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I follow the road from Paris, heading towards the outskirts. When I pass the sign warning that the restaurant is 0.5 kilometres further up the road, I look for the spot I picked out earlier and pull off the road. The place I’ve chosen is set back from the road and hidden by trees, unlikely that anyone would spot my car as they whisk past at speed – and yes, he will be going by at speed, I know my target – but my car will be hidden by the woods.

While I’m waiting for my ‘mark’ to pass by (mark/target/subject = the person I’m going to rob, I don’t like the word ‘victim’ – the people I steal from are scumbags of one sort or another and deserve to be robbed) I touch up my lipstick and eye makeup. A girl has to look her best, you know, especially if she is going to seduce a man – and then rob him. To be fair though, I will “fuck his brains out” first. A decent exchange in my opinion, he gets me, I get his jewels. A case of Quid Pro Quo if you know your Latin, or in plain English, “You give a little, you get a little”. Although in the circumstances, Quid Pro Quim might be more appropriate.

My name is Jennifer Diamond, not my real name of course. If you knew that then you’d know who I really am and my background, and in my business that’s dangerous. You may think it’s rather pretentious but it’s no worse than a lot of Jewish names such as Goldman, Goldberg, Silverman (hi Sarah) and so on, but I like it for various reasons. It sums me up – beautiful, desirable, hard as nails – and I do talk a lot of shit, don’t I?

I actually believe a lot of that crap until I look in the mirror, then it all goes away, except the hard as nails bit, that’s down to my UK Special Forces background, which I found comes in extremely useful for a life of crime.

There – I said it. A life of crime. After all, a girl has to have a hobby.

Of course, the name Diamond is only for people who know me, people I meet in the real world. I never use that name when I’m working, I always give my ‘marks’ a false name and identity, otherwise the authorities would be looking for Jennifer Diamond in every country I pull a job in, and that would seriously limit my activities (not to mention my holiday destinations) so I have a score of disposable identities, “Legends” they call them in the intelligence community, and after each one is used to commit a crime, it goes straight in the bin along with any wigs or clothing I may have used, never to be seen again.

I sit there quietly until my patience is finally rewarded. A silver sports car flashes past, over the limit I might add. It’s his, a Porsche Taycan according to his dossier, a flashy electric car, I identify it as his, and him as the driver. I give him plenty of time to get to the restaurant, park up and enter the place, before starting my car and following him.

I pull into the car park. There is no valet parking as there is just a wide open, gravel covered space and you can park anywhere you like. I park a few cars away from his and opening my purse take out a metal nail file. I get out of the car and lock the door, then making sure no one is watching, I bend down, open the valve and let the air out of the front tyre. Too risky to slash it, it must look like a genuine flat tyre, not vandalism.

Standing up I straighten my dress, it’s short enough to show off my legs. I have good legs because I run almost every day. As for my boobs, well, while I wouldn’t stand out in a crowd on a nudist beach, but they say “anything more than a handful is a waste”. I work out regularly to keep up my army levels of fitness, so I am glad to say they are firm and on occasions such as this, I don’t need to wear a bra.

I head towards the entrance. It’s one of those old French Chateau’s that they’ve repurposed as a hotel/restaurant. I suppose the idea is that if you bring a date here for dinner and you get lucky, you can always get a room upstairs, not far to travel.

Not for me though, if sonny boy wants to get his leg over me, he’ll have to take me back to his place to see his etchings.

My “Target for Tonight” has a table out on the veranda, he’s a smoker, so I request one there also. I ask for a table away from his, don’t want to make it too obvious I’m interested in him, and they can easily accommodate me as there are only a few other diners on the veranda with us.

I check out the menu and only order a salad and a drink. I want to make sure I’ve eaten, paid my bill and am waiting outside before the mark has finished his meal. I’ve been tailing him for a while now and if he is dining alone, he doesn’t linger too long once he’s finished eating. A final glass of wine while he smokes a cigarette, but that’s all.

While I’m waiting for my lunch to arrive, I take out a cigarette and make a show of searching for a light in my purse. Frustrated I look around and see him, also smoking while he waits. I approach his table. ‘Pardon, monsieur, avez-vous un briquet, s’il vous plaît?’ (Do you have a lighter?)

‘Oui, mademoiselle, ici.’ He hands me the lighter and I light my cigarette.

‘Merci,’ and I walk away. I’m not trying to seduce him yet; I just want to break the ice a little so he’ll feel more inclined to approach me out in the car park, if we’ve already spoken.

The waiter brings my meal and I ask for the bill, so I can leave at a moment’s notice. I take my time eating, but once I’ve finished, I leave the money on the plate with the bill and sip my drink until I see him eating his desert. I get up, leave the restaurant and go and wait by my car.

When he comes out to the car park, he finds me leaning on my open door, staring in dismay down at my flat tyre. He sees I’m in some sort of distress and approaches me.

(I am fluent in French and German, army training again, but I shall report the rest of the speech between us in English instead of the original French, leaving you having to use Google translate.)

‘Is there a problem, miss?’

‘A damned flat tyre.’ I point down at it. ‘I only rented it this morning.’

He crouches down, ‘Ah yes, well, there’s no obvious damage.’

Which is why I didn’t slash the tyre.

‘Do you have a pump?’ he asks.

‘I don’t know.’ I pull the lever that pops the boot of the car open. He looks inside. I made sure that there was only a foot pump in there. If there was an electric pump, then it would only be the work of a moment for him to attach it to the tyre, plug it in the cigarette lighter socket, and away we go, and that’s the last thing I want. I figured that a man like him wouldn’t start pumping up tyres by foot, getting all sweaty in his Armani suit. Ruin his image and so on.

I look at him desperately. A Damsel in Distress. ‘What am I going to do? How am I going to get back to Paris?’ I don’t ask him for help; I make sure that he offers it to me.

‘Look, my name is Jacques Bouvier. The restaurant people know me, I’m a regular. Why don’t we give them your keys and they can sort it out with the rental agency. In the meantime, I can take you back to Paris, I’m going there anyway. What about it?’

‘That would be nice, this is so kind of you. My name is Estelle du Clere. I’ll just get the keys and paperwork.’ Once I have them, I touch him on the arm gently, looking all lost kitten-like and say, ‘I don’t know how I can ever repay you, monsieur Bouvier?’

‘Please, call me Jacques, and don’t worry ... I’m sure we’ll think of something.’

I can practically hear his prick getting hard at the thought of what that might be. This boy is a player, according to his file, so that was why I was using the ‘Damsel in Distress’ approach, as I knew he would be already planning his reward. In his mind, this ‘Lost Sheep’ was just ripe for shearing.

‘Then you must call me Estelle,’ I say with a smile.
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We arrive back at his apartment. It’s in a flashy block of flats in the expensive part of town. Old buildings, perhaps back to the Revolution, but refurbished internally with the latest interior fashions. All marble and glass. I ask to use the bathroom and when I come out, he has popped the cork on a bottle of champagne and poured two glasses. On the drive back to Paris, I allowed him to charm me into going back to his place to have a drink. After all, it must have been distressing for me, he reckons, and I need some time to settle down and relax. I admitted that there was no one for me to go back to at my hotel, as I was travelling alone, so he insisted on taking care of my recuperation (as he put it).

As we sip champagne on his couch, he asks me to tell him about myself. As I had been trained to speak perfect, colloquial French, he has no problem believing my story as I rattled off my ‘Legend’ about being a would-be fashion model who has come to Paris to see the sights, and look out for suitable job prospects.

Boyfriends? Well of course I have a few back in my home town, but no one special and I haven’t met anyone here in Paris that I might consider ... interesting enough. But like everything in life, I was always on the lookout for fresh opportunities.

He tops up our glasses again.

What about him? I asked. Did he have anyone special? Not at all, he assured me. He was between lovers and to be honest quite lonely.

Which was a fucking lie! I’m only here today because I had been tipped off that he had recently purchased an expensive diamond necklace, presumably for his fiancé (believe me my dossier on him was quite extensive). At that sort of price, I would expect it to be for his fiancé or similar, not a casual ‘friend with benefits’, but then again, if he is faithless enough to cheat with me, then who knows who else he has stacked up on the side?

‘Oh, Jacques,’ I say, my voice full of sympathy. ‘I’m so sorry for you.’

‘One does not always get what one wants out of life. It is a cross that we all have to bear.’ I must admit that he is playing his part well, the lonely, misunderstood, paragon of virtue. ‘But enough of me, I know someone in the fashion industry. Perhaps I could put in a good word for you?’ With that he casually places his hand on my thigh.

‘Oh, Jacques, could you? Could you really? I’d be ever so grateful.’ I place my hand on top of his and began sliding his slowly up and down my thigh.

‘Really? How grateful?’

This is the moment of truth – do I smash him on the head with a brass ornament, or do I let him seduce me? Option A is quicker but on the other hand, he is very good looking (playboys tend to be, that’s how they become playboys) and it has been a while since I’ve had a good fuck, so let’s go with Option B, shall we?

I didn’t describe the dress I am wearing, did I? It is a one piece with a short hemline, showing off my legs, and the top barely covers my nipples, leaving my shoulders bare except for two straps going over my shoulders, holding the dress up. I reach up and flick the strap off each shoulder. I remove his hand from my leg and bring it up to my chest, allowing him to pull my dress down, exposing my breasts.

‘Very grateful,’ I told him. As he leans forward to take one of my boobs in his mouth, I say, ‘Let me see if I can take some of that loneliness away for you, Jacques.’

~~~
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I wake up and check my watch, just gone 2:00 am. Jacques and I had had a good evening, he’d ordered takeaway and we ate, drank and fucked as we watched some crappy French movies, until we were all ‘shagged out’ so to speak, and went to bed. Now it was time to go to work.

Some of you may think that I’m cold and heartless, fucking a guy before I rob him. Yeah, maybe so, but look at it this way:

A) He bought an expensive diamond necklace for a woman. Unless it’s for his mother, he is cheating on said woman with me, and probably does the same with others, so he is a scumbag and deserves to be robbed.

B) It’s a lonely life as a jewel thief, there aren’t many occasions to meet someone socially and have a social life, especially a sex life, with them. So why not take the opportunity to get laid when I can? Jacques is good looking and was a decent fuck, so why not?

C) I like diamonds, so you can just fuck off and quit judging me.

All right? Back to the story then.

I slide out of bed and go to the loo, refraining from flushing as I don’t want to wake Jacques. I quickly dress, then open my handbag. I take out a perfume spray bottle and going to Jacques’ side of the bed, spray him full in the face with it. He jerks in reaction them slumps back, totally unconscious. There is little chance of him waking up for 4 hours or so, leaving me plenty of time to do the job.

I’ve hit him with a dose of Dentrinol 7, a special toxin that has been cooked up by scientists at Porton Down, the British Chemical Warfare Establishment. It’s completely harmless but has the effect of rendering someone unconscious for a certain amount of time, depending on how much they inhaled. Get a lungful of that and you would be out for several hours. It was developed as a non-lethal way of rendering a room full of bad guys harmless by lobbing in a gas grenade full of it. As part of my training on it while I still served, we had to inhale some so we could see and understand the effects it has on a person. You wake up sometime later with a banging headache and a desperate thirst, otherwise unharmed.

Once I had rendered Jacques harmless (or Hors de combat as the French say) I make my way to the picture on the bedroom wall. As Isaac had predicted, the safe was behind it. (He really has good info from his contacts. Not only info, it was he who supplied the Dentrinol 7.) Reaching into my handbag again, I bring out what would seem like a strange contraption to some. Those who live in the same world as me would recognise it straight away as an automatic safe-cracker. It is a small rectangular box with LED lights on it, connected by 2 curly wires to 2 electrodes that stick magnetically when I apply them to the safe.

I switch the device on and start turning the dial. I go slowly in one direction until one of the LED lights lit up. Then I turn the dial in the opposite direction until the next LED lit up. I go backwards and forwards until all the LEDs are glowing, then turning the handle, I swing the safe door open.

Quickly putting the safe-cracker back in my handbag, I pull out a small torch and a material bag. I checked out the contents of the safe, find the necklace (Bingo!) a pair of diamond earrings (bonus) several expensive watches and some cash. All of this goes into the bag and straight into my handbag.

I close the safe door and lock it, then cover it with the painting again. The longer it is before Jacques discovers he’s been robbed, the better it is for me. After doing a quick recce to make sure that I had left nothing of mine behind, (remembering to flush the toilet so I don’t leave any DNA trace) I take Jacques’ keys to his Porsche and leave the flat. Taking the lift down to the underground car park, I hop in the car and drove away into the night.

Some time later, I park up at Orly Airport. Finding my way to the lockers. I put in the required amount of Euros and then open the door. Placing the bag with the diamonds inside, I lock the door and pocket the key. Then I take out another key and open one of the other lockers. Inside is a holdall containing a complete change of clothing. Later I exit the Ladies toilets, only now I am wearing a T-shirt, jeans and a leather jacket. I also have a spiky blonde wig on; my previous clothes I put safely in yet another locker where no one, especially the police, will find them. Leave no trace, that’s my motto.

Next, I go to the 24-hour newsagent and buy some envelopes, a notepad and some stamps. I write a quick note, address the envelope to an Isaac Goldman at a French address, enclose the key to the locker with the diamonds in, and post it. Then I take the Metro back into Paris, pick up another car, also a rental, already packed with my suitcase, drive to Charles de Gaulle Airport and take the next flight out going anywhere in Europe. (I never fly straight home.)
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I re-enter Italy via Naples-Capodichino International Airport as Jennifer Diamond, the persona I present to the world at large. Why “Diamond” you might be thinking? Like I said, I was in the forces and they have a habit of using nick-names quite a bit. There’s a British expression “Diamond Geezer”, meaning a good lad, trustworthy, reliable and fun to be with. As I fit that bill, I got the nick-name “Diamond Girl” in my company and it stuck. When it came time for me to choose a phoney name for my new identity, I chose that as my surname. Foreshadowing my future occupation perhaps.

I take the train to the local station near to my place, and then a taxi the rest of the way. I have a long-term rental of a villa in a vineyard. (There’s lucky! Cheap booze!) A contact of Isaac found it for me. I was looking for somewhere quiet to rest and recuperate between robberies, somewhere to just chill out in the sun and plan my next excursion into the world of crime. It has become my sanctuary, my place away from it all. It’s relatively safe here for me too, I never carry out any robberies in Italy, so there’s no reason for the authorities to look for me here.

It’s a great location, it was a villa that used to belong to the owner of the winery, but as his family grew, he found a bigger place in the local village and the villa became vacant. That was several generations ago and they’ve rented it out as a holiday home ever since, until I came along and took it on as a year-round rental. I own it all year round, even if I spend months away such as during the skiing season.

It’s a delightful little place. A two bedroomed, single storey villa, at the edge of the vineyard, with its own pool. Situated on the edge of a cliff it overlooks a private beach, girded on each side by cliffs, so no one can access the beach by walking along the coast. There are steps leading down from the villa to the beach, so it gives me the opportunity to sunbathe and swim in the nude.

Part of the rental charge includes a maid to look after the place when I’m not there, and to prepare it for when I return home. I text Lucia when I’m returning and she stocks up the fridge and freezer, and leaves a case of wine in the kitchen. When I’m at home, she brings me fresh veg, bread and suchlike once a week.

I arrive home, pay off the taxi and let myself into the villa. I dump my carry-on in the bedroom and go round opening all the doors and windows to air the place, it’s midday and the place is getting hot. Perched on the edge of the cliff as I am, I get a nice through breeze coming in off the sea. Then I check out the kitchen. Fridge and freezer are well stocked – good old Lucia – I select a couple of steaks to go on the BBQ later, then crack open a bottle of wine from the vineyard.

I go out onto the patio and after stripping off all my clothes, I plonk myself down on a sun lounger and get stuck into the wine, as I overlook the Bay of Naples.

~~~
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I leave it a few days before contacting Isaac, give him time to receive the key and then arrange the pickup of the necklace from Orly Airport.

Who is this Isaac that I keep mentioning? Well, he’s my info man and also my fence. He supplies me with the dossiers on the people who I rob. He’s a mine of information and has contacts and suppliers all around the world. If you need to know any specific information or get your hands on a particular piece of equipment, he can usually supply it. A handy man to know.

I met him a few years ago when on assignment for MI6. Yes, I know I said I was Army Special Forces, but after a time I got tired of holing up in foxholes, watching or fighting the enemy in some distant country, sand getting into every nook and cranny, and also looooong periods of little action, or seemingly pointless raids or kidnapping suspects. Back home, there was the occasional excitement when MI5 needed backup on a raid, or MI6 needed tactical support on foreign operations, but they didn’t come along every day. I was going to put my papers in when they offered me an alternative ... working for MI6 full time. Not as a spy, just that they prefer to have their own people for operations, instead of having to beg personnel from the army. They needed trained people like me for surveillance, investigations and for when the situation got interesting.

So, I spent several years in Europe following terrorists, arms dealers, people traffickers and so on. (Occasionally removing them from the picture for the greater good, but we won’t talk about that.) Along the way I got to meet some interesting people, like Isaac Goldman. He was middle-aged, Jewish, a dealer in information, specialist items, etc. Our unit crossed paths with him several times and he was always, reluctantly, helpful. We knew he wouldn’t support any terrorist operations or drugs, so he was ‘clean’ in our book. We had suspicions he had links to Mossad, but that didn’t stop us using him in the way that other people did, for information. He seemed to take a shine to me, perhaps I reminded him of the daughter he lost in a rocket attack on Israel, and the unit always sent me to deal with him, as I got a better result than the rest of them.

Later, when I decided to stop working for the government and branch out on my own, and start making some money for myself instead of working on ‘the Queen’s Shilling’, I re-established contact with him and made him a business offer.

He would supply me with information and tactical support, equipment, etc. I would carry out the robbery and split the proceeds when he fenced the jewellery for me. It’s worked fine so far.

I’m sitting at the long table on the patio, eating my lunch and drinking wine while I browse the Internet on my laptop. I don’t usually take it on my Europe trips, when I leave it at home, I lock it in the safe. The original owner of the villa had the safe installed when the villa was built. It’s a big old thing, thick cast-iron walls, cemented into the wall. I’ve also fitted a few security devices of my own. I daren’t have the laptop fall into others hands, it’s full of software that allows me to do lots of naughty things on the Internet that aren’t allowed. I don’t keep any personal data on it though, just in case it does go missing.

When I’ve finished lunch, I call Isaac on a military-grade encrypted link through several servers in different countries, so we don’t make contact directly.

‘Isaac, are you there, you old scrote?’

‘Jennifer, my little dove, of course I’m here. When do I ever refuse to take your call?’

‘How are things at your end?’

‘Fine, fine. I received your letter and I have someone going to the airport today to pick up the package. I’ll let you know when I have passed it on and sent a donation to your Swiss charity.’

Even when we are talking on an encrypted channel, Isaac still insists on talking in code. ‘You never know who’s listening’, he says. Package = necklace, passed it on = fenced it and my Swiss charity = my Swiss bank account.

‘Do you have any suggestions for my next holiday?’ I ask.

‘I have a few recommendations but they depend on certain events taking place. I’ll send you all the details and you can see what trips you might enjoy.’

‘I’ll study them and see if any appeal to me.’

‘Good, good. In the meantime, relax, drink some wine ... get laid. Live life a little, there’s more to existence than one holiday after another.’

‘Okay, I’ll wait for your holiday brochures and read through them. Bye now, take care.’

‘You too, Schatze.’ (My little treasure.)

I turn off the laptop and drink some more wine. Get laid, he says. Outside of work, chance would be a fine thing.
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I spend my time reading, sunbathing, swimming in the pool or the sea, or running round the vineyard. The perimeter road stretches for a few miles, so several laps of that gives me a good workout. Occasionally I take the train into Naples and do a bit of shopping, visit museums or whatever.

It may seem deadly dull when written down like this, but I enjoy the peace between my ‘holidays’ as they are often fraught with the danger of being caught ... or worse. Some of the targets I rob are very bad people, who have some nasty types working security for them. So, I take my ease when I can. I have to have the ‘quiet valleys’ so I can handle the ‘noisy peaks’.

One day my phone ‘pings’, I have a message to download on my secure email. I dig the laptop out of the safe and open it up. It’s a message from Isaac with an attachment. I download it and have a quick scan. Once I see what it is, I send it to the printer so I can study it properly.

I study it as I eat my BBQ dinner. There are three options open to me. After studying them thoroughly I decide to take the Berlin ‘holiday’.

I send a text back to Isaac. Just one word BERLIN.
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I’m sitting in a Berlin restaurant Die Wilden Kirschen (The Wild Cherries) eating dinner and drinking wine as I watch my mark, Franz Gutman, a German businessman. It’s his favourite restaurant, I know that. I know a lot about him, I’ve read the dossier Isaac sent me on him over and over, and once I reached Berlin, I started tailing him.

Age fifty-two, married, three children who have grown up and left home. Still a good-looking man even with some grey in his hair, and a thickening waist, he must have been a babe in his younger days. No wonder he got a well-deserved reputation as a swordsman. (As in ‘pork sword’ that is.)

He kind of reminds me of that Swiss actor who often played German officers in 1970s war movies, Maximillian Schell. You might have seen him in Cross of Iron, or A Bridge Too Far. (I’m ex-army, of course I watch war movies.)

He owns a very successful property firm. Not the sort that rents out flats to students, but one that builds and sells apartment blocks and industrial complexes. Very rich, he even has his own security team. It’s going to be difficult to get into his inner circle but Isaac and I have been planning this carefully, and the fact that he still fucks around with younger women, besides his wife, will be my way into him.

And why are we interested in him, you may ask? Well, he has in his safe a matching set of necklace, earrings and bracelet all embedded with rubies. (I don’t just steal diamonds, you know, despite my name.)

I’m going to have to play the long game on this one. There is a time period that I’m leading towards and that’s only a few weeks away, so I have to start making my move soon. Today in fact.

I’ve already done my homework and tailed him around the town to update the dossier on Gutman. Now it’s time for kick-off. I walk over to the bar and ask the barman to give me a large, red wine. I watch Gutman in the mirror behind the bar, he’ll have to pass the bar on his way out. When I see him leave his table and head for the door, I turn around and timing it carefully, manage to crash into him just as he reaches me. As I bounce off him, I deliberately spill my red wine all down the front of the dress I’m wearing, a silk dress that I hope will be ruined beyond cleaning.

‘Oh, Mein Gott! Es tut mir leid!’ I gush in German. (My God! I’m so sorry!) Once again, my army training means my German is fluent, I even have a Munich accent, so he’ll believe I’m a native German, but I’ll report our conversations from now on in English.

It’s a low-cut dress and I give him a good look down the front as I try and clean myself off with a napkin. He grabs one himself and tries to help me. ‘But look at your suit, I’ve ruined it,’ I say.

‘That’s okay, miss ... accidents happen, I’ve got dozens so no harm done. But look at your dress, they’ll never be able to get that out.’

‘Oh no! What am I going to do? I’ve got an audition this afternoon. Everything’s ruined.’

‘An audition? Are you an actress or something?’

‘Yes, and I’ve got an audition later today, it was my big chance ... and now look at me,’ I manage to fake a few tears and give him my most forlorn look.

‘Don’t worry, don’t worry, miss ...?’

‘Petra, Petra Klein,’ I give the name of my Berlin legend.

‘Pleased to meet you, Miss Klein. My name is Franz Gutman. Why don’t you let me help you?’

‘Help me, help me how? Unless you own a dry cleaners.’

‘No, no dry cleaners, but there is a dress maker’s shop not far from here. Let me take you there and buy you a new dress. I feel just as responsible for the accident; I should have been looking where I was going.’

‘I can’t ... no that’s too much ... I can’t accept ... would you really?’

‘It’s the least I can do.’

‘I wouldn’t normally accept this from a stranger but the truth is I’m desperate. I ... I accept. Thank you.’

‘Come along then.’

‘Just let me get my things ... my bill?’

‘I’ll take care of that.’ He nods to one of his bodyguards and he heads off to do that.

I get my purse and coat and Gutman ushers me into his motor and the chauffeur heads off. ‘LéDresseurs, please. Karl,’ he instructs the driver.

When we arrive at LéDresseurs, Gutman leads me into the salon and has a private word with the owner where he describes the situation, who then details a couple of assistants to take me away to a dressing room and take my measurements. While they hurry off to find a suitable dress for me, I sit with Gutman and we chat.

‘Herr Gutman, how do you know about a good dress shop?’

‘I’ve had girlfriends in the past. So I thought it might be wise to open an account here. Save’s me all that sitting around while they choose a dress. I just send them here.’

‘You mean sitting around like you’re doing now, with me?’

‘This is different. I’m just righting a wrong, as it were.’

Soon the assistants return, instead of just bringing me a dress, they wheel out a rack of dresses in my size and invite me to try some on. I pick a few and go the changing room. I try each one on and then show it off to Gutman. I let him shake his head or nod appreciatively. I’m trying to instil in him a feeling of ownership, by choosing the dress for me to wear.

Eventually, we narrow the choice down to two dresses. I pretend I can’t make my mind up between them and ask Gutman to choose.

‘Look, as you can’t decide, why don’t you have them both?’ he says.

‘Oh, no, I couldn’t. That’s too generous, after all I spilt the drink.’

‘Not a problem. Have them both, you deserve them both, they match your loveliness.’

I give a girlish giggle. ‘Oh, Herr Gutman, you are too kind.’

‘Please ... call me Franz.’

‘In which case, Franz, you must call me, Petra.’

‘I shall do so.’ He waves to the owner who has been overseeing the operation. ‘We’ll take both of the dresses. Please put them on my account.’

I change into one of the dresses, while the assistants bag up the other new dress and my stained one.

While we wait, I thank Franz (I’ll refer to him as Franz from now on). ‘I can’t thank you enough, I don’t know how I can repay you for this act of charity.’

‘Well, we must do what we can to aid the arts? If I can help you get on in that world, then that is reward enough.’

I smile at him and squeeze his hand.

When we leave, I ask him to drop me at the ZDF television studios for my ‘audition’. Before I get out of the car, I ask him for a pen and I write my phone number down for him. ‘I’d like to say thank you properly for what you did for me today. Ring me when it is convenient and we can have dinner or ... whatever.’

I actually have an appointment booked with one of the TV producers, so I go in and check in at reception. Once they have recorded my arrival and directed me which office to go to, I leave by the back door and call a taxi. I made the appointment so if anyone on Franz’s staff checks up on me, they’ll see that I did go there and was booked in, giving me an alibi.
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Naturally, Franz phoned me (I’m a babe, how could he resist?) and I take him out to dinner to say thank you. After dinner, I invite him back to my apartment for a nightcap. He asks how the audition went, and I tell him these things take time and I’ll just have to wait it out.

‘Tell me about yourself, Petra. Have you been acting long?’ he asks as I hand him his brandy.

‘Kind of ... I got into acting in college back in Munich, but when I decided that was what I wanted to do with my life, I came to Berlin to make a career of it.’

‘How’s that working out?’

‘Not too well, I’m afraid. Oh, I got a few commercials, playing extras, some out of Berlin theatre work, just small parts, hardly enough to keep body and soul together.’

He looks round at the flat. ‘Well, this seems a quite nice place, you can’t be doing that badly.’

‘Franz, I have a confession to make and you probably won’t want to talk to me again after this. The arts world in Berlin is a tough place to make a living, so ... a girl has to do what a girl has to do, to survive. I had to earn some money, so like many a previous actress, I did some ... adult movies. That’s how come I have a nice apartment, nice clothes and can eat every day.

‘I did these things just to make a living, but I always wanted to be a real actress, and that audition the other day was to be my big chance to break out of the adult film work and do some work I could be proud of. That’s why I was so frantic when I ruined my dress. I thought I’d blown my big chance. But you ... my knight in shining armour, stepped in and saved the day. And for that I will be eternally grateful.’ I hold his hand.

‘What have you been in? Anything I might have seen?’ he says with a grin.

I pretend to be surprised. ‘What, you’re not shocked, or disgusted by me?’

‘Good God, not at all. As you say, one must do unpleasant things some times just to survive. And I must admit, I’ve watched blue movies from time to time and they don’t shock me. Well at least the ordinary ones. You didn’t do any of the more bizarre ones, did you?’

‘No, no, just straight sex, but there were some with more than one partner, sometimes it was women as well. But I didn’t do any of the BDSM ones with all the whipping and that. I’d never do any of those.’

I’m feeding him all this bullshit to convince him that I’ve been around the block a few times, and am probably an easy lay. I want him to think that anything I’d do on camera I would probably do in the bedroom. Also, according to his dossier he is just into straight sex, and I don’t want him to think I’m some sort of Bondage Queen. It might frighten him off.

‘Don’t worry, Petra, I know how the world works and I don’t hold any of what you’ve told me against you.’ He squeezes my hand. ‘I too have a confession to make. When I gave the impression that I only had occasional girlfriends, I wasn’t being truthful. I’m married, have been for years, I’ve had three children with her, who have grown up and left the nest.

‘Sadly, since they’ve been gone, we’ve drifted apart. She rarely pays me any attention anymore. And...  what can I say? I’m a normal red-blooded male and I have needs. So, I’ve sought solace elsewhere. I’ve had various girlfriends over the years. I’m not proud of it but as you said ... we do what we must do, to survive.’

‘Oh, Franz, I’m so sorry,’ I tell the lying piece of shit, pretending to believe him. ‘Is there ... is there anything I can do to help?’

‘Just be ... just be my friend, that’s all I ask,’ he replies.

‘Of course, Franz,’ I say and lean my head on his shoulder.

My plan works and a few drinks later, I’m stripped to the waist, kneeling between his legs, sucking on his cock. I work on him for a while before I feel he is getting near the cliff edge, then I stand up, strip off completely, and say to him, ‘Take me to bed and fuck me, Franz.’

He takes my hand and leads me to the bedroom.
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CRACKING THE SCHLOSS
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Franz and I crack on like this for a couple of weeks. He comes round once or twice a week, he takes me out to dinner or I cook him something and we stay in and have sex. Like most normal men I imagine, he can’t believe his luck that he is playing ‘hide the sausage’ with an actual porn movie star. (Or one who he believes is.) And of course, as expected, it leads to him asking for more than the usual sex demands, on such a short acquaintance. (Honestly, he’s like a kid with a new toy.) I do everything he asks, why not? It’s fun for me too. Besides – the jewels in his safe are worth over 100,000 Euros, so I consider swallowing the contents of his balls a small price to pay, in exchange for the contents of his safe.

He usually turns up with a new dress, the salon knows my size, or some fancy lingerie. It’s lovely but it’s a shame I’ll have to leave it all behind when I do a runner after the heist. He has asked if he can see some of the movies I’ve (supposedly) starred in, but I tell him I’m too ashamed and I’d be humiliated if he ever saw them, so I refuse to tell him the pseudonym I filmed them under. Fortunately, he buys that explanation and doesn’t raise the matter again.

On the days when he’s not expected, I carry out surveillance on his Schloss. Schloss is defined in the dictionary as “a German castle or a stately home or mansion”. Franz has a mansion but it is listed on road maps, etc. as a Schloss. On my days off (off my back that is) I hire a car – a different one every time and scout out the place and the surrounding roads.

It’s several miles outside the city, in the rural farmlands. I check out all the roads in the neighbourhood, which will be best for escape, where I might get held up by traffic, and so on. I find a nice spot on a nearby hill overlooking the estate and check out the grounds with my binoculars. The mansion itself is one of those old, sprawling three-storey places, surrounded by a large, square wall, several hundred yards from the house on each side. There are armed guards at the main entrance to the estate. If Franz takes me there, I must casually ask him about the roving guards, which I can see occasionally pass the house.

Next, I find a good spot to hide a car for my getaway. I have a new rental car from a different agency, for every day I reconnoitre the place, but I’m going to need to take a rental on one for a few of weeks as I don’t know when I’ll actually do the job. I’ll have to hide it in the woods under camouflage netting, and hope that no one finds it.

I do all this on the days when I’m alone. I drive all the routes out of the area so I know what to expect, given that I will probably do this in the dark, and at some point might have to do it with the headlights turned off.

Eventually, plans made, equipment prepared, cam net bought. All I have to do now is get Franz to invite me to his Schloss.
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Finally it happens. One night, after we have had rather lengthy and exhausting sex (how does he do it at his age? Must take Ginseng or something) Franz turns to me and says, ‘My wife will be going away for a few weeks, to the Paris Fashion Week. She goes every year, usually the week before and the week after, she likes to spend my money there.

‘How would you like to come and stay at the Schloss with me, while she’s away? I’d like to show you my home.’

This is it, the reason why this heist had to be planned out to meet a certain time period that Isaac realised would be coming up. We knew that every year Franz’s wife went to Paris for a few weeks during the Paris Fashion Week. I knew I couldn’t crack the case going into the Schloss cold, so I had to be invited in. Obviously, that wouldn’t happen if the wife was there, so I had to seduce Franz and hope that when his wife went away, he would take me there, even if only for one night. However, it looked as if I might have the run of the place for a week or two.

‘Oh, Franz, that would be lovely,’ I gasp in excitement (Ha). ‘Wait a minute though, what about your bodyguards and your house staff? Won’t they tell the mistress you’ve been boning a young actress in her bed, while she’s been away?’

‘First of all, it’s not her bed, we have separate bedrooms, although it might be quite amusing to have you in her bed. Second, all the guards have been personally selected by me, they are all fellow soldiers from my days of being conscripted in the army. Either them or the people they bring in, so they can be trusted. The domestic staff have worked for my family all their lives, so they are loyal to me, not my wife. So you need have no worries about any of them talking.’

‘That’s great. I get to be the Grand Mistress of a Schloss. I can’t wait ... when does she go?’

‘She flies out next Monday. I can spend Monday night here with you and then take you home with me next morning.’

‘Monday? That only leaves me four days, a girl likes to prepare for a big treat like this. Oh, Franz, I can’t thank you enough, you treat me like a princess. I’ll make sure you enjoy every moment of our time together in your castle.’

‘It’s not really a castle, it’s just a mansion you know.’

‘Hush, darling, let a girl dream, can’t you?’

I get us both a drink and we sit there sipping them. I turn to Fanz and tell him, ‘You won’t regret this you know, I learnt a few special things when I made those movies. I was saving them up for your birthday but I’ll show them to you next week, to say thank you.’

‘What sort of things?’

‘Finish your drink and I’ll give you a taste of what you’re going to get next week.’

Later that night, when I’ve worn the old man out and he is sleeping soundly, I retrieve the burner phone I have hidden in the apartment and text Isaac.

‘GOING IN TUESDAY.’

Then I hide the phone again and go back to bed.
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Sunday I hire the car for my getaway, then drive it to the Schloss. I drive it deep into the woods. In the boot I have a suitcase with a change of clothes, spare passports and ID cards, and a bundle of cash. In the boot is also the camouflage net. I drag it out. After locking the car, I put the key in one of those magnetic key boxes and stick it to the underside of the car.

I throw the net over the car and spend some time breaking up the outline with broken branches, so it isn’t even remotely car-shaped. Then I cover it as best I can with leaves and twigs. I step back a dozen paces and I can’t even spot that something is concealed there.

That done, I walk half a mile or so down the road then hitch a lift back to Berlin.
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Franz introduces me to all the domestic staff and the guards at the Schloss, so they know I’m there with him and not an intruder. He takes me up to his bedroom and shows me where to hang my clothes. I put them in the wardrobe and then I put my case in the bottom, I’m going to need that at some point. It’s a large bedroom with a balcony on the first floor. (First floor in England that is, in the US it would be the second floor, not sure what it is in Germany. It’s one level up from the rooms on the ground.) The furniture consists of a four-poster bed, a dressing table, a lounge suite and coffee table and lastly and most importantly, a wardrobe that stretches along one wall. It has six doors, each one mirrored, and according to Isaac’s information, behind one of them doors is the safe.

I could probably dose Franz with Dentrinol that night, but I’d rather get the lay of the land inside the estate before I make any moves. When viewing the estate from the nearby hill, I chose the best route from the house to the wall. I’m going to need to climb over it at some point, so I want to check out the ground along that path, make sure there are no mole hills or uneven ground. I selected that route as the shortest to the wall, then made sure that I hid the car on that side of the square.

At my request we take a walk round the estate, Franz to show it off, me to evaluate any possible threats or hazards. Fortunately, we cross paths with a guard patrol and I get Franz to explain that they pass round the wall every half an hour or so. ‘Half an hour or so,’ right, got that. My exit route to the wall seems fine, so no problems there.

Like I said, I could pull the job that night but I fancy a few days being waited on and wined and dined in a mansion, so I stay for a couple of days. I make sure that I have everything figured out and every angle covered before I make my move.

Franz makes the most of having his gullible but sexually obliging mistress on hand, doesn’t even have to drive anywhere to fuck me. I spend most of my days in his bedroom, naked or wearing the expensive but sexy underwear he bought me. He rarely leaves me alone and boy does he love anal sex!
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Finally, I’m ready, so after one last fuck that night, I gas him with the Dentrinol 7. Once he is passed out, I get my case from the bottom of the wardrobe. I quickly change into slacks and a dark polo neck jumper. I wear trainers on my feet, and I sling a lightweight backpack on my shoulder.

According to Isaac’s notes. The safe is behind one of the mirrored wardrobe doors. My bet is it’s one of the end ones, and I’m proved right on my second guess.

I open the door and expose the safe. I dig out my old safe-cracking device and attach it. Then I go to work, turning the dial back and forth until the lights on the unit glow, one by one. When all the lights are shining, I swing the safe door open. The bedroom curtains are drawn, so I risk turning on my penlight. I see the box containing the jewels. I open it and there is the matching set of ruby necklace, earrings and bracelet. I tip them into a soft, velvet bag before placing them in the backpack.

I take everything else that looks valuable, cash, what looks like some bearer bonds and then close the safe and the wardrobe door again. Checking that Franz is still sleeping soundly, I take a length of rope with a grappling hook on one end from the bottom of my case. The hook is collapsed flat, but a quick push of a button, and it springs into the correct shape, a hook pointing in all four directions. I open the balcony door and listen for a moment, hearing nothing I go out onto the balcony. If I use the grappling hook to attach the rope to the balcony then make my descent, the hook will be stuck on the bannister and I need that for the wall. I considered this in my planning though.

The rope is twice the length I need to reach the ground so I feed both ends through separate gaps in the stone bannister that surrounds the balcony, then shimmy down the rope to the ground. Once down, I simply pull on one end of the rope, until it all falls down to me.

Unfortunately, it is a bright, moonlit night with little or no cloud. So I can’t go straight to the wall, I have to dash from shadow to shadow. I wait a moment, listening, and then run to the next shadow.

I think I’ve made it; I’m in sight of the wall when somebody slams into me and the two of us fall to the ground. One of the roving patrols. I try to rise but he pins me back against the ground. I struggle against him but he is too heavy, so I give him no choice. I put one hand on the back of his head, and the other under his chin, and twist hard. He has no choice but to let me go before his neck snaps. I force him over onto his side, which gives me the chance to rise to my feet. He does too.

He runs at me and I side-step at the last moment, and put my knee in his stomach as he passes me. He is tough though, although he is winded, he grabs my leg and we both go down. We’ve fought in silence up to now, but all he has to do is call for help and I’m scuppered; I have to end this quickly.

We both get up but I’m quicker and as he gets to his knees, I give him a kick to the head, with the flat of my foot. Hopefully it will take him out without killing him. He collapses on the ground and I check his pulse; he is still alive, thankfully. I’ll kill if I have to but only in self-defence.

I drag him into some dense shadows and check my backpack, to make sure I still have my ill-gotten gains. They are all there, so I gather up my rope and make for the wall. It is the work of moments to sling the hook to the top of the wall and climb up. Once up there I reverse the hook and dangle the rope on the other side. I slide down and make off for my car.

I uncover the car and retrieving the keys, drive off. I do the first part of the journey without headlights, so as not to be spotted by the Schloss guards, then when I am some distance away, I put on the lights and head for Berlin. I knew there was a subway train station before I hit Berlin, so I abandon the car there. (It was booked and paid for, for three weeks, so it will be that long before the rental company raise the alarm, if the Polizei haven’t found it by then.)

I change into the clothes I had stored in the suitcase, and with just my backpack, I take the subway to the main terminal, where I caught a bus for the airport. Once again, I did the old ‘put the jewels in a locker and send Isaac the key’ routine, so that when I pass through airport security control, I am absolutely clean.

I hop several planes and change identity a couple of times, before arriving back in Naples. Once home I text Isaac on a burner phone.

‘JOB DONE. LOCKER KEY IN POST.’

Then I make something to eat and go to bed.
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EASTERN SPICE
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I arrive in Kuala Lumpur (henceforth just referred to as KL) as Lydia Walsh, photo journalist. Isaac has booked me into the Four Seasons Hotel, which is the big skyscraper next to the famous Petronas twin towers that are connected by a bridge. You may have seen it in a Sean Connery film.

My target here in KL is a lady called Ayesha Park. Yes, that’s right, a lady. I’m not fussy about who I sleep with, particularly in pursuit of a crime.

Of course, this wasn’t my first time ‘batting for the other team’ and sampling some Sapphic Delights. Not by a long chalk. I first found out I could drift over to their side of the street one drunken night in the Sergeant’s Mess at Aldershot. We had what they call a ‘Dining in Night’, where everyone dresses up in their best uniform and we have a formal dinner, sometimes with invited guests.

This night we had invited our officers over to our mess. After a long evening, full of wine, port and brandy, I had weaved my way back to my room in the Mess, and been followed back by a woman officer who had taken a fancy to me. As soon as I opened the door and saw her standing there, holding a bottle of brandy, I knew what she wanted. On a crazy impulse I invited her inside. And a most enjoyable night followed.

It was strange, she never did anything to me that men hadn’t done before ... she just did it better. Familiarity with the equipment is a lesson they teach you in the army, and she certainly knew her way around a woman’s body. (Do gay guys give better blowjobs because of familiarity with the equipment, I wonder?)

Nothing she did was new to me, but it was the first time I had ever done it to another woman, and I rather enjoyed it. Didn’t stop me from liking men, but if you swing both ways, you double your chance of a date on Saturday night. (Joke.)

Fortunately, she wasn’t after a relationship, that could have destroyed both our careers, but we still managed to fit in the odd weekend away, until I decided to try for Special Forces. They knew about her and me of course, because in the SF you are security cleared up the Yin Yang and they find out everything about you. Most of the time they don’t care what your guilty secrets are, drunk, wife-beater, debtor, as long as they know about them. That way you can’t be blackmailed.
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Isaac booked me into the Four Seasons Hotel as his informants tell him that she tends to drink in the rooftop bar of that hotel, so I go there one night to try and meet her. I wait until she has gone in and been seated, then served her first drink. I saunter into the bar, it’s hot and humid in KL so I’m only wearing a light silk dress, that buttons down the front, it clings to my body, showing every curve. As I walk past her table I drop my bag, causing her to notice me and give her a chance to check out my arse as I bend over to pick it up.

I make sure she gets a good look at me and it as I walk to the table I have selected. I’m seated in such a position that I can see her in my peripheral vision. She however has to turn her head to look at me, so I can clock how many times she does look, and it is quite frequent.

After a while a waiter approaches my table with a drink. ‘The lady over in the booth sends you this drink and wonders if you might care to join her.’ I look at her and appear to think about it for a moment, before crossing the room and joining her at her booth.

‘Do you speak English? I’m sorry I don’t speak the local language.’

‘Of course I speak English, when one is in business these days one has to speak it to deal internationally.’

‘Splendid. Thank you for the drink ... and for the invitation. I don’t like sitting in bars by myself, it was kind of you to offer.’

‘Not at all. I’d appreciate some company myself. My name is Ayesha Park by the way.’

‘And I’m Lydia Walsh, nice to meet you.’ We shake hands. She is early 40’s according to her dossier and still very attractive, so this job won’t be too unpleasant.

We talk. She tells me she is in the textile business, I tell her I’m a travel photographer, here to take some nice pictures of Malaysia, for a piece I’m going to write about it. She very kindly offers to show me around and take me to some nice viewing places, BLAH, BLAH, BLAH.

Isaac’s brief on her was very detailed. She’s a ‘lipstick lesbian’ (thankfully not one of the butch sort) but the aggressive type, she does most of the talking, while I sit there listening, apparently in awe of this powerful woman. I find it’s best to let the mark seduce you as it makes it more convincing if they believe they have won you over.

After a while she says she’s hungry, would I like some dinner? I agree and we take a taxi to one of her favourite restaurants. She checks me out in the taxi by putting her hand on my thigh and I don’t complain. At the restaurant we eat and drink plenty of wine, and as the meal progresses, she gets more touchy-feely, always touching my arm or rubbing her leg against mine under the table, which I don’t complain about. At one point between courses, we go the bathroom together and she grabs me and kisses me forcefully. I don’t resist, thereby setting the tone for the rest of the evening.

Eventually, she invites me back to her place for a nightcap. I’m standing by the window, enjoying the view over KL from her high-rise apartment, as she pours the drinks. She hands me mine and places a hand on my arse.

‘Kuala Lumpur is a beautiful city; I can’t wait to show it to you.’

‘But if you’ll excuse me saying, Ayesha, there are many more things I would like you to show me first.’

‘Such as?’

I step back from her, put down my drink, and unbutton my dress, letting it fall to the floor. ‘Such as, how do Asian women make love?’

She slowly finishes her drink as she studies my body, clad only in bra and French knickers. She knows she has hooked her fish, so there is no need to rush. ‘Take it all off,’ she says, her voice suddenly husky.

Playing into her love of being in charge, I say, ‘Yes, ma’am. Whatever you say.’ I remove everything and stand there, naked as the day I was born.

‘I knew this would happen as soon as I saw you at the table, by yourself,’ says Ayesha.

‘I knew it would happen as soon as I accepted your invite to join you. I was hoping you’d ask,’ I replied. ‘It didn’t take long for me to realise you were my kind of woman.’

‘And what is “your kind of woman”?’

‘One that likes to take charge.’ That makes her lick her lips.

Ayesha doesn’t say anything at first. She goes to a desk and takes a ribbon from a drawer. Then she ties my hands behind my back. Grabbing me by my hair she kisses me passionately. She tells me, ‘I’m going to feast on you tonight, and make you my plaything.’ It’s a statement of fact, not a request.

I look in her eyes and reply, ‘Whatever pleases you, ma’am.’

Still holding me by the hair, she leads me into the bedroom.
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After that we spend the next few days, sightseeing. She takes me to some of KLs finest, most beautiful, tourists spots, the Petronas towers (Sean Connery movie, remember), the Sri Mahamariamman Temple, the National Museum and the Sunway Lagoon Theme Park. I fill memory card after memory card with photos of these beautiful, scenic landmarks.

Of course, each day ends with dinner and then rough, lesbian sex at the hands of Ayesha. Along the way, I’ve encouraged her to indulge herself, so we have progressed to spanking, bondage and strap on intercourse. All with my approval and willing participation. I don’t think she has had such a willing partner in depravity in a long time, and is making the most of it.

As enjoyable as all this is (no really, I’m a kinky bitch at heart) the time comes however, when it is time to remind myself of my primary reason for being there.

So regretfully, after one last sex session, I gas her with the Dentrinol, and crack her safe with the auto cracking device. I steal all the fine jewellery that she had recently purchased, thus raising the alarm with Isaac and making her a target. Then I leg it. Job done.

Back at my room in the Four Seasons, I quickly change my appearance to that in my next fake passport (blonde wig and thick rimmed glasses) pop the jewellery into several jiffy packs, and pop them in a post box on the way to the airport, addressed to several PO Boxes that Isaac owns, then make my escape out of the country.
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STILL WATERS
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It’s mid-December and time for me to head off to my other sanctuary, a little place in the French Alps called Gilé sur le Cascade – Gilé on the Waterfall. At one end of the resort is a beautiful waterfall that feeds into the river that runs through the centre of the town.

I go there for the skiing season every year. Of course, I never stay there as Jennifer Diamond, I use one of my alternates, Ella St. James. Well, I have done the odd spot of larceny in France, so it’s best not to advertise my presence.

It means a flight to the local airport and then a helicopter trip up into the mountains. I’m glad they instituted helicopter transport, previously it meant a long, boring drive up the mountainside. I check in at the hotel reception and they give me the keys to my chalet.

The biggest hotel in Gilé, named The Waterfall Hotel, also owns numerous chalets throughout the town. If you book a chalet through them, then you have access to all the amenities that the hotel guests have, such as access to their dining rooms and hotel bar, price reductions at certain restaurants and shops around the town, and entry to the town swimming pool, which the hotel reserves every Wednesday night, purely for the use of their guests.

Interesting place, The Waterfall Hotel, it was owned by a woman everyone referred to as The Contessa (who apparently owned half the town). She was always followed around by a hulk of a bodyguard, must have been seven-foot tall. I tried to imagine what it must be like being screwed by him, his massive bulk pinning you down while he has his way with you ... maybe I ought to try and arrange that some time.

The Contessa died a while back, and her bodyguard inherited all her wealth. Must have been an interesting relationship they had, for her to leave everything to him. From my previous occupation I know that she never showed up on the criminal radar, but that doesn’t mean she was clean. I did ask Isaac to check into her once, but he came back and told me that it was in my best interests to let it alone. As far as he knew she was clean, but she did have some powerful friends and if they found out I was looking into her, then they might find out things about me that I didn’t want anyone except Isaac and me knowing, so I let it drop.

The resort is pretty exclusive, everyone except the locals is either rich, famous or both. I spotted a few film stars over the years, including Brandy McPhee, the porn film star! We’ve all watched her films. Many a lonely night I’ve put one of her films in the DVD player, opened a bottle of wine and ‘rubbed one out’ to her sexy exploits. C’mon, we’ve all done it. If you don’t you end up with what they call ‘blue bean syndrome’. They say that one year she did a naked striptease for the elite of the town, but that’s only a rumour. I’d like to have been there for that!

Anyway, the reason I come to Gilé annually is for the Christmas/New Year celebrations. If you’re a hotel guest (which I am technically) they have a big Christmas Day dinner in the hotel ballroom which the Contessa presides over, and the hotel staff put all the tables into two long tables, so nobody sits alone, and the staff wait on you. Of course, you end up chatting to your neighbours which is the whole purpose of the layout, and everyone has a good time.

New Year’s Eve is even better. There are parties at all the bars and restaurants in town and you can always be certain of letting yourself get picked up by a dude (or maybe two) after the partying, and hopefully spend the next few days fucking in the New Year. Hey, I’m only human, we all get an ‘itch’ from time to time and need it ‘scratching’. (If you’ve got this far in the book and only just realised, I’m not a virgin, then I can only say you haven’t been paying attention.)
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Several weeks later when I’ve had my itches thoroughly scratched, and the ‘scratchers’ have gone home; I carry on brushing up on my skiing. I’m standing at the top of one of the slopes above the town, just catching my breath as I decide the route I will take down the next slope. It’s a simple one, just a Blue run, but I’m toying with having a late lunch at the café across the way, or wait until I quit skiing for the day.

Ski slopes in France are graded Green for beginners, Blue for those who have moved past that stage, then Red followed by Black, each with increasing severity and hardness. I can ski Black runs due to my army training, but the lower slopes, are usually Blue or Green as the mountain flattens out, as it approaches the town.

I’m standing there making my mind up when – WHAM! – something bright yellow appears in the corner of my eye a split second before it hits me, and we both go flying. Prepared for the worst, I pull myself out of the small drift I have been knocked into and wave my ski pole around, ready to defend myself in case someone has attacked me. All I can see though is another skier in a yellow ski outfit, also lying on the ground, cradling her knee.

I check in all directions but there’s no one else nearby so I guess it was just an accident, not an attack. I kick off my skis and approach her, ‘Are you all right?’ I ask.

‘Oh God, I am so sorry, I hit a bump and it threw me off course, I was going too fast and couldn’t stop. I hope I didn’t hurt you?’ She’s English.

I stretch my arms and twist at the waist to check my back but I’m fine. ‘I’m fine, I landed on my head, so no damage. How about you though? You look like you’re in pain.’

‘I banged my knee, I’ll be all right in a minute, just need to rest it for a while.’

I point at the café, ‘Why don’t we go over there and have a coffee while you rest your leg? If it doesn’t get any better, we can get them to call the Ski Patrol to take you down the mountain.’

‘That’s not a bad idea.’ She struggles to get up, so I lend a hand to brace her as she stands. She tenderly tests her weight on her leg. It seems to hold her. ‘Hurts a bit but it’s supporting my weight,’ she confirms.

‘Look, give me your skis and I’ll take them to the café, you wait here and I’ll come back for you.’

‘You’re too kind.’

‘That’s okay, you’re buying the coffee.’ I pick up both sets of skis, and heave them onto my shoulders, one on each side. Checking the slope is clear, I quickly traverse it to the café. I put the skis down and taking one of her skis and one of mine, I stick them upright in the snow, alongside all the other pairs of skis of the customers. Then I take the other mis-matched pair and place it round the corner from the first pair. Then I go back to the injured skier.

‘Ready?’

‘Ready,’ she replies.

‘We’ll have to be quick, in case someone comes down the slope. If that happens while we’re in the middle, just stand still and let them go around us, if we’re near the edge then just hurry up and get to the side. Clear?’

‘Clear.’

I take her arm and we shuffle across the width of the slope and then to the café. We get inside and I help her off with her coat. I seat her down and then go to the counter and order coffee and cake for us both. ‘We need a little sugar after that shock,’ I tell her.

She pulls off her bobble hat and for the first time I get a good look at her. She’s blonde and very pretty. Hmmm. When I stray over to that side of the fence, I’m rather partial to blondes.

‘Listen, err ...’

‘Ella,’ I say.

‘I’m Marie, nice to meet you.’

‘Nice to meet you too.’

‘Listen, Ella, I’m so sorry I crashed into you and I can’t thank you enough for what you’ve done for me. I was afraid I’d have to drag myself to the café to get help, but it turns out that it wasn’t as bad as I feared, and then you came along to help. As if from heaven,’ she chuckled.

Good, she has a sense of humour ... I’m rather partial to blondes with a sense of humour.

‘Well, let’s not get too carried away, my mum always called me “a little devil”.’

She laughs at my joke. Good, I’m rather partial to blondes that laugh at my jokes.

Just then the waitress brings our coffee and cake and the conversation dries up as we tuck in.

Minutes later she puts the last piece of cake in her mouth, swallows and says, ‘Mmmm, cake. I know I shouldn’t but as you said I’m in shock, so I need sugar.’ Then she gives me the biggest, broadest, most beautiful smile I’ve seen in a long time.

‘Tell me, why did you split up our skis like that, outside?’

‘Well, it’s not unknown for someone on a cheap pair of skis to come to a place like this, leave his old skis and then go off with a more expensive pair. Splitting the skis means that an odd pair is no use to him, and searching around for the matching ski amongst all the other skis would be too suspicious, so you can be sure that if you split them up with a friend, it won’t be your skis that get stolen.’

‘I see, that’s very clever. You must do a lot of skiing to work that out. Do you come here every year?’

‘When I can. I have a regular booking every year, can’t always make it but I manage to get some time in, each season.’

‘So, you must know Gilé pretty well then?’

‘Pretty much, why?’

‘Maybe you can give me some tips on good restaurants, I want to break out of the hotel diner.’

‘Sure, later though, first let’s see if your leg is strong enough to get you down the mountain.’

She winces as she stands up but once her weight is full on both legs, she walks up and down the length of the café a couple of times with only a slight limp. I can tell even through her bulky ski outfit that she has a slim figure.

Good, I’m rather partial to blondes with slim figures.

‘Yes, that’ll do, I think,’ she tells me.

‘Tell you what, I’ll ski down behind you and if it gets too much, stop for a breather any time you like, and I’ll wait with you.’

She rummages in her pocket and pulls out a 50 Euro note and holds it out to me. ‘What’s this ... a tip? It’ll cost you more than that.’

‘For the coffee,’ she says. ‘You said I had to pay.’

‘Oh yeah, of course.’ I go and pay and when I return, she is all zipped up and hatted, ready to go.

Outside I help her on with her skis, then point out the easiest route down this run, with not too many twists and turns. Then we set off. I follow her down the slope. She stops once in a while to rest her leg, and then we set off again. It looks like we’ll make it down without having to call for help.

This is one of those runs that when you reach the end, you can go on straight into the town. If you have the right chalet you can actually ski to your front door. I shepherd Marie into the town and help her off with her skis. ‘Where are you staying?’ I ask.

‘At the Waterfall.’

‘Cmon, I’ll help you back there.’ I take her skis and put them on my shoulder, opposite mine on the other shoulder. It’s not really heavy, it’s all a question of getting the right point of balance and it’s fine. I walk her back to the Waterfall, she is walking okay and only has to take my arm when stepping on/off the kerb or when we hit some steps. We arrive at the back entrance of the Waterfall, where the people who are skiing can enter and leave without messing up the foyer of the hotel. We go inside and she takes me to her locker where her boots are stored. We open the locker and I put her skis inside, along with her ski boots. Each hotel room has a locker and each locker has a key, so they are secure.

Once she is settled, I turn to leave.

‘No wait,’ she stops me. ‘You were going to recommend a good restaurant.’

‘Well, the best in town is–’

‘Stop, don’t tell me ... take me there. I would like to take you to dinner ... to say thank you for your kindness today. I don’t know what I would have done without you.’

‘Oh no, don’t be silly, that won’t be necessary, you bought the coffee, remember?’

‘No ... I insist. A good deed deserves a reward. I insist on taking you to dinner, and I won’t accept no for an answer.’

Although I’m resisting, I’m secretly pleased at the invitation, so eventually I reluctantly give in. ‘Okay then, I’ll pick you up at 7 o’ clock.’

‘I’ll be waiting at reception. What should I wear?’

I’m tempted to say, ‘Just a towel will be fine.’ Instead, I reply, ‘Don’t worry, even the fanciest restaurants have a lax dress code. They know that people don’t really pack fancy dresses to come here, and it’s always cold out, so as long as it’s smart casual, say a sweater and trousers, it’ll be fine.’
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We arrive at the restaurant and she looks at me puzzled. ‘Is this the best restaurant in town?’

‘Well, not the best,’ I reply. ‘But I didn’t want you wasting your money on a grand gesture. Besides, it’s not the best but one of the good ones, and if you show your Waterfall keycard, you’ll get 10% off the bill.’

Marie shrugs. ‘Fair enough, I’m not going to argue with you, I’m hungry.’

The waiter helps her off with her coat. She looks stunning, a black polo neck sweater with a gold pendant draped around her neck. Her watch and bracelet are also gold, which shows up nicely again the dark material. Below she has on black trousers. The only incongruous items are her snow boots, but all the customers are wearing similar, so nobody cares.

We are shown to our table and choose the meal and the wine. Then we start chatting.

‘Once again, thank you for today.’

‘Don’t thank me yet, I’m going to order everything on the menu ... twice. I see you’re not limping tonight.’

‘No, I rubbed some ointment on it to stop it swelling up, then I packed some ice around it. When I got ready for tonight it still hurt a bit but not enough to make me limp, and a couple of painkillers took care of that.’

‘Glad to hear that, you’ll be back on the slopes in no time,’ I assured her.

‘So ... who are you, Ella? Tell me a bit about yourself.’

So, we chatted away about ourselves. I gave her my cover story – I was Ella St. James; an Insurance Investigator and I was here on my winter break. As I worked for a top-level company (we insure famous paintings and expensive jewellery, not cars and household contents) I could more or less pick my time off whenever I chose.

Then she gave me what was possibly her cover story. Marie was Marie Parsons, a free-lance photographer, who had heard about Gilé and wanted to take some pictures of the place, while she was here.

Marie asked me, ‘I was wondering if perhaps you could show me some good runs that I would be capable of handling? Red’s my limit I’m afraid.’

‘Sure, I’ll get a map of the runs and highlight them for you.’

‘No, I meant show me the runs, as in take me up and down them ... if you can spare the time that is. I don’t want to intrude, but you’re here by yourself, aren’t you? You say you’re here for the season but I’ve only got three weeks, so I want to make the most of them, Besides, they say no one should ski alone.’

This takes me back a bit. Is she coming onto me? Maybe she is on the same wavelength as me, and partakes of the old “Sapphic delights”.

‘Oh, I’m sorry, am I being a bit too forward?’ she asks.

‘No, not at all. I was just thinking that if you want to see Gilé, why don’t you give your leg a rest and I’ll show you around the town first, see the waterfall, the shops and so on. Remember to bring your camera along.’

‘Are you sure that this isn’t an imposition? I’d hate to think you feel pressured into showing me around.’

‘No problem, I’ve got another couple of months to ski in, I can take a few days off.’

‘That’s very good of you.’ Then she looks me straight in the eyes and says, ‘Of course, I’ll make it up to you.’

A certain part of my anatomy begins to tingle and it’s not my heart. She is giving me the come on.

‘I’ll hold you to that,’ I reply.

We finish our meals, wine and after dinner brandy, then she pays the bill. We get our coats and go out into the cold night air. The temperature has dropped dramatically and the snow has turned to ice. She nearly slips over and grabs my arm to save herself. Then without asking she links her arm through mine to support herself. Arm-in-arm, we walk back to her hotel.

When we reach it, I thank her again for the meal. ‘That’s okay,’ she replies. ‘You can get the bill tomorrow night.’ And with that she gives me a kiss on the cheek, nothing fancy, just a quick peck like friends do, then without saying anything further, she turns and goes to the hotel. I stand watching her, as she reaches the revolving door she looks back to see if I’m still watching. I am of course and she smiles and goes into reception.

I make my way back to my chalet, and decide that I will go to bed with a bottle of wine and a Brandy McPhee movie. After I’ve finished both, and taken care of that little matter between my thighs, I get a bit philosophical (as I often do when I’ve been drinking).

Why am I so attracted to Marie? It’s not because it’s purely because she’s female. To be honest, when I’m on a job I’ll screw anyone, male or female, to get the job done. I guess you could call me bisexual if you’re into labels, which I’m not. When I fall for someone, it’s the person inside, their personality, that counts as far as I’m concerned. It’s not really important to me what shape wrapper they come in. A pussy or a dick, all the same to me, it’s what’s between their ears that attracts me. Ah well, I roll over and try not to think of Marie.
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I spend the next few days showing Marie the sights around Gilé, to rest her leg before we go on the slopes again. She photographs the waterfall and the river, it’s still flowing although huge stalactites of ice hang down in the most amazing display of nature defying gravity. ‘Still waters’ you might say if you were into puns. She also takes multiple photos of the town, namely the grand hotels and lodges, built in the old wooden Alpine style. We take in all the shops, bars and restaurants of the town. She seems overawed by my knowledge and worldliness, whereas I’m enamoured of her freshness and often, her naiveté.

She often tries to take my photo but I always plead camera shyness, and I warn her, I sometimes work undercover and it could be dangerous if my photo and real name appeared anywhere online. She doesn’t know Ella St. James isn’t my real name of course, but that’s beside the point.

We spend days on the slopes, her happily following my ski tracks as I take her down some daring runs, daring for her level of experience that is. We have a lot of fun, laughing and joking around as we ski, and throw snowballs at each other like a pair of kids.

I’ve come near to grabbing her and sticking my tongue down her throat, several times but I’m still not sure that I’m reading the signals correctly. She seems to be flirting with me on occasion but ... I’m not entirely sure it’s not just wishful thinking on my part.

One day I decide to push it a little farther to see what develops. ‘Have you ever been swimming on a Wednesday night?’ I ask her.

‘No, what’s so particular about Wednesday night?’

‘It’s the night that the Waterfall Hotel takes over the town swimming baths, exclusively for their guests.’

‘What’s so special about that?’

‘Well, this being France, people are a bit less uptight about nudity, so they let you swim around topless.’

‘Topless, really?’

‘You can swim under the stars, practically naked. It’s magical. Do you want to try it?’

‘I don’t know,’ she says. ‘Besides, I don’t have a swimming costume.’

‘We’ll buy you one. And you don’t need a swimming costume ... you need a bikini.’

Next day we go shopping and I pick out a bikini that I want to see her in, a dark blue one with teeny, tiny briefs, and a bra that barely covers her nipples. She knows what I’m doing but she doesn’t complain.

We get to the pool that night and change. My God, I have to swallow hard a couple of times when Marie comes out from behind her locker door, wearing just that bikini. We’d seen each other in long johns and thermal underwear when we were getting dressed or undressed for skiing, but never seen each other so nearly ... naked. As I stare at her, I’m glad to say that she took the time to check me out as well.

‘I’m not sure about going topless,’ she says nervously.

‘That’s okay, not everyone does it, you can keep your top on, no one will tell you off or anything. It’ll keep mine on too ... for a little while, anyway.’

I lead her through to the main pool. Many people are splashing about in the shallow end or swimming up and down the length in the lanes reserved for that. It has one of those circular plastic tunnels that let you slide down round and round, before being ejected about ten feet off the water, so you fly through the air and go in with a big splash. We have lots of fun on that.

The water was warm enough but like all swimming pools not too hot. ‘I turn to Marie and said, ‘Fancy going in the hot pools? Follow me.’

I get out of the swimming bath and lead her to another area of the baths. Here they have different sized, shallow, hot water pools that connect by channels of water so you can swim from one to the other. We swim to one and as we are relaxing, I take my bikini top off. Marie looks at my naked breasts, looks me in the eyes, and then tries to concentrate on not staring at my boobs.

We just lay there soaking in the warmth for a time, when Marie says, ‘This is very nice and all, but it’s not the magical place that you led me to believe it would be.’

‘Ah my dear, that’s because we haven’t got to the best part yet. Follow me.’ I turn and swim off, Marie close behind.

The small hot pools emptied into a larger pool. Halfway down the pool hang these large plastic strips, the type you see in warehouses that have to have the doors wide open for vehicles to come in and out. The purpose of the plastic strips is to keep the heat in while allowing vehicle access.

I swim towards them and as I reach the strips, I dive under them and resurface on the other side ... out in the open air. Marie breaks the surface next to me and just stares around in wonder. There you are, in a heated pool but you’re surrounded by snow, and if you look up you can see the stars as there isn’t a cloud in the sky. It truly is magical. We move to the side of the pool and hang onto the rail that runs around the perimeter. You just float there and soak up the atmosphere. When your head gets cold, you just dunk it under the water until you warm up again.

There are other people in the pool, some of them young guys, and they are daring each other to jump out of the pool, and roll in the snow. We watch them for a while until Marie insists she wants to have a go, so we do the same, much to the amusement and pleasure of the young guys. We do this a couple of times each and then stop to get our breath back.

Marie grabs the bar with both hands, arms outstretched, and rests her head on the side of the pool, closing her eyes. I look at her and I can see this tiny pulse beating in her neck, and I so want to kiss it. I want her badly.

I don’t know if I made a noise, maybe she heard me breathing heavily, but she opens her eyes. She looks into mine, then moves her eyes down to my boobs. After a moment, she turns around, offering me her back and the tie ribbon of her bikini top.

‘Untie me,’ she says, in a throaty whisper. I do and she whips the top over her head and onto the side of the pool. I look at her breasts, they look so good I want to touch them, to eat them, suck on them, bite them, but there are other people in the pool and I can’t get away with that, or even staring too long.

Frustrated, I get out of the pool and dive into the snowdrift, laying there until my tits began to freeze, at which point I dive back into the pool, staying underwater until my body has warmed up. When I take my place next to Marie, at the edge of the pool, I feel her hand reach out for mine under the water, and we hold hands as we stare up at the stars.

Later after we are dressed and left the pool, as we make our way back into the centre of town, I stop her by taking her arm, it’s time to find out if my instincts are correct. I look around and seeing no one, pull her close and kiss her hard and passionately on the lips, and she responds in kind.

When we came up for air, she says in that same throaty voice she had used in the pool, ‘Take me back to your chalet. If you don’t fuck me now, I’m going to explode.’

I kiss her again then taking her hand, I lead her back to my bed.
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The next week was fantastic, full of ‘fun and frolics’ as they say, both on the piste and in the bedroom. Then one morning as we eat breakfast at the centre island in the kitchen, both of us in just our night time attire, Marie makes the announcement that we’d both been dreading, ‘I have to leave next week as my hotel booking runs out.’

‘Can’t you find anywhere else?’

‘In the height of the season? Everywhere is booked up.’

‘So do you need to go back, or could you stay if you had some place to live?’

‘Yeah, like I said I’m freelance so I can spend my time where I like.’

‘Problem solved. Move in here with me, then. I’m booked for another month and a half, we could stay here together.’

‘You mean that?’

‘Absolutely.’

‘Oh, I was praying you would ask me, but I didn’t want to raise it first. Thank you, thank you. I’ll do anything you want to repay you.’

‘Anything?’ I ask.

‘Yes, absolutely anything.’ She pauses and then says, ‘Can I speak seriously for a moment? Woman to woman?’

‘Go ahead.’

‘We are those literal “Ships that pass in the night”. We’re here, no one knows us, no one cares what we are doing. We won’t see each other again. Yes?’

‘Well, I was hoping that we could carry on after we leave,’ I lie.

‘No, no ... no point trying to lie to me. I know your type, fuck ‘em and then move on.’ She holds up her hands. ‘It’s okay, it’s okay ... I knew that’s what would happen even before I let you kiss me.’

‘You’re wrong, but assuming that was true ... what’s your point?’ I’m interested in what she wants to discuss.

‘After a month and a half, we’ll split up and probably never see each other again. No future embarrassment about what we get up to here and now. What happens in Gilé, stays in Gilé, as it were. So why don’t we take the opportunity to do certain things together, play certain games, that we would never ask anyone that we know, to play?

‘Since we’ve been together, I’ve let you lead, be the one to take charge, and I’ve loved that ... it gives me a feeling of security, knowing that someone is looking out for me, who will make the decisions, that I can lean on. I already know from the things we’ve done in the bedroom that we’re both into ‘kinky sex’ ... which I’ve enjoyed immensely, I might add, so why not take it further and play the games we’d really like to play with each other? Be open and honest about our deepest desires, because we’ll never meet again, and never enter each other’s worlds.’

‘What do you have in mind?’ I ask, intrigued.

‘I like to be dominated, but I don’t have anyone in my life that I trust enough to open up to about it, or trust them enough to do it. Except for you. I’ve met you and I think I understand you. You’re the strong, dominant type who likes to be in charge all the time. If you want me to, I’m willing to be your sex slave for the next six weeks.’

I am definitely interested now, surprised but interested. ‘What would this entail, exactly?’

‘Firstly, I’ve always wanted to serve a Mistress. If you want, I will cook and clean for you, bathe you, give you massages, keep the chalet tidy, wash your clothes. Cancel the chalet maids, I will wait on you.’

‘And secondly?’ I ask.

Marie doesn’t answer straight away. She is only wearing panties and one of my shirts. She unbuttons the shirt and sweeps it back on each side exposing her breasts. ‘Secondly, I will be your sex slave, your fuck toy if you will. You can spank me if I do wrong, you can have me day or night. Keep me naked on a leash if you like. I’ll do whatever you want.’

I’m getting slightly wet downstairs. If she means what she says then I am definitely interested. I must come across as some ‘hardnosed bitch’ as Marie is not the first woman to ask me to dominate her ... or man. I have even used it on some of my jobs, getting the man on his knees before me, then knocking him out with the sleep gas.

I take a deep breath and then decide to accept her offer. I’ve had some experience in this field so I think I know how to handle her. ‘Come here girl.’ She gets up from her side of the centre island and walks round to my side, where I am sitting on a stool, which puts me at the right height to grab her nipples. At first, I just roll them gently between my thumb and forefinger, then I squeeze them hard, making her gasp. ‘Listen here, girly. I accept your offer, I will be your Mistress and you will be my slave. You belong to me now, I will beat you and fuck you, all for my pleasure, not yours ... do you understand?’

I feel her tremble through her nipples, although from fear or excitement I can’t tell. 

‘Yes, Ella.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I correct her.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ she replies.

‘Then kneel.’

Marie kneels before me. I stand up, ‘Remove my panties.’ She does that and I sit back on the stool again.

I part my knees. ‘It is time to pleasure your Mistress. You may begin.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’
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Marie really takes to this ‘slavery’ thing like she was born for it. As I’m still not 100% sure if she is a plant or not, all I can say is if she is only playacting, she’s damned good at it. She brings me breakfast in bed, then we go skiing for the morning, have lunch on the slopes, and then when we return in the afternoon if the sun is shining, we sunbathe on the balcony of the chalet. 

When I’m ready, I take my bath or shower (no point in taking it in the morning, I’ll only get sweaty, skiing) and she patiently washes me while I sip champagne (in the bath, not the shower, idiot). I randomly spank her which seems to enjoy, so I move up to hitting on the arse with my belt, which gets her very wet, then I make her service me before I let her get satisfaction.

Her shyness regarding nudity and sex seems to have faded away. If it’s Wednesday, we often go to the baths where, on my orders, Marie always goes topless now. She even asked me to take her to the ‘adult shop’ in the town, where I let her choose the toys that she would like me to use on her. She’s dabbled with toys before, but I introduced her to nipple clamps and butt plugs. (Well, if a woman wants me to abuse her, I’ll give it my best shot.)

I was surprised by the size of the strap on that she chose, but she manages to take it all, if suitably warmed up first. Often when I use it, as I enter deeply inside her, she seems to lose all sense of where we are and she urges me to, ‘Fuck me hard, Mistress, like a dirty bitch, make me suffer.’ So I do, often.

The next six weeks are spent having sex, drinking, shopping, skiing, having sex, dining out and one more thing, what was it now ... oh yes, having sex.

We learn things about ourselves and each other, that I honestly don’t think we ever knew before. As I’ve said, I’ve played these Dom/slave games before, but regardless of whether I’ve been the top or the bottom, they’ve only been games, part of a heist ... until now. I’ve never really understood before the sheer erotic power of having complete control over another person. Marie is like my pet monkey who I can make dance any time, to any music I choose. I feel empowered in a way I’ve never felt before. I never knew I was such a Dom Bitch! I guess Mary Poppins doesn’t end up in Special Forces teams, taking out bad guys.

Marie tells me that giving away total power over herself to another person, gives her a sense of freedom, like she’s never had before, in that she doesn’t have to make any decisions or take responsibility for anything. She says it’s incredibly liberating.

As she suggested, I often keep her naked on a leash when we are in the chalet, and punish her for the slightest error. The look of devotion in her eyes makes me think her submission might just be genuine. Occasionally, I even have flights of fancy, as I imagine her kneeling naked and tanned, next to my sun lounger at the villa in Naples, as she awaits the next opportunity to serve her Mistress, or suspending her from the trellis surrounding the patio, while I whip that delectable backside of hers. Ah ... if only.

In another life I wouldn’t mind continuing the relationship, in the roles we have established, but in my profession, I can’t afford to have anyone in my life that might be a weak link in my chain.

Sadly, all good things must come to an end, and with much crying from both of us, I wave her goodbye at the airport and we go our separate ways. She’s given me her number, but she tells me she has no expectations that I will ever get in touch, but she’s learned to live with that, it was fun while it lasted. I’ve disposed of our sex toys so there won’t be any embarrassing incidents at customs. Time to leave my fantasy world behind and go back to real life.
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The next ‘holiday’ from Isaac I choose is Roger Corwen, an American who is domiciled in Australia but of no fixed abode. He owns a big boat (this is way past a yacht, this is ocean-going sea liner size) and moves around the Aussie coastline where his fancy takes him. He’s going to be in Sydney for the F1 Australian Grand Prix, which this year is being held in Sydney instead of Melbourne. Isaac tells me Corwen will be mooring his boat in Sydney Harbour, for the duration. Not sure if that will make it harder or easier to rob him.

Isaac has fixed me up with a press pass so I can pose as my ‘legend’ Dawn Frobisher, from a famous British magazine. He has even got me access to the VIP area. It’s actually great fun wandering around the pits, or sitting in the stands with all the celebrities and rich people, watching the teams test drive their cars on the track before the races start in a few days. I actually interview several people to make my cover look legitimate.

Anyway, I do my due diligence and follow Roger Corwen around when he is ashore, to various restaurants, yacht clubs, night clubs, etc. monitoring his habits, his companions and how much he does drink/drugs and sleeps with bimbos. He has a reputation as a party animal. I intend to be one of those bimbos he invites back to his boat for a party. If necessary, I’ll fuck him before I crack his safe, but with enough of us tarts around, maybe I’ll get lucky and he’ll pick one of the others. Of course, I use a different disguise each day I’m surveilling him, so he won’t recognise me.

Naturally, I have another identity standing by for the part of the bimbo, can’t have posh Dawn Frobisher from a reputable magazine, dropping her French knickers and sucking on his dick now, can we? I’ll just be some Aussie tart who likes to be fucked by rich blokes. (After all, everyone has to have a hobby.)

All the race teams are setting up, and trying out their cars, the actual racing doesn’t start until next week, so I have some time to plan the heist. I decide to spend them sunbathing on the beach as I make my evil plans, Mwahaha!

According to Corwen’s regular itinerary, he and his entourage come ashore around 7 o’clock. They have dinner, then he hits the casino for a couple of hours, then win or lose, he and his gang hit the top spot in Sydney night clubs. I figure if I go there around 11 o’clock, and ingratiate myself with the crowd, everyone is so pissed by then, he may not even notice I’m a new face. But once I’ve groped him and let him put his hand up my skirt, he probably won’t care anyway.

I’m lying there in the sun, jotting all this down when I hear someone call, ‘Ella ... Ella. Oh no. I try to roll over and cover myself so I can’t be seen but it’s too late. Marie from Gilé sur le Cascade, comes over and standing over me says, ‘Ella, what are you doing here? What a small world.’

I was going to ignore her and hope that she would think she was mistaken, but with her shouting my name out like that I have to respond. I quickly drag her down beside me and tell her to be quiet.

‘Hush,’ I say. ‘I’m undercover and I’m not using that name, don’t call me Ella or you’ll blow my cover. I’m here on an insurance fraud case and I’m following a suspect. That’s why I have to remain incognito.’

‘Gosh,’ she says. ‘It sounds exciting. What should I call you then?’

‘Dawn Frobisher, that’s the name I’m using, Dawn ... remember that.’

‘Will do.’ Then she starts gushing about how great it is to see me once more. After the ski resort she never thought she’d see me again, but here we are, ‘A small world,’ she repeats.

‘Why are you here?’ I ask her.

‘I’m taking photos of the Grand Prix, freelance photo journalist, remember? I’m covering the races, well ... not the races exactly, but the wives and girlfriends of the drivers and the rich and famous, fashion aspect you know. Thought I’d take a break and catch some rays.’

‘Well, spread your towel out here and join me.’ What else can I do, if I was legitimately who I said I was, I wouldn’t try to drive her away, so we spend the day together. My suspicions are aroused though; it’s NOT that small a world. However, she IS a photo journalist so it’s not unreasonable to expect her to turn up to an event like the Grand Prix.

During the day, she keeps fiddling with her camera, brushing the sand off, polishing the lens and so on, and I start thinking she is trying to take photos of me without me knowing. I offer to buy us ice cream and as I approach the beachfront shop, I catch the reflection of Marie in the glass front of the shop, and she is definitely taking pictures of me as I walk away.

I go in the shop and order two ice creams and they have a large refrigerator this side of the counter. ‘Drinks?’ I ask and the server points to the fridge. I open it, grab a couple of bottles, at the same time I sneakily swipe one of the fridge magnets on the door, and slip it into my bikini bottoms.

Later, Marie suggests going in the sea, but I tell her to go ahead, I’ll stay and look after our gear. While she is splashing around in the sea, I pick up her camera, take the memory card out and apply the fridge magnet. Hopefully that will cloud or even erase all the images she has of me. I leave it there as long as I can, then slip the card back into the camera when I see her returning.

I’m convinced now that neither of us are who we say we are, and I am definitely being set up for something. This blows the chance of robbing the billionaire though, so I abort the heist. Isaac will be annoyed after all the trouble he went to, but it can’t be helped.

I decide to follow that old adage, ‘Keep your friends close and your enemies closer.’ I invite her back to my room at the hotel, luckily(?) she is staying at the same hotel but on a different floor. We order room service that night and its not too far into the bottle of wine, before we both admit that we miss what we had in Gilé, and why not take it up again, now that fate has brought us together again.

‘The same conditions as in Gilé?’ I ask.

‘Exactly the same conditions, as Gilé,’ she replies, smiling. ‘I’ve even taken to carrying handcuffs with me ... just in case I meet a woman like you.’

‘There aren’t many women like me.’

‘I know, that’s why I thanked God when I saw you on the beach. Do you have time to play ... what about the case you’re working on?’

‘That’s okay, the target is out of the country at the moment. My job is to keep an eye on the place we think he is going to rob, here in Sydney, until he comes back ... we’ve time for anything you have in mind.’

(Come on, I know you’re thinking I’m taking advantage of the girl, but she is throwing herself at me again, and I should take the opportunity to find out if she is genuine or not ... and ... and ... I like the taste of her pussy. So there.)

We look at each other for a moment, she licks her lips and I get very moist downstairs. ‘Do you trust me?’ I ask.

‘Implicitly,’ she replies.

‘Very well, then. Go away, take your clothes off, put the handcuffs on, then come back and give me the key.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

I sit there sipping my wine, breathing heavily until she returns, naked, as instructed. I see she has cuffed her hands behind her back. If your hands are cuffed in front of you, you can raise them in your defence, if necessary, to ward off blows. With your hands behind your back, you have no such defence, you’re helpless.

‘This is how much I trust you,’ she says. Turning round, she drops the key into my waiting hand. ‘You own me now, I am your property, do with me as you will.’

So I do.
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With the Corwen heist now a bust, I have plenty of free time. So it would appear, does Marie, so we indulge ourselves. We have lots of rough sex (damn, that girl is insatiable). We can’t go to the beach as she can’t wear a bikini, because of the marks I leave behind on her arse and thighs when I whip her (at her request) but we get the sun on the balcony in her room part of the day, so we mostly spend our time in her room. I don’t really want her in mine in case she sees something she’s not supposed to. Besides, her room has the better view.

Her whip marks are covered up by a dress though, so we go for walks. I take her past a local art gallery, a high end one, and tell her that’s the place I’m keeping an eye on. (Pure bullshit of course.)

We go shopping in the local market and I order her to buy fruit and veg. Bananas and strawberries particularly. Also, as we don’t have any sex toys, I tell her to buy some cucumbers of various sizes and some cling-film, or cling wrap as they call it in Australia.

We spend many happy hours inserting the bananas and strawberries into each other and then eating them out. How I use the cling wrapped cucumbers on Marie, I’ll leave to your imagination.

It’s not all sex (well, it mostly is) but we do girly things that girls do on slumber parties. We trim each other’s pubic hair, we paint each other’s toe nails and so on. Today I have had Marie wash my feet, then on my instructions, suck on my toes, just to make sure they’re really clean, before painting my nails. I’m wearing a robe and Marie of course is naked.

‘Do you like being my slave?’ I ask as I sip my wine.

‘Yes, Mistress. You are exactly the sort of woman I used to fantasise about when I masturbated, growing up. Strong, beautiful, domineering, I never knew women like you actually existed. I thought they were just a myth in the porn movies. I tried submitting to a few other women but none of them were exactly right for me. Then I met you.’

‘Have you ever slept with men?’

‘I did when I was younger ... after all, isn’t that what girls are meant to do? But they never did much for me, they never got me as excited as women did ... and none of them ever got me as wet as you do. One might say it’s an honour to be your slave.’

I decide to let her show me. I stand up, take her chin and bend her head back, opening her mouth. Leaning over, I spit into her mouth, just saliva, not phlegm or anything nasty. She doesn’t utter a word of complaint, just swallows it.

That was when we both knew for certain that she was truly mine.
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Things are going great between us. I’m even beginning to plan how to fit her into my life, how much I should tell her about me, can I trust her enough to tell her the truth about Jennifer Diamond, or should I just carry on playing Ella St. James, the Insurance Investigator, and so on, when the worst thing happens.

We are in bed making love (of course) when Marie has an intense orgasm. I’ve been working on her for some time so it’s quite a notable one. As she comes, she’s not even in the same bed as me, her mind is off, floating out there somewhere, when she gasps, ‘Oh, Jennifer.’

Oh shit! Jennifer ... not Dawn, not Ella but Jennifer. That means she knows who I really am. Shit, what do I do? If I let on, that she said my name, that it will generate all sorts of problems and may even cause her to involve the cops. Is she working for them? I just have to act natural.

In gratitude, she wants to give me an orgasm, so I let her try. Naturally, I’m hard to arouse as I’m in shock, so she spends a long time between my legs before I manage to think myself into a convincing fake orgasm. Satisfied that I’m also satisfied, she rolls back onto the bed and gathers her breath.

‘I just need to get something from my bag,’ I tell her. ‘I bought you a present.’ I go to my bag and get my perfume spray, I carry it at all times, better than a rape alarm. ‘I found this perfume and I thought of you.’ I hold it up to her and give her a full blast of Dentrinol 7 in the face. I catch her head as she passes out and lower it gently to the bed. I’d like to kiss her goodbye but that would get the Dentrinol on me, so I kiss the back of her hand. ‘Such a pity ... together we could have had the world,’ I tell her unconscious body. I draw the sheets over her and get ready to leave.

I quickly get dressed and go back to my room. In the military, and often afterwards, a soldier has a ‘GO BAG’. This contains everything that a soldier absolutely needs if they have to leave a location at a moment’s notice, 90 seconds or less, leaving everything else behind. For a soldier that will mean water, rations, spare ammo, maps and so on. Many of us keep up the tradition in civvy street, but now it contains money, passport, driving licence, ID card, a weapon perhaps, whatever they need to survive.

Mine consists of all the fake passports and credit cards I brought on this trip. I quickly throw in a few pairs of knickers, and a dress that you can crush down and it gains its form again with a shake. I also throw in one of my wigs, everything else I leave behind. I grab my coat and going down to the lobby, check out and ask them to call me a taxi to the airport. They already have an imprint of my credit card in Dawn Frobisher’s name. It’s genuine, they’ll get paid. There’s no point getting arrested for penny-ante credit card fraud, when you’re planning jewel robberies for hundreds of thousands of pounds.

I get to the airport and after a quick trip to the Ladies, emerge with a different dress and a fresh wig on. Then I take the next plane out to anywhere. From there I fly to Singapore where I have further fake identities and changes of clothing stashed in an airport locker. (I left them there on the way to Australia.) Then eventually, after a couple more countries, back home to Naples.
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I’m outside the villa, checking the oil level on the old jalopy I own. I use it to get around the local village or to take me to the station if I want to train it into Naples for the day. I’m just checking the dipstick, yes it looks fine, when I hear Marie say, ‘Hello, Jennifer.’

Shit! She’s not only found me, she knows who I am. I replace the dipstick and close the bonnet. I take a pause before answering, and I look around but I don’t see any black SUVs full of heavily armed SWAT teams, so I relax slightly. One of the vineyard workers drives past on a tractor, pulling a trailer behind, loaded with farming equipment. Most of the vineyard staff know me by sight, so he gives me a wave, which I return. It all seems peaceful enough.

‘Hello, Marie ... what brings you here?’ I ask innocently.

‘You left in such a hurry that you left your clothes behind.’ She indicates my suitcase next to her. ‘Forensics have finished with them, so I figure you might as well have them back.’

Forensics? This is worse than I thought it might be. Forensics means she has cop connections and here I was hoping it was just a disgruntled, jilted lover.

‘How did you find me?’ I ask.

She glances in the direction of the tractor. ‘It’s rather complicated ... do you mind if we discuss this inside?’

I pick up my suitcase and lead the way inside. I’ll have to burn the suitcase and the clothes of course, they’re probably loaded with tracking devices. I dump the suitcase and head out onto the patio. I open a bottle of wine as Marie takes in the swimming pool and checks out the view from the cliff top.

‘I can see why you come back here every time, between ... jobs,’ she says. ‘It’s beautiful.’

I sit at the table, pour two glasses of wine and rap on the table to get her attention. ‘Sit,’ I order, pointing to the opposite side of the table. When she has sat down and taken a sip of wine, I tell her, ‘Please explain who you are, how you know who I am, who you work for, how you found me and what you’re doing here.’

‘Like I said, it’s complicated ... my name ... my real name is Marie Somers ... you’re Jennifer Diamond, and possibly “The Ice Queen”, at least that’s what Interpol calls the woman who has been robbing high-end jewellery from various victims around the world, for the past few years. As for finding you, Interpol have known where you live for years, they’ve just not had the justification to arrest you.’

Shit! I think, I’ll have to find a new sanctuary. ‘And Interpol thinks that I’m this, what did you call her ... The Ice Queen?’

‘Sort of, they don’t know for certain if it’s you, but you’re high on their list of suspects, but up ‘til now they have no proof either way. You’re not the only suspect by the way, just the prime one. So they tasked me with getting close to you, to find out what I could, most of all if you were her or not.’

‘Why you?’

‘Well, I’m an agent of Interpol and they are perfectly aware of my preference for ladies. They told me to get close to you and then worm my way into your affections. I was to play the willing ingénue and if necessary, let you seduce me, to find out if you were the Ice Queen or not. Her psychological profile said that she was an independent, domineering type, who would always like to be the one in control, so I should get to know you and follow your lead.’

‘So all that “I want you to dominate me,” in Gilé and then Sydney was just pure bollocks?’ I ask her. ‘Just a way to get under my skin? I’m disappointed that Interpol would sink that low, and you too, come to that.’

She took another sip of wine. I noticed her hand was trembling as she put the glass down. It was as if she was steeling herself to say something serious. ‘No ... that’s the thing ... it was meant to be, but once I got to know you ... once we became lovers ... it all became true. Everything I told you about wanting to be dominated by you, to belong to you, every word of that was true. I spoke from the heart. During our times together I wasn’t working for Interpol, I was working for me.’ She blushes furiously.

‘But you knew all along I was Jennifer Diamond?’

‘Yes.’

‘So after you left, you told Interpol all about me?’

‘What was there to tell? As long as we were together you never put a foot wrong, never committed an illegal act.’

‘I’m pretty certain that you still don’t have any proof that I am this Ice Queen, and no evidence I have ever robbed anyone. So why are you here ... now?’

‘I’ve come to warn you Jennifer. Interpol are getting desperate, you’ve robbed some important people in the past, and they’re bringing pressure to bear on the authorities for some action. Interpol can’t just wait around for you to make a mistake and give them the proof they need, so they are going for entrapment instead.

‘They’re thinking is that with “your ego and your greed”, they’re words not mine, you will go after the next big thing that is dangled in front of you.’

‘And that would be?’

‘The Blue Rajah diamond.’

‘Never heard of it,’ I lie. In fact, I know all about it. The Blue Rajah, a world-famous blue-white diamond, roughly the same size as the Koh-i-Noor diamond, and about the same number of carats, 100 plus or minus. It’s a trophy from the days of the British Raj in India. I’ve been reading up on it in the file that Isaac sent me. He knew I’d be interested so he gave me all the details that he had, and the dossier is sitting in my safe, already well-thumbed.

‘Of course you have, Jennifer, everyone in the world has heard of it. It will be an open secret soon, listed in all the papers, that the Brazilian billionaire, Raoul Sifuentes, has just purchased it. Interpol believes that your psych profile indicates that you won’t be able to resist attempting to steal it.

‘Now there’s nothing they can do about you cosying up to Sifuentes, even using a false name, but if he invites you back to his island and you steal the stone, then they will be waiting for you, and you’ll get caught ... or killed. Not by Interpol of course, but Sifuentes has his own private security force protecting his island, and if they catch you in the act or trying to escape ... then it could be fatal.’

‘You’re claiming that you’ve come to warn me, off your own back? Interpol doesn’t know about this?’

‘They don’t know a thing, they think I’m on leave in England. You must believe me.’

‘Let’s just say I do for a moment ... why have you come?’

‘Damn it woman, can’t you see ... I’m in love with you. Those times we had in Gilé and Sydney were real for me, and I know they were real for you. I don’t want to see you killed because of some stupid jewel!’

Now it’s me that has to take a drink, and whose hand is trembling as I put the glass back on the table. I stare at Marie for a moment, unable to speak. I get up, walk to the cliff edge, and stare out over the Bay of Naples. I hear Marie sob behind me but I ignore it. It’s a lot to take in, Isaac and I are planning to steal the Blue Rajah, but now that Interpol are in on the game, it puts things in a different light.

I go back to the table and pour us both fresh glasses of wine. Marie wipes her eyes and glugs her glass down. She can’t look me in the eyes. I refill her glass.

‘Look, Jennifer, I know that we can never have again what we once had, I know that, I’ve betrayed you. But this isn’t about us, it’s about you staying alive. Please don’t go to Rio, in fact, why not give up this criminal life you lead? You’re a thorn in Interpol’s side, eventually they’ll catch you and put you away for the rest of your life, just out of spite. If you stop now, they can’t touch you. Unless some new evidence comes to light in the future, you’re clean, they’ve got nothing on you, only circumstantial evidence. Please, give it up.’

I drink my wine and look out to sea. ‘Where are you staying tonight?’ I ask.

‘Oh, I thought I’d walk back into the village and find a place for the night.’

‘Forget it, it’s a couple of miles walk to the village, and there won’t be anywhere available. You’ll stay here tonight, in the spare room. No arguing.’

‘No, Mistr– I mean no, Jennifer, no arguing.’

‘Good. You can help me make dinner then.’

We have an awkward dinner, with lots of long silences. I catch her looking at me (what I hope is longingly) and to be honest, I want to drag her across the table and stick my tongue down her throat, but there’s too much water between us now, in light of all she’s confessed to me today.

After dinner, we drink more wine on the patio as we watch the sun go down, then we have an early night in our separate bedrooms.

I lay awake, tossing and turning for a couple of hours, before getting up and going to her room. I haven’t forgiven her, but I’ve been missing her so much I can’t stay away from her when she is only yards away from me.

She’s awake also. ‘I hoped you’d come,’ she says.

Without saying anything I climb into bed with her and she rolls into my arms.
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Next morning, things are a little easier between us, sex does that, but we don’t discuss the reason why she came to Naples. After breakfast I drive her to the station and she heads off on the next train to the airport.

I go back to my villa and call Isaac on my laptop over a secure, encrypted channel. After explaining the situation, he asks, ‘Well, my little Schatze, on the one hand you face life imprisonment or possibly death. Alternately, you can spend that life with a woman who obviously speaks the truth when she says she loves you, after all, she risked her career to warn you. Which will you choose?’

‘But, Isaac, it’s the Blue Rajah. I’d be famous.’

‘It will confirm that you are The Ice Queen. If you steal that they will hunt you forever. What’s the point of being famous in the prison yard? However ... supposing you steal it and we ransom it back to the insurance company for a reward? Say 20% and I’ll let them beat me down to 15%.

‘The insurance company will be happy as they’ve saved money, the owner will be happy to get it back, and Interpol will have a hard time pursuing a case when it has already been resolved.’

‘You wouldn’t make as much as if you fenced it,’ I counter.

‘It’s only money. At the end of the day, I’d rather my Jennifer was walking around free, not in jail or being followed around by the police for the rest of her life. That’s no way to live, but Jennifer Diamond is Jennifer Diamond, and she must do what she must do.’

I’m genuinely torn between the two options. I sign off with Isaac and spend the next few days running hard and doing many lengths in the pool. I need the physical activity to help me figure out my future moves.

Several days later I call Isaac up again. ‘Fuck it, I like a challenge. Here’s a list of equipment I’m going to need. I’ll send you the address to ship it to. Meanwhile, send me the ‘Legends’ and then book me on a plane to Rio de Janeiro.
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Weeks have passed while Isaac and I make the arrangements for Rio. Now it’s time to go there and get my arse shot off (maybe). I dress carefully for the trip, beige slacks, green turtle-neck sweater, a red hoodie over the top and brown slip-on trainers. I pack an identical outfit in my suitcase. A brown, crocodile-skin suitcase. I pack everything I really need, into my carry-on bag. Everything else goes into the suitcase.

I phone for a taxi from the village to take me to the airport, and do my nails while I wait for it to arrive. I take care not to apply any nail polish; it’s a distinctive mark you see, too easy to spot on airport CCTV.

The taxi finally arrives so I pick up my suitcase and go outside. I lock the door behind me. I just use the normal key and lock. If they ever raid this place looking for me, there’s no sense in making them smash their way in. I might as well just let them pick the lock instead of blowing the door open. There’s nothing incriminating for them to find anyway, the safe is empty and the laptop is wiped clean. All dossiers about Rio have been burned on the BBQ, and the ashes ground to dust. Everything I need is safely hidden away on the Dark Web.

Naple’s traffic is heavy as usual but we make it in plenty of time, as I’m getting there deliberately early, I have things to do before I catch my flight. I mooch around the shops for a while, then after checking my watch, go the café and get a coffee. I take out my phone and send a text to the mobile phone number that Isaac gave me. ‘CAFÉ, NOW.’

I sip my coffee waiting to see who turns up in response. I watch the people coming and going for a while, when my phone ‘pings’. I check the text and it says, ‘BLONDE GIRL, LEATHER JACKET AND JEANS.’

I look around and see her on the opposite side of the café. I give her a discreet nod to let her know I’ve spotted her. I give us both a moment to finish our coffee, and then stand up and head for the Ladies. We both wash our hands while we wait for the room to empty. When we have the place to ourselves, we don’t waste time introducing ourselves, we hurriedly swap cases. I give her my brown crocodile-skin suitcase and she gives me her black, leather one with buckles. She pulls off her leather jacket, rips off the blonde wig and hands them both to me. I give her my hoodie in return.

We each grab our suitcases and head for different cubicles. Inside, I open the suitcase and find jeans, leather boots and T-shirt, matching the ones she is wearing, along with other clothing. I hurriedly strip off my clothing and change into them. In another cubicle, she will have opened my suitcase and found a pair of beige slacks, a green turtle-neck sweater, with a red hoodie and brown slip-on trainers, along with other clothing that I would normally wear.

I hastily put on the wig as best as I can without a mirror. Closing the case, I go to the mirror and straighten my wig so it looks better. It’s a sort of spiky cut and it goes perfectly with the outfit I’m wearing, sort of a punky, rock-chick, image. I’m just making last minute touches to my outfit when her cubicle door opens and my Doppelgänger walks out. (That’s German for one’s double.) I freeze for a moment, sort of in shock. I’m amazed how much she looks like me. Especially with her hair. It’s my shade of brown and cut short, in a pixie cut. I usually wear it like that so it’s easier to wear wigs on my jobs.

I double check to make sure she isn’t wearing nail polish or any makeup. I stipulated that to Isaac, so we wouldn’t have to waste time duplicating that. As a last thought, we swap watches, which I almost forgot about. We give each other a final look-over, then we speak at last. ‘You go first,’ I tell her.

‘Good luck,’ she replies.

‘Enjoy.’ With that she picks up the crocodile-skin suitcase and heads out. I’ve no idea who she was when she walked into the airport (Isaac arranged for her, so she’s obviously trustworthy) but she is now Jennifer Diamond, on her way to Bali for a month, to a secluded ‘Spiritual Retreat & Meditation Centre’ (very exclusive, guests and staff only) courtesy of yours truly. Interpol, the FBI, the CIA and the fucking Dagenham Girl Pipers for all I care, can waste their time watching ‘Jennifer Diamond’ enriching her spiritual well-being, while they sweat it out drinking Pina Colada’s at the tax payer’s expense. Of course, if I’m in Bali, then I can’t be robbing anyone in Rio, can I? With the police able to stand up in court and swear I was nowhere near Rio, it’s the perfect alibi.

Meanwhile I, as Marika Haagen, a Dutch national, can go about my business without being watched. I pick up my leather suitcase with buckles, and head off to catch my flight to Amsterdam, where I will change identities again, take a flight to America, and then onto Brazil.
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I land at Santos Dumont Airport in Rio de Janeiro, as Julia Ransome, investigative journalist. I did the first few legs of the journey in ‘cattle class’, it makes it harder to track anyone amongst the ‘great unwashed’. I decided to do the last leg in Business class and arrive as my present legend, just in case Raoul Sifuentes’ people check me out, as I’m sure they will.

I go to the hotel that Isaac has arranged for me. It’s a posh hotel, not top of the range, but quite within the price range of my cover. I book in and explain to them that there will be times when I am away for a few days at a time as I go around the country interviewing people, but I still want to keep the room. They assure me that it will be kept. When they give me my room key, they hand me a package that is waiting for me. Once the porter has taken my bags to the room, I tip him, then check the room for such things as two-way mirrors, listening devices, etc. Once it seems secure, I open the package.

It contains several items that Isaac’s contacts have left for me. On his instructions, one of his contacts (or a member of his organisation? I’m not really sure how far his tentacles spread) has rented an empty warehouse, and a van in the name of Leeta Vargas (just in case I get stopped and have to show some ID). There are all the relevant keys and documentation, and a map of how to get to the warehouse.

Once I’ve settled in and had some lunch, I go on a shopping expedition. I find a second-hand shop and buy myself some clothing appropriate for Leeta Vargas, various T shirts and vests, combat style jacket, trousers and boots. I change in the fitting rooms and leave the place as Leeta. I grab a taxi and it takes me to the warehouse.

I let myself in and check the place out. Water and electric supply, and a working toilet (thank God). I make a mental note to buy a kettle and a microwave. I might have to spend a good few hours in there. I check the van over; it’s what they call a panel van, no windows in the back. It starts first time and ticks over nicely. Isaac has some good people working for him. I open the roll up door of the warehouse and drive the van out. Locking the door behind me I go shopping again. Just to give me a chance to familiarise myself with the van. Do the brakes stick or are they soft? Does it steer straight? That sort of thing. I find a supermarket and stock up on tea, coffee, milk, bread, butter, jam and so on, and tinned food that can be microwaved. I stop at another place and buy an air mattress and a sleeping bag. I don’t bother with a camp bed; I’ll sleep in the back of the empty van.

Once I’ve set up my home from home, I drive the van near to my hotel, park up and change back into Julia Ransome. Then I return to the hotel.
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A few days later, I drive to airport customs and pick up the crate that Isaac sent me. I take it back to my base at the warehouse. I drag it out of the back of the van and crowbar it open. Labelled as ‘Air Conditioner Parts’, it contains certain electronic equipment, a wet suit, swim fins, masks, and a few ‘speciality items’ that I requested.

When Isaac and I were scoping out the job, we realised that although Sifuentes had an apartment in Rio, he would naturally store the Blue Rajah at his home on his private island. Yes, the flash git owns his own island, a couple of miles off the coast of Rio. That is where he has the most security and the safest place for it. So the chances are that once I steal it (I can’t just smuggle the jewel out in my knickers) I would have to make my own way back from the island ... probably underwater and possibly during daylight. To that end I put in a special order with Isaac.

If I was to use conventional SCUBA tanks, I would be visible from above, as my oxygen bubbles rise to the surface. Can’t be helped, it’s how it’s designed and can’t be masked. However, those clever people in underwater combat forces came up with a handy alternative, what they call a CCUBA device, a Closed Circuit Underwater Breathing Apparatus, or an Oxygen Rebreather. What this does is recycle the gases that you are breathing in and out, and releases NO BUBBLES, to be seen. Clever, eh? I’ve used them before when I was in the military.

I tasked Isaac with acquiring a couple of these devices and he sent them to me, along with wetsuits, masks, swim fins and so on. Also as requested, there are two Underwater Scooters. Neat little gadgets, they are only about the size of a large Thermos flask, with a handle on each side. Battery powered, they can pull you along underwater at a decent speed, and each charge lasts for about 60 minutes.

There are also a couple of Shark Guns, with a tag attached saying, ‘Just in case.’ A Shark Gun is a long stick and at one end it holds a shotgun cartridge. You hold that end against a shark, then pulling the trigger at the other end will fire the cartridge into any shark that is taking too much of an interest in you. More effective than a spear gun, it will severely wound the shark, or kill it if you hit it in the head. Unfortunately, the seas around Rio contain sharks. Oh well, what is life without risk?

The electronic toys consist of a police scanner that covers the Brazilian police frequencies. There is also a receiver for following any tracking devices I use on Sifuentes. I set up the police scanner and listen to it to familiarise myself with their procedures, as I boil the kettle and microwave some tinned spaghetti.
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I spend most of the next couple of weeks between following my target, Raoul Sifuentes, around, or establishing my credentials as Julia Ransome, investigative journalist. Every few days I show myself around the hotel, when I fancy eating something that doesn’t come out of a can, and have a drink. I follow Raoul around as Leeta, which excludes me from going into the same places as him, so I have to wait outside the restaurant or whatever until he comes out. I could go inside as Julia Ransome but I’m saving her until later.

I’m also checking out the opposition at the same time, by that I mean his security goons. They are good but I’ve been trained by the best, so I know I’m better than them. Let’s just hope I don’t have to prove it to them. They never spot me tailing him. I notice on occasion they leave gaps in his cover that only a professional would spot. They even let me get close enough one time to put a tracker on his jacket, but that will only be good until he changes his clothes. But it gives me a chance to test out the device back in the warehouse. 

Raoul Sifuentes is a business man, and he needs to be at the centre of things to do business, so during the week he tends to stay at his apartment in Rio, going to his island for long weekends. He still likes to ‘play’ though, he does his ‘hooting and ‘roaring’ at the Rio nightclubs. He usually collects himself a couple of floozies for the night and takes them back to his flat. According to Isaac’s dossier on him, if one of his one-night-stands particularly takes his fancy, then he might keep her around for a week or two, before dumping her. I intend to become one of those he takes a fancy to. One who interests him enough to take back to his island for a long weekend. That’s when I’ll steal the diamond.

Sometimes, when I’m Julia Ransome, I take the opportunity to have the occasional day off. First of all, I go up Sugarloaf Mountain on the cable car. That’s the mountain that James Bond goes up in “Moonraker” and has the cable car fight on the way down. I’ve always wanted to visit that. It also gives me a chance to use the fitted telescopes to have a look at Raoul’s island. (I’ve decided to think of him as Raoul instead of Sifuentes. If I’m going to get close ... intimate with him even, I’d better start thinking of him in a friendly, perhaps romantic, way. It’ll make my job easier, later.)

You see, the best way to do these jobs is to get involved with the mark, sexually usually. The reason I pick Raoul and people like him to rob, is that they are usually ‘players’. Married or single they like to fuck around with other people, besides their spouses or regular partners. It gives me an easy way into their lives. Dangle an easy piece of fuck meat in front of them (like me) and they seem to be unable to keep it in their pants, or keep their pants on, depending on their sex. Which I take advantage of.

Serves them right, they shouldn’t fuck around, should they?

I climb Jesus’ statue overlooking Rio, as that gives me a better look out towards Raoul’s island. I also take a drive as Leeta to visit Praia de Ipanema – Ipanema Beach, another place I’ve always wanted to visit. As I walk towards the beach humming The Girl from Ipanema to myself as I go, I can’t help but notice a few pickpockets about the place. Occupational hazard I’m afraid, can’t help spotting bad guys.

I find a spot to settle after noting all the beach boundaries, the exits from the beach, the choke point if there is a mass stampede off the sand, then strip off, down to my bikini. After a couple of hours of sunbathing, I see a couple of guys circling me, checking me out. Over time they draw closer in a tighter circle. Hopefully they’re just beach bums living off the proceeds of what they can steal from the sun worshippers. If that’s the case, then they are unlikely to be armed with anything more than knives. If they are heavier duty dudes, then they might be carrying guns, but that would probably mean that they were after me ... Jennifer Diamond, not some casual beach bunny. Let’s hope that’s not the case.

Let’s get this over with then. I have a rummage around in my bag and then place it down, upright, handle prominently standing up, as an invite. I lay back and keep watch through my mirrored sunglasses. I always wear them in situations like this, I like to know who is watching me, without them knowing I’m watching them.

One of them walks down to the water’s edge and then along the beach until he is level with where I’m lying. He turns and heads up the beach so he will pass by me. Probably grab the bag and if I notice, run for it. I watch him as he comes closer and when he grabs for my bag, I grab him by his hand. I take a firm grip on his little finger and bend it until he drops to his knees to avoid it being broken. ‘No, no, senhorita,’ he gasps. I don’t know enough Portuguese to question him but I don’t have time anyway, his buddy is approaching, knife in hand. I can’t deal with him and leave the bag thief free behind me, so I have to incapacitate him. I quickly force his finger backwards, snapping it, and he bends over in agony.

I turn to deal with his pal, I grab his knife arm by the wrist to stop him stabbing me, then with my other hand I grab his nuts and twist. He gives a strangled groan as I pull him to his knees by his balls. ‘Stay here and look after your friend,’ I tell him. I quickly pick up my things and leave, leaving the two of them nursing their wounds, all interest in me forgotten.
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I drive up into the hills overlooking Ipanema beach and look at Raoul’s island through my army binoculars. I identify the spot nearest to it in a straight line across the sea, the Atlantic Ocean to be exact.

I hop in my van and head down to sea level. I drive along the coast until I reach the place I have selected. I park the vehicle amongst the trees, all the hills along the coast are heavily forested. I get a spade out of the van then step out onto the coast road, checking that the van is completely hidden from the casual viewer.

Satisfied that it is, I wander along the beach. It’s not good enough to be a proper beach, just a piece of ground where the land meets the sea, some distance from the coast road. I search around the place until I find a likely spot. It’s by a triangular shaped rock, that’s good, it’ll be easy to locate in the dark. I take a GPS reading on my Garmin device, then I dig into the ground in front of it with the spade, going down about a foot or so. It’s good, soft, sandy soil, it’ll make a nice spot to bury something, later. This is where I’ll hide my escape kit, a change of clothes, fresh passport and identity cards. I don’t know exactly when I’ll do the job, so I can’t book my aeroplane tickets in advance. Hopefully, I can get to the airport, dump the van, and get on a plane to anywhere, before the shit hits the fan.
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It’s time to start following Raoul as Julia Ransome, but this time I’ll let his people spot me following him. This is how I’ll get my introduction to him. I follow him to his favourite restaurants, his night clubs and so on, taking photos of him, making sure I get seen.

After a week or so, I’m sitting in a club watching him and his cronies drinking in VIP area, wearing a very short sparkly dress, low-cut at the front, showing plenty of cleavage. Hard to miss, when two shadows the size of Redwood trees appear either side of me.

‘Excuse me, Miss. Mr. Sifuentes would like you to join him for a drink in the VIP area.’

I look up as the overhead lights eclipse. It’s Barton, Raoul’s head of security. He’s a big American with a shaven head, a ‘bullet-head’ they call his type.

‘I’m sorry,’ I reply. ‘I think you’re confusing me with someone else.’

‘No, Miss Ransome, there’s no mistake. Mr. Sifuentes is keen to meet you.’

Miss Ransome ... that means they’ve checked me out. Only to be expected and just what I’d hoped for. It will shortcut everything.

I stand up and let him take me by the arm and lead me into the VIP area. Raoul give his hangers-on a wave and they all disappear, except for his security guys.

‘Please, Miss Ransome, have a seat. Let me get you a drink.’ He waves to Barton who pours me a glass of champagne from one of the open bottles on the table.

I sit down, flashing plenty of leg, and sip the champagne. ‘How can I help you, Mr. Sifuentes, and how do you know my name?’

‘When someone has been following me for the best part of two weeks and taking photographs of me ... I get curious about them, so I had Barton check you out. Apparently, you’re some sort of journalist. You could just pick up a brochure from one of my companies you know. It has all my biographical information in it.’

‘But that’s not the information I want about you. I want to do a piece on you, a young dashing, billionaire entrepreneur, who is dynamite with the ladies. A modern-day Don Juan ... that’s the Raoul Sifuentes I want to write about. I want to learn all about you ... get under your skin, so to speak.’

‘You forgot, devilishly handsome. Incidentally, Don Juan was Spanish, I’m Brazilian, which means I’ve a Portuguese heritage, but I know what you mean. So, you want to get to know me better, eh? And what would you do with all this intimate information?’

I can tell he is starting to get interested by the way he said intimate information. ‘I figured that I’d write a piece about you, a private, intimate piece, for sale to the highest bidding news agency.’ I lean forward to pick up my champagne glass, to show off my boobs better. ‘But of course I would have to have much more info than I have now, I’d need to get closer to you ... spend time with you.’

Raoul stared at me for a moment. ‘Are you hungry?’

‘I could eat something,’ I say, glancing at his crotch.

He smiles and waves to Barton, ‘Call the Valencia and book me a private booth, will you?’ We make small talk, ‘How long have you been a journalist?’ that sort of thing, while Barton speaks to one of his men, who disappears for a moment and then comes back. ‘It’ll be ready by the time they get there.’

Raoul stands up and holding out his hand to me says, ‘Let’s go, shall we?’

I stand up and take his hand.
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We eat at the restaurant and then go on to another one of his favourite clubs. We have a lot to drink and I must admit he is good company, handsome, charming ... dare I say sexy! I guess he would have to be, to bed all those women that have fallen under his spell. I might actually enjoy this heist.

Raoul gets very ‘handsy’ but nothing too outrageous in public, just stroking my thigh, rubbing my back, stroking my arm and so on. He has very warm hands and I must admit, it’s quite pleasant, he is good looking and it’s been a while since I’ve been with someone, so I’m quite looking forward to bedding him. Thankfully he refrains from shoving his hand up my skirt, he’s too classy for that. He has to reel me in first, before catching me and cooking me ... so to speak.

When he drops me off at my hotel, we swap spit for a few moments, before he asks if he can see me again, in a couple of days. Naturally I agree.

~~~
[image: ]


I spend a nice couple of weeks with Raoul under the guise of writing about him. I actually do write something for when Barton sends some of his men to check out my hotel room. I leave a few little ‘spy’ tricks around the place that will be above his men, that show me that someone has searched the place.

We only meet up every couple of days, I don’t want him getting bored with me too soon, I must get to his island first, because if he doesn’t invite me, I’m going to have to swim out there. To that end I put on my ‘Dirty Fucking Whore’ persona, an easy lay journalist who gets wet at the thought of being the plaything of a handsome billionaire. Raoul, according to all the info we have on him, likes to play dirty with his lady friends. Often after a night in the clubs drinking wine, spirits and snorting coke, he likes to get a bit ‘slap happy’ with his girlfriends. Isaac’s information dossier on him says he likes to get into BDSM a bit, and also treat them nasty, tying them up before abusing them, or making them crawl to him and beg for sex, allowing him to use them in any way that pleases his coke-twisted, sex-crazed mind. Which explains why most of his sexual encounters are only one-night-stands, I guess.

Obviously, it is only those that accept them sort of treatment that get to stick around. So I have to make myself appeal to him, not just as a woman who will accept being treated that way, but as one of those submissive types who actually like to be dominated by a man, and to be used and abused at his whim. The first time he takes me back to his flat, when he is undressing me, I ask him to rip my clothes off. When he tries to spank me, I hand him my belt and ask him to tie me to the bed rail before using that on me instead. As for the dirty, degrading sex, there isn’t anything he wants me to do, or do to him that I haven’t done before – either as part of a heist, or in my spare time for fun. I suck his balls, lick his arse, anything he commands. I actually ask him for anal sex, I know men love doing that to us women.

(For those of you that perhaps think I’m actually a low-life whore, I would highlight a couple of salient points for you to consider:

	Having literally nearly died a couple of times for my country, I decided that as everyone’s life on this earth has a limited span, I would do whatever I felt like while I was still alive and able to do it, as long as it didn’t harm anyone else – except financially and they could afford it.

	If you think like that, go fuck yourself!)


On one of our days off from each other, I make sure I’m not followed by changing into Leeta and slipping out the back entrance of the hotel. I drive to the warehouse and load up the van before driving down to the coast road, past Ipanema beach. I hide the van in the forest and taking the spade, after checking the area is clear, dig down a big hole under the triangular rock and bury my escape pack. Covering it over, I go back to the van and put the wetsuit on. I grab the bag I will hide on Raoul’s island, and go back to the beach.

I put on the oxygen rebreather and enter the water. I walk out until it is over my head and stand there for few moments to check the rebreather is working properly, then I head off to the island, towing my bag behind me.

It’s a good couple of miles to the island, but with the Scooter I zoom along at a steady pace. I have the Shark Gun at my side, ‘just in case’. None of those dead-eyed, sharp-toothed motherfuckers are going to eat me alive.

I make it to the island safely, and carefully raise my head above the surface. I’m looking for something that’s recognisable from the shore. I can’t spend too long searching for the right place as I have to stay near to the straight line that I followed in.

Finally, I spot the exact thing I’m looking for; it’s a flat rock that starts at the beach and stretches out into the sea. The edge where it drops off is about fifteen feet down to the sea bed. If I bury it at the base of that rock, it’ll be easy to find, even in darkness.

I swim down to the bottom of the rock and dig a hole in the sand. I place the bag with the second rebreather, another Scooter, mask and fins ... and the second Shark Gun ... in it and cover it up.

Job done, I fire up the Scooter and head back to the mainland.
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Raoul lets me sit in on some of his business meetings, or he takes me around Rio to show me his city of which he is so proud, and then he wines and dines me in the evenings before fucking me hard, back in his apartment. He delights in showing me Sugarloaf Mountain and Jesus’ statue and I have to pretend I’m impressed, as I’ve never seen those before (Ha!) You can get a better view of his island from here, and he proudly points it out to me. He says, ‘If you’re a good girl I may take you there one day.’

I look around and as we are alone, I say, ‘But Raoul, you know I’ll do anything to please you ... but wouldn’t you prefer it if I were a BAD girl instead?’ He’s holding my hand and I lift his up to my mouth and suck on his index finger. With my other hand I rub his crotch and can already feel him getting hard. ‘I’ve always wanted a big, strong man to take me to his private island, where I can’t escape ... and dominate me.’

Raoul goes to grab me but then other tourists arrive on the viewing platform, and he hurries me down to the ground. He can’t wait until we get back to his place, so I have to blow him, there in his car. He holds my head down as he shoots his load and I swallow it all down, then thank him as if I’m grateful. As our relationship proceeds, I’m doing my best to keep him interested, so I cater for his unusual tastes. Anything is worth it to get my hands on the Blue Rajah. Besides, a little depravity never hurt anyone.

As for the coke and alcohol fuelled evenings, I find it easy to keep up. I’m ex-military where boozing is almost a religion, especially amongst Special Forces guys and gals. Military are hard drinkers anyway in their downtimes between operations, but imagine that the next operation may be your last, you tend to make the most of those time between ops. Sensibly I stick to just Champagne instead of mixing it with spirits as Raoul does. I never touch the ‘Columbian Nose Candy’, so although I act as if I’m out of it, or easily willing to go along with whatever he has in mind, I’m still in control of myself. Which pleases Raoul as he likes the fact I will whore myself out to him because I’m a ‘nasty bitch’, and not just drugged into compliance.

Finally, that little thing I do with the feather duster and a stick of celery (just kidding) which persuades him to keep me around a little longer, and he invites me to join him on his island. I guess swallowing and doing anal are worthwhile talents, after all.
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WELCOME TO THE PLEASURE DOME
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The helicopter touches down on Raoul’s island. He and I climb out and I take a look around while Barton organises the servants to unload our luggage and take it up to the house. Flying out to this beautiful private island, surrounded by shark filled seas, it feels like a Bond villain’s lair.

Raoul takes me by the arm and leads me from the landing pad across the beautifully manicured lawn, towards the house. The pad is far enough away not to disturb the occupants of the house with flying dust and dirt when it is in use. We approach the house and I’m struck by how good it looks. A two-storey sprawling mansion, built in the style so popular down here. I think of it as Spanish, however Brazil is Portuguese, but there’s not much difference in the architecture in my eyes. 19th century colonial, lots of white painted walls, red roofs and lots of verandas, as most of the business seems to be conducted outdoors during the day. Away in the distance I can hear the faint sound of horses. So strictly speaking, Raoul’s place is a ranch then.

We arrive at the main door and it opens before we even touch it, they were ready for us, alerted by the helicopter, no doubt. Raoul ushers me into the house. The foyer leads to a large room, the lounge. ‘Welcome to the Pleasure Dome!” he announces grandly. ‘Mi casa, su casa.’ (My house is your house.) ‘When I stay in Rio, I naturally have to curb my more outrageous activities, I have a reputation to uphold after all, and there are always prying eyes, paparazzi and so on. But here on my own private island of sin, I am my own master, I can ... and do, live out my pleasures as I see fit. And we will have much pleasure, my dear, possibly more than you can imagine.’

(I don’t know about that, I have a pretty wild imagination.)

He walks me around the house, showing me all the rooms. After showing me the master bedroom, he takes me into another down the corridor and explains, ‘This shall be your room.’

‘My room? But I thought ...?’

‘Of course, my dear, we shall share my room at night, but I thought it might be useful for you to have a room of your own. Somewhere to hang your clothes, or retire to if you feel like a siesta.’

‘Ah yes, I see. Very thoughtful of you.’ I look at the pictures hanging on the wall. They’re large photographs, black and white of attractive, nude women. The house was plastered with them, I saw as he gave me the tour. Tastefully done, arty not pornographic. A nipple shot here, a naked butt there, but no pussy or legs open shots. ‘Raoul, what are all these pictures around the place, I’ve seen them in every room you’ve shown me. Who are these women? I actually recognise one or two as film stars.’

‘You have discovered my two passions in life ... beautiful women and photography. These are all previous guests at my island. I persuaded them to pose for me as a memento of their stay. They all knew they would be displayed around the house. They were flattered. Perhaps I’ll take some pictures of you, eh, my English rose?’

‘Whatever pleases you, kind sir.’

‘Lunch will be served in about half an hour, give you time to settle in and change.’

‘Change?’

‘Yes, the temperature can get quite high here around midday, so I’d like you to wear bikinis during the day, all the time you’re here. At night you can wear a robe over them. Don’t worry, we don’t dress for dinner here. Did you bring the bikinis I asked you to?’

‘Yes, Raoul, I did everything you told me. Only a couple of dresses, lots of bikinis, not much else.’

‘Good, good, I’ll see you on the patio at the rear of the house in half an hour or so. We don’t stand on ceremony here. Come when you’re ready.’ He kisses me and leaves.

I go the wardrobe, they have unpacked my things, and if I know Barton, probably searched my suitcase as well. Good job I have the Dentrinol 7 knockout spray in what appears to be a brand-new perfume bottle, still with its seal on. That way they can’t test it without revealing they’ve been playing with it. Good job too, if it was opened, they would have surely tested it and fallen unconscious, which would have given the game away.

I select a bikini and change into it. After checking out the escape route from my bedroom window and across the roof, I go to meet Raoul for lunch. I notice on the way that all the house servants are female ... and pretty too. I guess that when the master is at home and doesn’t have any company, one or more of them has to keep him happy. Ah well, I hope they’re well paid for it.

I find my way to the patio where Raoul is waiting for me at a long table, covered in food, fruit, wine and so on. I sit opposite him and he tells me how good I look.

‘But it’s not just how good I look, it’s how well I can serve you,’ I tell him.

‘And that is your wish, to serve me?’

‘Your wish is my command,’ I state flatly, trying to appear a willing submissive, with possibly Daddy issues. He probably doesn’t care if I mean it, or whether I am just some gold-digger whoring herself out for what she can get. (Booty = my arse, in exchange for Booty = treasure.)

‘So you are willing to do everything I ask of you?’

‘Don’t ask me ... command me.’

He licks his lips at that. ‘Very well, remove your top.’

‘But what about your servants?’

‘Don’t worry, they’ve seen my guests naked before.’

Seems fair, after all he is topless too, only wearing a pair of shorts. I remove my top and put it aside. Doesn’t bother me, I’ve been on plenty of nudist beaches. ‘Anything else, sir?’ I say, meaning it to be ironic, but it seems to strike a chord in him.

‘No, that will be all for now. And continue to call me sir ... I like that.’

‘It shall be as you say, sir,’ I respond, really laying it on thick. We eat lunch while Raoul fills me on the details of the island and the ranch. Been in his family for years apparently. Built by his great-grandfather, and each generation has upgraded it, enlarging it and make it more modern.

As we dine, various members of the staff pass by with little more than a glance in our direction, at my nudity, they’ve seen it all before. Except for Barton that is. He passes regularly and always fixes his eyes on me. I know he doesn’t trust me but I’ve come to feel that he wants me too. He’d like to fuck me, and I think it would be much worse than rough sex with Raoul. I’ll just have to make sure that I continue to please Raoul, so he doesn’t give me to Barton as a punishment.

After lunch he takes me to the pool. There are several sun loungers, each one a double and covered with a thin mattress. ‘You can sunbathe here; I have a few phone calls to make ... but first let me rub some suntan lotion on you. We don’t want you to get sunburnt and not be able to be ... touched, do we?’

‘Of course not, sir.’ I hand him the bottle and he squirts a jet of lotion onto each of my breasts and proceeds to massage it into them. Then he spreads to the rest of my top and back. It’s when he rubs the lotion into my inner thighs, that I can see he is getting aroused as the bulge in his shorts is getting larger by the moment, so I reach out and take it in my hand, squeezing him through his shorts.

Without a word he undoes the tie at one side of my bikini bottoms. ‘But sir, what if your servants come along?’

‘When sir wants to fuck you, sir will fuck you, no arguments.’

‘Yes sir,’ I say meekly and untying the other side of my bottoms, throw them away.

He stands up and drops his shorts. He is fully erect and he kneels between my thighs on the lounger. He tries to enter me but I’m not yet wet enough, so I squirt some suntan lotion into my hand and spread it over his stiff cock. This time he slips in easily.

As he thrusts away inside me, I can see Barton watching us from the other side of the pool.
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Over the next few days, Raoul becomes more dominant and I play at being more submissive. He insists on me only wearing bikini bottoms during the day, and a loose silk robe at night. Mind you, my tan’s coming along nicely, so every cloud, etc. Not sure if it is to enforce his domination of me, or to tease Barton, who he has realised fancies me.

One lunchtime, Raoul warns me that as we are on his island, I now belong to him, so I’d better behave or I’ll be punished. ‘Sounds delicious,’ I tell him.

‘I don’t think that even someone as twisted and perverse as you would enjoy my idea of punishment. First, I would use you and beat you until it no longer amused me, then I would hand you over to Barton and his men to let them have their fun.’ He explains it all matter-of-factly as if he is telling me our travel plans for the day.

‘I might enjoy that ... if you were watching.’

‘You think you might like that?’

‘It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been passed around by a group of men.’

‘Did you enjoy it?’

‘I arranged it.’

‘Hmm, you become more interesting every day, Julia.’

‘That is my wish, sir.’

All this talk of group sex and rough stuff has had an effect on Raoul, and he comes round to my side of the lunch table and lifting me up, pushes me gently forward until I am resting my elbows on the table. Without a word to me, he pulls down my bikini bottoms and enters me. I’m wet and ready, as he is not the only that got aroused from our little talk.

He fucks me brutally amongst the food plates and we can hear the gardener mowing the lawn only yards away from us, but Raoul doesn’t care, and I pretend not to. After all, when in Rome ...

~~~
[image: ]


The nights get even kinkier. After a dinner heavy with champagne, Raoul tends to go onto the brandy or whisky and then start popping pills or snorting cocaine. I don’t take the coke but I accept the pills, though I discreetly spit them out first chance I get. I stick to the champagne but pour away each glass when he isn’t looking. I still drink plenty though, I need something to help me put up with the abuse he inflicts.

Most nights he invites one of the housemaids to join us, and I lay in the middle as they both take turns to make love to me, as my hands are tied to the bed head. (Well this job has got to have some perks!) And naturally I’m expected to return the favour to the maid. After she’s sent away, that’s when Raoul takes his belt to me, which only drives him to fuck me again, but harder this time.

I like it when he is drunk and stoned, he lets slip all manner of things as he brags. He even shows me the location of the safe in his bedroom. He presses a concealed switch on a dummy bookcase and it swings open, revealing this great, shiny steel monster, taller than either of us.

Apart from all the electronic protections like lasers, pressure pads, fingerprint scanner, etc (according to Isaac’s dossier) it would take explosives to blow the hinges. and then it would take four big men with crowbars to lever the door off. I’ll never crack that. No ... I’m going to have to rely on his arrogance and feeling of invulnerability on his home base, to get the Blue Rajah.
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Finally it happens. Raoul has been hitting the drink and drugs heavier than usual this night. One of the things he likes to do is dig his camera out and take pictures of me as I’m tied, naked, to the bed, sometimes with one of the maids (never the same one) having her way with me. Or he has me modelling in various poses around the bedroom.

This night, as he is taking pictures of me, he has what he thinks is a brilliant idea. What if I wore the Blue Rajah? It would look great against my naked, tanned body. It would make some great photos. This is it! I shrug as if I’m unsure but hoping with all my might he’ll do it.

‘If that’s what you wish, sir ... whatever pleases you.’

With a laugh, he opens the dummy bookcase, disables the protection, and proceeds to unlock the safe with the fingerprint scanner. Triumphantly he returns and places the Blue Rajah around my neck, in the necklace he had it mounted in. He pulls me over to one of the full-length mirrors he has installed around the room (pervert likes to watch) and says, ‘There ... you look fabulous with that diamond around your neck. You are both as beautiful as each other,’ he says gallantly.

He’s right you know... I do look as beautiful. It goes to my head for a moment and I prance around the room, flitting from one pose to another on various pieces of furniture, as Raoul happily snaps away on his camera.

‘Give me a moment, will you, my dear. Pour the champagne while I’m gone.’ With that he throws the camera on the bed and heads off to the bathroom.

I wait until he closes the door and then spring into action. Despite being in Rio, isolated on an island, with no mountains or anything to deflect the wind, it can get cool on some nights, and tonight Raoul had a maid light a fire in the bedroom, in the massive, ornamental fireplace. I go to one of the vases on the mantlepiece over the fireplace and take the perfume spray containing the Dentrinol 7 out from where I had hidden it, and go the bed. The vase only contains fake flowers and ferns so I knew there was little chance of it being disturbed.

When I hear the toilet flush and Raoul comes out, he finds me lying seductively on the bed, naked except for the Blue Rajah diamond necklace around my throat. He comes and lies next to me and I beckon him to me so he leans forward. I hit him full in the face with the Dentrinol 7. I give him a good squirt as I want him out for many hours. His eyes roll back into his head and he falls back on the pillow.

My first action is to take the memory card out of the camera and toss it in the fire. It’s late and the house is quiet as everyone has gone to bed. Next, I slip back to my room, and get dressed. I grab some bikini bottoms and a shirt, after all I’ll be wearing a wetsuit and I have fresh clothing waiting for me at the other end. I slip them on and then put on some trainers. I pick up a sling bag and position it across my chest. I put all my passports and ID cards into it. Julia Ransome ceases to exist after tonight, but there’s no sense in leaving any clues behind that might lead them to whoever supplied the forgeries.

Returning to the master bedroom, I go to the safe and check the contents. I pick up any jewellery or watches that are in there, and put them in the holdall strapped across my chest. I take the cash and put it in the Ziploc bags I have my passports in, but the watches at the price they cost should be waterproof. I see a photo album and out of curiosity I pick it up and take a look inside.

Inside are pictures of his previous ‘conquests’, each one featured in humiliating and degrading positions or situations. Some like me, were shown entangled with one of the maids. Others, more horrifyingly, were pictured being raped by Brenton, the very same fate Raoul threatened me with. Alongside the pictures, each page had a memory card taped to it, presumably containing the original snaps from his camera. ‘You dirty, fucking degenerate bastard!’ I utter in disgust. I’m tempted to go over to the bed and stand on his neck until he stops breathing, except the manhunt for whoever stole the Blue Rajah will be bad enough, but the search for the killer of Rio’s richest man would be ten times worse. 

This cannot stand though, this trophy book, so I put it on the fireplace and make sure it is burning well, before I leave. Making sure I’ve stolen everything valuable that isn’t nailed down, I’m heading for the door when I think, Ah, fuck it! I go back to Raoul laying on the bed and give him a really hard punch in the bollocks. He’s so zonked out by the Dentrinol that he doesn’t even feel it, but he is going to wake up in the morning with one almighty set of sore balls. Then I sneak out of the house and head for the beach.
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ESCAPE & EVASION
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The moon’s slightly overcast which helps somewhat as I creep towards the beach. All of a sudden, an alarm goes off and floodlights flick on, bathing the area around the house in bright light.

Shit! Shit! Shit! Raoul can’t have woken up yet, so someone must have gone into his room, found him unconscious and raised the alarm. I sink into the cover provided by a shadowy bush and wait while I see what’s going on. I can see the usual milling around, by the guards, asking, ‘What’s going on?’ etc., until Barton arrives to take charge. I’m too far away to hear his orders, but he seems to be ordering a few men to search the house, some to patrol the perimeter, and it looks like ... damn it, he sends some more men to patrol the beaches, looking for boats.

I figure my best bet is to sneak away now before everyone gets organised. Along the way I run into one of the guards heading towards the beach. He pops up and tries to arrest me on the way, but I’m better trained than he is, so I take his rifle off him and manage to hook the strap over his head and choke him unconscious by twisting the rifle around. (Amateur!)

I untangle the strap from around his neck and sneak around until I see two sets of guards, on opposite sides to me. We’re away from the lights and each group is indistinct in the dark. I point the rifle in the direction of one of them, and taking careful aim to miss, fire the rifle in their direction. Then I point it at the other group and fire at them. Each group naturally gets confused in the dark and assumes the other group is firing at them, so they fire back. I happily leave them shooting at each other and make for the beach.

(I saw that in a Bond movie.)

With a mixture of crawling, mad dashes and hiding in the bushes when a patrol passes, I finally make it to the flat rock. Making sure no one is watching; I swim out to the end of the rock. Visibility is bad but I dig around in the sand until I feel the bag. Digging it out I drag it back to shore.

I quickly pull everything out of the bag and check them out. I was worried about the shotgun cartridges for the Shark Gun. Although the case of the shell is plastic instead of cardboard, and it was sealed in a plastic bag, I just wanted to be sure. I break open one of the dozen shells I have and check the powder, still dry, thank God. I load the gun and put it to one side.

Time to put the wetsuit on. I unbutton my shirt and am just about to pull it off, when Barton appears. I don’t think he expected to find me so soon, he seems as surprised as I am. Thinking quickly, I pull open my shirt, flashing my bare boobs. Being a red-blooded male, he freezes for a second as he looks at them, giving me a chance to turn to run away. Before I can make a move though, there is a bang and something hot burns my right thigh and I fall to the ground, cursing.

I put my hand on my thigh and it comes away wet. While I’m lying there, going through the, ‘Goddamn you, you motherfucker, you shot me!’ phase, he flips me over onto my back and kneels down, straddling my chest.

‘There’s only two ways off this island, girly ... and you ain’t got no helicopter. Gonna swim through all them sharks, were you?’

I punch him a couple of times in the face but he just brushes them off. In return he grabs me by the throat with his free hand and starts to squeeze. ‘Normally, I’d take you back to Raoul and the two of us would take you down to his special room in the basement, and no one would ever hear from you again. That’s what we’ve done with the others that didn’t please old Raoul. But this time, I wanna fuck you ... but I think I’m gonna choke you out first and then fuck you, you little bitch.’

Charming!

He pockets his gun and puts both hands around my throat. I grab his wrists but to no avail, he’s too strong and he has the advantage of being on top and me and using his weight to bear down. I realise I can’t tear his hands off my throat, so I let go and scrabble around for a weapon.

I frantically search around me for something to defend myself with. Spots are beginning to appear before my eyes, I only have about thirty seconds before I black out, then he can choke me at his leisure, another minute or two, when my hands fall on something, the Shark Gun. I pick it up and point it at his head.

Not realising what it is in the darkness, he says, contemptuously, ‘Going to hit me with that little stick are you? Go ahead.’ He leans his head towards the Shark Gun and gives me a grin.

I can’t breathe, let alone speak, but in my mind, out of nowhere comes that line from the Al Pacino movie Scarface – ‘Say hello to my little friend,’ as I pull the trigger and fire the gun, which is pointed at his temple.

I push him off me and sit up, drawing huge lungfuls of air. I wait until the world stops spinning around my head. A famous general once said, ‘No plan survives first contact with the enemy.’ From now on I’m operating on pure instinct and training. First thing I do is recover the gun from his pocket in case some of his men turn up. Next thing is tend to my wound. I risk a quick scan with my flashlight. The wound doesn’t seem to be too deep, I hope it hasn’t nicked the muscle and is just a flesh wound, but it’s bleeding like a motherfucker, so my first priority is to stop that.

Something occurs to me, so before I bandage it, I strip off my shirt and wet it in the blood from my wounded thigh, a plan is forming in my head. I open the medical kit (of course I have a medical kit available on every op.) I put a field dressing on my wound (the sort that are designed to cover gunshot wounds) and tie the ribbons tight around my thigh. Then, I slip into the wetsuit. Hopefully it’s tight fit will hold the dressing in place. As a last measure, I buckle the diver’s knife to my thigh, with the straps fastened above and below the wound, as a sort of semi-tourniquet. I hope that will stop it bleeding too much in the water. I can’t help thinking blood + sharks = dinnertime.

Which brings me to my hastily formed plan. Improvise, improvise, improvise, they teach you in Special Forces training. Having the luxury of being able to stash anything I may need in the holdall instead of lugging it around in a backpack, I’d put a length of rope in the bag I buried.

Once I was ready to leave the island, mask, rebreather on and tested, and Shark Gun and GPS hanging on my belt, I looped the rope around Barton under his arms. Then I walked out a short way into the sea, dragging his body behind me. Then, still holding the rope, I went back on shore and scuffed over the marks in the sand where he had been obviously dragged into the sea. I made sure that my bloodstained shirt was easily visible to any search party. Then I went back into the sea.

I tied the other end of the rope to one of my ankles as my hands would be full. Putting my flippers on, I submerged myself, started the Undersea scooter and set off back to the mainland. Naturally, towing a dead body behind me as well as carrying a holdall in one hand slowed me down somewhat, but when I was out in deep water I let go of the holdall and allowed it to sink to the bottom, which sped me up slightly.

As I made my way back to Rio, I went over the plan in my mind. When Barton and I couldn’t be found, at first sight it would appear that we had left the island together, with the Blue Rajah. But then they would find my blood-stained shirt. Did this mean that we accomplices had a falling out? Perhaps he had killed me and dumped my body in the sea, for the sharks.

Or was I completely innocent? After all Raoul knew that Barton had taken a fancy to me, maybe he had decided to take his pleasure with me, as a parting gesture to his erstwhile boss? Nobody would know for a time, but it would sow wonderful confusion amongst the authorities. For something like the theft of the Blue Rajah, Raoul would surely have to call in the authorities, the insurance people would insist on it. And maybe, just maybe, during the investigation, that special room in Raoul’s basement, and what he used it for, might come to light. One can only hope. Maybe an anonymous phone call to the Rio police might ensure that it happened. Whatever, it was the best I could think of on the spur of the moment.
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Enough of thinking about what has happened, concentrate on the now. Dragging a bleeding corpse after me is sure to attract sharks – that’s what I’m counting on though. It’s dark underwater and the only light I can see is the illuminated course showing on my GPS, to take me back to the spot on the beach where I buried my stash of clothes, etc.

Even in the darkness, I can detect (sense?) dark shapes gliding around me. I slow down the scooter and drawing my knife, slash the rope connecting me to Barton’s body. Hey boys, it’s dinnertime! I think to myself, as I turn the scooter up to full speed and zoom away from the dining area. My thinking is that if I can drop a tasty meal in their midst, they will all be too busy to worry about little old me, as they chomp down on Barton. It will also mean that his body is never recovered, no danger of him washing ashore anywhere, so his whereabouts will always be a mystery.

Pleased with myself and the fact the scooter can now operate at full speed, I head for the beach on Rio, I surface once or twice to check my progress and I can see the Jesus statue, lit up against the night sky, so from here I just need to travel in a straight line, don’t even need the GPS anymore.

Something is wrong though – I’m getting very tired and my thigh wound is aching like a son-of-a-bitch. I risk firing up my torch and check out my leg. My heart goes cold as I see a long trail of blood seeping out of the ankle of my wetsuit. My wound has opened and is bleeding freely into the water.

And I’m not the only one who knows it.

I shine the torch further behind me and I see the grey skin and white underbelly of a shark, that’s been following my blood trail. Oh shit! And I was having such a good day. I let go of the GPS, which is still attached to my belt, and take up the Shark Gun. It becomes a race for the shore for both of us, can he get me before I reach it? I push the scooter past the red line and hope for the best.

He swims around me, over and under, from side to side. I don’t think he is exactly sure of what I am, moving at that speed. A dolphin? A seal? He gives me a couple of ‘bumps’ first (apparently sharks have sensors along their body, so they often sideswipe their target as it gives them more information as to what they are dealing with). Then he tries for a bite anyway. He goes for my legs, but I pull them up beneath me and push him away with the stick. He goes for my torso but I manage to point the scooter down and I dive as he shoots over the top of me. I turn round and jab him with the gun. I daren’t fire the gun yet as I only have one shot, if that doesn’t work then I won’t have time to reload, and it’s Goodnight Vienna.

We dance for a few more minutes, then I decide to end it before I run out of blood and energy. I let him shoot past me then I turn and face him, I want him to come at me head on. I have a nervous moment as after each pass he disappears into the gloom then reappears from a different direction. I spot him in time and turn to face him. Shark gun and scooter ready.

I make sure I am facing dead on to him and let him come at me. When I measure the distance to be correct, I turn up the scooter speed and shoot over his head. As I pass him, I put the Shark Gun against the top of his head and FIRE! There’s a muffled THUMP and his forward motion slows as he begins to sink to the ocean floor, trailing blood and brains. ‘TAKE THAT, YOU BASTARD!’ I scream behind my mouthpiece.

I roll over onto my back and relax, I won, it’s so nice and comfortable here in the warm sea. Maybe I’ll just rest here a while, to the victor go the spoils. I have my rebreather, I won’t run out of air, maybe just a little nap and then I’ll head for shore, it’s just over there, it won’t take long.

No ... wait, I have to do something for Isaac ... something about a blue thing, what’s a blue thing? I dunno but I promised Isaac I’d get one for him. Was it a Norwegian Blue Parrot? Ha! That would be funny. I don’t know what it is but I have to get one to Isaac. That means I have to go to shore. I force myself to focus and let the scooter drag me the last few hundred yards to the shore.

I hit the shore and raise my head above the water. I tear off the mask and rebreather and take a few lungfuls of fresh air. My head starts to clear, maybe the rebreather got damaged at some point fighting the shark and I was breathing in too much carbon dioxide, that’s why I had that funny turn beneath the waves.

My head is clear now and I know what I have to do. I have enough sense not to drop the scooter but to point it out to sea and let it go. With luck it will run until the battery runs out and then sink to the sea bed.

Next, I have to get to that triangular rock over there, and dig up the bag with my stuff in. Problem is, I don’t know if I have the strength to do it, I’m so weak from loss of blood. Have to try anyway.

I literally crawl across the beach to the rock and dig down in the sand with my hands. I’ve just uncovered the bag when I hear someone say, ‘Jennifer, let me help you.’

I grab my empty Shark Gun and turn to face my attacker, but it’s only Marie. Marie?! I stare at her thinking my mind is still clouded from the carbon dioxide and I’m imagining her. ‘What? How ...?’

‘Never mind that now, you’re wounded, let me help you.’

I point to the bag, ‘Clothes.’

She starts to unzip my wetsuit. ‘No ... it’s holding my bandage in place. Van ...’ I point to the trees where I left the van. I try to get up and Marie grabs the bag and then helps me stand.

We get to the van and I point out where the keys are, in the magnetic box under the rear bumper. She unlocks the back doors and helps me in, throwing my bag in after me. Then she goes to the driver’s door, unlocks it and climbs in. ‘Where to?’

I’m so weak I’m having trouble speaking, all I can manage are simple sentences. ‘Satnav, marked BASE. Take me there. Glove compartment, phone. One number in memory. Call that number, tell them Leeta needs medical help. They know where to find me.’

‘Okay ... Leeta.’ She starts the engine and that’s all I remember before I pass out.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A SPOT OF TLC
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I wake up and look around me. It takes a few minutes to recognise exactly where I am, I’m lying on the air mattress, covered by my sleeping bag, in the back of the van. I sit up and check myself over. I’m wearing a bra and pants, and I have a fresh, clean dressing on my thigh. I look out of the van and I see Marie sitting there in a camp chair. She’s reading a book and smoking. Smoking?

I try to speak but my throat is incredibly dry and all I can manage to croak out is, ‘Water.’ Marie looks up, stamps her cigarette out and brings me a bottle of water. Finally, my throat is lubricated enough to say, ‘I didn’t know you smoked.’

‘I didn’t know I was going to find someone I care about, bleeding to death on a Brazilian beach,’ she replied. ‘Tends to shred the nerves somewhat, so I cracked and I’ve been smoking since.’

‘How long have I been out?’

‘A couple of days.’ 

‘Why are you here?’ I ask.

‘We’ll talk about that later if you don’t mind.’

‘Did you do all this?’ I ask, pointing at my leg dressing.

‘No, it was your friends.

‘Friends?’

‘The people on the other end of your phone. I called them like you said, they turned up with a doctor in tow and he fixed you up, apparently there was some muscle damage, he sewed up your wound and pumped you full of anti-biotics. We were quite worried at first, but he said you’ll be fine if we keep the wound clean, so we’ve been changing your dressing every day.’

I suddenly remember something and reach up for my neck, but the necklace with the Blue Rajah on it, is gone.

‘Your friends took that away as well.’

‘Who are these friends you keep referring to?’

‘Hey guys, she’s awake,’ Marie yells out the back of the van. A moment later two fresh-faced young people appear, a man and a woman.

‘Allow me to introduce you to Ignacio and Olivia. And this is ...’ she looks at me, not sure which name to call me by.

‘Leeta ... Leeta Vargas,’ I say, giving the name of my legend here in Rio. Marie nods to indicate that she’s got the message. Even though they work for Isaac, there’s no sense in giving them too much information about me, so we’ll stick with my legend, which they already know. They nod and smile knowing full well it’s phoney, as they supplied the documentation in that name.

‘Are you responsible for all this?’ I ask, indicating my leg.

‘Not personally, we had a doctor come by and fix you up, and he will check back every day,’ says Ignacio. ‘However, I am a medical student and quite capable of giving you your anti-biotic shots. The doctor says that with a little spot of TLC, Tender Loving Care, you’ll be up and about in no time.’

‘I can’t thank you enough ... all of you,’ I glance at Marie. ‘But for you three, I’d be floating around, face down in the sea now, shark-bait.’

‘That’s okay, Mr. Goldman insisted we give you our special attention. He seems to be rather fond of you,’ replied Olivia.

‘And the Blue Rajah?’

‘Safe and sound, on its way to Mr. Goldman.’

‘Mr. Goldman seems to have a rather professional setup here in Rio. As elsewhere, I’m sure,’ says Marie.

‘We try to do our best for him,’ replied Ignacio.

‘How many people are in Mr. Goldman’s organisation?’ Marie asks, casually.

‘Marie,’ I caution her.

But Olivia gives a noncommittal reply anyway, ‘Mr. Goldman prefers to think of us as a family, rather than an organisation. Just ask Leeta.’

‘Don’t ask Leeta,’ I warn her. ‘So, what’s been happening with the police?’

Olivia fills me in. ‘Well, as you can imagine the theft of the Blue Rajah is a great embarrassment to the Rio police. They have all the air and seaports covered, men at every train station, but they don’t know who they’re looking for. It seems that the head of security for Sifuentes, a man called Barton, has gone missing, so he seems to be the main suspect, but they don’t know about you. You’re also missing, the question is, are you his accomplice or his victim? Apparently, they found a bloodstained shirt of yours on the beach, so they think they are looking for a murderer as well as a thief.

‘The insurance people have been onsite, going over everything with a fine-toothed comb but have found nothing useful, and as I’m sure Marie can confirm, Interpol are all over it like a cheap suit. Rio’s swarming with them. That’s all we have at the moment.’

‘Olivia, do you have an untraceable phone?’ I ask.

‘Sure, why?’

I explain what Barton said about Raoul’s special room in the basement. I want her to give an anonymous tip to the Interpol guys, I don’t trust the local police, and point them in that direction. ‘Sure thing, I’ll go across town and make the call in case they try to geo-locate my phone.’ she replies and goes off to make the call. Hopefully they will get that degenerate bastard.

Ignacio chips in, ‘Mr. Goldman, asked Olivia and me to stay with you until you are well enough to travel. I have to go and get a few supplies; will you be all right by yourselves?’

‘It’s okay, I’ll sit with her,’ replies Marie. ‘You go ahead.’

He lets himself out and Marie sits in the van with me. I want to ask her why she’s here and what does she think she’s doing but I’m still weak and all that talking has worn me out, so I lay back and fall asleep.
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Although Marie does give me lots of TLC and is attentive to my every need, I’m still suspicious of her motives. So, erring on the side of caution, I make sure that nothing sexual happens between us. Over the next couple of days, I finally get to have ‘that chat’ with her. ‘Why did you come here?’ I ask her.

‘Like I said once, I didn’t want to see you go to jail or get killed over a stupid jewel. So, I came here to see what I could do to save you. I knew there was no point trying to persuade you to drop the idea, so I figured if I hung around in the background, I could at least watch your back.’

‘How do I know that’s true?’

‘Look ... Leeta or whatever your damned name is today, surely you can see that I risked my job or even prison, to come here and try to save your life. If that isn’t proof of my loyalty, then I don’t know what is.’

I can’t help bringing it up, as the memory still burns inside me. ‘All the time we were together in France and then again in Sydney, you knew who I was and what I was, but you were secretly reporting on me to Interpol, while we were ... being intimate. You expect me to trust you after that? How do I know that because you failed to pin anything on me then, your Interpol bosses haven’t sent you out to try again, entrap me, or worse, infiltrate Isaac’s organisation. That would be a much bigger feather in your cap than simply bringing in The Ice Queen, wouldn’t it?’

‘You think I could turn you into Interpol ... or Iggy and Olivia for that matter? You must think I’m a heartless bitch. I came to Rio to save you because I love you, but once I know you’re safe, I’ll drop out of your life and you’ll never see me again.’

I feel sick to my stomach because I want to believe her, but my training and experience tells me to not fall for a trap ... especially a honey trap, to be exact. ‘I’m tired, I need to rest.’ I lay down again but after a moment, I pat the empty space beside me on the mattress. She dutifully lays down without a word, and when I put my hand out, she takes it and holds it until I fall asleep.
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The doctor comes by daily to check on me, then Ignacio puts on a fresh dressing. By the end of the week, the doctor says I can stand up and walk about, but only on crutches, so as not to put too much weight on it. To that end, Ignacio presents me with one of those casts that fit around the leg and ankle. One of those new ones that replaces putting a fracture in Plaster of Paris, it’s made of hard plastic, with a soft, padded lining, and fastens with Velcro. Holds the bone rigid but can be easily removed.

‘What’s this for?’ I ask.

‘Well, it might attract attention if you have a heavy limp with no obvious wounds, so wear this and everyone can see you’ve broken your leg. Just part of your disguise. It also explains why Marie here has to help you everywhere, after all it’s only natural for a married couple to be attentive to each other.’

‘Married couple!’ I exclaim.

‘Yes,’ replied Marie. ‘Your Mr. Goldman insisted that I be protected as well, so he had Iggy here take a photo of me and provide new passports for us both. Apparently, he has a sense of humour, we are now Mrs. and Mrs. Bentley, of East Grinstead, Sussex. Not much of a honeymoon with you banged up like that with your broken leg, I must say. I told you not to ski down that mountain.’

‘But it’s making you an accomplice even worse than you are now,’ I protest. ‘If they catch you helping to smuggle me out of the country, well ...’

‘They’ll be looking for a single woman, or a man and woman if they still believe that Barton theory you threw them. They won’t be looking for two women. I know you don’t want me involved and I know you don’t trust me, but once we get to America, we’ll separate and go our different ways, I promise.’

I can see the sense in it, so I joke, ‘Well, that’ll please your mother, she never liked me anyway.’

‘I know, she always said I could do better than you, a doctor or a lawyer, perhaps.’

All three of us laugh at that.

Olivia joins us with some good news. She’s been monitoring the police scanner and it came over the air a short while ago, that Raoul Sifuentes has been placed under arrest, no reason given. Ha, Ha, got ya, ya sick bastard. I tell Iggy to get the booze out, anti-biotics or not, I’m having a drink to celebrate.
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Finally, my leg is well enough for me to journey home. I send Olivia out to buy luggage and changes of clothing for us; we’ll need at least two different sets. We decided that to cut down on travel to spare my leg, we will just fly to the US and then go our separate ways, me straight back to Italy instead of my usual hopping around on the way home. Marie will go to ... wherever she needs to go to, it’s no concern of mine.

The day arrives, I leave everything in place for Iggy and Olivia, it’s one of their safe houses anyway. There are tearful farewells and Iggy drives us to the airport. Mrs. and Mrs. Bentley sail through customs and airport security. They see the doting wife taking care of her stricken partner and are eager to help, even arranging a wheel chair to take me to the aircraft, to save me having to hobble there on my crutches.

The flight to America is strained, little said between us except the necessary. I try to sleep most of the way to reduce the awkwardness. We disembark in the US and it is time to say our goodbyes.

‘What will you do now?’ I ask her.

‘I’ll just go home. I’m supposed to be here in America on holiday anyway, so I’ll just use my own passport and go straight home, to England. You?’

‘I’ll book the next flight straight back to Italy, as near to Naples as I can get, and then make my way home. That should give you enough time to arrange to have a SWAT team waiting for me, when I get there. They’ll know where to find me.’

‘You’re never gonna believe me, are you, Jennifer? Well, just in case you change your mind someday, here is a burner phone with my private number in the speed dial. Call me if you get lonely and want to talk, anytime.’

I pocket the phone and stand there, saying nothing.

‘You’re waiting for me to leave, so you can change your identity without me seeing, aren’t you?

I just nod.

‘Well, I’ll be going then,’ she says. Neither of us are given to public displays of affection but I can tell she wants to kiss me. I want to kiss her too, come to that, but she settles for taking my hand and squeezing it.

‘Bye,’ she says.

‘Bye,’ I reply and watch her walk away. She looks back as she reaches the escalator and she sees I’m still watching. She smiles and turns away.

I hobble off to the Ladies room to change into a new set of clothes, and it’s not just my leg that’s hurting.

Of course, I was lying when I told Marie that I was going straight back to Italy, there’s the little matter of a ‘fake’ me in Bali, having her Chakras re-aligned or some such bollocks. We have to get together and swap identities so I can arrive back in Naples as me.

In the cubicles, I ditch the leg brace and the crutches. In my suitcase I have a telescopic walking stick that Olivia got for me. I dig out the clothes and identity for the new me and put them on – a new me, Marjorie Blaine. Then I head off to catch a plane to let me get my own life back.
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Timing is critical. When we’re coming from opposite sides of the world, we can’t rely on being in the same airport coffee shop at the same time. My doppelgänger has to fly all the way from Indonesia back to Europe, so it makes sense for her to make a stop along the way and I just arrange to be in the same location. If it’s a hotel for example, then it doesn’t matter if either of us are a day or two late, I just have to pick her up somewhere along the route.

Isaac decided on Saudia Arabia and he has booked us flights and a plush hotel in that town. I fly there as Marjorie, but when I get to the hotel I book in as Jennifer Diamond. That way if any investigator shows a picture of me to the hotel staff, they can truthfully swear that the woman in the photograph was booked in as Jennifer Diamond. When my double arrives, she books in as Marjorie Blaine.

We get together that evening in my room and order room service, as we don’t want to be seen together. Clever old Isaac had her (I’ll call her Marjorie as I don’t know her real name, and that’s who she is posing as now) feign an injury at the retreat, a twisted knee doing yoga, which forced her to walk with a stick for the rest of her stay. So that covers me walking with a stick, if anyone is watching me back in Naples.

We switch clothes and suitcases, while she fills me in on what the retreat in Bali was like, who ran it, the teacher’s names, was there any incident of note I should know about, etc. Then after dinner she goes back to her room and I never see her again. I don’t actually work FOR Isaac but WITH him, I pay him for his services not the other way around, so I don’t like to learn too much about his organisation or his operatives. Safer for both of us that way.

Next morning I continue my journey back to Naples and Marjorie goes ... wherever.
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REST & RECUPERATION
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Three months have gone by now and I’m fully recovered from my thigh wound. Once I got back to my villa in the vineyard in Naples, I set up the secure link to Isaac and we had a good old chat. He confirms that he received the Blue Rajah safely, and is now negotiating with the insurance company to get a reward for its return. We won’t get as much money as we would if we sold it to Black Market dealers, but on the other hand he figures it will keep Interpol off our backs as the item is recovered, so the actual robbery will go to the bottom of the In Tray. He tells me to relax and have some R&R time.

My main concern is getting fit again, so once the leg has stopped giving me pain, I set out on an intensive training regime. There are plenty of resources for me to use. The perimeter of the vineyard is miles long and gives me a good track to run on. Daily lengths in the pool, or down in the sea, on the private beach. Lifting weights as I work out and practice my Martial Arts in my Birthday suit, under the Mediterranean sun. Several months of that and I end up tanned and toned, fit as fuck, and extremely dangerous. I’m in tip-top condition and I’m ready to take on the world again.

So why sometimes, when I’m sipping wine of an evening and watching the sun go down, do I suddenly break into tears for no reason? Not wild sobbing or anything, just feeling the tears run down my cheeks. There’s something missing in my life and I finally admit to myself what it is.

I dig out the burner phone that Marie gave me. I keep it in a drawer but I take it out and charge it every week. Well, you never know, do you?

I call up the contacts list and as she said, there is only one number listed. I press the dial button and hold it up to my ear. I let it ring for a while, after all she won’t be expecting me to call so she may have to run around to find the phone and answer it.

The ringing stops as the call is accepted. I swallow hard and say, ‘Hello, it’s Jennifer, I think I’d like to talk ...’

THE END
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