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Prologue
“Firing people is the most unpleasant part of my job,” said George, the head manager of 
Soter Security. He walked on the immense lawn of an almost palatial mansion, behind his 
ball and sighted his shot. He swept the black hair out of his eyes, stepped to the side of 
the ball, and swung. The ball went wide.

“Then don’t do it,” said Scotty. “Just don’t fire them. It’s simple. It’s not like it will make 
or break the business, right?”  

George looked worried. “It’s not that easy. I employ five people who are definitely sub-
par. Tomorrow, I have to let them go. It’s sad, but the higher-ups expect me to, well, keep 
up the standards of the company.” He waited for Scotty to take his turn.

The older, balding white-haired man swung his mallet in an offhand manner. The ball 
glided over the lawn, and clunk; his black ball smacked George’s blue.

Even though Scotty was much older, he still had an athletic, toned look. And those in-
shape older muscles had just whacked the Soter Security blue ball away from the wicket. 
Now, it would take George at least two shots to catch up.

Scotty smiled and reminded George, “I just bumped your ball; take a swig of your pre-
ferred drink. Remember, it’s for charity.”

“These are crazy rules. A drink every time you hit a ball. Five push-ups every time you 
go through a wicket.” George shook his head, but he did grab his frosty mug of beer.

Scotty looked back at the two players still in the first quarter of the course. “I love this 
wacky course. It’s almost like miniature golf, except we have rocks, dirt, and a few 
trenches between patches of lawn, instead of windmills.”

“But these wacky rules, Scotty.” George did his best to hit Scotty’s ball. He missed. “You 
have to finish your drink, when you become poison, and then every time you put some-
one out of the game with a hit after that, that person has to donate $1000 to charity.”

“And then have three more swigs of his drink,” added Scotty. He lined up the shot and 
easily knocked the ball that had just missed his. George took another swig.

“Why make it a drinking game?” asked George.

“Because the better you do at the game, the more you have to drink, which starts to level 
the playing field. The more you drink, the worse your coordination becomes. Anyone 
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who prefers not to drink can spin around 50 times before putting, to substitute in a dizzi-
ness factor. Besides, it’s my little home, with my bartender, my lawn, my croquet set ... 
my rules. We could have to eat slices of pizza and run laps around the croquet course, in-
stead. I prefer that variation of the game when I am playing against my sister’s children; 
no alcohol for the minors. 

“Now, what were you saying about having to fire five employees?” Scotty looked directly 
at George. “Are any worth saving?”

George scanned the mansion’s elegant and expansive grounds. His gaze swept over large 
topiary bushes, a manicured herb garden in the shape of Celtic knots, and more than one 
fountain spewing water. This is what Scotty called a LITTLE home?

“None of those five employees worth saving?” repeated Scotty.

George thought for a minute while studying a few of the statues of Greek gods mixed in 
with the manicured trees and shrubs. “Three of the employees are just plain schmucks. 
They are the type who do as little as possible, steal company pens and other supplies, and 
spend a lot of time figuring out how to slack off even more....”

“You said three,” commented Scotty. “What about the other two workers?”

“Well, there is this nice guy with potential in our advertising department. Benjamin is 
about 35 or 36 years old. He has an artistic eye; graphically, he’s great. But he’s a lousy 
marketer. And you can tell that his heart isn’t in his work. He dreads making cold calls, 
placing ads, and the like. I feel sorry for the guy. He’s mismatched for the job; so, he has 
to go.” 

One of the other two players passed George and Scotty to get a refill at the bar. He 
seemed to be taking it in stride as he immediately took a big gulp of his drink.

Scotty asked George, “Is your other guy similar to Benjamin? Same kind of not-right-for-
the-job situation?”

. “The other guy is a gal, in her mid-to-late twenties. Brianna is too timid to be in the 
business. She’s performing secretarial duties, right now. She answers the phone, takes 
messages, and types memos. But she doesn’t have good phone skills.”

“Shy?” guessed Scotty.

“Exactly,” said George. “Nice, young lady, but she has to get booted, too.”

“Ooh, can I have them?” asked Scotty, hopefully and enthusiastically.

“Huh?” was George’s immediate response.”

Scotty continued, “Not all five, just the two ... Benjamin and Brianna.”

“What do you mean have them? Do you want me to keep them employed while you men-
tor them? That would take a lot of convincing of the higher-ups.”
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“No, no.” said Scotty. “Feel free to fire them. Then send them to me for mentoring.”

“I’m not sure I understand. What are you going to do?” George watched Scotty hit the 
stake beyond the two wickets.

“I’m going to go after your blue ball with a vengeance. I’m poison.” Scotty took a solid 
swing, overshot George’s ball, and came dangerously close to going through a wicket 
back in the main part of the twisted croquet playing field. Going through the wicket, after 
becoming a poison ball, of course meant instant death. It didn’t matter if someone sent 
you through, or if it was an accidental suicide.

Scotty raised his voice as he walked away form George toward his ball. “You said that 
they were worth saving. I have some free time, and I thought I could point them down the 
right road to success.”

George had his doubts about Scotty’s ability to help these two nice people. One beaten 
down by the job, and the other too shy to be effective.

Just then, he eyed one of the other players’ balls come within range of his. He saw an op-
portunity. He aimed for his opponent’s ball, an orange one, and swung....
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Ben waited at the gate at the bottom of a long driveway up to a mansion. A large man-
sion. His bad mood continued; less than 24 hours ago, he had been pink slipped from his 
job at the security company. Times were really tough all over the country; the economy 
had tanked several times in recent years, and it seemed impossible to get another job in a 
marketing department.

Just then, a taxi pulled up. The back door opened, and a young woman got out. She had 
long, dark-brown hair, pale, white skin, and almost violet eyes. A pretty, full-figured 
woman.

She handed the taxi driver a twenty, got four dollars back in change, and gave two of 
those back to the driver as a tip. Then she joined Ben at the gate. 

“Hey,” he said. “I’m Ben.”

“Brianna.” And that was extent of their introduction. She turned back toward the en-
trance.

Very soon after, a security camera panned over the front entrance. Then, the lock’s control 
box buzzed, and the iron gate electronically opened. They both walked forward. In front 
of them, stretched a long, windy driveway. They started the trek toward the immense 
house, up the brick road.

“I don’t even know why I’m here; I’m definitely not feeling social,” Ben thought out 
loud. Then he turned his head and looked at his companion. “Do you know anything 
about the man who owns this house?”

Brianna huffed and puffed a bit as she walked up the gentle slope of the wide, brick-
paved driveway. She mumbled something.

“Excuse me?” said Ben. “I didn’t catch that.”

 “He’s a wizard,” she almost whispered. “And someone said that maybe he could help me 
find a job.”
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Ben wondered if this man was an employment agency manager. Maybe he could help 
him find a job, too. No, that didn’t make sense; how could a manager live in a luxurious 
house like this?

They both continued on in silence. Ben wondered why the somewhat shy young lady 
keeping pace with him was there, too.

They approached the very large wooden door. With a whoosh sound, the door slid quickly 
into the wall on the left. Standing four or five feet inside in the entryway was a small, 
smiling, older man. 

“Come in, come in!” He beckoned his guests inside.

As Ben and Brianna passed through the entrance, the wooden door slid just as quickly 
back in place, with the same whoosh.

“I call it my Star Trek door.” said the old man, still smiling. “I had the sound added, just 
for kicks. It’s not necessary, but I think it really adds to the effect of the sci-fi door. I’m 
Scotty, but other than having the same nickname as the chief engineer on the old Star 
Trek series, and this very hi-tech door, I have no connection to the TV program in any of 
its incarnations.”

Ben liked the old reruns of Star Trek, The Next Generation, but he wouldn’t call himself 
a Trekker. Still, that door was über cool in his opinion. He wondered if this guy was some 
eccentric who inherited his fortune.

Ben couldn’t be sure of Scotty’s age; he wanted to say 55, but he thought that 65 might be 
a safer bet.

“You must be Brianna, and you must be Benjamin.” Scotty extended his hand to each.

“Everyone calls me Ben.”

Scotty repeated, “Ben.” Then he turned and headed across the open marble floor, to a side 
door; he called back, “Do either of you have any questions for me?”

Since Ben had been wondering about the man’s age, he blurted out, “How old are you, if 
you don’t mind me asking?”

“62. Any other questions?”

Brianna didn’t say a word. She barely met the men’s eye gaze, before looking away; she 
was definitely a timid sort. 

They both followed their host into a smaller, but equally elegant room. Scotty motioned 
for them to sit down in one of several plush, burgundy chairs, or on the matching leather 
couch.

Ben took a chair across from the one that Scotty sat in; Brianna sat on the left side of the 
couch, taking a more passive spot, out of the direct line of the other two.

http://firstclassinformation.com


Ben thought for a minute; he had a few more questions. “Is this your house? Who are 
you? And why are we here?”

Scotty chuckled, “Yes, this is my house — bought and paid for. And it’s not my only one, 
either. As to your last question, why do you think you’re here with me?”

Ben honestly didn’t know. He was simply acting on his office manager’s last piece of 
advice, as he received a check for his severance pay.

After an uncomfortable pause, Brianna said, “I’m here because Mr. Pantanello, my for-
mer boss, said that you might help me find a job.”

Ben’s mouth dropped open. He turned to Brianna, “Did you work for Soter Security? I 
just got fired. Mr. Pantanello was my boss, too.”

Brianna and Ben looked at each other, with sudden new understanding. Then they both 
directed their gaze to Scotty.

Ben was the first to ask, “Do you have jobs for us?”

Scotty shook his head; his smile vanished for a second. Then the grin returned. “I have 
something better to offer you. Both of you.”

“What’s that?” Asked Ben.

“A rewarding life, filled with whatever you want.” 

A butler set down a tray quietly on the marble and brass table next to Scotty. He lifted a 
pitcher of what looked like fresh raspberry lemonade. Without being asked, he poured the 
drink into three glasses and garnished each with a slice of lemon.

Then the butler quietly left.

They sipped their drinks for a minute, before Ben commented. “Scotty, thanks for the 
lemonade. Right now, it tastes like the best I’ve ever had. Surprising, because I’m not in 
a good mood, today.” He held up his glass and admired the lemon pulp. “What you just 
said about a great life ... well ... pardon me if I’m a little skeptical.”

Brianna nodded her head in agreement, although Ben wasn’t sure if she agreed with the 
taste of the refreshing beverage after their hike up the driveway, or whether she doubted 
Scotty’s ability to help change her life for the better.

Scotty took another sip and then set his lemonade down on the table. “What if I really 
could help you achieve whatever you want out of life? I mean really; wouldn’t it be worth 
your time to find out if I could deliver the goods?”

Ben cleared his throat. “Pardon me, but this sounds like some sort of scam or a sales pitch 
for a time share, or something like it. I didn’t think that Mr. Pantanello would buy into 
that.”

“Wait, wait.” Scotty held up his hand. “I’m not trying to sell you on anything. No time 
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shares. Nothing to buy; I promise. I am offering to help the two of you because a dear 
friend of mine said that both of you had good qualities. In George Pantanello’s humble 
opinion, you merited help.”

Brianna finally got up her courage to ask a question, “Then what are you going to want 
out of us? What’s the cost of this help?”

“She’s right,” cut in Ben. “There’s no such thing as a free lunch. Everything worth any-
thing costs. What’s the catch?”

“No catch,” Scotty smiled, “Really. You don’t have to pay me anything. I assure you; I 
am quite well off. As to the cost, I may in the future make a small request of you. With 
the guidelines that I provide later, you both must agree to help ... make this world a better 
place.”

“You’re kidding,” said Ben.

“No, I am not,” replied Scotty. “Seriously, what I’ll ask will make sense, and it will help 
you in several ways. If nothing else, agreeing to this small request will get you firsthand 
coaching. We can even include what works for me, and apply the tips to your own lives.”

Ben scoffed a little and without realizing his slightly rude tone said, “It sounds like hugs, 
feelings, and cleaning up park litter to me.”

Brianna looked back and forth from one man to the other, as if trying to make up her 
mind which opinion she agreed with.

“Maybe you both are where you are in life, because before now, you have been unwilling 
to suspend your disbelief.” Scotty continued, “I do want to help you get what you want. 
Call me a good Samaritan, but only to those worthy. You have been deemed worthy.”

“What if I wanted a mansion just like this one?” asked Ben. “Could you help me get 
that?” 

“If that’s what you really and truly want,” responded Scotty. “First, I need to help you 
figure out what you really want.”

Brianna stared off, lost in thought. By the slight smile that was forming on her face, she 
seemed to be considering possibilities. What if ...
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The following day, Ben and Brianna found themselves together walking up the brick road 
on the private property, again. This time, when the wooden door slid into the wall, two 
wrought iron gates blocked their way. 

Ben reached forward to the gate latch. Before he could touch it, the gates automatically 
unlocked, and each swung to the inside. A tune that Ben didn’t recognize, played.

Scotty walked down the majestic staircase to greet them. He said, “That was the theme 
from Get Smart. You know, with all the doors in the introduction to the show. No?”

Ben and Brianna stared blankly back. Nice effect, but they had no idea what program he 
was talking about. 

They followed Scotty through the entryway. Ben looked back, trying to ascertain if any 
more trick doors awaited their next visit.

Scotty led them out onto a cement patio with inlaid tiles and planters filled with lush 
plants. He sat them at a glass table. This time, instead of lemonade, he had ice water and 
what looked like burritos covered in sugar.

“Empanadas for all,” said Scotty. “We have fresh ones filled with apple, blackberry, or 
peach. The fillings are just like in pies.”

“Apple, please,” said Brianna.

“If there are several of each flavor, I’d like blackberry one, please,” requested Ben. 

Scotty, like Brianna, also took an apple empanada. 

As he poured Ben and Brianna glasses of ice water, he commented without being asked, 
“I hope you don’t mind the change of beverage from yesterday; I know you both liked 
the lemonade, but I’m not a fan of having two sweets together. Also, the neutral water 
refreshes; it won’t affect the taste of the dessert. Finally, it’s my way of cutting down 
calories. I indulge, but not too often.”

Each ate and drank for a few minutes in silence. Ben and Brianna commented several 
times how tasty the empanadas were. Scotty offered to have his chef bag up a few for 
each of them to take home. 
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He really does seem like a considerate man, thought Ben.

“I think a good way for us to begin our sessions is for you to ask me some questions. I 
know that traditional teachers allow questions at the end of class, but nobody ever said 
I was traditional.” Scotty smiled at the last statement. When nobody said anything, he 
added, “Any questions?”

“Why did Mr. Pantanello call you The Wizard?” asked Brianna. 

Ben was a little surprised that she beat him to the punch on asking a question. Yesterday’s 
brief meeting made him think of her as shy.

“That’s a misnomer,” said Scotty. “I’m a magician.”

“Not to be rude, but I have never heard of you,” countered Ben.

“I am more of a magician’s magician,” explained the older man. “I invent effects and rou-
tines for other magicians. As to why I’m called the wizard, well ... in the groups that I as-
sociate with ... I’m a good problem solver, AND a magic inventor, thus comes the label.”

“I have a question,” said Ben. “Could you really help us, or I mean me, earn enough to 
buy a house like this?”

“Of course I can,” said Scotty. “But as I emphasized before, if that’s really your burning 
desire.”

“Yes, it is,” said Ben. “I’m sure. Let’s get started.”

“Woah, horsey!” exclaimed Scotty. “Part of me helping you achieve your desires is to 
help you better define your dream. Bear with me; I have never done this before. It might 
take us a bit to get it right.”

“Uh, you’ve never done this before?” stammered Brianna. “I thought you were an expert. 
You know, a wizard at helping people.”

“I have assisted a lot of people,” said Scotty. “I’ve helped someone start a restaurant. 
Another person needed me to brainstorm how to turn around a failing general store. And 
yet another wanted help becoming a more famous magician. I was successful with all of 
them and others, but this will be my first complete success makeover. We’ll be exploring 
uncharted territory.”

Ben didn’t sound so convinced. “Can you or can’t you help me get a mansion like this? I 
don’t mean to sound impertinent, but it sounds like you’re waffling.”

Scotty repeated himself yet again, “If that’s what you want.”

“It’s not what I want,” said Brianna. “Could you help me with some other goal?”

“Of course,” said Scotty. “Any area of interest?”
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“Well, I think,” she paused to consider a few possibilities before continuing. “I think that 
some desires must be impossible. For example, if I wanted to become a fashion model, 
that would be impossible, right?”

“Not so fast,” said Scotty, holding up his hand in a stopping gesture. “You’re right; there 
are some goals that are just not practical, given who we are. For example, I’m over 60. 
So, it would be highly improbable at my age that I could begin a career as a singer in 
a boy band geared toward teens. Perish the thought. But let’s consider you becoming a 
glamour model.”

“If you don’t mind, Ben,” said Brianna. “I can’t imagine you’d be interested in discussing 
a modeling career.”

“It will help both of you to go through a narrowing-down process,” said Scotty. “As I 
was saying about modeling ... Brianna, you are sort of right. You don’t have the height or 
weight, and maybe not the exact look to become an international runway model. But let’s 
not give up the dream, yet. If you wanted to be a model, you could examine what exactly 
you’re looking for in that career. If you want to be in front of a camera and get money for 
it, maybe becoming a local model or an actress for TV commercials in your region could 
be an answer. Or a body-part model for fashion catalogs. There is a way, if that’s what 
you truly desire.”

### End of Sample ###
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