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Chapter One 
Home sweet home





  "Dad, is it wrong to kick a dead guy?"




  James and Emma Kelvin turned to see their young son padding into the living room in his favorite bunny slippers.




  "Why on Earth would you want to kick a dead person?" said Emma.




  "Oh Mom, I don't want to kick one. I was just wondering if, you know, he is dead and all, he wouldn't feel anything, so what would it matter what you did to a dead person?"




  James saw his wife's you take this one look, which he knew quite well after five years of strange questions from their precocious son Kevin.




  "Well, Kevin, it doesn't show much respect, and a person deserves respect even after they’re dead. Besides, it’s also disrespecting the family. How would you feel if Mom or I died and you saw someone kicking our bodies?" answered James.




  "Oh I wouldn't like that! I hadn't thought about that. I was just kinda wondering with all the starving people in the world why nobody ate the dead people? It’s a lot of wasted protein." Kevin modestly proposed.




  "Son, life is sacred and in death the survivors celebrate that person's life. That’s why we have funeral rituals to give respect to the person who is gone and to try to lessen the pain to the family. Do you see how eating people, which is called cannibalism, is in poor taste?" James smiled at his pun much pleased with himself.




  "James, come on, “poor taste.” This isn’t something to joke about," said Emma giving James the eye.




  "Well, I don't know, but if I was starving and I saw a dead person, I might be thinking barbeque," Kevin chortled.




  "Get out of here you horrid little cannibal!" Emma laughed as she chased Kevin tickling him out of the room.




  Kevin ran to his room squealing and giggling.




  "I love to hear him giggling; he seems five years old when he giggles," James said leaning back on the couch and putting his arm around Emma.




  "Yeah, sometimes I wish he could be a little more normal," sighed Emma




  James was a theoretical physicist and a professor at Stanford University. He was one of the top minds in a field full of top minds. James had always felt like he was the smartest person in the room, but now he didn't feel like the smartest person in his own house.




  "Emma, he’s a happy boy, and he’s pretty normal in some ways."




  "I don't know what normal really is, but I do know that a five year old boy doesn't usually have a room full of computers and a mini genetics lab set up. He taught himself to read and write, and he only sleeps two or three hours a night. He’s been coding software since he was three," Emma reminded him. "Did you know he’s writing his own operating system for his computer?"




  James chuckled: "Yeah, he said Windows 12 sucks."




  "He's almost old enough for school. What’re we going to do?"




  "I think we should home school him. He teaches himself anyway, but we’ll help him," James looked at his wife hoping for agreement.




  "Yes, I think that’s best. I don't think we could keep him from learning anyway; he’s insatiable," Emma agreed, smiling.




  "You would think he’s cramming for finals the way he studies everyday. It's exhausting to watch," James added.




  "He especially loves when I take him to my lab," Emma stated proudly.




  Emma Kelvin was a professor of genetics at the University of California at Berkeley and was happy that Kevin was interested in her work.




  "He’s already more knowledgeable than most of my grad students, and the Head of the Department Dr. McCready just loves him. McCready is the one who gave him our old gene sequencer. He is going to sequence his and our genes on it he says," Emma said admiringly.




  "Love that boy," James responded, ever the proud papa.




  Emma pulled her husband closer and said, "It's late. Let's get some sleep."




  James squeezed her closer replying, “Or something."




  "A little something doesn't sound bad let's go."




  On the way to their room they glanced at Kevin's closed door. As always, there was light shining through the bottom of the door.




  




  The next morning, James stumbled into the kitchen wiping the sleep from his eyes. Emma was already making coffee at the stove, the sunlight from the window highlighting her long blonde tresses. James thought she was just as beautiful as the day he first met her and wondered how a nerd had been so lucky.




  "Morning, Sleepyhead. Wanna cup?




  "Sure, as soon as I get a morning hug," James walked over to Emma and, putting his arms around her, kissed her neck.




  Kevin burst through the back door into the kitchen huffing and puffing.




  "Jeez, you two are like rabbits."




  "Just being affectionate to your mother, Kevin. It’s none of your business anyway," James, said slightly perturbed at the interruption.




  "I heard you guys getting busy last night. I could hardly concentrate on my work," Kevin complained getting some water out of the refrigerator.




  "It's very rude to listen in on other people’s private moments, Kevin," Emma stated as she gave him a look.




  "I wasn't listening in, but I could hardly miss it with all the “Oh James, Oh James, Don't stop!" Kevin repeated teasingly.




  "Kevin, apologize to your mother. You’re embarrassing her," James demanded in his best dad voice.




  "Sorry Mom, I was just kidding. I’m happy my parents love each other. I’m lucky," Kevin replied sincerely.




  "Thank you Kevin, that's a nice thing to say," said Emma somewhat surprised at his response.




  "You boys sit down. I'll get you some breakfast. What do you want this morning?" offered Emma feeling unusually nurturing.




  "Captain Crunch for me," Kevin answered raising his arm and waving it like he was trying to get attention in class.




  "Just toast and jam for me, please," James added.




  "Captain Crunch, that's a shocker. Wouldn't you like to try something else today? I’m in the mood."




  "No thanks. Captain Crunch is the best."




  "You have it everyday; don't you get bored with it?" asked Emma.




  Kevin looked at his Mom as if she were some alien creature who didn't understand that you wanted a drink of water when you were thirsty.




  Kevin just shook his head.




  "How could I ever get bored with Captain Crunch?" Kevin replied pitying the poor demented creature with such little understanding.




  




  "So, you're really doing this jogging thing every morning, huh?" asked James.




  "Yes, I plan to keep it up. I’ve been studying the ancient Greek civilization and one half of their school day was for physical education and one half for academics. They believed a sound mind needed a sound body. It makes sense to me. Besides, if I just sit at the computer all day, I’ll become a fat blob, so, unfortunately, a workout is a necessity everyday," replied Kevin.




  "Good for you; keep it up," said James, looking down at his slight paunch and feeling guilty as he thought of heading to work to sit in front of a computer all day.




  Wanting to change the subject, James asked. "How’s your operating system going, Kevin?"




  "Oh I finished it. I made it available for free on the Internet yesterday and sent a copy to some influentials. I checked this morning and over 40,000 copies have been downloaded already. I think it’s going to be really popular. It’s called HandyOS. You should download it and check it out, you too, Mom."




  "We will."




  




  "Mom and Dad, I’ve decided what I want to be when I grow up," Kevin said seriously.




  "Oh what's that?" James asked.




  "An Explorer."




  "An Explorer?" James and Emma looked at each other.




  "Yes, I want to explore the Universe. I have a step-by-step plan. It looks pretty doable. There are only two major hurdles. Time’s a-wasting; I want to get started now on my plan."




  "What are the two major hurdles you see?" Emma questioned.




  "Money and lifespan. I’ll need a lot of money and a lot longer lifespan, but I don't see these problems as insurmountable," Kevin stated confidently.




  "In fact, I’ve already solved the money problem, but I’ll need your help Dad."




  "I guess I could increase your allowance a little," James agreed.




  "Dad, I need serious money! I’ve written a software trading program that will make me super rich, but I can't get a brokerage account since I’m only five. I need you to open an online trading account. I’ll run my software on it. We’ll split it, half for you and half for me. But I need some money to start trading with too."




  "How much?" James asked.




  "The more we have, the more we make, but I was hoping maybe at least 100,000." Kevin felt he was being super conservative so as to not blow the deal.




  "100,000 dollars! Why not a million?" James asked sarcastically.




  "Well, that would be better of course, but I didn't want to ask for too much," Kevin replied completely missing the sarcasm.




  "Kevin, I can't give you 100,000 dollars; you're five."




  "You won't help me?" implored Kevin.




  "I’ll open a trading account to let you test your software, but let's see how it works first, ok?"




  "Ok, Dad, but it’s a sure thing."




  "I think you’ll find that there’s no such thing as a sure thing," said James imparting pearls of wisdom to his young son.




  "Dad, I think you’ll find that when I make it, it’s a sure thing," retorted Kevin.




  "Well, we’ll see won't we? I’ll open an account today with $2000 dollars to start. That's the best I can do.”




  "Thanks, Dad, we'll just go slow at first. There’s one other thing, Dad."




  "Oh no, what's that?" James asked.




  "No, no money, just some of your time. I want you to go jogging with me in the morning where we can talk about quantum physics. I need to build a more powerful computer. I think that’s the way to go.”




  "So, you want to build a quantum computer, eh?" James replied.




  "I don't think I’ll get very far with the processing power available in conventional computers," explained Kevin.




  "I’ll be glad to go jogging with you. I’d love to help you in any way I can. That would be an awesome achievement if you could actually build a quantum computer. I know some guys at the university who are attempting it right now without much luck so far."




  "I'll figure it out. I just need some more research and knowledge," Kevin added always sure of himself.




  




  "Mom, do you think I could go to the lab with you today?" asked Kevin.




  "Sure, honey, I’d love that.”




  "Great, I want to talk to Professor McCready. He was explaining what he is working on and where he is having trouble. I think I had a breakthrough last night that will solve his problem.”




  "You mean his work on protein folding?" asked Emma.




  "Yes, specifically a model for protein folding, I figured it out. It’s very cool. I can't wait to talk to him.”




  "Well, I’m off to grab a shower, and I’ll get ready to go with you, Mom. And Dad, if you’d open that account, I’ll set up the trading program tonight. We’ll be rich in a few days. See you guys later," Kevin added as he dashed off to his room.




  




  James slowly looked over at Emma. "I feel like I’ve been in a car wreck."




  "I know what you mean, but don't worry; be happy. We’ll be rich in a few days," Emma laughed.




  "I’m going to go looking at Aston Martins today. Maybe pick one up this weekend after we’re super rich," chuckled James.




  




  As Kevin stepped into the Berkeley genetics lab with his Mom, his smile grew wide. He thought about how soon now he would have his own lab as good or better than this one. The thought made him very happy.




  Emma looked down at her son and commented on his wide grin.




  "You really like it here, don't you?"




  "Oh yes, Mom, I want one just like it." Kevin added, "Look. There's Dr. McCready!"




  "Kevin, don't run in the lab!" shouted Emma as she watched Kevin running towards the Department Chair and her boss Dr. Brian McCready.




  Dr. McCready's face lit up as he held his arms out ready to hug the little incoming boy missile that was hurtling his way at warp speed.




  Emma moved towards the pair amused to see Kevin was still wearing his bunny slippers as he dangled in the grasp of the large, rotund man.




  "Dr Mac, I think I have a workable protein folding model, which solves the Levinthal Paradox."




  Dr. McCready's eyes widened: "Well, my boy, perhaps we should have a chat in my office."




  "Dr. McCready, you don't need to indulge the boy. I know you’re busy," Emma said as she approached the pair.




  "Never too busy for my favorite student," winked Dr. McCready as he led Kevin by the hand to his office.




  Emma noticed Kevin doing his best walk like a grownup walk as he held the large man's hand.




  Emma turned to see everyone in the lab staring. "Ok everyone, back to work."




  




  Dr. McCready sat down in his chair and looked at the little blonde boy across from him. Kevin rested his head on his hand propped up by his elbow on the desk as he sat on an Oxford dictionary in a chair to raise himself up to desk level.




  “He looks just like one of the blonde, chubby cheeked cherubs in a painting by Raphael,” thought Dr. McCready, but as he listened to the boy start pouring out his breakthrough, he knew the little cherub had a brain like a Newton or an Aristotle. He had to listen intently to understand.




  After Kevin finished his explanation, he asked, "What do you think, Dr. Mac? Does it make sense to you?"




  Dr. McCready realized his mouth was hanging open; he shut it.




  "Very elegant, Kevin. I think you’ve got something here. I am going to do some testing; then I would like to write up a paper on this. Would you mind if I had a little time alone to think about this?"




  "No, no prob. It's lunch time and I’m hungry. I better go find Mom. I didn't mean to talk so long it's just that I was excited."




  "It's ok. You've made my day so thanks."




  "Later, Dr. Mac," Kevin yelled as he headed out of the office.




  




  Emma chastised Kevin as he approached her and the three graduate students she was working with.




  "Kevin, where’ve you been all morning? I’ve been worried."




  "I was talking to Dr. Mac, Mom."




  "For four hours! Dr McCready is a busy man. He doesn't have time to be your babysitter. He’s my boss. I hope you haven't gotten me into trouble."




  The three graduate students looked at each other. None of them had spent more than a few minutes in Dr. McCready's office, and none had had a real conversation with him.




  Kevin was hurt by the baby-sitting remark from his Mom. "He liked my ideas and said he wants to do a paper on them."




  "Really?" Emma and the three graduate students harmonized. They all knew Dr McCready didn't like anybody's ideas.




  "I’ve had a great morning, Mom. Can we get corn dogs to celebrate?"




  "Yes, this sounds like an occasion for a corn dog celebration for sure!" Emma was once again flabbergasted how her son could constantly amaze her.




  When Kevin and Emma returned home, they found James home early and sitting in his office. He had made some tea and was sipping it while working intently on his computer.




  "Evening. Hey, Kevin, check out Google News."




  Emma and Kevin looked at the screen. The headline read, “HandyOS is this the Windows killer?” James pulled up another story with the headline, “Is this the best operating system ever?”




  Kevin directed, "Dad, go to HandyOS.com. I want to check the downloads."




  "Wow, over three million downloads, it's going viral!" shouted Kevin.




  Just then the phone rang.




  "Reporters have been calling from everywhere looking for Kevin Kelvin, the author of HandyOS." James was clearly exasperated with the ringing.




  Kevin picked up the phone, "Hello. Who’s this?"




  Kevin hung up the phone. "Not influential enough to talk to," stated Kevin matter-of-factly.




  The phone rang again.




  Kevin said, "I’ll handle the phone calls."




  




  For the next few days the phone barely stopped ringing. Kevin talked to some and hung up on others.




  Meanwhile, everyday, more stories appeared on Google News about HandyOS and about the improbable author, five year old Kevin Kelvin.




  As Kevin returned to dinner after another phone call, he announced: "That was CNN, they want me to appear on one of their programs."




  Wow CNN, did you say yes?" probed Emma.




  "It's not what I really want." stated Kevin sadly.




  James looked at his young son and realized he must be harassed from all the attention.




  "Look, Kevin. You don't have to appear anywhere. You can maintain your privacy; just don't answer the phone anymore. I won't let anyone bother you."




  "It's not that, Dad. I just wanted to get on the Tonight show with Bobby Martin is all. The whole reason I put out HandyOS and listed myself as author was to become famous and get on the Tonight Show with Bobby Martin."




  James and Emma looked at each other stunned.




  "I figured a five year-old writing an operating system that replaced Windows would be the kind of human interest story that Bobby likes."




  Kevin started playing with his mashed potatoes.




  James and Emma started playing with their mashed potatoes too.




  




  Later that evening James and Emma were watching CNN talk about the mysterious author of HandyOS when Kevin burst into the room.




  "Mom, Dad!" Kevin blurted out hardly able to contain himself. "That was the Tonight Show on the phone! They want me on the show. They said I could bring my Mommy."




  Emma looked wide-eyed at James: "I can't go on television!"




  "Oh please, please, please, Mom, I’ll do all the talking," begged Kevin on his knees holding her leg.




  Emma had never seen Kevin want something so much, so she quickly caved in. "Ok honey, but I don't have anything to wear."




  James assured her, "I think we can buy you something nice for the show."




  Emma gave him the you are not helping look.




  Kevin began dancing around the room singing: "Gonna be on the tonight show. My plan worked. Gonna be on the tonight show and meet Bobby Martin. Yeah, yeah, I'm the man!"




  Emma looked at James. "Sometimes I feel like I just went down the rabbit hole."




  "I know, Alice. I feel like the Mad Hatter," replied James.




  




  A short time later, James shouted from his office: "Emma! Emma! Come here, Fucking Hell!"




  Emma entered the office scolding James, "You know I don't like when you use profanity."




  "Sorry, Hon, but look at this."




  "What is it?" Emma asked bending down to look at the screen.




  "With all the HandyOS excitement, I haven't bothered to look at my trading account. Look at my account balance."




  "Holy Fuck!" exclaimed Emma "That number can't be real."




  "Oh, it’s real enough; 400 million real enough dollars."




  Emma slumped down onto the floor.




  "KEVIN! "James and Emma chorused.




  




  Kevin heard his parents shouting his name. It was unusual for his parents to ever shout at him, and this shouting startled him out of his chair because they sounded not so much angry as frightened. He rushed to his Mom and Dad's office.




  "What's Up?" Kevin inquired.




  "I think your trading program works a little too well," said his Dad pointing at the balance on the screen.




  "That's great; now I’ll have enough to get started," enthused Kevin.




  "This can't be legal, Kevin. Are you hacking something and stealing this money?" asked Emma.




  "No, Mom, I swear it's just my software. It’s making tens of thousands of trades every day. As the amount it has to trade with grows, it’ll grow even faster. It's logarithmic. We should have a billion in another day or two," Kevin stated proudly.




  "A billion! James this is obscene. I want it stopped, and I want it stopped now!" Emma hissed.




  "Kevin, I’m going to have to shut this account down.” James told him not too sure of what he was saying with thoughts of a billion dollars spinning in his mind. A billion dollars didn't sound obscene to James. In fact, it was a nice round number.




  "Dad, please, no. I need your help," begged Kevin.




  "Kevin, I'm, sorry but this is going too fast for your mother and me. We need to do some thinking about this."




  Kevin sat down on the office floor beside his Mom and began whimpering softly.




  "Mom, Dad, I need your help. I know this is difficult for you guys, but let me try and explain everything," sniffed Kevin.




  James got out of his chair and sat down on the floor with Kevin and Emma to bring the family close together for the talk. He could tell that this was important to Kevin, and he knew how upset his wife was. He just needed to think about something besides the 400 million dollars in his trading account.




  "Well, let's get this little family confab started," James said cheerily trying to lighten the mood.




  Kevin started: "My problem is my age. Because of this, I'm helpless and need an adult’s help. You and Mom are the only people I can trust to help me."




  "We’re your parents. We want to help you; we love you," Emma murmured softly.




  "I know Mom. I knew this, so I’ve just been asking for the help I need, not realizing until tonight that I may need more help than you or Dad can give. I also hadn't fully thought through how much you and Dad will be affected by my plans for my life. I don't have any right to change your lives without your consent or awareness. So, tonight I want to make you aware of what helping me will mean to you guys and ask for your consent."




  Emma and James looked at each other.




  "I already asked you to help me make some money with my trading program, because I can't open a trading account or even get a bank account, because I’m not a legal person until I am eighteen, but I didn't think to ask you if you wanted to be rich. I really messed up by not asking if you want to be the richest people in the world because that's what I want to be, the richest person in the world."




  "I hoped you would do something more with your gifts than just make some money, Kevin," Emma cautioned.




  "Mom, I don't care about money or being the richest person in the world, but like I told you, I want to explore the Universe. I want to be the first human to leave this rock and see what else there is, to see what I’m capable of. And, for me as an individual to accomplish this, I calculate I’ll need roughly 2 to 3 trillion dollars."




  "Two to three trillion dollars! Even with your fantastic trading program that’s hardly possible," exclaimed James.




  "Remember, Dad, it’s scalable. What if I had 10 accounts going or 1000? Right now I’m just trading stocks on NASDAQ. There’s Hong Kong, Germany, Japan, China and many other exchanges. Also, there’s more than just trading stock; there’s currency trading, commodities and other markets to trade. Even so it’ll take years. At one billion a day, it would take three years to reach just one trillion."




  "Kevin, think of how much good you could do here with that kind of money.”




  "Mom, you need to think what you could do with that kind of money. You could set up a foundation, The Emma Kelvin Foundation and try to fix the world's problems. As for me I want to explore, not help people in Africa that can't be bothered to fan flies away from their faces while they lie in the dirt watching their children play in open sewers."




  "That's a horrible thing to say Kevin. You don't mean that," Emma said glowering at Kevin.




  'It's just not as easy as you think to fix the world's problems. They’ve been throwing money at Africa for decades but all they’ve accomplished is making their poverty more entrenched because corrupt thugs steal all the money and become so powerful that they can steal every morsel from the poor. The do-gooders have only made things worse, but they had good intentions, so they can be smug in the knowledge that they have tried to help."




  "Kevin, are you calling your Mother and me smug do-gooders?" said James becoming irritated.




  "I’m not trying to insult you. I love you both more than anything. I think you’re wonderful people, but we have different ways of thinking. You think people are basically good, and that with proper education and direction from enlightened people they’ll become more enlightened and more moral. I think people are no more moral now than they were 20,000 years ago. I also don't think there’s such a thing as an enlightened person. Anyone who wants others to be like them is just being arrogant and selfish. I don't think anyone is capable of helping someone else really.” Kevin wished he hadn't got sidetracked on this.




  "Yet, you want us to help you," James reminded him.




  "That's the real point I wanted to make, Dad. I meant to say, you can only help those who are helping themselves and want your help."




  "Mom, I know you want to help and have tried to help your sister. I’ve heard you talking about it, her problem with alcohol. But until, she wants to help herself and asks for your help, you can't help her, can you? How do you expect to help people in Africa when you can't even help your own sister?"




  "Kevin, why’re you being mean?"




  "I don't mean to sound mean, Mom. It's just that you seem to think it would be better if I spent my life trying to help others rather than trying to fulfill my own potential in the way I think best for me. I think you’ll see me help a lot of people but they’ll be people who are helping themselves and would appreciate what I can do for them. I want to help the best people, not the losers. I don't feel like I’m here to sacrifice myself for others," said Kevin.




  "So just screw the losers? Is that what you’re saying? I can't believe we raised a, a, a Republican!" stuttered Emma.




  "Losers are screwed. I don't think anybody can change that. It's nature and it has always been. I’m saying help those you can help, the winners. This is what you do at work with your grad students. They’re winners helping themselves. They’ve gotten into one of the best colleges and excelled and only then would you consider them for your graduate program. I don't see you trying to help special ed kids get into your program. You’re already helping winners, because it is fulfilling and you can help them and they want your help. No matter how much money they spend on special ed students in the public schools, they won't become geneticists at Berkeley. But what if the public schools had spent more on the best and brightest, how many more geneticists and physicists would there be?"




  "I don't like your tone. I think you are being a smart ass." His mother interjected.




  "To a dumb ass everyone sounds like a smart ass," Kevin quipped.




  "Kevin, go to your room! This discussion is over," James simmered.




  "I’m sorry, but she called me a Republican and a smart ass."




  "When you sound like a Republican and talk like a smart ass, don't be surprised when someone calls you that," James said angrily.




  "I just wanted to explain my step-by-step plans towards my goal of space exploration and why I needed so much money, and how my plans might impact our family. I didn't think I would have to justify my goal. There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be the first person to explore the Universe."




  "I think you need to go to your room and think," said James.




  "I'm so sorry, Mom."




  "I can't look at you now; please go to your room." Emma demanded seething with anger.




  Kevin hung his head, and shuffled off towards his room, resigned to his first real defeat or almost resigned.




  "Dad, how much do you think your computer is worth?"




  "Kevin, just go to bed."




  "I mean it's got trading software that has made you 400 million dollars in a few days, but you don't suppose that has attracted any attention from anyone at the trading company do you?"




  “I’m sure there are no people unscrupulous enough to break into our home for a trading program worth more than 400 million dollars."




  Kevin and Emma looked at each other suddenly frightened.




  "Maybe we can finish our talk in the morning and decide how to protect ourselves now and in the future. Goodnight, I’m sorry our talk went so badly. It’s my fault; I got sidetracked." Kevin said over his shoulder as he went out the door.




  "He’s such a smart ass." Emma told her husband.




  "Emphasis on the smart, Emma.”




  "I hope so,” Emma replied worriedly.




  




  As James slid his computer underneath his pillow and leaned the baseball bat against the wall next to the bed, he turned to Emma. "I want to talk to Kevin in the morning. I want to know what his plans are and exactly what he’s planning to do. His actions are already affecting us. I’m practically sleeping with a baseball bat, and we’re filthy rich. We’re besieged by media, looking for the author of HandyOS. I think we need to know what he’s doing beforehand and prepare ourselves. I don't want anymore surprises."




  "I know, even at work things have changed since he talked to Dr. McCready."




  "Why, what happened?"




  "Dr. McCready has published his paper on a model for protein folding. He called it the McCready Model. It’s getting a lot of buzz, not just in genetics, but also in all of biology. Word is he’s being looked at for a Nobel Prize."




  "You’re kidding?"




  "No, things are strained between us because he knows I know it’s really the Kevin Kelvin model. I hate to go to work now."




  "Wow, a Nobel Prize, that boy is really something."




  "But all that tripe he was spewing tonight?" said Emma.




  "I think he was just trying to push our buttons. I have to say, some of it made good sense.”




  Emma recoiled and spat out: "Don’t touch me," and rolled away from James.




  James fell asleep thinking the same thing as Kevin was thinking as he fell asleep, “Oh no, I said too much.”




  





  




  
Chapter Two


  Tahoe Bloody Tahoe





  The twelve cylinder Aston Martin purred with a harmonious, low, throaty rumble as the Kelvin family left San Francisco on their day trip to Lake Tahoe. James thought the deep rumble was the loveliest sound he had ever heard. His wide smile was beginning to hurt his face. James couldn't remember a better day.




  The day started when he called in sick to work, although he had thought about calling in rich, but on second thought realized it would only be funny to him. “I'm rich, Bitch!” He went to the bank and with the help of the bank manager transferred the account balance from his online trading account into his bank account, a sum of 484,759,242.56. He withdrew 230,000 dollars to pay for the car. The bank manager produced two briefcases to house the cash and escorted him to the door giving him his personal card with home and cell phone numbers telling James to call him anytime day or night if he needed personal assistance and offering a guard to accompany him. James thanked him, but looking at his clothes and realizing nobody would think he had money on him, he declined the guard.




  James suddenly thought his clothes wouldn't do for picking up an automotive work of art. He was wearing his usual uniform of polo shirt, Levis and his comfortable, worn hiking boots. He remembered reading about a vintage clothing boutique frequented by celebrities, which he had seen close to their home. Maybe they could help him look a little more James Bond-like for buying his Aston Martin.




  James pulled up in front of the vintage clothing shop and stepped inside to be greeted by a handsome young man. He was wearing black boots, tight black jeans, black t-shirt, black leather jacket and a black feather boa. He had longish, spiky black hair and a vampire white complexion. He was wearing what James remembered reading somewhere was called guy-liner or eyeliner for men.




  "Hello, I'm Marcel the owner of this little establishment. How may I help you today?"




  "Nice to meet you, Marcel. My name is James Kelvin and today is a special day for me. I’m on my way to buy a classic 2008 Aston Martin DB9 Volante. I want to wear clothes that are a bit more appropriate for such an occasion."




  "A Volante! I just adore the convertible. What color is it?"




  "Platinum silver." James described pleased that Marcel knew the car.




  "Elegant, understated, perfect. Well, James, we certainly do need to work on your wardrobe. You don't want to clash with your car or look like you're the help taking it for a wash. Let me have a look at you. Turn around for me James."




  James felt silly but he turned around for Marcel.




  "You are a long tall drink of water, but a nice butt and long legs. I think I can have you looking splendid.” Marcel reached out and put his hands around James waist. “What, about a 32 inch waist?”




  James had always supported gay rights, gay marriage and thought the gay lifestyle was just fine, but he had never really known very many gay people, so when Marcel put his hands on him, he stiffened.




  "Yes, 32 inch waist," James replied clearly uncomfortable.




  Marcel reached under his arms felt his chest and shoulders. "I think you're going to need about a 42 long jacket."




  Marcel looked at James. "Relax. I’m just doing a fitting. No offense, but you’re not my type, a bit too cerebral for my taste. I like 'em young, dumb and full of cum."




  James laughed and relaxed. He found himself liking Marcel.




  "Let me look at your feet.” "Oh my God, did you just return from a Boy Scout Jamboree camping trip or what?"




  "They’re comfortable," James told him a little hurt from the teasing.




  "So is a blanket, Love, but you don't wear one around in public. Have a seat and I'll assemble an outfit for you to try. Would you like some champagne while you wait?"




  "No thank you," answered James as he sat down. "I'll just read a magazine." He picked up a magazine titled Ramrod and just as quickly put it down after opening it up.




  A short while later, Marcel called James into a large dressing room, which inexplicably contained a bed. On the bed were boots, jeans, a white shirt, a black blazer, and a pair of sunglasses.




  "Before you try these on, I want to explain what you have here so you can appreciate these clothes. Just as you’re not just buying a car but are buying an Aston Martin DB9 Volante, you’re not just buying clothes here. What I have for you is a pair of John Varvatos boots, handmade in Italy from the finest butter soft leather. I guessed your size is 11 is that correct?"




  "Yes, yes it is." James was impressed with the entire presentation.




  "The jeans, vintage Dior Homme from the Hedi Slimane era, are extra long at 38 inches, so they will bunch around your lower legs which will look incredible with your boots. These jeans are not to be washed for as long as you can go without it. Sponge clean when needed. You want them to mold to you like a second skin over time. These jeans are an incredibly rare treasure that I have been saving for someone slim and tall, such as you. Next, a crisp white shirt from Thomas Pink, topped off by a slim black, one button blazer also from Dior Homme Hedi Slimane era. Last but not least, a rare, retro pair of sunglasses from Persol, the Persol 714 folding sunglasses in tortoise shell with blue lenses made famous by Steve McQueen, a stylish movie star from the last century. Socks are Ralph Lauren Purple Label, the belt also. I suggest you go commando with the jeans. Also, do not, I repeat, do not tuck the shirt in and wrinkle it. Un-tucked it will hang just perfectly with the jacket. You’re going for the luxury casual look here. Try these on, James, and come out and let me see if we have to make any adjustments,” Marcel instructed as he left the room.




  James tried on the jeans first. They were way too long, but damn they felt good. Next, he tried on the shirt. The material felt so good on his skin. Next, he put on the socks and picked up the boots. The leather was so soft. It looked good enough to eat. He couldn't keep from smelling the leather, which exuded a heady aroma. He slipped them on and bunched the jeans around the boots as Marcel had suggested and stood up. “Yes, that does look great,” he thought. He reached for the blazer. It fit perfectly. James put on the sunglasses and faced the full-length mirror. “That man in the mirror looks like he would drive an Aston Martin,” thought James, “and that man is me.” He had to show Marcel.




  Marcel gasped as James walked out of the dressing room. "You look impeccable. I wouldn't change a thing. This is what you would want to look like if you were coming off your yacht at Cannes."




  "Thank you, Marcel. It just makes me feel great."




  "James, remember this day. Clothes can make you feel good and look good. Never underestimate the power of a wardrobe."




  "Or the power of a skilled clothier. Thank you so much."




  "Well, there is that. You’re more than welcome. Now, if you'll follow me, this is the part where I get paid."




  Marcel held up James old clothes. "Can I burn these? I assume you want to wear your new clothes?"




  "Yes, Thanks, I don't think I’ll be wearing those anymore."




  Marcel began hammering keys on the cash register. It looked to James like he was programming the space shuttle or something. He was hitting so many keys. Finally, Marcel asked, "How will you be paying for this?"




  "Cash," James answered as he opened one of the briefcases.




  “You may have not heard of this, but they’ve invented a miracle substance called plastic. You can get little cards made out of it that allow you to buy things without carting wheelbarrows of dollars around."




  "It's just that I got some money out to pay for the car in cash. I thought I might get a better deal," explained an embarrassed James.




  "Not meaning to pry, but did you just recently come into some money?"




  "I guess it shows, huh?"




  "Well, besides the people of Wal-Mart clothes, you drove up in a Toyota Camry. I don't get many customers in Toyota sedans except every once in a while a Toyota Pious."




  "You mean Prius?"




  "Yeah, but I call them a Toyota Pious because they are usually driven by self righteous rich people who are trying to show their moral superiority. Toyota has been making them forever because there are a lot of those type people, especially in San Francisco."




  "I know what you mean," laughed James, nervously thinking about Emma's Prius.




  “Let me give you my card. Sounds like you’ll need a complete wardrobe for your new lifestyle; I do consulting."




  "Thanks, Marcel, I'll let you know."




  "Oh, and James, would you mind swinging by and giving me a ride in your new Aston? That would be a big thrill for me."




  "Count on it, Marcel. See ya later."




  "Wait James; there’s one other thing. Here's a card of a hairdresser I recommend. Please go by there now and complete your transformation with a good haircut and a manicure. Promise me?"




  "I'll go there now. Thanks for the advice and all of your help."




  "It's been real; look forward to seeing you in your car."




  




  After a quick trip to the hairdresser and the best haircut of his life, James drove to the classic car dealership where he had ogled over the Aston Martin many times before. About a block away from the dealership. he parked his Toyota. He grabbed his two briefcases and walked toward the dealership. He stopped and looked at his reflection. He hardly recognized himself. “Damn I look good,” he thought. Walking into the dealership carrying two briefcases, James was immediately surrounded by sales people. He had never even been approached or acknowledged on his previous visits. He haggled with the saleswoman and got what he thought was a good deal on the beautiful automobile. As he was filling out the paperwork, the young woman asked his name.




  "Kelvin, James Kelvin," James replied, but she didn't get the Bond reference or the joke.




  James drove out in his dream car and phoned Emma. He hadn't told her about the car because he knew she would be upset with him. She would wonder what their friends would think, especially her best friend the vegetarian P.E.T.A. activist who drove a Vespa scooter. But James didn't care. He loved this car and had always dreamed of a car like this. Now it was his.




  "Emma, this is James. Can you take the rest of the day off and meet me at home?"




  "Because, I have a big surprise that's why?"




  "Can't tell you, it's a surprise."




  "Ok, see you at home."




  James steered the convertible towards Marcel's store glad to be able to show it to someone who would appreciate it.




  He pulled in front of Marcel's and before he could honk, Marcel was bounding out the door.




  "OH MY GOD! James, if Michelangelo designed a car, it would look like this," he said and began running his hands across the hood.




  "Rev that 12 cylinder would ya?" he begged getting into the car. James revved the powerful engine.




  "Oh Yeah, that sounds better than a lover's moan," Marcel grinned.




  "Can you take me around the block; I just need to lock up."




  "Sure, let's go for a drive," James proudly agreed.




  "As James and Marcel motored through the city, they both looked up at the sky.




  "It's a perfect day, isn't it?"




  "It sure is," answered James.




  "Marcel, you have women's clothes don't you?"




  "I do. In my store and in my closet."




  James began to tell Marcel about his predicament with Emma and the car and how he wanted her to feel as good as he did in his new clothes.




  "She really drives a Pious? Oh you are so fucked," laughed Marcel. "I think I can help you, but it’ll cost quite a bit of money because we need to stop at a jewelry store to accessorize her outfit. Leave it to me. I’ll take her mind off the car situation. What dress size is she and what are her hair and complexion like?"




  "I don't know her dress size, but she’s blonde with fair skin and green eyes."




  "You don't know your wife's dress size? Well how tall is she, and what does she weigh?




  "She is five foot eight, and she weighs about 120 pounds, I think."




  "Ooh, tall and slim blonde. I can dress that," smiled Marcel.




  James walked out of the jewelry store with a pair of diamond and emerald earrings and a matching diamond and emerald pendant necklace which Marcel assured him were perfect for the dress he had picked out of his inventory for Emma. He had also talked James into picking up a Tag Heuer watch for himself.




  "Ok, let's go pick up the little woman," chirped Marcel.




  




  James honked as he pulled up in front of his house on Steiner Street, across from Alamo Park.




  "James you live in one of the Painted Ladies!" gushed Marcel.




  The Kelvin home was one of a row of Victorian homes from the 1890's that were known as the Painted Ladies because they had been painted in three colors. The Painted Ladies on Steiner Street were featured in many San Francisco postcards and had been shown on many television shows. Their home had been Emma's grandparents’ home that had passed down through the family. It was a home they all loved.




  The front door swung open, and Emma stepped out while behind her out tumbled Kevin.




  "James what have you done!" Emma scolded, but before she could continue protesting, Marcel was out of the car, clasping both of her hands and twirling her around.




  "James, why didn't you warn me that your wife was such a staggeringly gorgeous woman?"




  Marcel looked into Emma's eyes. "You’re such a stunning, green-eyed beauty. Are you an actress or a model or both?" asked Marcel.




  "Oh no I'm a professor of genetics at Berkeley," giggled Emma.




  "Well, you're certainly an example of genetic perfection," Marcel assured her as he led her to the car.




  "Your carriage awaits Dr. Cinderella step inside and be whisked to your transformation."




  "C'mon, Little Dude, you get in the back with me," Marcel stated as he scooped up Kevin and got into the back seat of the car patting the passenger seat for Emma to follow.




  Emma got into the car and turned to James, "James, what's going on?" She nodded towards Marcel.




  "Emma, this is Marcel. Marcel, this is my loving wife Emma. Emma held out her hand to shake hands. Marcel promptly took her hand and kissed it.




  "Enchanté," whispered Marcel.




  "Marcel owns a famous clothing store, and I went there this morning to buy something nice to wear for driving my new car. Emma, this is my dream car. I hope you like it.” "Marcel has a dress for you. I thought we would take a ride to Tahoe today in my new car."




  "Well, it is a beautiful car," admitted Emma stroking the leather seat. "You look so handsome, James, even better than on our wedding day."




  "Yeah, Dad, this car is beyond sick, and you look like James Bond.”




  "Kelvin, James Kelvin," James stated importantly. Everyone cracked up laughing.




  "Emma, I have just the dress for you at my shop you’re going to love it," gushed Marcel.




  "So James, we’re going to buy me a dress just to take a drive in your new car?"




  "I want the day to be perfect. Besides you need a new dress for your Tonight Show with Bobby Martin appearance this weekend."




  "Emma, you’re going to be on the Tonight Show with Bobby Martin! I knew you were a celebrity. Do you have a new film coming out?" asked Marcel.




  "No, no, actually, my son Kevin is the guest I’m just going along as his mother."




  Marcel looked at Kevin: "Little Dude, do you have a movie coming out?"




  "No, I wrote a new computer operating system called HandyOS."




  "No way! You're the mysterious five-year-old genius that everyone is talking about. Dude, I’m using HandyOS after a friend recommended it. It’s the shit! Glad to meet you Kevin." Marcel was obviously surprised.




  "Thanks, Marcel I’m glad you like my software."




  "I love it. It’s intuitive and easy to use, has a built in browser, runs practically any software including windows software and never crashes. Everyone's ditching Windows. It’s even better than Apple."




  "Short Microsoft," advised Kevin.




  "Damn straight.” "I’m going to make you a t-shirt with that on it for your TV appearance."




  "That would be cool, Marcel."




  "Oh yeah, totally cool."




  "Marcel, I want to look cool for Bobby Martin, but I don't know what looks cool, can you help me?" entreated Kevin.




  "Sure little Dude, but seeing how you’re going to be a famous person you should cultivate a look. The easiest is to always wear black. That works in any situation. Black boots, black jeans, black t-shirt and black leather jacket. That's the ticket for you, I think."




  "Just like you Marcel."




  "Well, I don't recommend the feather boa for you, Kevin. You should go for the enigmatic genius look."




  "A stylish, enigmatic genius," Kevin laughed.




  "I love this boy!" shouted Marcel hugging Kevin and looking at Emma and James.




  James parked in front of Marcel's Marvelous Vintage Clothing; then everyone went inside.




  "Make yourself at home, Emma. It’ll take me just a bit to put your outfit together. I insist you and James have some champagne. This is a day for celebrating. I have a few bottles of Dom in my fridge."




  James began rounding up the magazines to keep them away from Kevin who was returning with champagne glasses after following Marcel.




  Emma saw James taking the magazines and putting them behind the counter.




  "What was that about, James?" whispered Emma.




  "They’re all gay porn magazines. When I was here earlier I found out Western Bears was not a wildlife magazine." James laughed.




  "Oh my!" Emma replied somewhat shocked.




  Sipping on the excellent champagne, Emma turned to James. "This is sorta fun. You look great in your new clothes and the haircut is fantastic. You look really hip."




  "Soon you’ll see how good the right clothes can make you feel,"




  Kevin returned stating, "C’mon, Mom; Marcel is ready for you." Emma followed him to the large dressing room. James followed her.




  




  On the bed, there was a dress, bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, high heel shoes, black purse, a scarf, sunglasses and white gloves.




  "Emma let me explain what you have here. This dress is something special, a vintage Stella McCartney sleeveless summer dress in the palest of pale greens. It falls to the knees with beautiful movement, has a revealing scoop neckline, and is belted at the waist. It is a timeless classic that I have been holding until I found the right woman who could enhance the dress. The undergarments are from Agent Provocateur also in a beautiful shade of green. The purse is a Channel medallion tote in black that will work with anything. To add just a touch of glamour, there is a pair of short, cut at the wrist, white, silk gloves from Mark Jacobs. You’ll need a scarf for the convertible so there is a silk Hermes scarf, which accentuates the dress perfectly. For the sun, a pair of black Channel sunglasses. Last but not least, a simple shiny black pump with 120 mm, or 5 inch, stiletto heels and just the slightest platform from Christian Louboutin featuring his trademark bright red sole."




  "Try these on, Emma, and I have some earrings and a necklace that James bought for you to complete your ensemble. Yell when you’re ready, and I'll bring the jewelry in. There’s a trash bag for your old clothes."




  James, Kevin and Marcel waited outside.




  Inside the dressing room, Emma quickly stripped and donned the daring underwear having a little trouble with the stockings and garter. She had never worn anything like this is her life but soon she had on the tall heels, parading in front of the mirror admiring her sexy self. She felt like a femme fatale. She felt powerful. She slipped on the dress and gasped. Wow, her breasts were right there pumped up by the new bra. The low neckline was too revealing. But the dress felt like springtime and she twirled like a young girl. She picked up the purse and put on the gloves and looked at the beauty in the mirror. “I am a sexy sophisticate,” thought Emma.




  "Marcel, James, come back in."




  "Wow!" James said as he looked at her.




  "Va Va Va Voom!" crooned Marcel.




  "Marcel, I don't know what to say. The clothes are so beautiful."




  "Close your eyes my dear while I give you the pièce de résistance and don't open them until I tell you," ordered Marcel.




  Marcel came up close behind Emma and began putting on her earrings. He draped the pendant necklace around her neck and clasped the back.




  "Voila! Say, ‘thank you, James,’” Marcel instructed her.




  Emma opened her eyes and her hands immediately went up to stroke the necklace. She looked over at her beaming husband and her lower lip began to tremble. Emma burst into tears.




  "What's wrong, Mom? You look really pretty.”




  Emma hugged Marcel, who also burst into tears.




  "Let me get some tissues," blubbered Marcel.




  Emma let him go and hugged James, crying all over his new jacket.




  "Oh James this is wonderful; thank you so much."




  "Emma, I’ve never seen a more beautiful woman than you are now. I love you," James told her feeling a little teary-eyed himself.




  Marcel returned with a box of tissues trying to wipe off the guy-liner that had melted onto this face.




  "Marcel, I didn't know what to do with the scarf," sniffed Emma.




  "I’ll show you how to wear it for the drive," Marcel assured her and added. "Oh my God, you’re such a vision. This is my finest work," Marcel buried his face in the tissues and began bawling louder than ever.




  "It's all too much," cried Emma as she began crying again also.




  "Why is everybody crying?" Kevin asked thoroughly perplexed.




  "I’m just so happy Kevin," sobbed Emma.




  "But you're crying like you’re sad."




  "Sometimes even good emotions can be overwhelming, Kevin, and you might cry from too much happiness too quickly," explained James.




  "Oh, so this is good crying then?"




  "The best," wailed Marcel losing it again.




  After the emotional flood had subsided and Marcel had freshened up, James once again found himself at the counter to pay. He felt it was the best money he had ever spent as he looked over at his smiling wife, who kept brushing her necklace with her gloved hand as if she needed to reassure herself that it was real.




  Marcel looked down at Kevin. "Little Dude, don't you worry, just because I don't have children's clothes doesn't mean your old buddy Marcel is going to forget about you. I’m going shopping for you tomorrow. I have a friend who can make the Short Microsoft t-shirt. I just need to get some sizes from your lovely Mother. Soon we’ll have you looking cool for Bobby Martin."




  "Thanks, Marcel, that would be the sweetness," said Kevin trying to sound cool.




  "Sweeter than sweet," said Marcel bumping fists with Kevin.




  "Dad, Mom, can Marcel come with us to Lake Tahoe?" begged Kevin.




  "Kevin, I don't want to impose on your family's outing.”




  "Nonsense," Emma assured Marcel. "We’d love to have you along, wouldn't we, James?"




  "Yes. Marcel, I’d welcome your companionship and the family seems to feel the same. Come with us to Tahoe for the afternoon."




  Marcel looked at the Kelvin family and tears welled up in his eyes. "I just need to get some tissues first."




  As the group exited the store Marcel gave James some instruction: "James always give Emma your arm. It’s not easy walking in five inch heels. She might need your support."




  "They are a bit of a challenge, Marcel," said Emma.




  "I never drink when I’m wearing mine," said Marcel.




  Once everyone was settled in the car, Marcel asked Emma for the scarf.




  "Now let me show you how to wear this. First, fold it over into a triangle. Next, we place it on your head just back from the hairline. Now, I take the right hand side and wrap it around the left side of your neck. Then I take the left hand side and wrap it around the right side of your neck and tie it in the back. There, très chic! Now put on your shades and we’re ready to roll."




  Emma turned to Marcel and thanked him.




  Marcel told her, "Emma you look just like Grace Kelly in It Takes a Thief with Cary Grant."




  "The one where they are driving in Monaco?" asked Emma.




  "Yeah, but I think you’re even prettier," Marcel added. "If there were more women like you, I might think about going straight."




  "Everybody buckle your seat belts. We are going straight to Lake Tahoe." James was pleased at the way the day was working out.




  




  James turned off of Highway 80 and went south onto highway 89 that led past Squaw Valley ski resort and down to Lake Tahoe. The Truckee River sparkled in the sun as it meandered alongside the highway. It was a stunning scenic drive.




  "We’re almost there," James pointed out to his passengers.




  "I almost don't want to get there," Emma replied. "It’s so pleasant driving in this car. Everybody stares at us like we’re celebrities."




  "Emma, I’m so glad you're enjoying yourself. This is one of the best days of my life. I so wanted to share it with you."




  "Thank you for today, James. Do you think I could drive the rest of the way?"




  James slowed and pulled over to the side of the road and exchanged places with Emma.




  As Emma pulled out on the highway, she gave the car some gas. They sped down the road passing Squaw Valley. James saw the smile widen across her face.




  It wasn't long until they arrived at Lake Tahoe. Emma drove into Tahoe City on the northwest corner of the large lake. At the first traffic light, a group of guys in a Jeep pulled alongside Emma and began shouting. “Hey, baby” and giving her wolf whistles. Emma blushed and gunned the car once the light turned green leaving the Jeep sitting still and quiet. She drove across the North shore of the lake towards their destination, King's Beach. Everyone in the car was checking out the view of the lake. Lake Tahoe never failed to amaze. As they arrived in the small, quaint, town of King's Beach, Emma pulled into the parking lot near the beach and found a parking spot clear of other cars.




  "This car is amaaaazing!" sang Emma. "I don't ever want to drive my Prius again."




  "Welcome to the dark side," chuckled Marcel.




  "Now give me your shoes, Emma. You'll have to barefoot it from here, I won't have you hiking in Christian Louboutin," ordered Marcel.




  "But my stockings?"




  "Take them off and put them in your bag. I brought a blanket for us to sit on at the beach."




  Emma lifted her dress to unfasten her stockings from the garter belt. James watched happy as a clam.




  




  Marcel spread the blanket on the beach tucking the four corners into the sand. Everyone sat down on the blanket and stared at the vista of the lake surrounded by mountains, which even in summer retained snow on their tops.




  "It's breathtaking. No matter how many times I’ve seen it," enthused Emma.




  "This is my favorite beach because it's so close to Kentucky Fried Chicken." Kevin told them happily.




  "I'm sure that's why it's so popular," said Marcel, as he looked at all the other people on the beach who were all staring at them.




  Kevin nodded his head in agreement.




  




  "Kevin, your Mom and I wanted to finish our talk with you about your plans. We have been caught a little off-guard by what has been going on lately with the publicity from your operating system and the sudden riches. Your actions have even affected your Mother's job with the theory you gave to Dr. McCready, so we think you need to let us in on what you are doing and your future plans. We don't want anymore surprises," James added.
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