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Chapter One

 


“I am a hedge fund manager.
I am a hedge fund manager. I am a hedge fund manager.” Chelsea Lynn
Cobb still felt incredulous about her brand new title. She hoped
saying the words out loud would make her recent promotion seem
real. The twenty-nine year old represented the youngest MBA and
woman to ever earn the dubious title at Trans World Investments,
TWI for short. She now possessed the business cards and enormous
compensation structure to prove it.

She sat in her new office at TWI,
located on the twenty-seventh floor of the Sears Tower, recently
renamed the Willis Tower, in downtown Chicago. Even her six-foot
tall, slender frame was dwarfed by the enormous leather-upholstered
chair. She looked around her new surroundings, a dramatic change
from her last seven years working sixty-hour work weeks in a
cubicle.

Chelsea’s cerulean-blue eyes admired
the tidiness of her new work space. Of course she’d spent most of
her entire first day moving in, so it had better look neat. But the
first few days of January were traditionally slow and quiet because
many employees and investors traveled during the holidays. The
short plane ride from Chicago to Denver drew many snow skiers to
the powdery slopes of the Rocky Mountains.

Chelsea savored the quietness of the
phones not ringing off the hook. Once the stock market closed on
the east coast, the office grew quiet and felt less insane. She
rose on her three-inch Fendi heels and stood in front of her window
to admire her view of the meandering Chicago River below. The
setting sun shone through her window and its rays danced on her
long golden hair.

“Es Ihnen
passt.” Margot entered Chelsea’s office and
complimented that it suited her.

Margot resembled the brown-eyed,
brunette version of Chelsea. Now peers at TWI, they had become best
friends in college. They’d both graduated from the University of
Florida with their B.S. in Finance and their MBAs. They shared a
German-American heritage and often spoke German to one another to
remain fluent. In fact, their practice often drove other people
nuts, which only encouraged them to do it more often.

“Vielen
Dank,” Chelsea thanked her.

“I’m all settled in too.”
Margot referred to her own new office to match her identical
promotion.

“I feel like cutting out
early. I still need to finish unpacking at home. Plus Klaus and
Hans promised to drop off the rest of my boxes.” Chelsea looked at
her watch and noted the time. With her hectic workload, leaving at
five o’clock sometimes felt like working a half-day. But her hard
work had earned her the new coveted title. Her investment instincts
and research made millions for TWI and its investors. And her
prediction over a year ago to invest in gold for the TWI funds
aided her early rise up the totem pole at the firm.

“I’ll walk down with you.”
Margot turned towards the door.

The pair left the office and waited at
the bank of elevators in the TWI lobby. This represented the
longest part of Chelsea’s commute home to her new condo, only two
blocks away.

“I love living in the same
building as you. It’s so convenient to the office and the Tae Kwon
Do Academy. I rarely even need to ride the L train anymore.”
Chelsea referred to her recent move from the German area of Old
Town. With the real estate market bottoming out, hopefully, Chelsea
had recently capitalized on the depressed housing market and
purchased her new condo.

“Speaking of trains, I’m
taking one to Michigan Avenue. Can I coerce you into a little
shopping on the Magnificent Mile?” Margot’s pleading eyes turned to
Chelsea as the two rode the elevator down the twenty-seven floors
and exited the skyscraper lobby onto the sidewalk.

“No, thanks. Unlike you,
I’d rather eat than shop. Besides, I have Black Belt class
tonight.”

“You just love saying that,
don’t you?” Margot teased as she waved goodbye. They parted ways on
the cold and windy streets of Chicago.

“Auf
Wiedersehen.” Chelsea called to her best
friend.

Chelsea walked briskly down Wacker
Drive. She didn’t mind the cold wind blowing off the Chicago River,
since the walk home was so short. After seven years of living and
working in Chicago, her blood had finally thickened to accommodate
the brutal winters. Although she missed the moderate winters of her
hometown of Charleston, South Carolina, she was grateful to escape
the heat and humidity of the long summer months in the
south.

Chelsea arrived at her new
condo and was greeted by two handsome German men and another stack
of boxes. “Gross Gott,
Fraulein,” Klaus and Hans greeted her in
unison. The men both shared identical ice-blue eyes and
golden-blond hair.

“Hallo.”

She opened her condo door
as she watched them bring in the last of her boxes. Her long time
German friend, Klaus, and his handsome son, Hans, had helped
Chelsea move over the holidays, and she was grateful.
“Veilen Dank.”

“Bitte,” Hans replied.

Margot and Chelsea had met Hans and
his father, Klaus, when they first moved to Chicago seven years
ago. Margot and Chelsea met the gregarious, charming, and handsome
father-son pair at the German-American Club. They volunteered at
the German Day festival and helped coordinate the annual Von
Steuben parade each September.

Margot and Chelsea often flirted with
both father and son. They jested about who was more handsome - the
45 year old widower smelter, or his 25 year old apprentice son.
They often teased about which one they wanted to marry one day. But
over the years, they grew to love Klaus and Hans as family, like a
surrogate father and brother.

“Das ist alles.”
Klaus carried in the last box into Chelsea’s
condo, set it down with the others, and then coughed
uncontrollably.

“Are you ok, Father?” Hans
asked.

“Yes, I’m fine. I must get
back to work. I’m finishing my largest smelting job ever.” Klaus
held up his hand to stop Hans from fussing over him.

“I wish you’d let me help,
you stubborn old Kraut,” Hans scolded.

“It is too dangerous, son.
I’m melting gold bars into Chip Gold,” Klaus explained.

“Some top secret job for
the mafia.” Hans winked at Chelsea.

“I’m afraid of the dangers
to you, son. Inhaling the fumes could be lethal.” Klaus objected
with a glare.

“Then why did you take the
job, Klaus?” Chelsea asked, concerned for her dear friend and
father figure.

“This one job pays what I
make in a year,” Klaus admitted.

“Wow,” Chelsea said, taken
aback. “I never knew smelting could be so lucrative.”

Klaus shrugged his shoulders. “Only
once in a blue moon.”

“Thank you so much for
helping me move, gentlemen. Would you like a beer?” Chelsea asked,
smiling.

“Nein. We must go.”

“I will bring you homemade
apple strudel soon.” Chelsea saw the men out, and then gazed at her
new two-bedroom, two-bathroom condo with a sense of pride. She’d
diligently saved and wisely invested her bonuses to make an
enormous down-payment on her first place, and all without the aid
of a man.

With the men gone, Stormy, her tabby
cat, greeted her with a loud purr and a presumably hungry belly.
“Hi, honey, I’m home,” she joked.

As Chelsea rapidly approached her
thirtieth birthday, looming two weeks away, she possessed mixed
feelings about her single status. She’d always dreamt of marriage
with children, but Mr. Right had failed to enter her life, so far.
Margot blamed Chelsea’s impossibly high standards for a mate.
Perhaps Margot had a good point.

In the rare instances when Chelsea met
an attractive man who appeared perfect on paper, he ultimately
disappointed her. The few men she had agreed to date in her rare
free time either lied, cheated, behaved like egotistical jerks, or
all of the above.

Chelsea turned on her television,
already set to her favorite channel, CNBC. As she watched the
stock-market ticker scroll across the bottom of the screen, she
felt soothed. The price of gold continued to rise over $1200 per
ounce, and the leading stock-market indexes boasted double-digit
returns for 2009.

She treated Stormy to a can of Fancy
Feast before she fed herself, preparing her light dinner of turkey
on whole wheat in her shiny new kitchen. She nibbled on a banana
for the potassium and chased her dinner down with an enormous glass
of ice water. She needed to fuel and hydrate herself before Tae
Kwon Do class.

Chelsea walked into her bedroom closet
and carefully removed her black suit. She placed her pumps and
handbag in their proper places and went to the bathroom to freshen
up, and then put on her black ninja uniform with pride and pulled
her hair back into a practical ponytail.

After retrieving her new First Degree
Black Belt from her dresser, she placed it in her gear bag along
with a bottle of cold water. She decided there was still enough
time to unpack the few remaining boxes. As she removed the final
item from the last box, she promised herself she would maintain the
current immaculate look of her apartment.

Chelsea covered her soon-to-be cold
body with her black wool coat, hat, and scarf. She grabbed her gear
bag and headed out the door for her first class of the new year.
Before the holidays, Mrs. Grubka, the owner and Chief Instructor of
the Chicago ATA Martial Arts Academy, had announced that a new Tae
Kwon Do instructor would begin teaching at the first of the year.
As Chelsea walked to the Karate school, she wondered what her new
teacher looked like.


Chapter Two

 


“Hello, sir. Hello, ma’am.”
Chelsea respectfully bowed upon entering the Tae Kwon Do Academy.
Attending Tae Kwon Do class was her favorite part of the day. After
a stressful and hectic day at the office, she loved kicking,
punching, and shouting as loudly as her vocal chords allowed. She
also loved it because she trained with weapons. She worked with
nun-chucks, swords, commas, and several types of big sticks. She
felt like such a bad ass.

Tae Kwon Do class completely
transformed Chelsea. Before her move, she had often walked into the
Academy wearing power suits and high heels. Then she’d leave after
class in her black ninja uniform, completely drenched in sweat. At
first, she’d felt strange having someone tell her what to do. But
after being in charge at work and barking orders at her team all
day long, she found it refreshing to let someone else take charge
and order her around in class. She simply took orders and focused
on doing her best.

Chelsea had started training two years
ago, and just recently earned her First-Degree Black Belt. Now she
worked diligently towards her Second-Degree, another two years
away. In addition to attending Black Belt class two nights a week,
she also attended the competition class. Since she’d attained the
rank of Black Belt, she felt more than ready to compete. She really
looked forward to competing in her first tournament.

The Chicago Martial Arts Academy
nestled in a building between Chelsea’s office and her loft. When
she’d first moved to Chicago, she passed the school every day on
the way to and from the L station. The school occupied the basement
level, but was visible from the street-level sidewalk
above.

One day after work, she’d peered
through the window and watched a class. It had looked like so much
fun. She’d thought it seemed a great way to relieve stress and stay
in shape. Although Chelsea had appeared in pretty decent shape
before she started her black belt training, she felt in fantastic
shape now and her muscles were nicely sculpted. Her body looked
ripped, or so her colleagues at the office told her.

She entered the academy and
noticed a new sign by the entrance. It read “Troy Camden—ATA
Certified Instructor.” So this must be the
new guy. She’d heard about a new instructor
starting soon: A fifth-degree black belt and five-time world
champion in his category.

Every six months or so, a new
instructor came to the Academy. Chelsea always found it beneficial
to train under a new instructor from time to time. It enabled the
students to receive great cross-training. But it wasn’t the only
reason the instructors came and went so frequently. Apparently,
according to some of her fellow black belts, adult students and
sometimes the parents of students hooked up with their instructors.
It wasn’t so bad if both parties were single. However, some of the
Tae Kwon Do Academies in the suburbs suffered a lot of problems.
The suburbs overflowed with bored housewives who took their kids to
martial arts class. If a good-looking instructor came along,
sometimes a torrid affair occurred, followed by a nasty divorce and
a broken family.

Chelsea never understood how the line
between student and teacher could ever be crossed. Seriously, how
could someone look at their instructor and think of anything other
than Tae Kwon Do? Chelsea had always found the concept unfathomable
until she stepped into the practice room, and first set eyes on
Troy Camden.

“Everyone, find your
stars,” Troy commanded with a deep, loud voice. Chelsea immediately
recognized his Southern accent and felt a connection. He stepped
onto the mat and respectfully bowed to the class. “Honor,
sir.”

She watched Troy move across the mat
towards the front of the class. As she stared, Chelsea thought
she’d died and gone to heaven. Troy looked about her height—six
feet tall. He wore his sandy-blonde hair spiked. She already loved
his eyes—great big beautiful dark brown eyes.

Troy also wore his black ninja
uniform. Since the uniform came sleeveless, she couldn’t help but
notice the well-defined muscles on his shoulders and arms. They
seemed to bulge splendidly right before her eyes. She simply stared
at him, awestruck.

“Cha
ryuht!” Troy yelled for the class’s
attention.

Chelsea and the entire class slapped
their arms against their sides.

“Kyung
nae,” Troy commanded. Everyone bowed for
courtesy and respect. “Hello everyone, my name is Mr. Camden and I
will be your new instructor.” Troy glanced around the room as he
introduced himself. Then, when his eyes met Chelsea’s, his little
speech abruptly halted. He stared at her. Thank goodness they
encouraged strong eye contact in Tae Kwon Do! Fortunately, no one
else seemed to notice Chelsea and Troy staring at one another so
blatantly, so exclusively.

Then Troy smiled at her, the most
gorgeous smile in the world. She knew right then and there her life
would never be the same again. Chelsea fell in love with her new
Tae Kwon Do instructor, Troy Camden.

“Now, everyone drop and
give me fifty of your best black-belt push-ups,” Troy ordered,
still smiling at her.

 


* * * *

 


“Excellent job in class
tonight, Miss Cobb.” Troy gave her a high-five after class. He knew
her name from the sewn letters on her black belt. He looked
directly into Chelsea’s eyes as his fingers circled around hers. He
obviously didn’t want to let go of her hand just yet. She felt no
problem with him touching her. Just the opposite, in fact; she
liked it way too much.

“Thank you, sir.” Chelsea
felt her heart beat at least a million times a minute. She really
wanted to talk to him more. But somehow, all the basic
conversational words completely escaped her; she could only smile
back at him. She felt a little shy all of the sudden, which was
completely out of character for her, like a schoolgirl with her
first crush. She found it nearly impossible to maintain eye
contact.

“Do I hear a Southern
accent, Miss Cobb? Where are you from, if you don’t mind me
asking?” Troy’s voice sounded rich in confidence. It really turned
her on, the way he spoke to her. Troy didn’t seem to struggle to
keep his eyes on hers. He looked at her deeply with his beautiful
eyes. They bored down into Chelsea’s soul.

“Yes, Mr. Camden. I’m from
Charleston.” She felt extremely grateful that she somehow managed
to answer Troy’s question with a coherent sentence. “I knew it. I’m
obviously from the South as well. Savannah.” Troy’s accent drew out
even more. Southerners have a tendency to speak with a more
pronounced accent when among their own kind.

“Oh, neat.” Chelsea felt
like a blubbering idiot for utilizing the sentence structure of a
five year old.

Troy looked over towards the office.
Mrs. Grubka gave him a nod to proceed with the next class. Chelsea
noticed a dozen colored-belt students already lined up on their
stars, ready to begin the next class. But Troy didn’t appear
anxious to begin teaching again. It seemed obvious he felt no rush
to finish their conversation. And she didn’t want to,
either.

“Are you coming to XMA
class tomorrow tonight, Miss Cobb?” Troy’s eyes looked at her
pleadingly, like he wanted her to come, like he wanted to see her
again and didn’t want to wait until the next black belt class the
following week.

Chelsea hadn’t planned on it. She’d
been to XMA class only once in the last two years. She found it
fun, but only kids, mostly boys, attended. She felt a little
ridiculous being the only adult there. But how could she possibly
say no to Troy Camden?

The next thing she knew the words,
“Yes, sir,” escaped her lips.

“Great, I’m really looking
forward to seeing you tomorrow night.” Troy made it sound more like
a date than a class. “Oh, and bring your sword, Miss Cobb.” He
still smiled at her as he walked away to teach the next
class.

Chelsea exited the academy and bowed
out. “Goodbye, sir, goodbye, ma’am.” She couldn’t wait until
tomorrow night. She couldn’t wait to see Troy again.

Now Chelsea needed to go home and use
her sword. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d practiced with
it. She’d only used it a few times before. The American Tae Kwon Do
Academy, ATA, had only recently added the sword to the XMA weapons
arsenal. Knowing her sword skills were rusty, she really needed to
practice. For some reason, she really wanted to impress her new
instructor. And for the first time in ages, she found herself
walking the windy streets of Chicago not thinking about work. She
only thought about Troy Camden.


Chapter Three

 


Oh, my God! My arms are
killing me! Chelsea arrived at the office
at 7:45 a.m., same as usual. Only this time, she wondered how she’d
remove her coat because her shoulders ached
tremendously.

First of all, her arms ached from Mr.
Camden working the Black Belt class to death last night. And second
of all, Chelsea had swung her sword around in her condo after class
for over an hour. She’d believed it a good idea at the time. She
truly thought the extra practice with the sword would impress her
Mr. Camden. But this morning uncertainty crept in. Now she feared
she wouldn’t impress him at all because she wouldn’t be able to
lift the damned thing.

She placed her steaming hot cup of
green tea on her desk and fired up the computer. Chelsea loved
being the first one to arrive at the offices of Trans World America
Investments. The dark empty hallway soothed her. The noticeable
absence of ringing telephones refreshed her. Even the street,
twenty-seven floors below, sounded quiet - an unusual state for
Wacker Drive.

She looked at her clean desk and
smiled. What a great way to start the day. Coming in at this early
hour gave her a few moments of peace and quiet before her staff
arrived. They typically bombarded her with a million and one
questions. And once the stock market opened at 8:30 a.m. Chicago
time, her day felt completely insane until the closing bell sounded
at 3:00 in the afternoon. At least the office only felt insane
Monday through Thursday.

Chelsea typically enjoyed Fridays at
the office. She rarely scheduled any meetings or conference calls.
There seemed to be fewer fires to put out. And everyone acted like
a happy camper on the last day of the work week. She often treated
her staff to a nice long lunch, and then they’d leave early for
happy hour.

But today work was the furthest thing
from Chelsea’s mind. Her thoughts centered on getting through the
day quickly. She prayed no crisis arose which kept her from
attending XMA class. She prayed nothing kept her from seeing Troy
Camden tonight.

With visions of her hot, new
instructor lingering in her head, she sat down in front of her
laptop. As she sipped her green tea, she heard her oversized,
copper, Louis Vuitton handbag vibrate. Since Chelsea kept her
iPhone in her purse, the vibrating meant she’d just received a
personal email. She promptly retrieved her phone because she needed
to know right then and there who sent the email. She’d admitted her
CrackBerry status a long time ago.

When she read the sender’s name, her
heart skipped a beat. Facebook sent the message. It told her she’d
received a friend request from Troy Camden. Oh, my God! Then a
second message came through. This one told her Troy Camden had sent
her a message:

 


Hello Miss
Cobb,

I’m so happy to have met
you yesterday. I look forward to seeing you again in class
tonight.

Mr. Camden

 


Chelsea immediately pulled up her
Facebook account on her laptop and logged in. She found it rather
ironic, considering that she ranted and raved to her staff all day
long about goofing off on the internet during business hours. Too
much work needed to be done at the office without wasting valuable
time doing personal stuff. Her staff could be non-productive at
home, but not on her watch.

She felt like such a hypocrite for
breaking her own rule. But technically, business hours had not yet
begun. And since she represented the only one here at the office,
no one would be the wiser. So, to hell with it she thought. She
wanted to cyber stalk Troy Camden.

She promptly accepted his friend
request and pulled up his profile. His picture appeared on her
laptop, and she stared at Troy’s image. He looked gorgeous and
sweet at the same time, all thanks to his smile. He looked so
confident, sexy, and a little goofy. Looking at his picture made
Chelsea’s heart melt. Now this was a great way to start the
day.

She looked at the time and it read
almost eight. She must wait ten hours to see Troy again. She knew
this would feel like the longest day of her life.

She browsed through his
profile and learned all kinds of things about her new instructor.
His profile read single, interested in women and friendship, and a
conservative Christian, but who wasn’t in the South? He listed
Savannah, Georgia as his hometown, just as he’d said. His education
included The University of Georgia, a rival to Chelsea’s University
of Florida. Chelsea wrote off Troy’s one imperfection. She noticed
his Liberal Arts degree. How
useful, she thought
sarcastically.

He worked as a Tae Kwon Do instructor
at the Chicago Martial Arts Academy. He ranked as a Fifth Degree
Black Belt. He’d won the title of World Champion five times,
including last year. His interests included Tae Kwon Do,
kickboxing, combative weapons, cooking, recreation and leisure. The
cooking part intrigued Chelsea.

He listed countless groups and over
500 friends. She looked over at his profile picture again and gazed
at his image longingly. Wow, she had it pretty bad. Then she
noticed his date of birth listed just below his picture—January 18,
1980. She felt incredulous. Chelsea and Troy were born on the exact
same day. What sort of karma is that? Although she didn’t consider
herself an expert in astrology, she felt certain this represented a
good sign.

Chelsea scrolled through his pictures
added by others. He looked like a really fun guy, the life of the
party. He appeared photographed with dozens of women. It made her
wonder if he behaved like a player. But who cared, really, as long
as he wanted to play with her?

She clicked on Troy’s friends and
scrolled though the long list. She carefully scrutinized each and
every female friend of his, wondering who he thought special, who
he’d kissed, and who he’d slept with. She actually felt a little
jealous wondering how all of these women knew Troy. She started to
drive herself bonkers with curiosity and speculation. But then
Chelsea crowned herself prettier and more successful than all of
them.

Chelsea’s snooping completely
engrossed her because she didn’t even hear Margot walk into her
office. Since she and Margot were best friends, Chelsea wasn’t
concerned that Margot caught her playing on Facebook at
work.

Margot plopped her bony ass into the
chair in front on the desk and looked at Chelsea
quizzically.

“What are you hiding? You
look guilty,” she asked. Margot was extremely perceptive. She could
read people like books, and no one could keep secrets from
her.

Chelsea felt anxious to tell her best
friend all about Troy. But she wondered how much time they had
before the peons arrived at the office. She waved her hand and
signaled Margot to come around to the side of the desk. She
couldn’t stand it anymore. She wanted to show off her
Troy.

“What? What is it?” Margot
got up from her comfortable seat. She came around as Chelsea turned
back towards the computer screen.

“I want to show you my
newest friend on Facebook.” Chelsea couldn’t help but feel
proud.

“Oh my God! Who is the
hottie?”

“This is Troy Camden.”
Pride filled Chelsea’s tone.

“How do you know him?”
Margot asked.

“I just met him last
night.”

“What? You went out last
night? Why didn’t you call me? I thought you went to Karate class?”
Margot fired her questions in rapid succession.

“I did go to my Black Belt
class last night. That’s where we met. Mr. Camden is my new Tae
Kwon Do instructor.”

Margot’s jaw dropped to the floor. “I
think I need to take up Karate. Then maybe I could be a bad ass
like you and meet hot guys like him.” Margot executed a karate chop
in the air.

Chelsea wanted to show her more of his
pictures. Maybe there’d be one with his shirt off. She figured Troy
possessed six-pack abs. Chelsea and Margot just loved cyber
stalking together. They acted like teenage schoolgirls
sometimes.

“Oh, good, there you are
Margot.” Charlaine walked into Chelsea’s office. Chelsea discretely
closed out her Facebook so no one would be the wiser.

Charlaine represented the latest in a
long line of useless temps. Margot had previously jested that this
girl seemed a few sheep short in the upper pasture. Charlaine’s
ignorance for office manners and protocol drove everyone nuts. You
never simply walked into someone’s office, especially when they
were on the phone or speaking with someone else. One must wait to
be invited in, like a vampire.

“Good morning, Charlaine,
what can I do for you?” Margot gave Chelsea a look of frustration
and rolled her eyes.

“I wanted to ask what to do
with these files?” Charlaine looked at Margot with a clueless
expression.

“You can follow me to my
office and I’ll explain everything again. You may want to get a pen
and write my instructions down this time, so you don’t forget.”
Margot used an effective and direct approach to get her point
across. She was about as subtle as a freight train.

As Margot followed Charlaine out of
the office, she gave Chelsea two-thumbs up and nodded her head
towards the computer. Chelsea smiled, and then her phone
rang.


Chapter Four

 


“Good morning, Trans World
Investments, this is Chelsea Cobb.” Chelsea answered the phone
robotically.

“Good morning, Chelsea,
this is Jeb. I knew you’d be in the office bright and
early.”

“Happy New Year,
Jeb.”

Jeb represented one of the biggest
investors at Trans World Investments. He’d invested a shit-pot full
of money in several of their hedge funds. When Jeb said jump, you
asked ‘how high’ on the way up. But he sounded like a very nice
man, the epitome of the perfect Southern Gentleman.

“Thank you, Chelsea, Happy
New Year to you, too.”

“What can I do for you
today, Jeb?”

“Well, Chelsea. I have here
in front of me a copy of the schedule k-1 for Fund V.” Jeb’s tone
grew concerned.

“Yes, it’s the one for your
daughter’s trust fund.” She felt proud of herself for knowing the
financial structure of his family’s vast holdings like the back of
her hand. Jeb often joked she knew everything better than he
did.

“That’s right, I’m glad you
remember. Do you recall I specifically didn’t want my daughter in a
hedge fund which caused her a mess of complicated tax reporting? I
wanted to keep everything in her trust simple. I’ve indexed her
portfolio myself for years now. And it’s performed better than any
money manager or hedge fund over the last five years, except for
your funds, of course. Your hedge funds are the only ones which
have consistently out-performed the equities market over the last
five-years. It’s like ya’ll have a sixth sense about the market
swings. You must be clairvoyant,” Jeb joked.

“Thank you, Jeb; and yes, I
remember. We practically created Fund V for you, and other
investors with similar goals. We know your tax return is extremely
complicated as a result of your vast holdings and your investments
in several of our other funds. But there shouldn’t be any foreign
bank accounts in Fund V.”

“Yes, that was my
understanding and it’s why I’m calling. Her schedule k-1 shows a
report of a foreign bank account, several reportable transactions
forms, and something about passive foreign investment
companies.”

“Oh, yes, the PFIC forms.
Those are a pain. But there’s some mistake. There are no foreign
bank accounts or PFIC issues in Fund V. The reportable transaction
forms are informational only and she doesn’t need to report it to
the IRS because we already have. I just reviewed a copy of Fund V’s
audited financial statement as of June 30, 2009. There are no
foreign bank accounts so the k-1 definitely contains an error.”
Chelsea’s tone reassuring.

“I’m so happy to hear it,
Chelsea. Terri, my long-time CPA, will be relieved that my
daughter’s trust return will still be simple to prepare. So what do
we do now?” Jeb sounded relieved as well.

“Well, I actually haven’t
seen a copy of the tax return for Fund V yet. The accountants are
supposed to let us review the returns before they send out the k-1s
to our investors. I apologize for the error. I will call them
immediately and have them reissue the corrected k-1s.”

“Thank you so much,
Chelsea. You always have all the answers. I’m glad you’re handling
this matter for me.”

“No problem, Jeb. I should
thank you for bringing this matter to my attention. Now I get to go
yell at a tax accountant. And it’s not even my birthday for another
two weeks,” Chelsea joked.

“Well, screaming is never
necessary. There’s no need to yell at anyone over this. We all make
mistakes, except you of course. Besides, I’ve learned in all my
years you never want to make your secretary or your accountant
angry because they could really screw you, and not in the good
way,” Jeb laughed.

Chelsea tried to maintain her
composure at Jeb’s comment. But she really wanted to laugh her ass
off. She allowed a small chuckle to escape her lips so Jeb wouldn’t
think he’d offended her. But it would sound unprofessional of her
to laugh excessively.

“You are a very wise man,
Jeb. Thanks for calling and please give Shelby my best.”

“Will do, Chelsea. Are you
ever going to explain the method to the hedge fund madness? How do
you do all those puts and calls and hedge Pepsi against Coke?” Jeb
asked.

“I wish I possessed the
authority to explain our methodologies, but I can’t reveal the
‘Secret Sauce’.”

“I understand, but it never
hurts to ask. Thanks again for all your hard work.”

“You are most welcome, Jeb,
goodbye.” As she hung up the phone, she couldn’t wait to share this
quote at lunch or even happy hour.

“You sound like such a
smooth talker, Chelsea.” Bill Butler stood in the doorway of
Chelsea’s office. Bill’s six-foot-four frame and toned physique
filled his expensive Armani suit exceptionally. Even at forty-five
his dark hair, sky-blue eyes, and whitened smile made him quite the
ladies’ man when he wasn’t around his wife.

Chelsea and Bill both knew how much
revenue Jeb’s business generated for Trans World. Jeb’s fees, plus
the fees from all of his friends and colleagues, paid their
salaries and bonuses. Jeb’s friends respected his opinion so much
they often piggy-backed on his investment decisions and tax
planning. Dozens of his friends invested in Trans World funds. If
Trans World ever lost Jeb as an investor, his acquaintances would
surely follow in his footsteps. No one ever wanted to lose Jeb as a
client.

“Anything I need to know
about?” Bill asked.

“Jeb found an error on one
of his k-1s, I need to give our accountants a great big kick in the
collective ass.”

“What happened?” Bill’s
concerned tone sounded over the top.

“First of all, they
delivered the schedule k-1s to all the investors
before we blessed
them.”

“Please tell me they
didn’t, not again. They did the same thing last year. Well, you
know how horrible the job turnover is in public accounting. They
change partners every few years, and they go through managers like
I go through women,” Bill confessed.

Chelsea cringed at the visual image
Bill had just conjured in her mind. She hid her repulsion for Bill
extremely well. Chelsea hated kissing his ass all the time, but she
faced no other choice. Trans World had recently promoted Bill to a
Senior Vice-President of the TWI management company.

When she’d first started working at
Trans World, Bill had worked for a different fund as the hedge fund
manager and financial guru. At the time, they didn’t technically
work together. Chelsea recalled how, one night after a few too many
drinks during happy hour, Bill had insisted he walk her home. He’d
taken advantage of her inebriated state and used his persuasive
powers to charm his way into Chelsea’s bed.

Chelsea’d initially idolized Mr.
Butler. She’d found the older man brilliant and charming, until she
discovered the slime ball’s marital status. Not only did he have a
wife in the suburbs, but he slept with any young skirt who looked
at him. Once she discovered his true nature, she’d told him
adamantly that she would never involve herself with a married
man.

Shortly after their indiscretion, Bill
refocused his efforts in the sales area and oversaw all of the
schmoozing of perspective and existing investors. Chelsea and
Margot often joked that Bill switched to sales to avoid doing any
real work. He actually performed his new role extremely well. He
easily charmed wealthy widows and divorcee’s into giving Trans
World all of their money to invest.

He brought in so much money, Trans
World faced no other choice but to give him a fancy title, corner
office, and an obscene compensation structure. No one really knew
exactly what his new duties entailed. He just bullshitted his way
through the day.

Chelsea knew Bill Butler still lusted
for her. The way he ogled her made that very clear. Chelsea felt
like he simply wanted what he couldn’t have, like a spoiled child.
Yet, surprisingly, they’d managed to coexist at the office for the
last seven years.

“Don’t hold back, tell me
what you really think,” Chelsea said.

“I don’t mind if I do.
Their audit department never talks to the tax department of the
other accounting firm. Now we’re forced to use two different
accounting firms for audit and tax services because of the
Sarbanes-Oxley crap. The outrageous fees they charge drive me nuts.
But with only four big accounting firms left, where else can we
go?” Bill asked.

“You’re right, we’re way
too big for a local firm.”

“I’m sorry to vent my
frustrations today
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