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Synopsis

Saul Jenkins is a private investigator who’s seen his fair share
of crime and danger. One day he gets an offer from the FBI
to take part in a top-secret undercover experiment—as a real
woman. It’s an offer only a crazy person would take. But through
some convincing from the chief of police, he unwillingly accepts
the mission. But things do take a turn for the worse.
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CHAPTER 1

A Glimpse into the Life of Saul

t’s a cool and quiet night at the local downtown liquor store.
The cashier, who’s also the owner, is helping the same cus-

tomers he’s been helping for the past twenty-two years. They are
like family to him. As the moments of all interactions continue
inside the small store, a young man by the name of Solomon,
nicknamed Saul by friends, casually strolls in. He’s not looking
for the obvious groceries, but just seems to keep focused on cer-
tain items in front of him. As he makes his journey through the
store, another gentleman makes his way inside the store behind
him. The man seems more guarded and silent. The owner and
few customers inside the store pay no notice while he makes his
way to the counter. The stranger stands close to the front coun-
ter, checking out the items on display while peering back and
forth around the store. He can only see three customers, includ-
ing the one at the front counter talking to the owner. Eventually,
two of the customers buy their items and leave, while the third
is still at the front chatting away. Thinking that everyone has left,
the stranger then turns and walks toward the front counter, butt-
ing next to the other customer. The owner, thinking the stranger
is rude but being a patient and caring person, asks if there is
something he can help him with.

“Can I help you with something, sir?” asks the storeowner.

The customer looks at the storeowner. “No, actually I think
I’ll help myself.”

He aggressively grabs the customer, pulls out a knife, and
holds it against her throat.
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“Alright now, man, you’ve got thirty seconds to hand over
the cash right now. I’'m not playing, man!”

He’s nervous while holding the knife.

The stranger thinks that it’s just the three of them, but little
did he know that another person is still in the store, watching
the whole thing. The man known as Saul slowly and cautiously
creeps from row to row, making his way close enough to get a
better look at what is happening. The storeowner doesn’t hesi-
tate and goes to open his register. The knife-wielding stranger
keeps a close eye on the front door, making sure no one else
comes in. Saul is hiding behind a chips display and stands there
while slowly reaching for the gun that’s tucked away behind his
jeans. The stranger, cautious of the area, screams at the clerk to
hurry up. As the owner finally opens the register, primal instinct
tells the stranger to turn around and look behind him. He jolts
slightly around and, at the corner of his right eye, he quickly
spots the head of a figure who is only five yards away. The
stranger reacts quickly and nervously, yelling at the unknown
figure to come out.

“Hey, you—get out here ... now!” the thief says, straining
his voice and in no mood for patience.

His voice is loud and demanding.

Saul emerges with his hands up. The gun stays behind his
back where he left it. He comes out in surrender mode and tries
to talk to the abrasive assailant.

“Listen, man, it’s okay. No one needs to get hurt here. 'm
not going to hurt you. I’m just trying to help make the situation
better.”

Saul slowly walks to the front, where the hostage is.

The assailant hollers back, “Stop, man. Don’t come any
closer. I swear I'll kill her.”

He yells at the clerk to put all the money in a bag.

Saul tries calming the situation down. “Okay, plan B. Look,
man, I’m a cop. Now I’m not going to arrest you. I’m not going
to charge you with any crime. But in order for that to happen,
you need to calm down.”
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“I’m calm, man, I’m calm,” screams the robber. “What kind
of store is this? I didn’t know you sold pig here. Give me the
bag, now!”

“Let her go, man. She has nothing to do with this.”

As the storeowner tries to hand the man the plastic bag with the
money in it, Saul finds the opportunity to rush toward the stranger
while he’s momentarily distracted. As he leaps toward him, the
assailant counteracts and releases his hostage in order to defend
himself. Saul pushes his body against the stranger, and both men
tumble to the ground struggling. Saul tries to grab the knife and, as
he finally wrestles the weapon away, the stranger quickly reaches
into his pocket and pulls out a smaller knife. Without hesitation, the
stranger takes the small dagger and plunges it into Saul’s back. Saul
shrieks in fear and pain. Then, suddenly, a voice yells, “Stop!” It is
a training drill. The whole thing has been staged. Saul hasn’t been
injured by the knife blade—it’s just a prop. He is a cop in training.
Robert, the drill director, stops the drill and comes over to talk to
Saul, pointing out his strengths and weaknesses while the actors go
off in separate directions.

“I’m sorry to tell you this, buddy, but you’re dead. You saw
what just happened, right?”

Saul feels bad about how he did during the exercise. “I guess
I got a little too hesitant. I mean, I almost had my gun drawn
and tried to get the situation under control. He was too quick
for me. I don’t know, man. I guess I get too nervous when using
my gun.” He pulls his gun out from behind him and looks at it.

Robert tries calming him down. “Don’t worry. That was a
long time ago. The good guys think that they make bad choices,
but it’s really the bad guys who made the wrong choice. We do
what we got to do. It’s our job, to serve and to protect.”

“I know, Rob. I’'m just trying to do my job the way I’m sup-
posed to. I'm tired of the mistakes.”

“C’mon, man. You did okay. You stayed focused. You talked
to the bad guy. You remained calm. You took action, even though
he may have stabbed you at the end. Still, it’s all a good day.”

“Alright, alright, you don’t have to be nice to me all the time.”
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“Then stop being scared. Shake it off, man. Go home and
get some rest.”

Walking home in the dark stillness of the night, Saul comes
across a Catholic cathedral, so he decides to walk in. He is a
deeply religious person who believes strongly in faith. That’s
why he carries around a small cross on his necklace. People
think it is some sort of good luck charm. But it means more to
him than that.

He stands at the doorway of the mighty cathedral and pulls
out the small cross hanging around his neck. He glances at the
metallic symbol before tucking it back into his shirt and pro-
ceeding through the doorway and down the walkway. Saul finds
a row close to the front and sits down. He looks up at the huge
cross hanging at the end of the platform and gazes at it for a
while before bowing his head in prayer. He whispers a prayer of
thankfulness and forgiveness. While in prayer, his mind drifts to
a moment in time he will never forget and that forever haunts
him.

He reminisces of his days as a rookie cop and the domestic
disturbance call he and his partner responded to one day. Saul
and his then-partner came to a residence in the lower part of
town. The mother of a juvenile answered the door and talked
to both of the officers. She tried assuring them everything was
alright despite the 9-1-1 call that was made. All he can remem-
ber was a woman screaming from the bedroom. His partner
immediately ran into the house, brushing past the mother, and
Saul was right behind him. The two came to the bedroom where
the screams were coming from and saw a young guy holding
his girlfriend hostage with a gun, threatening to kill her and
himself. Saul kept in the hallway while his partner made his way
in, both guns drawn and pointed at the suspect. The girlfriend,
with tears streaming from her eyes, pleaded with the officers
not to shoot. Saul’s partner tried everything he could to talk the
man out of it, but one thing led to another and, before anyone
could predict the next move, the man shot at both officers. Saul’s
partner was hit in the arm and leg. Saul managed to dodge the
flying bullets and struck the culprit. As the man dropped to the
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ground, he looked at the young woman and noticed that she was
bleeding from her torso.

In the madness of the small ammo exchange, he had struck
her with a stray bullet. She looked at her gaping and bloody
wound, then collapsed to the ground. Both the man and his girl-
friend were lying on the ground lifeless. The mother screamed
frantically. Saul tried administering CPR on the young woman,
but it would be too late.

Saul can’t remember what happened after that. He took an
innocent life. It was the first time he'd seen the face of death.
Today marks the tenth anniversary of that horrible day. Every
year he comes to the same church, sits at the same pew, and
pours out his heart and soul about his life and where he’s sup-
posed to be. He spends a few more quiet moments with God
before he gets up and goes home.

By the time Saul makes it home, it’s almost 10:00 p.m. As
he pulls out his key to open his front door, the annoying neigh-
bor down the hallway, Willy, hears him. Everybody in the small
apartment building hates Willy. He works at a gas station dur-
ing the day, and at night tries to hustle a few extra bucks out of
people by trying to get them to buy things they don’t want or
need (CDs, movies, cigarettes, etc.). Just how he acquires those
things nobody wants to know. He opens his front door and pokes
his head out to talk to Saul.

“Hey neighbor, what’s happening?”

Saul rolls his eyes before turning around to face Willy.

“Hey, man. It’s late. I thought everybody was asleep by now.”

“I get my sleep when I’m ready. I’ll be up a while, anyway.
Where’ve you been?”

“Work, long days and hours. Now I’m going to get rest. Talk
to you later.”

Saul finally manages to unlock his door when Willy tries to
start a conversation.

“Hey, did you hear about that kid that got locked up last week?
You know why they did it right? Because he was black. If that were
a white kid, they would’ve just given him a ticket or something. Are
you hearing me? The system ain’t right, man. You a cop, right? You
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are a righteous brotha. We need more righteous brothas like you.
You need to tell them fools to leave a brotha alone.”

He goes on and on about how unfair the justice system is
until Saul has enough and tries to retreat to his humble abode.

“I gotta go. It’s really late. Take it easy, man.”

“Yeah, man. Can I come over sometime so we can kick it?
Get some beers and watch the game?”

Saul has had enough and goes to retire. “Goodnight. And
quit selling bootlegs.”

Saul closes the door before Willy can finish talking. He lives
alone—a young man who made it in this world by himself. He’s
accomplished many things in life. He’s got plaques hanging on
the walls of his small studio apartment.

Throwing off his coat, going to his tiny kitchen, and grab-
bing an apple and his bottle of water, he takes a bite of his
makeshift dinner and sits down at his little table. He peers
outside his bedroom window to see the dark and quiet night. A
small roach crawls on the table. Saul spots it and brushes it off
with his arm in disgust, careful not to disturb the dominoes set
up on his table. When he was a kid, his father played dominoes
with his friends. Saul often watched the men engage in domino
games and fellowship. Sometimes Saul would take the extra box
of dominoes and stack them in various formations before tap-
ping the first one and watching the dominoes topple over each
other. In his high school he once put on an impressive dominoes
display, spelling out the school name. He was recognized in his
school newspaper. And sometimes, when he’s really bored at
home, he’ll take the dominoes in his box, set them up, and, add-
ing a few additional props, make a small domino display. His
most recent hasn’t been touched yet. Without a care in the world,
he presses his finger against the first block and watches the rest
fall down. Suddenly his cell phone rings. He answers it, and it’s
his father on the other line. He greets him warmly, and the two
get caught up on the usual affairs in their lives.
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That same night and at that same moment, Alex and his
coworker Anita are just about to lock up the city library for
the night. They’re two city employees working the overtime
shift. Alex is working on one of the office computers while his
coworker is getting all her things ready. As she puts on her coat,
she wants to make sure he is capable of closing locking up by
himself. “I don’t know about you, but I could use some shut-
eye right about now. It’s been another long day, and these corns
on my feet are killing me. I don’t know how many times I've
planned on retiring. Hey, maybe if I’'m lucky they’ll just fire me
or send me on a long vacation, either way. I swear I wish Tom
would consider closing the library an hour earlier. But nobody
listens to me. Alex, are you listening to me?”

Alex is busy typing on the computer when he realizes that
Anita is talking to him.

“Hmm? You say something?”’

Anita gets annoyed. Did you hear a word I just said?”

Alex is barely paying attention while typing on the com-
puter. “Uh, yeah. You said you had some corn to eat?”

She glares at him humorously.

He starts feeling ashamed. “I’'m sorry. I’m trying to get this
report finished so I can e-mail it to my professor. This is Pulit-
zer Prize stuff. Maybe someday I'll be a professional writer and
you’ll be reading my books here in this library.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be doing that at home on your time?
If you make it, remember me. Remember me when you’re at
book signings and all that fancy ordeal. Don’t let me rot here in
this building.”

“I promise. Maybe I’ll name a character after you in one of
my novels.”

She feels honored in a comical way. “Can I be the lonely
damsel in distress whose handsome prince comes to rescue
me?”

Alex smiles. “Naw, I would probably make you a bitter
woman who has nothing to do but nag at everyone. Life does
imitate art.”
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“You’re funny. You should be writing jokes, not novels. I’ll
see you later. Are you alright locking up by yourself? It’s pretty
late and dark outside.”

“No, mom. I'll be fine. I’ll see you tomorrow, right?”’

“Alright, baby. Take care, and go home soon. Don’t make
this place your home.”

She leaves for the night. Now Alex is all alone in the build-
ing. As he watches her close and lock the doors behind her, he
quickly deletes the page he just wrote, closes the program, and
goes to the public records that are off limits to the staff. He logs
on using a password he managed to steal and types in the search
“Warren Windlow.” Once the page comes up, he searches for
the history of his company records. As he scrolls down the com-
pany weaponry info and news blogs, he clicks on info about the
founder and CEO Warren Windlow himself. He finds what he’s
looking for and prints out nearly a dozen pages about Windlow
Armory. He then shuts down the computer, grabs his things, and
leaves for the night.

It’s 6:30 a.m. as the alarm is ringing. Another long and
unpredictable day. Saul is slumped over his bed. He reaches for
the alarm clock to shut it off, then turns over on his back and
stares at the ceiling. Saul has always been a morning person and
usually gets himself up before his alarm clock does. But it is one
of those rare moments when his alarm clock has to wake him up.
He yawns, slides his body to the side of the bed, slumps down on
the floor, and gives a quick prayer of thanks for the day. He then
goes to the bathroom to handle his business. Saul completes his
morning workout routine every day before going in to work. He
does fifty push-ups and sit-ups, jumps rope, and stretches his
body before hopping into the shower to cool down and refresh.
Then he has breakfast and heads out the door.

He arrives at the police headquarters around 10:00 a.m. He
casually strolls through the main doors and down the hallway.
His colleagues greet him as he makes his way to his cubicle.
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Stepping inside his miniature office, he plops into his swivel
chair and looks at all the file work on his desk. He doesn’t see
much action lately. A lot of his time has been spent in the office
doing paperwork. He was recently promoted to junior detective
after helping bust several illegal pot houses in the area. That
gave him a swift advancement into the higher ranks. Part of him
kind of misses being out in the field as a cop catching bad guys,
but he knows that someone’s got to do this unexciting work. As
he gets settled in, Tracy the secretary greets him.

“Good morning. How’s my favorite crime fighter?”

“I’m alive and well. How are you?”

“I’m fine, I guess,” Tracy sighs.

“So why so sad?”

“Me and my boyfriend got into a little disagreement. He
wants me to move in with him, but I told him no because I need
commitment before doing that. Besides, he still lives with his
mom.” She grins. “She makes the best apple pie, though.”

“How long have you two been together? A year, I think?”

Tracy sneers. “Something like that. I don’t see any serious
commitment developing anymore.”

As they continue talking, Jessie, a district attorney and
sometimes a big bully of the department, sneaks up behind her
and scares her.

“Jessie ... stop doing that! I swear! I hope they transfer me
to another precinct.”

Jessie chuckles. “Chill, darling. You know Il still find you.
I’'m like a bloodhound—TI"1l sniff you out, girl.”

She cringes. “You’re such a creep.”

“I love you too, darling. You bring out the best in me. What’s
that you’re writing?”’

“It’s nothing,” she whispers coldly.

“No, seriously. It looks like a report or something.”

“At least I'm working.”

“Wow, your whole career summed up in one page.
Fascinating.”

“I’m about ready to knock your teeth out. Leave me alone,
please?”
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“Now hold on, little darling, no need to get uptight. We are
adults here.”

She sighs, “Most of us, at least. Talk to you later, Saul.”

“Okay, later, Tracy.” Saul walks away with Jessie in tow. Jes-
sie gives her one last smile as she rolls her eyes.

“Well, last time I heard you flaked a little during your hos-
tage drill yesterday. You know we can’t have cold hands in the
department. It makes us look bad. Now I don’t know about you,
but I hate looking bad. You hear what I’'m saying, son?”

“You seem to be doing well on your own. You think I’'m
dragging this department down or something?”

“Did I say you were? No, no my friend. I’'m just saying that
if you can’t take the heat ... then maybe this ain’t the profession
that suits you.”

They arrive at Saul’s cubicle. Just before he can sit down, the
chief stops by for a word.

“Good morning, Jenkins. How are you feeling today?”

“Hey boss. How should I feel? You’ve got news for me?
Good I hope.”

“It depends on how you look at it. Anyway, last week we’ve
intercepted a call that came through. The caller was an unidenti-
fied male, and the call was urgent. It came in around 10:30 p.m.
or so and was made to an informant of ours. The conversation
lasted at least two hours. Now, just a couple of days ago this
same caller called our informant again at around 1:42 p.m., and
the conversation I’m told lasted no more than thirteen minutes.
Two hours later, the two meet at a park. This unidentified person
calls himself Dragonfly. We don’t have much info, but we need
to find out who he is and who he’s working for. You see, he’s
making a deal with the informant, a deadly deal.”

“What kind of deal?” Saul asks.

“Terrorism,” the chief exclaims.

Saul feels a bit unnerved. “Oh no. Here, in our hometown?”’

“That’s what we need to find out. I’ve got Sanchez on this
case, and I need you as well. This is top-secret stuff we’re deal-
ing with. Don’t talk about this to anyone. Now our informant
is scheduled to meet Dragonfly at Suzie’s Diner tonight at 9:30
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p.m. He will be wearing a hidden microphone. I need you two to
keep an eye on them and listen on everything that comes out of
this man’s mouth. You’re not just getting valuable evidence and
possibly saving the world, but also to make sure our hit man is
safe. Can I count on you?”

It sounded like a “point of no return” scenario, but Saul
already knew what his answer would be.

“Dragonfly, huh? Sounds like a character from the Mortal
Kombat game. Alright. Count me in.”
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