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Uncomfortable. That’s the best word to describe his feelings right now. A few minutes ago Wilson Bogan was ‘kidnapped’ and now he is forced to enjoy a ride in an extended limousine. A carriage so big, it could easily accommodate twelve passengers or more. Tonight he’s the only one aboard. Except for the driver; his kindly kidnapper. A persuasive, six foot tall man. Anyone that tall is persuasive to the tiny Wilson.

“Almost there, sir,” says the driver.

“Where are you taking me?’ asks Wilson impatient.

The driver grins: “You’ll see in a few minutes, sir.”

A selfmade millionaire; that’s who Wilson Bogan is. He turned sixty today. Gained a fortune and now needs to spend a fortune at security. Nevertheless the retired football player sitting in front of the limo managed to break through Wilson’s expensive defense system and succeeded in kidnapping him. The only explanation for this unforeseen and highly undesirable situation is a planned action of Wilson’s wife. A surprise party for his sixtieth birthday; no doubt about it. How many times did he tell her he hates surprises? He dedicates his life to his work. On occasion he is forced to spend some time with his family. His wife calls it Quality Time; he prefers to consider it Lost Time. Valuable time in which he could have made more money instead of spending some of it.

He smiles satisfied when he thinks of the tirade he will give away tomorrow; explaining Charlie Schulz, his head of security, he will not tolerate actions like these. Even surprises must be discussed with the boss.

He reaches for his Smartphone. Uses the GPS to check his position; then moves on to find the location of his wife. There she is. And so are the kids. At her favorite restaurant. Not his; hers. A hell of a surprise party.

A grin appears on his face when he sees the incoming message from Schulz. Of course, the address of the restaurant he’s been taken to. Too little, too late sucker. But let’s see what else you have got for me. Quickly he scrolls through the files; only reading the parts Schulz highlighted. Another grin appears on his face.

“Mister Petty?”

The driver reacts surprised. “Sir?”

“Yes, I know who you are. In fact I know all about you mister Petty. Know the name of your wife, your kids, your address, your mortgage. Even can tell there’s an unpaid traffic ticket in your name…”

“Sir?” says Petty uneasy.

“Here’s what we do, mister Petty,” says Wilson; glad to be back in control.




A few minutes later the limousine stops on the driveway of ‘Fugu’, an exclusive Japanese restaurant. One of the few restaurants out of Japan with a specialized chef, who has qualified himself after three years of training to be allowed to prepare the famous lethally poisonous puffer fish.

“Mrs. Bogan,” says Tom Petty to his client while he opens the door. “May I invite you and your children for a ride?”

When she sees there’s no one in the limousine, Carmine Bogan looks astonished at the driver. “What happened? I have made all the arrangements… why isn’t Wilson in there?”

“A change of plans ma’am.”

“But, I have been planning this for weeks. And his assistant, Charlie Schulz, promised me he would cooperate.”

“Let’s say you have been overruled.”

“Oh, Wilson!” she says mad. “He can be so stubborn, you know.”

Petty only smiles. “I’ll bet he is ma’am.”

“Alright; Tessa, Lori get your hubbies out here, were leaving,” says Carmine to her daughters. “And ask them to bring the luggage, will you?”
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“Where are we heading for?” John Cain, Lori’s husband, asks Tom Petty once they are all seated.

“Don’t know what kind of place it is sir,” says Tom. “Only know the address.”

Carmine, sitting in between her daughters, puts her arms around both girls. “Exciting isn’t it?” she says.

“I don’t like surprises,” Tessa complains.

“You sound like your father, dear,” Carmine sighs. “More and more every day.”

“Why can’t he ever enjoy the things we plan?” says Lori.

“Cause he wants to stay in charge, love. Your dad will never accept anyone else to control his life.”

“Well, that’s going to be interesting then; when he hears about the things you have arranged,” says John laughing.

“A little more appreciation for your father in law would suit you John Cain,” Tessa defends her father.

“I didn’t offend him, did I?”

“It’s the tone of your voice John Cain.”

“Whatever… Teassa Bogan.”

“Don’t start John Cain,” Tessa replies.

“Knock it off,” says Lori. “Both of you.”

“I didn’t do…,” John start excusing.

“No more John. No calling her Teassa. And you stop calling him by his last name Tessa.”

“A name is a name,” says Tessa innocent holding her hands up in the air.

“We shouldn’t be arguing guys,” says Lori. “It’s dad’s birthday. Let’s make fun alright?’

“Fun? There’s nothing funny about that man. Except his money…” John rattled.

“John Cain!” Lori reacts offended.

“Okay, so you may call him by his last name then?” says Tessa.

Lori doesn’t bother her sisters’ sarcasm. “How dare you speak of your father in law in such an impolite way John?”

“Oww, for heaven’s sake,” Carmine sighs.

“Sorry Mom,” Lori apologizes.

“I’m not talking to you. You are always quarreling. I was talking about the place we are going to. The world’s most dreadful restaurant. Hell, I would not even call it a restaurant.”

“A cheap joint,” John Cain complains.

“A truck stop,” Tom Petty interferes.

“Yeah, that sounds like him,” John grouches. “Going back to his roots.”

“The question is: why do we have to go back to his roots?” Bill Marlowe suddenly starts talking.

Carmine sighs again. As if two daughters aren’t enough trouble, she thinks. Two sons in law are even worse.




The look upon Wilson’s self-assured face tells it all. “Welcome, dear family. Glad you could make it to my birthday party.”

Carmine kisses him upon his mouth. “Happy birthday mister Troublemaker.”

“Troublemaker? Me? How’s that?”

“Cause you have spoiled our surprise. That’s how,” says Carmine. “Bring the luggage in boys,” she says to her sons in law.

“What’s that for?” Wilson asks concerned. “We’re not going anywhere are we?”

“Not us Will, but you are,” John laughs out loud.

Wilson looks at him. Why oh why did Lori end up with that guy? Of all good people, she managed to pick out a loser. “Am I, John Cain?”

Carmine’s eyes are spitting fire to John. “Not yet!” she sizzles.

“Don’t spoil the evening John Cain,” says Wilson cheerful. “Get in; I have arranged a table for all of us.” When he notices Tom Petty returns to the car, Wilson adds: “You too mister Petty. Park that truck of yours and join us.”
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“So, how was your day?” Wilson asks Bill Marlowe.

“You know, the usual.”

“Everything finds its way somehow, right?”

“That’s right dad,” Bill concludes.

A loser and a mystery man, Wilson Bogan thinks. My daughters have found two extremities.

“Made a decision yet Will?” John Cain asks.

“I think I’ll go for the triple burger with extra crispy bacon,” says Wilson without looking at the menu. As a frequent guest at this restaurant, Wilson knows the menu better than any of the waitresses working there.

“I see… Actually I meant if you have decided on that job position yet,” John continues.

“Honey, it’s dad’s birthday, let’s not talk business tonight okay?” says Lori.

“Best idea I’ve heard so far,” Wilson smiles. As if I am going to tell you who’s going to be my next CEO loser, he thinks.

“I think I will go for the fish burger,” says Bill.

“Come on Bill, start eating like a man!” says Wilson. “What about you Tom? You’re not disappointing me are you?”

Tom puts away his menu. “That triple burger sounds good to me, sir.”

“That’s my man! And don’t you call me mister again. Tonight we are all friends.”


Most truckers stopping by are surprised when they notice the overdressed family in their restaurant. Some of them recognize Wilson but none of them pays the family much attention. Time is money; they have to rush to deliver their cargo. Exploited by bosses and clients. Nevertheless the Bogan family does not feel very comfortable, sitting in the middle of the worker’s restaurant. Wilson doesn’t care. This is his world. This is where it all began.

“Like it Tom?”

Wiping some of the sauce from his mouth, Tom shakes his head. “Mmyeah, this is great. Didn’t know about this place,” he says with his mouth full.

Carmine looks at her daughters. What should have been a nice and gentle evening in one of the finest restaurants in the area ends up in a ‘quickie’ in a cheap fast food joint. “Wilson, we are here to celebrate your birthday.”

“And I must tell you you’ve made a great choice honey, couldn’t have done it better myself,” he grins.

“Yes, well, mister Control Freak, if it wasn’t for you we would have someone else bringing you your gift, but, as you have managed to ruin our surprise, I have to give it to you myself.”

Not at least impressed by her words, Wilson awaits his birthday present. “What did you buy me this year love?”

“It’s a gift from all of us…”

“That expensive huh?”

Carmine looks at her children. That much trouble for a special birthday present, and he reacts as brutal as always. “We wanted it to be unforgettable Will.”

“You hear that Tom? A night full of surprises!”

Tom Petty only grins. “May I?” he asks Tessa, pointing at the untouched wedges which are staring
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