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Hi, my name is Josephine, but everyone calls me Monroe. In this business, it is better to keep things classified. I’m used to not sharing anything about myself. I have no family—so I have no ties. In my business, no family means no problems, no family means no one to hold you back. No family means no one to embarrass you when things go south. What am I you ask? I’m your daydream wrapped in your worst nightmare. However, I am more helpful than not. I have a 98.9 % completion rate, not trying to sound cocky, I’m just an extremely confident woman, and I have to be to get the job done.

What I do is not what you think it is. I do not have sex with these clients or the men they want info on. What I actually do is quite mastermind like. I seduce the men into trusting me. I take what I have learned and relay it to my, let’s call her Jane Doe. They pay me when they get what they are looking for and I am off to another client. Why you ask? They want to know if this new man they are dating is going to cheat on them or fuck them over. They pay me to find out if they are the Prince Charming they portray themselves to be. Most aren’t, but some of them are honest. Either way, I am paid.

Easy right?

No, wrong. It takes skill and patience, and a whole lot of being felt up. Let me take you back to my first job and see if you get the picture of why I got into this game in the first place. Life back then was something I, to this day wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy. It was the life of a rat.

Let me explain.

Tuscon, Arizona was the hottest fucking hellhole I have ever been in. It made me want to peel my skin off to cool down. I wanted to submerge myself in a bucket of ice and live there until winter. But I learned early on dreams were something meant for gutters and not heads. I was riding shotgun in this shitty F-150 listening to this asshole drum his fingers on the steering wheel. Contemplating pushing him out and watching as he rolled on the road, but I couldn’t. I promised my friend, slash roommate I would get the info on him. See, she didn’t want to get involved with another prick that was just going to fuck her over and break her heart again. So I volunteered to scope him out for her and come back with the all the dirty details she wanted.

It was proving to be the worst thing I have done in my entire life, and I have been dragged through shit and back, but that’s another story altogether and I don’t feel like getting into it just yet.

“So, where did you wanna go baby?” he asked me as he leaned over and rubbed on one of my tits. I didn’t know why men thought this was going to turn us on. First: I didn’t know this asshole from dick. Second: you   have to do a lot more than just a nipple rub to get my engine running.

But I responded the way he expected me to. “Wherever you want to go, big boy. I just want to get my hands on you.” I said in a sugar coated mousy voice, which made me sick to my fucking stomach. I put my hand over his and rubbed harder. The friction caused my bud to harden. 

“Just the words I was waiting for! You don’t know what you’re in for baby. I’m going to make you cum so hard you’ll be seeing stars.” Great, I was going to be so dry if we did fuck that my vagina was going to rip.

“Um-hum, you know how to get me wet, sexy. I bet you’ll have me squirting in a hot minute.” Lies, all lies. If he could read my mind, I would be lying face down in a ditch somewhere, which meant I was going to have to go through with this or come up with an excuse. I told her I wasn’t going to sleep with him, but I couldn’t think of any way to get out of this. My mind was still in the ditch where I pictured my body. I have always been good at getting out of sticky situations. In my lifestyle, you had to be quick on your feet. It was either that or you would die. The world was cold blooded and it swallowed up the weak for breakfast.

“Shoot, faster than that when I get my hands on you girl. You’re going to start screaming for me to stop it's going to be so good.” He was overly confident. This wasn’t going to be good. I’ve been around men like him. Men who thought they were entitle to more than they had. It never ended well in these situations.

“I bet baby, I’m going to ride your dick like a stallion.” Again, why like this shit, ‘Ride your dick like a stallion’? It made me question the sanity of some men. A horse had a huge wang and I’m sure no woman in her right mind would get on it. But he seemed to eat this crap up.

He pulled onto a dirt road, surrounding us in thick green trees. I kept my face calm and my smile wide and open. We drove for another five minutes before he pulled onto the side of the road and got out. He walked over to my side and opened the door, pulling me into his arms. I wasn’t a small girl, I was a good five-ten and in heels, I was six foot. But I fit into him like I was a little girl. ‘Get it together!’ I reprimanded myself. This was nothing but a job to me. I needed to start bringing something to protect myself. I told myself I was never going to have sex with anyone ever again. He ruined it for me. There was no feeling in it, there was no love. 

Whatever-his-name-was, bent down and kissed me on my lips leaving a trail of saliva in his wake. It made a slimy line down my face like a snail. I focused on the flowers in the clearing up ahead, appreciating the way they moved it the light breeze. I was admiring the colors that the sun amplified. Trying to concentrate on anything but him. “Did you hear me love?” Had he spoken to me?

“Did you ask me something? I was lost in the moment.” I didn’t lie. I was lost in the moment of my absolute hatred and repulsion.

“I asked how you want it, on the car, in the grass? I could pick you up and screw you just like that.” He winked at me as if it was a great accomplishment. I threw up in my mouth at the thought.

Miraculously something popped into my head, a way out. “Oh my gosh, I think I might have started my period.” It was lame, but it was the only idea I could think of, and in my experience there were many men who didn’t care if you were on your rag or not.

“It’s okay, baby. I got a condom, don’t worry there won’t be no mess.” Spoken like a true sleaze. I was thinking quick on my feet. There had to be a way to get out of this.

My father’s voice vibrated in my head. “Stay still, you fucking slut!”

“I don’t like to fuck when I’m on my period, you understand, right baby?” I haven’t prayed this hard since that night. Please, just hear me Lord. I will be better, I’ll stop what I’ve been doing. Which wasn’t much. When I met with a client, I broke it down for them. I told them what my job, and what it was not.

He looked at me for a while before he smiled, “Okay. No problem. Let me help you. You can at least let me see that sweet pussy.” Shit!

“You don’t really want to see that, do you? “ My mouth fell open at him for even suggesting it.

“I want to at least see what I am going to be getting the next time I see you.” He started to back me into the corner. I was trying to gauge his facial expression. Did he know I was lying? Why did I take this on as my first job? I knew Jimmy was an abusive asshole when I met him. I told Mackenzie he was a douche when I moved in and he was lying on our couch eating all our damn food. I wasn’t nice to him at all, and I bet Mack he would go for me if I flirted with him. She told me no, that her Jimmy loved her and only her. I knew what men saw when they looked at me. I was beautiful and they wanted me. My mother would beat me because I looked like my father, and she was jealous that her old-man wanted some of me and took it. When she found him on top of me in my room, she blamed me. Told me my long blonde hair and emerald green eyes were the work of the devil. That no one should be this pretty. That any man would have done the same. I ran away three years later when I was fourteen. Let’s just say I have trust issues that will never go away.

He pulled me to him and started to unbutton my pants. I did the first thing I thought of. I punched him in his nose.

“You fucking bitch! I am going to kill you!” he dashed for me grabbing me around my waist and banging me into the cold asphalt. Trying to slow the concrete as it approached, I heard a crack from my wrist. I tried to break my fall, but ended up breaking my wrist instead. My life was a hallmark card of natural disasters.

“I said no, you son of a bitch! Leave me alone!” As I hopped up and ran for the opposite side of the truck, he followed me. Yanking my head back and thrusting me head first into the side of the truck. To say I saw stars would have been an understatement, I saw the whole damn sky. It took a moment for my vision to come back. He was going to have me whether I wanted it or not. Once again, I hit the asphalt with a sickening crunch.

I’ll save you all the gory details. In the end, she didn’t leave him. She told me I was a bitch and asked for it. Thank God I asked her for half of my payment beforehand. Yes, it started as a bet but I wasn’t stupid. I knew how she was going to see things. From there on, I only took on women who made money. I sought them out in bars. I would get them drunk and they would spill their guts on the men in their lives. After the water works calmed down, I would proposition them. Tell them about the services I offered. I was raised in a life were hustling was the only means of income. My brother made sure I had a quick mouthpiece. 

The next few years consisted of me helping old rich women. Getting information on men they were interested in. These women had money. It was more about loyalty and faithfulness, companionship and love. They want things that people told them they couldn’t have because they would be used. And in all honesty it’s true. They were women who made a name for themselves and men think they are vulnerable just because they have a vagina and not a dick. I got it, and I wanted to help them. I wanted them to have happiness, but more importantly I want to get the assholes out there that were fucking over these women and talking advantage of them. Men who rape women, hit them and do whatever they want.

I have been in their shoes and it wasn’t a good feeling being a bug they thought they could step on or control like a pet. I didn’t like to relive what had happened to me in my past, but there wasn’t any way to escape it.I was sitting here waiting for my next client to arrive. It’s dangerous when I have too much time on my hands and I start thinking. The server put my tea down and walked away. I took a sip as my eyes roamed over the crowd of people. The scraping sound of a chair being pulled out in front of me snapped me out of my daze. 

“Monroe?” A beautiful red headed woman asked. She was young, nothing like any of the other women I work with. Her hair was long and straight, freckles sprinkled lightly on her straight pert nose. She made me do a double take as I glanced over her freshly pressed clothes. What intrigued me were her black eyes. I could describe them as an abyss. Everything that went in never came out.

“Yes, that’s me.” I was used to working with older men too, the ones who could barely keep their dicks hard.

“Hi, my name is Vera. We talked on the phone last week.” She extended her hand to me and beamed. Most women who came to me were looking for a lifeline someone to pull them out when they were sinking. Desperation brought them to me. A shitload of money kept me here.

“Hi, nice to meet you Vera. I am Monroe, as you know. So how can I help you?” It was a standard question I asked when I met with someone. This part was more of an interview. It was my chance to rate what I was dealing with and what kind of person she was. I could tell by the way she shook my hand she was lacking confidence. I have no idea why because she was gorgeous. More than likely, it was a man telling her she wasn’t good enough or there was something wrong with her. They do that to keep you where they want you. It’s like a predator adapting to a change in climate. It’s adapt or die.

“Well, as you must know, I have been talking to this man my father thought would be good for me. At first, I didn’t want anything to do with him, but the more we met, the more I started to like him. He isn’t like other men in my father’s company. He’s young, handsome, and funny. Goodness is he funny! I want nothing more than to be with him, but there is something about him. I feel I fell too fast and he isn’t on the same page as me, if that makes any sense.” A man with his own money and daughter of the company’s owner? Smells like a business transaction to me. Her father was going to sell her off the highest bidder. Or in this case, the person her father knew would take his company places when he wouldn’t be able to.

“Right. Are you sure you like him because you do, or because your father does? I don’t want to come off as arrogant, but it seems like your father just wants him for himself. How many times have you met him, or went out?”

“I have been seeing him for the last couple months. All together I have to say we have been on four dates.” She smiled as if it explained everything. Like it told me he really wanted her and there wasn’t anything going on.

“Where did he take you?” This was the million-dollar question. It would let me know if he liked her or her father’s money.

“Twice to my place and twice to his.” She explained.

“Have you guys slept together?” He was trying to hide her. If he liked her, he wouldn’t care who saw them as a couple. He would be shouting it to the world. He would tell everyone that she was his girl. Therefore, the sex question would let me know if he was a jackass. Most men wouldn’t care if they loved her or not. She was hot and they would fuck her senseless, with or without daddy’s money. 

“No, he told me he didn’t want to take things too fast. He wanted to wait until the time was right. He wanted it to be perfect for me. Isn’t that so sweet?” she beamed.

“No, it isn’t fucking sweet.” I said deadpanned. “Will you listen to yourself? Who the fuck in their right mind wouldn’t want to bang you? I am straight and it’s hard for me to think of anything else. Him keeping you behind closed doors is another dead giveaway. He doesn’t want anyone to see you guys together. Use your head woman, think first, and act last. You can’t be that naïve, can you? Your father needs someone to run his business. I’m going to take a shot in the dark and say you are an only child, not because your parents didn’t try. Mommy went barren and couldn’t conceive after you. Daddy doesn’t trust his princess to run his big old business. So, your asshole of a father is trying to pawn you off to the highest bidder, and in this case it’s...?”

“His name is Roman.” she confided.

“Ah, even a douche bag name. Well, Roman will do anything for daddy. Including marrying you. How old is he?” I asked as all the pieces fall together.

“He’s twenty-five” she said in a whisper. This was the hard part where I had to tell them the truth and shatter all their dreams.

“Roman is too young to think of love or having a family. Fresh out of college, he is thinking of one thing: his career. And how to get himself where your father sits as CEO .” This was where they either ran or were all in. There wasn’t a half way mark. This was the point of no return. You were all in or you wasted my time. I took the time to examine my shirt, letting her process everything I said.

“You don’t even know him.” She spouted in contempt.

“Neither do you, doll. Four dates isn’t a partnership. Hell, it isn’t even a friendship yet. If you can tell me his favorite color, I will admit I’m wrong. And I will tell you there is hope for you and douche-bag.”

The smile fell from her face, “I don’t know.” She gritted.

“I know this is hard and I know you like this guy, and I’m here to help, really, I am. But, I will never lie to you. I have been doing this for years and most men are the same. They think with their cocks and nothing else . I’m sure he would have really liked you if he were a bit older and he had climbed the company ladder . But right now all he is thinking about is pleasing your father. If you don’t want me to do this, if you will walk out of here and tell him you will never see him again I won’t charge you a dime. But if we go through with this, it will be ten thousand dollars down and another ten when I am done, regardless of what I find out.” I waited tapping my fingers on the table.

“What? It isn’t that easy. I can’t just tell him no!” outrage covered her beautiful face.

“Vera you’re very beautiful. Your someone is out there looking for you as we speak. Roman isn’t that someone. If he were, he would be head over heels for you.”

“But how do I know that? I don’t.So I still want you to do it. I have the money, don’t worry.” She took out a very plump envelope. 

“Wait, I need you to look this over and sign it before you give me that,” I pointed to the envelope. “There is also a questionnaire in there. Just simple things like: where can I find him, where he likes to go on his time off, or things he likes to do. And Vera, if this doesn’t work, no matter how unhappy you are with the results. I do not exist. I’m a ghost. Got it?” She nodded her head yes and took the packet. I put money on the table and left. When and if she were ready, she would call. For now, I would wait. My number one rule is to not become attached or involved with clients or suspects. I wasn’t lying when I told her I was a ghost. It’s the way it had to be. If people knew who I was it would be easier for my past to find me. I even legally changed my name. My real name was too innocent, nothing like me. Nothing like the person I was and who I became. It was a way to keep all the pain and hurt locked away. It would drive me crazy if I was still the sick, stupid girl. No. I was more than that now, and I wasn’t going to be her ever again. If I was meant to never have anyone in my life, so be it. 

I walked into the hotel I was staying at and smiled at the man behind the desk. I didn’t have permanent housing. I took cases and clients all over the place, so it was just easier to stay mobile. I knew the client was going to call within twenty-four hours or I wasn’t getting the job. It would suck because I used jobs to pass time. When I got into the room, I went through the routine of getting settled in for the night. I placed all my things neatly on the table next to the door. In a row from biggest to smallest, depending on what the items were. I placed my shoes side by side under the table and my jacket on the hook. Order was a necessity in my life. It was the only thing that was consistent. I walked into the bathroom and started taking my clothes off, every item I folded and place on the counter in an arrangement.

I took baths in scalding hot water. To some this was weird, to me it was my life. I wanted to scrub off all the feelings, emotions, and dirt of the day. When I met with clientele, it was like the stink of their souls stuck to the fabric of my clothing. My mother used to tell me I felt what others were feeling. As I got older, I realized how true her words were. I didn’t like it. I didn’t want to feel what these women were feeling. So, I adapted a poker face. A lot of people call it the resting bitch face. If they knew how I was feeling they would think I was weak, and I was anything but.

I sat in the hot water letting it soak in and wash away the stress of the day, feeling relaxed and somewhat myself after. It was a ritual. When I met with them, I wasn’t me. They weren’t paying for me the sad girl from Alabama, they wanted Monroe. The woman all men dreamed of. Monroe the fearless, who could get any man wrapped around her finger. I wasn’t the latter, but they needed to believe I was. They needed to feel like they could trust me. They needed to know I wasn’t a woman with problems and I could get the job done. I was a pro at keeping everything to myself. Emotions, feeling, humanity, whatever it was.

In the distance, I could hear the phone. It was a soft melody, it had no lyrics. Just a sweet song. It was her, Vera. This was a test of her confidence. This was her taking back her life. Feeling as she never accomplished or followed through with most decisions she has made. Money was one of the reasons. What did you give a woman who had everything she wanted? She was brought up with a silver spoon shoved in her mouth. I know what I could give her that no one else could. Him.

“Hello?” I said into the end of the phone.

“Monroe, this is Vera. I want to employ you. I filled out the paperwork you gave me and there are a few things I would like to discuss. One is that there wasn’t anything in here stating if you were going to sleep with him or not. I would prefer that you didn’t. I am unclear on to how this all works, but I would like you to just flirt—if that is possible.” I didn’t put that in the paperwork because they should know this is my job and like any other professional, they should know I wouldn’t take part in such scandalous affairs.

“No, I do not sleep with client’s prospects. I didn’t put it in there Ms. Calvin, because I would hope it didn’t need explaining. This is a business, not a brothel, and I understand if this isn’t what you were looking for, but this is all I have to offer.” It seemed like I was waiting for a response most of the time. Either she was stuck on stupid, or she loved dramatic pauses.

“No. I was just wondering about it and all.”

“No, I do not, nor have I ever slept with a client’s interest, but that doesn’t mean it was for a lack of them trying. No, that would be too easy or hard whatever way you look at it. They try. I play shy and tell them no. Does that answer your questions?”

“Yes. It’s just that... I think I’m ...”

“You think you’re in love with him. I’ve heard it all. Remember, I have been doing this for a while now. The one thing I want out of this more than anything is for you to be happy, whatever that means.” I was pretty cut and dry when it came to explaining what I did and what my services were.

“When is the next time we can meet up and discuss this?” she asked.

“I would like to get started as soon as possible. Can you meet tonight?” If I was lucky, I would get the info in a day. If not ,the worst would be a week.

“Tonight? I’m at my fathers for a dinner and Roman is here” she explained like this was supposed to mean something to me. Roman was there! Oh no, call the police! Something about men who labeled themselves as high end got to me. They thought they were better than the rest of us, and it was the other way around. Nothing in life would let me give in to these men.

“Tonight. Yes. There is a lot to do and the sooner I get it the sooner I can start interacting with the subject.” I picked at my nails, still waiting impatiently for her to make up her mind. My foot started tapping and it reminded me of my mother.

“Jo! Get your ass in here! You know he doesn’t like it when you’re dirty!” My mother whispered aggressively as she pulled me through the door by my arm.

Every now and again little things sparked my memory, bringing me back to my life from before.

“You talk of him like he is nothing more than paperwork to you!” anger coated her words.

“Vera, at this point he is paperwork to me, and when I am finished I will file him as such. I do not know this man and everything that is going to happen between him and I is going to be such. I don’t want to be his friend and I am not here to be yours. Though this sounds rude and I don’t like coming off that way, I will not lie to you. This is a business deal and he is my subject, my goal, or my mission. I get what I need out of him, whether it is what you want to hear or not. Do we have an understanding?” When I first started out, I would have never talked to a client like this. I would have stayed on my toes and bowed down to them. After all, they were the ones who paid my bills. Now I had a choice in who I worked with. I could be meticulous if I felt like it.

“Yes.” A simple response, but it was what I was looking for.

“Now that that is settled, I will meet you at the hotel on First and Bradshaw. Do not come late and make sure you knock once.” I liked order and control. If I can get women who pay me, to listen and follow orders quickly, than the men should be a piece of cake. I hung up without another word. She could find me. It wasn’t that difficult and my name was now legally Monroe. Plus she didn’t seem that stupid, but I could be wrong.

Ten minutes later, there was a quick knock on the door. I walked over and looked out the peep hole. Even though I knew who was there, I still had the feeling of unease. Yet, there was Vera on the other side of the door, looking back and forth down the hall with the envelope in her hand. I pulled the door open and motioned for her to come in. She strolled in and looked around. She would be disappointed because there was nothing in the room that told my story, and there never would be. It was the bed and my clothes that was it. 

I pushed my hand out, and she looked at it as if I had lost my mind. “The envelope please.” She handed it to me and began ambling around the room. Normal people would go to the only chair there was and sit in it. Not Vera. She sat on my bed. Where I slept.

“That’s it?” Vera questioned.

“That’s it. What else can I do for you Ms. Calvin? I know you said there were things you wanted to discuss, or was the sex thing all?”

She slightly tilted her head and eyed me, “No one is that cold hearted.” It shocked me, but I kept my face neutral.

“I have no idea what you mean. I have told you this is business. You don’t go to your gynecologist and try making friends with her, right? After all, she has seen your pussy and it would be completely inappropriate.” I placed the papers on the desk and looked to her expectantly.

“No, but normal people are not as rude as you, Monroe. You come off as cold and callous.” She stood up quickly.

“I come off this way because in the end they all hate me. No matter what happens, these women blame me for what’s going on in their relationships. They don’t have the balls to leave, so it’s easier to blame me. You will be no different, because the man that holds your heart is an asshole who doesn’t give a shit about your pretty ass! I can tell you what he does care about though. Your daddy’s money.” I don’t know why I told her any of this, but it came out like a tidal wave and it smacked her. Astonishment crept into her beautiful features, consuming them.

“I’m sorry... I just assumed...” What pissed me off more than someone judging me was someone who pitied me.

“Don’t fucking look at me like that! I don’t need your fucking pity! I am who I am. I am here because I want to be. Having friends only causes problems. This is my life and you know nothing about me!”

“I apologize. I understand if you don’t want to work with me. Of course this is a business arrangement. I should have been more professional with you.” She stumbled on her way to the door because she couldn’t get out fast enough.

When I was alone, I marched over to the paperwork and took it out. Regarding the details of Mr. Roman’s life there were tons. You knew a lot about someone you loved, and from what I read, Vera had it bad for the douche. He was a consultant at Calvin industries. What he consulted beat the fuck out of me. He was born in New York to John and Sarah Pierce. He was their only child. He went to Duke and was on the football team. He was quoted as saying, ‘Football was fun, but it wasn’t what he wanted to do in his life.’ What struck me as odd was that earlier she didn’t even know his favorite color, but she knew everything else it seemed. It was my first red flag. Why was she lying? 

I placed the papers back into the envelope and got into the left side of the bed. I fanned my hair out on the pillow and got snug into the sheets. Thinking about the picture that was included, I could tell why she was going for him, he had a good job and he was drop dead gorgeous. He looked like a Ken doll walking around in a suit. He had black hair, but what was most peculiar was the color of his eyes. One was green and the other brown. He was blessed with a strong muscular jaw and a small dimple in the middle of his chin. In the photo, he was smiling and the happiness on his face was blinding. The picture spoke volumes about him. He was happy. He loved life. So why was he agreeing to marry Vera? I was rarely ever wrong when it came to reading someone, but looking in his eyes I prayed I was wrong. He had kind eyes and an inviting mouth. I wanted to tuck his hair back behind his ear and run my fingers down his jaw.

It wasn’t only his looks that baffled me. Vera and him would make a lovely couple, and together they would have money and power. Not to mention their snot nosed kids would have the world readily available to them. I imagined them holding hands as their kids ran in front of them, playing tag. Roman pushing a stroller, where their new edition sat staring into the unknown. I played with the idea of me having that one day, but it evaporated like a promised rain into nothing.

According to her paperwork, she said he had lunch at the same café every day. Now all I had to do was get a seat where he would be able to see me. It was a crowded place. I didn’t like the feeling of being surrounded by people, and I dressed to attract attention. I wanted him to notice me. I hope I would be so irresistible in my black mini dress that he wouldn’t be able to take his eyes off me. I ordered a large coffee, and I brought my laptop to act as if I were working on something. Why anyone would work in this outfit was beyond me, but they did. I was minding my own business when some random dude came and sat at my table. I was just getting cozy, and he had to go and ruin it.

“Can I help you?” I asked as sweetly as I could, because at this moment all I wanted to do was kick his chair from underneath him. He irritated my soul.

“I was just wondering why such a beautiful woman was sitting all alone,” he leered.

“Believe me, it’s by choice. I have a lot of homework to do.” I forced a smile, nodded my head and returned my eyes to my computer.

“You don’t have to act like you don’t want it baby,” with that, he ran his hand over my bare leg. At first, I was too shocked to reply. I just stared at him like I was lost. The nerve some people had.

A hand appeared on the douches shoulder. “I think the lady would appreciate you leaving her alone and taking your hand off her leg.” He grinned at the jerk with no humor.

“What? Are you fucking her?” Dick-face asked.

“No I’m not, and if I were that would be none of your fucking business. It would be between her and me, I don’t think your mother taught you manners. Should I take you outside and show you what my father taught me? When it comes to a lady, you must have respect. Or you make the rest of us look like shit.” I was shocked when I looked up into the strangers eyes. My eyes briefly met his eyes for a minute, as he returned his gaze back to the dude and removed him from the shop. It was him. Roman. Not the ideal way to meet him, but I will take what I could get.

When he came back inside, I thanked him for what he’d done.

“It was nothing, if I could save a beautiful woman every day I would.” He wasn’t trying to impress me with his admission. He was being genuine, something you didn’t find a lot of these day. He was my savior. I had to admit I was wrong from my first impression of him. Most of the men who were my targets were womanizing assholes. This could just be a trick, but my gut feeling was usually right.

“Thank you, regardless. Please allow me to buy you a coffee.” I insisted. Even if he was heroic, it didn’t stop me from doing my job. He was the mission and I would conquer him.

“I couldn’t let you do that.” He shook his head and chuckled softly.

“You’re right. You can’t let me do anything. I offered,” I am not a woman who can be forced to do anything.” I got up and walked with him to the counter as he placed his order. I took my wallet out and paid for his coffee.

“Thanks for the coffee.” He raised it into the air and bobbed once again, before he proceeded to walk away.

“Hey, if you really want to thank me you can sit with me and protect me from all these other hooligans.” I flirted playfully and went back to my seat sure he was going to follow me. They all did. However, when I looked back at him he was still standing by the counter looking at me like he was at war with himself.

“I don’t think it would be a good idea. I’m seeing someone and I don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea.” His words put me into a stupor. I wasn’t used to men telling me no. Usually they would look at me and see ass and tits. It was ok with me. I didn’t mind, whatever it took to get the job done, right?

“Okay, no problem. I guess I’ll see you around, hero.” I picked up my coffee and strode to the door. I must be off my game if I couldn’t pull him in. It was weird, but I never back down from a challenge. I would get him no matter how hard to get he made himself out to be.

I made it back to my hotel just before sunset. I like to document what went on with every meeting so I can tell the client everything in detail. I don’t know if I was being a bitch. The facts I tell them will hurt, and I didn’t blink an eye as the women sat in front of me crying like they lost their minds. Expressing emotions to a person you hardly knew eluded me. Not even people I knew would see me cry. Trusting no one was complicated at times, never knowing who was out to get me. I guess I just wasn’t a people person.

Target: Roman Pierce

Occupation: Marketing executive. (Under the thumb of dear old daddy Calvin.) But he doesn’t come off as a person who can be told what to do from first observation.

Description: He is taller than I assumed from his pictures. Though it was an error in judgment. From how Vera looks (which is small) I thought he would be less than six foot. I need to know measurement just in case something goes wrong and I have to defend myself. It has happened before and I will not relive it. He has one blue eye and one brown. His hair is black. It looks like a night without stars. In all honesty, he and Vera make a cute couple. The red with black hair had always been a combination favorite of mine. He also has a genuine smile. Not sure if this was trick or he was honest. Either way I will find out.

Objective: Finding out if the motives of Sir Roman are one hundred percent authentic or if the company and the CEO position is all that is on his mind.

Plan: At this point, my looks alone aren’t going to show me the results I am looking for, so I am going to have to dig deeper. This one poses a challenge that I will gladly meet head on. (He had no idea who I was).

After I write something about my target, I like to evaluate the client and guess if she is going to lose her shit if all this starts heading south, but at this moment I kept thinking about when the mission went wrong and I ended up with four cracked ribs and a missing tooth. It was a client in the Alabama area. I didn’t want to take it, but the money that was being offered to me, I couldn’t turn it down. Going home
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