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Prologue

 


I am on the run.

I have no idea how I got here, but now the
FBI is after me.

I think I took things too far this time.

All the time I was just looking to live my
life the best way I know how.

Now, I not only have to remain on the run,
but have the world’s most effective investigators on my tail; all
because I did not find it in me to stop the madness that started
after I met her. Paige.

I should have been more careful than to let
her beauty capture and bring me this far. Clearly, I was not
thinking straight at all.

Now it has come to this and I do not have
anywhere to run.

 



 


To Whomever It May Concern:

My name is Jordan Andrews. As I write this, I
am wanted by the FBI. Here is a series of events that led to this
situation. I have tried to live with myself after what happened,
with little success; therefore, this is my detailed narration of
the events that led to the delicate situation I find myself in
right now. Here you will find an account of exactly how it happened
that I am now one of the most wanted persons by the FBI. My letter
is with the hope that you can understand where I am coming from,
and understand the mistakes that I have made in pursuit of what I
now consider vanity in my life. This is a sequence of events as it
happened, and I have inserted actual dialogue as I remember it.

Yes! I remember it very well. It was a summer
evening in mid-2005, in the city of surprises, Los Angeles. I was
at this post-premiere shindig that some two-bit director had thrown
at his house down in Malibu.

I was rubbing elbows with some guys that I
had just heard were producing this B-movie drama set in some
hospital or airport, or some such place I didn’t care much
about.

In fact, I didn’t even care about this party
or the people or anything. My mind was just not there, I didn’t
even think before taking the glasses off the waiter’s tray.
Somehow, I didn’t even care about my choices in liquor.

These types of parties used to bore me to
death, but I learned to consider them a necessary evil, if nothing
else. Of course, who could do without them? Every struggling soul
in L.A., like me, used every possible opportunity that they got to
meet new people from the industry, or to try at least to find a
partner for the evening.

This was no different. There I was, standing
near the bar, when I saw her for the first time. She was tall,
blonde-haired, and had a nice pair of legs. At a first glance, she
looked like any other beautiful woman that L.A. seemed to attract,
and there were many of them, believe me. The place seemed to serve
as an attraction to the most beautiful ladies in the world.

I had been living here for quite some time
now, and trust me, I’ve seen literally thousands, if not tens of
thousands, beautiful women swarm around this tinsel-wrapped
hellhole, but there was something about this particular woman that
stood out. She seemed to call out to me, and for some reason I
found her irresistible.

My choice in women was always affluent. I
sorted women by their beauty, intelligence, ambitions, and so
forth. After so many filters, every party I went to was left with
only psychos and gorgeous bimbos.

Most of the time I returned empty-handed to
my apartment, back to the loneliness and solitude that seemed to
plague me all the time. But at such times, I consoled myself with
the thought that it is better to be alone than to be in the company
of someone who was incompatible.

So, there I was, feasting on her sheer good
looks, wondering how contagious her beauty was. For a second I even
started feeling handsome, from the sheer thought of her presence in
that place. I kept staring at her, unable to make up my mind about
my next move. It took me something like ten minutes to just stop
myself from staring at her and to finally go talk to her.

I always considered myself to be quite versed
in the art of seduction. My past, my present, and to the most
extent, my future, are filled with tales of my seduction getting
too much to handle for women on my radar. I mean, this is my art,
something that comes naturally to me and always seems to work on
women.

But when I first laid my eyes on her, I was
out of words. I stood there riveted to the same spot for a while
before I could master enough guts to make a move and the feeling of
the day. I realized how it feels for your breath to be taken away
and was miraculous, yet pure.

Although I was twenty-eight years old, I
didn’t have an income of my own. I was living lavishly off my trust
fund. I was following my dreams and trying to create my own
destiny; that of being famous, being celebrated, and being
monumentally rich. That was topmost on my mind, and I meant to use
my charm to get me there.

To start off, I was trying to get my
break-out role so that I could establish myself as an actor in
big-time movies. I had my connections and everything from producer
friends to rich ladies sponsoring my days. But with all that I had
on my side, I had a longing inside. I had this hole in my soul, and
somehow I knew this girl was the answer.

Her lips got me hooked. The more I tried to
turn my stare away, the more glances I took at what I would call a
perfectly chiseled set of lips. I’ve heard people fall in love with
a woman when they look into her eyes. For me it was her lips. They
seemed to call out to me and I found myself unable to resist the
lure.

I walked up to her and offered her a drink.
She wanted a Manhattan so I poured her one, despite my hands
shaking like I was standing in a freezer. I knew my way around the
bar so I was able to pull it though. I might have succeeded in
making her self-conscious in an attempt to make her aware about my
interest in her. Yet, that did not deter me from making a move on
her.

At last I made my way to where she stood. I
must admit I have never felt that nervous in front of a female
before. I mean, she just seemed to suck me in with her presence and
I could not help but be drawn to her charms.

I crossed my fingers that I would not be
turned away. I even had a ready answer should she do so. I had
planned that I would pretend to have confused her for someone else,
someone who completely resembled her.

So there I was armed with my charm, and with
an exit plan should this fail. But against all hope, I wanted to
succeed in seducing the single most beautiful woman I had met in
this place.

 


***

 


“Hi there, my name is Jordan.”

I reached for her hand.

“Hi, Paige is my name.”

She looked all set to start talking to
me.

I stood there, contemplating my next move.
Then I did the most natural thing.

“I was wondering if I could get you a drink.”
This has to be the most common pickup line in the world.

“Sure thing.”

 


***

 


My first impression of her was that she was a
woman who knew her drinks and she opted for the most expensive
vodka that was in the bar. She also seemed independent by the way
she carried herself. She knew what it was that she wanted, a woman
familiar with her own tastes.

She kept smiling at me with her blood-red
lips and her blue eyes, and I felt something inside me trembling
and gave up the resistance to her beauty. There was no way I was
going to resist this stunning beauty that had come my way.

After I poured her the drink, she put her
pretty red lips on the martini glass and right then and there; I
knew that I had to take her home with me. This was meant to be,
there was no way of denying something that came so naturally.

 


***

 


“You pour a nice Manhattan.”

Coming from her that had to be the best
compliment in the world, I thought. All the doubts I had, came to a
stop as soon as I heard her say those words. I mean, there are only
two ways to a woman. Either you click or you don’t. And if you
realize that you do, then take the next step to win her over.

“I pour a great Manhattan. I worked as
a bartender after I finished college.”

I smirked and wondered why the hell I would
start a conversation about myself by advertising the only
blue-collar job, and in fact, the only real job, I had ever
had. But then again, if it was going to bring someone I liked so
much to my circle, why not?

“So you’re an actor.”

She smiled like she had just seen through my
expensive suit and saw me for the spoiled man-child that I truly
was. I felt a bit flustered, but I pressed on.

I gathered my guts and gave her an
answer.

“Yeah, I’m an actor.”

“Did you play any role in the movie that just
premiered?”

She had real vibes, this one.

“Hell no. I have what is called ‘artistic
integrity.’ I don’t star in B movies anymore.”

A man can brag every once in a while, right?
Especially when a beauty such as this is at stake.

“So that’s why you pour such good Manhattans.
You must bartend a lot between your A-list roles. Is that it?”

There was no evading her questions and I just
had to give her what it was she demanded.

“So you agree that my Manhattans are damn
great? I would even go as far as saying damn near perfect!”

She laughed and I knew that I had her
hooked.

“I’m Jordan.”

I now had confidence after the small
talk.

“Hi, Jordan. I’m Paige.”

The name seemed to fit her. I rolled it off
my tongue inwardly just for a taste of it. It sounded so
beautiful.

“Well, we’ve already established that I’m an
up-and-coming Hollywood sensation that pours excellent drinks. How
about you? What do you do, Paige?”

It was only polite to inquire about her,
right?

“I’m an attorney. I’ve had several cases with
some famous divorcees.”

Talk about beauty and brains? I had one right
here before my eyes.

“But you look so beautiful and you’re so
young to be in such a soul-sucking line of work.”

She was wearing this low-cut green dress that
hugged her curves just right.

“Funny. I’m not that young, but you’re
somewhat right. I am beautiful, thank you.”

It was great to find a woman who is well
aware of her looks--and confident too.

 


***

 


How could I not like this woman? How could I
resist such a woman?

Of course I couldn’t resist her charm, and
after a whole night of chasing her around the party, she couldn’t
resist my charm either. I couldn’t let a girl like that to be
preyed upon by some Hollywood big-shot, or even a two-bit actor at
that party.

I kept her well in my sight for the entire
party, casually engaging her in conversations so that I could find
out more about her. I somehow succeeded in getting to know
more.

I found out that she was thirty-two years old
and had moved to L.A. about six years ago to pursue her career
here, in a place where divorces were not only common, but meant the
difference between millionaire and multi-millionaire. She was
single, and at her age had never gotten married on account of her
job being the most important part of her life. She also had a real
estate company that she and a friend had started about three years
after she moved to L.A.

I had met the so-called career-women-type
before, but Paige seemed less flawed and somehow more humane than
all of those other women put together. I noticed a long time ago
that the women who called themselves “career-women” or “business
women” tend to reach a certain age, for some thirty and for some
forty, at which time they would become almost completely
dehumanized and would start to reject certain aspects of life that,
in their defense, modern society has shoved down their throats.

But that wasn’t the case with Paige. Or at
least it didn’t seem like it. The way Paige spoke and the way she
smiled, reassured me that I was talking to a normal, red-blooded
woman who wasn’t afraid to feel. She seemed like one who wasn’t
afraid to enjoy things, without overanalyzing them and robbing them
of their true meaning, just for the sake of not being hurt by
anything or anyone ever again.

And so, as the evening went on, I decided
that for the most part, I let her talk about herself and her life,
without revealing too many details regarding me.

I didn’t lie to her, though I used to lie
shamelessly about myself when I tried to pick up other women. This
would be in an effort to get their attention and somehow prove to
them that they had landed a deal, being with me. I didn’t lie to
her; rather I didn’t expose too many things about myself. I told
her that I was twenty-eight and that I had been living in L.A.
since I was eighteen years old, and that I had my parents’ support,
they bought me a house, and paid for my education.

Somehow, all that didn’t seem to put her off
in any way. I told her that I was a bit of a lothario, but only
because I couldn’t find anybody who truly understood me. Again, not
even that managed to put her off. I felt like I was hitting a home
run. Nothing I said seemed to shock her, and that got me saying
more to her.

It’s always about chemistry. When two people
meet they look for similarities to be comfortable. Similarities
that do not get them to come out of their comfort zone.
Similarities that make them be who they are without any excuses.
They also look for differences, being selective, looking for
beneficial differences. I think she could see both in me. The
maturity she had to respond to my banter was, let’s just say,
optimistic.

“Babe, I need to get to know you better.”

“How do you mean?”

She is feigning ignorance of my
intentions.

“Perhaps we can go check out my place.”

“Are you sure about that? We only just
met.”

Knowing the wiles of women, I take that for a
yes.

“Sure, I can go check it out.”

I am already winning this, I guess.

Somehow I got her to leave the party with me
and we went to my house—a two bedroom house in Malibu, not far from
the house where the party was. I walked her to my house with a
bottle of champagne in my hand, and it all looked like some scene
out of a movie. I might have been in a cast for all I knew, with
this girl by my side.

By the time we had reached the house, we had
already emptied the whole bottle of champagne, and had started
kissing--passionately.

We didn’t even reach the bedroom; we just
fell onto the couch and had drunken sex. She went wild with
ecstasy, and I could only love her more for asking me to forget the
condom and just literally pulling me into her. We made uncontrolled
love right there on the couch in an attempt to let our bodies
discover that common bond. It was all just one big haze of alcohol
and lust, and what we both figured later as being love.

Love, in one night. She managed to give me
that illusion even though we seemed like a speeding car passing
through a cop’s radar. I wanted to do something about it, but
didn’t. I could not even lift a finger in an attempt to stop what
was happening to us. I just enjoyed the blurred view from below
her.

“Hi babe.”

“Good morning, lover boy.”

“How was your night?”

She blushed, vigorously, under my stare
attempting to keep clear of it.

“Great.”

“Is that all you can say to me?”

I attempt to get a confession from her to no
avail. Instead, she hides under a cushion and I dive right after
her for another romp before the morning light.

 


***

 


The next morning we went out and got
breakfast at an expensive restaurant. The way I saw it was that I
had just snatched a hot night with the most beautiful woman that I
had ever seen, but I still needed to make an impression. I really
wanted to keep this thing going and I really wanted to keep her by
my side.

So we ate breakfast at this five-star
restaurant, and then I drove her to her apartment. She had this
loft in downtown L.A. that looked really familiar to me. It turned
out that I’d dated some chick a few months earlier that lived in
the very same building. For the love of me, I was spreading my
wings across L.A. fast.

Anyway, I dropped her off, thinking that I
was the luckiest son-of-a-bitch in the whole damn town.

`I would like to see you again soon.”

She let out a nervous laugh as she gave me a
bewildered look.

`I would love that.”

“Tell me when we can go grab a drink.”

“You can call me, and we’ll figure out a
time.”

“You can be sure of that, I will look you
up.”

I looked at her, certain that we are on to a
big thing together.

The next weeks rolled by real quickly and
they were filled with dates at nice restaurants, with tables at
some of the finest clubs in LA, and receiving some really nice
gifts. She looked like she loved the attention, and I was a happy
man.

Every time a man gives his attention to a
woman, without fail, he gets it back. Every woman, by design,
returns the favors that her man makes for her. I poured my all into
her and got a lot coming my way from her. She made me happy in more
ways than I have ever been. I was a happy man.

“Honey, what do you think about us?”

“I think we are great together, and so is
this thing between us.”

“You feeling like us, girl?” She lets
out a chuckle and attempts to pull at my chin.

“Of course I do. What, are you blind?”

 


***

 


What I failed to notice was this love was
rather expensive. I was spending more than I could afford, and my
trust fund was not getting any bigger. I was beginning to burn
through my trust fund at an alarming rate, and I simply didn’t
care. Maybe because I knew that I had another account with about
two hundred K in it, and a safe that held some gifts I had received
from previous engagements.

I was pretty confident that by the time I had
finished courting her that the big spending would be over, the
illusion of a money cushion would roll over soon. Right now, I
would just go ahead and win her heart totally, no matter what it
cost me.

 


***

 


“Baby, you were great!” she said, rolling
aside the imported Italian blinds of my serene Malibu bedroom.
Baring her all as she lay on my big bed, made me realize just how
lucky I was to have her here. She didn’t have anything on. But who
cares after a night-long lust session and a horrible hangover from
the mixed drinks?

“I love you,” I said, hugging her from the
back, and then she dropped the bomb.

“Baby, I need to tell you something,” she
said. I didn’t pay much attention to the fact that even with a
hangover she was serious about something. Last night, I also had my
suspicions about her extra ordinarily wild never-seen-before
antics. I got weak even to be mentioning my suspicion.

“I have sort of made a deal on my L.A. place.
I am thinking of putting up that money as a fruitful investment.” I
could not help but admire a woman with so much business and
investment acumen. It seemed like she had everything going for her:
beauty, brains, and money, in abundance.

“Actually I was thinking of investing it into
a house through my real estate company.”

 


***

 


Naturally I told her that she could move in
with me for a while, until she found a new place. She did not
resist, and I did not even think that it was far too soon for us to
shack up together. She readily agreed, and we were then living
together.

The beauty of women is not in their bodies,
eyes or hair. It is in their ability to seduce a man to get him to
do whatever they want, and historically, a man would have no choice
but to get slaughtered behind a shield of multiple orgasms. Women
just seem to know what buttons to press in order to get whatever it
is they want from a man.

I, too, was getting trapped. Happily, I never
stopped to think that maybe we were moving too fast or something.
We both saw that what we were doing was natural. Our bodies seemed
to agree that we should not stay together, and it was only an honor
not to do otherwise.

We lived together quite harmoniously; she was
busy most of the day, and I roamed the city looking for acting jobs
and new business opportunities. This involved making a run with
some of the cougars who I knew from much earlier times and since
neither of us got in the way of each other, so everything went just
fine.

As I have previously told you, I was sort of
this trust-fund kid, but that wasn’t the whole picture. I come from
a rich family. I was the youngest of three children and my family
had big plans for me, as they had for my two older siblings.

My parents had this big shipping company in
New York that my father founded when he was young. Naturally, after
his tragic death, he left his position at the head of the company
to my oldest brother, Michael.

Jacob, my other brother, became his right
hand man, and I was to follow in his footsteps and become manager
of the biggest subsidiary in Long Island. Well, needless to say, I
didn’t like the plan that they had for me. I did not even try to
hide it from them. I simply acted like I was not aware of the plans
that they had for me. After all, I was an adult and would not have
anyone determining the path of my life. I would go ahead and do
just what I wanted without letting anyone block my way.

I was to go to Harvard and get my degree in
Business Economics and become a manager who worked a nine-to-five
type of job in some office building. But the thing is, I didn’t
want to do that. I had my life all planned out in a different
direction which did not include going to Harvard. No one was going
to change my mind with that nonsense of training to be a
manager.

I was always this problem child. I liked the
good life a bit too much, and I hated working even more than I
loved the good life. That’s why I decided to move to L.A. and
become an actor. It was an attempt to escape the serious things in
life and remain independent of any conflicting ideas.

So after my high school graduation, I boarded
a plane and flew right to L.A. and planned out my acting career. I
had it all worked out, or so I hoped. I rented an apartment and
went to U.C.L.A.

A week had passed when my whole family
decided to fly to L.A. and try to convince me to come back, go to
Harvard, and travel down the path of my older siblings. They
couldn’t get me to go back, as my mind was made up. So instead,
they supplied me with a trust fund and a house in Malibu and left
me here. After that, they all agreed not to finance me until I’d
reach my senses and would decide to have it their way; hey, at
least they didn’t leave me out to dry with no money, or without a
roof above my head.

I never realized the importance of my family
and their joint decisions. I never even tried to understand where
they were coming from with their demands. I was instead hell bent
on making it on my own and having a life of my own. I was thankful
to them for my trust fund and the Malibu house, but I didn’t let
anyone dictate terms of how to live my life.

At least that’s what I thought, while in
reality, I was just another brat living off my family’s money, and
showing them that I didn’t care. They were polite enough not to rub
it in my face, not that it mattered to me anyway. They had their
lives; this was mine, and I was living it to the fullest. I was not
going to let anyone make decisions for me.

I don’t think anyone would like to have their
lives as dramatic as mine. When I look back now, it all seems so
theatrical and naïve. But then, who looks at their own mistakes
objectively, especially while you are the one making them? It all
seems right when you are going full speed into finding yourself,
that it doesn’t matter what others in your path of life think or
do.

Your instincts might be telling you that
something is not at all right in your life. Oftentimes, it comes as
a small niggling fear, or maybe a small tinge of guilt for making a
decision that does not go well for you. Yet, even with that
knowledge, you still go ahead and make the mistake. I think it has
to do with the nature of man. You have that small voice telling you
not to go that way with your life, but still go ahead and go there,
nonetheless. It must have something to do with the way human beings
are always keen on taking the risk to do something
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