. But no, definitely nothing along the lines of what you mentioned,” Lily exclaimed. “I’d never do that. And I’ve never been asked to do that. If I were I’d be out in a heartbeat.”

      “So, eye candy then? Or are we actually working the gaming tables, serving drinks? I’m not familiar with much when it comes to gambling. My dad spent some time in Las Vegas when I was a kid, but I didn’t really know him then and was never around any of that.”

      “Well, pretty much what you described. You’ll go through some training on your first night. I or someone else will show you what to do in all the different areas. It’s a decent salary; one of the benefits is you get to keep the clothes and tips, and sometimes those tips can include some pretty nice pieces of jewelry too. Anything more you choose to do is up to you.”

      “Why me?”

      “Why not you? Like I said, Jordan called me, said he thought you might have some skills, and maybe you were looking for work, or at least needed money. If you’re not interested, tell me now and I’ll pass along the message to him. We’ll go our separate ways, and you’ll never hear from either of us again.”

      Remy sat back in her seat, brushing powdered sugar off of her blouse, contemplating everything Lily had described to her. If it were true, she wouldn’t have to do anything she didn’t want to, and god knows she was not going to sell herself like that, then maybe this was the answer to her current predicament.

      “Give me a day to think about it.”

      “Sure. Let’s meet up at the Desire late tomorrow afternoon for drinks and oysters, and you can give me your answer then.”
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        * * *

      

      Leaving Remy at the cafe, Lily decided it best to take a longer route back to the Carrington. After making sure that she wasn’t being followed, she arrived half an hour later than expected.

      As she walked in, she found Jordan sitting at the bar, his fingers tapping out an impatient rhythm.

      “Well?” he said.

      “She wants a day to think about it. I think she’s nervous she might be asked to do something she’s not willing to do. I reassured her as best I could, but if I’m being honest, I’m not sure she’s going to go for it.”

      “What about her father? Did you get any information about him?”

      “No, she alluded to him at one point. Said he had spent some time in Las Vegas, but she didn’t really know him during that time. I get the impression he’s not in her life.”

      “Alright, listen. You need to convince her that this is in her best interest. Give her whatever guarantee you have to. And if she still says no, then at least try to get whatever you can out of her about her dad. Maybe strike up a friendship with her at a minimum.”

      “Sure Jordan. But what’s so important about her dad? Who is he?”

      “No one you need to concern yourself with.”

      Not understanding his cryptic explanation, Lily simply nodded in agreement, knowing better than to ask any more questions regarding that subject, and then asked where Theo was. “Back room,” the bartender said.

      Making her way back, still confused by Jordan’s behavior and questions, Lily found Theo at his desk going over the books. At least one of them could stay behind the scenes. While she didn’t have the head for numbers like Theo did, Lily had an eye for the details. She knew more than she said and had been compiling information on everyone she came in contact with since becoming acquainted with Jordan and his crew. ‘Protect my own,’ she reminded herself on more than one occasion.

      Smiling at Theo, she plopped down in the chair across from him and waited until he finished balancing the page he was on. When he looked up at her, she filled him in on what had taken place, asking what his impression of Daphne was based on their interaction last night.

      “I don’t think that’s actually her name,” he said. “It felt like it took her a little too long when Jordan asked what her last name was. I mean, if it is your name, that’s something you don’t hesitate answering when asked. Aside from that, I’ve really got no other opinion. She seemed nice enough, I guess. When are you meeting her again?”

      “Tomorrow afternoon. Desire Oyster Bar.”

      “Good. If it all goes well, I’m sure Jordan will want you to bring her back here. If not, then you and I have a night to ourselves. If I can get through the rest of the mess that is what could be called the finance books of this place.”

      Lily smiled, understanding that was her cue to leave. Walking around the desk, she gave him a quick kiss and left him to his work.

      Throughout her shift that night she still had more questions rolling around in her head. Coming out of the restroom and walking past Jordan’s office, she overheard him talking to someone in his office about missing diamonds. Was it possible Daphne had something to do with this and that’s why he was being so secretive? How had she pulled that off? From their brief time together, Lily didn’t think Remy was that much of a con woman either, if Jordan was able to see through her game at the boutique. No, there was definitely something more going on or some sort of connection, but what exactly it was Lily couldn’t quite piece together just yet. Hopefully, she could find out more when she met with Daphne the following afternoon.
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