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Patrice Glendale heard the announcement interrupt the holiday music over the home improvement store's PA system.  "Marcus, price check in aisle seven, please."

Patrice didn't even have to look up at the overhead sign.  She knew exactly which aisle she occupied.

That was like Shoplifting 101.  So was staying away from store employees.

Since Patrice knew that she was two aisles away, safely going about her business in aisle five, she didn't have to worry about Marcus and his price check.  She'd already made sure that her position in the aisle conveniently placed her in a dead spot between the store's security cameras.

The PA system squealed to life again.  "Attention shoppers.  The store will be closing in ten minutes, please bring your final selections to the front registers.  Thank you for shopping with us."

An extension cord dropped from Patrice's hand and landed on the floor.  As she casually bent down to retrieve it, Patrice scanned the entire aisle to ensure that she was alone.

She paid extra attention to displays at each end of the aisle, making certain that she didn't see any feet sticking out around them.  She knew the loss prevention employees loved to "hide" behind displays without realizing their big shoes were easily visible from the right angle on the floor.

As she replaced the extension cord on the shelf, she helped herself to a handful of top of the line HDMI cables that retailed for almost two hundred dollars each.  She could easily get twenty bucks a pop for them at the pawn shop.

Patrice stuffed them into her large ski jacket.  Winter weather and bulky clothing made shoplifting so much easier!

Looking like a squeaky-clean college cheerleader didn't hurt either.  If an asset protection officer saw an unkempt greasy-haired girl with dirty clothes, of course he would follow her around the store or watch her like a hawk over the closed circuit security system.

If one of those security guard guys saw Patrice's ponytail with the pretty pink bow, he would think of himself twenty years earlier when he was a college jock and cop wannabe – long before he ended up lurking around retail stores getting all amped up every time the anti-theft door alarms sounded.

Patrice lingered for another few seconds in the aisle, picking up another set of cables.  She checked its product information tag, shook her head and then returned it to the shelf.

Only an amateur would immediately bolt out of the area after pocketing the goods.  She had to make herself look like a normal customer who walked away only when she couldn't find what she wanted.

By the time she reached the front of the store, Patrice had already removed the security tags from the wires in her pocket.  She kept a craft knife in there for that very purpose.  With some decent practice, she had taught herself to use it expertly inside her pocket without even having to look at what she was doing.

All she had to do now was deposit the detached security tags somewhere.  Patrice stopped by a rack with candy bars.  She picked up a super-sized one.  She turned it over, pretending to look at the nutrition information.

Patrice grimaced at the candy label as if the calorie and fat content were personally insulting!  When she placed the candy bar back on the rack, she secretly hid the HDMI security tags underneath it.

Just a few yards from the exit, a customer service rep straightened out a shelf of TV infomercial adjustable screwdrivers near the service desk.  Patrice nonchalantly smiled at him and nodded as she passed by.

The employee smiled back broadly, obviously admiring Patrice's attractive features.

Patrice enjoyed that reaction from men everywhere she went including from her multiple boyfriends – and their dads!

Patrice stepped between the large electronic security sensors.  They remained silent as planned.

The first set of glass doors slid open.  Almost there!  She merely had to walk a few more steps through the vestibule where they kept the shopping carts.  Then the outer glass doors would open wide to freedom.  Patrice smiled, for real this time.

Out of nowhere, a shopping cart rolled to an abrupt stop in front of her.  The corner of it narrowly missed her knees.  The wheels came dangerously close to running over her toes.

"Watch it!" she spit out with her cocky-bitch attitude on full display.

"Excuse me," a deep voice boomed from the shopping cart's handle.

It snapped Patrice to attention.  She couldn't help but notice a 6'4" wall of 35 year old man-muscle with a shaved head and a goatee.

Several thick, dark chest hairs poked out from the top of the man's button down shirt.  On closer inspection, a few stragglers also poked out from between the first two buttons!

The tight shirt also revealed broad shoulders, biceps visible even through the long arms which were partially rolled up to the elbows, showing a tattoo on the forearm.  The barrel-chested hint of a beer belly rounded as the shirt disappeared into the man's jeans.

Patrice's gay friends at the university referred to this guy's body type as a muscle-bear.  She could see why.  She also got a strange little feeling in the pit of her stomach.  Perhaps a tinge of attraction?

She dismissed that idea.  It was probably just hunger.  She decided that she should have shoplifted a candy bar too.

Patrice attempted to step around the shopping cart.

The man said nothing, but pushed the cart forward, blocking Patrice's move towards the exit door.

"You're in my way, doofus," Patrice glared at him.

"You're shoplifting in my store," the muscled stud responded.

"Your store?  Is your name on the door?"

"No, but it's on my paycheck, right next to my title – Director of Asset Protection."

"Oh, crap," Patrice mumbled.

"Come with me, young lady," the security guard said gesturing back towards the interior of the store.

"I ain't going nowhere with you," Patrice responded trying to sound all tough and streetwise.  "If you don't get that freakin' shopping cart out of my way, I'm going to call my father.  He's a lawyer.  I'll have him sue this store chain.  And personally sue your steroid-fueled ass for unlawful detainment and slander for accusing me of shoplifting."

"Barry," laughed the man.  He didn't move an inch.

"What?" questioned Patrice.

"My name.  It's Barry Jonas.  Your father, you know, the lawyer... he's going to need that if he's going to 'personally sue my steroid-fueled ass.'"

Shit, so this is how we're going to play this, Patrice thought to herself.  This is going to be a battle of wills until one of us backs down.  That's OK, because it's not going to be me!

"By the way," Barry said with his arms folded, "Unlawful detainment refers to law enforcement officials.  And accusations aren't slander if they're true.  Which these are, since you did, in fact, shoplift.  I have it on tape."

"That's impossible, I was in the blind camera valley-" Patrice cut herself off, realizing she'd said too much.

Barry smiled smugly.  "We loss prevention experts know all about what you little criminals call the 'blind camera valley' where you think you can't be seen because you're in the blind spot between two security cameras.  That's fine, except that there are plenty of cameras you don't know about, including the one that recorded you stealing the HDMI wires."

"Fuck!"

"Watch your mouth!  There might still be some families checking out!"

Patrice sneered in response.

"You're coming to the security office with me right now, and you're not going to make a scene about it, either."

Patrice's eyes darted around, looking for an escape route.

Barry shook his head and laughed a little.  "And don't think about running.  I promise you I'll catch you.  When I do, it will be even worse for you."

Something in Barry's tone made Patrice believe him.  She figured she'd better go with him for now to the security office and figure out another way to extricate herself from this mess later.

"You call this an office?" Patrice asked a few minutes later as they entered a door marked: SECURITY.  "This is a glorified closet!"

"Sit!" Barry ordered, pointing at the ratty chair in front of the even rattier desk.  

Patrice threw herself into the uncomfortable chair.  She positioned herself at an angle with one arm draped over the back of the chair and her legs spread wide open defiantly.

"Take your coat off, you'll be staying for a while."

Patrice made a show of removing her coat and dropping it to the floor.  Her blouse clung nicely to her well-developed chest and accented her natural beauty pageant/fashion model physique.

Barry opened the top drawer of the rusted metal file cabinet and pulled out a piece of paper.  He sat behind the desk with his pen poised to fill out the form.  "What's your name?"

"Puddin Tane," Patrice spit out.

"This is going to be a long night," Barry commented more to himself than to Patrice.

Patrice leaned forward.  "Look, security-man, the store is closed by now.  Everyone must be going home, right?  Don't you want to get out of here, too?  You must want to get home to your - I'm guessing here - studio apartment, frozen dinner and dirty websites.  So let's say I give you back the wires, you let me go and we call it a night, OK, big guy?"

"Has anyone ever told you that you need a major attitude adjustment?" Barry asked seriously.

"Just about every teacher, coach or boss I've ever had," Patrice said proudly.

"You're right, it is late and even the manager is probably gone by now.  We're the only ones left in the building.  I'll just call the police and let them handle you."

"No!" Patrice screamed, losing her cool demeanor for the first time.

Barry merely cocked an eyebrow to show interest.

"I mean, we wouldn't want to bother the police when their might be real emergencies in town somewhere," Patrice stammered.

Barry leaned back in his chair.  He put his meaty hands behind his head.  "Let me translate that.  You already have a record.  The last time you were in court, the judge said he better never see you in there again or it would mean jail time - no more community service sentences?"

Patrice hated Barry's smug, self-righteous tone.  She also hated that Barry could see right through her.

Yet, at the same time
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