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Megan Beck assembled her equipment and contemplated how she got roped into this particular assignment.

It was three days ago, she thought to herself.  Joey did it.

Megan completed the assembly of the automatic weapon that had been waiting for her.  She inserted the clip holding the ammunition, put her hand on the other piece of equipment that was there for her, and waited for her cue to come out shooting.

I love shooting things up, and eliminating bad guys, but I don’t even know what’s going on!

Two days earlier, Megan and her husband, Dexter, were working in the Justice Security computer lab on the second sub-basement level in the Justice Security Building.  As the resident Information Technology experts, they were working with their computer teams, building a top- secret, computer-driven, remote security system for a local government entity, when the phone on the desk rang.  Megan answered.

“Hey, Rambo!” said Percival “King Louie” Washington.  “Lemme talk to Dex, please...we got some workin’ out to do.”

Megan smiled at her friend and partner.  “Sure, Louie, hold on a minute.”  She handed the phone to Dexter.  He spoke to Louie for a moment, then hung up.

“Honey, I’m going to work out with Louie for a while.  He needs more training from his sensei.”  Dexter was also the martial arts expert for the company, having spent many years in his youth training with various masters.

“Be home for dinner?” she asked.

Doing his best Spock imitation, Dexter replied, “It would be illogical to leave the prepared meal uneaten.  I shall arrive at the appointed time.”

With a smile, Megan replied cheerfully, “Blow it out your ass, dear.  See you at six.”

Dexter kissed her, and headed upstairs to the gym.

A little later, Megan decided to wrap up, and head upstairs to the apartment she shared with her husband.  The Justice Security building had apartments on the fifth and sixth aboveground floors, for partners, clients needing a place to hide out for a while, or guests, like Louie’s mom, Joey and Misty’s parents, Dexter’s brother, Jessica’s dad, and Megan’s grandmother.  Megan checked out the work the rest of the IT team was doing, made a couple of suggestions, left a couple of instructions, and headed for the elevators.

The elevator dinged for the first floor, which contained the cafeteria, staff locker rooms, medical offices for both Dr. Orville Eugene (“Call me Buddy”) Bishop and Dr. Caleb Mitchell.  Dr. Bishop was the staff doctor/surgeon, and Dr. Mitchell was the staff psychiatrist.  The lobby also housed the main desk, which was directed by Tony Armstrong, and the mailroom.  Tony was the head of the grunts, the uniformed members of Justice Security, and, along with Mark Haase, coordinated the uniformed assignments.  Main desk duties also included mailroom duties, such as x-raying suspicious packages and distributing incoming mail.  Misty Wilhite oversaw the grunts, and was the partner that Tony answered to directly.

When the elevator doors slid open, Joey Justice put his hand against the elevator door as he finished his conversation with Charlie Li, a plainclothes security officer that worked mostly with Dexter and Jessica.

“Think you can do that, Charlie?” asked Joey.

“Yes, sir, I can take care of that with no problem,” answered Charlie, who also waved to Megan.  “Hi, Megan!”

Megan smiled and waved back.  “Hi, Charlie!”

Joey smiled at Charlie and said, “Thanks, Charlie.  Remember:  Top Secret!”

“Yes, sir, Joey!”

Joey climbed aboard the elevator, saw that Megan had already pressed “6”, and leaned against the elevator wall.

“Something going on?” asked Megan.

Joey nodded.  “Yeah.  It’s top secret stuff, though.  Partners are in on it only on need-to-know.  Orders.”

Megan nodded.  It didn’t happen often, but occasionally, an assignment came in from their FBI liaison, Marcus Moore, that the partners were kept on a need-to-know basis.  Joey tried hard to shy away from those, because he felt that every partner should know everything about every case, should something happened to the partner overseeing a particular case.  In that instance, another partner could step up and take over without a lot of explanation.  Marcus argued that if something happened to the need-to-know partner, that Marcus himself could bring another partner up to speed.  The money on these cases usually was very good, so Joey took on more of them than he liked.

Joey looked at Megan.  “Actually, Megan, you may be able to do something for this particular case, if you don’t ask questions about your assignment.”

Megan shrugged.  “I’ll do what I can, Joe...I always do.  And I won’t ask questions.  I figure you’ll tell me anything I need to know.”

“You’ll have to keep it from Dexter, too...can you do that?”

“Of course.”

Joey nodded.  “Okay, then, give me a couple of days, and I’ll get back to you with your assignment.”

“Sure.”  Megan thought for a minute.  “Hey, wait a minute!  Will I be done in time to celebrate Dexter’s birthday?  It’s three days from now, and Dexter’s brother is going to be here.”

Joey shrugged.  “I know, Megan, and I’ll do what I can, but no promises.  This job is pretty important.  If it’s any consolation, it looks like I’ll be busy on Dexter’s birthday, too.”

The elevator stopped at the sixth floor, and both Joey and Megan got out and went to their separate apartments.

Yes, that was it.  Three days ago, and, of course, I’m missing my husband’s birthday.  Joey promised to explain it to him.  I hope he didn’t forget it, or I’ll get Misty to give him hell about it!

These thoughts went through Megan’s head as she waited, watching light fading in and out through the cracks of whatever it was that contained her.  At least she could breathe, although the cracks weren’t big enough to see through, they did allow the occasional light to pass through, as they rumbled through the city’s streets to her destination.

Damn Joey.  Didn’t even tell me where I’m going, either.

A trickle of uneasy sweat ran down the center of Megan’s back.

Two days later, Megan was again working in the computer lab when the phone rang.

“Computer lab, this is Megan.”

“Hi, ‘this-is-Megan’.  This is Joey.  Can you come to my office?”

“Can you give me five minutes?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks.  Be there in a jif.”  She hung up.

Five minutes later, after she had gotten to a stopping point, she shut down her computer and headed to the elevators.  Once inside, she pressed the button for the fourth floor.

In the Justice Security building, the fourth floor housed the partner offices, a conference room for clients, and the situation room.  It also was Turk Wendall’s workplace.

Formerly, Turk Wendell had been Louie Washington’s right hand man.  Turk was a huge, hulking man, with a dark chocolate complexion.  And, much to everyone’s surprise, he was very adept with secretarial skills.  Turk’s massive hands dwarfed a computer keyboard, but his fingers flew across one.  Some said that he was faster than Jessica Queen had ever been.  Jessica had once been the executive secretary, but had accepted an offered partnership.  Her replacement, Patti Hoehn, had been kidnapped and killed by Justice Security’s mortal enemy, Esteban Fernandez.  Turk had taken the job after that, and had been great at it.

So, when the elevator doors slid open on the fourth floor, Turk was sitting with his hand underneath the desk.  It was resting on the hidden Glock aimed at the elevators.  When he saw that the visitor was Megan, he removed his hand, jerked his head in the direction of Joey’s office, and said, “Waitin’ for you.”

“Thanks, Turk,” she replied.

Turk grunted.

Megan knocked on Joey’s door as she went in.  Joey was sitting behind his desk.  His fiancé and Justice Security partner, Misty Wilhite, was standing behind him, bent over his shoulder.  Their FBI liaison, Marcus Moore, was standing over Joey’s other shoulder, also looking down.  When Joey saw who had come in, he flipped the paper that the three had been looking at upside down on his desk, and Misty stood up.

“Hi, Megan,” said Misty.

“Hi, Marcus.  Hi, Misty,” replied Megan.

Joey indicated the chair across the desk from him.  “Have a seat.”

“Thanks.  What’s going on?” asked Megan.

Joey looked up at Marcus, letting him take over.  Marcus smiled a small smile, and did just that.

“Misty,” said Marcus.  “Can you assemble a machine pistol in the dark, by feel alone?”

Misty guffawed.  “Of course!  Nothing to it!”

Marcus shook his head.  “All these years with the Bureau, and I still can’t do it.  Not by feel alone.  Amazing.”

“It just takes a little practice, Marcus.  Anyone can do it.  Dexter can do it, too...and faster than I can.  Louie and I are about the same speed.  I don’t know about Jessica.  Or Joey and Misty, for that matter.”

Marcus shook his head again.  “I still say it’s amazing.  Okay, I know Joey mentioned a case to you a couple of days ago, right?”

“He did.”

“If you’re still willing to help, I have your assignment.”

Damn!  Megan thought.  It’s Dexter’s birthday, and I gotta go be Rambo again!  Out loud, she said, “Okay.  What do I need to do?”

Marcus smiled.  “At six o’clock tonight, you’ll meet us in the lobby, and we’ll take you down to the employee garage.  I’ll blindfold you, give you a simple timer, and lead you to a small enclosed container.  The container is attached to an SUV, which will drive you to the destination.  The SUV will park.  While riding to the destination, you will assemble the machine pistol I spoke to you about.  The other piece of equipment is a simple audio device, connected to an amplifier inside the container.  Once parked, you will wait inside for the timer I will have given you to go off.  Once it goes off, you will open the top of the container, and stand up.  Once standing, you will fire your weapon into the air, then press the button on the audio device.  The audio will be instructions for you, and for the target.  You will do what the instructions
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