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I walked into the lavish office on the top floor of the city's most prominent building. I turned and saw the large security guards standing outside the office as if they were guarding their King.

I was told to take a seat on an oversized couch. 'You could fit a house in this office,' I thought.

It was more of a living room than an office, but that's what they had called it, 'Mr. Heasman's office.' I watched the beautiful and well-dressed secretary pour me some water. I peeked down the front of her top as she bent forward before me.

'Nice,' I thought as I stared down her medium-sized chest. I smiled as she looked up.

"He will be with you in a moment," she smiled her usual fake smile, which she gave everyone.

She probably hated her job and hated him even more.

"Thanks," I grinned as she turned on her high heels and walked out of the room.

The click-clack of her heels faded as the door closed.

'Soundproof,' I noted as I took a swig of the water.

"Charles Gray," a voice said from behind me.

There, he was the wealthiest man in the nation, some said the world, but so far, there has been some dispute over him or his brother in Europe.

Either way, the Heasman family was the richest in the world by far. Of course, the general public didn't know that, as most of it was hush money. Money they used to ensure that the people who made up this world and made it tick didn't think that two white men ruled over everything.

I heard even the Presidents and Prime ministers bowed in their presence.

"Mark Heasman," I said as we shook hands.

"I don't have much time," Mark said as he sat next to me. "I want you to get something for me and I don't care about price."

I smiled. "I have heard that many times before," I sat back. "Some have backed out, after hearing my price."

"Do I look like one of those people?" Mark stared at me. His dark blue eyes stared right through me. His English accent made me want to punch him in the face.

"No," I replied.

"Good," Mark said as he took a folder from one of his henchmen. "Go over the details, then call me with this phone, tell me the price, and then destroy it."

Mark stood up. "I want it, Charles," he stared at me. "Don't let me down!"

That was it; that was the meeting.

I didn't expect anything less, as meetings in my line of business were usually short.

After all, being the best Cat Burglar in the world came with a particular reputation.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~
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I worked alone, with no team of people or high-tech wizards. It was just me, and that's how I liked it. That's why my talents came with a higher-than-usual price.

I had never been caught, and although there is a nice picture of me in many wanted sights on many bureaus around the world. I had a great surgeon in South America that kept me ahead of the game.

The crowned Jewel, or the Demon Stone, as some people in merry old England called it, was housed in London's premier museum. However, it was bound for the States for a quick visit before returning home and being put to rest deep in the bowels of that museum, never to be seen again.

I looked at the basement schematics, and even though it seemed like a challenge, it would take months of preparation. It was obvious that Mark wanted it now.

I was sure he came to me because the Jewel's short visit to the States. Mark's people did a good job scouting the itinerary for the Jewel, which arrived in New York and went straight to the vault.

I had some scouting to do, which meant a disguise.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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All my work had panned out, and I laid everything out for Mark and then called him.

"I don't care," Mark said as I started talking about my plans. "Get it done!"

He hung up on me, and then I heard the chime on my account. He had paid my deposit and the half up front.

"Okay," I smiled as I got to work.

There was a lot of preparation involved; you couldn't just walk in and steal a jewel the size of an American football. A person had to plan everything down to the second, and even then, there were plans for things if they went wrong and plans for those and over and over.

By the time the day came, Mark sent me one more text: 'Don't fail me! Get it and bring it to the drop-off. That's it!'

I smiled as I read it. I had never failed at stealing what I wanted. Ever since the day I was ten and stole that candy bar from the gas station, I knew what I wanted to be.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ 
[image: ]


My plan went off without a single problem. If anything, it went too easy. No one was the wiser that I had stolen one of the biggest gems in the world. The fake was in its place, and I had the large gem in a gym bag.

I texted Mark and his henchmen that I had the bag and was heading for the rendezvous point. I looked into the bag.

"So, what's the big deal with you?" I asked as I took it out.

The moment my bare hand touched the surface, I felt dizzy. It felt like the whole world spun, but I stayed stationary.

My whole world turned black, and I fell to the floor.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Get up you filthy squire!" a large man in a knight's outfit yelled down at me.

I was in dirt, muck, and mud; the sounds of pigs and other farm animals surrounded me.

"Look at this one!" more knights laughed as I stood up. "Can barely stand after one hit."

"What?" I asked, looking around me.

A large castle loomed in the distance. I was on a farm.

"And you want to be a squire?" The giant Knight took off his helmet. "You are a waste of my time!"

He reminded me of one of the henchmen that Mark had employed.

"What are you doing?" I asked. "I got you the Jewel!"

"Now he is talking tongues," one of the other knights laughed.

"All of them want to marry the King's daughter," another laughed.

"What Jewel?" the larger one asked.

"The Demon Stone," I said, trying to get the mud off me.

"What is he talking about now?" one of the knights jumped over the wooden fence. "Let's go to the next one, leave this one in the mud!"

"You touched it! You idiot!" the large Knight yelled.

"Are you serious?" one of the others came into the small circle.

"Look at him!" the giant shook his head. "Does he look like he is a farm hand?"

I must have had a bewildered look on my face as the four knights looked at me.

"Fuck me!" one of the Knight's shouted. "How hard is it to get the Stone and bring it back?"

"You guys know?" I smiled. "How do I get back?"

"You can't you stupid fuck!" one of the Knight's said. "How the fuck do you think we ended up here?"

"You're stuck too?" I laughed.

"Keep laughing!" one of them took out a small blade.

"We bring him to the King," the giant said.

"The King?" I asked.

"Mark, he will be very mad that you failed him!" the giant said.

"What is going on out here?" the farmer said. "Did my son pass your test? Will he be a Knight?"

"What about him and the others?" one of the henchmen asked.

"Kill them, burn the house," the giant said as he pulled me by the hair.

"I have hair!" I yelled as he pulled me along.

He kicked the large pigs out of the way as the screaming started. I watched them cut the farmer's head off and then went inside the farm.

"Look!" the giant said as he pushed my face over the water trough.

"That's not me!" I yelled, looking at the reflection.

I was blonde with short hair, very young, maybe in my twenties, and skinny. Why was I so skinny?

"Where is my body?" I asked, feeling my skin.

"You traded bodies with this idiot," the giant roughly grabbed me as the farm started to burn. "It's probably a great ancestor or someone in your bloodline; it only picks someone related to you. Congratulations: you know where your family started!"

'Farmers?' I thought 'In England?'

They put me on the back of a horse, and then we rode toward the large castle.

People looked at the Knight's in fear as they entered the castle grounds.

"Another fucking idiot!" The giant pushed me to the ground, and I slid toward the large throne.

"Why do you look like Mark, when I look like...." I started to say before the King that looked just like my Mark punched me in the stomach.

I fell back to the ground.

"I said, do not fail me, did I not?" the King said.

"Yes," I said as the wind in my stomach tried to come back to me.

"I told you to get it and then bring it to me," Mark said. "I did not say touch it, look at it, or breathe on it!"

"How do you know?" I asked.

"Because I was there!" Mark said, lifting my head with the tip of his sword. "Unlike you I am in both places at the same time, he knows what I know, I know what he knows, we are joined, just like my Knights!"

"Return me and I will do whatever you want," I pleaded.

Mark laughed as he stared down at me. "Your body, the one you came from, is dead."

Mark took a deep breath. 

"No! Why!" I yelled as I stood up.

"If my other half wasn't so rash and impulsive I could have bargained to keep him alive and make a switch if you found the stone in this world."

"He has the other stone; it was in the bag!" I implored him. "Use it to get me back there!"

"To what body?" one of the henchmen laughed. "Didn't you hear? Your body is no
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