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Chapter One - The Underside of Obsession

THE ELEVATOR DOORS opened with the customary ding that signalled she had arrived at her destination and Special Agent Valentina Graci stepped out onto the fourteenth floor of the J Edgar Hoover building and began making her way down the corridor of cubicles towards her desk.

The soles of her high tops - the invention of heels were living proof of the existence of the Devil in Tina’s opinion - padded lightly on the plastic tiling of the floor. It was still early enough in the morning that every second work station was empty and she only had to acknowledge the occasional greeting from a coworker.

Arriving at her desk, Tina set down the styrofoam cup holder with its two beverages and shrugged off the navy blue jacket of her pantsuit, draping it over her chair before sitting down and typing out the password to her computer. As the screen lit up with the usual spinning wheel indicating it was loading, she extracted the clear plastic cup emblazoned with the universally recognized symbol of Starbucks and spun herself around to place it on her partner’s desk.

“One almond milk, skinny iced coffee as always. I’ve added ten bucks to your tab by the way.”

Royce wordlessly picked it up and took a long pull, his dark face staring intently at something. Tina’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. Normally he answered with some kind of ironic quip about how he was secure enough in his hetrosexuality to order whatever damn coffee he pleased. Intrigued, she flipped her customary black ponytail over her shoulder and took a sip of her vanilla latte.

“What’s going on?”

Nodding towards the corner office he had been staring at, Royce took another long sip. “As soon as the Assistant Director got here he called Kramer and Chen in. They’ve been there ever since.”

That was interesting. The Team Leader and Deputy Team Leader of the International Crimes Task Force both called in at the same time. Something was definitely going down. Tina took another sip of her latte as she pondered the implications. “What do you think? Coyotes on the southern border? Cartels smudging drugs? That’s been getting a lot of play lately on the news.”

Royce smirked. “C’mon Tina, we both know that’s low priority with this administration, contrary to whatever fancy official statements the Press Secretary has been making at the daily briefings. My bet is Taiwan. All those reports about Chinese sabotage on the new semiconductor partnerships.”

The door to the Assistant Director’s office opened and Kramer emerged, his face scowling in what Tina sweared was his default expression. Chen followed afterwards and stalked down the corridor of cubicles towards them, his own face it’s typical humourless one.

“Briefing room three. Now!” He barked curtly, pausing briefly at Tina’s desk. “Graci bring your file.”

“Which one?”

Chen arched his eyebrows irritably. “You know which one.”

Tina’s brown eyes shot wide open. “I have it all digitised on my laptop.”

“Of course you do.” Chen moved on to gather up the rest of the team.

Tina’s hands were shaking so much she struggled to unlock her cabinet. Pulling out her laptop she stuffed it into her satchel then paused for a moment, considering whether to bring the physical file itself as well. Everything she deemed important had been uploaded to the computer based file the second it came into her hands but you could never guess when something initially deemed inconsequential might suddenly become essential.

She felt eyes on her and looked over to see Royce studying her intently. “What’s going on here Tina, clearly this is big and you know why?”

Deciding to leave the papers, Tina stood and slipped back into her jacket before flinging her satchel over her shoulder. “You’ll find out soon enough. It’s definitely not Taiwanese semiconductors though. I should have taken you up on that bet!”

Nearly running, Tina hurried towards the briefing room with Royce trailing in her wake. He didn’t try to pry further. She liked that about him. He wasn’t pushy or the type of partner who assumed he had to know every last detail about what she was thinking or feeling, trusting her to fill him in on whatever was relevant.

Opening the door, Tina strode in and saw Kramer standing at the foot of the table booting up the projector perched on its far end. Looking up over his shoulder at her entrance he actually rolled his eyes, not at all surprised she was the first to arrive. With his dark blonde hair, slicked back with so much product it practically shined, and closely trimmed moustache that he wore on his square jawed face some of the other women on their floor considered him handsome. Personally, aside from the fact Tina’s personal inclinations very much swung the other way, she thought it made him look dated, like a character out of an old movie. He even wore suspenders - no, she corrected herself, braces; she could practically hear Kramer’s curt voice snapping out the word.

Taking a seat, Tina placed her laptop on the table and began nervously tapping her fingers on the lid of it. As the rest of the team filed in, Kramer walked up to the far side of the room and stood before the whiteboard set up on the wall. Royce sat down next to her as always, while Chen took his customary seat at the top of the table across from the one reserved for Kramer.

Once everyone had arrived Kramer went right to it. “First thing this morning the Deputy Director got a call from our partners at Langley. They’d received credible intel on the location of a very high priority target and felt we would be best placed to act on it.”

Raising the projector’s remote, he clicked a button and a video began playing on the screen. Black and white and more than a little grainy, it seemed to be showing a stretch of road empty aside from a nondescript car. “This is security footage from a private airstrip just on the outskirts of Paris recorded two days ago.”

For a few moments nothing happened, then a large man stepped into the frame beside the car and carefully began scanning the area before opening the rear, sidewalk facing door of the vehicle. Tina leaned forward in anticipation and seconds later a familiar woman appeared. She wore a long fur coat, the collar of which rose to just below her chin, and a pair of large sunglasses were perched on top of her head. Even with the less than perfect image quality the face was unmistakable.

Murmurs filled the room. Beside her, Royce gasped. “Fuck, that’s Barinov.”

“Dasha Barinov, ladies and gentlemen,” Kramer announced, “the queen of the Russian mob herself. In case anyone here is unaware of her, I’ll let our resident expert brief you on the details.”

Knowing who he was referring to, Tina opened up her laptop and booted it up. As it connected wirelessly to the projector she brought up the most recent, high quality picture she had. It replaced the security footage on the screen. It was from about a year ago and showed Dasha exiting what seemed to be a hotel in Istanbul, Turkey.

Tina cleared her throat and began reciting from memory. “Dasha Barinov, Russian national. Age, thirty two. Height, five foot five inches. Hair, naturally brown but normally dyed blonde. Eyes, dark brown. Noted features, a pair of eight pointed star tattoos just below her collar bones, a double headed eagle tattoo on the small of her back, one small orthodox style crucifix tattoo on, um… her lower pelvis area…” Damn she’d forgotten about that one. A couple of snickers could be heard.

“Get to the pertinent points Graci,” Kramer cut in. “You’re briefing us on her bio not filling out her Tinder profile.”

Taking a second to compose herself, Tina clicked a few keys and the picture of Dasha was replaced by two others of a man and woman respectively. “Born 1993 in the newly emerged Russian Federation, Dasha was the youngest child of Ivan Barinov, a high ranking government official suspected of formerly being KGB though never officially confirmed. Her mother, Odval Barinov nee Tsakhia, was of Mongolian origin. The two met when Ivan Barinov was stationed there briefly in the late eighties.”

A few more flicks of her keyboard brought up another photo of Dasha’s father, this one taken from the cover of a Russian business magazine showing him seated behind a rather imposing oak desk. “After the fall of the USSR Ivan Barinov was one of many former Soviet officials who became incredibly wealthy in the new private economy, buying up formerly state owned industries and resources at rock bottom prices and cashing in on the opportunities. In his case it was oil and gas. Thanks to his connections with the new Russian government, within a few years his company, Sibirskaya Sila, was one of the dominant ones in the Russian energy market.”

“How high up did those contacts go?” The question came from Anders, the newest member of the taskforce.

“The very highest.” Tina brought up another photo. It showed a younger Ivan Barinov walking in front of the Pergamnmuseum in what was then East Berlin. The man strolling beside him had a younger face and blonder hair less streaked with grey and not as thin on top as it was now, but was still immediately recognisable as the current President of the Russian Federation.

“However high those connections were, in 2005 Ivan Barinov along with his wife and Dasha’s older siblings were found dead at the family’s dacha on the outskirts of Saint Petersburg. Given the high level of security he surrounded himself with, the consensus is that this must have been the work of the Russian intelligence service. Why is still an open question. Maybe he had a falling out with his old friend the president, maybe he was just the victim of some internal power struggle. Dasha’s body wasn’t found at the time but she was presumed dead as well.”

Another photo came up, this one was of very poor quality but showed a younger Dasha, perhaps in her early twenties if that, engaged in what looked like an intense conversation with a man in what was obviously London; Big Ben was very visible in the background. “Several years later her name started popping up in association with the Russian mob.  She’s an attractive woman, well educated and fluent in nine languages, and had connections to her father’s former network, all of which made her an ideal asset for the mob’s international activities. Weapons trafficking, money laundering, drug smuggling, you name it she seems to have been involved.”

“About five years ago Dasha seems to have taken on a leadership role in the Russian mafia.” One last photo was brought up, this time showing Dasha standing on the bow of a yacht in a very skimpy bikini with her pair of eight pointed star tattoos prominently visible on her upper chest- the universal symbol of a mafia boss in Russian circles. “It’s unusual for a woman to attain such a prominent role in that world, especially one of mixed race like her. She quickly established a reputation for herself as cunning, driven, and utterly ruthless. Without a doubt she’s now one of the mob’s top players both in Europe and abroad. Catching her would be a major coup.”

“Awfully generous of Langley to pass such a high priority target onto us.” Royce observed.

“The CIA is intelligence, not law enforcement,” Kramer scoffed. “The Deputy Director made it clear the administration isn’t interested in disappearing Ms. Barinov off to some black site. They want her arrested, prosecuted and convicted and ideally for that to lead to the further arrests, prosecutions and convictions of her entire criminal network. That would be seen as a ‘major win’ and also a high profile example of us being tough with Russia in general.” Kramer rolled his eyes at the last part. To his credit he had no time for politics and made no effort to conceal it.

“Interpole and local French law enforcement have been notified and will be giving us their full cooperation,” Chen added. “We’re wheels up at 8 AM sharp tomorrow morning, so get packed and make whatever preparations you need to. Any immediate questions from anyone?”

Kramer took the ensuing silence as an answer. “Alright then, dismissed. Graci, a word please.”

Tina remained in her seat as everyone else filed out, meeting Kramer’s probing stare unblinkingly. As the door clicked shut he chewed at his cheek for a moment, clearly considering his words.

“I’m not going to belittle your intelligence by explaining how important an op this is. I’m just going to ask if you’re up for this?”

Tina’s scoff could rival Kramer’s at its finest. “Of course I am Sir. I’m the expert on Barinov here by your own words.”

Kramer’s palm slammed onto the table in irritation. “Damn it Graci, that’s not what I meant and you know it. For three years you’ve been chasing Dasha Barinov pretty much every moment you haven’t had to grudgingly spend on other cases. Since Vienna it’s practically been your obsession and I need to be able to trust you not to let that impair your judgement once we get our feet on the ground.”

Tina took a deep breath. Arguing would be a one way ticket to getting left behind and she’d sooner die than let that happen. And Kramer was asking a perfectly valid question, she had to give him that.

“You can trust me Sir, because seeing Barinov behind bars for what happened back in Vienna is what I want most in this world. I won’t let anything jeopardise that.”

Kramer stared at her for a long moment and then nodded. He actually sounded understanding when he spoke. “I can get wanting justice for what happened. They were my team members too. And you’re right, you know Barinov better than anyone in this whole department. I can’t afford to leave you on the bench for this one, but,” he raised a finger warningly, “if I think for a second you’re letting your personal feelings cloud your judgement you will be on the first flight back to DC. Understood?”

Tina nodded, and Kramer waved towards the door in dismissal.

Royce looked up as she arrived back at her desk. “What did the old bastard want?”

Pulling a cardboard box out from under her desk, she opened her filing cabinet and began considering the contents. “Just wanted to ask if he could trust me to keep a level head once we’re on the ground in Paris.”

She heard him hiss in frustration. “Of course he would ask that of the only woman on the team, especially the only one whose…” he trailed off.

“Gay?” Tina quipped, looking over her shoulder and rolling her eyes. “It’s okay Royce, you can say the word aloud. It’s what I am and I’m not ashamed of it.”

Turning back to her files she selected one and added it to the box. “Kramer comes down hard on everyone, it’s his job. He’s no harder on me than anyone else and given Vienna it was a valid question.”

Tina nibbled at one of her round, pink lips and considered. Space would be limited. No way was the Bureau going to cover extra baggage fees, so she had to be selective in what she brought. Dasha’s physical file would be coming, as would the one she kept on France in general, but there were so many other potentially useful ones. The target’s last confirmed sighting had been in Singapore, could that be connected somehow?

She heard Royce shift uncomfortably in his chair. “What did go down in Vienna? I’ve heard it come up a few times but no one ever seems to want to talk about it.”

Tensing up for a moment, Tina considered how much she wanted to share before wheeling around in her chair to face her partner. “It was my first overseas op, Kramer had just selected me for the taskforce. There I was, twenty five years old, just out of Quantico, fresh faced and giddy at my first big case.”

Royce snorted, somehow not believing she’d ever fit that description.

“We’d gotten a tip that Barinov was meeting with a US intelligence officer attached to the embassy there, looking to buy information on something. I’m not sure what it was. Somehow she made us,” Tina closed her eyes for a second at the memory. She could still hear the gunshots, feel hot blood spraying her face and the terror that had paralysed her in the moment. “She got away, the intelligence officer and four other agents didn’t. Too bad, so sad.”

“Damn,” Royce leaned back in his chair. Sympathy was written all across his face but he simply said. “I see why you’re so hard up to catch this bitch.”

Tina looked intensely at her partner. “I meant what I said in there. Don’t let the pretty face and poor little orphan Annie sob story fool you. Barinov is ruthless, ingenious and a stone cold killer. You don’t survive in that world as long as she has otherwise. Paris may be the most romantic city in the world, but with her there it’s also possibly the most dangerous.”

ROLLING OVER FOR what felt like the hundredth time that night, Tina struggled to find a comfortable position in her bed. She always had trouble sleeping on the night before an op and given what this one was it was proving to be even more stubbornly elusive than normal.

Her mind kept coming back to the case, going over the same questions again and again. What was Dasha in Paris for? Probably to meet someone, but for what reason? One consistent trend Tina had noticed over the years she had followed her was the woman was always looking for information related to American intelligence services. The file she kept was full of wire payments to US assets and agents, both current and former, pictures and video clips of covert meetings, and classified documents and emails the Russian national had sought to acquire.

It made a certain amount of sense. The line between the Russian mob and government was a blurry one at best. Dasha could be working to help the Kremlin evade sanctions, secretly brokering the sale of oil and gas to buyers hungry for energy and not caring about its origins or smuggling weapons into Russia that were desperately needed by its military. For a price of course.

Her eyes went to her phone sitting on the bedside table. If she wasn’t going to be able to sleep Tina suddenly thought of one thing she could do to pass the time that might even take some of the edge off if she was lucky. Reaching over to take the phone, she settled onto her back and powered it up.

Opening up Safari, Tina felt a slight tinge of embarrassment at the first Frequently Visited browser it recommended to her. Opening it, she scrolled down the page assessing the different thumbnails and titles. Some she dismissed easily as older ones she’d watched before or obviously not what she was looking for. Finally finding one that looked promising, she pressed her thumb onto the screen and the video popped up and after a moment of buffering began to play.

A naked woman hung on an X shaped frame. She had long hair, cheaply dyed blonde. Her large and obviously fake breasts heaved as she pretended to struggle against the restraints binding her wrists and ankles. She whimpered coquettishly, her lips pursed in an exaggerated pout.

Cupping one of her own amply sized breasts with her free hand, Tina stroked her nipple through the thin fabric of her t-shirt. It hardened under her touch and her tongue darted out to run over her bottom lip in anticipation.

Another woman walked onto the screen, wearing only a pair of high heeled boots the tops of which reached her knees. Tina’s eyes were glued to her swaying bum as she walked over beside the X frame. She carried a riding crop in one hand, slapped it threateningly against the palm of her other one, and then raised it high in the air before bringing it down onto the left breast of the restrained blonde. The loud slapping sound rang out of the phone’s speaker.

Tina’s hand drifted down between her legs and slipped under her cotton panties. She felt the wet juices already starting to leak out of her slit and began to glide her fingers up and down. On the screen, the blonde fidgeted and jerked against the frame as the riding crop came down on her breasts again and again, letting out a pitifully fake coos after each blow. The other woman tutted in mock sternness and slid her other hand down to the blonde’s shaved pussy and roughly began fingering her.

Slipping a finger into her own vagina, Tina rocked it in and out as she watched the scene playing out before her. Kneeling down before the blonde with her bum jutted out in an exaggerated fashion, the woman began sloppily licking away at her slit. The blonde opened her lips in a wide O and began moaning loudly. After only a few minutes, she tilted her head back and cried out in a very fake climax.

Tina’s own orgasm was proving to be stubbornly elusive. She had never been very good at getting herself off and the poor quality porn she was watching wasn’t helping. She kept trying for a bit before giving up, throwing her phone down on the bed with a frustrated huff.

Sitting up on her bed, Tina slung her feet onto the floor. She felt even more wound up than before and knew sleep definitely wasn’t coming now. Rising, she padded on bare feet across the floor. A studio apartment in a somewhat less fashionable neighbourhood of DC was all she could afford on her Bureau salary and her at home work desk was set up on the other side of the room. This didn’t really bother her. She travelled frequently for work and growing up in Philadelphia she had been one of six children in her Italian-American family and had made do with even less space then.

Sitting down at the desk, Tina booted up her laptop. If she wasn’t going to sleep she might as well work. Pulling up her files she began reviewing them. Dasha’s last confirmed sighting had been in Singapore, but that seemed to have been a routine visit connected to drug smuggling and probably had nothing to do with whatever had brought her to Paris. A few months before that she had been identified in northern Afghanistan. That might be more promising as despite the obvious association with the heroin trade, it seemed she had been there to meet with a local warlord who had worked closely with the American occupation before switching over to the Taliban in the dying days of the Kabul regime.

Pulling up a photo of Dasha speaking with a bearded man in tribal getup, Tina zoomed in on the woman. Her blonde hair was completely covered by a silky headscarf, but it perfectly framed her pretty face. Pretty was an understatement. Dasha had her mother’s almond shaped dark eyes and a bit of her colouring which gave her skin a permanently suntanned look. Her heart shaped face boasted proud cheekbones and a cute little nose slightly upturned. Her lush mouth had a haughty look to it. She was undeniably beautiful.

Suddenly conscious that one of her hands was stroking up and down her inner thigh, Tina impulsively brought up a video file. This one had been taken nearly a year ago in Malta and showed Dasha on the bow of a yacht surrounded by her entourage. It seemed to be some kind of party with Russian pop music playing in the background and she was dancing and singing along to it.

Tina realised her hand had slipped back under the hem of her suddenly very wet panties. When had that happened? She didn’t care, entranced by the video which she enlarged to full screen. Dasha wore a very skimpy string bikini and her twin eight pointed star tattoos were clearly visible below her collarbone. The top part of the orthodox cross tattoo poked out above the white spandex of her bikini bottoms. An actual crucifix hung from a silver chain around her neck and dangled between her breasts as they swayed in time to her dancing, which were straining against her flimsy top, almost threatening to slip out.

Dasha spun herself, her blonde hair flying and then falling back. It was so long it hung down to the small of her back, skimming against the tattoo of a double headed eagle just above the swell of her bum. The string of her bikini disappeared down the crack of her ass and both generous globes jiggled as she swept her hips back and forth in a frenzy.

A groan escaped her throat and Tina leaned back in her chair, closing her eyes and letting her imagination take hold of her. In her mind’s eye Dasha was walking towards her, nude underneath the long fur coat draped over her body. Tina imagined herself to be naked also, and handcuffed to the chair she sat in. She could almost hear the rattling sound as she struggled to free herself from her bonds to no avail.

Imaginary Dasha walked closer and loomed above her, a sinister, predatory smile on her proud face. Even though Tina had no idea what Dasha’s voice sounded like, she could hear a Russian-accented voice speaking. “Well, well Special Agent Valentina, all those years you have been trying to catch me and here I seem to have caught you. How does it feel, knowing I have you helpless and at my mercy?”

Tina only moaned as imaginary Dasha came closer, her skin breaking out in goosebumps at the thought of her perfectly manicured fingernails scraping their way down her quivering torso, skirting around her throbbing pussy to teasingly caress her inner thighs. Her nipples pressing up against her own rock hard ones. Her tongue torturously licking across her earlobe then her plump, silky lips sucking it only to release it and begin to whisper.

“Are you ready to beg? Beg me to let you go? Beg me to show you mercy even though I have none?”

“No!” Tina groaned. “No please, I don't want to go! I want you to touch me! Please, just touch me!”

It was almost as if those fingers really were stroking themselves against the outer lips of her slit, almost touching her where she was desperate for them to but not quite. She was close, so close. “But what would your team members think of you if they could see you now, so frantic for me to touch you? And your poor dead colleagues, how ashamed they would be of you getting yourself off to just the thought of me?”

Her eyes shot open and Tina’s hand flew out of her panties as if scalded. Her pussy clenched in protest at the sudden interruption just when she had been on the very edge of climax. She ignored it. What had she been thinking? She had actually been pleasuring herself while imagining Dasha Barinov!

Standing, Tina walked on shaky legs as she gulped down desperate breaths. She felt dizzy, almost feverish. Mortified, she heard a wet sound with each step as her toned thighs, slick with her own juices, brushed against each other; her panties were so soaked they clung to her vagina like a second skin.

Reaching the bathroom, Tina flicked on the light and gripped the cold edge of the porcelain sink desperately, staring into the mirror hanging above it. Her black hair was a mess, framing her oval face, the normally olive toned skin flushed almost white. The ovals of her eyes were so dilated the pale blue irises were almost invisible.

With trembling hands she turned on the tap and splashed cold water onto her face, taking deep breaths as she tried to calm the frantic pulse of her heart. It was alright. Nothing had actually happened. It had just been a harmless fantasy. That wasn’t the real Dasha, just some made up version of her summoned up by her subconscious. It didn’t mean anything. It couldn’t mean anything.

Slowly, Tina regained her composure. Straightening, she looked back at her reflection again and was pleased to see it looked almost normal. Everything was fine. Like Kramer had said earlier, Dasha was practically an obsession of hers and she’d been on the forefront of her thoughts all day. She’d just been horny from earlier and her mind had gone down a weird path. The only thing she should take away from this was that she probably needed to get laid.

Throwing her soaked panties into the laundry hamper, Tina put on clean ones and went back to bed. Looking at the digital alarm clock she winced when she saw it was a quarter to four. That transatlantic flight was going to be so much fun after a night with next to no sleep. She closed her eyes and hoped she could catch at least a couple of hours before having to get up and head for the airport.

Sleep proved just as elusive as before, however. As much as she willed it not to, Tina’s mind kept drifting back to Dasha but in a very different fashion than they had earlier that night.


Chapter Two - Illicit Liaisons

DASHA GROANED ALOUD, biting down on her bottom lip in pleasure. Feeling the brass bars of the headboard press against her back as she used it for leverage, she ground her pussy down even harder onto the face of the woman lying underneath her. One hand frantically rubbed against her clit. The other wielded a thin, wooden cane that she swatted down on the inner thighs that lay open before her, each stroke adding another angry, red line to the ones already decorating the woman’s pale skin. She revelled in the pretty sight.

“Da, Da keep going. I’m almost there. Don’t you dare stop malen’kiy, not unless you want to feel this cane between your legs!”

Her vagina’s inner walls began to clench as Dasha’s orgasm rushed through her and she dropped the cane, both hands flying up to knead at her breasts as she rode the exquisite wave of pleasure. Her fingers, adorned with many gold rings, pinched and twisted at her dark, elongated nipples.

Body going limp for a moment, she climbed off her perch and lay down next to the woman. Downstairs she’d given her name as Marie Antionette when picked out from the available women. It was fake but so obviously so that Dasha had found it amusing. Running her hands through the woman’s curly hair, she gripped her pretty face and brought their lips together in a kiss. She tasted her own juices as she forced her tongue into the other woman’s mouth. Marie Antionette’s tongue eagerly joined in a brief, twisting duel.

Breaking for air, Dasha hoisted herself onto all fours and left a trail of kisses down the slender body lying underneath her own. Coming to Marie Antionette’s small breasts, she anointed each small, pink nipple with a light kiss and continued on. Reaching the V between the woman’s legs, she skipped over the quivering pussy and instead settled on her inner thigh. Her tongue shot out and licked up one of the red marks her cane had inflicted.

Looking up from her ministrations, Dasha met Marie Antionette’s grey eyes. The woman responded as expected. Tugging at the silk scarves binding her wrists to the bottom brass bar of the headboard, she tossed her pretty head from side to side on the pillow and mewed hotly. “Oh please, madam, please. I have taken my punishment like a good girl and given you your pleasure. Why do you continue to deny me my own? It has been hours!”

The delivery was perfect, the right mix of frantic desperation and fearful submissiveness. Marie Antionette was wasted as a courtesan, she should have become an actress. The words coming in French were just the icing on top, it really was such a sensuous language. Giving the pale thigh in front of her a playful bite, Dasha responded in the same tongue. “What if keeping you in denial is my pleasure, my sweet malen’kiy? You beg so beautifully I don’t know if I can bear to hear you stop.”

Marie Antionette’s head shot off the pillow. Dasha drank in the sight. That sweet face wet with her own juices and framed so perfectly by those golden curls. Those big grey eyes quivering so desperately. The pink, pouty lips and the delicate little sobs that escaped from them. “Surely you do not mean to keep me like this all night? I will go mad! Madam, you cannot possibly be so cruel?”

Dasha came back up so she looked down directly at Marie Antionette and shoved two fingers between her plush lips. She sucked at them obediently, all the time looking up at her with pleading eyes that actually shone as tears began to leak from them and trail down her pink, blushing cheeks.

Returning to her previous position, Dasha lightly stroked the two fingers down the outer lips of that pretty slit, shaved completely bare just as she liked it, then even more lightly and slowly stroked down the length of the slit itself. The tearful pleading rang through her ears, sounding more beautiful than Stravinsky’s finest symphonies. “If I deny you, it is not because I am cruel but because it is what you need. Your pretty words say one thing but your body tells me another.”

Dasha’s eyes fastened onto Marie Antionette’s clitoris, delicately cute like everything else about her was. Puckering her lips, she leaned forward and began opening them as she went to suckle at it.

A loud banging at the door interrupted. Growling, Dasha jumped from the bed and strode across the bedroom floor and wrenched the door open furiously. “I paid for the whole evening!”

Surprised, the person standing in the door frame was not the bouncer she had expected. He was visible further down the hall, leaning up against one of the walls and listening intently for any shout of distress or other sound that would hint at a patron taking things beyond the agreed upon limits. Instead standing before her was the hulking figure of a man she instantly recognized as Mischa Volkov, her closest lieutenant.

Her irritation vanished instantly, Mischa would not interrupt her unless it was urgent.

“What is it?” She asked calmly in her native Russian, completely unperplexed by the fact she was standing stark naked. It’s not like he didn’t know exactly what she had been doing just seconds ago.

Mischa’s eyes were very deliberately looking anywhere but at her. He was approaching his middling years, but still powerfully built with broad shoulders and a thick neck. His shaved head and closely trimmed salt and pepper goatee only added to his intimidating appearance. Dasha approved of it. Intimidation was never unhelpful in her experience.

“Viper made contact just now. He wants to meet.”

“Now?” She already knew the answer, Mischa would not be here otherwise. She pushed down the irritation, this was far more important then some paid for dalliance, and nodded curtly before closing the door again.

Dasha strode back to the bed and began untying the silk scarves binding Marie Antionette’s wrists, switching back to French. “Sorry malen’kiy, but it seems I will have to cut our time together short.”

The woman pouted and rubbed her wrists together. “Madam, you mean to leave me without letting me have the reward I so desire?”

Chuckling, Dasha reached into her handbag where it sat on the floor and pulled out an unmarked envelope that looked very stuffed. She placed it on the bedside table. “I think this is the reward you desire. The full amount is there, the time we spent was worth every Euro.”

Marie Antionette’s smile was genuine, clearly pleased that she could take the rest of the evening off and still be paid for it. She had the good manners not to count the envelope’s contents as Dasha dressed, simply lying on the bed splayed out demurely and watching as the Russian woman donned a matching set of sheer black bra and panties. “Will I perhaps see you again?”

“No I am afraid,” Dasha answered, pulling her leopard print dress over her head. “My business should hopefully be concluded tonight and I will be leaving immediately.”

Looking into the mirror, Dasha deemed her makeup still looked passable. Knowing there was no time to fix her hair, she quickly tied it up in a ponytail high on the back of her head. It would have to do.

Pulling on her long fur coat, she saw Marie Antionette rise from the bed and walk up to her. Rising on tiptoe, she planted a prim and proper little kiss on Dasha’s lips and one of her hands reached under the hem of her dress, slipping into her panties to cup her shaved mound.  “Should your stay be unexpectedly extended I hope you will call again. I shall dream of tasting this delicious pussy of yours once more.”

Dasha was instantly wet again. The woman stepped back and began sucking on one of her fingers coyly. Saucy little minx. “If it should happen I will punish you so severely for that.”

“My naughty little bottom simply quivers at the thought.” The Frenchwoman tossed her hair and laughed. Turning she walked back to the bed swaying the perky thing in question exaggeratedly.

Dasha exited through the front doors. From outside the building was simply a nondescript house on a very ordinary looking street in one of Paris’s more fashionable neighbourhoods, giving no hint of the naughty delights inside. Mischa stood waiting by the car parked at the curb, surveying everything around him as he always did. As she approached he pulled open the rear door, closing it after her as she entered.

Once Mischa had situated himself in the driver’s seat, the car hummed to life and pulled away from the curb. A little but further down the road another one did the same and followed. Dasha paid no heed, it was one of hers.

“Where did this Viper request to meet?”

“The bar of the Hotel Marquis.”

Dasha considered and found this acceptable. It was public and people would be guaranteed to be present, but they would likely all be tourists and travellers absorbed in themselves and oblivious to anyone else. The bar also had excellent cognac if she recalled correctly. It also had live piano music. She had been taught to play when she was younger. Her father had taught her.

She ruthlessly pushed down the memories that began coming up. Now was not the time to let herself be weak. “Our people are already there?”

Mischa met her gaze in the rearview mirror and nodded. His fingers were tapping against the steering wheel randomly.

Dasha recognised the tell. “What is it?”

The fingers immediately stopped tapping. Mischa didn’t immediately answer. Insolence like that would never be tolerated in anyone else, but Dasha simply looked at the black ink that was tattooed around the bottom knuckles of his hands. Ring tattoos. In the Russian mob tattoos had many meanings. Her twin eight pointed stars identified her as a leader, and a very high ranking one at that. A ring tattoo represented a kill, one the wearer considered significant for some reason. Mischa’s ring tattoos were for times he had killed to save her life. Every single one of his knuckles bore one.

“There’s a lot of heat on us right now. A few years ago it was easier, the only thing the West cared about was Muslim jihadis. Now suddenly we are the big boogeyman again. A lot of eyes are going to be looking for you.”

Dasha knew that and it worried her, but she smiled reassuringly. “Relax Mischa, this is still Paris. It can’t be any worse than Afghanistan.”

Mischa shuddered jokingly. “The obsession both we and the Americans have with that hellhole defies explanation. Those mountain savages can keep the place as far as I am concerned.”

Dasha laughed, pleased to see him relaxing. “Their heroin is first rate though?”

He chuckled. “Now that is a riddle wrapped in an enigma. Their religion forbids them to drink alcohol but they will happily sell drugs to anyone willing to buy them.”

There was an open spot just beside the Hotel Marquis. Mischa parked the car and carefully looked up and down the street before opening the door for Dasha, her safety his first priority as always.

The Marquis’s bar room was basically identical to any other you could find at a high end Parisian hotel. Dim lighting. Wood panelled walls adorned with generic mass produced faux oil paintings. Waiters wearing black vests and white aprons as they catered to the mix of business people trying to drown the stresses of the day in overpriced wines or spirits and American tourists happily sampling ‘authentic French cuisine’. Mischa strode up to the bar itself and ordered a vodka tonic that he then ignored as he leaned against the varnished wood and discreetly surveyed the room.

Dasha sat down at an empty table and ordered herself a cognac from the waiter that dutifully appeared just moments later. She sipped at her drink as she waited, listening to the piano player at the rear of the bar plonking away. He was okay, she grudgingly admitted.

A man sat down at her table. He did not at all match the image of a hacker so often promoted by American Hollywood, nerdy and socially awkward with poor hygiene. He looked more like a banker or businessman, dressed in a nicely tailored dark suit with neatly combed hair and a manly face that would be considered handsome if Dasha was at all inclined that way.

“Viper?”

“Don’t call me that!” The man looked around hastily then relaxed, satisfied no one had overheard the name.

“Apologies.” Dasha leaned forward and took a sip from her glass of cognac. “Muammar told you what I am looking for?”

Viper smiled cockily. “He did indeed. It took quite a bit of work to acquire, but I have it. I warn you my dear the price will not be cheap.”

Her insides twisted at those words. After all these years did she finally dare to let herself believe the answers she needed might finally be within her grasp? It would not be the first time her hopes had been dashed. She kept her face calm and merely cocked an eyebrow. “You’ll forgive me if I am sceptical. Hackers who claim they can pierce the vaunted security of the American intelligence network are common. This is not the first time I have sat across the table from someone claiming they alone can do so. Why should I believe you are the first to do the impossible?”

He nodded sanguinely. “No network is impenetrable. It is only a matter of knowing the right backdoors to look for, the right weak spots to probe, and the patience to keep looking and keep probing for the thousandth time when every time before it ends in failure. It was challenging and took all of my very considerable skill but I penetrated what they call impenetrable.”

Reaching into his jacket pocket, Viper pulled out his phone and danced his thumb over the screen before sliding it across the table to her. The screen displayed a photo of an otherwise tan folder, nondescript aside from the seal of the US Central Intelligence Agency on the top right corner and the title that sat underneath it: Operation Eastern Promises.

Dasha’s breath hitched and she took a long gulp of cognac. Still she didn’t dare let herself believe. “Photos are easy to doctor.”

Viper actually laughed. “But the actual information is not. I admit I was puzzled why a Russian mobster would be willing to pay such an exuberant price for a file on some off book, off book American intelligence op. Then I read it and understood.”

He actually looked sympathetic for a moment. “Operation Eastern Promises. February 5th, 2005. Target first priority, Ivan Barinov. Targets second priority, Odval Barinov, Piotr Barinov, Leonid Barinov and Dasha Barinov.”

He could be lying. He could be making a reckless guess based on her well documented past. That flew in the face of everything she knew of Viper’s reputation and had witnessed herself tonight. He was cautious, careful, and above all put his own survival first and foremost. Would he really risk making her his enemy by cheating her?

She met his eyes and nodded.

Viper reached across the table and discreetly placed a piece of folded paper next to his phone before taking the latter back. “Five hundred thousand Euros. Wired to this account. All the necessary details are listed there. I’ll contact you again when I have confirmation the money has arrived.”

“That will take at least two, maybe three days! I can have that amount for you in cash tonight.”

Viper smirked. “And what will I do with that? Book a ticket to the Caymans and try to explain to customs why I have half a million Euros in my carry-on bag? Walk into the local branch of my bank and tell the teller that I had a big night at the casino and insisted that they pay me in cash? Oh, I know! I’ll just hide it all under my mattress and hope my wife does not find it when she changes the bedding. We both work in the same world. Money has no value if its existence asks the wrong questions. If you want answers so badly you’ll just need to resign yourself to enjoying the delights of my dear Paris for another couple of days.”

Inwardly Dasha seethed but he was right. In some ways making money outside the law was the easy part. The famous American gangster Al Capone had gone to prison not for any of his more famous crimes but instead for the mere charge of tax evasion. She had waited all these years, she could wait for another two days. “I’ll send the request first thing in the morning.”

Nodding, Viper rose from his chair and walked away. Dasha drowned the last of the cognac from her glass and flagged down a waiter for another. When it arrived she scarfed it down, the burn of the alcohol soothing her frustration. It seemed nothing this evening had gone as she had intended. Knowing the answers to the questions she had sought her entire adult life were so close yet still just tantalisingly out of her reach was infuriating. Two days, she told herself again. It would only be another two days.

The lilting notes of music rang through the bar. Dasha recognised the tune. The smart dressed man at the piano was playing Beethovn’s Fur Elise and mediocrely at that. Impulsively, she rose from the table and walked over.

“Do you mind if I take a turn?”

The man looked up in surprise, skipping a note. “That is not really our policy mademoiselle.”

Dasha hissed and reached into her purse. She slapped a 500 Euro note down on the varnished top of the piano.

“But an exception can always be made.” The man rose from his seat, snatching up the note and slipping it into his jacket pocket.

Seating herself, Dasha placed her fingers upon the keys and began to play from the top. The first few notes were clumsy. She hadn’t played in years. Then her muscle memory took over and soon she was confidently playing as if the last time had been only yesterday. Her father had taught her. He had played himself and when she begged him to teach her when she was little he had taken time out of his busy schedule to do so. At first it had been on a cheap second hand thing that had sat in the living room of their government issued flat in Moscow. Later, when his fortunes had risen alongside the new Russia he had brought her a Steinway for the library of their dacha outside Saint Petersburg.

Continuing to play, memories she kept buried bubbled up. Her father’s strong hands guiding her own little ones as she learnt the scales. Her mother’s joyful voice praising her skill. How safe and protected she had felt within the loving embrace of them both, so utterly naive about the cruel nature of the real world. All gone now. Ripped away from her in one nightmare of an evening that had set her on the path that had led her here today.

A drop fell onto the back of her hand and Dasha realised she was crying. Furious with herself, she slammed her hands down onto the keyboard and stood up. She stalked out of the bar, obvious to the stares of its patrons, Mischa trailing in her wake.

She let herself into the rear seat of the car, slamming the door behind her and reached into her handbag for a pack of cigarettes and lighter.

Mischa let himself into the driver’s seat and after a moment said, “Dasha -”

“Don’t!” She spat out between clenched lips holding the tip of a cigarette between them as she angrily clicked away at the lighter till it emitted a spout of flame that lit the tip.

After a second he tried again. “Dasha -”

“Don’t!” She said again, exhaling a puff of smoke from her lungs. “Please, just drive.”

The car pulled away from the curb. Dasha puffed away at her cigarette, staring out the window at the bright Parisian lights and fighting down the sobs that threatened to escape.

TINA STOOD IN the Naschmarkt of Vienna, pretending to consider the array of fresh fruits for sale from the vendor’s stall before her while covertly keeping one eye on the target through the crowded mixture of locals and tourists bustling through the market either shopping or just taking in the sights. It was her first major overseas op, and her insides were a nervous mess.

Pretending to sniff at a melon, her partner Briggs stood beside her. She didn’t really know him that well, having only been part of the taskforce for a few weeks. He’d been patient with her learning the ropes, however, and helpful when she’d asked for advice without being condescending about it.

“Relax Tina,” he muttered softly, “there’s no reason for him to think you’re anything other than another tourist gawking at the local colour unless you give him one.”

Tina met Briggs’ eyes and nodded, forcing some of the tension out of her shoulders before turning back to watch the target. Dan Batterman certainly seemed unaware he was being surveilled. For the last twenty or so minutes the US intelligence operative attached to the local American embassy had been sitting at the open air cafe near the eastern side of the Naschmarkt, nervously chain smoking cigarettes while taking the occasional sip of coffee.

Batterman was an older man, bald on top with what little hair remained mostly grey, clearly riding out the end of his career with a relatively easy posting in a Central European country famed for its reputation for staunch neutrality. But according to the tip passed on by Langley there was reason to believe he was looking to sell information of some kind to an up and coming figure in the Russian mob.

Chen’s voice came from the small AirBud in her left ear. “We have eyes on someone approaching the target. Could be the suspected contact. Everyone keep your eyes peeled for a positive ID.”

Tina saw a woman walk up to the table Batterman was sitting at. She matched the general description they had of the buyer, but her features were obscured by a large floppy hat and wide sunglasses. Tina watched as she sat down across the table from Batterman, removing the sunglasses, revealing a pair of dark, almond shaped eyes.

“ID confirmed,” Tina said quietly. “It’s Barinov. I’m sure of it.”

This time she heard Kramer. “Okay. Team One begin your approach. Team Two, keep your eyes peeled. She’ll have her people around. The last thing we want is a big public shootout.”

No sooner had Kramer finished talking than everything suddenly went mad. Bursts of gunfire filled the air. Someone shoved her to the ground and she heard Briggs yelling, “Shit! Tina, get behind -” then suddenly he cut off as something hot splattered across her face.

Tina wasn’t sure how long she lay there. It was probably seconds but it felt like forever as she tried to melt into the ground and her ears rang with the sound of gunfire and panicked screams. Dimly she became aware of Kramer’s frantic yelling. “- roll call! Roll call! What’s everyone’s status!”

Opening her eyes, she recoiled when she saw Briggs lying sprayed out before her, his eyes staring up glassily at nothing. “Briggs…Briggs is down,” she somehow made herself say, remembering the framed picture he kept at his desk of a pretty looking woman and two cute preteen kids.

Chen chimed in, his voice uncharacteristically frantic. “Cruz is down! Walker is hit! Fuck it’s bad, he’s bleeding out! Stay with me buddy stay with me! We need medical stat!”

Kramer cut in. “Does anyone have eyes on Barinov!”

Somehow Tina made herself move, pulling her sidearm from the shoulder holster under her jacket and peaking out from behind the cover of the stall. Through the scrambling mass of people she saw Batterman lying splayed out on the ground, blood pooling around his body. Her eyes darted around and settled on a blonde woman running barefoot away from the scene.

A man on a vespa appeared through the rapidly thinning crowd of fleeing people. Barinov leapt onto the back of it. Impossibly, her eyes somehow settled on Tina, crouching covered in blood. She waved at her tauntingly, pretty lips actually blowing a mocking kiss, and then the bike’s thrumming whine filled the air and took off, darting into the crowd of people and disappearing.

“Negative sir,” Tina said. “She’s gone.”

“Tina! Tina!”

Her eyes shot open and darted around disorientedly, her breaths coming in rapid pants.

“Hey, hey it’s okay,” the voice she now recognized as Royce said calmingly, “you were just having a dream. A bad one from the sound of it.”

Tina remembered where she was, now able to hear the dull roar of the jet engines and idle murmurs of her fellow passengers on the commercial flight currently on its way to Paris. Unlike what the movies and tv specials would have you believe, the Bureau did not have some fleet of luxurious government jets at its disposal to fly agents off to wherever they needed to be. When travel was called for it was on the cheapest commercial airline available, with economy class seats to boot. Assuming it wasn’t possible to just hitchhike for free on some military cargo plane conveniently headed to the same destination. Those trips made economy class seem the height of luxury.

Flashing Royce a brief smile of gratitude, Tina raised her seat up into a sitting position. Thankfully he didn’t pry. She hadn’t had that particular nightmare in a while. Immediately after Vienna it had been almost a nightly occurrence that gradually grew less and less frequent as time went by. Of course it would be her luck that it would reemerge now.

Bending over, she rooted around in her carry-on bag and pulled out Dasha’s file. She’d learned that the best way to deal with the aftermath of her recurring memories of Vienna was to immerse herself into something else. She might as well kill two birds with one stone and review the most pertinent details of the case.

She flipped through the pages, not focusing on anything in particular.

“Hey, is that the guy from the surveillance footage?” Royce reached over and gestured at a mugshot of an older man with a shaved head and heavy set features.

“Mischa Volkov, Dasha’s personal guard. One of several former associates of her father’s that she’s brought into her network over the years, though easily the most prominent. Volkov was part of Ivan Barinov’s private security detail. He dropped off the record the same night Dasha’s family died and resurfaced in connection to the Russian mob around the time she did. Acts as part bodyguard, part lieutenant and part enforcer. Known in the criminal world as ‘the Snipper’.”

At Royce’s questioning look Tina moved her index and forefinger together like a pair of scissors. “His preferred interrogation technique. Apparently he starts with the fingers and toes then moves on to other things.”

Tina chuckled as Royce’s fingers involuntarily curled up into fists and he shuddered. “Sounds like a lovely guy.”

“Volkov’s got a dark reputation even by the standards of the Russian mob, but he seems unusually loyal to Dasha and even did a two year stint in prison on an assault charge because he refused to flip on her. He appears to be the one person she might actually trust.”

Royce wagged his eyebrows. “Possibly he’s been under her in more than one way?”

The thought rankled Tina. She was rankled even more when she realised it. No. She was not going to go down that rabbit hole again. “Doubtful. Dasha’s never been linked romantically to anyone as far as I can tell and a relationship with an underling, however trusted, is a risky proposition in the criminal underworld, especially for a woman. I suspect more of a surrogate father figure.”

“Who snips off fingers.”

Tina rolled her eyes. “Her actual father, Ivan Barinov, was almost certainly a KGB agent before he traded that in for tailored suits and sportscars. He probably snipped off a few fingers in his day as well. So has Dasha for that matter, you don’t rise to where she is in the Russian mob without getting your hands dirty.”

There was a moment of silence and then Royce snickered. Tina shot him a curious look. “What?”

“Sorry, the thought just popped into my head that losing a couple of fingers might almost be worth it.”

At Tina’s baffled look Royce gestured to one of the pictures of Dasha in the file. “C’mon Tina, we both share an appreciation for the ladies. You gotta admit that Barinov is mighty fine.”

That struck a little too close to things Tina was trying her best to forget. Fighting to suppress a blush at memories of just the other night she scoffed dismissively. “I suppose so if you like that sort of thing.”

“What sort of thing?”

“Trashy Eastern Europeans with a tacky fashion sense.”

“Who are tanned, stacked and blonde.” Royce shot back.

“Dyed blonde,” Tina returned, “did I forget to mention the trashy part?”

Royce smirked. “Hmm, I can’t help but think the lady doth protest too much. Is this obsession of yours with Barinov - I’m sorry with Dasha - more than meets the eye?”

Again that struck closer to home than Tina was comfortable with. “Don’t be ridiculous. My ‘obsession’ is with bringing Da - Barinov to justice for the four agents she left dead. I suggest you get over this little infatuation you seem to have developed or you might find yourself becoming the fifth one!”

Royce raised his hands in mock surrender. “Okay, okay. Relax Tina, you know I’m only teasing.”

Tina let out a breath and nodded in apology. Royce had just been joking around, probably trying to put her at ease after she’d woken from what was obviously a bad dream. It wasn’t his fault his joke had landed on something that might have some truth to it. No! She was not going down that road again.

“Sorry Royce. I’m a little on edge. This case has been digging up some bad memories.”

“No worries, it’s cool.” Royce answered.

A dinging sound rang through the dark interior of the plane followed by the captain’s voice. “Ladies and gentlemen, we are now starting our final descent into Charles de Gaulle airport. Please fasten your seat belts, raise your seats and trays and put away any loose items. It has been a pleasure being your pilot on this flight. I hope you all enjoy your stay in Paris.”

There was an immediate russell of activity as people began raising their seats and putting things away in preparation for landing. Tina stowed her file back in her carry-on bag before looking out the window. Paris certainly was living up to its reputation as the city of lights, the landscape below lit up as far as she could see.

Somewhere down there, amidst all the glitz and glamour, was Dasha Barinov and Tina was not going to rest until she had found her. For justice and no other reason. That’s what she told herself.


Chapter Three - Repressed Desires

ON SHORT ACQUAINTANCE Lieutenant Pierre Arnault struck Tina as a French version of Kramer. The representative of the Paris Police Prefecture assigned to liaise with the FBI was a man of middling years, his brown hair shiny and slicked back with too much hair product. His dark blue uniform looked crisply pressed without a wrinkle to be seen. He even had a neatly trimmed moustache.

Naturally the two men seemed to take an instant dislike for each other.

“I’m sure the Director of the Bureau emphasised to the Prefecture that while we appreciate any and all assistance you can provide for us this is ultimately our investigation and we will be taking Barinov into custody once we find and apprehend her.”

“I am afraid the matter is not so simple as that Monsieur,” Lieutenant Arnault was all smiles and politeness, but he seemed to be fighting the urge to grind his teeth. “Madam Barinov is wanted for many crimes both here in France and throughout the EU at large, far more I am sure than she is by your American justice system.”

“Now look here,” Kramer retorted. “The only reason you know she’s here at all is because we provided you with the intelligence. Do I need to call the Director and have him call the Secretary of State? I hear she’s awfully busy these days, what with her ongoing campaign for the primaries, and tends to get annoyed when she has to actually focus on doing the job itself.”

Tina rolled her eyes. The two had been going at it practically from the moment they’d sat down to debrief in the meeting room that had been provided to them in the Prefecture.

Taking a sip of her coffee, Tina fought down a grimace at the bitter taste. Police station coffee was police station coffee even in Paris it seemed. She needed the caffeine though. The couple of hours sleep she had gotten at the hotel the team had been set up at had done nothing to kill her jetlag.

Sensing that the two men would probably keep butting heads for the rest of the day if left to themselves Tina spoke up. “As important as the decision of what to do with Dasha is once we find her, it is kind of academic until we actually, you know, find her.”

That seemed to get through to the pair of them. Kramer actually looked a little embarrassed. “Agent Graci makes a fair point. On that note what have your people managed to uncover so far?”

Lieutenant Arnault smiled oily. “We have of course devoted all available resources to trying to locate Madam Barinov given the importance of this case. We have teams of officers combing the banlieues as we speak.”

“You’re wasting your time there,” Tina interjected.

Lieutenant Arnault’s smile looked slightly pained for the first time. “The banlieues are hotbeds of criminal activity and just the kind of place an underworld individual such as Madam Barinov would be expected to operate. But please, Madam Graci, I welcome your outsider perspective on how best to conduct an investigation in my own city.”

“It’s Agent Graci,” Tina corrected, not at all missing the tone of condescension in the man’s voice, “and I don’t doubt that Dasha has contacts and connections in the banlieues that she’s utilising. But as for staying there, that’s something she’d only do if her life depended on it. Remember this is a woman who was raised in the most privileged of privileged circumstances and all the evidence points to her having lost none of her taste for the finer things of life since. She’ll be staying at some high end luxury hotel or a private AirBnB townhouse in one of the classier neighbourhoods, not some grotty suburb.”

“Great, so we only have to search every luxury hotel in Paris,” Kramer’s voice was dripping with sarcasm, “that should only take us the next thousand years.”

“Our best opportunity to locate Dasha is to find out what exactly it is that’s brought her to Paris in the first place,” Tina went on. “Have you made any progress on that front?”

Lieutenant Arnault’s smile turned just the tiniest bit smug. “As it so happens we have.”

Picking up a controller from the conference room’s table, the Frenchman clicked a button. The projector sitting on the end of the table booted up and on the whiteboard on the far side of the room the face of a man appeared. He was good looking enough but otherwise nondescript.

“Francis Delamarche. Officially a modestly successful but unremarkable accountant with a mid sized firm located here in Paris. Unofficially he is known in criminal circles as ‘Viper’ one of the most notorious hackers in existence. We identified Monsieur Delamarche as Viper about eight months ago but have held off on arresting him hoping to gain intelligence on his clientele.”

Another click of a button and the picture of Delamarche disappeared to be replaced by what looked to be a bank document of some kind.

“Late last night Interpole flagged a wire for half a million Euros heading to a bank account in the Cayman Islands known to be under Monsieur Delamarche’s name. When they traced the origins of the wire it was discovered it originated at a Russian bank from an account we believe to be associated with Madam Barinov’s criminal organisation.”

Delight shot through Tina at those words as there were murmurs of excitement from other members of the team around the table.

“It would be a mighty big coincidence if Barinov just so happened to send half a million Euros to this Viper guy right when she happened to be in his neck of the woods,” Chen said in his usual dry tone.

“That is our opinion as well. Whatever it is that has brought Madam Barinov to Paris, it likely involves Monsieur Delamarche.”

“You're the self-proclaimed Barinov expert, Agent Graci, does that hold up?” Kramer looked down at Tina from the head of the table.

Feeling the eyes of everyone in the room turn to her, Tina took a moment to consider. “It tracks with what we’ve established of Dasha’s previous behaviour. She has a history of seeking out people who potentially have access to information on American intelligence, perhaps this time she decided it was worth cutting out the middleman and just taking it from the source directly. It’s definitely worth investigating.”

Kramer nodded curtly. “I expected that would be the answer. Coincidences can happen and we don’t even have absolute confirmation this wire originated from Barinov, I imagine this bank does business with all kinds of sketchy clientele if they do business with her, so let’s not assume this is a sure thing. Still, it’s the best lead we have to go on at the moment. I assume you have people on this Viper guy?” He turned his attention to Lieutenant Arnault.

“But of course, we have had a plain clothes detail following his every move since his connection to Madam Barinov came to our attention. Should he make contact with her we will be aware of it. We’re closely monitoring all known channels of electronic communication also, though given Monsieur Delamache’s obvious technical skills in that area I cannot guarantee nothing will slip through unnoticed.”

“Understandable,” Kramer conceded, “I’d like some of my people added to that detail.”

At Lieutenant Arnault’s nod of acquiescence Tina immediately opened her mouth to speak but Kramer cut her off before she could get a word out, clearly anticipating what she was about to request.

“Yes, Agent Graci, you and Agent Royce can be included in the observation detail. However, let me be clear that if you successfully ID the target you call it in and wait for back up before going in. As far as we’re aware Barinov has no idea we’re onto her being in Paris and I won’t have you tipping our hand by going in half cocked and letting her slip away.”

Inside, Tina was fuming a little at being so predictable but remembering Kramer’s warning from back in DC the other day she kept any sign of it from her face and nodded in agreement. “Of course Sir, you have my word.”

Kramer doled out the rest of the team’s assignments for the days then curtly dismissed everyone other than Chen, who stayed behind with him to speak further with Lieutenant Arnault. As they filed out of the briefing room Tina noticed Royce was rather intently chewing at his inner cheek.

Recognising one of his tells she elbowed her partner’s forearm. “What is it?”

“Am I the only one who thinks something doesn't add up here? Let’s go with the theory that Barinov is in Paris to meet with this Viper character. What kind of government intel is so valuable to a mobster that she’d be willing to fork over that kind of dough for it? It’s not like the American mafia go around messing with the CIA.”

Tina shrugged. “Russia isn’t like America. There’s a very fluid line between the criminal underworld and the legitimate private sector and the government security services. It hasn't changed very much from the days of the USSR in that respect. This wouldn’t be the first time the FSB has farmed something like this out to the Russian mob, especially in a situation where they want some plausible deniability.”

“Okay cool, I get that. But from how you’re describing it this sounds like a regular thing for Barinov, not just an occasional favour done for money. How often is that something you see from a Russian mobster, unless she’s secretly a Russian intelligence officer undercover?”

As they reached the elevators and waited for one to arrive Tina considered Royce’s suggestion for a moment. The frequency with which Dasha seemed to seek out individuals and information connected with the American intelligence services was unusual. “I just can’t see it. Somehow I don’t see Dasha as the patriotic type, given what happened to her family, and anyway she was still just a girl when she was orphaned. This isn’t the movies. Intelligence services don’t take little girls and train them to be super spies and assassins. It’s not like the FSB needs to place undercover operatives in the Russian mob anyway, they’re more than willing to work with them when necessary for the right price.”

With a ding one of the elevators glided open and the pair stepped inside. “You are right that it's unusual however. There’s a clear pattern but we’re missing some crucial piece that’s necessary to understand it.”

Now it was Royce’s turn to elbow her in the shoulder, giving Tina a reassuring smile. “Well with any luck we’ll get to ask Barinov that ourselves when we have her in interrogation.”

Tina smiled back, but inside she still found herself pondering the question Royce had raised. Why was Dasha so relentlessly drawn towards information on American intelligence? What could be her motive and what information could possibly be so important to her that she would be willing to pay a small fortune to acquire it?

Another ding signalled their elevator had arrived on the ground floor of the Prefecture and Tina put her questions aside. As Royce had said, with any luck she would soon be able to get answers to her questions from Dasha herself.

TO TINA’S SURPRISE, the bar of the hotel the Bureau had booked for the team was actually half decent. It seemed in the struggle between the desire for efficiency by having its agents located somewhere reasonably close to the Prefecture and the constant wish by the Bureau to cut costs wherever possible efficiency had notched up a rare win.

Tina took a long sip from her glass of chardonnay, savouring the taste. It was only house wine, the Bureau’s generosity most certainly had not extended to covering drinks of any kind, but this was France and even house wine was a notable step up on its American equivalent. Putting her glass down she glanced around the interior of the bar and by chance her eyes met those of another woman for a moment, a pretty blonde sitting with a group of other people. Tina held her gaze for a moment before the other woman blushed slightly and looked away.

Turning back to the counter, she took another long sip from her wine glass which drained the remaining contents and signalled to the bartender for a refill. It had been a long and frustrating day.

Tailing Francis Delamarche had at times almost felt like watching an episode of Mr Bean without the laugh track. Tina had joined the surveillance detail just in time to watch Delamarche leave his nondescript, middle class flat and go straight to the office building where he worked. At noon he had briefly left to go buy a shawarma wrap from a kebab stand which he then proceeded to eat in a nearby park before returning to work at the exact end of his one hour lunch break. At five o’clock on the dot he had left work and gone straight to a gym situated halfway between the office and his home, where he had attended a spin class, then gone straight home where he had remained until the pair of agents who’d been assigned to the evening shift had arrived to relieve herself and Royce.

Picking up her once again full glass, Tina took another long pull and snidely speculated that Delamarche was probably at this very moment engaging in the most boringly possible vanilla sex with his wife, almost certainly missionary position with the lights off. It would fit in perfectly with the bland and nondescript upper middle class image that the rest of his life seemed to consist of.

There had not been the slightest sign of Dasha the entire day. Not that Tina had expected there to be. It would have been too much to ask for the target to conveniently show herself on the very first day. Things were never so easy.

Looking around the bar once again, Tina saw Royce enter via the entrance connected to the hotel lobby followed by Anders and then Chen of all people. The trio made their way over to a spot at the counter and ordered drinks. Seeing Tina seated further down, Royce excused himself and walked down towards her.

“I see you had the same idea we did,” Royce said by way of greeting as he pulled up next to her and sat down on an adjacent empty stool.

“Great minds think alike,” Tina replied, raising her glass in a mock toast.

Royce laughed. “Listen, we’re having a quick drink then going out to see a bit of the city. Nothing too crazy,” he added, seeing the look of disapproval suddenly appear in his partner’s eyes, “I know we’re here on business and need to be in tip top shape tomorrow, but c’mon it’s Paris. You want to join us?”

Tina cocked an eyebrow. “An evening out on the town with Chen? What, did Kramer turn you down?”

Royce raised his hands defensively. “Chen’s actually not that bad a guy to hang with. Yeah I know he’s all uptight and kind of humourless when he’s on the clock, but he can actually loosen up a little when he’s not at work. Plus he’s been to Paris a few times and said he can show us a few fun spots to check out.”

The idea of Chen loosening up struck Tina as about as probable as proof of the existence of Bigfoot. She couldn’t remember him so much as smiling in the entire three years she had worked with him. “Thanks for the offer but I think I’ll just stay here and have an early night. Still dealing with a bit of jetlag you know?”

Hearing the jingle of the bell at the door of the bar’s streetside entrance, Tina quickly pivoted around. Seeing it was only an older couple, clearly tourists, she turned back around to see a look of incredulousness on Royce’s face.

“Really Tina? Is this actually your plan for tonight? Sitting here hoping that Barinov just walks into this particular hotel bar?”

Tina fidgeted in her seat. Of course the idea sounded absurd when Royce put it that way. “This is exactly the kind of place she would choose to frequent. High end, nice ambiance, but low key enough to not have a high level of scrutiny or security associated with it.”

The look of sad sympathy Royce gave her made Tina inwardly cringe. “Tina, I love you in an entirely platonic, ‘best partner I have ever had’ kind of way, so I say this to you with nothing but goodwill. This is approaching ‘one flew over cuckoo's nest’ levels of obsession. You’re in Paris, for Pete’s sake. Go out, get a little drunk, get laid. Trust me, it’ll do you good.”

At her partner’s words, Tina’s eyes involuntarily shot over to the pretty blonde sitting in the corner. Catching herself she looked away.

Royce smirked, having clearly caught what she had been doing. “Just some friendly advice, take it or leave it.”

With that he rose from the stool and made his way back down the bar to where Anders and Chen were waiting. He was greeted with a shot glass filled with some amber liquid and the three men toasted each other and downed their drinks before turning to head out to the street. Just before leaving, Royce caught Tina’s eye one last time and rolled his eyes in the direction of the blonde in the corner, wagging his eyebrows suggestively as he did so.

Tina snorted in amusement and turned away as he left. Still part of her found herself wondering if Royce had a point. She was in Paris. Was she really going to spend the evening sitting in some generic hotel bar hoping that Dasha Barinov would just randomly walk into it? And hadn’t she just told herself the other night that she was long overdue to get laid?

Almost of her own volition, Tina’s eyes again drifted over to the blonde woman on the other side of the bar. She was a pretty thing, with a cute, heart shaped face and a pair of perky breasts that rivalled Tina’s own in size and were perfectly displayed by the v neck blouse she was wearing.

Once again the woman looked up to catch her staring and this time it was Tina who blushed slightly at being caught and quickly looked away.

Out of the corner of her eye, Tina saw the blonde rise from her seat at the table and begin walking across the bar towards her. Her pulse spiked and she took a quick swallow from her wine glass to try and calm her nerves. As it often did in moments such as this, her deeply buried Catholic upbringing suddenly reasserted itself and she found herself mentally saying a prayer that the woman wasn’t coming over to say whatever the French equivalent of ‘Stop creeping on me you loser dyke’ was.

To her relief, the woman stopped in front of Tina and smiled. “Bonjour, ça vous dérange si je m’assois?”

Suddenly filled with bitter regret that she had taken psychology as a minor in college instead of French, Tina smiled apologetically. “I’m sorry but I don’t speak French.”

The blonde blinked and easily switched to English. “Ah, American oui? I am Colette.”

Something about the French accent made the simple sentence sound incredibly sexy to Tina. She extended her hand. “Tina.”

Colette took it and perhaps it was Tina’s imagination but she seemed to hold it for just a tad longer than was necessary. “May I sit?”

Now this was looking promising. “Please do. Could I get you something to drink?”

Seating herself on the padded stool next to Tina, Colette smiled coquettishly. “I would not say no to a glass of whatever it is you are having.”

Signalling the bartender, Tina gestured to her almost empty glass and held up two fingers. Within moments her glass was topped up and an empty glass was put before Colette and filled with an ample amount of wine; Tina made a mental note to leave the bartender a generous tip.

Colette took a slow sip from her glass, her eyes locked with Tina’s as she did so. “So Tina, I could not help but notice you looking at me earlier.”

“I hope I didn’t make you uncomfortable.”

A pretty giggle answered. “Non, you most certainly did not. Though it did make me wonder if it was because you liked the look of me?”

As always seemed to happen in situations like this Tina searched her brain for an answer that would sound smooth and seductive only to draw a blank. “You might not be wrong. What brings you to Paris?”

Relief surged through Tina as her so very pathetic attempt at conversation elicited another pretty giggle. “An odd question for the foreigner to ask? My employer is hosting a conference here this week, and while I love my colleagues,” Colette nodded towards the group of people clustered around the table she had just left, “when I noticed you looking at me I leapt at the opportunity to escape yet more endless talk of spreadsheets and sales figures. What about you, Tina? Are you here on business or for pleasure?”

“The former,” Tina answered, scrambling to remember the official cover story she had been given. “I work in mergers and acquisitions for a firm in New York. Guess the boss decided to take advantage of the company expense account and fly us out in person to look into the latest potential merger.” She said a silent prayer that Colette wouldn’t pry further. She knew absolutely nothing about mergers and acquisitions; how on earth did the Bureau come up with these cover stories?

Colette smiled and put her hand on Tina’s knee. “So you must also be staying at this hotel, oui? What a lovely coincidence.”

Even through the material of her dress pants the other woman’s touch felt electric. Tina actually had to stifle a moan. Trying her best to suppress the butterflies that were flying around in her stomach she told herself to relax. Colette was practically handing her a gilded invitation with her subtle mention that she was staying at this very hotel. “Yes I am. Like I said, guess the boss wanted to use that expense account.”

Colette took a long pull from her wine glass and withdrew her hand, running it down the material of her pencil skirt to flatten some nonexistent wrinkle. Almost of their own accord Tina’s eyes shot down and looked at the other woman’s long, shapely legs. Looking up she saw a smug look of satisfaction on Colette’s face at catching where she had been looking and Tina couldn’t stop the blush she felt break out on her cheeks.

Smile deepening, Colette leaned forward, which displayed the ample cleavage of her breasts all the better. “As tonight is my last night in Paris, ma cherie, I hope you will forgive me if I am bold. Would you like to come upstairs with me to my room? It has the most beautiful view. You can see the Eiffel Tower from it.”

Forget a gilded invitation, Colette was straight up offering her sex with a beautiful stranger on a platter. For one long moment Tina hesitated, then she picked up her wine glass and downed the contents in one long pull. Reaching into her purse she plucked a handful of Euros and placed them on the counter. She had probably wildly overtipped, but she didn’t care.

Colette smiled and emptied her own glass then rose from her seat and offered Tina her hand. As the two made their way across the bar towards the entrance to the hotel lobby, the Frenchwoman waved coquettishly in farewell to her colleagues at their table, who returned the gesture. One of them even made the “okay” sign at them. It seemed Tina had passed the work friends’ test of approval with flying colours.

The lobby was thankfully empty at this time of night aside from a couple of employees behind the check-in counter idly gossiping with one another. As they waited for the elevator to arrive, still holding hands, Colette stroked her thumb across the V where Tina’s thumb and forefinger met. The feature was light but it sent a shiver down Tina’s spine all the same. When she did the same back to Colette the other woman shot her such an intensely passionate look that Tina felt a delicious pulse shoot through her vagina and she realised her panties were already beginning to get damp.

They did nothing in the elevator ride up other than continue to hold hands. As much as Tina felt a burning desire to touch the other woman, the thought of the elevator suddenly stopping to admit some little old lady or, even worse, some family with small children was enough of a threat to keep her passion in check. That was a guaranteed mood killer best avoided.

Of course, nothing remotely like this happened on the ride up and in what seemed like no time the two of them were standing before the door to Colette’s room as the Frenchwoman swiped her keycard. A short buzzing sound signalled the door was unlocked and Colette opened it and gestured for Tina to enter.

Stepping into the dark room, Tina groped for the light switch, assuming it was located in vaguely the same location as the one in her own room. Her powers of deduction as an FBI agent were vindicated as after only a moment of fumbling she located the switch and with a click the room’s lights came on and revealed a nice looking if very generic hotel room. A quick glance out the window confirmed Colette hadn’t been lying when she had said you could see the Eiffel Tower.

Then from behind her Tina heard the click of the door closing and she immediately forgot all about the room and its view as Colette practically pounced on her. The other woman’s hands gripped Tina by her shoulders and turned her around to face her, then pressed herself up against her in a kiss with such force behind it that Tina actually took a step back and felt her back slam against the wall of the hotel room with a thump.

Beautiful, assertive, and not afraid to take charge. So far Colette was displaying all of the qualities Tina found attractive. The evening was off to a promising start. She returned the kiss eagerly, obediently opening her lips when she felt the Frenchwoman’s tongue probing against them and meeting it with her own in a lewd dance.

Reaching down with both hands, Tina cupped Colette’s round bum through the material of her pencil skirt, then reached down and tugged the hem of it up. She felt a little thrill of excitement run through her when her hands felt naked flesh and realised the other woman must be wearing a thong.

Jutting out one of her legs between Colette’s own, she rubbed herself against the Frenchwoman and was treated to a hot moan of delight that was partially stifled against her tongue. Feeling the hot wetness of the other woman’s pussy through the material of her dress pants, Tina broke the kiss and looked at Colette in surprise. “You’re not wearing panties?”

Colette gave her the sultry look that all Frenchwomen seemed to have mastered. “I did say it was my last night in Paris and I was looking to be bold, did I not?” Even as she spoke she continued to rut herself against Tina’s leg.

Tina felt the other woman’s hands grip the material of her suit jacket and slip it from her shoulders onto the floor. “You had me picked out before you even walked over, didn’t you?”

“I had you picked out from the moment you sat down at the bar and was just waiting for you to notice me. What can I say, I have a type.” Colette’s hands now went to work on the buttons of Tina’s blouse. By the way she was staring at Tina’s large breasts with naked hunger as they were revealed it was very clear what ‘type’ she had been referring to.

Tina felt a moment of embarrassment as her blouse joined her suit jacket on the floor, leaving her standing in nothing but her plain cotton bra. She had definitely not gone down to the hotel bar with the intention of being ‘bold’ as Colette had called it. The other woman did not seem at all put out, only intent on unclipping the bra and removing it as quickly as possible. As Tina’s large, tall breasts, capped with puffy and pointed nipples, were fully revealed Colette’s smile only deepened.

As Colette palmed both now naked breasts, gently caressing them with her fingertips, Tina let out a throaty groan. Her breasts were very sensitive and she simply loved having them played with.

“Oh did you enjoy that, ma cherie?”

“Yes! Harder please,” Tina moaned breathlessly.

“Harder?” Colette smirked jokingly and playfully gave a light pinch to one of Tina’s nipples. “Are you one of those bad girls who likes it rough?”

Yes! That was exactly how Tina liked it. Groaning at the jolt of pleasure that shot straight to her pussy as Colette twisted her nipple between her thumb and forefinger, she arched her back to better bring her breasts into contact with the other woman’s hands. Colette wasn’t being serious, however, clearly seeing her words as nothing but a joke, and her caresses remained disappointingly gentle and light. As pleasurable as they felt, they weren’t what Tina wanted - what she needed - and her frustration only built.

Colette stepped back from Tina and began walking her way backwards towards the large, king sized bed that dominated the room. As she did so, she unzipped her pencil skirt and let it fall to the floor then pulled her shirt over her head to reveal she had also gone without wearing a bra as well as panties. Her breasts were a bit smaller than Tina’s but perky and well proportioned to her slender frame. Looking down, Tian saw Colette kept her pussy shaved completely bare and it already had turned a delightful shade of pink that contrasted nicely with her pale skin.

Leaning back onto the bed, Colette crooked a finger at Tina suggestively, beckoning her over. Tina needed no urging and walked over to join the other woman, fumbling to undo the belt of her pants and unzip them as she did so. Reaching the bed, she pulled them down along with her underwear with shaking hands and stepped out of both, now just as naked as Colette was.

Colette looked over Tina’s naked body, clearly approving of the sight, and when she sat down on the bed next to her the Frenchwoman took her by the shoulders and pushed her down onto the mattress. Tina’s entire body tingled with arousal, enjoying the sensation of Colette taking control and leading their lovemaking. Yes, this was what she wanted. This was what she hungered for. When Colette squatted over Tina on all fours, her beautiful pussy hovering teasingly over her face, she reached up and gripped both of her hips so she could pull her down onto her waiting lips.

Shooting her tongue out, Tina licked her way along the entire length of Colette’s slit. The taste was sweet and Colette’s cry of delight only urged Tina on. Soon she was eagerly lapping away at the other woman’s cunt. Between her own legs she felt Colette’s warm, silky tongue lick her own pussy and she let out her own moan of pleasure that was muffled against the vulva above her.

Again though, the caresses of Colette’s tongue remained gentle and soft. It wasn’t at all what Tina wanted. Her frustration was building and not the good kind she relished of being deliberately teased and denied by a dominant partner. Taking her hands off of Colette’s hips, Tina reached out and gripped the stokes of the headboard, letting herself imagine that they were bound tightly to them with some kind of restraints, leaving her helpless and unable to move.

Her vagina throbbed at the thought and Tina found herself embracing the fantasy. She pretended that Colette’s unsatisfyingly gentle licks and kisses were her purposefully keeping her on the edge of orgasm, denying her the ultimate release she craved. She redoubled her efforts at sucking Colette’s pussy, imagining that she had been kept this way for hours and was frantically trying to please her mistress in the hope that if she did a good enough job pleasing her she would finally be rewarded and allowed to cum.

Colette certainly seemed to appreciate what she was doing and within minutes Tina felt her inner walls tighten around her tongue as the woman lifted her head off of her pussy and cried out in French as she climaxed. Tina pretended that she had been right at the edge herself only to be cruelly denied by Colette as the other woman revelled in her own pleasures. She actually let out a little whine of unhappiness, fully immersed in the role she had imagined for herself. She was just a poor slave girl, bound tight and unable to do anything but lie there with her aching pussy begging to be touched as her stern and domineering mistress rode out her own orgasm and babbled in Russian.

Russian?

The realisation of where her imagination had taken her shot through Tina like cold ice water, effectively killing her arousal. As the last traces of her orgasm left her, Colette returned to her earlier ministrations, but if the gentle caresses of her tongue had been unsatisfying before now they were completely ineffective. All Tina could think of was the desperate urge to end this entire business and get away so she could clear her head.

Flopping her head back onto the bedding, Tina gave what to her ears sounded like an obviously fake groan and forced her body to shudder briefly before going limp. Colette seemed taken in by the charade of a fake orgasm and after a few seconds rolled off of Tina and flopped down beside her on the bed, panting for breath.

Propping her head up on one hand, Colette smiled warmly. “That was glorious, ma cherie. Was it the same for you?”

“Yes. Glorious,” Tina said distractedly, sitting up on the bed and furtively looking around the room for her clothes. Spotting her pants and underwear sitting in a pile at the foot of the bed where she had discarded them she rose and pulled her panties up her legs before doing the same with her pants.

A slightly nonplussed look appeared on Colette’s face. “Going so soon? The night is still young.”

Tina tried her best to keep her tone light, hiding the turmoil that was raging within her. “Er….sorry but I think I should go. Early morning.”

There was no way of missing the flash of hurt that appeared on Colette’s face at the obvious brush off, but she quickly hid it. “Of course, I have one myself. Early checkout and then a train to catch.”

Colette gestured towards what was obviously the bathroom door. “Do you mind if I….”

“No, go ahead,” Tina said, desperately looking anywhere but the Frenchwoman.

Colette rose from the bed and disappeared into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. A few moments later the sound of the shower could be heard.

Thankful to be alone, Tina dressed hastily and almost fled from the hotel room. Out in the corridor she hammered at the button of the elevator until it opened with a ding. Stepping inside she was relieved to find it empty and she pressed the button for her floor then leaned up against the wall, taking deep breaths to try and calm herself.

A thud rang through the elevator and Tina felt a flash of pain in her hand and realised she had just slammed her fist into the wall. Gingerly lifting it up, she winced when she saw a thin crack in the glass surface. Great. Just what she needed. She could only pray that the elevator didn’t have cameras. Having to explain a repair bill from the hotel to Kramer would be just the cherry on top of this total fiasco of an evening.

Tina closed her eyes. This whole thing had been a mistake. All she had done had been to hurt Colette and leave herself even more frustrated and unsatisfied than before. Not for the first time she hated that she had been born this way. Not that she liked women; Tina had worked through her feelings on that in high school, helped by the fact her parents had been totally supportive when she had worked up the nerve to finally come out to them. No, it was the way she liked women, liked being submissive to them, hurt by them, that was something about herself that she loathed in moments like this.

Above all she hated that it was something she had to keep secret. She didn’t mind being known as the office dyke. Being known as the office sub though? Her insides shuddered at the thought as she could almost hear the jokes. Hey Graci, remember those handcuffs are for the preps, not yourself. You wouldn’t want to get written up for misusing government property! Hey Graci, there’s a total hottie in one of the holding cells. Maybe you wanna let her interrogate you!

A ding announced that the elevator had reached her floor and Tina stepped out of it. Finding her room, she fumbled for a moment with the key before letting herself in. She didn’t even bother turning on the lights, simply discarding her clothes in a pile on the floor and crawling under the covers of her bed.

As Tina lay there in the darkness she tried with everything she had not to think about the one thing that of course was first and foremost in her thoughts. This hadn’t been the first time she had fantasised to spice up an overwise underwhelming vanilla encounter. It was the second time in the last few days she had fantasised about Dasha Barinov though.

Tina tried to dismiss the unsettling feeling this brought. After all, this wasn’t the real Dasha she had been exciting herself with thoughts of. She didn’t know the real Dasha. The odds she was even attracted to women were slim and almost certainly not in the way Tina had been imagining her to be. Dasha was just a deadly, commanding woman that she had been projecting her desires onto. She had done that more than once in the past. A blush came to her cheeks as she remembered some of the fantasies she had imagined about Mrs Daniels, her old high school gym teacher, back when she had been a teenager.

She had to get a grip over whatever this was. Kramer had already warned her in no uncertain terms he would bench her the second he suspected her personal feelings regarding Dasha were jeopardising the case. An involuntary giggle escaped her despite everything when she imagined the look on his face were he to realise what these particular feelings were. It might actually bring on the stroke that he permanently seemed to be on the very brink of.

Letting out a long, slow breath, Tina did her best to concentrate on falling asleep. She resolved to put Dasha and all the confusing thoughts associated with her out of mind and just concentrate on ensuring she was finally brought to justice. But for all her efforts, she was keenly aware of her aching, very unsatisfied pussy which still seemed to quiver every time the other woman came to mind.


Chapter Four - Agent Takes Queen

IT WAS A COOL autumn afternoon and Tina casually sipped away at the coffee cupped in her hands as she discreetly tried to keep an eye on the hotel across the street. She was dressed in slacks and a t-shirt, with a windbreaker over it to hide her holstered sidearm. Across the patio table from her, Royce was dressed similarly. To the world around them they were just a typical pair of tourists so in awe of being in Paris that they didn’t realise they were drinking mediocre coffee at an overpriced tourist trap.

The other members of the team, along with an equal number of plain clothed French police, were scattered around the area. Tina could see Kramer a little further down the cobblestoned road, sitting at an outdoor table of some eatery. Even undercover he wore his usual double breasted suit and was puffing away at a cigar. Somehow it worked and he looked little more than a typical Parisian businessman taking one of the overly long lunches Frenchmen were renowned for.

Casually scanning the area Tina saw Anders standing in front of some streetside vendor hawking various cheap knick knacks and souvenirs to passing tourists, trying his best to seem absorbed in what looked to be an array of fridge magnets. The rest of the team were invisible, which probably was a good thing.

At the morning briefing earlier in the day Lieutenant Arnault had barged in with an infuriatingly smug look on his face.

“Last night we intercepted a message from one of the email accounts we know to be associated with Monsieur Delamarche. It was brief ‘Hotel Marquis. Noon tomorrow.’ but I think we can all assume who it was intended for.”

Kramer had instantly been on his feet, barking at Arnault that he expected backup to be provided and pointedly reminding the Frenchman that this was their case and Dasha was their arrest. Tina had ignored the two men’s bickering, her heart pounding in her ribcage in excitement as she absorbed the news. It almost seemed too good to be true! Then again cases often came down to unexpected breaks like this one. Success rarely came from convoluted threads of evidence and complex plans, often it was just quickly following up on a fortuitous bit of news that happened to pay off.

Tina once again casually scanned the area. If Dasha was coming here to meet with Delamarche her people would almost certainly be in position before her arrival. Someone like Dasha hadn’t survived as long as she had without taking every precaution. She spotted a pair of tough faced men sitting in the patio area outside the Hotel Marquis, rather obviously pretending to be focused on a game of backgammon. There would almost certainly be more.

Delamarche himself was sitting in the interior of the hotel bar area, picking away at a salad. Tina imagined it was almost certainly a garden one, with no dressing. After all, you didn’t maintain a sleek physique such as his by loading up on unnecessary calories!

A car pulled up slowly, fighting through the heavy foot traffic of pedestrian tourists that flooded the downtown neighbourhoods of Paris such as this one. The driver’s door opened and from it emerged the unmistakable figure of Volkov. Tina took a long sip of her coffee, trying with everything she had not to react as the big man casually looked over the area before walking around to the passenger side and opening the door. The slight figure of a woman wearing a sleek white dress emerged, her face hidden underneath a fashionable looking headscarf and a pair of large sunglasses.

Kramer’s gruff voice rang in Tina’s ear via her earpiece. “Okay we have eyes on Volkov. Can anyone ID the woman with him?”

“Negative, Sir,” Tina quietly replied, “but if that’s Volkov it’s almost certainly Dasha with him.”

“Almost certainly isn’t definite!” Came the barking reply. “Repeat, can anyone ID the woman?”

A chorus of quiet negatives answered. Tina watched as Volkov and the woman entered the bar of the Hotel Marquis, every part of her itching to go running in right that minute. She was certain it was Dasha. She was the right height and build. The expensive clothes were exactly her style. It had to be her!

Volkov perched himself against the bar itself and ordered a drink he proceeded to ignore, eyes still scanning the area with the demeanour of a guard dog. The woman casually walked over to the table Delamarche was at and seated herself across from him.

“If that is Barinov she’s not going to linger,” Kramer’s voice sounded through her earpiece again. “What do you say, Graci? You’re the expert.”

Tina swallowed and tried her best to keep her voice calm and reasonable. “If there’s one constant about Dasha, it’s that wherever she goes Volkov goes. It’s her, Sir, I’d bet my life savings on it.”

A huff was followed by a grudging response. “Okay, sometimes ‘almost certain’ is as good as it gets. Everyone get ready to move in on my call. Be cautious about it. The last thing we want is a repeat of Vienna. Chen, confirm you’re in position at the rear to intercept if she tries running that way.”

A brief pause was followed by Chen’s answer. His voice actually sounded stressed. “Negative. I repeat. Negative. The route we took is blocked off. It seems to be some kind of delivery truck. We’ll need to go around.”

“Okay, everyone hold position till we have confirmation Chen is in place. The last thing we need is -”

Kramer was cut off by Anders’s frantic voice. “Sorry! Sorry! There was some kind of static on my end. What was that again?”

“GET YOUR HAND OFF YOUR EARPIECE!”

Tina’s eyes shot over to Anders’s position and she saw the agent frantically moving his hand away from his ear as if scalded, which only made what he was doing more obvious. Her eyes shot back to the hulking figure of Volkov, praying the man hadn’t noticed.

Her heart sank when she saw the tall Russian staring at the hapless Anders with his wolf-like stare. For one long moment he did nothing, then his hand shot underneath the long, grey wool coat he was wearing and emerged holding a gun.

“Politseyskiye! Politseyskiye!” He shouted at the top of his voice, raising the gun aloft and firing three shots off in rapid succession into the air.

It was instant pandemonium. Hapless patrons of the Hotel Marquis were on their feet, running madly away from the gun wielding man. The people on the street reacted little better and soon the entire area was a mess of panicking people.

Dasha’s people reacted far more calmly. The pair of backgammon players overturned their table and crouched behind it for cover, guns emerging that they began firing in the direction of Anders. A third man on the far side of the patio, a slim Eurasian looking man Tina hadn’t noticed before, tossed aside the crossword he had seemed to be immersed in and did the same.

Royce instantly flipped their table and crouched behind it, drawing his own sidearm as he did so. Tina did the same. Raising her Glock she cursed that she didn’t have a clear shot through the milling mass of tourists and Parisian residents. The Russian mobsters seemed to have no such computations however, and when a man who must be a French policeman drew his gun from underneath his windbreaker the top of his head almost instantly exploded in a mess of blood and guts and he fell limply to the ground.

“Fuck! This is exactly what we wanted to avoid!” Kramer’s voice roared in Tina’s ear. “What’s happening with Barinov?”

Looking into the interior of the Hotel Marquis, Tina saw Delamarche cowering underneath his table. Further into the bar area she saw Volkov practically shoving Dasha before him, firing his gun into the air to clear the path before them towards the entrance to what must be the kitchens.

Cold terror shot through Tina as she remembered that Chen and his people weren’t in position at the rear of the hotel. There was nothing stopping Dasha and Volkov from emerging out the back and disappearing into the myriad side streets and back alleys of Paris. If she slipped through their net now she’d almost certainly not reemerge.

Without thinking, Tina rose to her feet and darted out from the cover of the table. “Dasha and Volkov are headed out the back! I’m moving to intercept.”

“NO! TINA WAIT FOR BACKUP! THAT’S AN ORDER!” Kramer sounded unusually frantic.

Tina ignored him, running towards the side alley that she saw led back behind the Hotel Marquis. She fired her gun as she did so, aiming high so her shots flew above the heads of the panicking civilians. With any luck her shots would at least lead to the Russians taking cover. It also had the added benefit of sending all the people in front of her veering out of her way, giving her a clear path.

Converse sneakers pounding on the pavement, Tina swore in that moment she could have beaten Usain Bolt himself for Olympic Gold. Gunshots whizzed through the air and flew past her as she tore across the street and down the side alley, dodging around dumpsters and wooden crates and various other bits of bric a brac as she did so. Emerging out the other end into the parking lot at the rear of the hotel she steeled herself to see it empty without any sign of either Volkov or Dasha.

Instead she saw the figure of Volkov midway down the lot, gun raised before him as he scanned the area of any sign of police, gesturing with his other hand. Out of the corner of her eye, Tina saw Dasha emerge from the rear entrance of the hotel, clearly having been waiting for the all clear signal from her bodyguard.

Without hesitation, Tina ran madly at the Russian woman, slamming into her and tackling her to the ground. The woman let out a cry as she fell and her sunglasses flew from her face, skidding across the pavement. The scarf around her head fell down to reveal long, blonde tresses. Tina felt a surge of triumph. This was Dasha alright and she had her!

Dasha bucked and kicked like a wildcat, trying to throw Tina off of her. She held on with everything she had, grabbing both of the other woman’s wrists and yanking them behind her back to hold her in place. Dasha threw her head back and Tina only narrowly avoided it slamming into her face.

Volkov clearly heard the commotion and turned. Seeing Tina straddled over Dasha he turned and raised his gun, calmly lining up his shot. Dasha instantly stilled, clearly realising her struggling would only increase his chances of missing. Even as she maintained her iron grip on Dasha’s wrists, Tina felt her heart pounding in her throat as sudden fear surged through her.

“TINA!” Her earpiece had come loose in the struggle and it took her a second to register Kramer’s voice as coming from somewhere behind her. Looking over her shoulder, she felt a sudden feeling of relief to see him running out of the alley, Royce hot on his heels. Both men had their guns raised.

Her eyes shot back to Volkov. The man was standing still as a statue, gun still raised even with the emergence of backup, clearly trying to calculate the odds.

From underneath her, Dasha spat out a screech of Russian. “Idti! Ty ne smozhesh’ mne pornoch’ iz kamery!”

Volkov hesitated for one second more, then his eyes locked with Tina’s. If looks could kill she was certain she would have instantly been reduced to a skeleton. Then he turned and tore across the parking lot. Shots rang after him, but unlike in the movies hitting a moving target with a standard issue sidearm was ridiculously difficult, especially when the ones firing it were running themselves, and the bullets all went wide. He ducked down an alleyway and disappeared from view.

The figure of Royce tore past her in pursuit only to stop when Kramer barked. “Hold up. Let him go. We have the target secured.”

Kramer stood over her, his face clenched in anger. “I told you to wait for backup! That was reckless, Graci. You could have been killed.”

Tina only shot him a sly grin. “But I wasn’t and it seemed my recklessness paid off.”

For a second Kramer said nothing, then his cheeks puffed out as he exhaled and he actually gave a small, curt nod of recognition. Pride filled her at the little gesture, realising he was conceding the point.

Holstering his gun, Kramer waved towards the prone figure of Dasha. “Alright, go ahead. I guess you’ve earned the honour.”

Dasha still lay still underneath Tina, who was straddling her hips. She turned her head to one side and glared at her out of one almond shaped eye. For a second, Tina felt a tingle of what felt like arousal go through her but she ignored it and instead focused on the feeling of triumph. She’d done it. Three years and she’d finally captured Dasha Barinov.

Still holding Dasha’s wrists with one hand, with the other she fished her handcuffs out of the pocket of her windbreaker. The sound of them locking shut around the other woman’s wrists was truly beautiful. “Dasha Barinov, you are hereby placed under arrest. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can be used against you in court. You have the right to talk to a lawyer for advice before we ask you any questions. You have the right to have a lawyer with you during questioning. If you cannot afford a lawyer, one will be appointed for you before any questioning if you wish. If you decide to answer questions now without a lawyer present, you have the right to stop answering at any time.”

Tina savoured each word as she spoke them. Dasha said nothing, the one eye narrowing as it continued to glare at her with even more intensity. Again she felt that tingle of arousal that she ignored with everything she had.

Standing, she hosted Dasha up onto her feet. For three years she had chased this woman, seeking justice for the four colleagues of hers that had been left dead in Vienna because of her actions. Three years and she finally had what she wanted.

That was all she wanted, Tina told herself. For a second she almost believed it.

‘SIR, I’M SORRY. I don’t know what came over me. My earpiece just funked out and I panicked that I’d missed your orders! It was a mistake and I’m sorry. Sir, you have to believe me.”

Anders had been babbling his apologies nonstop for Tina wasn’t sure for how long. The grown man looked like a snivelling child, wringing his hands as he stood before Kramer with his head bowed. Kramer for his part only silently glowered at him, clearly trying to hold back his temper.

The team was standing in a windowless room with twin monitors hanging on one of the walls, each showing the room holding Delamarche and Dasha respectively. It was the hub of a facility the Bureau discreetly kept in Paris for situations just like this one, a place to quietly hold prisoners in custody while working out the details of extradition back to the States and allow for initial interrogations.

Moments after Dasha had been secured in the parking lot behind the Hotel Marquis, Chen had pulled up in his vehicle, having finally managed to navigate his way around the unexpected obstacle in the form of the delivery truck that had delayed his arrival. Kramer had wasted no time in bundling Dasha into the backseat, clearly wanting to avoid an argument with the Parisian police over who exactly had custody over the prisoner. He hadn’t even bothered to object when Tina immediately put herself in the passenger seat, only curtly giving Chen directions and telling him everyone would regroup there.

The ride over had been a silent one, Chen not being much of a talker at the best of times, or any time really for that matter. As he’d navigated the car through the twists and turns of Paris’s streets Tina found herself again and again glancing in the rear view mirror only to see Dasha sitting in the backseat glaring almost unblinkingly at her.

Each time Tina had felt the same delightful tingling in the depths of her pussy. The feeling unnerved her and she had covered with a smug, taunting smile. This only seemed to anger Dasha and she had glared at Tina even more intensely. The tingles turned into a delightful little pulse.

Tina had looked away. Let Dasha glare all she wanted. She was handcuffed in the back seat of an FBI vehicle and soon enough she would be on a plane heading to America and a one way ticket to prison. She hoped orange was her colour, soon it would be the only one she’d be wearing for a very long time.

They had driven into what seemed to be one of Paris’s outlying banlieues. The streets were ill maintained and littered with garbage. Concrete tenements and row houses were everywhere, and most of the storefronts were boarded up and abandoned. The only ones open seemed to be shawarma shops and run down convenience stores. It was quite the contrast to the ritzy downtown area they had just been in and not at all the glamorous image most people had when they thought of Paris.

Tina wondered what it must be like to live in a place like this. How hopeless it must be trying to survive on nothing but a welfare cheque or some dead end job or dealing drugs if you were desperate enough. She wasn’t the kind of person who considered poverty like this an excuse for criminal activity, she’d seen the consequences of the latter enough to know nothing justified that, but it didn’t mean she couldn’t feel pity.

However depressing the banlieues might be to live in, they did have their uses. When the car had pulled up in front of what looked from the outside to be a warehouse, no one on the streets had given the least bit of notice when the entrance grate had pulled up and they’d driven inside. They had only needed to wait in the dark loading bay for a few minutes when the entrance opened again and the trio of cars carrying the rest of the team had pulled in.

Tina opened her car door and exited to see Kramer emerging from one of the cars. If he was feeling any sense of triumph at having successfully caught Barinov there was no sign of it on his grumpy face. From another car Tina saw the handcuffed figure of Delamarche emerge. So they had managed to grab him as well.

The two prisoners had each been deposited in one of the repurposed interrogation rooms and Kramer had told the team to assemble in what looked to have once been the building’s security room for instructions. Anders had immediately launched into his babbling apology.

Kramer finally seemed to have heard enough. “Anders, can it!”

The agent had immediately shut up, flinching as if slapped.

Kramer took a few long, deep breaths. “Mistakes happen. In this case thankfully it didn’t screw up anything too badly, so no harm no foul. Learn from it.”

Anders nodded eagerly and Tina was reminded not for the first time that despite his old school, by the book attitude and gruff, grumpy personality Kramer could actually be incredibly fair. She had been told ‘no harm no foul’ plenty of times herself over the years.

Satisfied that his message had gotten through to Anders, Kramer addressed the room at large. “I’ve already called the Bureau and they’re reaching out to State as we speak to get the extradition process started. Tina, I want you and Royce to take the lead on interrogating Barinov while we wait on that. I doubt she’s stupid enough to say anything significant before speaking to her lawyers but anything you can tease out of her might help.”

“Yes, Sir,” Tina said, a feeling of exuberance going through her that she’d be with Dasha again. To interrogate her, of course.

“Chen, you and Collins go to work on Delamarche and try to suss out what exactly his business with Barinov was. My instincts tell me he’ll flip on her in a second if he thinks it might save him. He’s probably too savvy to give us anything concrete without solid proof there’s a deal in it for him and we’ll need to speak to French police and Interpole for that, but if you hint it's possible he may give us something just to prove that it’s worth it. I’ll monitor from here.”

Excitement ran through Tina as she’d opened the door to the room holding Dasha. The Russian woman was seated behind a steel table, and aside from the handcuffs looped through an iron ring attached to the centre of it she looked so totally unaffected one might have been mistaken for thinking she was simply waiting for an appointment at her manicurist and not in the custody of the FBI.

Tina seated herself in one of the chairs on the other side of the table. Royce took the other one. Laying a file onto the table before her, Tina reached over and turned on the recording device.

“This is FBI interrogation of Dasha Barinova, Agents Valentina Graci and Harold Royce presiding. Please be advised for the record that the suspect has been advised of her rights prior.”

Opening the folder, Tina pulled out a copy of the bank record of the wire to Delamarche’s account in the Cayman Islands.

“This is proof of half a million Euros sent to an account associated with one Francis Delamarche, though you may know him better by his alias, Viper. Quite the hefty sum of money. What’s so important that you would pay that much for, and risk coming here in person to boot?”

Dasha said nothing. There was no trace of her earlier glare in her eyes. If anything she just looked bored.

Royce leaned forward. “You must have noticed we picked up your friend Viper as well. He’s in the other interrogation room right now. I’m sure he’s just itching to tell us the whole story to save his own neck. It might be a bit one sided though. Why not tell us your side?”

A little smile appeared on Dasha’s haughty lips. “Okh, kakaya zabota o moikh interesakh. Ya tak ponimayu, vy - khoroshiy politeyskiy, kak vy, amerikantsy, eto nazyvayete.”

Her tone was taunting and it irked Tina. She snapped her fingers to get the woman’s attention. “We know you speak English, Da-, er, Barinov, so cut the games. I’ll be blunt. You’re going to prison and it’s going to be for a very long time. How comfortable your stay is might be negotiable though if you’re helpful.”

Dasha’s smile only grew smugger. “I ty budesh’ plokhim politeseyskim. Chto, sobirayesh’sya prigrozit’, chto sognesh’ menya na koleni I otshlepayesh’?”

Tina snapped her finger again. “English!” She pulled out a number of photos from the folder and laid them out before Dasha. They’d been taken in the aftermath of Vienna. Black and white images of the Naschmarkt, cobblestones splattered with blood and bodies lying dead.

“July, 2022, Vienna. You left four FBI agents dead there. Killing a law enforcement agent is considered first degree murder and may I remind you we have the death penalty?”

Dasha actually laughed, a taunting look in her eye. “Ya ne budu lgat’. Ya by ne proch’ khoroshen’ko tebya otshlepat’. Tvoya prekrasnaya zadnitsa sozdana dlya etogo. Khotya eti shtany ne prinosyat nikakoy pol’zy. Gde ty ikh kupil, Target?”

Tina had no clue what Dasha was saying but it sounded like an insult. The fact the woman insisted on speaking in Russian, knowing Tina couldn’t understand her, was infuriating for some reason. “Or maybe we don’t extradite you and just hand you over to the European authorities? I’m sure plenty of your associates might be worried about what you might say to try and save your own skin. Our prisons are thankfully free of their influence but I can’t say the same here. You might prefer the gas chamber over what they’ll do to you.”

Dasha said nothing this time. That taunting smile still on her face she leaned forward to rest her arms on the table, stretching her shoulder blades back as she did so. Her dress was already cut very low and the effect of this was to display her cleavage even more prominently. Without thinking, Tina’s eyes dipped down to look at Dasha’s plump breasts. Catching herself, she quickly looked away, a blush appearing on her cheeks. Now was not the time for that.

Meeting Dasha’s eyes, Tina saw a look of interest in them. Clearly the woman had noticed. She even jiggled her breasts a little. “Vidite chto-to, chto vam pronravilos’? Ty vyvglyadish’ nemnogo golodnym. Khoteli by vy prososat’ maminu grud’?”

Tina didn’t understand the words, but the tone was obvious. Anger surged through her, at herself more than anything else. Standing abruptly, she swept the folder and its contents off the table, scattering them across the floor.

“I told you to speak English!” She raised her hand and from beside her she heard a frantic hiss from Royce.

The speaker in the corner buzzed and the furious voice of Kramer filled the room. “Graci, Royce, outside now!”

Mortification filled Tina as she realised what she had been about to do. Damn it, how could she have let herself lose control like that?

Turning away quickly she almost ran from the room. As the door closed behind her, she heard Dasha laughing. “Uvidimsya pozzhe, Agent Valentina!”

Kramer was waiting on the other side, cold fury in his eyes. “What the hell were you thinking in there, Tina! Are you trying to get this case thrown out of court before it even starts?”

Oh she was in for it now. Kramer only addressed her by her first name when he was seriously ticked off. She couldn’t even blame him. “I’m sorry, Sir. I let her get to me.”

“Tell me something I don’t know. It was obvious she was trying to push your buttons and from what I saw you didn’t even try to stop her. I knew you were too close to this case. Give me one reason why I shouldn’t pull you right now?”

Terror surged through Tina. She couldn’t let it end this way. Not when she was so close to finally getting actual closure. It would almost be like Dasha had somehow won in the end.

“Sir, no! You’re right, I let my personal feelings get the better of me. It won’t happen again, I swear.” Seeing Kramer looking totally unconvinced, she desperately went on. “Sir, please! I have to see this through to the end. I have to close this. If I put even a toe out of line again you can bench me and I won’t fight you!”

For a good long minute, Kramer ground his teeth. Then he let out a long breath. “I just got a call from the French police. They got a warrant for us to search Delamarche’s place. I’m taking some of our people over there now to see what we can find.”

He raised a finger warningly. “This is your very last chance. I’m leaving Chen in charge and if he sees you put even a toe out of line he’ll be pulling you and I’ll formally write you up the second we get back to DC. Understand?”

Tina nodded. “Yes, Sir. Thank you. It won’t happen, you have my word.”

Kramer nodded and stomped off.

To her amazement she heard Royce snickering.

“What?” Tina snapped.

Royce looked apologetic. “Sorry, it was just something she said in there.”

Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. “I didn’t know you speak Russian?”

Her partner gave a humble shrug of his shoulders. “Minor in college. I wanted to read Tolstoy in his native language. I figured it was best not to let on that I could understand what she was saying in case she let something slip.”

Tina nodded. It had been a good plan. Her eyes narrowed suspiciously. “What exactly did Dasha say that was so funny?”

A blush actually appeared on Royce’s face, barely visible against his dark skin. “Oh, something about how you looked like you saw something you liked and maybe you might want to…you know…” He cupped his hands in front of his chest and gave them a squeeze.

Embarrassment flooded through Tina and a blush of her own appeared on her cheeks. “That stuck up, trashy bitch!”

“Hey calm down. So you snuck a peak? I can’t blame you, so did I.”

Seeing Tina was still agitated, Royce put a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “Listen, Barinov was just trying to rattle you. That’s a good thing. It means she’s desperate and knows she’s cornered and we can work with that.”

Tina took a deep breath and nodded to her partner. “Thanks Royce.”

Royce nodded. “Come on, let’s nail that ‘stuck up, trashy bitch’ as you called her.”


Chapter Five - The Enemy Of My Enemy

LIEUTENANT PIERRE ARNAULT sat in his car, looking at what to the casual observer was just another disused warehouse a little ways down the street from where he was parked. As one hand nervously tapped against the steering wheel, his other raised a cigarette to his lips. He took a long puff and then turned his head to exhale a stream of smoke out the open window.

Arnault had been sitting like this for some time, ever since he had discreetly parked his car here and watched as the Americans had entered the building just down the street with their prized prisoner, Dasha Barinov. For what felt like the countless time his eyes flicked over to his cell phone, perched on the dashboard.

By luck he had seen the FBI agents bundling the Russian mobster into a car in the chaotic aftermath of the shootout before the Hotel Marquis. Delegating the cleanup to the next most senior officer with excuses that he had to get back to the Prefecture and report what had happened, Arnault had hastily made his way to his car and followed. Like many Frenchmen, he often bristled at the dismissive way Americans spoke of Paris’s terrible traffic, but this time it seemed to play in his favour had he had been unobserved as he trailed behind them out of the downtown into the outer banlieues.

Taking another drag of his cigarette, Arnault’s eyes narrowed in irritation when a bit of ash fell off and landed on the leg of his trousers. Irritated, he flicked it away. His irritation only grew when he saw a small white smear left behind and he rubbed his thumb over it trying to wipe it off. His efforts only seemed to smear the ash over a wider area. With a huff he tossed the half smoked cigarette out the window onto the asphalt ground of the street.

Once again his eyes were drawn to the phone sitting on top of the dashboard. Arnault didn’t know why he was procrastinating on making the call. He’d done so many times before over the years since the American had first approached him and never hesitated once. Oh at first he might have felt a few pangs of guilt afterwards, but the money had been good, far more than his modest salary as a policeman, and he had told himself that if he refused the American would just find someone else so he might as well be the one to get paid. Over the years even that guilt had faded.

If he was honest, Arnault had to admit that his hesitation came from the fact that this time the people he was putting in the crosshairs were fellow officers of the law, even if they were Americans. Till now it had always been businessmen or politicians or bureaucrats who he’d had little concern over. On short acquaintance he couldn’t say he liked these FBI agents. Their boss, Kramer, had struck him as a coarse bully, his flunky Chen a humourless scold, and the Graci woman an insufferable bitch. Despite all that it still felt like a betrayal of the brothership of the badge.

For a moment Arnault actually contemplated just turning on the ignition and driving away. It wasn’t like there would be any risk on his part. He had no doubt the people the American represented would be furious to find out they’d been crossed, but there was no way they could know he had seen Barinov being bundled off by the FBI and followed them here. If that was the case they would have no need of him to serve as their eyes on the ground. He could just go home, pour himself a glass of wine, and should a call be made to him apologetically say that in the confusing aftermath of what had gone done at the Hotel Marquis he had no idea what had become of the Russian woman.

Then Arnault remembered his maxed out credit cards and the angry letter he had recently received from his shrew of an ex-wife’s lawyer reminding him he was behind on alimony payments and if they weren’t brought up to date soon a motion would be filed to garnish his salary. In the face of that the objections of his conscience suddenly felt very insignificant.

Grabbing the phone, Arnault punched in the number. After one ring the call was picked up and he heard the familiar drawl on the other end. “Yeah? What’s going down?”

He coughed to clear his suddenly dry throat. “They grabbed the Barinov woman outside the Hotel Marquis and I managed to trail them to somewhere in the banlieues. It must be some discreet place the FBI maintains for times like this. I’ll text you the address.”

Seeing movement, Arnault looked up and saw the entrance grate to the warehouse rising and a pair of cars pull out and drive off. “And as luck would have it I think some of the agents just left. You should have no problem dealing with whoever has been left behind to hold down the fort.”

“Well done, Lieutenant, well done indeed. Your usual payment will be on its way. I know I don’t need to reminder you but -”

“This conversation did not happen,” Arnault finished the sentence for the man. He didn’t know why he asked the next question. “Who is this Barinov woman to you? Why are you so interested in getting rid of some Russian gangster?”

There was a long pause and Arnault thought for a second the man had just ended the call. Then he heard a chuckle and not a particularly friendly one. “Who she is doesn’t matter, just that she’s been asking some particularly nosey questions. Questions that my employer very much doesn’t like. Unless you want to find yourself in the same boat, I would suggest you let sleeping dogs lie Lieutenant Arnault.”

There was a little click and the line went quiet. Arnaut cursed and stuffed his phone into the pocket of his uniform trousers. What had he been thinking? He may not know exactly who the man was or who he worked for, but he certainly knew what they were capable of.

Keying up the ignition, Arnault pulled the car away from the curb. He very much did not want to be here when the man’s people showed up. He would just head home, pour himself a glass of wine, and enjoy it on the terrace of his apartment while he smoked through the rest of his pack of cigarettes and do his best to forget everything that had just gone down.

Only as the car sped away he looked back in the rearview mirror at the little rundown building that was rapidly disappearing behind him and felt a small tinge of sympathy. Poor unlucky buggers.

SITTING IN THE LITTLE windowless room she found herself in, Dasha’s outward appearance gave no hint of the internal turmoil she was doing her very best to control.

Taking slow, measured breaths, she tried her best to calm her racing pulse. The possibility of arrest was something she had lived with her entire adult life, ever since she had first fallen in with the mafia all those years ago. It was just a cost of doing business and not even the worst that came with her particular line of work. Still, now that she found herself here, in the clutches of the American FBI no less, she couldn’t help the feeling of silent terror.

Dasha told herself to keep calm. Panicking would do nothing to improve her situation. Mischa had gotten away and knew what to do in a situation like this. He doubtlessly had already contacted her lawyers and they would be on the phone to the French Justice department doing their best to obstruct and delay the inevitable extradition request and demanding they be allowed to speak with her. The legal authorities had all sorts of delightful rules they were obliged to follow that could be exploited to her advantage.

If one of her lawyers was allowed to see her in person they would have the location she was currently being held in and if the FBI tried to avoid that by limiting them to a phone call she could stretch out the conversation long enough for the call to be traced. Mischa would have her people standing by, ready to act the moment they knew where she was. If the Americans attempted to head that off by moving her to a French prison all the better, her organisation had people there on the take who could be relied on to help engineer an escape. Until she was on a plane headed to the United States there was no reason to give up hope. That’s what Dasha kept telling herself.

Alongside the fear was a bitter feeling of frustration. She had been so close. Viper, or Delamarche as she now knew his name was, had literally been holding out the little thumb drive with the answers she so desperately sought when Mischa had yelled out in alarm and shots had suddenly began ringing throughout the Hotel Marquis. Part of her hoped it was still lying on the floor there. If the Americans had their hands on it that would only raise more questions, not to mention add the possibility of her being disappeared off to some CIA black site into the equation.

Her eyes darted around the room, on instinct looking for anything that might possibly be of help to her. It looked like it might have been an office or records room at one point. The sides of the room were lined with rusting, disused metal filing cabinets. Only the small video camera and speaker set up in one of the little corners of the ceiling hinted at what its current purpose served.

The door to the room opened with a creak and the two agents who had been interrogating her returned, Valentina Graci and Harold Royce. She all but ignored the tall black man, her eyes glued to the woman, the same one who had tackled her in the back parking lot of the Hotel Marquis. Even in her current position, part of Dasha couldn’t help but appreciate the sight. Shining black hair tied back in a no nonsense ponytail. A face that was undeniably pretty even with the minimal makeup she was wearing, with lovely olive skin and full lips. That curvaceous figure that admittedly was done no favours by the generic t-shirt and khaki slacks she was wearing. It was a shame the circumstances were what they were.

The black man, Agent Royce, seated himself. “Sorry for that little interruption, Ms Barinov. Where were we? Oh yes, as my colleague was saying earlier we have you dead to rights on a long list of charges. I’m honestly a little impressed. Drug trafficking, gun running, human smuggling, illegal gambling, not to mention that we can connect you to the deaths of four federal agents. At best you’re looking at spending the rest of your life behind bars.”

Dasha ignored him, eyes on Agent Valentina, who she noticed was studiously looking at anything but her as she gathered up the scattered papers and photos from the file she had earlier scattered across the floor in her outburst. Not for the first time she felt a niggling feeling of familiarity, as if she had seen the woman somewhere before, though for the life of her Dasha couldn’t seem to place where.

Agent Royce leaned forward, placing his forearms on the table. “Now I’m not going to insult your intelligence and say that if you cooperate that might be negotiable, because it isn’t. What might be are the conditions you’ll find yourself in once in the American prison system. Believe me there is a world of difference between staying in a maximum security prison and the other options that are available. If you’re helpful to us you might find your lengthy stay with us far more comfortable than it otherwise might be.”

Dasha snorted and muttered in Russian. “My hero. You Americans are all the same, so convinced you know everything.”

There was a brief flicker of interest in Agent Royce’s eyes at her words. It wasn’t the first time she had noticed that reaction from him, adding to her suspicion that the man understood Russian. Dasha filed that bit of information away. She would have to be careful with her words.

“Let’s start with your obsession with American intelligence?” Agent Valentina broke her silence as she took a seat beside Agent Royce. Her fingers drummed against the folder of papers she had placed once again on the table. “Not the typical area the mob tends to devote its resources to. Yet we see that consistently come up again and again where you’re concerned.”

That surprised Dasha, mildly impressed that Agent Valentina had picked up on that particular thread. Trying to buy herself time she arched her shoulders back, cracking her neck and jutting her chest out as she did so. The other woman’s eyes flicked down to look at her breasts when she did so then quickly looked away. Interesting. She hadn’t been at all surprised earlier that Agent Royce had ogled her in that discreet but totally not discreet way that men always did, but the fact that his partner also did so was intriguing.

A faint blush once again appeared on Agent Valentina’s cheeks. Dasha momentarily allowed herself to imagine the FBI agent kneeling before her naked, her hands secured behind her back and a defiant look in her eyes. Despite the circumstances a flash of arousal shot through her. Such a pity she would never have a chance to make the fantasy a reality.

Unlike before, Agent Valentina kept her cool. “So what’s the deal? Are you working for someone in Russian intelligence? Maybe some old contact of your father’s you’re banking on rescuing you from the predicament you find yourself in? I hate to break it to you Dasha but our government really isn’t in the mood to broker deals with yours these days and old Mother Russia is fresh out of American sports stars they can offer up as leverage.”

The casual mention of her father sent a surge of anger through Dasha and without thinking she spat out. “You think you have all the answers, Agent Valentina? Trust me you don’t!”

She cringed internally at the look of triumph that appeared in the other woman’s eyes. Then in the next second the entire room was suddenly plunged into darkness.

Disorientated by the sudden pitch blackness she found herself in, Dasha heard Agent Valentina curse and her partner say “What the fuck!” Then moments later a dull red light illuminated the room as what she assumed was the building's emergency generator kicked in.

As Dasha blinked her eyes, adjusting to the new dim lighting, the speaker in a corner of the room crackled. “The building power’s been cut. Stand by and keep an eye on the prisoners while I check out the situation.”

The voice was different than the one that had spoken before, the gruff, barking tone instantly recognisable as belonging to the man called Kramer who was obviously in charge. It was curt and measured and Dasha thought she recognised it as belonging to the Asian FBI agent - Chen she thought she remembered him being called?

“Crap this isn’t good,” Agent Royce said.

“Could this be her people?” Agent Valentina said, nodding towards Dasha.

Despite the rising feeling of apprehension inside her, Dasha felt a sudden urge to laugh. If only she could be so lucky. Even if by some miracle Mischa had managed to locate where she was so quickly there was no way he’d have the capability to cut off the power supply to the building. There was someone else who quite easily could do that, however. Taking deep breaths, she tried to quell the rising sense of panic.

Suddenly there was the unmistakable sound of gunshots, confirming Dasha’s worst fears. Shit. Somehow they had found her. Panic turned to terror.

“Not good. Not good.” Agent Royce stated the bloody obvious. “Shit, Tina what do we do?”

Agent Valentina stood rooted to where she stood, clearly as unsettled by this rapid chain of events as her partner. Then she took a deep breath and seemed to centre herself. “Whatever we have to. If this is Dasha’s people they can have her back over my dead body.”

The woman walked over to one of the rusting filing cabinets that lined the walls, looking over it critically. Fighting down the terror racing through her body, Dasha made herself speak. “Agent Valentina?”

Her words were drowned out in the shriek of metal as Agent Valentina upended the filing cabinet, sending it crashing to the ground. “Agent Valentina! You must listen! These are not my people. They’re here to kill me, but they will kill you also if it means getting to me.”

The FBI agent ignored her, crouching down behind the makeshift barrier.

There was another screeching crash of metal as Agent Royce tossed over one of the other filing cabinets and took cover behind it.

“Agent Valentina!” Dasha practically shouted. Whatever scant protection the two FBI agents might find from filing cabinets was far better than the situation she found herself in, handcuffed securely to the desk. She’d be an easy target to the assassins once they found her. As the sound of gunshots grew closer she felt the panic building within her reach new heights.

Agent Valentina continued to stubbornly ignore her but her partner looked over his shoulder. Dasha shook her wrists insistently, the handcuffs rattling against the metal ring they were secured to.

A moment passed that felt like an eternity and then with a curse Agent Royce rose and quickly walked over, fishing a key out of his pocket.

“Royce!” Agent Valentina protested as with a click he unlocked the handcuffs from Dasha’s wrists.

“What’s she gonna do, club us over the heads with one of her Louis Vatton heels?” The man shot back. “A stray bullet can kill her just as easily as us. If we somehow make it out of this do you want to be the one to tell Kramer we let her die? Personally I think I’d prefer death.”

Agent Valentina said nothing, looking away to stare resolutely at the entrance to the room, her gun aimed at it and looking very steady.

Dasha freed her hands from the handcuffs and nodded in thanks to Agent Royce, who grimaced and grabbed the edge of the table, flipping it onto its side. “Stay down and don’t you dare make me regret this! Try anything and I’ll shoot you myself, the boss’s wrath or not.”

Kneeling down behind the table, Dasha wrapped her arms around herself and tried her best not to tremble. As the sound of gunshots drew closer she took deep breaths, fighting to repress old memories of another night she had lain on the floor, trembling in terror as the air rang with the crack of guns. Of their own volition her hands found the crucifix that hung from her neck, grasping it between them and silently praying. Not like this. Not like this. Please oh Holy Virgin, not like this.

The gunshots drew closer still and then petered out until finally stopping. That meant either something very good or very, very bad. When the speaker in the corner didn’t cackle to life with the voice of Agent Chen reporting the situation was under control Dasha’s heart sank, knowing it was the latter.

Her ears strained against the suddenly deafening silence, broken only by the sound of ragged breaths coming from the two FBI agents. Was that the sound of footsteps she heard beyond the door to the interrogation room?

Then the door opened a crack. From behind it a voice said. “Give us the woman and we’re gone with no further fuss. No need for anyone else to die today.”

“Go fuck yourself!” Agent Valentina almost instantly shot back. “You want your boss back, you can come in and try to take her.”

The relief that shot through Dasha was tinged with a bit of incredulousness. Surely the other woman had to have recognised the obvious lack of a Russian accent from the speaker?

A long second passed and then something was tossed into the room, landing on the ground with a clatter. Dasha didn’t need to hear Agent Royce’s panicked shout of “Flashbang!” to recognise the cylindrical device for what it was. Frantically, she clapped both of her hands firmly against her ears and clenched her eyes shut.

Despite her precautions the sound of the flashbang going off was loud and colours flashed before her closed eyelids. She let a moment pass for it to fade and then Dasha cautiously opened her eyes and gave a prayer of thanks that she could see. Her ears were ringing but she could still hear.

All of which would be worth nothing if the two FBI agents had been a tad too slow with their own reactions. In that case they were as good as dead and her along with them. Heart pounding, Dasha poked her head out from behind the table.

Relief surged through her as she saw both agents crouched behind their makeshift barricades, gingerly uncovering their ears and opening their eyes. They clearly knew how to protect against a flashbang as she did and had taken the necessary precautions in time.

Dasha’s relief was short lived however, as the door to the room was flung fully open and a trio of men burst through it. They were dressed in casual clothes but wore kevlar vests over them and carried submachine guns raised and ready to fire.

Clearly they had been expecting to find the occupants of the room blinded and deafened from the flashbang and they paid for their overconfidence as the two FBI agents opened fire. One assailant went down almost instantly. Another one let loose a brief spree from his submachine gun and collapsed moments later when a bullet caught him in the throat. The third man was lucky and was only winged in one arm, dropping his weapon but otherwise managing to escape back out of the room unharmed.

Dasha felt a little rush of triumph even as she told herself it was premature. Her would-be assassins had been cocky and reckless, underestimating the pair of FBI agents they were facing and paying the price for it. They were unlikely to make that mistake again and who knows how many of them were waiting outside to try again.

“Royce, you okay?” Agent Valentina called out.

“Still alive,” the man called back. “I’ve got two spare mags on me. You?”

There was a moment of silence and then Agent Valentina cursed under her breath. Dasha felt her heart sink a little. She knew very well how quickly ammunition got used up in a shootout and was certain the other side had more than two extra magazines of ammunition to fall back on. Once her pair of unknowing protectors was out of ammunition all three of them would be easy marks. She eyed the trio of submachine guns lying on the floor beside the two fallen attackers. They were only a few feet away but might as well be on the other side of the world. Was she desperate enough to risk almost certain death to try and grab one of them?

Before she could ponder the question further the barrel of a gun appeared from each side of the open door and instantly began spraying bullets blindly into the room. Dasha immediately ducked for cover behind the steel table, feeling it vibrating as several shots of lead thudded into it. As she feared the assailants were being more cautious now, laying down covering fire before making their next push. Moments later she heard the sound of boots pounding onto the concrete floor and the deafening roar of pistol fire as the FBI agents began returning fire.

For what felt like an eternity but in reality was likely only seconds, Dasha's ears rang with the deafening sound of gunfire and shouting voices. Then suddenly she heard the voice of Agent Valentina, “I’m out! Royce, toss me a -” she didn’t finish the sentence and instead gave a pained shriek.

Dasha instantly leaned forward to look out from behind the shelter of the table, eyes searching for the woman. She didn’t know what had come over her, doing something so reckless and for no good reason. She also didn’t know why she felt a flush of relief when she saw Agent Valentina slumped behind the overturned cabinet, hands clutching her side with blood seeping through them but still very much alive.

“Shit, Tina!” Agent Royce shouted, seeing his partner fall, then an instant later the top of his head exploded and he collapsed, his gun clattering as it skittered across the concrete floor.

Oh this was bad. One agent down and the other out of action. Dasha’s eyes flew up to look across the room. Unbelievably only one attacker seemed to still be standing, the man wounded earlier in the first attack. Not that it mattered. One was more than enough.

Holding his pistol before him, the man slowly walked across the floor till he was just in front of the wounded Agent Valentina. His eyes were glued to the downed woman, clearly seeing her as the primary danger. Dasha’s eyes darted to the gun of the so very recently deceased Agent Royce, lying where it had landed about halfway between his sprawled corpse and the overturned table she was cowering behind. It was only a couple of feet, but a couple of feet could be the equivalent of a marathon when you were racing against a bullet.

“Opposition neutralised sir, all Tangoes down except one who is wounded and I have eyes on though high casualties sustained. It’s just me I’m afraid.” The man said and Dasha’s eyes flew back to him, noting the visible earpiece. He half turned his head and he shot her a quick glance before focusing his attention back on Agent Valentina. “Yes sir, eyes on target. What should I do with the surviving Tango?”

Clearly the assassin saw the FBI agent, even wounded as she was, as the superior threat to Dasha. It was an error she would gladly correct. She could shoot as well as any of her underlings, Mischa had seen to that. All she needed was to get her hands on the gun. Dasha took a few deep breaths to collect herself and centred her footing firmly on the concrete floor, slipping her feet from her heels. She would only have one chance at this and a stumble would be as good as death.

“Understood sir,” the man said. “Not your lucky day, Fed. Nothing personal, but the boss doesn’t want witnesses.”

For some reason the realisation that the assassin was about to shoot Agent Valentina spurred Dasha into action. She burst out from behind the shelter of the overturned table, running on stockinged feet across the concrete floor. She cursed when the gunman almost immediately began twisting around, realising his error, but dove desperately for the gun, sliding her body across the ground.

Grasping her hands around the pistol, a Glock, she spun herself around to bring it to bear on the last standing assassin. Despite everything in Dasha screaming for her to just wildly fire, her body expecting to be riddled with bullets at any moment, she forced herself to spend one precious second lining up the shot before rapidly pulling down on the trigger multiple times, emptying every single remaining bullet.


Chapter Six - An Unexpected Ally

TINA WHIMPERED, hands clutched to her side trying to stem the blood spilling out from the gunshot wound. She didn’t think it was serious, more a really bad graze than anything else, but by God did it ever hurt. Not that it really mattered given she was quite literally staring her own death in the face at that very moment.

“Understood sir,” the man towering above her with the raised pistol said. He looked Tina straight in the eye and actually shrugged almost apologetically. “Not your lucky day, Fed. Nothing personal, but the boss doesn’t want witnesses.”

There was a flash of movement in the background. The gunman seemed to see it also and let out a muttered curse as he frantically twisted himself around. A second later the deafening sound of gunshots once again rang through the air and the man danced in a twisting, jerky fashion and then crumbled to the floor, blood pooling out around his body as it lay upon the concrete.

Moments later Tina’s vision was filled by the sight of Dasha Barinov kneeling in front of her. “Agent Valentina, can you walk?”

Tina wasn’t really listening, her eyes fixing themselves on the prone form of Royce sprawled across the floor on the other side of the room. Groaning in pain, she began rising to her feet. The Russian woman reached out and lightly touched her shoulder, but Tina shrugged her off, reacting on instinct.

It was only a few steps, but they were agonising nevertheless as Tina half walked, half staggered over to the body of her partner. Falling to her knees, she reached out with a pair of fingers and groped at the man’s neck, desperately feeling for a pulse despite knowing it was hopeless. Finding none as expected, Tina nevertheless let out a strangled cry that had nothing to do with the burning pain of the gunshot wound to her side, memories of another partner lying dead in the aftermath of an unexpected ambush suddenly flashing through her mind. Not again.

“Agent Valentina -”

“Stop calling me that!” She spat out, not looking away from Royce’s corpse; inwardly flinching as she realised that she had just thought of him that way. “It’s Tina!”

A frustrated huff followed. “Agent Tina, we cannot stay here. You have to believe me, these men were not my people -”

“I believe you,” Tina cut her off. It had taken time, caught up in the terror and adrenaline of the situation, but eventually she had noticed the accents of the attackers were distinctly not Russian but American; the man who had almost shot her had even spoken with the familiar smarmy drawl she had been surrounded by growing up on the streets of Philadelphia as a child.

“Then we must go, now. These men, whoever sent them will have more on standby and once they realise what has happened they will be sent and we will die if we are still here”

As much as she hated to admit the other woman was right, Tina had to. Whoever these people were, they were clearly professionals, almost certainly ex-military, and she couldn’t discount the possibility there would be more of them close at hand. Get out. Get somewhere safe. Call for backup.

Saying a silent apology to Royce, Tina rose to her feet on shaky legs, whimpering slightly from the pain in her side as she did so. Her legs buckled and this time she did not resist when Dasha reached out and placed one of her arms across her shoulders to help steady her. Now was not the time to be stubborn. Tina tried her very best to pretend she did not immediately notice how soft and warm the other woman’s body felt pressed up against her.

The corridor outside was just as dimly lit as the interrogation room had been, thinly spaced red lights powered by the emergency generator providing a scant amount of illumination. It did not help Tina’s attempts to remember exactly which way led out of a building she was only vaguely acquainted with the layout of.

After a few moments her foot bumped up against something and looking down she saw the form of a body, features obscured by the poor light. Pulling her phone from her pocket, she ignored Dasha’s little hiss of frustration and ran a thumb across the touchscreen and then let it hover over the tiny digital image of a flashlight in hesitation. Part of her didn’t want to know the answer, was in fact terrified to, but the better part of her simply had to. Turning on her phone’s light, relief surged through Tina as she did not recognise the face of the man lying lifelessly below. It was one of the assassins, not one of her teammates.

At yet another frustrated hiss from Dasha, Tina obediently began stumbling along down the corridor once again, leaning heavily on the other woman as she did so. However moments later her foot once again hit yet another body and Dasha surprisingly made no protest when Tina once again paused.

This time when the illumination of her phone lit up the body lying at her feet Tina let out a gasp of dismay. It was Chen. Even in death his face seemed to have a look of annoyance about it. Mentally, Tina had accepted the idea that her other teammates were likely dead, but seeing one of them in the flesh was entirely different.

Despite her obvious impatience, Dasha surprisingly gave Tina a moment. Then suddenly the woman was gone from her side. Missing the support she had been providing, Tina felt her leg buckled and for a second she thought she was going to fall as pain shot through her side. Irritated, she looked around for the Russian woman. Had she decided Tina was slowing her down too much and just abandoned her to save her own skin? For some reason the thought irked her, even though Tina told herself she should not be surprised.

However instead she saw the blonde woman ducking through an open doorway just a bit down the corridor. Even with only the faint red lights to illuminate what was inside, Tina still recognized the figure of Delamarche, slumped back in his chair with his hands still handcuffed to the steel table he had been seated at; evidently the agents interrogating him had been less diligent than Royce had been concerning their prisoner’s safety. The hacker’s shirt was stained red with blood and riddled with multiple bullet holes.

Tina limped over to the doorframe and propped herself up against it as Dasha rushed up to the body of Delamarche. She was mildly surprised at first for the concern the Russian woman seemed to be showing for the French hacker only for Dasha to immediately begin searching the pockets of Delamarche’s blood splattered suit jacket.

Feeling too numb to care what the other woman was looking for, Tina slid the light from her phone across the room. Another one of the attackers was lying dead on the floor, the body of Collins was not too far away. Collins’ partner, Ram, was curled up in one corner of the room, the left side of his dusky face having been completely blown away. Perhaps she was just overwhelmed at this point, but even though Tina faintly registered grief at the sight of another two of her dead teammates she somehow did not seem to really feel it.

The banging sound of a hand hitting the steel table filled the room followed by a string of cursing in Russian. It seemed whatever the woman had been looking for was not on Delamarche’s body.

“Agent Tina was anything found on Viper when he was brought in?”

“I don’t know,” Tina answered faintly, still possessed by the strange feeling that she was not really there. Part of her mind seemed to recognise she was going into shock and was almost screaming at herself to snap out of it but it did no good.

“If there was something found on him, where would it be?”

“I don’t know.” Tina answered once again.

Another curse in Russian. “Do you know anything, Agent Tina?”

A surge of anger surged through Tina and that seemed to do the trick, snapping her out of the dazed state she had been in. Meeting Dasha’s glare with one of her own she narrowed her eyes in consideration. “What exactly is it you’re hoping to find, Da - er Barinov? That might be helpful?”

Dasha’s eyes darted off to one corner, clearly debating how much she wanted to say, before reluctantly answering. “Probably a thumb drive or something like that.”

That was interesting. “And what would be on it exactly?”

Dasha’s eyes narrowed and she said nothing else.

Tina sighed. “If something like that was found it could be anywhere. Kramer might have taken it with him to log into evidence with anything the rest of the team found at Delamarche’s place. He might have left it here with Chen who would have catalogued it away somewhere safe. As you keep reminding me, we need to get out of here before more of your friends show up so we don’t exactly have time to look.”

Letting out a frustrated little huff, Dasha gave one more almost frantic glance around the room and then reluctantly nodded. Walking back over to Tina, the Russian woman let her steady herself against her once again and the pair resumed making their way down the corridor.

“They are not my friends.” Dasha’s voice broke the silence a moment later.

“Then who are they?” Nothing about this situation made sense. Tina had been telling the truth when she said she believed Dasha’s claim that the attackers weren’t her people, the alternative was to believe that the Russian mobster had a tactical team of American assassins hanging around Paris which was about as likely as pigs flying. Who could have resources like that at their disposal and not only be willing to attack an FBI team to try and take her out but also somehow know she was in their custody to begin with?

The other woman did not answer, not that Tina had expected her to. Dasha was no idiot and as things were there was absolutely zero reason for her to share information with her captor. Well, former captor to be more accurate. She was suddenly very aware of the shift in the power dynamic that had occurred and a feeling of vulnerability came over her. She was unarmed, wounded and barely walking. Dasha had been surprisingly merciful so far, neither finishing Tina off or at the very least abandoning her to await death.

Suddenly Dasha pointed with her free arm. “Agent Tina, there!”

The other woman needn’t have bothered, Tina had noticed it as well; a dully glowing red sign hanging above a door at the end of the corridor. The letters spelled out ‘SORTIE’ and while Tina had no French she could recognise the universal design of an Exit sign as easily as anyone else.

Tina had no idea where that particular exit led to and she didn’t particularly care. As much as she didn’t wish to give the other woman credit, Dasha had been right when she said they couldn’t stay here. Why the other woman was helping her was a mystery, but it didn’t change the fact they needed to get as far away from here as they could before more of the mysterious assailants arrived.

The door opened onto an alleyway. By now it was well past sunset and Tina shivered a little as she stepped outside, suddenly keenly aware she was wearing nothing but her bloody t-shirt and slacks. Dasha, despite being almost as exposed in her white designer dress, seemed entirely unaffected. Tina supposed that by wintery Russian standards a cool summer evening in Paris was nothing.

Dasha headed towards the right exit from the alley and Tina allowed the other woman to guide her along. She hardly had a better idea of where they were than Dasha did and had no idea where they should be going. The important thing was putting some distance between themselves and where they were right now so she could safely call Kramer and update him on what had happened so he could send help.

She suspected that as soon as that happened the other woman would choose that moment to make herself scarce. As helpful as Dasha had been up till now Tina doubted she was going to wait around only to be taken into custody again. The idea of having the Russian woman slip away after everything that had happened was not appealing but Tina for the life of her could not see a way to avoid that. She was barely walking and unarmed; unless Dasha was a total inept at fighting, which she doubted, it was clear who would have the upper hand in any physical confrontation.

Tina remembered she had her handcuffs in the back pocket of her slacks. For a mad second she actually toyed with the idea of whether she could cuff herself to Dasha. She discarded the thought almost immediately. Dasha was no fool and would be on the lookout for her to try something and even if she did somehow succeed where would she be then? Shackled to an angry, deadly Russian mobster. No, she would just have to resign herself to the fact that Dasha Barinov was once again going to evade justice. The thought was a bitter one and not just because she hated the idea of Dasha escaping but also because it would mean the woman herself would be gone.

No! Bad Tina. She could not allow herself to think that way. She especially couldn’t allow herself to think how much she would enjoy being Bad Tina around Dasha in a certain context. No! There she went again.

Hoping to distract herself from thoughts she knew she shouldn’t be indulging in, Tina refocused herself on the present. The Parisian street they were walking down was predictably ill maintained, the concrete bumpy and marred by numerous potholes. It seems only some of the streetlights were working, which was probably for the best. Between herself quite obviously having been shot and Dasha being dressed in a designer dress and stockings while also being barefoot they stuck out like a pair of sore thumbs. Fortunately, if any of the local residents noticed them there was no sign of it.

Suddenly in the distance there was the sound of tires screeching on concrete along with the steady thrumming sound of car engines and from around the corner the illumination of what could only be headlights suddenly was splashed against the line of closed up shops and decrepit buildings further up the road.

Dasha reacted instantly, half dragging Tina towards the nearest alleyway. For her part, Tina suppressed a pained gasp as the sudden jarring motion sent a flash of pain through her side that made her worry for a moment that the gunshot wound had reopened, but she did her best to hurry along with the Russian woman as quickly as she could.

The pair of them had barely crouched down behind an overflowing garbage bin when a quartet of cars sped past. Not the sleek black SUVs that you saw in the movies but instead unremarkable, nondescript vans that most people would never look twice at. Exactly the kind of vehicle a real life tactical team would try to discreetly drive around a city like Paris in.

“We have to get off the streets,” Dasha said. “As soon as they realise what’s happened they’ll be coaming the area trying to find me to finish the job and anyone else who might have survived to ensure there are no witnesses. Not to mention the longer we stay out here the more likely we are to stumble across some young Arab men who’ll be so pleased to find a pair of helpless young white women all alone in this part of town. Personally I think I’d prefer our pursuers, it would at least be quicker.”

Even in the situation they found themselves in, Tina bristled a little. “Please do not talk that way.”

Dasha rolled her eyes. “Oh please, spare me the diversity and inclusion lecture Agent Tina. If you’re so eager to rebuke cultural stereotypes I saw a shawarma shop at the end of the street that looks like it might be open. Feel free to go ask for help but if you don’t mind I won’t join you.”

Tina recalled seeing the same shop, a rundown looking place with a dozen or so locals, most of them young men from the look of it, hanging around outside of it smoking cigarettes or taking long pulls off of a shisha pipe. She thought of walking up there, wounded and alone, and instantly recoiled. It had nothing to do with race, she told herself quickly. There were neighbourhoods exactly like this in her hometown of Philadelphia, poor and crime ridden, that she wouldn’t feel comfortable walking through alone and at night as a woman due to the risk of getting mugged or worse.

Dasha seemed to take her silence as agreement. “We still need to get off the streets before we attract unwanted attention of one kind or the other.”

“I don’t suppose you have any bright ideas?” Tina retorted.

“I might if I had any idea where exactly we were. You didn’t exactly fill me in on our destination when you shoved me in the back of your car outside the Hotel Marquis.”

As much as Tina hated to admit it, the other woman raised a fair point. Not that she had the greatest idea herself where they were. Dasha might actually have a better sense of where to go than she did, under the circumstances. As much as she knew she couldn’t trust the other woman, Tina had to admit she had even more motivation than she did to get away from where they were than she did.

“We’re in Saint-Ouen,” she grudgingly provided. “I’m not sure exactly where, Royce was the one driving and he had the directions.”

“Okay,” Dasha nodded consideringly. “That’s a big area, but if we can narrow it down a bit I may have somewhere. Please tell me you have data on your phone?”

Mentally Tina cringed at having forgotten such an obvious solution to the question of where exactly they were. Way to completely forget you are in the twenty-first century, Graci. Pulling her phone from the back pocket of her slacks, she was happy to see it light up when she slid her thumb across the screen; at least it hadn’t been smashed in the earlier chaos. Seeing how low the battery was, she cursed and quickly pulled up GoogleMaps.

“The nearest major intersection is Boulevard de Clichy and Rue de Divoli if that helps.”

A look of relief filled Dasha’s face. “Holy Virgin Mary, thank you. It seems we’re in luck. I have a safehouse not too far from here. It’s nothing much, just a few essentials, but it should tide us over until morning at least.”

“Lead the way,” Tina said with resignation. It wasn’t like they were in any position to be choosey. The important thing was getting off the street and out of sight.

The going was difficult. The wound in Tina’s side wasn’t deep but did it ever hurt like hell and walking only seemed to aggravate it further. Soon Dasha’s supporting weight under her shoulder was the only thing keeping her on her feet and it was all she could do to keep putting one limping foot in front of the other, trusting that the Russian woman knew where she was going. Each step sent an agonising ripple of pain through her abdomen.

Despite the pain Tina didn’t even consider asking the other woman to stop for a moment to let her rest. The risk was too great. They kept to the shadowy edges of the street and each time Tina heard the distant rumbling of a car or the scuffle of footsteps on pavement she inwardly prepared herself for more assassins to appear and gun the pair of them down.

Finally after what felt like forever Dasha came to a stop in front of what looked to have once been a convenience store, its windows now boarded up and covered with spray painted graffiti. After carefully looking around for a few moments and seemingly being satisfied that no one was about, the Russian woman walked down the alley to one side of the building, Tina limping along beside her.

Midway down the alley was a surprisingly sturdy steel door with a touchscreen security pad beside it, both of which very much looked out of place on such a decrepit building. Dasha quickly keyed in a sequence of numbers on the pad and the door unlocked with a barking click and opened slightly.

Relief filled Tina as they stepped inside and the door shut behind them and locked again with another reassuring click. They had made it. Wherever it was they were. The room was dark, only a bit of light coming in from a window on the far side, and Tina could barely make out the dim outline of what seemed to be a hallway the two of them were standing in.

Placing one hand bracingly on the wall beside her, Tina pulled away from Dasha, trying her best to ignore how she suddenly missed the soft, warming feeling of the other woman’s body against her own. She hesitatingly limped a bit further into the room as she contemplated her next move. Her phone had to still have just a little power left on it, enough for one call at least. Perhaps if she could find a way to excuse herself for a moment she could discreetly call Kramer and have him ping her location. She doubted Dasha would be fool enough to fall for such an obvious ruse, but it was worth trying.

“Is there a bathroom?” She asked, trying to keep her voice as casual as possible. “I would love to wash off the blood and -”

Tina was instantly cut off as she felt a sudden blinding pain at the back of her head. She was just barely aware of her body dropping to the floor before darkness overcame her.

THE FIRST THING Tina became aware of when consciousness returned was her head. It hurt. And not in the good way that she had an appreciation for. The back of her skull was throbbing and she was sure she could feel a bump beginning to swell up.

When she went to check, however, the second thing she suddenly became conscious of was that she was handcuffed. The chains rattled against the bars of the chair she was sitting in as she shifted and twisted only to find her hands were securely bound behind her back. Crap, this wasn't good. Not good at all.

“I see you are back among the living, Agent Valentina.”

Blinking groggily, Tina looked up and saw Dasha was perched on a small island table a bit in front of the chair she was securely handcuffed to, one stocking clad leg crossed over the other as she stared into a little vanity mirror she held in one hand as the other wielded a small cosmetic brush she was touching up her makeup with. Remembering how Dasha had described the safe house as only having a few ‘necessities’ in it, Tina decided that the Russian woman’s definition of the word was clearly very different from her own.

Her head throbbed again which added a dose of extra bitterness to her voice. “You hit me?”

Putting aside the brush and mirror, Dasha looked at her disparagingly. “Oh, and you are telling me you weren’t seizing up your best opportunity to do the same thing from the moment we left your little FBI safehouse, Agent Valentina? Don’t be a sore loser over the fact I beat you to the literal punch.”

Tina felt her cheeks grow hot and when Dasha chuckled darkly in response she looked away, unable to meet the other woman’s gaze and infuriated by the smug look in her eyes. Shivering from the feeling of the cool air of the room on her skin, Tina suddenly realised she was sitting wearing nothing but her slacks and bra. Her cheeks burned even hotter.

“Where’s my shirt?”

Dasha nodded to the bed sitting in the far corner of the room, which it seemed was a studio apartment. Hanging from one of the brass bedknobs was the tattered, bloody remains of Tina’s t-shirt. “I’m afraid you’ll need a new one.”

“Do you strip all your prisoners? I supposed I should be grateful you left me my pants.” Tina said spitefully, covering her embarrassment.

One perfectly microbladed eyebrow rose derisively. “I assumed you would rather not bleed out while unconscious and the tattered thing you call a shirt was a bit of a barrier to me properly dressing your wound. Next time I won't make such an assumption and just let you die.”

Suddenly noticing the bandage fixed to the side of her abdomen embarrassment of a different kind filled Tina and she once again could not meet the Russian woman’s eyes. Shifting in her seat as much as the handcuffs allowed her to, Tina told herself to relax. There was no reason to be this uncomfortable. She was wearing a sports bra. It wasn’t like she was showing any more of herself then she did working out at the gym. And Dasha was another woman. Who had her handcuffed. Completely at her mercy. No! Bad Tina. She could not afford to start thinking that way. Not now of all times.

“So what now?” Tina said, more to distract herself than anything. “We wait here for your friends to arrive and finish the job they started?”

“I thought you said you believed me?” Dasha challenged.

“Maybe that was before you tried bashing my brains out?” Tina shot back. “And anyway, you can’t blame me for assuming. It’s not like you haven’t proven yourself capable and willing to kill American law enforcement before.”

A look of intense interest suddenly appeared in Dasha’s eyes, like a proverbial light bulb had gone off in her head. “You were there. I knew I had seen you somewhere before. Shorter hair - that pageboy cut did you no favours by the way - younger, and cowering behind an overturned vegetable stall in a way that basically screamed that was the first real gunfight you had ever been in, but you were there that day. In Vienna.”

“You mean the day you killed four FBI agents, one of whom was my partner?” Tina didn’t even try to hide the bitter anger in her voice.

Dasha looked entirely nonplussed. “I hate to burst your bubble Agent Valentina, but once again that was not me.”

Tina’s eyebrows shot up incredulously. “Oh, you mean the hit you took credit for that launched you to the very top of the leadership of the Russian mob?”

“So?” Dasha said with cool nonchalance. “A reputation for cunning and ruthlessness never hurts in my world. As far as the American authorities were concerned I was the prime suspect for what happened in Vienna and there was nothing I could do to change that. I simply took advantage of the situation and in doing so won the respect of the people in my organisation and the fear of my rivals. The fact remains however that I didn’t kill your agents that day in Vienna. They weren’t even the real targets, just unfortunate collateral. The real one was me.”

As much as Tina wanted to dismiss the entire thing out of hand, something about the cold certainty with which Dasha spoke gave her pause. “Let’s say for a second I believe you, despite the complete lack of evidence. If you weren’t behind what happened in Vienna, who was?”

“The same people who were responsible for the deaths of your compatriots and current partner tonight.” Dasha answered calmly. “They wanted my death the same way they wanted it in Vienna, just as they wanted it the night my family died.”

With those words Dasha rose from the table she was perched on and walked over to the studio kitchen behind it. Suddenly Tina forgot all about Vienna and the earlier events of the night as her eyes were glued to the way Dasha’s dress clung snuggly to the shape of her bum and her hips swayed as she walked. When the Russian woman reached what looked like a mini-freezer and bent over to open it, her dress pulled up to reveal tanned, toned thighs and just the hint of the bottom of her perky bum cheeks. Tina gulped as she felt her clitoris tighten at the sight.

Tina forced herself to look away. Focus Graci. Now is not the time. She made herself consider the information Dasha had just shared with her. Dasha’s claim that Vienna had actually been a hit on her and not, as everyone had always assumed, retaliation for the Bureau’s attempt to apprehend her seemed awfully convenient at first but the more Tina considered it the more she found she couldn’t immediately dismiss it. Moscow, Vienna and now Paris. Three different hits. Three different places. Three different targets.

The one constant in all cases was Dasha Barinov. She had clearly been the primary target tonight and given it was absolutely farcical to assume a little girl had somehow organised the assassination of her entire family was it so completely round the twist to consider that she had also been the target in Vienna?

Dasha pulled a bottle from the interior of the mini-freezer. The label was in Russian, but Tina didn’t need to read it to recognise it must be vodka. The other woman opened one of the drawers and pulled out a few tins and a box of what looked like crackers then returned to her previous perch on the table. Unscrewing the cap of the bottle of vodka, Dasha took a long pull and then swallowed with obvious relish before taking one of the tins and pulling the lid off.

“What is that, snails?” Tina asked irritably as Dasha produced a pair of chopsticks of all things and plucked up a round, light brown morsel from the tin and dropped it in her mouth.

Swallowing, Dasha wrinkled her nose in distaste. “Ewww. No, smoked oysters.”

When Tina wrinkled her own nose in response Dasha smiled tauntingly. “Not to your taste? This from a citizen of the country that invented the hotdog.”

Tina said nothing and Dasha fished a cracker out of the cardboard box sitting beside her and snatched up another oyster that she deposited onto it before popping both into her mouth, a blissful look on her face. As the other woman took another pull from the bottle of vodka, Tina had to concede it was strange seeing Dasha like this, doing something so ordinary as enjoying an impromptu dinner of a few pantry staples. As the Russian woman loaded a few more oysters onto another cracker and tossed it into her mouth, Tina could not help but notice how plump and shiny her lips looked as they munched together the little treat.

No! Tina once again chided herself for where her mind had gone. Desperate to think of something else she realised suddenly that she was awfully hungry, not having eaten since breakfast that morning at the Prefecture. Suddenly smoked oysters didn’t seem nearly as unappealing as they had a few moments ago.

“Do you have any more of those?” Tina ventured hesitantly.

Dasha quirked an eyebrow and for the moment said nothing before putting down the tin she held and reaching around behind her. Tina’s eyes widened in apprehension when she saw her produce a Glock, which a second later she recognised as the one the Russian woman had used to gun down the assassin who had been about to kill her back at the Bureau’s safehouse. Royce’s gun. How the woman had brought it with her was a mystery to Tina, though she had to concede that she hadn’t really been in a state to notice details like that in the aftermath of what had happened.

“There are still a few bullets in this,” Dasha said simply as she slid down from the table she was perched on and walked over towards Tina.

Tina had no idea if that was true or not, but she wasn’t feeling especially eager to test the proposition so when Dasha produced a key and unlocked the cuffs securing her hands she stayed perfectly still as the Russian woman quickly and efficiently resecured her left wrist to the armrest while leaving her right one free.

Dasha returned to her previous perch before casually tossing a tin towards Tina, which she clumsily managed to catch. A sleeve of crackers followed. Pulling off the lid of the tin was slightly awkward with one of her hands still handcuffed, but she managed and then scooped up some of the contents with one of the crackers. To her surprise the taste…wasn’t horrible. She had never really understood the appeal of oysters; raw slimy seafood that for some reason people seemed willing to pay exuberant prices for simply because they cost a lot from what Tina could see. However, these ones had a smoky, salty flavour to them that went well with the crispy texture of the cracker. She rather quickly found herself scooping up another mouthful.

After taking another long pull from the bottle of vodka, Dasha extended it towards Tina. “Would you care for some?”

“A world of no,” Tina answered immediately. Hard liquor had never been something she had a taste for, white wine being her go to, and vodka very much ranked near the bottom of her preferred beverages.

“Suit yourself,” Dasha said simply. “You might find that it pairs very well with the oysters but to each their own.”

After that the other woman seemed perfectly content to ignore her as she polished off her own makeshift dinner. Tina for her part kept rolling over what Dasha had been hinting at before with her veiled comments about the motivations of their earlier attackers. It had some plausibility. A woman like Dasha absolutely had enemies who would want her dead, possibly even enough to risk the wrath of the US government by attacking while she was in their custody and killing their own agents in the process.

Other parts simply didn’t add up. Whoever those people had been, they certainly had not given off a particularly Russian mobster vibe or of any kind of mobster for that matter. They had been packing some major firepower and acted with discipline and coordination that spoke to some serious training. Then there was the fact that they had managed to not only locate a secret Bureau safehouse but also knock out the power to it.

Well it wasn’t as if she was going anywhere, Tina told herself. She might as well see if she could pry some more information out of Dasha. “Who are ‘they’?”

The blonde woman looked up from the tin she had been scraping the last oysters from. “What?”

“The people who attacked us back there. You said they were there to kill you. Well who are they?”

Dasha simply narrowed her tilted brown eyes, shooting the other woman a pointed stare. When Tina only gave a baffled look in response, she cocked an eyebrow.

As Tina suddenly understood what Dasha was implying she scoffed. “Oh come on, Dasha. If you want me to believe you try telling me something that isn’t totally insane.”

“What is so insane?” Dasha said simply.

Tina spluttered in response. What the other woman was saying was so obviously crazy but explaining why suddenly seemed difficult. “You actually think the US government is behind all this? That we killed our own people tonight and in Vienna? Killed your family? We don’t -”

“Kill people?” Dasha said dryly, the sarcasm clear.

That shut Tina up for a moment. She couldn’t very well outright deny that. She would be the insane sounding one. “Not like that. Listen, your father was an important and powerful man but he was a businessman, not a terrorist. That’s not the kind of person America targets. Why would we risk the huge blowback we would have gotten from your government, who at the time we weren’t exactly unfriendly with, by doing something like that? And for what?”

“I don’t know,” Dasha answered, the frustration clear in her voice. “I’ve been looking for those answers my entire life. And Viper actually had found them,” there was a clear note of bitterness in Dasha’s voice as she glared ruefully at Tina, “that’s what I was here to meet with him about before you so rudely interrupted us earlier today.”

“Excuse us for interrupting your criminal activities,” Tina shot back instinctively but she actually found herself considering what the Russian woman had said. It did explain why Dasha had flown across Europe to meet with a notorious hacker, the very question Royce had posed the other day. A flash of pain shot through her at the thought of Royce, but she suppressed it.

“What did he find? Viper, that is.” Tina asked.

Dasha shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. They almost certainly have it now. If you want proof of your government’s involvement in what happened tonight, Agent Valentina, you will have to find them.”

With that the blonde woman climbed down off of her seat on the table. “It has been a long day and I am tired, so I think I shall retire for the evening if it is all the same to you.”

Tina’s eyes instinctively shot to the bed next to the chair she was secured to. The only one in the room. “Are you going to expect me to sleep here in this chair?”

Dasha rolled her eyes. “Oh, so you can bludgeon me to death with it while I’m asleep? I think not.”

Tossing the key to Tina, which she just managed to catch, Dasha once again picked up the Glock and gestured to the bed with it. “Unlock yourself and then place the handcuffs through one of the bars on the headboard then lock them back in place. I’ll let you choose which side of the bed is yours.”

Trying with everything she had not to think about how Dasha had just ordered her to cuff herself to the bed Tina unlocked herself from the chair. The bed was a basic twin sized one but it had a rather dated headboard of cast iron bars. Tina knew without a doubt that there would be no pulling herself free from that once secured and for one wild second considered trying to feign relocking the handcuffs. She almost immediately rejected the idea. Dasha would certainly check for that kind of deception and Tina couldn’t help but feel the other woman wasn’t planning on killing her at this point. She could easily have already done so for one.

Obediently lying herself down on the bed, Tina threaded the cuffs around one of the iron bars and then placed her wrists into the metal rings. The clicking sound as they were locked closed rang in her ears.

As she had expected, Dasha immediately walked over and gave the handcuffs a good shake, checking that they were in fact once again locked around Tina’s wrists. For a second she almost thought she saw something that looked like appreciation in the other woman’s eyes as she looked down at her, wrists bound securely above her head, but Dasha almost immediately turned around and Tina dismissed it as her imagination.

Depositing the Glock onto the small kitchen table, Dasha stepped over to the other side of the bed and reached down to the hem of her dress’s skirt, quickly pulling the garment up over her head. Tina’s eyes involuntarily went wide at the sight of the other woman, now standing in nothing but a very skimpy black lace set of bra and panties; all that tanned skin and luscious curves. She immediately looked away and fought down the blush that threatened to break out on her cheeks.

As the small lamp on the bedside table clicked off, plunging the room into darkness, Tina saw the outline of Dasha recline herself onto the bed next to her, so close she could feel the heat of the other woman’s body. Within a few moments the soft, regular sound breathing announced that she was asleep.

Tina wished that sleep would come as easily to her. All her mind could think of was the fact that Dasha Barinov was lying just inches away from her, practically naked. Close enough that if her hands weren’t restrained the way they were she could easily reach over and touch her. Close enough that Dasha could so easily reach over and touch her, bound and helpless and unable to do anything to stop her. The inner walls of her vagina clenched as a tingle of arousal shot through it at the thought and Tina felt her nipples harden under the lycra material of her sports bra. A little whimper actually escaped her lips.

Desperate to distract herself, Tina turned her mind to what Dasha had shared with her earlier. It still seemed so ludicrous at face value. She wasn’t naive about her government and how it sometimes operated, but the idea that they would have assassinated a Russian oligarch and his family, let alone deliberately kill American agents, was a bridge too far.

Yet a small voice somehow kept wondering. Whoever the earlier attackers had been, they were clearly highly trained professionals. At least one of them had been American. And there still was the question of how they had even known Dasha was in custody at that particular safehouse to begin with, let alone managed to cut the power to the building. Clearly somehow her team had been compromised. Could it really be so crazy for it to be by someone within the government?

Tina ruthlessly shoved those thoughts down. There were perfectly reasonable explanations for all of that. Ex-military Americans were everywhere in the private military contractor world, often doing all kinds of illicit work for whoever had the money to pay them. If someone had the money to hire that kind of firepower they probably also had the kind of influence to access information about the Bureau’s investigation. The reason why was still unknown, but that had to be the answer.

Just get back to the Prefecture, Tina told herself. Find Kramer and fill him in on what happened and together they would sort out what the truth was. He would want to get to the bottom of this even more than she would, Tina was certain of that. Tomorrow she would just have to find some way to get away from Dasha so she could make that happen.

Only some part of Tina very much recoiled at the idea of getting away from Dasha. She told herself it was because she didn’t like the idea of letting the other woman slip from her fingers when she had been so close to finally catching her, but she knew it was a lie. She didn’t understand this strange attraction she felt for the Russian woman that had seemingly come out of nowhere, but she couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there. Part of her was also beginning to suspect that possibly it wasn’t one sided either, remembering how Dasha would look at her with that smouldering look in her eyes. Just the memory made her clitoris tighten in the most delicious way.

No! Bad Tina. Bad Tina. Bad Tina. Whatever attraction she felt to Dasha, and whatever attraction the other woman might feel towards her, nothing could come of it. It just wasn’t possible. Even if Dasha wasn’t the one responsible for Vienna, which Tina was beginning to think might be the case, she was still a criminal and Tina was still an FBI agent. That was never going to change and there was no way to look past that.

Just sleep, Tina told herself. Sleep and tomorrow she would deal with what came next. But as her mind continued to be consumed by the nagging small voice that wondered if what Dasha had told her was in fact true and her body continued to be tormented by the burning arousal the Russian woman had incited in her, she feared sleep would be a long time coming.


Chapter Seven - Pulling Some Strings

CROWLEY GROWLED IN irritation as he surveyed the last room. It was littered with bodies, mostly those of his men along with one he did not recognise but fit the description of the one of the FBI agents believed to have been left behind on site. Nowhere to be seen was the one person he had been looking for. Dasha Barinov, ideally dead.

“Do we have a headcount?” He drawled to the man beside him.

“Affirmative, Sir,” the man replied, not remotely phased by the carnage all around him. Not that it bothered Crowley either. He had seen far worse in his day. “Alpha Team seems to have been completely eliminated.”

With a sigh, Crowley ran a hand through his iron grey hair. He was getting too old for this. “Really, I never would have guessed that. What about the others?” As always when he was irritated, his Texan accent became thicker and more noticeable.

“Oh, sorry Sir,” the man blinked. He wasn’t the sharpest tool out of the box, not that intelligence was what the men on Crowley’s team were selected for. “All accounted for other than the primary target aside from one. Tina Graci, one of the FBI agents.”

That was bad. Barinov getting away was one thing. That Russian bitch was as slippery as a pig rolled in oil and it would not be the first time she had slipped out of their grasp like smoke when it had seemed they had had her dead to rights. It wasn’t like she could go blabbing to anyone about what had happened, at least not to anyone who mattered. One of the Bureau’s people was something else. Her testimony over what had happened tonight could not be so easily dismissed.

“Are you sure she was here?” Crowley asked, stepping back outside into the corridor. It was filled with a dozen of his men, all wearing kevlar like he was. Some were already carrying off the dead bodies of their fellows along with their gear. Couldn’t afford to leave any of that lying around.

“Positive, Sir. She’s not among the people combing over Delamarche’s place according to the recon team we have surveilling them and according to intel she’s the point person on Barinov. She would have been here for her interrogation.”

Crowley cursed. He hadn’t expected the answer to be otherwise. Well, no point in putting off the inevitable as unpleasant as it was. He did not relish the upcoming conversation. If there was one thing the boss lady hated, it was loose ends.

“Make sure the rest of this gets cleaned up pronto,” he gestured towards the bodies in the room they had just exited, “even in a shithole neighbourhood like this the kind of goat fuck that just went down is going to draw the attention of the police sooner rather than later and we do not want to be around when they show up. I need to make a call.”

Walking down the corridor until he was satisfied he was out of earshot from the rest of his men, Crowley fished his phone out of the pocket of his jeans. It was a burner, of course, but he knew the number off by heart.

After only a few rings there was a click on the other end. “Yes?”

“I need to give the boss a sit rep.”

“Hold please.”

A minute passed and a new voice spoke; icy cold and measured. “This had better be good, I have a sit down with NBC in less than an hour that I need to be ready for.”

“We have a complication, Ma’am,” Crowley said quickly. Of course it would be his luck to catch her when she was in a bad mood.

“I take it Barinov evaded you?”

“Yes, but not just that,” Crowley got right to the point. “One of the agents isn’t accounted for either.”

“Are you telling me a potential witness got away? That’s a problem, Crowley.”

“There’s nothing here that could connect what happened directly to you,” Crowley said quickly.

“A small mercy you should be very grateful for. Regardless this is a complication and I do not like complications. Joe Kramer has a reputation at the Bureau for being a bit of a bloodhound once he gets the scent of something and he also has the ear of the Assistant Director. If he starts asking questions they could lead to all sorts of unpredictable places.”

“We’re almost done cleaning up here. Once that’s done we can try searching the area.” Crowley offered. “According to Alpha Team’s last report the surviving agent was wounded, not sure how bad, and we might be able to track her down. She couldn’t have gotten far yet.”

“No,” the response came after a moment. “Just get yourselves out of there and make certain there’s no evidence of your presence left behind. I doubt you have the manpower for an extensive search and I imagine the French police will be calling there soon anyway. What do we know about this agent who got away?”

“Tina Graci,” Crowley wracked his memory for what he knew about her from the intel provided on the FBI team. “Agent for three years with a distinguished record of service. Apparently she’s the point person for the Barinov manhunt.”

“Interesting. I can work with that. I’ll take care of this on my end. Did you retrieve anything else of note?”

“Negative,” Crowley said, suddenly very conscious of the thumb drive that seemed to be burning a hole in his back pocket. He’d found it on the body of Agent Chen and discreetly pocketed it, trying to not be noticed by any of the others. What was on it he had no idea, but if the operation went south and the boss tried to hang him out to dry, hopefully whatever was on it would be leverage he could use to his advantage. Besides, he was getting too old for this kind of wetwork. Perhaps it was something he could trade down the road for a nice retirement package. He wasn’t paid that well considering who it was he was carrying water for.

“I’ll be in touch tomorrow with further instructions. If you’ll excuse me, there are a few strings I need to pull.”


Chapter Eight - An Unexpected Partnership

WHEN TINA WOKE the next morning she felt tired and disoriented. Where on earth was she? When she tried to move her hands, which were raised above her head for some odd reason, she heard the click of her handcuffs against iron bars. Suddenly she remembered; the events of the previous day crashing over her like a tidal wave. Catching Dasha. Her getting shot. Royce and the others killed. Dasha’s wild claims that Tina’s own government were responsible for it all. For a second all she could do was lie there and absorb everything that had happened.

From next to her she heard a rustling sound and hoarse muttering, giving her an idea of what had woken her. Turning her head she saw Dasha tossing and turning uneasily, her face clenched in a horribly unpleasant way.

“Pappa….mama….” the other woman seemed to be pleading something in Russian, her voice sounding almost desperate. “Net, pozhaluysta….pozhaluysta….”

“Dasha,” Tina said tentatively, hoping to wake the other woman from the nightmare she was clearly having. When it had no effect she repeated herself louder. “Dasha!”

Still the other woman didn’t wake up, her convulsions becoming rougher and her pleading in Russian more frantic.

“Dasha, wake up,” Tina said, starting to get concerned. “You’re having a nightmare.”

Unable to think of anything else, Tina arched her body over and nudged the woman’s shoulder with her own. That seemed to work and Dasha shot up from the bed, eyes wide and a look of vulnerability on her face that Tina had never seen before.

“It’s okay,” Tina said gently as the Russian woman panted for breath. “You’re okay, you were just having a bad dream.”

“Your powers of deduction are amazing, Agent Valentina,” Dasha said curtly, rising up off of the bed. “Truly you are one of your Bureau’s finest.”

Tina felt a wave of hurt at the other woman’s harsh dismissal of her. As Dasha walked away from the bed she tried her best to let it go. Tina knew what it felt like to have nightmares all too well and understood the blonde woman was just reacting to the extreme and probably very unpleasant emotions she had just been experiencing.

Dasha walked across the room and stopped before a trunk in one corner by the small studio kitchenette that she flipped open and began rummaging through. Very much trying not to look at the sight of the other woman, still wearing nothing but her very skimpy underwear, and the view of her that was afforded by the position she was in, Tina glanced around her surroundings. Early morning sunlight was filtering into it through a pair of small windows but there wasn’t much to see. The room had a shabby look to it with peeling paint and no furniture other than the bed and kitchen table and the chair she had been secured to the previous night.

Producing a phone from the trunk, Dasha clicked it on and dialled in a number. After a few moments whoever she was calling picked up and the woman immediately began talking in Russian. Not for the first time since she encountered her, Tina found herself wishing she spoke the language.

It was a short conversation and once done Dasha tossed the obvious burner phone back into the truck and began walking across the room towards a door that Tina assumed must lead to the bathroom.

“Excuse me,” Tina said, clattering her handcuffs against the iron bar of the headboard for emphasis.

Dasha smirked cooly at her. “After I have showered I’ll release you and you can have one yourself. You clearly need it.”

Tina glared at the woman as she disappeared through the door, closing it behind her. Moments later the sound of running water could be heard. She flopped her head back onto the pillow in resignation. It had been worth a shot, even if she hadn’t at all expected Dasha to be foolish enough to leave her alone and unsecured. She resigned herself to having to wait.

To her surprise, Tina found she didn’t feel scared by her predicament. She had no idea what Dasha’s plans were, but for some reason she didn’t think having her killed was one of them. If the other woman wanted her dead she’d had ample opportunity and Tina somehow doubted Dasha was the type to baulk at getting her hands dirty. Heck, she could have just left her back at the safehouse for whoever had been behind the attack to finish off for her.

After a surprisingly long amount of time in the shower, the door opened and steam emerged along with Dasha, wrapped in a towel and nothing else. The Russian woman ignored Tina as she walked back to the trunk and then let the towel drop from her body with total nonchalance.

Tina’s eyes went wide. She only had a rear view of the other woman but that was more than enough. Her still slightly damp blonde hair cascaded down her back to the upper part of her perky bum, almost concealing the double headed eagle tattoo that perched just above it, the tanned round cheeks of which were fully on display. When Dasha bent down to begin rummaging through the trunk once again the bare lips of her vagina teasingly peaked into view. Tina heard a thumping sound that she realised was the beat of her own heart ringing in her ears as she stared at the sight before her, unable to look away.

Dasha pulled on a fresh pair of lacy panties, red this time, and clipped a matching bra around her chest. This was followed by a silky blue shirt and a rather short black skirt. There were even a pair of red bottomed black heels! It seemed Tina’s initial assumption had been correct and Dasha’s definition of ‘a few essentials’ was very different from her own.

Tying up her blonde hair in a ponytail high at the back of her head, Dasha turned back to face Tina. She’d clearly redone her makeup in the bathroom, kohl applied to her long eyelashes giving her eyes a smoky, mesmerising quality and vividly red lipstick making her haughty lips all the more prominent. It was an undeniably beautiful sight.

Realising she was staring, Tina quickly looked away. Dasha smirked in response and began walking over towards her. For a second Tina felt her stomach swoosh in a very delicious way at the forceful stride in the other woman’s step but then she saw the key in her hands. A pair of clicks filled the air as Dasha reached down and unlocked the handcuffs securing her wrists.

Sitting up, Tina rubbed her wrists together gingerly. They were sore from being cuffed all night long. Dasha towered over her imposingly and Tina looked up at her, fighting to keep the effect the other woman was having on her from showing on her face. From the glint of something she saw in her dark, almond shaped eyes she somehow doubted she had succeeded.

A long second passed and then Dasha nodded her head towards the bathroom door. “The shower is free. I think your shirt is likely ruined so feel free to help yourself to something that fits. Is the dressing on your wound still good?”

Carefully Tina probed around the bandage. “I think so.”

“Good,” Dasha answered. “If I’m not here when you come out it means Mischa has arrived and I’ll be outside with him.”

Tina almost bolted towards the bathroom, closing the door behind her and leaning up against it as she let out a long breath she just realised she had been holding. Worst crush ever! Get it together Graci, now was most certainly not the time to let yourself fall head over heels for Dasha of all people.

Looking around the tiny bathroom, Tina saw it was as shabby as the rest of the apartment, though she did concede it was more in an ‘old house not well maintained’ kind of way rather than being truly dirty. Turning on the shower, she was not surprised to see the sink held a large variety of shampoos and conditioners along with a generous selection of cosmetics.

As tempting as the steamy water of the shower was, Tina resisted the urge to immediately strip off her clothes and step into it. First things first and that meant checking the real status of her wound from the previous night. Carefully peeling off the bandage she was happy to see that the gaze on the side of her abdomen was closed up. It was an angry red colour that stood out against her olive skin but thankfully didn’t look infected in any way.

Shucking her sports bra and slacks, Tina stepped into the shower. As the hot water bombarded her body she cooed softly. It felt so good. She quickly lathed first shampoo and then conditioner into her long hair before letting the shower wash it clean and then just stood there for a while letting the water flow down her body.

Tina felt that she could spend forever right there, or at least as long as the hot water lasted, but knew that would not do so reluctantly after a few minutes she turned off the shower and stepped back out into the now very steamy bathroom. Thankfully there was a clean towel hanging on the wall across from the sink, so she quickly towelled herself dry before wrapping it around her body.

Wiping the steam from the mirror, Tina took in her reflection for a moment and then eyed the array of cosmetics on the sink. She’d never been one of those women who delighted in primping in front of a mirror as she dolled herself up with makeup and thankfully never really needed to either. However, on impulse she grabbed a tube of pink gloss and applied some to her lips. She was not doing this to look good in front of Dasha. That’s what she told herself. There was nothing wrong with wanting to look good for her own eyes and no one else’s. If some other person, perhaps a tall Russian blonde, happened to appreciate it, so be it.

Stepping back out into the studio apartment, Tina ignored the small pang of disappointment she felt when she saw Dasha was not there. It seemed Volkov, or Mischa as the other woman called him, had arrived. Telling herself it was for the best as she could now get dressed with some privacy, she quickly examined her shirt which was still hanging over the baseboard of the bed. Dasha’s suspicions had been correct it seemed and Tina quickly realised there would be no way she could wear it. Between the large rip caused by the bullet and the very obvious blood stains streaked over it she would stick out like an undertaker at a wedding.

Looking through the contents of the trunk, Tina found a collection of sundresses and skirts and silky tops and low cut blouses that rivalled her entire wardrobe at home. For a moment she was torn between her discomfort at wearing Dasha’s underwear, which seemed to be little more than a collection of skimpy thongs and tiny bras, and the absolute distaste she felt at the prospect of putting back on her own dirty, day-old ones. The latter proved to be stronger in the end and Tina fished out the least uncomfortable looking set of thong panties she could find and stepped into them. There was no way one of Dasha’s bras would fit her, the other woman’s breasts were lovely - no, she did not just think that - but she was nowhere near as well endowed as Tina. She resigned herself to doing without.

Finding something to wear proved far more challenging than Tina would have liked. Not only was Dasha’s taste in clothes not remotely like her own, but none of it seemed to fit. After trying and failing to button numerous blouses and zip up a number of skirts she finally found a black tracksuit that she could squeeze into, though she almost immediately regretted it when she saw the final result. The jacket ended mid abdomen and the leggings hugged the very bottom of her hips leaving her belly button and a good deal of her midriff exposed. The material was skintight and Tina knew without looking that the cleft of her bum would be visible. Even worse, it was so sheer that the outline of her panties and even her nipples showed through it.

Tina quickly searched the contents of the trunk again. Surely Dasha had to own one item of clothing that wasn’t trashy! All she found was another tracksuit, however. On the plus side the material seemed not to be almost translucent but on the other hand the colour was hot pink. Tina immediately decided to stick with what she had. She didn’t like the idea of going out dressed all slutty but the thought of going out looking like slutty Barbie made her skin crawl.

Instinctively taking one last glance around the studio to make certain she hadn’t forgotten anything, even though she literally had nothing she could forget, Tina walked over to the entrance and let herself out. The sun was now fully up. Closing the door behind her, Tina glanced both ways down the alley and saw Dasha at one end talking to the hulking figure of Volkov, a bright red Venturi parked behind them. Despite the warmth of the day, Dasha was once again wearing a long fur coat and had a pair of sunglasses over her eyes. It seemed Volkov had come prepared.

Walking over towards the pair, Tina couldn’t help but notice Dasha looking at her with not very subtle appreciation. Perhaps there was something to be said for the other woman’s choice of clothes after all. Volkov was watching her also and his stare was very much the opposite. The giant of a man was practically glaring at her and as she drew nearer he actually took a menacing step towards her, clearly still having some hard feelings about their prior encounter at the Hotel Marquis. Dasha barked a few words of Russian at him, however, and he immediately stepped back. The look on his face remained far from friendly.

As Tina closed the distance between them, she noted Dasha held a pair of cardboard coffee cups in her hands. She took a sip from one as Tina stopped before her and held the other out which Tina gratefully accepted and took a long sip from herself. It was unfortunately black, she much preferred her coffee with cream and sugar, but still excellent. How Volkov had managed to procure coffee of this quality in the banlieues was a mystery.

Dasha then held out a small handbag to Tina. Opening it, to her surprise she saw both her phone and the Glock inside.

“There are no bullets, so do not think to try anything.” Dasha said simply.

Tina looked up. “I thought you said there were a few left?”

“I lied,” Dasha responded dryly. “Feel free to call your people, we will both be gone long before they get here.”

So this was goodbye it seemed. Tina couldn’t deny the little pang of unhappiness she felt at the knowledge. “Listen, Dasha.…what you told me the other night. If you came in we could help you. Try and get some kind of justice for what happened to you and your family.”

Dasha laughed sarcastically. “Justice from the same people who did it? I would be dead in the blink of an eye, Agent Valentina, I promise you.”

“If what you said is true then the system failed you,” Tina went on, “but not all of the people in that system are like that. Kramer, my boss, is an honest man. Too honest sometimes, let me tell you. He’d protect you, I promise.”

Dasha smiled ruefully. “No one can protect me from those people. I learned that at a young age, which is why I now protect myself.”

“I’ll still try,” Tina said earnestly, surprised by how much she wanted the other woman to believe her. “I promise you, Dasha, I will try to get to the bottom of what happened.”

For a long moment Dasha said nothing, clearly a little surprised by what Tina had said. Then she gave a little huff and looked away. “Clearly we see the world very differently, Agent Valentina. I fear that it will get you killed in the end. It seems this is goodbye. Do svidaniya.”

With that the woman turned away, Volkov immediately pulling open the car door for her. With one last glare at Tina, he then walked over to the other side of the Venturi and got in. The engine immediately sprang to life and the car pulled away with a screech of tires.

Tina watched it go, bothered by how anticlimactic it all felt. Was this really how it all ended? No, she told herself. It wasn’t over. Just because Dasha was pulling up stakes didn't mean she was. She still didn’t fully believe the other woman’s story about how this was all the work of the US government, though she conceded Dasha seemed to sincerely believe it was true, but what was undeniable was there was more to what was going on here than met the eye. There were just too many unanswered questions for it to be otherwise.

Fishing out her phone, Tina was delighted to see the battery still had some juice in it, if only barely. Bringing up Kramer’s number in her contacts she quickly plugged it into her phone.

Waiting with baited breath as her phone rang, Tina prayed that Kramer would pick up before her phone died. Her prayers were answered and she heard her boss’s familiar gruff voice, sounding slightly surprised for some reason. “Graci? What the hell -”

“Sir, thank god you picked up,” Tina cut him off, conscious that she had a very narrow window of time. “I’m sorry for the disappearing act. The safehouse got hit last night and I got shot -”

“I know what happened last night. Are you alright?”

“I’m fine, it was minor.”

“Okay, where are you? I’ll send a car to pick you up and bring you to the Prefecture. I’ll debrief you once you’re here.”

“Sir no!” Tina willed herself to keep her voice calm. “Listen my phone is going to die but there’s more to last night than what you think happened. I think we’ve been compromised, maybe someone from the Prefecture I’m not sure. Until we know how though I don’t think I can go back there. I need to speak with you, just us.”

There was a second of silence. “Okay, fine. Where are you?”

“Saint-Ouen” Tina answered. “Not far from the safehouse.”

“Can you get to Place de la Concord? I can meet you there in thirty.”

“Yes, sir,” Tina answered.

“Alright -” Kramer’s voice suddenly cut off and looking down at her phone Tina cursed as she saw the blank screen. She was out of battery.

At least she had managed to get through to Kramer. That was the important part. Now she just had to get to him and explain what had happened and what she had learned. That would be the easy part. Kramer might be an ass at times and too thoroughly by the book for her liking, but he would want to get to the bottom of who had sold out his team just as much as she did.

Making her way to Place de la Concord was a bit of a hike. Tina felt very conscious of how she was dressed, but aside from a few catcalls in French, which she thankfully did not understand, no one bothered her. When she reached her destination she looked around, not immediately seeing Kramer. After a few moments she finally spied him partway down an alley, flanked by a few other members of the team. It struck her as odd at first but then she took it as a good sign. If Kramer was being cautious of being observed he must have believed her about the operation being compromised, or at least was taking the prospect seriously.

Walking into the alley towards Kramer and the others, Tina suddenly felt like she wanted to cry with relief. The nightmare she had been thrown into was finally over. “Sir, I have never been happier to see your ugly face!”

“I suppose I’ll take that as a compliment, Graci,” Kramer answered, sounding a tad stiff even for him. He looked over her cooly. “I’ll admit I’m a bit surprised by the wardrobe change.”

“Long story,” Tina answered. “Listen I’m sure you have questions about what happened at the safehouse, definitely when you saw the bodies -”

“The only bodies we found there were our people,” Kramer cut her off gruffly. “I suppose Barinov didn’t want to leave anything behind that could be directly traced back to her. I’m a bit surprised how you managed to get out, though. Care to elaborate?”

Tina blinked in surprise. The attackers had covered their tracks. “Sir, this will sound crazy but it wasn’t Das - Barinov who did this. She actually saved my life last night.”

“Oh and why would she do that?” Kramer responded.

Something was off. Kramer was about as personable as an iron poker on a good day but the way he was talking to Tina was making her wonder if she’d actually insulted him with the ‘ugly face’ quip. She also suddenly noticed that Anders, one of the trio of other agents there, was ever so casually shifting around behind her. Almost like he was trying to box her in.

“The people who hit the safehouse weren’t trying to spring Barinov, they were there to kill her,” Tina pressed on. “They weren’t Russians and definitely weren’t mobsters. These were professionals, private contractor types. At least one of them was American -”

“Oh can it, Tina,” Kramer cut her off, genuine hostility in his voice now. “Your bullshit reeks.”

For a second Tina was too stunned to say anything. “Sir, w-what -”

“We found it Tina,” Kramer barked, stepping forward so he loomed over her, his eyes flashing angrily. “The Bureau called. They found it all. The offshore account. All those payments in Russian rubles that went into it, going back years. You did a nice job trying to hide it, I’ll give you that, but not good enough it seems.”

For a moment Tina was simply baffled, then as she began to understand a feeling of horror took over.

“I’m being set up.” She muttered almost to herself, then went on in a louder voice. “Sir, you have to believe me, this isn’t what it looks like.”

Kramer didn’t seem to hear her. “What does it look like, Tina? It sure looks to me like you’ve been on Barinov’s payroll this whole time. You sure had me fooled, I can tell you, what with the whole ‘bring her to justice for what she did’ act while the whole time the agent I put in charge of tracking Dasha Barinov was feeding her information. How far back did it go? Vienna? Before then? Were you deliberately planted on the team for this reason? You got people killed! Good people. You got Chen killed! My best friend!”

He actually shoved her shoulder, not hard but Tina was too shocked to even react. She had never seen Kramer actually lose control of himself before, even when he had genuinely been furious over something.

“Kramer, listen to me. I’m being set up!” Tina said desperately. “Dasha told me she thinks the people behind all this are connected to the government somehow. That they’re behind everything. What happened last night. Vienna. The original assassination of her family. It’s all connected. And they’re using me to cover their tracks.”

“Oh cut the horseshit,” Kramer scoffed. “Really is this the best you can do, some deep state conspiracy? Is it run out of a pizza parlour in DC?”

“I know it sounds crazy. But is it any more crazy than me being some double agent all these years? Kramer, you know me. I wouldn’t do something like this. You have to believe me, please.”

For a second Tina could tell she was getting to him. She could see it in Kramer’s eyes. He was wavering, not wanting to actually believe she’d betrayed him. Betrayed the whole team. Then he looked away and his face went blank and Tina’s heart sank. Kramer was by the book in everything he did. If his orders were to bring her in he was going to follow them.

“What I believe doesn’t matter, Tina,” Kramer said, still not able to look her in the eyes. “If you’re telling the truth, and part of me really hopes you are, you’ll have your day in court to prove it. Anders, cuff her.”

Anders stepped forward, pulling his handcuffs from his pocket. The other agents all tensed, clearly expecting her to bolt and prepared for it. Tina wanted to, even though she knew it would be useless and only make her look guiltier in all their eyes. Dasha’s words from earlier about how she would be dead in a day if she came in were suddenly ringing in her ears. If the people behind this really were the government, and who else could so convincingly produce this kind of fake evidence on short notice, would they really leave her alive to possibly prove her innocence? Or would they just kill her to wrap up the loose end. Make it look like some suicide in custody.

Then as Anders reached for her shots suddenly rang out and he blanched away. Tina looked over her shoulder and to her surprise saw the hulking figure of Volkov at the entrance to the alley, a few other men with him all with guns drawn, blazing away. As the agents all ducked for cover Tina took her one opportunity and ran. Anders tried to stop her but she got a lucky elbow into the solar plexus and he fell back, gasping for breath.

“Tina!”

Looking around, Tina froze as she saw Kramer perched behind a dumpster, his sidearm drawn and pointed squarely at her. He had a perfect shot and at this distance wasn’t likely to miss. But he didn’t take it. For a couple of seconds he just stood there frozen and then sparks filled the air around him as a number of shots slammed into the dumpster and he ducked for cover behind it instinctively.

Tina kept running and didn’t look back, heedless to the sound of gunshots from behind her joining the ones coming from the head of the alley. Every second she expected to feel a bullet tearing into her back or just for everything to turn into the nothingness of death but it didn’t happen. Moments later she was drawing even with Volkov. She actually felt something like relief to see him.

A familiar red Venturi came screeching to a halt on the street and the window rolled down to reveal the face of Dasha. “Get in!”

Tina needed no urging, ripping the door open and practically leaping inside, slamming the door shut behind her as she did. With another screech of tires the car sped off.

“Could you have picked a more conspicuous getaway car?” Tina said as she panted in her seat, watching the Parisian streets fly by through the windshield.

“A thank you would be enough, Agent Valentina,” Dasha answered.

A moment went by. “Thank you.”

Dasha nodded in response, her eyes still glued to the road ahead.

“I mean it though, this car sticks out like a sore thumb. They’ll be all over it on CCTV the second Kramer calls it in, which he is doing this second.”

“Have a little faith that I am not a fool,” Dasha responded cooly, taking a sharp turn. Ahead of them was a truck, a ramp set up leading into the bay. Dasha made a beeline straight for it, slowing the speed as she approached and then carefully driving up the ramp into the bay area beyond. A pair of men lingering around the truck had the ramp taken down and the bay door closed within moments, plunging the interior into darkness. Seconds later the rumbling sound of an engine signalled that they were on the move.

As Tina blinked frantically trying to adjust her eyesight to the sudden darkness, the only source of light being the faint illumination from the Venturi’s dashboard, she heard Dasha’s voice from her left. “This stretch of road is a CCTV blindspot. As far as anyone is concerned this is simply another truck moving some goods from one warehouse to another.”

Tina only nodded, even though she knew the other woman couldn’t see it. Her mind was still reeling from what had just happened. “They set me up. Whoever did this. Faked some digital paper trail making it look like I’d been taking bribes for years. That I was the one who sold out the location of the safehouse the other night so your goons could come in and spring you out of custody.”

“I did warn you,” Dasha’s voice actually sounded sympathetic. “These people don’t like loose ends. I was the perfect scapegoat for Vienna and it seems you’re the one they have chosen as the sacrificial lamb for what happened last night. A dirty agent who betrayed her colleagues and country for money. Story as old as time and just the type no one will question.”

A clicking sound filled the car and Tina turned her head to see Dasha’s face illuminated by a lighter she held in her hands, lighting the tip of a cigarette perched between her lips.

“Do you mind?” Tina asked.

“No I don’t,” Dasha shot Tina a slightly derisive look before the lighter went out and her face once again disappeared into the shadows.

“Well maybe I do,” Tina shot back, wrinkling her nose in distaste as the smell of tobacco smoke filled the car. She absolutely detested cigarettes.

“My car, my rules,” Dasha answered simply. “Feel free to roll down the window if it bothers you.”

Tina’s eyesight had adjusted a bit by now and she could just make out the button that controlled the window on her side. With a hum it rolled down and Tina somewhat pettily made a show of waving the smoke filling the interior of the car away from her face and out the open window.

“You could be a little nicer, Agent Valentina,” Dasha said dryly from her side of the car. “That’s twice now by my count.”

“Twice what?” Tina replied, only half listening, still feeling dazed by what had just happened.

“Twice that I have saved that pretty ass of yours.”

Tina blinked and turned to face the other woman. Dasha’s outline was faintly visible now, the burning tip of her cigarette gleaming in the darkness, but her features were still obscured. “How did you even know where I was? I think I would have noticed this red midlife crisis following me.”

“I had Mischa bring a tracking device when he came to pick me up. I put it in your phone.”

“You were tracking me!” Tina said, feeling a hint of the numbness recede and be replaced by outrage.

“And you’re lucky I did.” Dasha said without a hint of remorse. “I thought something like this might happen and as I said, that makes it the second time I’ve had to pull your ass out of the fire.”

Tina took a breath, reminding herself the woman was right. “Why did you?” She was genuinely curious. What happened the other night at the Bureau site made sense, Dasha might have saved her life but she had been saving her own as well in the process. The assassin she had gunned down would surely have killed her once he had finished off Tina. But there was absolutely no reason she could see why the Russian woman should have come back for her this time.

The outline of Dasha shrugged and she answered nonchalantly. “Maybe I think you have a pretty face.”

“Oh come on,” Tina scoffed, trying to ignore the little tingle of pleasure that she felt at hearing Dasha say she thought she was pretty.

“Well maybe I just didn’t want to let them have the win.” Dasha said a little more sharply this time. “Would you rather I hadn’t?”

Dasha didn’t seem inclined to talk any further which suited Tina fine. The numbness was beginning to fade but it was quickly being replaced by despair as the full weight of her new situation sunk in.

She couldn’t go back, that much was certain. As grateful as she was for Dasha saving her from being taken into custody, Tina was keenly aware that it had also been the final nail in her coffin as far as the Bureau was concerned. It would only confirm her guilt in their eyes and make her look exactly as Dasha had described just moments ago, a dirty agent who had betrayed her country for money. That was almost certainly how Kramer saw her. How her colleagues saw her. How her family would see her when they were told. Crap, her family! They had always been so proud of the fact she had become an FBI agent. They’d be destroyed when they were told.

Tina forced herself to not think about that. Falling to pieces would do nothing to change where she found herself now, which was essentially a fugitive of justice. She had always been on the other side of the situation before and this was an unfamiliar world she found herself in; Dasha’s world, she suddenly realised. She wasn’t certain how exactly she felt about that. Dasha had certainly proven to be surprisingly helpful so far, but the reality of how vulnerable she now was, how completely dependent on the Russian woman’s mercy she found herself, was unsettling. A part of her also found it exciting, however. Tina tried her best not to dwell on that. It only confused her.

Sometime later, Tina wasn’t sure how long, the truck ground to a halt and a few moments later the doors to the bay opened, sunlight flooding into it. Wordlessly Dasha opened the car door on her side and exited. Tina assumed she was supposed to follow and did the same.

The same men from earlier were waiting outside the truck, along with Volkov. It seemed he had had no trouble evading Kramer and the other agents, which didn’t completely surprise Tina. Volkov held out his hand to help Dasha climb down from the truck, but noticeably did not do the same for Tina, who carefully popped herself down onto the pavement and looked around to try and get her new bearings.

It seemed to be a leafy Parisian neighbourhood, notably more upscale than the banlieue they had just left. Both sides of the street were lined with quaint looking townhouses, the picturesque kind tourists would swoon over. A few people looked to be out and about and there were a couple of odd looks at a pair of women having just popped out of the back of a truck but no one seemed to be paying that much notice thankfully.

“Where are we?” Tina asked.

“Another safehouse of mine,” Dasha answered. “Much nicer than the one from last night, I promise you. It’s registered under a shell company, totally untraceable back to me. Don’t worry, Tina, no one will find us here.”

With that Dasha turned and began walking up to the doorway of the townhouse they were parked in front of. Tina followed, eager to get inside and out of sight.

The door closed behind them with a thump and Tina found herself standing in a long entrance hall, doors lining both sides of it. In her opinion it was a touch gaudy; somewhat gouache paintings hanging on the walls and very exaggeratedly carved wood furniture dotted down the corridor.

Dasha engaged in a quick exchange of Russian with Volkov, who shot one last glare at Tina before disappearing through one of the doors, and then turned to face her.

“Are you hungry? Ordering in is too risky but Illya is a surprisingly talented cook -”

“No I’m not hungry, Dasha!” Tina cut her off, even though her empty stomach contorted in protest at the lie. “What’s the plan?”

“The plan?” Dasha’s eyes narrowed angrily at being cut off by Tina. “Agent Valentina -”

“I told you before it’s Tina!” She cut her off once again. The use of her full name honestly didn’t bother her. Her mother still insisted on calling her that. Her father too, if she was honest, when he was particularly excited or upset. No, what bothered her was the way Dasha said it, emphasising the Agent before it. It sounded belittling.

Dasha blinked, seeming to notice the very insistent tone in Tina’s voice. “Okay…Tina are you saying you believe what I told you earlier?”

Tina…didn’t know. She hadn’t had so much as a bomb fall on her within the last day as much as she had had a full on nuclear warhead and her mind was still reeling. Dasha’s explanation seemed crazy, defying all logic, but so was the fact Tina now found herself a fugitive from the very Bureau she had sworn an oath to, who evidently now believed she was a double agent.

Okay Graci, focus. Think of this as an investigation like any other. The most common rookie mistake was going into a new case with a preconceived notion of what the answer was and then trying to find evidence to support it. The right path was to instead find the evidence and follow the path it led to the right answer. This really wasn’t any different.

“I believe that there is someone behind this, someone powerful, whose it is to our mutual benefit to expose,” Tina said carefully, “and I believe you were right about one thing, if we find who that is we find the proof of who was behind the death of your family and my innocence, both at the same time.”

Dasha smirked and held out her hand. “So…partners, then?”

For one long moment Tina stared at the other woman’s hand, decorated with numerous gold rings and its long nails painted bright red. With only the smallest hesitation she reached out and took it with her own. “Partners.”

That was all, Tina told herself.

Oh how she wished she believed it.


Chapter Nine - Testing the Waters

DASHA SAT AT the head of the long oak table that dominated the townhouse’s dining room, polishing off the plate of cream cheese and mushroom stuffed crepes that Ilya had prepared for her.

As her fork brought another portion of thin pancake wrapped around its savoury contents up to her mouth, the Russian woman’s eyes somewhat ruefully regarded the curtains covering the far side of the room. Behind them Dasha knew there were floor to ceiling windows looking out on the townhouse’s backlot. The dining room had clearly been designed with the idea that the occupants would want to enjoy the beautiful view afforded to them as they ate; it would certainly be one today, with the clear blue sky giving an unobstructed view of the sun.

Sadly, being able to look out meant other people could also look in, which in Dasha’s world could mean death. So the curtains stayed closed, leaving her to sit and imagine what the view would look like if things were different. In some ways she had grown used to it after all these years. Ducking from safehouses to behind the tinted windows of cars to the anonymity of private jets to yet another safehouse. Guards checking rooms for her before she entered them. Mischa’s hulking presence everywhere she went, vigilantly standing watch.

Another part of her, however, remembered a time it had not always been like this. Being a carefree young girl playing in the gardens of her family’s dacha. Sneaking off with her friends after school to listen to music or read magazines or swap gossip. Happy, free and without a care in the world.

Though of course yet another part of her wondered if that had just been her own childish naivety. If her parents had wrestled with the same concerns and fears she lived with now, agonising over her safety and worrying over threats that young Dasha had been ignorant of. Sometimes she even wondered if a much younger Mischa had been protectively looming in the background even then.

Proving the truth to the saying ‘speak of the Devil and he shall appear’, the dining room door opened to reveal Mischa, carrying a glossy, brand name shopping bag in each hand.

Forking up the last bite of crepe, Dasha briefly savoured the taste as she quickly chewed and swallowed before pushing her plate away. “What’s the word on Muammar?”

Mischa deposited the pair of shopping bags onto the table. “He will be at his club tonight. I told his people that you wanted to speak with him. Their answer was noncommittal, but that is to be expected.”

Dasha nodded and then her eyes went to the pair of bags sitting before her. “You did get her size?”

Cheeks puffing out in an irritated huff, Mischa nodded curtly.

That was practically a tantrum by Mischa’s standards so Dasha’s eyes narrowed in response. “What is it?”

Another huff, though this one clearly one of discomfort. “I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

Ah, so that’s what this was about. Dasha was not surprised by the fact that Mischa did not care for Tina. He was suspicious of strangers by nature and the fact the FBI agent had actually managed to capture her, albeit only briefly, likely had her on his bad side, in addition she suspected to probably having bruised his ego.

Dasha laughed, hoping to lighten the mood. “Judging by how easily I got the drop on her the other night, I think the danger is small.”

Mischa did not laugh, not that he often did. “You put yourself at risk by going back for her.”

“I trusted that you would have the situation well in hand and you did not disappoint.”

The big man continued to stare at her. “Why did the situation need to be handled? She’s a cop.”

“Oh, I had not noticed,” Dasha felt a hint of anger at Mischa questioning her and reminded herself what she owed him. “And that’s precisely the point. She’s a cop. A cop who is now just as motivated as us, probably more motivated, to find the people we are looking for. Having someone from the other side, with inside knowledge of how they work and how they think, could be very valuable.”

Unable to argue with that, Mischa scowled and finally looked away. “Just do not forget who she is.”

“Relax Mischa,” Dasha rolled her eyes, inwardly glad that he seemed to have been mollified. 
“I have no desire to feel her handcuffs on my wrists again.” Which was more than true. As much as Dasha appreciated all forms of restraints, she did not enjoy wearing them.

Almost of its own volition, an image appeared in Dasha’s mind’s eye of Tina kneeling submissively before her, wrists tightly locked together with handcuffs. Now that was a sight she would very much enjoy. She inwardly chided herself for the naughty thought. While she was almost entirely certain by this point that the American woman shared her attraction to members of her own sex, and she strongly suspected might quite likely be attracted to her on some level, she was far less certain that the FBI agent shared her particular proclivities as to what she was attracted to. And she hadn’t been lying to Mischa when she said Tina was a potentially very valuable resource, one she was very hesitant to risk alienating.

Rising from her chair, Dasha snatched up the pair of bags and with a nod of dismissal towards Mischa turned and walked from the room. Tina was upstairs in one of the bedrooms. When Illya rather courteously asked the other woman what she wanted for lunch after Dasha had decided on crepes she had answered “A hotdog with some onion rings” with a very obvious note of sarcasm and a pointed look towards Dasha, clearly remembering her earlier jibe towards American cuisine.

Illya had actually looked slightly dismayed at this request, he had been classically trained at Ferrandi before finding employment with Dasha and likely found the idea of his talents going towards such a basic dish to be the next thing to sacrilege. Noting the discreet but deliberate look his employer had shot at him, however, the man had schooled his face back into one of courteous hospitality and bowed slightly before retreating into the kitchen.

When the man had reemerged, he had been carrying two plates. One had been loaded with Dasha’s requested crepes. The other had contained a small mountain of onions rings, quite obviously freshly cut and battered, decorated with flaky salt and fresh cut parsley and beside it a hotdog, crisscrossed perfectly with grill marks, in a sesame seed bun; Dasha had found herself wondering where he had managed to find one. Setting the plate before Tina with aplomb he had even set a small pot of stone ground mustard beside it.

“If gospozha would care for any other condiments I shall happily fetch them for you, but I believe mustard is the classic accompaniment?”

Tina had simply stared at the plate set before her as Illya had proceeded to serve Dasha her own, her cheeks actually turning the slightest shade of pink which the other woman could not help but find cute. Looking up, the American woman must have seen the hint of a smirk on her face, because she immediately pushed her chair back and rose to her feet.

“I’m tired,” she had said through clenched teeth. “Think I’ll go upstairs and lie down for a bit.”

This hadn’t stopped her from spooning a liberal amount of mustard over the hotdog before snatching up the plate and taking it with her as she stalked from the dining room. Illya for his part had done the same moments later, muttering under his breath about tasteless Americans. Dasha had felt a pang of sympathy for the man even as she had fought to contain the giggle that had threatened to slip out.

Hopefully the other woman had cooled down a bit in the time that had passed. As much as Dasha could appreciate the bratty side Tina had been displaying, it was not especially helpful for the task at hand, even if the Russian woman could not help but fantasise a little of the ways she would enjoy correcting the FBI agent’s attitude under different circumstances.

Not that she could really blame Tina, given everything that had happened. Dasha knew all too well what it felt like to have one's entire world turned on its head and could sympathise with what the other woman must be going through. Still, it didn’t change the fact that there was work to be done and she needed Tina’s head in the game for it.

Going up the stairs to the second floor, Dasha saw one of the bedroom doors was just slightly ajar. Heels clicking across the hardwood floor, she made her way over to it and pushed it fully open with a bump of her hip before stepping inside.

As she had expected, Tina was there, lying on the grand, brass framed bed on her back staring intently up at the ceiling at nothing. She looked up as Dasha entered.

“Tina, I hope you are feeling less tired,” Dasha said, walking over to the vanity table set against one of the walls and depositing both bags upon it. She noted the empty plate sitting at the foot of the bed. “I see you found Illya’s cooking to your liking?”

“It’s hard to mess up a hot dog,” Tina answered and then almost begrudgingly went on, “but I’ve had worse.” She eyed the bags Dasha had deposited onto the vanity table with interest. “What, you took some time to go shopping?”

Dasha smirked. “As much as I wish I could say it was for pleasure I am afraid it is business. We are hopefully meeting one of my contacts tonight.”

At that Tina actually sat up, her interest evident. “Go on.”

“His name is Muammar. I suppose you could say he is something of a…concierge in the Parisian underground. It was he who put me in touch with Viper, or Delamarche as I believe you knew him by. If Viper had a failsafe somewhere where he kept backups of the information he acquired for his clients, including what we are both looking for, Muammar may just know where it is or hopefully can at least point us in the right direction.”

The American woman considered the matter and then nodded. “Okay. It’s a better lead than nothing, which seems to be what we have otherwise, but that still doesn’t explain the shopping trip.” She inclined her head towards the pair of bags.

“Muammar operates out of a club he runs. It’s a bit…unofficial if you catch my meaning,” Dasha elaborated. “He is very cautious. You do not approach him, he approaches you. Which he will not do if I walk in there with someone who looks like they are law enforcement.”

“I do not look like law enforcement.”

Dasha merely cocked an eyebrow.

“Okay, fine,” Tina huffed a little. “So what am I going undercover as then?”

“My date,” Dasha answered.

The Russian woman noted with interest the faint blush that appeared on Tina’s cheeks. “Oh.…so you’re.…”

“Is that a problem?”

“No!” Tina was surprisingly empathetic when she spoke. Very interesting. Dasha was almost certain she had read the other woman correctly. “Not a problem. I’ve gone undercover plenty of times on the job. This isn’t any different.”

“Good,” Dasha picked up one of the bags and held it out to Tina. “You will need to look the part in that case.”

Tina gingerly took the bag. Reaching inside, she pulled out a dress. Holding it up against herself, her eyebrows arched sceptically. “Isn’t this a little.…little?”

The front and back of the dress were two strips of silky white fabric, joined together by narrow shoulder straps. Clasps at the waist and hem were clearly intended to hold the entire thing together when fastened.

“As I said, Tina,” Dasha said smugly, already picturing hungrily how the other woman would look wearing it, “I need you to look like my date and not a cop. Muammar is very familiar with my type. Besides, you have a beautiful body and I promise you this dress will show it off perfectly. Now I suggest you try it on. I eyeballed your size but it will not do at all if it does not fit properly.”

Dasha noted the other woman again blushed slightly at her praising words. She truly did look adorable when she did so. Tina’s eyes narrowed at her command to try the dress on. “Er, do you mind?”

“Fine,” Dasha threw her hands up dramatically. “I will turn around.”

By perfect coincidence and nothing else, Dasha turned so she was facing the room’s vanity table which just so happened to have a very large, ovular mirror that provided her with a clear view of what was going on behind her. Dark, almond shaped eyes watched unblinkingly as Tina dropped the dress she had been holding onto the bed in front of her and reached up to pull down the zipper of her hoodie before parting it and sliding it off of her shoulders. Dasha hungrily licked her lips in appreciation as she took in the sight of the other woman’s bare breasts, large and plump and standing high on her chest without the faintest sign of sagging. They were capped with surprisingly small, but puffy and pointed, dark nipples.

Tina pulled down her track pants, leaving her in nothing but a lacey set of cream coloured panties, and picked up the dress again but hesitated before putting it on. It clearly would leave a good deal of her sides on display and was obviously not meant to be worn with underwear. Dasha waited with baited breath, wondering what the American woman would do.

To her delight after chewing adorably on her bottom lip for a few moments, Tina dropped the dress back onto the bed and slipped her thumbs under the waistband of her panties before pulling them down so they pooled around her ankles. Dasha’s eyes fixed themselves onto reflected sight of the other woman’s vagina, though her nose instantly crinkled in distaste at the strip of dark pubic hair above it. That would not do at all. She could not stand hair down there at all. At least it was only a narrow landing strip and a very neatly trimmed one at that. She could put up with that for the moment.

It dawned on her that she was thinking in terms of when, not if, she would be taking things to the next level with the American woman and chided herself for getting a bit ahead of herself. Tina clearly had a thing for other women and found Dasha herself attractive to boot, but there was still the whole other matter of the direction Dasha’s own tastes ran when it came to women. The fact Tina seemed to be brash and assertive as an FBI agent was not necessarily a bad sign in that regard. It was surprising how many women Dasha had encountered over the years who were domineering and the take-charge type in their professional lives, but completely submissive in their personal ones. Of course that did not mean that was the case with Tina.

Somewhat regretfully, Dasha continued to watch as the black haired woman draped the dress over her body and fiddled with the fastenings at the sides. She had to concede that it displayed the other woman’s lovely figure to perfect effect. The creamy, white colour of the fabric contrasted wonderfully with her olive toned skin. The neckline plunged low to show off Tina’s cleavage and had the effect of making it look like her large breasts were threatening to pop out at any moment. The hem of the skirt ended midway down her thighs, leaving her shapely, toned legs on display. Her hips were left bare by the wide gaps at the sides, which also showed off just the right amount of side boob. The sight had Dasha almost immediately feel the urge to tear the just put on dress off of Tina and throw her onto the bed. Her cunt clenched just from the thought.

“Okay, you can turn back around,” Tina fidgeted with the hem of the dress as she spoke, trying to tug it further down.

Dasha did so, making certain she kept her face neutral so she could do her best impression of seeing Tina in the dress for the first time. “I see that I guessed your size, correctly. That dress fits you perfectly.”

“What dress?” Tina said a little sullenly, still tugging at the hem of the skirt in a fruitless attempt to make it longer.

Dasha tisked. “Nonsense. I have one just like it only in gold. I think I will wear it tonight so we can be a matching set.  It looks very sexy and you have just the body to pull it off. You look exactly like the type of woman I would show up to Maummar’s club with to boot.”

“A trashy slut? I’m so flattered.” Tina said, more than a little sullen this time, looking over Dasha’s shoulder to eye her reflection in the vanity mirror.

Tina blinked and realisation dawned in her eyes which quickly turned to fury. “You.…were you -”

“I said I would turn around,” Dasha said simply, cutting the babbling woman off. “I did not make any promises not to look in the mirror and can you really blame me, Tina, the view was such an appealing one.”

“Christ, Dasha,” Tina sputtered, “that is so not the point. I can’t believe you -”

Recognising the golden opportunity before her to test the waters a bit, Dasha immediately stepped forward, closing the distance between them. Tina instantly shut up. She was an inch or so taller than Dasha’s five ‘five, but despite this as her face grew stern she seemed to tower over the American woman.

“Let me make something very clear, Valentina,” Dasha used the other woman’s full name deliberately, knowing it was something that seemed to irk her. “I do what I want. You may be used to giving the orders in your world, but you are in my world now and it has rules. Rules that I expect you to follow. I do not have much patience for bad little girls who defy me. Do you understand?”

Tina was silent, her eyes going wide. Dasha watched intently for the other woman’s reaction to her carefully chosen words and noted with satisfaction that she was again blushing; not at all faintly, her cheeks had gone almost crimson. There was also something in her eyes that Dasha was all too familiar with and instantly recognised. Arousal. This was promising. Very promising.

Unable to help herself from pushing just a little more, Dasha leaned forward so their faces were just inches apart. “I asked if you understand me, Tina? Will you be a good little girl for me, malen’kiy?”

Tina did not answer but her eyes seemed to almost involuntarily dip down to stare at Dasha’s lips, so close to her own. Dasha felt her own rush of arousal flood through her body at the sight as she felt the urge to close the distance and kiss the other woman. It was not as if she suspected there would be any protest on Tina’s part if she did.

Dasha resisted, however. Now wasn’t the time, especially given that they were on a bit of a deadline at the moment. There would be opportunity later and Dasha decided then and there that there would definitely be a later. Tina was simply too irresistible an opportunity to turn down.

Turning away, Dasha relished the little outtake of breath she heard from the other woman in disappointment. “I will take your silence as a yes. We have a few hours before we need to go rendezvous with Muammar. I suggest you use the time to shower and get ready. Remember, you need to look the part.”

Walking across the room, Dasha paused at the door and turned her head to look back at Tina. The American woman was still standing where she had left her, almost as if she was rooted to the spot. “We will be leaving at seven. You can meet me in the foyer then. Do not be late, Valentina. If I have to wait for you I will be in a very bad mood.”

With that she walked through the doorway. Once it was safely closed behind her, Dasha’s haughty lips turned up in a satisfied smile. Very promising indeed. Tina was clearly attracted to her and unless all of Dasha’s instincts as a domme were wrong the other woman was clearly a submissive, by nature if nothing else. All she needed was a little push and Dasha was certain she would have Tina quite literally at her feet. It looked like it would be a promising evening in more ways than one. Muammar’s club looked to be the perfect opportunity to mix business with a little pleasure.


Chapter Ten - Dancing with the Devil

TINA TOOK ONE last look in the mirror to make certain her makeup was done right. This was definitely not her department of expertise to put it mildly. She had never been one of those women who were anti-makeup, frankly the idea that it somehow wasn’t feminist to want to look good and be desirable had always struck her as absurd. Working a job that didn’t call for much beyond a bit of lip gloss had left her out of practice, however, and she was mindful of Dasha’s point about looking the part of her date; somehow she doubted a bit of lip gloss was going to cut it.

Still, Tina thought she had done reasonably well. Eye shadow and liner emphasised her naturally large eyes and some blush highlighted her cheeks on her otherwise ovular face. Berry pink lipstick contrasted nicely with her olive skin.

She was not doing this because she wanted to look good for Dasha, Tina told herself for the countless time. This was no different than any of the other times she had gone undercover in the course of her job and needed to play a part convincingly. The words rang increasingly hollow however, especially given…whatever it was that happened between them earlier.

Her body seemed to tingle at the memory. Dasha, stern and imposing and domineering, seemingly staring into her very soul with her cold, dark eyes as she asked if she was going to be her ‘good little girl’, her lips close enough to her own that she could almost kiss her. Part of Tina had desperately wanted Dasha to do just that. An even greater part of her had wanted nothing more than to get down on her knees before the other woman and whisper “Yes mistress” in response.

Tina pushed down the confusing feelings that seemed to be bubbling up inside of her. She would find time to sort through them later. Satisfied with her makeup, she reached up and loosened the towel that she had wrapped her hair up in after she had emerged from the shower, letting her now only slightly damp black tresses fall loose down her back. Instinctively, she reached behind and tied her hair up in a tight, high ponytail at the back of head. She knew it without fail would look good in that style but also would have the added benefit of being functional.

Standing up from the chair she was seated in before the vanity table, she reached into the second bag sitting on the table and pulled out a pair of red bottomed black high heels. Tina grimaced a little at the sight; in her opinion the existence of heels was proof that if God existed he must be male because there was no other excuse for allowing such uncomfortable footwear to have been invented. Still, Tina knew without question that her converse sneakers would absolutely not be something fitting for the role she needed to play, so reluctantly she slipped them onto her feet.

Taking another look in the vanity table mirror, Tina fought back a blush as she once again saw just how much of her body was left on display by the dress she was wearing. She couldn’t remember the last time she had worn something like this. Even in college she hadn’t been much of a party girl and even then wouldn’t have been caught dead wearing something this revealing. Despite herself, part of Tina could not help but remember how Dasha had clearly liked how she looked in it. She actually did blush as she recalled the other woman describing her as looking ‘sexy’.

Looking over her shoulder at the clock sitting on one of the side tables next to the bed, Tina saw it was almost seven. Tina took one last quick look in the mirror and decided she was as ready as she ever would be.

As Tina descended down the stairs, feet already protesting slightly at the uncomfortable heels, she found Dasha already waiting in the foyer by the front door. As she had said earlier, her dress seemed to be a matching one to Tina’s, only coloured gold instead of white. Tina’s eyes widened at the sight of all the tanned skin on display that was only slightly hidden by the other woman’s customary fur coat.

Dasha’s face was impassive as Tina walked down to meet her, but her almond shaped eyes, emphasised by the kohl coating her long eyelashes, gleaming hungrily as she looked her up and down. Tina was suddenly very aware of a thumping sound ringing in her ears that she realised was her own heart pounding in her chest. This wouldn’t do at all. She was back in Dasha’s presence for all of ten seconds and already she was starting to lose her cool. Come on Graci get it together. You’re an FBI agent, not some schoolgirl on her first date.

“Tina,” Dasha said in greeting, “you clean up nice, as I believe you Americans say.”

“Thank you,” Tina replied. “You look very…nice as well.” Mentally she could have kicked herself for how lame she must have just sounded. Real smooth Graci.

Dasha only smiled however and reached with one hand into the rather large, designer handbag dangling from one elbow. “If you will permit me, however, I think I have something to complete the look.”

The Russian woman produced what looked to be a slender, rectangular jewellery case that she extended toward Tina. Taking it, Tina once again felt her cheeks growing hot. Now Dasha was giving her gifts. Right, not a first date at all. She told herself not to read anything into it. This was just something else to have her look the part. Dasha was wearing jewellery of her own, a pair of gold hoop earrings studded along the edges with little white gemstones in addition to the ever present crucifix that hung in the valley of her cleavage, and it wasn’t like she had any of her own with her.

Opening the case, Tina saw a pair of dangly gold earrings holding ruby red gemstones and a gold neck chain similarly decorated with red gems.

“Here,” Dasha said, stepping forward, “let me help you put them on.”

Dasha slid the earrings on Tina’s ears and deftly clipped the neck chain around her neck, Tina blinked as she felt the cool metal of the gold around her throat.

“Shall we?” Dasha said.

A different car was waiting outside than the one they had arrived in, a sleek black Aston Martin. Unsurprisingly, the hulking figure of Volkov was standing next to it and he opened the door as they approached. Dasha gestured for Tina to enter first and then slid in after her. The door closed with a click.

Volkov took the driver’s seat and as the car pulled away from the curb, Tina noticed another one, a rather nondescript looking SUV, do the same from further down the street.

“Do not worry,” Dasha said, noticing Tina staring. “They are my people.”

“Are you expecting trouble?”

“Not necessarily,” Dasha answered. “Muammar prefers not to get himself involved in other people’s business but I trust him only up to a point. Very few men do not have a price that they cannot be bought with and I trust you understand that the people we are facing likely have very deep pockets. It never hurts to be cautious.”

Dasha said nothing else as they continued to drive through the rapidly darkening streets of Paris, which suited Tina fine as it left her to her own thoughts; her mind racing almost as fast as her heart. The cool gold of the neck chain against her throat almost felt like a collar. It seemed Dasha was almost taunting her at this point. As remarkable a coincidence as it was, she was certain at this point that the Russian woman was very much a domme and the way she was acting towards Tina, domineering and commanding, was definitely affecting her submissive side.

Every time she remembered the brief exchange the two of them had had earlier, Tina felt her pussy ache deliciously at the promise it hinted at what else could be. Inwardly she cursed herself for it. Bad Tina. However alluring Dasha was, it didn’t change the fact the other woman was a mobster and she was an FBI agent, if a fugitive one for the moment. Circumstances might dictate they needed to work together, but that was all the more reason not to cross the line into something more personal between them. The problem was Tina’s body seemed to disagree with that and very much seemed to want to be Bad Tina to Mistress Dasha.

Paris’s traffic lived up to its reputation and their progress was slow. As they left the leafy, residential neighbourhood they were in and entered what seemed to be a more commercial district, the sun was soon beginning to set and twilight was upon them.

The car pulled up to a stop and the passenger side door was opened by Volkov who as expected extended a hand to help Dasha out which was pointedly not done for Tina. She was getting the distinct impression that the tall, hulking bodyguard didn’t like her very much, not that she could say she felt particularly warm and fuzzy towards him either.

Looking around to get her bearings, Tina saw they were on an otherwise abandoned street lined on either side with somewhat decrepit looking warehouses and otherwise disused commercial buildings. “I thought you said this Muammar guy ran a nightclub?”

“Of sorts,” Dasha answered, looking away from the small makeup case mirror she was checking her reflection in to meet Tina’s eyes, a mischievous spark in them. “It is a bit of an…unofficial operation if you take my meaning which suits both Muammar and his clientele.”

With that Dasha began walking towards an alleyway just before them and Tina found herself obediently trailing after her, Volkov silently bringing up the rear. Trying to keep her footing in her heels on the cobblestoned street was a bit of an effort, but as they made their way further down the graffiti streaked alley, Tina began hearing the faint pulsing sound of music. Further down the alley she saw a pair of men with the unmistakable look of bouncers about them lounging in front of an otherwise unremarkable looking doorway.

After a brief exchange in French between one of them and Dasha, the bouncers pulled the door open and beckoned for them to enter. Tina saw that it opened onto the top of a staircase, leading down to another door at the bottom. The sound of music only grew louder as they descended and was joined with the unmistakable noise of people. When the door at the bottom of the stairs opened, it became an almost deafening blast that made Tina’s ears ring.

The room beyond had the feel of a repurposed industrial basement, with concrete floors and walls and wrought iron rafters and pipes honeycombing the ceiling. The space was dimly lit, but Tina could make out what looked to be a bar along the far side of the area. Next to it sat a raised stage area with a DJ, who was blasting music out onto a packed dance floor.

Another man was standing attentively by the doorway they had just entered, though he gave off more of the vibe of a greeter rather than a bouncer. Dasha said something to him in French, the foreign words barely perceptible over the pounding music, and the man bowed and gestured for them to follow him.

Following in the man’s wake, the two women made their way through the packed mess of tables that circled the exterior of the underground club, dodging partying patrons as they did so. Many were drunk and some clearly under the influence of other things. When Tina saw a couple openly snorting lines of a powdery white substance that was clearly cocaine off of the grimy surface of their table she had to resist her instincts to reach for her absent handcuffs. You’re undercover, Graci, she reminded herself of this sternly. Just blend in and don’t draw attention to yourself.

They were led over to a section of tables in one corner that seemed to be cordoned off from the others. Once the pair were seated, Tina quickly scanned the area around them. The area they were sitting was only dimly lit, half burnt, stubby candles that decorated the centre of the tables giving off the only light. Unlike the rest of the club, the tables here were spaced out to give their occupants a bit of privacy; they even had linen tablecloths. It seemed even at an underground nightclub Dasha still got VIP service.

“If you keep looking like that, Muammar is never going to show himself,” Dasha’s voice cut in.

She had draped her fur coat over the back of her chair and Tina was suddenly trying not to look at that ample amount of tanned skin that was left on display by her skimpy dress. “Like what?”

Dasha rolled her eyes. “A cop.”

“I do not!” Tina felt her cheeks heat a little when she realised just how childish she must have sounded.

Dasha simply rolled her eyes again. “Oh no. Of course not. The ramrod straight posture. The careful scrutiny of your surroundings. The way you are eying everyone around us. Not at all like a cop on a stakeout. Relax a little, Tina. Try and look like you are just a woman out having a fun time and not like this is your first time in a nightclub.”

Tina did blush at that. The problem was there actually was some truth to what Dasha had just said. While this wasn’t exactly Tina’s first time out clubbing she had only done so a couple of times in college, more intent on her studies than partying, and after she had graduated and joined the Bureau work had simply replaced school as her primary focus. It did not help that she also had never particularly seen the appeal. Clubs were dark with music so loud you couldn’t hear what anyone was saying unless they yelled, the drinks were overpriced, and the dancefloor was always packed with sweaty strangers grinding up against you. Why exactly was this considered to be a good time?

What Tina had to assume was a waiter arrived, who set down a carafe filled with what must be vodka sitting in a bowl of ice along with a pair of shot glasses. It seemed Dasha was a frequent enough attendee here that they knew her preferences without even asking.

As Dasha poured vodka into both of the glasses, Tina resisted the urge to crinkle her nose and almost called back to the retreating waiter to bring her a glass of chardonnay. She did not, however. Dasha had just told her how important it was to blend in and she somehow suspected the kind of woman the blonde mobster would bring here on a date was not a wine drinker.

Instead she took the offered shot glass and tossed it back. The liquid burned going down and Tina had to resist the urge to cough but it wasn’t nearly as harsh as she had been expecting.

Dasha smirked a little and downed her own shot with obvious relish. Refilling both glasses Dasha clicked them together into a little toast before quickly emptying hers again. Tina obediently did the same. The second shot went down a bit easier than the first and the FBI agent had to concede that perhaps vodka wasn’t that bad.

“So what do we do now?” Tina asked. “Sit here and get sloshed hoping this Muammar guy shows up?”

“Hmmmmmm,” Dasha hummed for a moment and then stood, holding out her hand. “We could, but I would rather dance.”

Tina’s eyes widened, her mind, which had been feeling just a little hazy from having just downed two shots of vodka in a matter of moments, suddenly spinning. Dancing. With Dasha. That seemed to be a very bad idea. But it wasn’t like Tina could refuse unless she totally wanted to blow their cover. Dancing was exactly the kind of thing Dasha would do with a woman she had brought here on a date. It was fine. Just another part of being undercover. She had danced with plenty of women before and it hadn’t meant anything. This was no different.

Only when Tina reached up and took Dasha’s hand she felt a tingling sensation run down her spine at how firm and strong the other woman’s grip was; her mind immediately began wondering how Dasha’s hands would feel on other parts of her body. Oh this was a very bad idea.

Bad idea or not, Tina allowed Dasha to lead her from the cordoned off VIP area they had been sitting in and onto the dance floor. The music was so loud the air almost seemed to vibrate from the intensity of it. It was predictably packed with people, but they seemed to part before Dasha as she walked, leading Tina by the hand in her wake.

Reaching an area of the dance floor that seemed to satisfy her for whatever reason, Dasha stopped and released Tina’s hand. The Russian woman began to sway in time to the music, her body seeming to undulate from top to bottom. Her breasts, barely covered by the skimpy dress she was wearing, jiggled in the most enticing fashion and Tina suddenly was very aware that her body felt hot in a way that had nothing to do with the crowd of sweaty, intoxicated dancers pressed in around them.

Dasha’s eyes met Tina’s and narrowed. Realising she had been staring, caught up in the sight of the other woman, the FBI agent began to dance as well. She found it incredibly awkward to do in her heels, enviously wondering how Dasha seemed to be doing it so seamlessly in her own, and also felt a bit at a loss as to what she was doing; Tina had never seen the appeal of clubbing not only because nightclubs themselves were gross but also because she had never really understood the appeal of dancing in general. It always seemed to come down to a bunch of random wiggling and swaying. Subconsciously, she began mirroring Dasha’s movements, matching each sway of her hips and roll of her star tattoo decorated shoulders.

The blonde mobster seemed to notice, her haughty lips turning up in a little smile and her dark eyes gleaming. Tina noticed how they seemed to keep glancing down to give lingering stares at her breasts, which she was worried might pop out of her barely there dress at any time. A thrill rushed through Tina’s body at the realisation and without thinking she began rocking and gyrating her chest with greater emphasis. Dasha’s smile seemed to grow only smugger in response, but Tina found she did not care.

A man carrying a tray that he somehow managed to keep from being knocked over despite the mess of thrashing limbs and twirling bodies appeared through the crowd. It was laden with shot glasses filled with alcohol of all kinds judging by the varying colours. Dasha snatched a pair as the man passed them, shooting one down before returning the empty glass to the tray and handing the other to Tina.

Tina quickly tossed it back, barely managing to return her own glass before the man was gone. As she had expected it was vodka and it burned all the way down her throat, but for some reason Tina found herself welcoming the sensation. When another server passed by a few minutes later she grabbed another one and scarfed it down. She did this again. Then again. Each shot of vodka seemed to go down smoother than the last; maybe Russia’s most famous export had something to it after all?

The alcohol’s effect soon made itself felt, not that Tina was complaining. Her self consciousness seemed to slip further and further away with each shot. She soon found herself lost in the blaring beat of the music, her body dancing with an ease she had never before experienced. She could feel her blood pumping through the veins under her burning skin, seeming to match the pulse of the crowd surrounding her.

Suddenly Tina was very aware of how Dasha was only inches away from her. When had the other woman gotten so close? Had she always been? Whatever the facts were Tina could almost feel the heat of the Russian mobster’s body against her own. It made her entire body tingle and feel hot, almost feverish. Underneath her dress, Tina’s nipples were rock hard and each time they brushed against the silky material as she danced a teasing little bolt of pleasure seemed to shoot straight to her pussy which had begun to ache deliciously.

Then Tina felt Dasha’s hands on her shoulders and the other woman spun her around. Before she could react, Dasha pressed herself up against her back, her hands going to her hips. Tina could not stop the gasp that escaped her throat. She could feel the twin hard points of Dasha’s nipples digging into her shoulder blades even through the admittedly thin material of the blonde woman’s dress. Her hands’ grip on her hips was light, but seemed to burn into her bare skin almost as if they were branding irons.

“Dasha…” Tina began, but trailed off, not sure what she would say even if she was capable of articulating words.

“Ssssh malen’kiy,” Dasha’s hot breath gusted over her ear as she shushed her. “Relax and just let yourself feel.”

Dasha began using her hands on Tina’s hips to guide her and she obediently began to sway back and forth in time with the other woman. The heat from Dasha’s body seemed to be enveloping her and Tina’s nostrils were filled with the smell of the Russian woman’s perfume, the scent somehow both pungent yet flowery at the same time.

Tina felt Dasha pressing herself even more tightly against her, if that was even possible. Her body was practically melded against the back of her own, her pelvis almost grinding itself against her bum. Dasha’s hands left her hips and slid around to Tina’s front, gliding teasingly over her stomach, and she began to nuzzle her face into the crook of her neck.

When Dasha’s lips found a pulse point and began to suck, Tina could not stop a hot little moan from slipping out. Her mind was spinning, both from the alcohol and arousal. Without realising it, she arched her back to begin grinding her bum back against Dasha and her hands reached back to grab the back of the other woman’s head, tangling it in her blonde hair, as she began feeling weak in the knees as if she might fall if she did not cling to the Russian woman for strength.

Then Dasha’s hands slipped lower so they were toying with the hem of her dress. Tina froze, suddenly so very conscious of where those hands were. How close, just a few inches really, they were to her hot, wet pussy that was completely bare underneath her dress. It would be so easy for Dasha to just glide her fingers up her bare, sweaty thighs and touch her there. She felt her cunt clench at the very thought.

And then reality came crashing down on Tina out of nowhere and she felt her cheeks burn with mortifying embarrassment as she realised what was happening. She was practically letting Dasha fuck her right there on the middle of a crowded dance floor! What was wrong with her?

Wiggling, Tina broke free of Dasha’s hold on her, desperate to get some distance between them. Panting for breath, her eyes darted around looking for something she could use as an excuse.

She found one in the form of a flickering neon sign she could see over the writhing crowd around them; the words were in French and completely indecipherable but the cartoonishly shaped figure of a woman was the universally recognised symbol of a ladies’s washroom known to everyone.

“I need to…you know…” Tina said. Uncertain if Dasha could even understand her over the pounding music she gestured in the direction of the sign.

The other woman said nothing. She made no effort to stop Tina as she walked away, only looking at her with an intense gleam in her dark, almond shaped eyes that made the American woman shiver.

Tina pushed her way through the crowd of dancing revellers, keeping her eyes on the floating neon sign to make sure she was going in the right general direction as she bobbed and weaved to avoid bumping into anyone or dodged the occasional gyrating limb that threatened to poke her in the face. Thankfully after only a few moments she emerged from the crowd and took a long, deep breath of relief at being free from the claustrophobic packed mess that had been the dance floor.

Entering the ladies room, Tina was relieved to find it empty. The space had a rustic feel to it, to put it generously, but it was at least reasonably clean.

Walking over to the row of sinks, Tina turned on the taps to one and splashed a handful of water on her face. Looking up into the mirror, she whimpered a little when she saw just how flushed her face was.

Conscious of how her heart was pounding, Tina closed her eyes and took long, slow breaths to try and calm herself. That was easier said than done, unfortunately. Her mind was racing, not just from the alcohol but also with memories of what had happened just minutes ago. The feel of Dasha’s body pressed up against her own, all enticing and warm. Her soft yet firm hands running themselves over Tina’s skin. Her plump, moist lips against her neck. Her fingers on her thighs….

The sound of clicking heels rang in Tina’s ears and her eyes shot open. In the mirror she saw the figure of Dasha standing in the entrance to the ladies room. Meeting the Russian woman’s dark eyes in the reflective surface, she felt a tingle run down her spine when she saw they were gleaming with the same intense look that they had held moments ago when Tina had walked away on the dance floor.

Dasha began crossing the distance separating them. Her face was an impervious mask aside from her eyes, which now had a positively predatory look to them that kept Tina rooted to the spot as if frozen, watching as the other woman’s reflection drew nearer in the mirror. With a start she realised she was holding her breath.

Reaching her, Dasha placed her hands on Tina’s shoulders and spun her around so she was facing her. She was so close, her face now just inches from the American woman’s own.

“Dasha -” Tina attempted to say.

“Quiet, malen’kiy,” Dasha cut her off, her voice was low but seemed deafening at the same time. The commanding tone in the Russian woman’s voice made Tina’s pussy pulse in delight and instinctively she obeyed, her body’s desire to submit to the other woman overriding her brain’s protests.

Then suddenly, Tina felt Dasha’s hands just below her bottom, cupping her upper thighs and lifting her up so she was hoisted onto the porcelain surface of the sink. Her head seemed to be spinning as she saw the blonde woman’s hands then go to the hem of her dress’s skirt and began tugging it upwards.

This was a bad idea. At least that’s what Tina’s mind seemed to be trying to tell her. Funnily enough, however, she couldn’t really understand why it was such a bad idea anymore. All she seemed able to focus on were Dasha’s fingers running up her thighs and then pelvis as she pulled her dress up around her hips, baring her lower body. Tina heard a hot moan that she realised a moment later had come from her.

The cool air of the washroom contrasted sharply with the heat radiating off of Tina’s now exposed vagina. Her eyes flickered down and she felt her cheeks go red as she saw how visibly aroused she was. The labia lips of her slit were puffy and engorged, blushing a reddish colour that likely rivalled Tina’s cheeks, and glistening were her juices, as were her inner thighs she realised.

Looking up, Tina saw Dasha was also staring down at her exposed cunt, a hungry expression on her face that was almost predatory in nature. The Russian woman’s eyes flicked back up and met Tina’s, a challenging look in them, as if daring the other woman to tell her to stop.

Tina didn’t. In fact almost of her own volition she felt her head give a little nod of consent.

Dasha smiled wolfishly and Tina groaned as she felt one of the other woman’s fingers part the silken lips of her slit and plunge into the wet folds beyond. As the finger began to withdraw, Tina actually clenched her inner vaginal walls around it almost in protest to try and stop its retreat. Only a moment later that finger was thrusting home again though and this time Tina tossed her head back and moaned aloud.

Seizing this opportunity, Dasha closed the tiny distance between them and brought her lips to Tina’s in a kiss, her tongue sliding into the FBI agent’s open mouth to ruthlessly ravage its interior. Tina moaned again, this one stifled against the blonde woman’s lips, and pliantly made no effort to resist the tongue rampaging her mouth. Her entire body seemed to be shaking in ecstasy. Yes. This was what she wanted. This was what she needed!

The Russian mobster continued to finger fuck Tina’s pussy as the kiss went on, one skilled digit thrusting in and out of her hot vaginal tunnel which was quickly joined by a second, stretching Tina’s labia lips but in a way that was delicious. Almost deafened by the sound of her own blood thrumming in her ears with each frantic beat of her heart, Tina revelled in the pleasure that coursed through her body with each new thrust of the other woman’s fingers.

But somehow it wasn’t enough. She wanted more. Needed more. Unthinkingly, her hips surged off the porcelain perch she was seated on and tried to rock themselves in time with Dasha’s thrusting fingers. Dasha noticed, however, and caught one olive toned hip with her free hand, holding it in an almost vice-like grip that stopped the other woman from moving.

Even as Tina groaned in protest against Dasha’s lips, her clitoris tightened in approval at this act of controlling dominance. Yes, her body seemed to be crying out. Tease me. Control me. Decide how much pleasure your good little girl gets and on what terms.

As if Dasha could read her mind, she pulled her fingers from Tina’s throbbing pussy and broke the kiss, letting the other woman freely moan in protest at the sudden empty feeling within her cunt. In contrast to Tina’s open dismay, the Russian woman’s face looked as impervious as ever, aside from her burning eyes and flared nostrils that were heavily pulling in lungfuls of air.

“Dasha -” Was that really her own voice, Tina wondered. It sounded so small and pitiful.

“Mistress,” Dasha hissed.

Tina blinked.

“Call me ‘Mistress’, malen’kiy,” Dasha said, her voice low but authoritative at the same time.

“Mistress,” the word seemed to flow almost naturally off of Tina’s lips. “Mistress, please….”

“Please what, malen’kiy? Use your words.”

“Mistress, please touch me!” Tina whimpered almost petulantly.

Not that Dasha seemed to mind, in fact her eyes seemed to grow even darker with arousal at Tina’s words and her haughty lips smirked. “Good girl. If that is what you wish.”

Tina moaned as she felt Dasha touch her quivering vagina again but it turned to one of frustration as she realised it was only the other woman’s thumb running itself with infuriating lightness over her glistening slit. The woman’s other hand  remained locked on her hip, holding her in place, and stopping any attempts on her part to seek further contact.

“No please!” Tina practically whined, her cunt pulsing under Dasha’s touch but her body trembling from frustration. It wasn’t enough. “Please, mistress, please!”

“You asked me to touch you, Valentina,” Dasha used her full name tauntingly. “I am doing so. If you want something else from me I am afraid you must be more specific.”

The challenge in the Russian woman’s voice was clear. Tina’s cheeks burnt even more hotly as she realised what Dasha wanted her to say but she was far past caring. “Please mistress, fuck me! Fuck your good little girl.”

Dasha smiled wickedly in triumph but the next moment the sound of heels clicking on concrete filled the air. Tina’s eyes flew to the entrance to the ladies room, suddenly remembering exactly where they were, and to her horror she saw a gaggle of women appear. Squealing in mortification her hands flew to the hem of her skirt, desperately trying to pull it down to cover herself, but in her panicked state her hands didn’t seem to be working properly and they just seemed to slip on the silky material.

A few of the women started to giggle at the intimate scene they had unexpectedly walked in on, but at a furious glare shot at them by Dasha they all immediately went silent and suddenly were looking anywhere but at the couple. The Russian woman stepped in front of Tina so she was shielded from view and gently yet firmly pulled her down off of the sink before sliding her dress down so the skirt was once more covering her, or at least covering as much of her as it could given the shortness of the cut.

Moving around to stand by Tina’s side, Dasha looped an arm around the other woman’s shoulders and prodded her forward. Tina would have much preferred to have the ground just open up and swallow her whole right then and there, but her body seemed to instinctively follow Dasha’s unspoken command and her legs began walking.

The Russian woman seemed to sense her continued distress and lightly rubbed the hand holding her shoulder up and down in a comforting gesture. Even as her cheeks continued to burn so hotly with embarrassment that Tina wouldn’t have been shocked if they burst into flames, she felt a sense of calmness come over her at the reassuring touch of the other woman.

The crowd of newly arrived patrons’ of the ladies’ washroom parted before them, all still very intently looking anywhere else but at them. As they passed through, Dasha leaned her face close to Tina’s ear and whispered. “It’s alright, Valentina. Pay them no heed. I have you.”

A warm feeling of safety engulfed Tina at those words, pushing down the lingering discomfort and embarrassment. Taking deep breaths, she mentally repeated them in her head. It was alright. Dasha had her.

Her mistress had her.

Chapter Eleven - Playing with Fire

ONCE BACK AT their table Tina’s mind was spinning from what had just happened. Had she really just let Dasha finger her right in the middle of the club’s ladies room? Called her mistress? Begged her to fuck her? She actually had and she had the still very aroused, very wet pussy to show for it.

Dasha pulled back one of the chairs and gestured for Tina to take it, which she obediently did without thinking, still too busy trying to absorb the events of only minutes ago to pay attention. The Russian woman took a seat in another chair and with a shriek slid it across the concrete floor so she was sitting right next to Tina, their legs flush against one another underneath the table. Tina’s eyes went wide as she felt the warm, soft skin of the other woman pressed against her own which did nothing to help diminish her lingering arousal.

Desperate for a distraction that might clear her head, Tina’s eyes darted around and noted that not only had a fresh carafe of vodka been brought to the table while they were away but so also had a bowl filled with ice in which was nestled a sealed tin labelled in what looked to be Russian cyrillic.

It seemed Dasha noticed as well and she immediately seized the tin in an almost greedy fashion. “We are in luck, malen’kiy. It seems our little show caught Muammar’s attention. This is my favourite brand of caviar.”

The top lid of the tin was pried open and removed to reveal its contents of blackish-green little dots of fish roe, Tina resisted the urge to wrinkle her nose. She had never tried caviar before, never even beginning to be able to guess why anyone would be willing to pay such absorbent prices to essentially eat fish eggs. Watching the way Dasha gleefully took a little mother of pearl spoon and scooped up a small amount of the caviar onto the crook of her thumb and then bring it to her lips with obvious relish she found herself reconsidering.

Watching Dasha chew and then swallow, Tina was suddenly struck by what the other woman had just said. “Is that what just happened….a show?”

Dasha paused with a freshly poured shot of vodka halfway to her lips and placed the shot glass back on the table. She turned to look at Tina with an inscrutable look on her eyes. “Is my malen’kiy feeling a tad insecure?”

“No!” Tina said and then cringed internally when she realised her voice sounded anything but that.

A smirk appeared on the blonde woman’s face and she leaned closer. “I think you are. Do not fear, Valentina, when I asked you to dance with me part of the reason was to put Muammar at ease in hope that he would show himself, but only part. It was also because I wanted to dance with you….among other things. Did you enjoy….dancing with me?”

Tina froze, very aware of how close Dasha once again was to her; she could feel the other woman’s hot breath on her cheek as she breathed. Despite her throat suddenly feeling very dry she somehow managed to make herself speak. “Yes….mistress.”

A flash of delight appeared in Dasha’s eyes at being referred to in such a way but to Tina’s dismay the next moment the Russian woman turned away, once again picking up the little mother of pearl spoon. “I think you look hungry, malen’kiy. You simply must try some of the caviar, Muammar only stocks the best for people such as myself.”

Holding up the crook of her thumb to Tina’s mouth, Dasha pursed her lips in a sultry fashion. “Go on Valentina, do try it. I promise that you will like it.”

Feeling instinctively obedient towards Dasha in a way that a true domme always managed to inspire in her, Tina opened her lips and brought them down to the offered caviar. As she had expected the taste was salty and fishy, but it was also somehow surprisingly creamy, almost buttery. Combined with the scent of Dasha’s perfume wafting off of her wrist and the feeling of her leg pressed against Tina’s own, the process of chewing and swallowing the caviar became a heady experience and she actually moaned as it slid down her throat.

Dasha immediately picked up the abandoned shot glass and lifted it to Tina’s lips. “Vodka is simply non negotiable as a chaser. Be a good girl for me and drink up.”

A tingle ran down Tina’s spine when she heard the word’s “good girl”, and once again she obediently opened her mouth and swallowed as the other woman tipped the shot glass back. The chilled alcohol served as a surprisingly nice palate cleanser after the salty caviar. It went down smoothly, the burn long gone and instead replaced with a nice heat; that might have something to do with all the previous shots though. Tina was vaguely aware that her head was not just spinning from the arousal Dasha had invoked in her, the logical part of her mind realising she was rapidly growing intoxicated.

“So Valentina,” Dasha’s haughty lips looked even more smug than usual as she poured another pair of shots and passed one to Tina. “What did you think of your first taste of caviar?”

Ignoring the part of herself that was saying she had had more than enough, Tina took the offered shot glass and tossed it back in time with Dasha, shuddering as the alcohol ran down her throat. The more she tried vodka the more she seemed to like it. The beverage really had something going for it.

She also shuddered from the way Dasha was looking at her with hooded eyes, clear desire in them. She liked that. Liked feeling desirable before her mistress. She also realised she liked thinking of Dasha that way, as her mistress.

“It was delicious.” Tina said simply.

“Of course, Dasha Barinov is nothing but a woman of good taste.”

Tina looked up at the unfamiliar voice, having not noticed the man that had walked up to the table. In the dim lighting of the club Tina couldn’t place his age, he could have been anywhere between thirty and fifty for all she could tell. He had dark skin the colour of coffee and a rather square looking face which was shaved of any hair other than a moustache that was little more than a closely buzzed layer of stubble. The white t-shirt he wore underneath a midnight blue blazer clung to a rather well defined set of abs and pectorals.

“Muammar,” Dasha smiled in greeting.

“Dasha,” the man who was clearly the club owner pulled out a chair and sat down. His French accent was apparent but not overpowering. “A pleasure to see you as always. And who might your charming companion be?” His eyes turned to Tina appraisingly.

“Valentina Gr-Green,” Tina stuttered a bit, remembering mid sentence that she probably shouldn’t give her actual last name. Damn, the vodka was definitely getting to her.

Muammar smirked a little, clearly catching Tina’s trip but he took her offered hand.

“Enchante Valentina,” he said, twisting her hand around so he could bring her knuckles to his lips for a brief kiss in a gesture that normally would look corny but somehow he managed to pull it off.

Turning to Dasha he began speaking in French but was cut off by a gesture from the Russian woman. “English please, Muammar. Valentina sadly does not speak your language.”

At that Muammar cocked an eyebrow and shot a quick look in Tina’s direction, clearly a little surprised. “As I was saying, I cannot say how glad I was to have Volkov mention you wished to meet with me again so soon. There is the ugliest rumour going around that you had been snatched by the Americans.”

“A temporary inconvenience only, as I am certain you were more than aware,” Dasha said. “It was not the first time the FBI had thought they had me in their grasp only to end up trying to catch smoke. It is almost adorable when you think of it.”

Tina felt she should feel some irritation at what Dasha was saying but was suddenly very conscious of the fact that she felt something that was almost certainly the Russian woman’s fingers ghosting themselves over her inner thigh. The touch was maddeningly light but somehow overwhelming at the same time. Her eyes darted over to look at the other woman, but to all the world she seemed to be completely ignoring her, totally focused on the new arrival. As the fingers began gliding up the soft skin of her thigh Tina felt the sudden urge to moan and suppressed it with the greatest of difficulty.

“I was not referring to the Federal Bureau of Investigation when I spoke of Americans,” Muammar said evenly.

Dasha’s fingers, which had been slowly tracing their way up Tina’s thigh, stopped their journey, though they continued to teasingly massage the area they rested on. “And who were you referring to?”

Muammar shrugged. “They have not exactly left a calling card, but there has been word on the street that certain parties almost had you only a few days ago and that they would be willing to pay dearly for information as to your whereabouts.”

“I am surprised you were not tempted, Muammar.”

The Frenchman's smile showed his very white teeth. “I would lie if I said I was not tempted at least for a moment, but money is ultimately no good to a dead man and your organisation has a certain….reputation for how they deal with those who cross them. I certainly did not relish the idea of looking over my shoulder for the rest of my life, however long or short it might be, in case Volkov was there. Besides, I have little time for foreigners using my fair city as a playground to settle their little grudges.”

Dasha’s fingers, which had temporarily stilled, once again were ever so slowly gliding their way up Tina’s thigh and the urge to moan again seemed overwhelming to the American woman. Quickly refilling the shot glass before her, she scarfed down its contents, welcoming the distracting burn as it made its way down her throat. “You almost sound as if you are taking it personally.” She said lightly, more to distract herself than anything else.

Maummar’s nostrils flared in agitation. “My parents were born in Algeria when it was still French territory. They were Harki, which in case you are unaware of the history meant they supported the French government against those terrorists who called themselves the Front de Liberation Nationale. My father fought against them throughout the entire war and when it was lost they moved to France rather than stay in Algeria, because they saw themselves as French first and foremost, and Algerian as a distant second. I may not earn an honest Euro in my profession but like them I am a patriotic Frenchman, whatever the Front de Liberation or the Rassemblement National say to the contrary. So yes, I dislike those who are not French thinking they can simply do as they like in our nation’s capital.”

Tina blinked, more than a little taken aback by the indignation of the man’s response, and Dasha quickly interjected. “You will forgive Valentina for her ignorance of the finer points of French history, Muammar, you know the cliches about Americans when it comes to any part of the world other than themselves. I assure you she meant no disrespect.”

“None is taken,” Muammar waved his hand dismissively. “I will admit I am a bit passionate on this matter and sometimes it gets the better of me.”

“To move on to other things, while both the FBI and these other American interlopers failed in their efforts to….deal with me I am afraid the same cannot be said about Viper,” Dasha went on. “This is unfortunate as we had just been about to conclude our business together, rather successfully I might add. I was hoping you might be able to help in this regard.”

Tina was barely listening to the exchange, her mind fully absorbed with the continuing journey of Dasha’s fingers up her inner thigh. By now they had passed the hem of the skirt of her dress and were tantalisingly close to her dripping pussy, gliding over the soft skin that was slick with her leaking juices. Once again the urge to moan aloud was almost overwhelming and she had to bite her lip to not do so.

“I’m listening,” Muammar said.

Dasha’s fingers were now ghosting themselves over the cleft where Tina’s thigh met her pelvis, the touch maddeningly light as ever. “I engaged Viper to retrieve some….information for me. Which he was successful in doing. Unfortunately we were interrupted before Viper could handover that information to me.”

At those last words Tina felt a quick flash of pain from Dasha’s nails as they scratched themselves over the soft flesh of her pelvis and she stifled a sharp hiss. Immediately afterwards she then felt the urge to whimper as the Russian woman’s fingers began rubbing soothingly, now mere inches from Tina’s burning vagina. She also felt a brief moment of irritation with herself at the momentary feeling of embarrassment that rushed through her at the other woman’s words. She was not going to feel bad for doing her job, damn it!

“I can see where you are going with this,” Muammar replied, “and while I am always happy to be of assistance I must be honest. Viper was nothing if not obsessed with his own anonymity, for understandable reasons. I never even met him in person. Even with my extensive sources I am afraid I will be of limited help.”

“His real name was Francis Delamarche if that helps,” Tina cut in. “We can also give you his home address and where he worked.”

Muammar’s eyes looked at Tina with newfound interest, clearly reevaluating his initial assumptions of her. She felt a tinge of satisfaction at that. She was not just a piece of armcandy, even if that was technically what her cover was in this situation.

Tina’s eyes then went wide and she quickly snatched up another shot of vodka to fight off the urge to moan aloud. Dasha’s fingers had reached her cunt. As one of them teasingly ran themselves up one of her slick labia lips and then with agonising lightness traced its way down the other she desperately fought to keep any sign of the pleasure surging through her veins off of her face. One of her hands balled up into a fist and she felt numb pain in her palm from her nails digging into her skin from how tight her grip was.

Thankfully Muammar’s attention returned to Dasha as the other woman resumed speaking, just a touch of smugness to her smile. “Given how cautious Viper seems to have been as an individual he doubtlessly kept backups of all the information he procured for his clients, both as leverage on them and insurance should the authorities ever apprehend him. While I somehow doubt he kept this in his home I am sure someone with your resourcefulness might be able to locate where in fact he did do so.”

“And I am certain it goes without saying I would be compensated well for doing so,” Muammar chuckled.

“Of course.”

Once again Tina was struggling to keep her attention on the exchange. The urge to whimper or moan aloud was becoming overwhelming as her heart pounded in her throat from the touch of Dasha’s fingers on her pussy. As the other woman continued to niftily run her fingers over her swollen slit, Tina’s arousal grew higher and higher but also her frustration. Dasha’s touch remained infuriatingly faint, clearly meant to tease her, and with ruthless discipline she avoided going anywhere near her now desperately throbbing clitoris.

This was only compounded by the sheer audacity of what Dasha was doing, fingering her so intimately in such a public setting, seated across from a total stranger, with only the linen tablecloth of the table hiding what she was doing. Tina could feel her cheeks beginning to grow red, her embarrassment only seeming to feed into the excitement coursing through her body. Seizing on the only avenue of distraction available to her, Tina poured herself yet another shot. The growing intoxication her body was humming with wasn’t helping matters either.

“Though I am sure you have considered that Viper will certainly have encrypted any files he did keep. Given his talents I am afraid that they may very well be impenetrable.”

As Tina continued struggling not to shudder at the feeling of Dasha’s finger gliding up and down the length of her leaking slit, the Russian woman said silkily, “That is my problem. And Viper himself said that there is nothing that is impenetrable. It is all a matter of patience and knowing the right backdoors to probe.”

At the word backdoor a sudden idea sprang into Tina’s mind. Why hadn’t it occurred to her before? Sure it was a bit of a long shot, but if it worked out it would be more than worth it.

In her excitement Tina had almost forgotten the way Dasha had been touching her underneath the table and when she suddenly realised the other woman’s hand had vanished she nearly whimpered in disappointment. Across the table, Muammar was rising from his seat and Dasha did the same, holding out her hand, the one that had just been touching Tina so intimately just moments ago, in farewell.

“I assume I can contact you via the usual methods if I have success?” Muammar asked.

Dasha nodded. “Mischa will be waiting to hear from you.”

Muammar took Dasha’s hand and raised it to his lips to plant a kiss upon the knuckles. Knowing where that hand had just been, Tina’s cheeks actually did blush but if Muammar noticed anything he did not remark upon it. With that the man turned and disappeared into the crowd.

As Dasha returned to her seat, Tina twisted in her own to face the other woman, eager to share what had just occurred to her. “Dasha -”

That was as far as she got as in the next moment Dasha grabbed Tina’s face between both of her hands and slammed her mouth into her’s. Tina squealed in surprise, stunned for a moment by the sheer hungriness of the kiss, but almost immediately found herself melting against the other woman.

The kiss only deepened as the moments flashed by, Dasha forcing her tongue past Tina’s lips and into the interior of her mouth, ruthlessly thrusting it in and out. Tina shuddered in delight and pliantly submitted to this rampage, relishing the rough handling. She felt one of Dasha’s hands shift around to the back of her head, fisting itself around her hair and tugging at it slightly. Pain flashed through Tina’s scalp but it seemed to shoot directly to her pussy which clenched in appreciation.

Dasha’s other hand trailed its way down Tina’s neck and collarbone, fingers burning against her skin as they did so. Reaching her breast, Dasha cupped it and squeezed. The blush that had broken out on Tina’s cheeks only deepened at the way the Russian woman was openly groping her before everyone around them, but her body did not seem to care in the slightest as her arousal spiked to new levels. When she felt Dasha’s fingers pinch her nipple through the material of her dress and almost cruelly twist it she groaned against the blonde’s lips, the pain combining with the pleasure racing through her body into something indescribable.

Finally the kiss ended as the need to breathe overwhelmed both women’s desire to continue.

“Dasha,” Tina tried again as she panted desperately for air. “I need to -”

“Later my malen’kiy,” Dasha shushed her, pressing a finger to Tina’s lips. Her eyes gleamed wickedly. “First, I think it is time we head back to the safehouse and finish this.”


Chapter Twelve - Submitting to Her

THE RIDE BACK was a silent one. Dasha made no attempt at conversation, sitting next to Tina in the backseat of the car. One of her hands rested lightly on Tina’s inner thigh, just below the hemline of her dress, softly rubbing the tips of her fingers against the skin underneath them.

The other woman’s touch was light, barely perceptible, but the teasing promise it represented seemed to be the only thing Tina could focus on. Which was not necessarily a bad thing. It meant she wasn’t thinking and thinking was just confusing.

Despite herself, Tina could not help but remember what had occurred back in the club. It still seemed fantastical. The way she had allowed Dasha to kiss her. To touch her. The domineering way the other woman had taken charge and the instinctive way Tina had found herself meekly submitting to her. Dasha had appeared to be everything Tina had fantasised about her entire life; the sexy, commanding domme demanding her submission.

Above all she remembered the whispered promise that they would “finish this”. Tina did not need to be a rocket scientist to understand what Dasha had meant by that. The list of reasons why this was a bad idea was a mile long. Yet somehow faced with the imminent prospect of finishing what they had started back at the club, actually letting Dasha fuck her as she had begged her to, all of those reasons seemed somehow insignificant.

Tina’s fingers traced over the gold chain necklace encircling her neck as she eyed Dasha’s face, outlined in the dim light of the car against the Parisian cityscape visible through the window; the sharply defined cheekbones, the plump, haughty lips, the almond shaped dark eyes. The sight made her heart palpitate and her pussy quiver. Tina had to be honest with herself. She wanted Dasha. She wanted to be dominated by her. To be taken by her. To submit herself to the Russian woman’s cruel and overpowering presence.

The car suddenly came to a grinding halt and Tina realised they had arrived back at the safehouse. It seemed she had been so lost in her thoughts she had completely lost track of the time.

The driver’s seat door opened and she heard the thumping sound of Volkov’s heavy tread making its way over to the rear passenger door. Moments later it opened, the hulking figure of Volkov standing attentively to one side.

“Come,” Dasha said simply, sliding across the leather seat and holding out one hand beckoningly to Tina.

The entrance hall was only partially lit and shrouded in shadows, giving it a slightly ominous look. Dasha immediately shrugged off her fur coat and tossed it to Volkov.

“We are going to retire for the night, Mischa. I’ll have no further need for you until tomorrow.”

Volkov’s eyes flicked to Tina for a moment, a not particularly friendly look in them, and for a second it looked as if he was about to say something. At a glare from Dasha however he simply bowed and shot Tina another look, this one decidedly unfriendly, before turning and disappearing through one of the doors lining the hall.

“I don’t think your bodyguard likes me very much,” Tina quipped.

“Mischa does not like anyone he sees as a threat to me, malen’kiy,” Dasha replied, taking Tina by the hand and leading her up the staircase. Feet moving almost of their own accord, Tina followed in her wake.

“He thinks I’m a threat to you?” Tina said, more to distract herself from the way her heart was beginning to pound ever more rapidly in her chest with each step she took up the stairs. She felt almost as nervous as she had the night of high school prom.

Dasha smirked. “Mischa thinks anyone is a threat to me other than himself. A useful trait in a lieutenant but it can be annoying sometimes. Do not worry though, gruff as he is, his loyalty to me is absolute and I have made it abundantly clear that he is to leave you alone.”

“He used to work for your father, didn’t he?”

At that Dasha actually shot Tina a quick look over her shoulder, eyes narrowed in interest. “I see you have done your research on me.”

“It was kind of my job,” Tina answered lightly, suddenly not wanting to admit just how obsessed she had been with the other woman over the years. She considered dropping the matter but her curiosity won out. “I’ll admit I always wondered how it was you managed to recruit him. It seems he’s been associated with you from your earliest days with the Russian mob.”

Reaching the landing of the second floor, Dasha fully turned to face Tina, a look on her face that made the American woman’s throat feel suddenly very dry. “Valentina, is this really what you want to be discussing right now?”

There was a hot look in Dasha’s eyes as she said this that made Tina feel suddenly weak in the knees, a delightful tingle running up her spine. Unable to form words, she simply shook her head.

Seconds later Tina felt her back slamming against the hallway wall, Dasha’s fingers gripping her shoulders, and an instant after the warm, moist feeling of the other woman’s lips pressing themselves against her own.

Tina felt herself melting against Dasha, melding her body against her as she moaned in pleasure. Feeling Dasha’s tongue pressing against her lips, demanding entry, Tina obediently opened them to allow it. The blonde ruthlessly thrust the silky muscle inside, ravaging the interior beyond, which only made Tina release an even throatier moan in response, this one partially stifled against Dasha’s tongue.

One of Dasha’s hands slipped between the side gap of Tina’s dress around her hip, slipping underneath the silky fabric to cup one of the round, pert cheeks of her bum, fingers gripping it possessively. Tina was filled with a burning need to reach out with her own hands and touch the other woman but she resisted. A good girl wouldn’t do that without her mistress’s permission and Tina so wanted to be a good girl for Dasha.

A rattling sound filled Tina’s ears and she realised Dasha was fumbling with the doorknob to the door beside them with her free hand. Swinging it open, the Russian woman gripped Tina by her shoulder and walked her backwards into the interior beyond, not breaking the kiss as she did so.

Tina obediently let Dasha lead her backwards into the room. The interior was dimly lit and, still lost in the blonde’s plundering of her mouth, not much about it registered. She shuddered as she felt Dasha’s hand leave her bum and slowly glide itself up her back, the tips of her nails ghosting themselves over her skin.

Finally after what seemed like forever Dasha pulled away as the need for air overwhelmed the desire both women felt to continue the kiss. As Tina gulped deep breaths of oxygen she felt something soft pressed up against the back of her legs that she realised must be a mattress and it suddenly occurred to her she must be in Dasha’s bedroom.

Breathing almost as heavily as Tina was, Dasha’s hands vanished from the other woman’s body and Tina actually let out a little whine of protest when she felt their absence. Blinking to adjust to the dim light of the room, Tina saw the Russian blonde was staring at her with almost predatory eyes and a moment later she let out a gasp as she felt Dasha’s hands fumbling with something at her shoulders and realised the woman was unclipping the shoulder straps of her dress.

As the silky material of the dress slid down her body, Tina felt her cheeks grow hot as she blushed; it didn’t really make sense why she suddenly felt self-conscious, it wasn’t like that much more of her body was on display than it had been before. When she saw the way Dasha’s eyes gleamed as they looked over her naked body, however, Tina felt the most delicious ache deep within her vagina.

Then suddenly Dasha’s arms shot out as she roughly shoved Tina so she fell back on the bed. With a smirk the other woman’s hands went to the thin little straps of her own dress and unbuckled them just as she had done with Tina’s moments before.

Tina’s eyes went wide as the dress slipped down off of Dasha and she took in the sight of the other woman’s fully naked body for the first time. While not as large as her own, the Russian woman had plump, full breasts that stood high off of her chest without the faintest sign of sagging and were capped with large, puffy pink nipples. Tina’s eyes trailed down her taut stomach to upper pelvis. Dasha’s cunt was shaved completely bare, the little orthodox cross tattoo directly above it seeming to draw her eyes to it like a magnet. Her labia lips were already a pinkish red colour and glistening with juices in clear testament to how aroused the other woman already was.

As Dasha stepped forward Tina’s mind somehow reasserted itself through the haze of alcohol and arousal it had become engulfed in. Was this really a good idea? “Dasha -”

“No talking, malen’kiy,” Dasha cut her off, crawling onto the bed so she hovered over Tina.

Tina began crawling backwards on the bed, trying to give herself space but Dasha simply pursued her; she could feel the heat of the other woman’s body almost scorching against her own skin. “Dasha, listen -”

“Do you want me to stop, Valentina?” Dasha again cut her off. “If you do, simply tell me now or at any point going forward and I will, but otherwise talking can wait until afterwards.”

There was nothing but sincerity in Dasha’s eyes and she waited patiently for an answer. Tina worried at her bottom lip with her teeth for a moment and then realised the answer was no. No, she did not want Dasha to stop. She wanted to submit to her, the beautiful, domineering, frightening domme that she had fantasied about her entire life.

Ruthlessly shoving down the part of her mind that was still telling her all the ways this was a bad idea, Tina shook her head. “Don’t stop.”

Dasha’s eyes gleamed in triumph and a wicked smirk appeared on her face. “Don’t stop, who?”

“Don’t stop, mistress,” Tina answered, a shiver running down her spine as the word rolled off of her tongue.

“Good girl.” Those two words made Tina’s entire body hum with delight.

To Tina’s surprise, Dasha leaned away and pulled open the drawer of the side table next to the bed, but a rush of delightful anticipation filled her when the other woman produced a pair of silken scarves from the interior.

Dasha gripped one of Tina’s wrists and pulled it up against the headboard of the bed. It was a rather old fashioned one of brass bars, one of which her wrist was firmly pressed against while the Russian woman proceeded to quickly and efficiently loop one of the scarves around it. The cool feeling of silk encircled Tina’s wrist as her hand was tightly bound to the headboard.

Repeating the act with Tina’s other hand, Dasha leaned back and watched in satisfaction as the other woman tugged experimentally against the silk bonds securing her wrists, finding them quite securely restrained. “Agent Valentina it seems I now have you firmly in my grasp and completely at my mercy. All you can do is willingly submit to what I have planned for you.”

Running her hands teasingly down Tina’s arms, Dasha leaned forward. “Back when you caught me at the Hotel Marquis, were you secretly imagining that circumstances were reversed and it was you underneath me, hands locked securely with those delightful handcuffs of yours?”

Tina let out a pleasurable whimper as she felt Dasha’s fingers tickle briefly at the sensitive skin of her armpits before the other woman’s hands switched places and began ghosting over her stomach, making an agonisingly slow trail towards her heaving breasts. Somewhat defiantly she breathlessly said, “N-no!”

Dasha smiled wolfishly, the tips of her fingers beginning to give feathery strokes along the undersides of Tina’s breasts. “Why do I suspect you are lying to me, malen’kiy? That is very naughty of you, trying to deceive your mistress when she asks you a question. I think I shall have to teach you a lesson for that.”

SLAP!

One of Dasha’s hands raised itself up and smacked Tina’s left breast. The FBI agent let out a strangled whimper at the stinging pain that radiated through the tender flesh, even as her cunt clenched in pleasure.

SLAP!

Dasha slapped her again, this time even harder with the back of her hand squarely on one of Tina’s tender, hard nipples. This time she cried out from the pain, even worse than from the first one. Her entire body seemed to tingle in delight, however.

SLAP! SLAP!

Twice in rapid succession Dasha struck Tina’s other breast, eliciting another pained groan from the bound woman. Despite the pain, Tina instinctively strained upwards with her chest, better exposing her breasts to further blows. Yes. This was what she wanted. What she needed.

SLAP!

Dasha did not disappoint, bringing both of her hands squarely down onto Tina’s nipples. Reaching out with her fingers, the Russian woman pinched the rapidly hardening little nubbins between them, digging her long, sharp nails into the elongated points. Tears began to well up in Tina’s eyes from the biting pain, even as her clitoris throbbed and her vagina grew rapidly wetter from the rough treatment.

“Oh, does that hurt, malen’kiy?” Dasha crooned throatily, eyes dancing with delight as the other woman shuddered underneath her, twisting Tina’s nipples cruelly as she spoke.

“Y-yes, mistress,” Tina sobbed. “Mistress, please….”

“Good,” Dasha grinned wickedly. “Let that teach you not to lie to me, Valentina. Or did you do so on purpose, I wonder? I suspect you like this, do you not? Still, I am not without mercy. Let me kiss everything better.”

Releasing Tina’s tormented nipples, Dasha swooped down and latched her lips onto one of them, sucking away strongly. Tina moaned in pleasure as the hard nubbin was engulfed in the molten warmth of her mistress’s mouth, arching up to try and feed more of her breast into it. She then let out a shriek as Dasha bit down with her sharp teeth.

Sobbing from the pain, hot tears spilled out of Tina’s eyes and rolled down her cheeks. Undeterred, Dasha bit down even harder, gnawing away at the other woman’s nipple with her teeth. Releasing it she switched to the other nipple, first sucking away at it, lathing her silky tongue over the surface, then biting down once more.

Alternating between one nipple then the other, Dasha repeated this cruel game. Sometimes sucking and licking at one pointed, hard tip making Tina moan in pleasure, then without warning beginning to bite and nip till the other woman shrieked in pain before once again soothing it with wet, silky licks. Dasha bit down so strongly Tina actually worried her mistress would draw blood, but the other woman was too experienced to make that mistake and continued to build the American woman’s torment higher and higher even as her arousal spiked to new levels.

Despite the agony in her poor nipples, Tina’s pussy felt like it was engulfed in liquid fire, so hot and engorged. She was desperate to have Dasha touch it, the very thought consuming her entire being. “Mistress, please!”

“Please what, Valentina?” Dasha said throatily as she released Tina’s nipple from her lips. “Use your words please.”

“Touch me!” Tina begged desperately. “Please!”

“Oh, you want me to touch you, malen’kiy?” Dasha smirked cruelly, her fingers slowly running themselves down the other woman’s trembling stomach and eliciting a frustrated groan. “There, is that better?”

“No….” Tina groaned between breathless gasps. “Please….I want….I need….”

“What do you need, Valentina?” Dasha laughed tauntingly. Her hands switched to Tina’s inner thighs, ghosting over the satin like skin in feathery caresses. “There, is that what you want?”

“No!” Tina’s still untouched cunt pulsed in frustration at feeling her mistress’s fingers so close to where she wanted them but not quite there. “Mistress, please….please touch my pussy!”

“And you think you deserve this?” Dasha’s hands drifted closer to Tina’s cunt, fingers lightly tracing themselves just along the very edges of her labia lips.

Haughty lips curled up in a taunting smile, Dasha crouched down between Tina’s legs. Heart pounding wildly in her chest, Tina stared down unblinkingly as the other woman’s face drew closer, till her mouth was hovering mere inches from her sopping vagina.

“How wet you are, Valentina,” Dasha murmured, tongue flicking out to run itself over her full lips. “What a beautiful pussy, glistening and dripping and desperate for my touch. How easily I could reach out and run my fingers over it, glide my tongue over it. I am sure it will taste divine. Is that what you want?”

Tina nodded frantically. “Yes! Please, mistress, please!”

Slowly, Dasha pulled apart Tina’s swollen labia lips, still not quite touching them, revealing the moist, pink folds beyond. Her clitoris was rock hard and jutting out from its protective hood, straining up towards those full, plump lips that were teasingly close to where she desperately wanted them.

Eyes locked with Tina, Dasha leaned in and drew closer, lips puckered in preparation. Then at the last second she stopped just before Tina’s cunt and blew a slow, long gust of breath over it.

Tina groaned at the sensation of hot, moist air engulfing her throbbing clit. Then as Dasha began to draw back she whined pitifully in protest. “No, please! Please mistress. Please touch me, I’ll do anything!”

“Anything?” Dasha’s almond shaped, dark eyes narrowed in consideration. “Do you really mean that malen’kiy? I think I shall have to have you prove the truth of those words. After all, if you wish for me to touch your hot, wet pussy I think it only fair that first you worship mine. Your mistress’s pleasure should come before your own, after all.”

Abandoning her place between Tina’s legs, Dasha crawled up the bed on all fours, body hovering over the bound woman’s own. Reaching the top of the bed, she squatted down on her hips, steadying herself against the headboard. Her own pussy, labia lips swollen and dripping wet almost as much as Tina’s were, hovered above the American woman’s face.

For a moment Tina could only stare at the delicious sight before her, mouth watering in anticipation. Then she heard Dasha give an impatient tisk. “Do not keep me waiting, Valentina.”

Tina needed no further urging. Lifting her head up from the pillows, she lathed her tongue over the length of Dasha’s slit. A groan of delight escaped her at the taste, sharp and pungent, as the scent of the other woman’s cunt filled her nostrils. She quickly ran her tongue over Dasha’s cunt again and then again, soon lapping away at it eagerly.

She heard an almost guttural groan come from Dasha. “Da! Da, just like that malen’kiy. Good girl. Do not dare stop.”

Stopping was the last thing on Tina’s mind. She continued licking away eagerly at her mistress’s pussy, savouring the delicious taste of its juices that filled her mouth. Her hands strained and tugged at their silken restraints, desperate to reach out and pull Dasha closer. The other woman knew her craft well, however, and the deceptively delicate looking bindings proved impossible to free herself from.

Finding Dasha’s clitoris, Tina sought it out eagerly with her tongue, circling around the quivering little bud and then licking over the entirety of it. A harsh moan came from Dasha and she slammed her hands down onto the top of the headboard, gripping the polished brass as she arched her hips down, clenching her toned thighs around Tina’s face. “Da….Da….good girl, malen’kiy….oh God….you are so good at this….such a good girl….”

Tina began to suck with her lips, now almost smothered between Dasha’s thighs as the other woman began riding her face. Not that Tina minded in the slightest. Her entire body felt hot and feverish, intoxicated in a way that had nothing to do with the alcohol still coursing through her system. Her arousal, unfortunately, had peaked even higher. Her poor pussy, still completely untouched, was aching with frustration to the point of pain.

Mindlessly, Tina rocked and bucked her hips but her vagina felt nothing but the cool air of the bedroom. Desperately, the bound woman resorted to rubbing her thighs together but it did no good. The feeling of the satin-like skin of her thighs, now slick with the juices leaking liberally from her engorged slit, felt wonderful but only seemed to build her arousal even higher without slaking it in the slightest.

Moaning in frustration, the sound stifled against Dasha’s burning sex, Tina sucked away with a franticness bordering on desperation. She channelled all of her pent up excitement into the act of worshipping her mistress’s cunt, hoping to hasten the other woman’s release so she could hopefully enjoy her own.

Her efforts bore fruit as Dasha was soon moaning aloud with growing intensity. Staring up from between the other woman’s thighs, Tina stared mesmerised at the sight of Dasha’s breasts bouncing and jiggling from the way she was grinding herself against her mouth. Her mistress’s hands surrendered their grip on the brass headboard and went to cup her breasts, ring adorned fingered plucking and rolling her nipples, and began to rock her hips almost frantically.

And then Dasha tossed her head back with a scream and her entire body clenched and then began to shudder. Tina diligently continued to suck away, her tongue slathering over the blonde’s clitoris as it spasmed in orgasm even as her own little bud throbbed in protest at her continued denial.

Her body going limp, Dasha slumped forward against the headboard and panted heavily for a few moments, gulping down mouthfuls of air. She then slid off of Tina and swooped down to capture her lips in a kiss. Tina moaned in pleasure as she felt Dasha force her tongue into her mouth and met it with her own as both melded together in a lewd dance.

Far too quickly for Tina liking, Dasha broke the kiss. Her long blonde hair framing her face, she grinned down at the other woman and cupped her cheek almost tenderly. “Good girl….good girl malen’kiy….licking my pussy so exquisitely….I am so proud of you.”

Happiness bubbled up inside of Tina at Dasha’s praising words, delighted that she had pleased the other woman. However it was not enough to distract her from her own burning and as of yet unfulfilled arousal. Even as she nuzzled her cheek against the other woman’s hand she whimpered, “Mistress….please….”

“I know, Valentina my darling,” Dasha shushed her. “You have been such a good girl for me, malen’kiy. I think you have earned a reward.”

Delight surged through Tina at Dasha’s words and she groaned in appreciation as the other woman’s lips fastened onto her neck and briefly sucked on a pulsepoint there before planting a trail of kisses down her throat and onto her collarbone. Reaching her breasts, Dasha flicked her tongue over one hard nipple which elicited a moan of pleasure from Tina which became a squeal when it was replaced by her mistress’s sharp teeth. It was only a little nip, nothing like the anguishing gnawing of before and Dasha immediately soothed the pain with a wet, open mouthed kiss.

Dasha repeated the same act of lick-bite-kiss on Tina’s other nipple before beginning to kiss and lick her way down the other woman’s ribcage. Pulse racing, Tina’s head lifted off of the pillow and watched as Dasha continued to make her way down her body, her stomach trembling in anticipation as she felt her mistress’s soft lips make contact with it. Her heart beat more wildly the closer the Russian blonde came to her pussy.

But the closer Dasha came the slower her progress seemed to become. Soon Tina was moaning in frustration as Dasha lathed her tongue over her bellybutton, nibbling at the soft skin surrounding it with her teeth.

“Mistress please. Please!”

Her begging seemed to have no effect on Dasha, who continued with agonising slowness to kiss her way down Tina’s stomach and then pelvis. Finally feeling Dasha’s lips, soft and warm, just above her cunt, Tina could not help but jerk her hips, trying to bring it into contact with her mistress’s mouth. Dasha’s hands immediately grabbed her, pressing her back down onto the bed with a grip like iron, and prevented this.

“No no, Valentina,” Dasha admonished. “Bad girl. Lie still now.”

Obediently Tina ceased her struggling, lying motionless on the bed whimpering softly as she stared unblinkingly at Dasha’s beautiful face hovering just above her pussy. Slowly, each second seeming to last an eternity, Dasha leaned down but then at the last moment a wicked gleam appeared in her eyes and she shifted her head to one side to instead plant a wet, lingering kiss on Tina’s inner thighs.

“No Mistress, please!” Tina sobbed, frustrated tears welling up in her eyes and dripping down her face. “Please lick my pussy…please don’t tease me!”

“You beg so beautifully, malen’kiy,” Dasha crooned, a cruel smile appearing on her face. “But I am afraid it will do you no good. Your pleasure comes when I decide as your mistress that it comes. Until then you will just have to be patient.”

As Tina continued to sob away in tormented frustration, Dasha now began to kiss and lick her way down her inner thigh, still moving with the same agonising slowness as before. Her silky tongue bathed the soft skin underneath it, clearly savouring the taste of Tina’s pussy juices that by now her thighs were practically drenched in. Occasionally she would nip at the tender flesh with her teeth eliciting a pained yelp from Tina, but immediately afterwards she would soothe the victim of her abuse with a long, exaggerated kiss.

Reaching Tina’s knee, Dasha gave one last lingering kiss to it and immediately switched over to Tina’s other leg and began making the same long, arduous journey back up it. Tina could only moan desperately, blinking through the tears as she continued to watch as Dasha’s head drew ever closer, her breath coming in ever quicker hitches the nearer the other woman once again drew to her pussy.

As frustrated and pent up as she was, Tina could not remember ever being so aroused before in her life. Her pussy was sopping wet and felt like there was a literal inferno burning deep within it. Dasha seemed to instinctively know what she wanted, what she needed. The exact buttons to press to get her all hot and bothered and just how to keep her floating there in frustrating but delicious suspense.

Finally Dasha was once again hovering between Tina’s legs, her glistening tongue lightly tracing its way along the cleft where her upper thigh met her pelvis. As Tina waited with baited breath, Dasha slowly licked her way across the olive skin of her pelvis, each glossy stroke coming just the tiniest bit closer to where Tina desperately wanted. She bucked and twisted as she tried to bring her pussy into contact with her mistress’s devilishly teasing tongue, but Dasha’s fingers might as well have been made from steel as they continued to grip her hips tightly, thwarting her efforts.

When Tina felt Dasha’s tongue glide itself right along the very edge of her slit, almost touching her labia lips but not quite, she couldn’t help the tearful wail that escaped.  “Pleeeeeeaaaaase!”

Dasha withdrew her tongue and grinned wickedly. “Still so impatient, Valentina.” She then pursed her lips in a mocking look of faux consideration. “Having said that, I have kept you waiting such a long time, malen’kiy, and you have taken it for me like a good girl. Perhaps you deserve a reward, da?”

And then Dasha’s pretty pink tongue darted out from her lips and finally ran itself over the length of Tina’s cunt. Tina groaned in delight at the pleasurable, silky feeling, her vagina pulsing in approval, but then she whined tearfully when it immediately withdrew.

“Are you forgetting your manners, Valentina?” Dasha scolded tartly. “What do you say when your mistress chooses to reward you?”

“Thank you!” Tina immediately responded. “Thank you, mistress. More please!”

“Good girl,” Dasha crooned and immediately shot out her tongue to lick up the length of Tina’s slit again, twirling around her throbbing clitoris.

“Thank you, mistress!” Tina babbled again in gratitude. “More please. Please don’t stop!”

“Oh, I have no intention of stopping, my darling Valentina,” Dasha chuckled darkly. “Soon you will be begging me to stop.”

With those slightly ominous words, Dasha returned her attentions to Tina’s cunt, lathing her tongue over it again and again. Tina moaned happily, her vaginal inner walls clenching in response, and tried to buck up with her hips, wanting more contact. Needing more contact. Dasha held her still, however, pressing her down onto the mattress even as she continued to lick away, the slick strokes of her tongue becoming faster and firmer.

The hot, moist sensation of Dasha’s tongue enveloped Tina’s clitoris and she gasped as it throbbed in delight. “Oh mistress….what you’re doing….it feels so good….thank you….thank you….”

Her eyes dancing in delight at Tina’s reaction, Dasha puckered her lips and brought them down to capture the other woman’s little bud between them. As her clit pulsed and throbbed in the molten warmth of Dasha’s mouth, Tina tipped her head back and almost howled in delight. It felt so good.

Dasha’s hands left Tina’s hips, finally allowing them to arch up off of the bed so she could grind herself against her mistress’s mouth, and reached up to her heaving breasts. She raked her nails across Tina’s soft mounds and pinched and twisted her nipples with her devious fingers. Tina welcomed the pain, embracing the way it only seemed to heighten the pleasure building within her.

As the sound of her pounding heart rang in her ears along with her ever louder moans, Tina could feel the most delicious pleasure building deep within her cunt. Her orgasm was coming. It was so close she could almost taste it.

“Mistress….” Tina panted breathlessly. “I’m about to….I’m about to cum….please mistress, may your good girl cum?”

Immediately Dasha released Tina’s clit from her mouth. “No malen’kiy, you may not.”

Part of Tina had known that would be the answer, known Dasha would not let her cum so easily, but that did not stop the agonising feeling of frustration that filled her cunt as it clenched in protest as the orgasm she had just been on the brink of began to recede. “No please, mistress!” Tina wailed frantically, fresh tears spilling from her eyes. “Please let me cum, I want to cum!”

SLAP!

Stinging pain overwhelmed Tina’s vagina as Dasha cruelly slapped her between her legs. “Are you arguing with me, Valentina! You get sexual release when I decide you do and not a moment before.”

SLAP!

Tina wailed as Dasha slapped her cunt again for emphasis, even as her body shuddered in delight at the aching pain left in its wake. Hot tears poured down her cheeks as she sobbed snottily, pain and frustration joining together to spike her arousal to new heights.

“Oh, did that hurt malen’kiy?” Dasha said in exaggerated, fake sympathy, her eyes gleaming cruelly as she clearly relished the other woman’s torment. “Let me kiss it better.”

A groan slipped from Tina’s lips as she felt Dasha’s mouth once again on her cunt, sucking strongly upon it as her tongue slathered its way up the length of her slit to lathe over her clit. As Tina moaned in delight at the renewed caresses of her pussy by her mistress, the other woman’s hands slipped underneath her to palm her pert bum; the fingers gripped and kneaded at the large cheeks, lifting her up to better feed her cunt to her sucking mouth.

Tina ground herself against Dasha’s moist lips, sweat beginning to break out on her body from her efforts and rolled in beads down her skin. She grunted almost gutterally between breathless sobs, revelling in the feeling of Dasha’s skilled lips and silky tongue on her pussy, desperately chasing her rapidly returning orgasm.

She was not waiting long. Within minutes Tina found herself once again on the very edge of what promised to be a practically explosive orgasm. It was so close she could almost taste it. “Mistress….mistress please….may I cum?”

Again Dasha stopped. “No.”

“Mistress please!” Tina wailed as she once again felt her climax slipping away. “I want to cum….please I need -”

“I know what you need, Valentina,” Dasha cut her off, hands teasingly running up and down her thighs as she said so. “You need to please me and at the moment it pleases me very much to keep my good girl all desperate and needy. And why is it I suspect you are enjoying this malen’kiy? If I am wrong all you must do is tell me to stop and I will.”

Tina didn’t. She was not even tempted to. She didn’t want Dasha to stop. Her entire body was practically humming with a desire for her to continue. Even as her cunt ached with frustration at being once again denied release the arousal coursing through her veins was only growing stronger at the prospect of her mistress continuing. Oh how she wanted her to continue. To feel her skilled, hot lips suck on her pussy again. Her silky, wet tongue slather over her clit; the thought made it tighten deliciously.

“D-don’t s-s-stop, mistress.” Tina pleaded between tearful sobs. “Give your good girl what she needs.”

Eyes blazing from Tina’s words, Dasha’s lips momentarily turned upwards in a smug smirk before she once again dived down between the bound woman’s legs and brought them to her vagina once again. Tina’s head fell back on the pillow as she moaned aloud from the sensation.

Again and again Dasha played out the same deliciously cruel game. She sucked and licked at Tina’s poor cunt, building up the same pleasurable wave within her until the woman was teetering right on the top of it at its apex, just at the very edge of climax. Then, just as it was about the crest and Tina frantically begged her for permission to cum she would immediately stop leaving her hanging so close to release but unable to reach it.

“Please!” Tina desperately wailed between breathless sobs. “Please, mistress….I want to cum…please…please let me cum!”

But each time Dasha mercilessly refused her. “No, Valentina. Not yet. The sight of you in such agony is simply too beautiful for me to allow it. You will simply have to be a good girl for me and wait.”

All Tina could do was lie there, weeping bitter tears and moaning hotly in frustration even as her body burned with unfulfilled desire. Dasha would hungrily watch, eyes gleaming in delight as Tina writhed in denial in front of her, patiently waiting for the bound woman’s arousal to recede.

Not that Dasha would be idle. As Tina hung there in torment on the edge, her hands and lips and silky tongue would simply shift focus and caress other parts of the younger woman’s body. Her fingers would softly ghost over her olive coloured skin, teasing her nipples and slivering up and down her trembling inner thighs. Her lips kiss and suck across her quivering stomach. Her tongue traced its way along the very edges of her swollen slit, so close to where Tina desperately wanted them to be but just not there. Prolonging the torturous edge she was teetering on while ruthlessly refusing to let her tip over it. Then, after agonising long minutes that felt like an eternity, Dasha would once again return her attention to Tina’s cunt and begin the entire process again.

Each time Tina’s arousal built higher and higher till it felt as if there was a metaphorical inferno burning between her legs deep within her cunt. Even as she wept and pleaded in ever growing desperation for release, hot tears running down her sweaty cheeks, her body was practically revelling in Dasha’s ruthless refusal to allow it. Yes. Tease me. Edge me. Deny me. Torture me. This was what she relished. What she needed. What set her entire body on fire in a way she craved…

“Please…” Tina panted for the countless time. “Please mistress…please let me cum…”

….Dasha’s lips sucking on her sopping cunt, tongue slathering over her engorged slit….

“Oh no, Valentina. Not yet. Not until I am satisfied you deserve it.”

….her mistress’s fingers thrusting in and out of the wet folds of her vagina, skillful tips briefly massaging her g-spot when they were buried within it at their apex before withdrawing….

“PLEASE….I want to cum….I wanna cum….”

….her clit, rock hard to the point of pain and throbbing madly, encased in Dasha’s plump, soft lips….

“No Valentina. Beg all you want, it pleases me so. But you will not cum until I decide you shall.”

….the delicious wave of pleasure rising up within her for the countless time as Dasha continued to suck away, her clitoris pulsing between her lips. The inner walls of her cunt clenched tightly around her mistress’s fingers as they thrust relentlessly within her, the wet, squelchy sound of their passage ringing in her ears along with her tearful groans as each one brought her closer and closer to the release she craved.

“Please mistress,” Tina whimpered as she felt the wave once again begin building inexorably towards the same delightful crest, “please….I want to cum….please let me cum….”

Dasha said nothing but continued to suck away even faster than before, her tongue lathing itself across the hard little bundle of nerves captured by her lips.

Hope flared within Tina. “Please….please let me cum….let your good girl cum….”

Again Dasha did not respond other than continuing to suck with even more enthusiasm, her fingers pistoning in and out of the bound woman’s pussy.

Tina’s hips rose off of the bed to grind herself against Dasha’s mouth, chasing that wonderful crest that she could just begin to feel. She was close. So close. “Pleeeeeeeaaaase!”

And then just as she felt the first taste of her orgasm come upon her, Dasha relaxed her lips and stilled her tongue, fingers pulling themselves out of her wet folds.

“Noooooooo!” Tina howled as she felt her clit throb desperately within the hot interior of Dasha’s mouth, teased by the molten warmth but denied any other contact. Already she could feel her orgasm beginning to once again slip away.

Eyes blinded by fresh tears, Tina thrashed and bucked desperately, trying to bring anything into contact with her poor little clit, but Dasha’s hands caught her hips and once again held her firmly in place to prevent this. Her hands strained against their silk bonds, vainly trying to free themselves, but the deceptively fragile looking knots held firm. Her desperation only grew as with each agonising second Tina felt her release slowly slip further and further away.

As Tina continued to babble mindlessly at this cruellest yet of edges, crying and wailing in frustration, Dasha simply watched with cruel eyes. Then the wicked gleam in them softened and slowly her lips once again pursed together and caught Tina’s little bud between them.

Tina almost screamed as she felt the plump, warm sensation of her mistress’s lips on her clit, the wave of pleasure immediately roaring back as they once again began sucking away with a fierce intensity. And this time as the wave began to crest Dasha did not stop. Head tipping back, Tina howled till her voice actually broke as pleasure crashed over her entire body and it clenched in orgasm. Still Dasha continued to suck away, her silky tongue now once more swirling over the bound woman’s clenching little bud, building the pleasure to the point it almost hurt. Tina never wanted the moment to end.

But end it finally did. As the last flashes of her orgasm left her body Tina went limp, arms dangling weakly from their silken restraints. Dasha lifted her mouth off of the American woman’s cunt and sat back on her heels, licking her lips in smug satisfaction. “Did my good girl like that?”

“Yes, mistress….” Tina said breathlessly, “thank you, mistress….it was….it was….” A little whimper escaped her lips in the next moment as she felt her body begin to tremble in what she recognised was a telltale sign of an oncoming case of sub drop and a powerful one at that. “Mistress….”

Dasha’s eyes widened as she heard the distress in Tina’s voice and she immediately sprang into action. Quickly yet gently untying the other woman’s wrists, she lay down alongside Tina and pulled her close, arms wrapping around her in a tight, reassuring embrace and tangling her legs together with hers.

“Sssssshhhhh,” Tina shuddered as she felt Dasha’s hot breath envelope her ear and eagerly returned the Russian woman’s embrace, pulling herself flush up against her body. “It is alright, Tina, I have you. Good girl. Such a good girl you are. Tell me, what do you need?”

“Just this,” Tina whispered back, already thankfully feeling the trembling begin to subside as she relished the feeling of sweaty, naked skin against her own and the tight, strong pull of Dasha’s arms wrapped around her body. “Just you, mistress, holding me.”

Dasha did just then, holding Tina tight while softly stroking one of her hands over the long locks of her black hair. Gradually her body stopped shaking and she relaxed into the other woman’s embrace.

“Better malen’kiy?” Dasha asked.

“Yes, mistress,” Tina answered and then almost immediately let out a loud yawn.

“Well, I am surprised to see you found my attentions so boring,” Dasha laughed softly.

“What? Oh no, Dasha I’m sorry….I didn’t mean -” Tina’s eyes went with alarm at the thought she had offended the Russian woman but her apology was almost immediately cut off as another yawn escaped her lips.

“It is alright, Tina,” Dasha smiled as she shushed her. “I was only joking with you. It has been a long night for both of us. We both should sleep.”

Gratitude filled Tina as she suddenly realised just how exhausted she was, the events of the day suddenly hitting her like a ton of bricks. As Dasha pulled the covers up over both of them, Tina snuggled herself against the other woman, resting her head on the blonde’s toned collarbone. Within minutes she was asleep.


Chapter Thirteen - A Surprising Revelation

WHEN TINA WOKE she wasn’t immediately aware of where she was but was very aware of something warm and soft pressed up against her body. Without thinking she instinctively tried to press herself closer to whatever it was, moaning softly in appreciation at the lovely feeling that filled her body as she did so.

She then heard a moan that definitely had not come from herself and whatever she was pressed against seemed to shift. Opening her eyes, Tina froze as she saw Dasha’s face, eyes still closed in apparent sleep, and memories of what had happened between the two of them flooded through her. Her and Dasha dancing at the club. The other woman possessively running her hands over her in the bathroom. Fingering her teasingly underneath the table. Her writhing in ecstasy and agony before Dasha in the very bed she was now lying in.

Tina didn’t know how to react. Her body seemed perfectly happy with the realisation of what had happened; it was positively tingling at the memory. Her mind however was torn over the realisation she had slept with Dasha. It seemed like such a terrible mistake on so many levels. Dasha was a criminal, maybe not of the crimes she had always held against her but certainly of countless other ones. She was an FBI agent, even if technically speaking a fugitive one at the moment. She shouldn’t forget that last part either, Tina reminded herself. Dasha’s help was probably essential if she was going to clear her name. Adding sex into the equation was such an obviously bad idea.

But Tina also could not help but remember how she had seemed to melt under Dasha’s touch. The pleasure and the pain that the Russian woman had brought out in her and how she had revelled in both in different ways. Most of all, she found herself remembering how safe and protected she had felt wrapped up in Dasha’s arms afterwards. Dasha had proven herself to be the stern and cruel yet also tender and loving domme Tina had fantasied over on many a frustrated, lonely night.

Desperately needing to clear her head, Tina carefully tried to extricate herself from the bed without waking the other woman. Her efforts were unsuccessful however and as she sat up on the edge of the bed she heard Dasha groan and begin to stir.

“Well well, Tina,” Dasha said with a smirk as she eyed the sight of Tina’s utterly naked body. “You are an appealing sight to wake up to, I must admit.”

“Thanks,” Tina said distractedly as she rose to her feet and began darting her eyes around the room looking for her discarded dress. Where was it?

“Shall I have something brought for breakfast?” Dasha sat up and stretched. Her perky breasts were emphasised by her doing this and Tina suddenly found she could look at nothing else, a little flutter of arousal shooting through her as she immediately began picturing herself lounging naked in bed with the other woman all morning as they enjoyed breakfast in bed.

No. Bad Tina. Very bad Tina. That was the last thing she should be doing. Abandoning her attempts to locate her dress, she grabbed a loose bedsheet and quickly wrapped it around herself. “I’m not really that hungry. I should probably go and get dressed.”

“Oh, of course.” Dasha’s voice was nonchalant as she said this. Too nonchalant.

Tina told herself she should be happy that the other woman was picking up on her subtle cues and wasn’t making a big deal out of what had happened the night before. That was what she wanted, wasn’t it? Why then did she find herself feeling remarkably like she had when she was ten and come home to be told her pet dog had been run over by a car.

“I’ll just….” Tina nodded towards the door.

“By all means,” Dasha replied, seemingly fascinated by the drapes covering the window on the far side of the room judging by the way she was staring at them.

But when Tina reached the bedroom door she froze, unable to open it and step outside. She realised she was faced with a choice. Did she want to just slink off to her own room in some miniature walk of shame and then treat everything that had happened last night like some kind of guilty secret? If that's what she truly wanted she could do so and it seemed Dasha would respect that decision.

But Tina realised in that moment that she didn’t want that. As terrifying as part of her found the prospect of pursuing something with Dasha, at even admitting to herself that there even was something to pursue in the first place, an even greater part of her wanted to do just that.

Taking a deep breath, Tina made herself turn around and face Dasha once again. The Russian woman looked up in surprise and met her eyes.

“Dasha, listen, what happened last night….” For a moment Tina’s nerve failed her and she trailed off.

Dasha said nothing but Tina saw her body stiffen slightly, clearly having jumped to her own conclusion as to what Tina had been trying to say. Gathering her nerves, Tina made herself keep speaking. “Last night wasn’t a mistake….I don’t know what it was or what we do next, but I do know it was the best night of my life.”

A triumphant smirk appeared on Dasha’s face. “You say the nicest things, malen’kiy. Careful, they might just go to my head.” Seeing Tina flinch at her attempt at a joke her face then turned serious. “It meant something to me too, Tina, and we do not need to decide what it meant right this moment. We can work that out later. We do have a few more pressing matters to deal with first.”

“Right,” Tina let out a breath, a little relieved at the pass she had just been given. “On that note, what’s the plan for today?”

Dasha shrugged. “At the moment nothing it seems. Muammar will hopefully be in touch at some point today with an update on whatever he could track down on Viper, but until then there is little to be done. Could I perhaps change your mind about….breakfast?”

The hint was clear. As awfully tempting as the idea of climbing back into bed with Dasha was, Tina could not shake the nagging thought in the back of her mind that she was forgetting something.

And then her eyes went wide. “I need a computer!”

“Tina!” She heard Dasha call after her as she immediately turned on her heel and darted out of the room into the hall beyond, heading directly to the stairs. Practically running down them, she was actually relieved to see the hulking figure of Mischa down in the entrance hall.

“I need a computer,” she said as she reached the bottom of the stairs.

Mischa looked at her blankly, clearly taken by surprise, and then a sour look appeared on his face as he took in her appearance.

Tina couldn’t help but blush, suddenly very aware of how she was standing there wearing nothing but a bedsheet and the obvious implications that went with it. “I need a computer,” she repeated, “a laptop or even a tablet. Something with an internet connection.”

“Do as she says, Mischa.” Dasha’s voice came from behind her and Tina looked over her shoulder to see the Russian woman descending down the stairs in her wake. She had taken a moment to wrap a short, silky robe around her body, but it was quite apparent she had just as recently gotten out of bed as Tina had.

Mischa’s face turned even more sour looking as he clearly put two and two together. “Why? What do you need it for?”

Tina realised it was the first time she actually could recall the tall man speaking to her, let alone in English. “I’ll explain why in a moment, but do you have one here?”

An irritated huff escaped Mischa’s lips but he begrudgingly nodded before turning on his heel to walk down the hall, barking something in Russian as he did so.

“I am not used to women running from my bed like that, malen’kiy,” Dasha prompted as she stepped down off of the stairs so she was beside Tina and held up another robe.

Tina gratefully stepped into the proffered garment, slipping her hands into the sleeves as Dasha pulled it closed around her. “Sorry. I had an idea last night but forgot to tell you what with….well you know, and I remembered it just now but there’s probably only a limited window. Thanks by the way,” she added as Dasha belted the robe shut for her. Unsurprisingly it was shorter than she would have preferred, the hem only reaching mid thigh, but it was infinitely preferable to wearing the bedsheet.

“No need to thank me, malen’kiy,” Dasha smirked. “I take care of what is mine. But you did promise to explain.”

Another flutter of arousal ran through Tina at the possessive way Dasha had spoken to her. No! Concentrate Graci. You can swoon like the lovestruck teenager later. “Right, so the Prefecture had to give us access to their systems and database for investigative purposes when we arrived in Paris. The very ones that probably have whatever they’ve managed to learn about what happened at the safehouse in Saint-Ouen.”

“Okay,” Dasha nodded. “I would assume that would have been revoked though.”

“Kramer almost certainly will have had mine with the team’s removed, but I’m hoping it's just possible the Prefecture itself won’t have gotten around to it yet. That’s why it's time sensitive. If I still have a way in, it won't be for long.”

“Very good, malen’kiy,” Dasha said approvingly. “It is a long shot, but if it pays off this could be very helpful.”

Tina tried not to beam with happiness at Dasha’s praising words, like they were in the bedroom and she was lauding her for being a good girl. She knew from experience it was important to make distinctions between those things, but it was difficult sometimes.

A moment later Mischa returned, another man following behind them. The latter looked more like an accountant than a thug, with a pair of gold rimmed glasses perched on his nose and dressed in a sweater and collared shirt. Tucked under his arm was a laptop.

Mischa nodded his head to a door off the hall that led into a living room and there the man with him opened up the laptop on a coffee table and turned it on. Sitting down on the coach before the table, Tina waited for the screen to slowly light up and then with trembling fingers opened up a browser tab and quickly typed in the URL of the Prefecture. Holding her breath, she entered the ID number she’d been assigned along with the password and silently prayed that Kramer hadn’t been even more vigilant than he usually was and browbeat the Prefecture into making certain this one remaining backdoor was closed off.

It seemed he hadn’t as a second later she was through into the Prefecture’s inner website and she let out a long breath. “I’m in.”

“You have access to everything?” Dasha leaned forward with interest.

“I only bothered using it for information related to you, which the shooting almost certainly will fall under.” Tina’s eyes narrowed. “That’s the only thing I am using this for.”

“Of course, malen’kiy,” Dasha held up her hands placatingly, her voice just a little too reassuring. Turning her head, she then addressed Mischa. “Have Illya prepare some breakfast. I believe it is going to be a long morning.”

TINA GROANED in irritation as she shifted in her seat trying to get comfortable and took another sip of her coffee. Dasha’s prediction had been an accurate one on it being a long morning. They had been going over the information she had lifted from the Prefecture for almost four hours now and neither seemed to be coming to the end of it or had anything to show for it from what she could tell.

As expected there had been a lot of documents related to the incident at the Saint-Ouen safehouse and the nascent investigation of it and not knowing whether she would still have access if she tried to log in again at a future date Tina had immediately downloaded them all. One immediate problem that presented itself, though, was that practically all of the written ones had been in French which she did not read a word of.

Dasha did however, as did a few of her people, so the Russian woman and her colleagues had taken over reviewing those. They were seated together on the other side of the room even now, flicking over printouts of investigation notes and other assorted things, muttering to one another in Russian.

That had left Tina with easily the most boring job of all, reviewing the hours of CCTV footage collected from around the area of the safehouse looking for anything that might stand out as a potential clue. It was both mind-numbingly tedious and required her complete attention at the same time and was universally considered to be the ultimate short straw to draw when it came to police work.

Hearing her groan, Dasha looked up and walked over. The Russian woman had changed into a pair of dark brown, loose flowing capri trousers and a black turtleneck and looked as impeccable as ever. Tina had had to make do with changing back into the track suit she had worn yesterday, hinting not at all subtly to Dasha that she could really use a change of clothes.

“But you look so lovely in these, Tina,” Dasha had said, just as unsubtly ogling her chest for a moment with a hot look in her eyes that made Tina’s insides shiver in the most delightful way. There had been an obvious teasing tone to her voice, however, that made Tina hopeful the message had gotten across.

“Is everything alright?” Dasha asked as she sat down next to her on the couch.

“I’m fine, just a bit tired of staring at black and white footage of the same streets,” Tina answered.

“You should eat something,” Dasha said, nodding her head at the plate sitting next to the laptop the footage was playing on. The cheese croissant on it, part of the breakfast that had been provided by Illya, was only slightly nibbled on.

“I’m not hungry,” Tina shook her head, not looking away from the grainy video of the street across from the main safehouse entrance that she had been watching for the last hour. It was about the time that things had begun going downhill the other night and probably most likely to yield something useful.

“Tina,” Dasha’s voice had a slight edge to it as she picked up the plate and held it up to her, “you cannot concentrate on an empty stomach and we’ve been at this for hours. I’ll be having us all take a break for lunch soon anyway. Please, malen’kiy, you can eat and watch at the same time.”

Tina gave a huff but obediently picked up the croissant and took a bite. This protective and possessive side of Dasha the other woman had started showing to her was a new layer to her personality she was still trying to digest and Tina was not entirely certain how she felt about it. She had never been one of those submissives who expected her domme to play the role of caretaker for her; she was a grown woman who was perfectly capable of taking care of herself. Still, part of her couldn’t help but find it just a little bit endearing.

She nearly gasped when she felt one of Dasha’s fingers run across her shoulder and then lightly trace itself over the gold neck chain still hugging her throat. “You are still wearing it.”

“Haven’t had a chance to take it off,” Tina said lightly, catching the hot, appreciative note that had been in Dasha’s voice when she had spoken just a moment ago. “Why? Do you want it back?”

“Oh no,” Dasha seemed to purr. “It looks too good on you. I cannot help but think you should consider making it a permanent part of your outfit.”

Tina said nothing but her body tingled in a very distracting way at how Dasha was speaking.

The other woman leaned closer and her voice dropped to barely a whisper. “You know Tina, I did say we would be taking a break for lunch soon. Perhaps you would like to take it upstairs with me in my room?”

The tingling immediately began concentrating itself between Tina’s legs in his cunt at the obvious implication and she quickly said, somewhat breathlessly. “Have you found anything yet?”

Dasha’s lips quirked up in a little smile at the obvious deflection, clearly noticing that Tina had not declined her suggestion. “Nothing concrete though the Parisian police seem to have been quickly trying to pull everything they could find on Viper so there may be some hints there as to where he kept his backups if he did indeed have any. Though we may be late to the party if that is the case.”

“What if we are?” Tina asked, suddenly thinking about the one thing she had been trying not to ever since she had escaped Kramer in the alley the other day. “What if the police or whoever it is who's behind this get to Viper’s backups first? Or they just don’t exist? What do we do then?”

“We keep looking for other evidence.”

“And if we never find it?” Tina said, a very unwelcome image of the future suddenly filling her mind. “What then? I spend the rest of my life as a fugitive?”

Dasha gave a reassuring squeeze to Tina’s shoulder. “I’ve spent practically my entire life as a fugitive and so far the only time I have been caught was by you, malen’kiy, so I’m not particularly worried about that happening again.”

Tina appreciated that Dasha was trying to put her at ease, but even if a jail cell wasn’t in her immediate future there were other things nearly as bad, if not worse in some ways. “I have a life, Dasha. Friends. Family. Do I just forget all of that? Accept never seeing them again?”

There was a moment of silence before Dasha spoke again, her voice soft. “I have lived in this world a long time, Tina. Trust me, I know how daunting it can all seem, especially when you first find yourself in it. But also trust that I know something about it. Money and connections can make life as a fugitive far easier than you would imagine and I just happen to have both.”

Tina looked away from the screen and met Dasha’s eyes. “What are you saying?”

“I know the stereotype you Americans have about lesbians so relax, I am not proposing to you or anything like that. I am just repeating what I said earlier, whatever this is we will figure it out. There’s a place for you here, with me. Just think on it, malen’kiy.”

Dasha’s tone was light as she said this but her eyes were serious and Tina suddenly had to look away. “I will.”

Her hand went up to Dasha’s, still resting lightly on her shoulder, and gave it a quick squeeze. It was a small gesture, but the intimacy of it made Tina’s skin tingle.

And then Tina saw something on the screen and let out a gasp. Her hand flew to the keyboard of the laptop and quickly rewound the video back a few moments, hoping her eyes hadn’t deceived her.

Dasha clearly noticed Tina’s sudden change in mood. “What is it?”

Tina didn’t answer, eyes still glued in front of her. And then she saw it again. “There!”

One of the parked cars on the street rolled down the window on the driver’s side and for a brief moment a familiar face appeared as the car’s occupant tossed a cigarette stub onto the concrete below. Tina immediately paused the video. Even with the grainy footage the face was unmistakable.

“Do you know this man?” Dasha asked with interest.

“Yes,” Tina nodded. “That’s Lieutenant Pierre Arnault from the Paris Police Prefecture. He was the liaison assigned to our team.”

Dasha pursed her haughty lips. “And I take it he was not supposed to be there.”

“No. He shouldn’t even have known the safehouse's location. It was a Bureau site, completely secret.” Tina’s mind raced as she began to connect the dots.

“It could be a coincidence that he was parked outside an FBI building he knew nothing about right at the same time your team was holding me there for interrogation,” Dasha began.

“But not a very likely one,” Tina finished. “Someone had to give our location away. It wasn’t me and I can’t believe it was anyone else on my team. Which leaves….”

She trailed off and pointed towards the grainy face of Arnault.

Dasha nodded. “Mischa!”

The tall man rose from his seat on the other side of the room and walked over.

Dasha gestured to the laptop. “Have our people find out everything you can about Pierre Arnault, an officer with the Parisian police. Where he lives. Where he goes. His friends. His hobbies. Everything we need to know about him to arrange a little….conversation.”

Mischa nodded. “Da, it will be done.”

As Mischa walked away, barking in Russian to his colleagues, Tina turned to look at Dasha. “A conversation?”

“This Arnault man has information we need, Tina,” Dasha said evenly. “Unfortunately it does not look like you will be able to ask him to come down to the station with you to answer a few questions, so we will have to go about it my way.”

Tina’s eyes immediately shifted to Mischa, remembering how it was he had earned the moniker ‘the Snipper’ in the Russian underworld. “He might be innocent.”

“And if that is the case, trust me that our chat with Monsieur Arnault will be a short one that he will leave mostly unharmed.” Dasha replied. “I promise you, it becomes very obvious, very quickly when someone being interrogated genuinely knows nothing. The ones with something to hide keep pretending that it is not the case. The ones who genuinely don’t just start asking what it is you want to hear.”

Dasha’s face softened. “If it was possible for us to do things your way, Tina, I promise that I would. But I cannot, will not, let this opportunity go. Is that going to be a problem? You can stay out of this if that is the case.”

For a long moment Tina said nothing, tempted to take the out Dasha was offering her. But then she firmly shook her head. “No, I won’t ask you to get your hands dirty for me just so mine can remain clean. You’re right that this is the one lead we have and I can’t let it go either. If Arnault is our man then not only does he have the answers we need, but he also has the blood of every one of my team members who died that night on his hands. This wouldn’t be my first choice for justice, but it’s justice all the same.”

Dasha reached her arm out across Tina’s shoulders and gave her a quick hug. “Thank you, Tina.”

Tina briefly let her head lean over to rest on Dasha’s shoulder, letting herself take reassurance from the other woman’s presence. Internally she felt more conflicted about what had just been discussed than her words had suggested. But she made herself remember Royce. Chen. Collins. Ram. All her other fellow agents who had been killed that night. If Arnault was responsible for their deaths he had to face justice for it. If that meant Dasha’s version of justice, that was just something she would have to accept about operating in Dasha’s world.


Chapter Fourteen - A Little Conversation

IT WAS A cold night and Dasha pulled her leather jacket closer around her body as she took another pull on the cigarette between her lips, a cloud of smoke billowing out before her as she exhaled.

Across from the alley she was lurking in was a two story building. The name written across the front of it in neon lights was in French, but the silhouette of flashbulbs in the shape of a naked woman made it pretty clear what business went on in the building's interior. According to what her people had managed to uncover, Pierre Arnault was a frequent customer of this particular strip club, which was conveniently located in a neighbourhood off the beaten path and not packed with prying tourists. The perfect location for a snatch and grab.

Most conveniently, it appeared he was availing himself of the club’s services this very night.

A bit of a ways away, Tina was also watching the strip club intently for any sign of the French policeman exiting it. Despite the situation, Dasha could not help but eye the other woman. She was dressed much like she was in dark jeans and a sweater underneath a black leather jacket. As appealing as the other woman had looked in her borrowed tracksuit, Dasha had reluctantly had to agree it was not exactly appropriate for the business they were about to begin and sent Mischa out to pick up some more practical clothes.

Her bodyguard had done as he was told, but Dasha had heard him muttering under his breath that he was becoming the American woman’s personal shopper. The memory made her lips thin a little. She would have to think of what to do there. She could not have Mischa at odds with Tina if, as she was beginning to hope would be the case, the other woman was going to continue to be around for the immediate future.

More to distract herself than anything, Dasha’s eyes went to the gold neck chain still decorating Tina’s throat. The sight, such a visual display of Tina’s submission to her, made the Russian woman’s heart pound even as her cunt clenched deliciously at the memories from the previous night that it inspired. The feeling only intensified as her eyes dipped down and took in Tina’s lovely, large breasts straining against the fabric of her sweater and how her jeans hugged the contours of her large, round bum; she just might have given Mischa measurements for the other woman just a tad too small when she sent him out shopping earlier.

Dasha’s eyes narrowed when she saw Tina tapping her fingers against her hip. She was beginning to pick up on the other woman’s tells and while outwardly she looked calm Dasha recognised this was a sign she was nervous.

Stepping closer to Tina, Dasha said softly. “How are you holding up?”

“Fine.”

Dasha arched an eyebrow at the curt, one word response. Definitely nervous. “Tina, please talk to me.”

Tina exhaled and when her eyes turned towards Dasha they were apologetic. “I’m sorry, I’m just a little on edge. You wouldn’t understand, this is the first real break we’ve gotten and I feel -”

“Like you’re on the verge of the answers you have been waiting for?” Dasha interjected dryly.

Tina blinked. “Okay, that was a bit inconsiderate. Sorry.”

“Not at all, malen’kiy. As I said, I understand how you must be feeling.”

“How do you deal with this?” Tina sounded genuinely distressed. “The people I lost were friends and coworkers and not knowing why and who was behind it is awful. You lost your entire family. How do you not feel like your entire world is upside down for no reason?”

“I don’t,” Dasha answered. “That feeling never goes away, not for a moment. You just….get used to feeling like the world has been turned upside down and keep living in it regardless.”

Tina frowned. “That doesn’t sound very nice.”

“It isn’t,” Dasha reached out and took one of the other woman’s hands, squeezing it reassuringly. “But it does get easier, Tina, I promise.”

The American woman said nothing, but she did squeeze Dasha’s hand back and the blonde was happy to just stand in easy silence and enjoy the moment. After a few seconds passed, she sensed Tina beginning to grow tense again and began casting her mind about for a suitable subject to distract her with.

Dasha realised she might as well take the opportunity to learn a bit more about the other woman. “You know everything it seems about my family, tell me something about your own?”

Tina clearly was a little surprised by the question. “What would you like to know?”

“Your parents, are they still alive?”

“Yes,” Tina answered hesitantly, as if thinking of what to say, and then went on. “They’re both teachers….well were teachers, they’re retired now.”

Dasha nodded. “Siblings?”

Tina actually smiled at that in amusement. “Five. Four older brothers and a younger sister.”

Dasha cocked an eyebrow and chuckled. “I pity your mother. Did any of them become cops like you did?”

“No, that was just me. Carlo and Jerry and Matt all went into construction with their uncle - well we all called him our uncle, I think he’s actually our dad’s cousin or something like that. Greg seemed to have gotten all of the brains between them and became a professor of American history. My sister Monica seems to have taken after him, she’s a grad student at Georgetown.”

Dasha was tempted to say she hoped to meet them one day, but knew that would only bring back unpleasant realities to Tina so she changed tracks. “So how did you end up becoming a cop if not by family tradition?”

“Agent, not cop,” Tina corrected, “I….wanted to help people. I know, I know,” it was Tina’s turn to chuckle a little at the look Dasha shot her, “I sound like a cliche but it’s true. My parents were teachers, but I never had the patience for dealing with children or worse, teenagers, that they had. Solving crimes, keeping people safe, it just appealed to me I guess.”

“Getting justice,” Dasha said, part of her understanding in a way to her surprise.

“Yes, you could say that,” Tina answered. It looked for a moment as if she was about to go on but then she suddenly stiffened.

Following the other woman’s gaze, Dasha saw a figure emerging from the stripclub on the other side of the street. Judging by his uneven gait, Pierre Arnault had enjoyed more than a few drinks while inside. Good. That would make things easier.

Even luckier, Arnault then proceeded to quickly look both ways and then cross the street towards them. Evidently he had parked his car somewhere in their general vicinity, which meant that to their good fortune their intended prey was now coming to them.

As Arnault passed them, not even sparing a glance towards the dark alley the two women stood in, Tina watched him go for a long moment with narrowed eyes and then stepped out. Dasha herself held back, wanting to let the other woman have this moment of confrontation to herself.

“Lieutenant Arnault!” Hearing Tina’s voice, the man halted and then turned around with a questioning look on his face, clearly not recognising it.

He blinked for a few moments, his mind clearly hazy from the aftereffects of alcohol and whatever he had gotten up to in the club he had just left. Dasha noted wryly that the rumbled blazer he was wearing was liberally dusted with body glitter that shone under the illumination of the streetlamp he stood underneath.

Then recognition appeared in the policeman’s eyes and he straightened, sobriety asserting itself. “Agent Graci. I must admit this is unexpected.”

“Is it?” Tina replied, lips thinning as she stepped forward.

Dasha watched carefully, her right hand going to the grip of the Makarov behind her back tucked underneath the waistline of her jeans, but the Frenchman made no move to reach for a weapon of his own. Dasha took that as a sign he was not carrying one; if he had he likely would already have drawn it and either been attempting to arrest Tina or more likely simply finishing the job his collaborators had failed to do at the safehouse.

A completely insincere smile appeared on Arnault’s face, though his eyes were nervously glancing around, clearly trying to see if Tina was alone. “When I heard that you evaded arrest by your colleagues I confess I expected that by now you would be halfway to Russia with Madam Barinov. Have the two of you parted ways?”

“We both know that’s horseshit,” Tina said, anger starting to appear in her voice.

Arnault did not retreat as Tina stepped closer, likely hoping that though unarmed he could use his superior size to subdue her if she came within arm’s length of him. “Oh yes, I do recall Monsieur Kramer mentioning something about some wild conspiracy you were spouting to claim innocence of any involvement in recent unfortunate events. I might just happen to have a more open mind than your former superior. Why do we not go down to the Prefecture and speak more on the matter?”

“I would rather we talk here.” Tina said and to Dasha’s mild relief she stopped just short of what she estimated to be Arnault’s reach. “Perhaps we could start with what you were doing outside of the Bureau’s safehouse the other night. Is Kramer aware that you followed us there? I imagine he’d find that information very interesting.”

At that Arnault actually blanched for a moment. “How could you - non it does not matter. I have no idea what you are speaking of, Agent Graci, and unless you have any evidence to back up these wild accusations I suggest you make yourself scarce before I call for backup.”

Sensing that the moment was right and truthfully more than a little concerned that Arnault was about to make good on his threat - even if he did not have his sidearm with him he most certainly had his phone - Dasha stepped out from the shadows. “Unfortunately for you, Lieutenant, I also find this information quite interesting.”

The policeman’s face went white when he saw her; clearly Arnault had been assuming Tina had confronted him alone. “You!”

Dasha smiled but showed teeth as she did so. “Yes Lieutenant, me. And while you are quite right that while Agent Graci has nothing concrete to link you to the other night’s unfortunate affair it turns out that nothing, or nichego as my countrymen call it, is more than enough for me, particularly when it is connected to people who are threatening my life.”

Arnault began backing away, clearly looking to run, but from the shadows behind him a pair of men emerged and caught him. One slapped a hand tightly over his mouth, cutting off any potential cry for help, and the other caught his arms and held them tightly behind his back. The Frenchman struggled but his unexpected captors both rivalled Mischa in size and knew their business and aside from a few muffled squeaks his efforts came to nothing.

From part way up the street a nondescript looking van pulled away from the curb and immediately sped down towards them, halting with a sharp shriek of tires against the pavement they were standing upon. Her men dragged Arnault towards it, the policeman desperately fighting to free himself to no avail.

The rear doors of the van opened to reveal Mischa. He stooped down to grab at Arnault’s legs. One of them shot up to try and kick at the Russian’s face, but Mischa had been expecting that and deftly twisted so he took the blow against his chest. Other than a deep grunt he gave no sign that he had even felt the kick and he grabbed Arnault’s leg with one of his hands before seizing the other and then he wrenched the struggling Frenchman up into the air, lifting him into the interior of the van. The struggling, bucking form of Arnault disappeared inside followed by Dasha’s other two minions and the van’s doors slammed closed.

The van immediately began roaring away and a moment later another car pulled up to the curb. Dasha opened the rear door and beckoned for Tina to get inside.

Slipping in after the American woman, Dasha closed the door and barked instructions to the driver in Russian. “Follow them but at a distance. It will not do to draw attention to ourselves.”

Beside her Tina sat silently, eyes glued to the van speeding away ahead of them, rear headlights gleaming in the darkness. “Where are they taking him?”

“A location I keep here in Paris for business such as this. It is an abandoned building in one of the industrial districts.” Dasha answered reassuringly. “No one will interrupt us as we have a chat with the lieutenant.”

Tina stiffened a little, her mind clearly going to what exactly that ‘chat’ was going to entail. Dasha took the other woman’s hand in hers. “You do not need to be part of this, Tina. If you want I can have the car drop you back at the house while Mischa and I deal with things.”

“No!” Tina said sharply but then she relaxed a little and squeezed Dasha’s hand. “We need answers Dasha and this is our only option. I’ll….be okay.”

Dasha could tell that for all the brave front Tina was putting on underneath it she was not nearly as certain as she sounded. The blonde tried to put that out of mind and ignore the nagging worries she felt in her stomach. Because Tina was right. They needed answers. And Dasha intended to get them one way or another.

TINA TRIED TO keep her breathing even as she stared at the bound form of Lieutenant Arnault, not wanting her unease to show.

The room they were in was a rather nondescript one, illuminated only by a single lightbulb dangling from the ceiling. Concrete floors. Concrete walls. No windows. Clinical. Impersonal.

To Tina it felt like the tension could have been cut with a knife.

Arnault himself was seated on a plain plastic chair in the centre of the room, duct tape binding his wrists and ankles to it. More tape served as an impromptu gag and blindfold, the former of which he was mumbling through indecipherably.

“Last chance if you wish to step away, Tina.” Dasha said quietly from beside her.

After a second of hesitation, Tina shook her head.

It seemed that was all Dasha needed and the Russian woman met Mischa’s eyes and nodded sharply.

The giant of a man stepped forward and ripped the tape from Arnault’s mouth.

“Aide!” The Frenchman immediately began crying out. “Aidez-moi s’il vous plaît!”

“It is quite pointless, Lieutenant Arnault,” Dasha spoke over the man. “I assure you we are quite alone and there is no one within earshot to respond to your pleas. At least no one who will listen to them.”

Mischa ripped the tape away from Arnault’s eyes and the man gave a pained cry as a good deal of the hair from his eyebrows went with it. Blinking rapidly, his face blanched at the sight of the hulking Russian’s face before his.

Looking away, his eyes settled on Dasha. “Madam Barinov, think of what you are doing,” he said, clearly trying to sound more confident than he felt, “I am an officer of the law. When news of this gets out -”

“I shall be only slightly more wanted by the French police than I am now,” Dasha cut him off, stepping forward to elbow Mischa aside and crouching so she was at eye level with the seated man. “Given I already have the mighty United States of America seeking my arrest for the death of several of their agents, you will forgive me for not quaking at the prospect of the same being true for your country, no offense intended.”

To his credit, Arnault did not allow himself to be phased by the implied threat and continued with his false bravado. “Madam, I am sure you are a reasonable woman. I do not know what wild story Agent Graci has been telling you but I assure you that whatever it may be, it is not true.”

“Are you insulting my intelligence, Lieutenant?” Dasha said coldly. “You forget that I was in fact there, courtesy of the American FBI, when the unfortunate events of the other night occurred. As gratifying as it is to my ego that everyone seems to think I possess the resources to have located an FBI safehouse on such short timing and overcome its security, the fact remains that it was not my people who were responsible and their intent clearly seems to have been to kill me, not liberate me.”

Arnault ran his tongue quickly over his bottom lip. “Let us say that is correct. I was not involved. While my own country and America have their differences at times, surely you are not so foolish to believe the French police would betray the FBI in such a brazen manner?”

“I agree the French police would have no reason to,” Dasha replied. “You personally on the other hand? Perhaps whoever is responsible has something on you. Or perhaps you were simply paid. I certainly have found that police of all nationalities will happily betray anyone when they are offered money. I am not above doing so now with you. What if I were to offer you twice what you were paid to simply tell me who did so the first time?”

Tina stiffened inwardly at that. Letting Arnault go scot free with a hefty payday to boot had not been something they had discussed.

Thankfully, Arnault did not seem inclined to accept the offer. “Madam Barinov, even if I was the kind of police officer to accept bribes there is nothing for me to tell you.”

Dasha scoffed. “So I am to just believe you were sitting outside of the very safehouse I was being held in mere minutes before it was attacked by sheer coincidence? You can drop this facade, Lieutenant. I have seen the evidence of this with my own eyes on CCTV footage taken from your own Prefecture. I can only assume you have been lucky that your own colleagues have not yet uncovered this, or perhaps unlucky given your current circumstances.”

That revelation clearly took Arnault by surprise. “How could you….there is no way you could….you are lying!”

“It turns out the Prefecture was a bit tardy in revoking my security clearance,” Tina finally broke her silence, satisfaction filling her at the look of stunned fear in the Frenchman’s eyes as he began to realise the metaphorical smoking gun they had found. “I’ll have to mention that to them once this is all cleared up.”

“On that note,” Dasha smiled icily, “is any of this jarring your memory, Lieutenant?”

For a few moments Arnault simply sat there, eyes darting about the room as he quite clearly was desperately trying to think of some explanation he could give. Evidently finding none, his shoulders slumped. “I have nothing to say to either of you. If you are going to kill me, I suggest you do so.”

Dasha tisked and rose to feet, returning to Tina’s side. “I have no intention of killing you….yet.” Her eyes went to Mischa. “I assume he is likely right handed, so start with that one.”

Wordlessly, Mischa reached into the inner pocket of his jacket. When his hand emerged it was holding a pair of very sharp looking butcher’s shears.

“Non….NON!” Arnault cried out, stoic resolve instantly vanishing as the large Russian man stepped forward and reached for his right hand, eyes filling with panic as he realised what Mischa intended.

Mischa said nothing and simply grabbed the bound man’s hand. In desperation, Arnault curled his fingers into a fist. He might as well not have bothered for all the good it did him. Mischa seemed to effortlessly pry the other man’s index finger free and pull it straight out from his fist. Without a moment’s hesitation he took his butcher’s shears and cut the aforementioned digit off.

At first Arnault seemed too stunned to react as his finger dropped onto the concrete floor. Then as blood began dribbling out of the stump that remained he let out a howl. “AAAARRRRGH!”

Tina herself stood frozen where she stood, part of her inwardly cringing at what she had just witnessed. Beside her Dasha stood stoically, but Tina felt the older woman subtly brush one of her hands against her own in a discreet comforting gesture. Tina forced down any sympathy she felt towards Arnault, reminding herself what the man had done.

“Has your memory improved at all?” Dasha said over his pained cries.

“I cannot….I cannot tell you anything….sil te plait!” Arnault begged frantically, thrashing about in his chair as Mischa began prying his middle finger free.

“As you wish,” Dasha nodded to Mischa. “Continue.”

Mischa immediately snipped off Arnault’s middle finger. The man howled again and redoubled his thrashing, which became so great that Mischa had to press down with his elbows on the policeman’s knees when it looked for a moment as if he was about to tip over the chair he was bound to.

“Please!” Arnault pleaded as his ring finger was pulled out and he felt the touch of the shears upon it. “I cannot….they will kill me!”

“And I will kill you also,” Dasha answered, not a shred of mercy in her voice, “only I promise that you will be begging me to do so before Mischa is done with you.”

“WAIT PLEASE!” Arnault practically screamed as he felt the shears begin cutting.

Dasha raised her hand and Mischa stopped, blood beginning to ooze around the steel blade where it was cutting into the flesh underneath.

Arnault let out a ragged breath. “I cannot tell you who they are because I do not know.”

“I find that awfully convenient,” Dasha nodded in Mischa’s direction. “Continue please.”

“It is true!” Arnault shouted as he felt the shears begin cutting into his finger once more and Dasha again raised her hand for the big Russian man to stop. “Several years ago I was approached by a man who said he knew I needed money and he gave me a number to call, that was all. I called it and another man answered. He wanted information on security details for the opening of a new community centre in one of the banlieues and offered me ten thousand Euros for it. I had a gambling problem in those days, one I was desperate to keep from my wife, so I agreed.”

Arnault paused. “I do not know what I was expecting to happen on the day in question. Probably a terrorist attack or a hostage standoff but instead everything seemed normal. The fancy red ribbon was cut and the usual speeches by the guests were made and nothing untoward occurred. Until the very end that is when suddenly I heard the sound of gunshots. Thankfully it was not from the section my security detail was responsible for, so I simply locked down the area and waited to see what was happening. The official conclusion was there was a shootout between rival gangs and by unfortunate coincidence a stray bullet struck one of the officials who happened to be leaving via the side entrance where this had occurred.”

“And who was he?” Tina asked, eyes narrowed in interest.

“Some Parisian councilor of no particular note. He was only there because he represented the neighbouring ward. All I could recall of him at the time was that he had been in the news lately for opposing some big development project in his own constituency.”

Arnault was clearly holding nothing back, sharing everything he could remember in an effort to avoid losing any more fingers. Unfortunately, so far his information did not help much. While Tina did not find the idea that some busybody Parisian councilor might have had potentially wealthy enemies who would have preferred to see him dead in what appeared to be a tragic yet random drive by shooting completely insane, the idea that the US government would have any reason to be involved in it certainly was.

Dasha seemed to be thinking the same. “And this man you spoke to, who was he?”

“He never gave me his name! He was American, that was clear enough. Honestly he sounded like a character out of a cowboy movie. I simply assumed he was some private contractor or mercenary working on behalf of some wealthy client and left it at that. But a few years later he contacted me again. This time he said he knew I had been assigned to murder investigation - some businessman who had been found shot in a hotel room. He told me that if I compared the prints found on the gun at the scene with those of the deceased’s secretary I would discover they were a match and that if I looked into it I would discover the woman had been having an affair with him.”

“A frame job,” Tina scoffed, clear distaste in her eyes.

“I tried to refuse,” Arnault protested, “but the man reminded me of my earlier dealings with him and threatened to make it public.”

“But why do I suspect you still took the money that was offered?” Dasha retorted.

For a moment Arnault looked like he wanted to deny this but he saw the warning look in Dasha’s eyes and realised lying would not help his situation. “My wife had discovered my gambling problem by this time and was on the verge of leaving me. Then after that it was simply more of the same. The man would call and offer money for a favour. Sometimes an investigation guided in a certain direction, sometimes evidence to be destroyed or lost to ensure one came to no resolution, sometimes information related to the security of an event or a building or an individual. There was never a pattern to the victims, they were businessmen and bureaucrats and minor public officials, other than they were always dead or soon to be. That is all I know, I swear.”

Dasha met Tina’s eyes and nodded her head in the direction of a far corner.

“What do you think?” Dasha made certain to keep her voice low so it would not carry.

“It’s consistent with what we know so far, with both what happened at the safehouse and your family,” Tina said slowly. “But it doesn’t make any sense. A Parisian councilor? That makes even less sense for the American government to want to assassinate than your father.”

“As pleased as I am that you seem to have overcome your initial scepticism, Tina,” Dasha replied, “bear in mind that just because the people behind this are connected to your government does not mean that they are acting with official sanction. This could just as easily be old fashioned corruption, something I am quite familiar with when it comes to my own government and that you Americans are not immune from either.”

For a moment Tina wanted to object, but then she let out a little huff and reluctantly nodded. “From what he’s describing though this does not sound like someone trying to cover their tracks for a one time past crime. This sounds like something that's been happening for years, maybe even is still ongoing. Multiple incidents in Russia and France and who knows where else. Whoever this is must be someone very powerful to keep this buried for all this time and we still have no idea who they are.”

Tina’s eyes narrowed. “Do you think he’s hiding anything?”

With some reluctance, Dasha shook her head. “Sadly no. If our dear lieutenant was holding anything back he would likely be showering us with some fake story filled with far more detail in hopes of keeping us distracted from seeking the truth. Which means we have little more than we started with, just a voice on the other end of a phone.”

Tina grimaced in frustration but a moment later her eyes went wide. “Perhaps not.”

She immediately turned and walked back towards the bound Arnault. For a moment Dasha was too surprised to react but then she hurried after her.

“This man you mentioned,” Tina said, “the one who called you. I assume you were the one to call him with our location the other night.”

“Yes,” Arnault said hesitatingly.

“So you have a phone number.”

A long moment passed and then the crooked policeman nodded.

“Even if that is the case, I doubt whoever he is will be particularly forthcoming if we ring him up,” Dasha said, sounding curious as to where Tina was going with this.

“Probably not, but I may have another idea.”

“ARE YOU SURE this will work,” Tina asked nervously as the cord was plugged into Arnault’s phone. The other end was already connected to a laptop manned by Boris, a bespeckled, balding man Dasha trusted with most technology related matters.

“While I am sure this is not as sophisticated as the setup your Bureau would employ,” Dasha said reassuringly, “I assure you my people are just as capable of tracing a phone call as yours would be.”

Tina nodded and looked towards Arnault. “The number.”

Arnault ran his tongue over his dry lips. “Please. They will kill me.”

“Perhaps,” Dasha said coldly, glaring at the man. “But I most certainly will if you do not cooperate and it will be far more painful, I promise you. If you want any chance of that outcome being avoided I would suggest you begin to be more helpful.”

Mischa held up his bloody shears from his place beside her, the implied threat clear. It seemed that was enough to take the fight out of Arnault, who bowed his head in defeat. “45 67 89 10.” He mumbled weakly.

Tina immediately switched the phone onto speaker mode and punched in the number. “Make certain to keep him talking,” she said as it rang. “Just stick to the story we agreed upon.”

After a few moments there was a click and a voice spoke. “Yes.”

“It is Arnault.”

“This had better be important,” the voice as described was an almost stereotypical Texan drawl like something out of an American Western. “You know I don’t take kindly to surprise calls. Please tell me there’s an update on the whereabouts of that Graci lady?”

“No it is not that,” Arnault responded, forehead already growing sweaty from stress. “I think I have been compromised.”

A pause. “What makes you say that? There’s been nothing on our end indicating the surviving FBI agents suspect you and if the Prefecture was onto you I think they would have shared it with Kramer at least.”

“Not by them,” Arnault said, trying to speak slowly without being too obvious about it to buy time, “I think it must be Barinov’s people. I was attacked earlier this evening. Some men jumped me and I only just managed to get away.”

“It was probably just some Arab trash out of the banlieues looking to roll you for your pocket change. You’re overreacting.”

“Arab trash who speak in Russian?” Arnault’s voice took on a note of panic, clearly worried whoever was on the other end of the line was about to hang up. “One of whom was the very image of Volkov? I am sure you will believe me that that man is hard to misplace.”

Another pause. “Let’s say I believe you. I’m not entirely sure where this becomes my problem. If you really have drawn this kind of attention to yourself, it seems to me like our little business arrangement has simply come to a conclusion.”

It sounded like whoever it was on the other end of the call was indeed about to terminate it. Dasha’s eyes flew to Boris. The man raised his hand and spun his finger through the air in an instantly recognisable gesture. They needed more time.

This was not lost on Arnault either. “I will talk! Do you hear? If you do not help I will go straight to the Prefecture and tell them everything.”

For a moment there was silence and Dasha feared the man had indeed hung up. To her relief the drawling voice returned. “I don’t take kindly to threats, especially empty ones. The only thing you can tell your colleagues is your own part in all this.”

“I can tell them names and dates,” Arnault shot back, “all for crimes you had me assist with. Plus records of the payments you sent me. It certainly would add some credibility to Mademoiselle Graci’s accusations. I may not particularly like her boss, Monsieur Kramer, but I suspect he might be more than willing to lend an ear to what I have to say.”

“You don’t know who you're messing with, you damn frog.” There was a definite note of anger in the voice now. Which was fine, so long as he kept talking. “You think the FBI can protect you from us? They couldn’t even protect their own. I assure you, breathe one word to anyone and there isn’t a corner on God’s green earth where we won’t find you.”

“So it seems I am dead either way?” Arnault spat back. “If that is to be the case I may as well cause you a headache in the process. I suspect your boss, whoever they are, may not be pleased if the FBI began wondering if Mademoiselle Graci’s wild theories were in fact not so wild. It could lead to awkward questions, especially if I were to have a tragically convenient accident.”

Silence followed then the familiar drawl returned. “We should play cards sometime, Arnault. You sure can play a weak hand well. Okay, where are you? I’ll send my people to collect you.”

At Dasha’s glance, Boris held up his thumb and forefinger so they were almost touching but not quite. They needed just a little more time.

Arnault gave a fake, very exaggerated chuckle that he drew out for far longer than necessary, trying to buy them some. “Do you take me for a fool? Non, you will not get me so easily. I do not need your assistance for an extraction, certainly not one that will end in me lying in some unmarked grave with a bullet in my brain. I need money. Lots of it. Enough that I can disappear somewhere that neither you or Madam Barinov will ever find me. Get that to me and I will do the rest.”

An irritated grunt came through the phone. “That’ll take time, Arnault. I don’t walk around with that kind of cash and I’ll need at least a few days to have them send it to me in a way that wouldn’t arouse any suspicions.”

Boris held up his hand in a thumbs up gesture. Relief surged through Dasha. They had it.

Judging by his face, Arnault’s relief rivalled Dasha's. “Fine, I will be safe where I am holed up now for a day or so. Do not take too long, or I may be tempted to go speak with Monsieur Kramer and take my chances with him.”

The phone went dead with a click.

“Do we have the location?” Dasha asked Boris as Arnault sagged in his chair.

“Da, it is an address in Le Blanc-Mesnil.”

“Find out what we can about it and get some of our people there to take a look at it.”

Dasha turned her attention back to Arnault. “And now there is the matter of you.”

Arnault paled. “What do you mean? You said -”

“I said I would kill you if you did not cooperate. Anything beyond that which you assumed is on you,” Dasha said without sympathy.

“Dasha,” Tina, who had been quiet till now, spoke up.

“What choice do we have?” Dasha turned to face the American woman. “Let him go? So he can immediately go running to his friend on the other end of the phone and tell him what really has transpired here?”

Tina said nothing, but from her face she was clearly wavering.

“I helped you!” Arnault all but howled, beginning to struggle against his bonds in vain as he saw Mischa step towards him.

“You sought to help yourself,” Dasha said dismissively, eyes still on Tina.

“Mademoiselle Graci!” Arnault desperately turned to Tina. “You are an officer of the law, the same as I. You cannot allow this. I have done wrong but I should face proper justice!”

At those words Tina stiffened. Dasha watched with interest and made no move to interfere as she stepped over to Arnault and knelt down so their faces were level.

“Do you know who else were officers of the law?” Tina’s voice was uncharacteristically icy. “My colleagues in that safehouse. The ones you sold out to line your own pocket. Just like you sold out how many others each time you passed information or ensured no awkward questions were asked afterwards. How many times? How many lives? Maybe this isn’t my first choice of justice, but it’s justice still, for all of them.”

“Please!” Arnault begged, still bucking uselessly at the tape binding his limbs.

Tiny ignored him and straightened then turned away. She met Dasha’s gaze. “Make it quick.”

“Sdelay eto!” Dasha said to Mischa.

Before Arnault could even react, Mischa had the shears in his hand once more and stabbed them deeply into the side of the Frenchman's neck. Dasha saw Tina’s face flinch as she heard the horrible gurgling sound that Arnault made as blood began spurting from his wound and dribbling from his mouth, but the black haired woman quickly suppressed it. After only a few seconds Arnault gave one final gasp and went still.

“Dump the body somewhere suitably safe,” Dasha ordered and then stepped close to Tina. “Are you alright?” She asked softly.

“I’m fine,” Tina said tensely, but seeing the genuine concern in Dasha’s eyes she let out a huff. “Really, I’m okay. Thanks for asking though. What do we do now?”

“First, we wait to hear back what my people find when they check out the location the call was received at and hope that our mysterious Texan was not out taking a stroll when he picked up. After that, we begin planning.”


Chapter Fifteen - Another Kind of Confession

“SPASIBO, DO SVIDANIYA,” Dasha said and then clicked her phone off.  She looked up from where she was lounging on the bed. “It seems we are in luck and the call came from some commercial building. I will see if we can run down who owns it but I suspect it will be some random shell company that tells us nothing.”

“Hmmmmm,” Tina said as she paced distractedly back and forth before the bed, only half listening.

“Tina?”

“What? Oh sorry,” Tina stopped in her tracks and looked at Dasha sheepishly. Seizing on the welcome distraction she went on. “If we’re certain that is the place the call came from, why wait?”

Dasha frowned. “That would be rash. We will scope it out more thoroughly in the morning and hopefully if I can make contact with Muammar he can get his hands on blueprints giving the layout of the building.”

It was Tina’s turn to frown and she began pacing again. “What if we wait too long and whoever is there closes up shop and disappears?”

“I think that is unlikely,” Dasha replied. “The fact whoever is there has not already done so makes me suspect they are remaining to tie up loose ends. You most prominently, though I imagine if they see the chance to take me out as well they will seize it.”

“This is our only lead, Dasha. If we lose this we have nothing -”

“Tina!”

Dasha’s voice cut her off and Tina looked over at her.

The blonde woman patted the bed beside her. “Will you please sit down? You have been pacing ever since we got back and I worry it will wear a hole into the floor if you continue.”

The other woman’s voice made it clear it was a request, not a command, but Tina still obediently walked over and sank onto the mattress.

Dasha continued to look at her unblinkingly. “Will you please talk to me, malen’kiy? Is everything alright? If what happened before -”

“No!” Tina said a little too quickly, her mind immediately filled with images of snipped fingers and the gurgles of a dying man all of which she had been trying very much not to think of. “No, it’s okay Dasha. I can’t say it exactly made for the most romantic second date, but you were right that what happened was necessary. I can’t even say anything took me by surprise. Volkov is known as ‘the Snipper’ for a reason after all.”

“I admit to being impressed that your information is so detailed,” Dasha said in a slightly joking tone, thankfully picking up on Tina’s cues that she wanted to be distracted from what had just happened instead of talking about it. “I would not have expected the FBI to bother learning the nom de plume of a mere Russian gangster.”

“A mere Russian gangster who is your closest associate,” Tina rolled her eyes. “From what I could tell he’s been linked to you from when you first reemerged in connection with the Russian mob during the job in Milan.”

“I was a small player in those days,” Dasha replied, but then her own eyes narrowed and filled with an inscrutable look that nonetheless made Tina suddenly want to shiver. “A very small player. Hardly enough to have been on the radar of the FBI at the time.”

“Well, you became a very big one,” Tina said lightly, “big enough that I made it my business to learn everything I could about you….to try and catch you of course.”

“Hmmmmm,” Dasha hummed almost playfully. “Is that all, Agent Valentina? To me this is beginning to sound like something a bit more than professional thoroughness. In fact it almost sounds like an obsession.”

“I-I don’t know what you mean,” Tina stuttered, suddenly noticing how Dasha seemed to be leaning closer to her.

“Oh, why do I feel the lady doth protest too much?” Dasha said with a wicked grin. She leaned even closer, so her lips were suddenly inches from one of Tina’s ears. She felt a gust of hot breath envelope it and avoided moaning with the greatest difficulty as the blonde went on in a low whisper. “Next you will be telling me that you have dreamed about me.”

That came a little too close to home and Tina felt her cheeks suddenly growing hot. “N-no.”

Dasha tisked and drew back so she could look Tina straight in the eyes, her own suddenly filled with a wicked look that made Tina’s entire body tingle. “My my, that was a very quick denial, Agent Valentina. I may not be up to the standards of the vaunted FBI, but my instincts when it comes to interrogation make me wonder if I am on to something. Perhaps you have not dreamed about me, but have you….fantasized about me? Perhaps even touched yourself while doing so?”

That definitely hit too close to home and Tina found she couldn’t speak, her throat suddenly so very dry. Her cheeks grew so hot she wondered if they would burst into flames and she could no longer meet Dasha’s eyes. Dipping her own down, she found herself staring at the other woman’s lips. Had they always looked so plump and inviting?

“And now you are so quiet? I asked you a question, Agent Valentina. Very well, I have ways of making you talk.”

In the next moment, Tina felt strong hands grabbing her. Before she could react with anything more than a squeak she found herself hauled over Dasha’s lap, head down and bum jutting up in the air.

She felt Dasha’s hands unbuckling her jeans. “Dasha -”

SLAP!

Tina hissed at a flash of pain, felt even through the denim padding of her jeans, as Dasha brought her hand down across her bum cheeks. “You forget yourself, Agent Valentina. Is that how you address me?”

“No mistress,” Tina said as she felt her jeans being tugged down her bottom and slide down her legs so they were around her ankles. “I’m sorry, mistress.”

“Better,” Dasha purred. “You have been very naughty, malen’kiy, trying to hide things from your mistress. If you are going to lie and evade my questions, I shall have to do what is necessary to correct that.”

“Mistress, wait!”

Dasha instantly paused. “Tina, do you not want this? If that is the case my malen’kiy and I misjudged I am sorry -”

“No mistress,” Tina said quickly. Stopping was the last thing she wanted Dasha to do. This was just the distraction she needed. “My handcuffs. They’re in the back pocket of my jeans.”

“I see you went out on our little adventure prepared, Agent Valentina. Good girl,” Dasha crooned, slipping back into Mistress mode; Tina felt a happy tingle run through her at the praising words. “Let us now put them to good use.”

Dasha reached down and fished the handcuffs out of Tina’s jeans where they were pooled on the floor around her ankles. The clicking sound of the cuffs being locked into place around her wrists rang in Tina’s ears and as she felt the cold steel against her skin a shiver of delight ran down her spine and seemed to shoot straight to her pussy which ached in approval; she was shocked by how wet she already was and Dasha had hardly even touched her. Underneath the sweater she was still wearing her nipples were rock hard with arousal.

“Malen’kiy, have I mentioned what a lovely bum you have? It is so round and plump and just begging to be spanked,” Dasha said with a hot voice as one of her hands rubbed itself lightly over both generous globes. Tina gave a ragged groan at the touch. Her mistress’s fingertips almost seemed to be scorching her skin through the fabric of her panties, a rather plain looking white cotton set. Tina immediately found herself wishing she had worn something sexier. Not that Dasha seemed to mind judging by how her hand continued to caress itself over both perky bum cheeks.

As one hand cupped one perky cheek, Dasha’s other settled on the small of her back just above where her bum began to swell out from her waist. “So, Agent Valentina, are you prepared to confess? Admit to having fantasized about me?”

“I have no idea what you mean, mistress,” Tina said, trying to keep her voice innocent, almost demure, in contrast to the excitement racing through her veins. Struck by sudden inspiration, she actually wiggled her bum suggestively.

She was rewarded by a slight hitch of breath from the other woman. “And now you tease me in addition to lying. Very well, I did warn you.”

SLAP!

As Dasha lifted her hand up and brought it down across Tina’s bum the smacking sound filled her ears. A flash of pain followed and Tina stifled a ragged groan that welled up in her throat even as she felt her clitoris tighten in approval and the ache in her cunt deepen.

SLAP!

Dasha spanked her again, even harder than before, this time on the opposite bum cheek she had struck before. More stinging pain. Tina gritted her teeth to bite down the whelp that it inspired.

A murmur of approval came from Dasha. “Still you refuse to talk, Agent Valentina. I am not one to back down from a challenge however.”

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

A rain of blows came down upon Tina’s rear, Dasha alternatively striking one bum cheek and then the other at a measured pace. Her mistress was holding nothing back now, it seemed, and the American woman felt her eyes growing wet with tears as her bottom was spanked again and again; the olive toned skin was already beginning to grow red from the abuse. Tina fought the urge to groan aloud from the pain, still doggedly remaining silent in the unspoken contest she was engaged in with Dasha, but it was becoming more and more difficult. The need to do so was rivalled only by the urge to moan hotly in pleasure from the arousal in her body that the pain was stoking.

SLAP!

Suddenly, Dasha changed tactics and spanked her hand across the tops of Tina’s thighs where it met her bum. Taken by surprise from this unexpected blow, Tina could not stop the strangled cry that slipped from her lips as pain radiated through the tender flesh there. “Aaargh!”

“She speaks!” Dasha crooned triumphantly, voice hot with delight. “What a lovely sound, Agent Valentina. Are you ready to say more?”

Tina was silent even as she felt her body shudder over the way Dasha’s hand was rubbing itself over the hot cheeks of her bum, soothing the inflamed flesh. It felt so good! It almost made Tina want Dasha to cease spanking her and instead simply touch her. Almost.

Dasha tisked playfully. “Very well, malen’kiy. The sound of your pained cry was true music to my ears, so if you still will not talk I will be more than happy to hear that again!”

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

The blows rained down on Tina’s poor bum again. Dasha now began varying her strikes, peppering the entire area of Tina’s rear with random spanks. There was no pattern to them now. Sometimes her mistress struck one pert bum cheek and then the other, sometimes she spanked the same one multiple times in a row. Sometimes she would bring her hand down two, three, or even four times in rapid succession while on others she would leave Tina waiting in suspense for long moments, wondering when the next blow would fall.

Tears spilled from Tina’s eyes and ran in burning little trails down her cheeks as her bum quickly became bright red and hot to touch, sobbing from the pain between breathless gasps and groans. They were interspersed, however, with increasingly loud moans of delight as the arousal in her cunt grew in tandem with the agony in her bum.

However, her frustration was also growing. Her vagina was a hot, burning mess, desperate to be touched. Oh how Tina wanted to be touched there. Dasha showed no signs of doing so, however, and with her hands cuffed behind her back Tina could not take matters into her own hands. All she could do was lie across Dasha’s lap, sobbing and groaning and moaning, as her mistress continued to spank her.

One final slap of Dasha’s hand rained down on Tina’s poor, abused bum and then she stopped. Tina tensed for a moment, expecting another blow, but then relaxed even as she continued to sob snottily in equal parts from the pain and frustration. She tried to keep her trembling body still, realising that when she wiggled it made her nipples, rock hard and so very sensitive, rub against the padding of her bra which felt wonderful but seemed to shoot straight to her pussy, making it ache with unfulfilled arousal harder than ever. Even the gentle, caressing touch of Dasha’s hand resting on the small of her back as it rubbed small, comforting circles on her skin seemed to make her pussy throb in both equal parts appreciation and frustration.

“Good girl, Agent Valentina!” Dasha’s voice, low and brimming with heat, filled Tina’s ears. “How strong you are, malen’kiy, taking your spanking like the good girl you are. Now are you ready to be a good girl for me and confess?”

Even as Tina’s insides fluttered in delight at Dasha’s praise she remained silent. Part of her was still more than a little stubbornly embarrassed at the idea of admitting just how obsessed she had been with the other woman and the direction that obsession had taken, even if only recently. Another part of her was simply aching to find out what it was Dasha would do if she continued to hold out.

She did not have to wait long. “Still defiant I see. Perhaps I am taking the wrong approach with you, malen’kiy?”

A moment later Tina felt Dasha’s fingers touch her inner thigh and she gasped aloud. The caresses of the fingers were light and teasing, almost feathery, with little more than the Russian woman’s fingertips brushing themselves over her soft skin. It still made Tina want to groan in delight nonetheless and she gritted her teeth to avoid doing so.

“Why Agent Valentina, you are soaking!” Dasha purred in delight. “All from simply having that luscious bum of yours spanked. Good girl. Very good girl. Responding to your mistress so.”

Heart pounding in her chest, Tina shuddered as she felt Dasha’s fingers run up her inner thigh and reach her pelvis. She could not stop the whine of disappointment when her mistress did not go further and instead toyingly ran her fingers along the edge of her cotton panties where they reached the cleft where her pelvis met her thigh.

“You sound distressed, malen’kiy,” Dasha said smugly as her fingers slowly ran down the edge of one side of Tina’s panties and then back up the other one, so close to where Tina desperately wanted to be touched but not quite there. “Are you not enjoying my attention?”

“Yes mistress,” Tina panted breathlessly as she wiggled her hips to try and bring her aching pussy into contact with Dasha’s fingers, “but please mistress….touch me….”

“But I am touching you,” Dasha laughed tauntingly, easily evading Tina’s efforts. “Is it not enough?”

“No mistress!” Tina moaned, her vagina clenching in frustration at Dasha's continued neglect. “Please mistress….touch my pussy!”

“So greedy!” Dasha tutted, fingers still tracing around the edges of Tina’s panties in a teasing fashion. “But perhaps I shall give you a little taste of what it is you want. It may incentivise you to confess.”

Tina gave a heated groan as she felt Dasha’s hand between her legs lightly ghost itself over her panty covered vagina. The thin cotton material was so soaked with her aroused pussy juices that it was practically moulded to the swollen, puffy lips of her slit. It felt wonderful yet not enough at the same time and Tina unthinkingly rocked her hips forward seeking more contact. Needing more contact. But Dasha withdrew her hand before the American woman’s advance, denying her this even as her fingers continued to run over her cunt in the same devilishly light manner.

“Please….” Tina begged tearfully, even as her body shuddered in delight at the cruel teasing it was being subjected to. Oh, this was what she wanted. What she needed. “Mistress please….I need more….”

“I know what you need, malen’kiy,” Dasha’s finger began to circle itself around Tina’s clit, the little bundle of nerves pulsating madly as it remained untouched. “Is this not what you want? What you have dreamed of? Fantasized of? Me dominating you. Making you submit to me. Doing all the dirty, wicked things to you that you have always wanted.”

Yes! The word rang through Tina’s mind but she did not say it. “Please.” She whimpered pitifully.

And then Tina gave a wild moan as she felt Dasha’s finger brush over her clitoris. The little bud throbbed in approval. It felt so good. She then groaned in protest when the finger quickly withdrew and began teasingly circling once again. “Did you like that, Agent Valentina?”

“Yes mistress!” Tina sobbed breathlessly. “Please mistress….don’t tease me….”

“But I enjoy teasing you,” Dasha simpered, her finger again briefly rubbing itself over Tina’s clit and eliciting another groan. “You are so enticing like this, all pent up and frustrated, I simply cannot help myself, malen’kiy.”

Despite her words, Dasha again sought out Tina’s clitoris, skilled fingers caressing the little bud through the soaked material of her panties. As the little bundle of nerves tightened deliciously in approval, Tina’s moans became louder. Her hips jerked and rocked almost of their own volition as she sought to grind herself against Dasha’s hand and this time her mistress made no move to stop her; her palm rubbed itself over the black haired woman’s vagina even as her fingers continued their assault on her clit.

Tina felt the most wonderful pressure building between her legs within the depth of her cunt and redoubled her efforts to hump herself against Dasha’s hand as she sensed her orgasm coming. Her efforts were yielding diminishing returns, however, as her mistress’s caresses were beginning to slacken, grow lighter and fainter.

“Mistress!” Tina said frantically. “Please, I’m so close….I need your fingers!”

“And you have them, Agent Valentina,” Dasha chuckled darkly. “If you want to cum so badly, I suggest you do so while you still can.”

Spurred on by those ominous words, Tina redoubled her efforts, rocking her hips desperately. This did not help much, unfortunately, as the palm of Dasha’s hand removed itself from her cunt. Now the only thing touching her was the Russian woman’s fingers, just barely fluttering themselves over her throbbing clit through her pussy juice drenched panties. It seemed to be enough, however, if only barely, and Tina felt a wonderful wave in her vagina build and begin to crest.

“Please mistress,” Tina sobbed. “I’m right there….I’m about to….please may I cum?”

And then just as Tina teetered at the very edge of climax Dasha’s fingers vanished.

“NO!” Tina wailed as her pussy spasmed in frustrated protest. She strained desperately, trying to push herself over the edge by willpower alone, but of course it was futile. As she felt her orgasm begin to slip away, she bucked down with her hips in desperation to try and rub herself against Dasha’s knees, but her mistress caught her in a vice-like grip and lifted her up, ensuring nothing made contact with her burning pussy.

“Please mistress, I was so close!” Tina blubbered snottily, fresh tears running down her cheeks. “Please let me cum! I want to cum so badly!”

“Do you, Agent Valentina?” The delight in Dasha’s voice was very evident. “If that is the case can I take it you are finally willing to talk?”

Tina’s resolve crumbled. “Yes….Yes mistress, I have fantasized about you. I….I’ve touched myself thinking about you….imagining submitting to you….”

“What a naughty girl you have been, Agent Valentina!” Dasha crooned in triumph. “Thinking such naughty thoughts. Though I admit your confession is also flattering. Perhaps my naughty girl has earned herself a reward.”

Tina’s happiness at Dasha’s last words turned to disappointment when instead of resuming touching her pussy her mistress prodded her off of her lap and onto her feet.

“On the bed, malen’kiy,” Dasha said as she rose to her feet. “On your knees if you please, like a good girl.”

Somewhat awkwardly given the handcuffs securing her wrists behind her back, Tina obediently climbed up onto the bed and sat down on her haunches. Her eyes followed Dasha as the blonde walked around to the front of the bed towards one of the side tables. Reaching her destination, Tina’s mistress looked over her shoulder and met the other woman’s eyes and flashed a wicked smile. Her hands reached down for the hem of her sweater.

Tina could feel her heart thudding in her chest as Dasha pulled the wooly material up to reveal tanned skin. The other woman made a teasing show of it, slowly shimming the sweater up her back and off of her shoulders before pulling it over her head with a playful toss of her hair. Reaching behind her back, she unclipped her bra and dropped it to the floor to free her breasts, though they remained hidden from view much to Tina’s disappointment.

Clearly revelling in the mesmerized way that Tina was staring at her with rapt attention, Dasha’s hands went to her jeans and unbuttoned them before inching them down her hips and then peeling them down her long, slender legs. Now standing in nothing but her silky panties, Dasha slowly and teasingly slid them down her bum so they pooled on the floor around her ankles leaving her totally naked. Tina felt her cunt clench in appreciation at the sight.

Turning her head away, Dasha pulled open the top drawer of the side table and reached inside. Tina’s eyes went wide as her mistress’s hands emerged holding a leather harness with a rubber dildo hanging from it.

Quickly and efficiently, Dasha stepped into the harness and buckled it tightly around her wide hips. Once done she turned back around and began walking back towards the foot of the bed. Tina hungrily eyes the rubber phallus jutting out in the air almost lewdly from the Russian woman’s pelvis, her pussy positively humming in delight at the anticipation of what her mistress clearly intended.

Climbing up onto the bed beside Tina, Dasha gave a quick slap to the other woman’s bum. “Face down, Valentina. Present yourself to me.”

Tina eagerly bent over so her face was pressed onto the mattress. Tossing her long, black tresses aside, she twisted her head to one side to look over her shoulder and batted her eyelashes enticingly. “Like this, mistress?”

SLAP!

Stinging pain filled one of her bum cheeks as Dasha spanked her again, harder than before. “Do not be coy with me, malen’kiy.”

“What? Coy? Never, mistress!” Tina pouted and wiggled her hips in a teasing fashion.

Pleasure filled her at the way Dasha’s eyes darkened with arousal as they drank in the sight and she gave a low growl. “Oh, you are asking for it now, Valentina, and you are going to get it.”

Dasha grabbed at Tina’s white panties and pulled them down to her knees, revealing her cunt. Tina felt her cheeks blush at the hungry, almost predatory way her mistress eyed her now bare vagina. Her swollen, engorged pussy ached harder than ever, though, and her own eyes dipped down to stare at Dasha’s rubber cock, her mind racing with the thought of the other woman taking it and plunging it in her to the very hilt.

One of Dasha’s hands gripped Tina’s hip, long nails biting into the soft skin. Tina gasped from the pain but it flew straight to her cunt, which was positively dripping in anticipation of her mistress’s cock. Her arousal only grew as Dasha’s other hand fisted itself around the base of the rubber shaft of her dildo and lined it up at the entrance to her vagina; she moaned aloud as the bulbed tips teasingly rubbed itself along the length of her slit.

For one long moment Dasha made no attempt to take things further, staring down at Tina with a wicked gleam in her eyes. Then almost without warning her hips surged forward and slammed against Tina’s backside as she plunged her rubber penis past silken gates of her labia lips into the wet tunnel beyond.

Tina actually howled in delight as she felt the dildo press home within her vagina and her body shuddered as a wonderful feeling of fullness filled her. Again, Dasha paused  briefly, clearly wishing to make certain Tina had properly adjusted to the considerable girth of her dildo and was comfortable taking the full length of it. Then, seemingly satisfied, she quickly pulled back with her hips until only the bulbed tip of her cock remained inside before thrusting forward once again so she was buried to the very hilt.

“Oooooh!” Tina gave a ragged groan of delight. “Thank you, mistress….your cock, it feels so good….thank you!”

Dasha quickly fell into a furious rhythm as she fucked Tina with her cock at a rapid pace. The sound of bare skin slapping against bare skin filled the bedroom as her hips pounded themselves against the other woman’s bum with each powerful thrust. Tina, for her part, was moaning ever more hotly with each new thrust; her inner vaginal walls clenched themselves around the rubber shaft of her mistress’s strapon as she tried to eke every last little bit of delightful friction out of it that she could. It felt so good.

Then the rapidly building pleasure within her body was cut off in its tracks as Dasha thrust forward once again so her cock was sheathed entirely inside of Tina’s pussy and then she stopped. For a moment Tina did not notice, lost as she was in the ecstasy coursing through her veins, but then she realised what had happened and her previous delight turned to horror.

“Nooooooo!” Tina wailed. “Mistress, please….why did you stop….please don’t stop!”

“I wonder why it is I am doing all of the work here, Valentina,” Dasha tisked. “That is rather lazy of you, malen’kiy, would you not agree?”

Her mistress’s hands, till now resting lightly on Tina’s hips, gave a little nudge for emphasis. Tina took the hint and began rocking herself backwards and forwards, bouncing herself on Dasha’s cock. With her hands still cuffed behind her back this was a little awkward as she had nothing to brace herself with and soon Tina was grunting from the effort, beads of sweat running down her forehead.

She was rewarded though by a renewed surge of pleasure that bubbled up inside of her pussy. As she continued to pound her hips back upon Dasha with greater speed and force, Tina stared up at the other woman, mesmerised by the smouldering look on her face. Dasha for her part was staring unblinkingly down at the sight of her cock plunging in and out of Tina’s vagina, eyes filled with clear relish.

It did not take long for Tina to find herself once again on the brink of what promised to be a truly explosive orgasm; her clitoris was already tightening in the most delicious way in anticipation. “Mistress,” she panted breathlessly, “I’m….I’m about to cum….please mistress….please let me cum this time….”

Immediately Dasha’s hands suddenly turned to iron and tightened their previously light grip on Tina’s hips, holding her in place and stopping her from moving. “No!”

“Pleeeeeaaaaase!” Tina squealed in torment. “Please mistress…..please I’ll do anything….please let me cum!”

Her words seem to fall on deaf ears and Dasha did not release her grip, even as Tina struggled fruitlessly against it as she tried desperately to move. She was close. So close. Even the tiniest bit of stimulation would surely be enough to tip her over into the release she so desperately wanted.

Her efforts came to nothing and as the last traces of her orgasm slipped away Tina went limp in defeat and let out a snotty, sobbing moan, tears slipping from her eyes and trailing down her cheeks.

Then she felt something soft and warm pressed up against her and realised it was Dasha; she could feel the heat of her mistress’s body even through the thick fabric of the sweater still covering the upper half of her own. The Russian woman nuzzled her face into the crook of her neck, planting soft, wet kisses on the skin.

“Mistress,” Tina whimpered.

“Poor Valentina,” Dasha cut her off, her voice dripping with faux sympathy that did not completely hide the undercurrent of hot delight beneath it. “You sound so frustrated, malen’kiy. So pent up.”

“Y-yes,” Tina sniffled.

“Good,” there was no hiding the delight in Dasha’s voice now, “I like my good girl frustrated and pent up, eager for whatever it is that I choose to give her. And I think you enjoy it also, Valentina, for all your tears and pleas. This is what you want. What you need.”

Dasha’s hands crept around to Tina’s front as she spoke, pulling up her sweater and tucking down the front pads of her bra to bare her breasts. The American woman groaned aloud as she felt her mistress’s fingers on her nipples. Pinching them. Plucking them. Rolling the hard, protruding nubbins between her fingers.

She could hear Dasha groaning as well as she did this and felt the other woman grinding and humping herself against the rubber base of the dildo still buried deep within her vagina. She could feel the vibrations as it made the shaft of the phallus wiggle and shift. While Tina could not honestly say the sensation was unpleasant, far from it in fact, it was only adding to the burning frustration of her still denied pussy.

“Mistress please,” Tina pleaded, “I want to cum….I wanna cum so badly.”

“You plead so pitifully, malen’kiy. It is like such a delight to hear,” Dasha purred. “Still, you have been a good girl for me. Perhaps you have earned your reward.”

Dasha reared back up and Tina moaned aloud in pleasure as her mistress began rocking her hips back and forth again. Strong hands gripped her own and began guiding them, urging Tina to thrust back in time with Dasha’s own forward ones. Tina was all too happy to oblige, shuddering and moaning as the strapon pounded her cunt again and again.

It was Dasha who was grunting from her efforts now, hips cantering in a frenzy like she was a wild animal as she fucked Tina. Rutted Tina. Mounted her. Pounded her. The sound filled Tina’s ears, along with the slapping of naked, sweaty skin against naked, sweaty skin and the erotic squelching of the dildo gliding in and out of the wet folds of her pussy.

Tina could feel the same delightful pressure building within her pussy once again. Her clit was rock hard to the point of pain. Her nipples elongated little dark pebbles that sent spasms of pleasure through her body each time they brushed against the silky duvet beneath her as she continued to thrust her hips back and forth in time with Dasha. She was close. So close. Her orgasm probably only moments away.

Gasping breathlessly, Tina somehow made herself speak. “Mistress….I’m going to cum….please may I cum?”

“Not yet….” Dasha groaned, her voice strained and heavy. “Soon malen’kiy, I promise….but hold it for me a little longer….”

“Mistress, please,” Tina sobbed, “I….I don’t think I can….”

“You can and you will!” Dasha’s voice hardened, the warning in it clear.

Balling her hands up into fists so tight her knuckles went white, Tina fought to hold back the climax that seemed to be inevitable. Her entire body throbbed in protest, not caring what it was Dasha wanted and straining desperately to tip over the enticing edge it felt like it was teetering on the very brink of. Every second seemed to last an eternity.

And then Dasha began pistoning her hips as if she suddenly had become possessed. “Da….DA….cum with me Tina….cum with me now!”

Tina doubted she could have stopped even if her life had depended upon it. A mad scream flew from her lips as pleasure burst from her vagina and flooded through her body. Behind her she heard Dasha howl in triumph. She pumped herself against the strapon with everything she had even as her mistress ground her own cunt against the rubber base. Her head spun from the pleasure and for a moment Tina actually thought she was about to pass out.

And then it ended and Tina collapsed face first onto the bed, body utterly spent. She felt the heavy weight of Dasha on top of her, cock still lewdly impaled deep within her cunt, and a moment later her mistress’s hand gently but insistently was twisting her face to one side so she was facing her.

Warm, plump lips pressed up against her own in a kiss. It was a soft, gentle little thing, almost chaste, but it made Tina shudder in delight all the same; somehow it felt more intimate than everything they had just done.

“Did you enjoy your reward, Valentina?” Dasha said.

“Yes, mistress,” Tina said, head still spinning.

A mischievous look appeared in Dasha’s eyes. “Was it as good as the fantasy?”

“Better mistress,” Tina said faintly, the spinning only seemed to be getting worse. Her body seemed to be trembling as well. She put two and two together and realised everything was pointing towards an emerging case of sub-drop. “Mistress….” Words were becoming difficult.

Dasha’s eyes went wide, somehow understanding what Tina was trying to say. She immediately pulled away and Tina whined in dismay, the sudden lack of the other woman’s comforting presence making everything worse. A moment later, however, she heard a clicking sound and felt the handcuffs disappear from her wrists and realised her mistress had only been retrieving the keys from the pockets of her jeans.

Hands now freed, Tina instinctively reached for Dasha as she lay back down beside her. The other woman wrapped her arms around her and pulled her close. Tina returned the embrace, clinging to Dasha almost desperately, almost as if she wished to disappear into the soothing warmth she was enveloped in.

“It is alright, Tina,” Dasha said, softly stroking her long, black hair, “I have you.”

Tina simply buried her face into Dasha’s chest and tried to take long, slow breaths. A sense of calm and safety enveloped her and gradually her body stopped trembling and her head ceased to spin.

“Better, malen’kiy?”

“Yes, mistress,” Tina said and then gave a loud yawn. “I’m sorry, mistress!”

Dasha planted a soft kiss on the top of Tina’s head. “Sleep if you need to.”


Chapter Sixteen - Staking Out An Idea

AS TINA BEGAN to wake up the first thing she noticed was that she was cuddled up against something soft and warm that she instinctively realised was Dasha. The other woman felt lovely and without thinking she snuggled herself even closer to her. Judging by the light, or rather the lack of light, it must still have been very early. Tina idly wondered why she had woken.

The next thing she noticed was a voice. “Net, pozhaluysta….mama….papa….pozhaluysta….”

It was Dasha’s voice, Tina realised. Blinking the sleep from her eyes she saw Dasha’s face was twisted into an unpleasant expression as she muttered and mumbled in Russian.

“Dasha,” Tina said softly as she gently shook the other woman, wanting to wake her up from the nightmare she was clearly in the grips of without shocking her too badly. “Dasha….wake up….you’re having a bad dream….Dasha!”

With a gasp Dasha jerked awake. Her eyes darted around wildly in what was clearly a disoriented state.

“It’s okay,” Tina reached out with her hand. “It was just a dream.”

Tina cupped her hand against the side of Dasha’s cheek and for a moment the other woman flinched. But then she relaxed and let out a long breath. “Sorry.”

“There’s no need to apologize,” Tina said reassuringly. “We all have nightmares sometimes. I have them myself.”

Dasha nodded, clearly only half listening, but her body visibly relaxed.

Tina hesitated for a moment, unsure if she wanted to ask, but then went on. “Do you want to talk about it? It’s okay if you don’t,” she said quickly when she felt Dasha stiffen, “but if it’ll help I’m here.”

At first Dasha didn’t answer. Just when Tina began to think she wasn’t going to, she heard the other woman’s voice.

“It was the night my family died. I….I had already gone to bed when it happened. I wasn’t asleep, just lying on my bed listening to music. Suddenly all of the lights vanished and I realised the power had gone out.”

That sounded eerily familiar. Dasha rolled over onto her side so she was facing Tina, though she didn’t seem able to meet her eyes. Despite brimming with curiosity, Tina didn’t say anything, sensing this was something Dasha needed to say on her own terms.

“That’s when I heard it. Gunshots. Real ones. They sound so different to what you hear on tv. Papa had told me since I was little - well more little - what I was to do if something like this happened. There was a safe room in the dacha where we all were supposed to go. But I panicked and just hid underneath my bed.”

“You were only twelve,” Tina said softly, still lightly stroking her fingers across Dasha’s cheek.

Dasha snorted. “Ironically it was my foolishness that saved my life. The assassins….somehow they knew and my mother….my brothers….they were waiting for them. Of course at the time I had no way of knowing. I was just hiding under that bed. That’s when I heard the voices. American voices. They must have realised I was not with the rest of my….and they came looking.”

Tina could not even imagine what that must have been like. The most frightening experience from her own childhood had been getting caught by her parents sneaking back into the house past curfew after going to a party. Part of her wanted nothing more than to console Dasha, but she couldn’t find the words.

Luckily it seemed what Dasha really needed from her was to simply listen. “Of course under the bed was the first place they thought to look. Before I knew it I felt someone grabbing my leg and I was hauled out into the open before I could even think to scream. All I could do was close my eyes and wait for what I was certain would be death.”

At those words Dasha’s eyes closed and for a moment she said nothing, clearly lost in the memory of what she described. “But death did not come. I heard gunshots, but realised I was still alive. It was Mischa, though at the time I only knew him as one of my father’s guards….the first time he saved my life, though not the last….he got me out and to safety, or the closest to safety I would ever be after that night.”

“You didn’t actually have to recruit him did you?” Tina asked.

Dasha shook her head. “As far as the world was concerned after that night, Dasha Barinov was dead along with the rest of her family. Letting the world keep thinking that was the easiest way for Mischa to keep me safe afterwards and that was what mattered to him, I think he saw it as his way of atoning for failing to protect the rest of my family. The mafia was the natural place for someone of his talents to find employment. I do not think he intended for me to do the same.”

“Why did you then?” Tina’s eyes narrowed with interest.

“I wanted more than to just survive. I wanted….” Dasha trailed off for a moment, clearly trying to find the right words. “Justice. Revenge. Just to know who it was who had decided my family should die and for what. And for that I would need more resources than one former member of my father’s security detail, however loyal he might be.”

The Russian woman’s eyes met Tina’s almost defiantly, almost as if she was expecting condemnation for what she had just said. Tina made herself consider what she had learned; try and put herself in the other woman’s shoes. The part of her that was an FBI agent instinctively wanted to say that there were systems in place to get justice the right way, without going to the lengths Dasha had gone to. The part of her that had experienced first hand over the last few days how the world was far more complicated than that did not, however. Wouldn’t that just make her the worst kind of hypocrite, given the things she had gone along with and tacitly condoned in so doing as part of her own pursuit of justice?

Not knowing quite what to say, Tina reached out with her arms. “Come here.”

Dasha closed the distance between them, wrapping her arms around Tina as the other woman did the same. Tina felt her noticeably relax in her embrace. “I…..understand. I don’t know if I can say that I agree, Dasha, but I get it.”

“Thank you.” The words were spoken so softly that Tina barely heard them.

Instinctively, Tina tightened her arms around the other woman, pulling her closer to her so her body was pressed flush against hers.

The sound of a chuckle filled her ears. “If you keep doing that, malen’kiy, I may not be able to resist the temptation you present.”

Tina suddenly was very conscious of Dasha’s naked body against her own in a way that she somehow had not been only a few moments ago. “Would that be such a bad thing….mistress?”

Another chuckle. “Oh you are a naughty one, tempting your mistress so. But as much as I think we would both enjoy me correcting you for that, malen’kiy, I am afraid that will have to wait.”

With some reluctance, Tina released her hold on Dasha as the other woman pulled away. She just might have allowed her eyes to linger for a moment on the luscious sight of her mistress’s tanned, naked body as she slipped out of the bed and stood revealed in the dim morning twilight. It was such an irresistible view after all. No. Bad Tina. Dasha was right. They had more pressing things to deal with.

Speaking of. “What’s the plan for today?”

“Mischa’s people should have thoroughly scoped out the location our mysterious Texan’s call originated from during the night, as well as the local area,” Dasha said while opening one of the drawers of the carved oak dresser sitting against the far wall from the bed. “We should both see it with our own eyes, however.”

Tina nodded as she also rose from the bed. “And then?”

“We likely have at least a couple of days before whoever is roosting there flies the coop,” Dasha replied as she pulled a silky slip from the drawer and, to Tina’s not insignificant disappointment, pulled it over her body. “The Texan said it would take at least that long to get the money Arnault wanted and I doubt his superiors will recall him until that particular loose end has been tied up. That’s a window of opportunity we can use.”

“If the man Arnault called was the one responsible for the raid on the safehouse then he’s also the one who probably has the intel Viper….secured for you,” Tina winced internally as she almost said  ‘stole’. That was a line of thinking she very much did not want to go down at this time. “The intel that gives you the answers you want and hopefully clears my name at the same time.”

“Precisely. If we get that, then we both get what we want.”

Was that the truth though? It suddenly occurred to Tina that there was one thing she very much wanted that might be lost by the aforementioned outcome which was Dasha herself. Even if Viper’s intel did help vindicate her innocence, she somehow doubted the Bureau would be okay with her continuing a relationship with a wanted felon, which was what Dasha still would be. Even if the other woman was innocent of what had happened in Vienna, there was an entire rap sheet of other crimes she was indisputably guilty of.

Something must have shown on her face, for as Dasha finished zipping up the dress she retrieved from the dresser following her slip she looked scrutinizingly at Tina. “Is everything alright?”

“Yes,” Tina answered, trying to make her voice sound as if she actually believed it.

Evidently she failed, because Dasha frowned and walked over to her. “Tina, please talk to me. This only works if we are honest with one another.”

“How does this work at all?” Tina said after a moment. “I want it to, Dasha, believe me I do, but if everything works out as we’re hoping it does I don’t see how.”

“Tina,” Dasha said softly, “do you want this?”

“Yes,” Tina answered without hesitation. Whatever other doubts she had, there were none concerning that.

“Then we will figure it out. One day at a time. One step at a time. We will find a way to make this work.”

“You really believe that, don’t you?” Tina said, envious of the certainty she heard in the other woman’s voice.

“Belief is the only thing that has kept me going all these years,” Dasha chuckled lightly. “Belief that somehow I could take down the almighty US government itself.” She paused for a moment and her voice turned serious. “There….has not been much room in my life for anything else….anyone else….during that time. And you will forgive me for saying this, malen’kiy, but if someone had told me that that person when I found them would be you I would have called them the village idiot. Now that I have found you however I am not giving you up without a fight.”

The sincerity with which Dasha said this sent a shiver down Tina’s spine and made her insides flutter like they were suddenly filled with butterflies. “You’re not exactly who I was expecting to fall for either. I’m glad it happened though.”

She saw Dasha’s eyes dip down to her lips. Her entire body shuddered as Dasha closed the little distance remaining between them and kissed her, eagerly parting her lips to grant the other woman’s tongue entry as it pressed against them demanding it. It ended far too quickly for Tina’s liking, but left her tingling all the same.

A light groan escaped Tina’s throat as she felt Dasha’s hands slide down her back and cup her bum. It turned to a surprised squeak however when she felt sharp pain as the Russian woman pinched the tender flesh of one round cheek.

“Now get dressed, Agent Valentina,” Dasha said with faux sternness, “we have what your people call a ‘stakeout’ to get to.”

TINA LOWERED THE eyeglasses she had been staring through. “Well, there’s definitely people in there though they are keeping an awfully low profile whoever they are.”

The building the call had originated from the previous night had turned out to be a rather nondescript, two storey commercial building in a row of nearly identical non-descript, two storey commercial buildings in a not too terribly run down banlieue in northeastern Paris. They had discreetly been watching it for over an hour now from the second floor of the building directly opposite it - Tina did not know how it was that Dasha had persuaded the owners to allow them the use of it and part of her wondered if she even wanted to know.

“What does their security look like?” Dasha asked from where she had been in conversation with one of her underlings, the bookish one she thought was called Boris.

“Hard to say exactly, but it's there and definitely professional.”

That was putting it mildly. During the time she had been watching she had periodically seen people emerge from the front entrance of the building. None of them would have caught a second glance from a casual observer; a man on a smoke break, another in a hi-vis vest seemingly making some kind of maintenance check, a third talking avidly into a bluetooth earpiece. But Tina’s trained eyes picked up on how they all thoroughly if discreetly were scoping out their surroundings as they casually circled around the building before going back inside, clearly doing a perimeter check.

It was a different man each time, but they all had a similar type. Crew cut hair, Ken doll like builds, ramrod straight postures. All of it screamed ex-military.

Tina stepped over to join Dasha. “What have we dug up on the building?”

“A generic corporate website belonging to the official owner,” Dasha said dismissively, “almost certainly a shell company to hide the identity of the true ones. So I somehow doubt they will take kindly to us just politely knocking on the front door and asking to come in and poke around. No matter, if we have to break it down I can have a dozen people from my organization ready to assist by this evening.”

“We only have one shot at this, Dasha,” Tina frowned. “There could be any number of people inside and if they are anything like the ones who hit the safehouse they’re probably former special forces and loaded for bear. Going in the front door guns blazing sounds really reckless.”

Volkov, looming in the background as he always seemed to, bristled at her tone but Tina ignored him and focused on Dasha. The other woman thankfully did not seem to have taken offense. Instead she nodded. “Thankfully, we may not need to.”

She gestured to a set of papers lying next to the laptop Boris had been working away at. Tina’s eyebrows quirked up in interest. “Blueprints?”

“Courtesy of Muammar,” Dasha explained, “it seems this neighbourhood was all part of the same development project and the buildings all share the same basic design, including that the basement levels are all adjourning to each other. The walls are likely concrete, but that is an obstacle easily overcome with the right set of explosives.”

“So we enter one of the neighboring buildings, which likely have negligible security,” Tina said slowly as she began to comprehend what Dasha was suggesting, “and breach into the basement.”

“Da,” Dasha nodded. “And take whoever is inside by surprise through our own custom made backdoor.”

“That’ll be noisy to put it lightly,” Tina said, “gunshots are one thing but even in a neighborhood like this explosions will draw a lot of heat. It’ll leave us with a very narrow window before the police show up.”

“Do you have any bright ideas of your own?” Volkov grumbled. “Perhaps we should simply call in your former coworkers and suggest they arrest everyone?”

“Mischa,” Dasha said warningly.

The big man said something in Russian to which Dasha responded in kind. Tina said nothing as an idea of her own suddenly came to her and began to take shape. “What if we could?”

That actually shut both of them up. “What do you mean?” Dasha asked.

“Not that we literally call the police in,” Tina explained, “but use them to our advantage as a distraction. Whoever it is we’re dealing with has to be concerned about the possibility that they might not have been quite as undetectable as they had thought they were, between Arnault’s role in this being discovered and him threatening to go to the authorities. If the cops suddenly roll up and start demanding entry the logical assumption for them will be that they’ve been made.”

“Providing us the perfect opportunity to slip in via our backdoor and grab Viper’s intelligence along with anything else we can get our hands on,” Dasha saw where Tina had been going, “hopefully before either they or the police have the chance to realise we are there.” She pursed her lip. “But how do we get their cooperation? You know your boss better than I do, do you think he can be persuaded by what little information we have?”

Tina wanted to say yes but she knew better than that. “No. Even if I could convince Kramer that I’m telling the truth, he's all about doing things by the book and following appropriate channels. He’d kick this up the pipe asking for authorization and we can’t risk whoever is across the street packing up shop while that happens, or worse their superiors getting wind that we’ve found their location. We don’t know how high up this goes but they seem to have at least some access to what’s going on in the Bureau, at least concerning you.”

“So how do we persuade this Kramer to put aside his usual thoroughness?”

Inwardly Tina felt queasy at the mere thought of what she was about to suggest. It felt both manipulative and unethical. “We make him think something is in danger that Kramer will move heaven and earth to protect. The life of a member of his team. Specifically me.”


Chapter Seventeen - Into the Breach

IT WAS A CHILLY night, or it at least felt like one to Tina. Either that or the nerves were making her body go numb.

“Shouldn’t we have heard something by now?” She asked.

“Relax, Tina,” Dasha said reassuringly from her place beside her. “It takes as long as it takes.”

As if on cue a buzzing sound filled the air and Dasha produced her phone from her jacket. “Da?”

She listened for a few moments before saying something in Russian and clicking her phone off. “The building is secure. Let’s move.”

Volkov and a clutch of his fellows following in their wake, Tina and Dasha cautiously emerged from the alley they had been loitering in and made their way down the street, trying to keep to the shadows as much as possible. Tina didn’t think the section of the street they were on was visible from the suspected headquarters of their mysterious target, but it cost nothing to be cautious.

Reaching the entrance to another alley they found a side door midway down it. A moment later the door opened to reveal a scruffy faced man with neck tattoos peeking out from underneath the collar of his shirt. Even among Dasha’s crew Tina couldn’t help but think he looked like the stereotypical image of a Russian mobster.

The man beckoned for them and they quickly hurried inside. As he led them down the dark corridor Dasha conversed rapidly with him in Russian. Being left in the dark about what he was saying was doing nothing to soothe Tina’s frayed nerves, but she did not interrupt, knowing that Dasha did not need the distraction of playing translator on top of everything else that was going on. It looked like the Russian language was simply something she was going to need to brush up on if Dasha was going to continue being a feature of her life.

Very much ignoring the conflicting emotions that thought brought to mind, Tina focused on matters at hand as they exited the corridor into what looked to be the building lobby. Another of Dasha’s men was there, gun trained on a terrified looking man seated behind the reception desk and dressed in a generic security guard uniform.

Coming to a stop before the pair, Dasha shot a glance at Tina before turning to address the security guard. “Do you speak English?”

Tina was almost embarrassed at how the small gesture of consideration did not so much as make her insides flutter as do a total backflip. Get it together Graci! You’re a grown woman, not some lovestruck teenager.

“Yes,” the security guard said hesitantly, eyes darting from the gun pointed in his face to the Dasha.

“Good,” Dasha gave a thin, menacing smile. “This is what is going to happen. My associate here is going to stay with you until we have finished with our business. In case you are tempted to try anything heroic, let me assure you that the only thing I am interested in is accessing your basement, though there will be some damage to the physical property. Is this clear?”

The security guard nodded almost frantically. “Completely. I assure you I am no hero.”

“It seems we understand each other,” Tina nodded curtly and turned away.

A door on the far side of the lobby led to a stairwell which they made their way down. The basement it led to was not particularly impressive and did not seem to be used for much. A quick search revealed a boiler-room and a collection of storerooms empty of anything aside from dust.

After a quick review of the basement floorplan to identify the best one adjoining the building next door that could hopefully be breached without bringing both buildings down on their heads, Dasha’s people went to work. Unzipping a large duffle bag, bricks of C4 and wired detonators were pulled out and one man who Tina assumed had some familiarity with explosives began positioning them against the far wall. From another duffle bag, Volkov began distributing weapons; snub nosed MP5s and Beretta 1301 Tactical shotguns, the perfect choice for close indoor combat.

As this happened, Tina and Dasha took one last quick moment to review the layout of their target.

“Are you sure you think this would be their control centre?” Dasha gestured to a room on the second floor.

“I’m not exactly an expert,” Tina said a bit hesitantly, “but tactically it would make the most sense. Centrally located, not exposed to any of the outside facing windows, only approachable from two directions so easy to defend. I can’t know for certain but it’s where I would choose.”

“Myself as well,” Dasha said after a moment with a sigh. “At the end of the day an educated guess is the best we can do.”

Volkov’s hulking figure approached, a Berretta 1301 in his hands that almost looked like a toy due to his size. “Nikolai says the charges are ready.”

“Good,” Dasha reached into the pocket of her jacket and produced a phone which she handed to Tina. “You are up, malen’kiy.”

Taking the phone, Tina took a moment to mentally go over the story she had rehearsed. She then typed in Kramer’s number.

For a few long moments the phone rang and then a click sounded. “Whoever this is, this had better be good.”

It sounded like Kramer had just been woken up from being sound asleep. Good. A grumpy, disoriented Kramer would hopefully be easier to deal with.

“Sir, it’s me,” Tina said, doing her best to sound as if she was keeping her voice down, “please don’t hang up.”

A second passed. “Tina!” Kramer’s voice suddenly did not sound the least bit sleepy. “What the hell, where are you -”

“Please listen, I don’t know how much time I have,” Tina cut him off. “Sir, I need your help.”

“I swear to god, Tina, if this is going to be more conspiracy theory bullshit -”

“It’s not,” Tina said. “It’s the truth this time, I swear.”

“Okay, I’m listening then. Tell me the full story, from the beginning.”

Classic tactic right out of the FBI handbook. Get the target talking, keep their attention on you, and try to buy time and stretch the conversation out as long as possible rather than getting straight to the point. Tina could even hear movement in the background along with the faint sound of clicking and was certain Kramer was already at his laptop trying to quietly send a message to either the rest of the team or maybe even the Prefecture to try and get a trace on the call started. Which suited her just fine.

“It started just after what happened in Vienna,” Tina said, pausing briefly after every few words as if she was listening for any sign she was being overheard. “I guess Das - Barinov must have known she’d just shot up to the top of the Bureau’s Most Wanted list and been worried about the heat. Someone approached me asking for information on how the manhunt was going. Vienna had been all over the news and they claimed to be a journalist.”

“Oh come on Tina.”

Tina cringed a little at the disapproval in Kramer’s voice and reminded herself that this whole thing was made up. “I knew it was bullshit….but I needed the money. My mom….she’d just been diagnosed with cancer and my parents were struggling to pay for her treatments.” Like all good lies this one had a kernel of truth to it. Her mom had found a lump in one of her breasts around that time, though after a couple of months of very nerve wracking tests it had thankfully been determined to be benign.

“You mentioned something about that,” Kramer said in the curt way he always did when he felt sympathetic about something his sense of ethics were telling him he shouldn’t have. “Christ Tina, why didn’t you tell me your folks were having money problems? You know the Bureau’s health insurance can be extended to family members in exceptional circumstances?”

“I didn’t know that at the time. They kept asking for more information and the bills kept mounting up and then when those finally stopped it was too late. I was in too deep. And I was too ashamed to admit what I’d done….I didn’t want to disappoint you.”

Kramer exhaled gruffly. “It’s a bit late for that now.”

“I never wanted any of this to happen.” That last statement was completely true.

Kramer must have heard the sincerity for after a long pause he spoke again. “Okay, I’m not going to lie. We both know there’s no happy ending at this point. Maybe if you’d come to me with this sooner it could be otherwise but this is where we are now. But if you help me make this right I will do what I can to make this less bad. Where are you?”

“24 Rue Charles,” Tina said immediately. There was a good chance by now Kramer had gotten a trace going and knew that anyway but no point in taking chances. “It’s some kind of commercial building. I think Barinov owns it. Listen’s she’s here as well and I’ve been trying to count how many guards she has -”

“What is going on!” Volkov cut in at this point. “The boss told you no phones.”

“It’s nothing,” Tina tried her best to make herself sound taken by surprise and panicked.

“Give that to me!” Volkov at least sounded completely convincing in his role.

Tina scraped the heels of her shoes across the concrete floor trying to mimic the sound of a scuffle and Volkov clapped both of his hands together so the air filled with a sharp, slapping sound. Giving what she hoped was an appropriately pained sounding grunt, Tina handed the phone over to the towering Russian.

“Who is this?” Volkov said into the phone.

A moment passed and then Tina heard Kramer’s voice. “Listen to me, I know where you are and as god is my witness if you hurt her in any way -”

“So I take it you’re not the pizza delivery man,” Volkov cut him off with a laugh that sounded suitably sinister. “Unless you want to make empty threats, Mister ‘As God Is My Witness’ I suggest you hurry. I think the boss will be very displeased with sweet Valentina when she finds out who she has been talking to.”

“TINA! HOLD ON! WE’RE COMM-”

Volkov clicked the phone off and Tina actually did wince at the clear note of panic in Kramer’s voice.

“I admit I am mildly impressed with this Kramer,” Dasha said dryly, coming over to stand beside Tina. “Despite you having just admitted to years of being a dirty agent his first instinct when he thinks you are in danger is to come riding in like the proverbial cavalry.”

“He cares about his team,” Tina answered, already feeling comforted just by Dasha’s closeness to her. “Though he’d sooner die than admit it.”

“I’ll make certain not to mention it should you ever introduce us.”

Despite the circumstances, Tina actually had to suppress the urge to giggle at the idea of what Dasha had just suggested. The thought of the Russian woman being introduced to Kramer in anything that wasn’t a conventional interrogation was both awkward and hilarious at the same time.

“So now we wait?” Tina said.

“Now we wait,” Dasha confirmed.

The wait proved to be a tense one. Dasha made no attempt to initiate conversation and Tina for the life of her couldn’t think of anything to say. Mischa and his fellows stood to one side talking quietly with one another in Russian and smoking cigarettes. When Dasha produced one of her own and lit it, Tina wrinkled her nose but said nothing. That was something she would have to bring up with Dasha if things between them did in fact keep going; she absolutely could not stand cigarettes. Still, there was a time and a place for everything and under the circumstances she wasn’t going to scold Dasha for dealing with the stress of the situation in her own way.

Thankfully, Dasha’s phone eventually buzzed and the Russian woman brought it to her ear. “Da?”

After a moment she wordlessly clicked it off. “Get ready. The cavalry has arrived.”

Moments later Tina could hear the shrill wailing of sirens, faint at first but growing louder with each passing second. The thick concrete walls blocked out the screeching of tires, but Tina imagined she could hear them nevertheless as she pictured the police cars pulling up in front of the building on the street above.

The sound of gunshots had no difficulty making themselves heard, however. “I think that’s our cue.”

They retreated outside of the room into the hallway beyond as Nikolai gave one final quick once over to the explosives. Tina pulled her sidearm, Royce’s Glock, from her shoulder holster and turned off the safety. She eyed Dasha’s men doing the same to their weapons and for a second was tempted to ask if they had packed an extra one, the Glock suddenly seeming rather underwhelming compared to the firepower they were packing. She resisted, however, aware she was most proficient with her weapon and knowing a firefight was the worst time to try and master a new one. Dasha herself was only equipped with a pistol as well, a compact Makarov. Ideally, they would be keeping the shooting on their part to a minimum.

Nikolai rejoined them, detonator in hand.

“I suggest everyone cover their ears,” Dasha said as she nodded to the man.

Tina barely had time to do so before Nikolai pressed the detonator. The noise was almost deafening regardless and the air seemed to ring in the aftermath as the C4 exploded, caving in the wall separating them from the neighbouring building. Everything seemed to shake, but thankfully it seemed Nikolai had known his business and the ceiling mercifully did not collapse on top of them. The dust cleared to reveal an identical looking room beyond the yawning opening left in the explosion’s wake.

“Poydem!” Dasha’s voice sounded just a little dim to Tina’s ears but was otherwise clear.

Weapons raised, Dasha’s men surged forward through the jagged gap in the wall, trying not to trip over the chunks of concrete now littering the floor. Dasha followed a little bit to their rear, Tina doggedly by her side, as the others fanned out protectively in front of them.

The basement level thankfully seemed empty. It seemed whoever they were dealing with had not expected an attack from here of all places, though how long that would remain the case was an open question. It was highly unlikely they had not noticed the massive blast that had just occurred, but judging from the ongoing gunfire coming from above it was possible the building’s occupants might already have their hands full.

Entering the stairwell, this was proven wrong by the sound of voices. “- no fucking clue what that fucking was. Do we investigate or do you still need backup in the lobby?”

Footsteps announced a pair of men rounding the stairs above who appeared on the first floor landing. The one in the lead, a square faced man with the stereotypical scraggly but close cut beard favoured by American special forces, froze for a moment and his eyes went wide. Then his training kicked in. “We have Tangoes in the southwest stairwell. Repeat Tangoes -”

He was already turning the SMG he carried, a sleek looking Sig Sauer MPX, to bear on them as he spoke, but his words were cut off as Mischa, who had taken point, fired. His heavy shotgun boomed through the tight space of the stairwell. The other man was wearing a kevlar vest, but the shot took him full in the face, practically disintegrating it in an explosion of blood and flesh and bone.

His compatriot was luckier and managed to duck out of sight before he was riddled with a hail of bullets that came his way; some of them were Tina’s as she fired off a quick spree of shots. Whoever the man was, he was clearly no coward as he immediately leaned back out and let loose a blind spray of fire of his own.

Tina pressed herself against the wall of the stairwell as the others around her also sought what cover they could, except for Mischa who threw himself in front of Dasha as a shield. Miraculously none of the bullets hit.

“Mack’s down!” Tina heard the surviving man say. “At least a dozen Tangoes in the southwest stairwell! Need backup! Repeat need backup!”

Mischa and a pair of others began racing up the stairs as the rest laid down covering fire. The man leaned out again to try and return fire, but this time he was not so lucky and a bullet caught him in the face.

“Quickly!” Dasha said. “Before backup shows up.”

Halfway up the stairs to the second floor Tina heard a creaking sound. Looking back she saw the door on the first floor landing opening and a man emerged from it. Backup had arrived it seemed.

Tina’s heart was suddenly doing somersaults as she saw the man raise his weapon and realised Dasha was directly in his line of fire. She reacted without thinking. “Dasha!” She shoved the other woman aside to give herself a clean line of sight and pulled the trigger of her Glock several times in rapid succession.

One shot caught the man in the throat and he immediately dropped to the floor, blood beginning to bubble up from his mouth as he made a horrible gurgling sound.

“Good shot,” Dasha said faintly.

“Now you owe me one,” Tina quipped back.

The stairwell ended at a door that opened onto the second floor. There was no attempt at stealth as they approached, the time for that had gone. Mischa simply slammed himself against it, pushing it open, and barged through with the rest of them on his heels.

They were greeted by a long hallway with the cheap carpeted floor and bland, soulless wallpaper that seemed to be found in every office building. Midway down it was another kevlar wearing man standing outside a door leading to what Tina was pretty certain was the room they had identified as the probable command centre.

He immediately dropped to one knee and took aim. “Tangoes! And not cops! Fuck I think it’s Barinov!”

A spray of bullets followed. This time luck was not with them and one of Dasha’s men went down with a grunt, clutching a gunshot to his leg. The gunman went down moments later, riddled multiple times as they returned fire.

“Prismotri za nim!” Dasha barked and one of her people went to assist their fallen comrade. The rest of them hurried down the corridor, thankfully free of any other enemies it seemed, towards their target.

The door was locked, unsurprisingly. A well placed kick from Mischa sent it flying open with ease, however. The inside was a windowless space, the walls lined with screens showing black and white video footage of different areas within the building or its exterior. Tina vaguely noted there seemed to be an ongoing gunfight in the ground floor lobby and for a moment she thought she saw someone who could be Kramer.

Ignoring that, she turned her attention to a trio of men standing around a table in the centre of the room, all busy either trying to smash up the computers sitting on it or typing away at keyboards in an obvious attempt to delete as much of their contents as possible.

“Step away and hands in the air!” Dasha barked, brandishing her Makarov.

One of the men went to grab for the gun holstered to his hip but immediately went down as Dasha shot him. “I will not ask again!”

The surviving two raised their hands and stepped back. “You’ve made the biggest mistake of your life,” one of them drawled in a familiar voice that Tina immediately recognised from the call with Arnault.

“Ah, our mysterious Texan,” Dasha said as she stepped up to the nearest computer and cursed when it refused to turn on; the cracked exterior showed it was one of the ones in the process of being smashed when they had entered and clearly the damage had been enough.

The man blinked at that. With iron grey hair and a close cut pencil moustache, he had the air about him of someone who did not rattle easily and had been remarkably calm despite the dozen guns pointed in his face. The fact Dasha seemed to have some idea who he was had unsettled him, however. “You have no idea who you’re dealing with.”

“You’re right, we don’t, but hopefully we’ll be fixing that now,” Tina responded, checking the computer next to Dasha’s and to her delight the screen lit up when she hit ‘enter’ on the keyboard. She cursed a moment later when she noticed the prompt for a password. “Dasha, this one’s still working but it's password protected.”

Dasha raised her gun again. “I would advise you to share that.”

“Won’t do you any good, I’m afraid,” the man said cooly, not at all phased, “everything on there is encrypted and judging by how things are going downstairs you won’t have time to decode it before law enforcement arrives.”

The sound of gunfire did sound closer and when Tina’s eyes flicked to the screens lining the walls she saw that the battle between law enforcement and the building’s occupants had moved from the lobby to the stairwells. The former clearly seemed to be gaining the upper hand.

“Viper’s intelligence then,” Dasha went on, “you have it, that much is certain. If it had been left behind at the safehouse the FBI would have discovered it by now.”

“Really not your lucky day,” the Texan drawled, “first thing we did with that once we got our hands on it was to destroy it.”

Tina inwardly flinched at those words. Had this all been for nothing? Tina made herself consider the situation. This was an investigation like any other and the first rule of interrogating a suspect was to never just assume what they were telling you was the truth.

Another rule was to always look for the weaker link. The Texan’s companion did not exactly look scared, but he certainly seemed to be far less confident than him. His eyes kept nervously flicking around the room from one gun that was pointed to his face to another.

“It seems we have no use for you then,” Tina said, moving her gun in the direction of the second man. “If I’m leaving without answers I might as well get a bit of revenge.”

“Crowley’s lying,” the second man immediately said.

“Shut up, Sergeant!” The Texan - Crowly? - spat.

“No you shut up, Crowley,” the man did not back down, “we’re not in uniform anymore and they don’t pay me nearly enough to die for them.”

“Something that I promise you can be avoided if you can provide me with Viper's intelligence,” Dasha interjected, her attention now on the second man.

The man licked his lips, hesitating for a second as Crowley fumed. “He has it. Check the back pocket of his trousers. He’s been carrying it on him since the safehouse. I saw him take it, I think as an insurance policy for himself.”

At a nod from Dasha, a pair of her men seized Crowley. He struggled but it was in vain and with some effort the Russian woman was able to reach around into the Texan’s back pocket.

Tina’s heart leapt as Dasha’s hand emerged holding a thin thumb drive. She almost wanted to pinch herself, part of her refusing to believe that they might finally have pulled it off.

With a thin smile, Dasha tucked the thumb drive into the inner pocket of her jacket. “It has been a pleasure doing business with you.”

Her gun fired twice, shooting both men in the kneecap. Crowley sagged in the grip of the two men holding him who then dumped him unceremoniously on the floor where he joined his comrade.

“Dasha!” Tina said in shock.

“I said he could avoid death if he helped us, malen’kiy,” Dasha said defiantly, eyebrow cocked almost challengingly. “I imagine they will now have difficulty crawling away before your former colleagues discover them. I suspect your boss, Kramer, will have quite a few questions for them. Speaking of, we should best be off unless now is the time you would like to introduce us.”

Tina bit down her response. Dasha was right that this was not the time to argue. She couldn’t even say the other woman was completely wrong. They had no way of knowing exactly what was on the thumb drive they’d recovered and for all her hopes there was no guarantee it would be enough to clear her name. Kramer definitely would have questions when he discovered a pair of American ex-servicemen and hopefully it would make him reconsider the truth of what Tina had told him.

Looking at the screen, Tina gave a quick survey of them. “The northeast stairwell is empty.”

“We should be going then.” Dasha said with a little nod.

The sound of gunfire coming from the stairwells was now much closer and Tina could even hear raised voices as well. It seemed the building’s defenders were making their final stand. Now was definitely the time for them to make a quick exit.

The stairwell was thankfully still empty when they entered it and the group hastily made their way down it. Tina felt a surge of relief as they once again found themselves in the basement, which looked to be as abandoned as it had been before. They were almost free and clear

“The cars are standing by only a couple of blocks from here,” Dasha said, “hopefully the Parisian police have not had time to completely close off the neighbourhood otherwise -”

“Freeze! Hands where I can see them!”

Tina looked over her shoulder and went tense when she saw the lanky figure of Anders standing at the end of the corridor, sidearm raised ahead of him and jerking back and forth as he tried to keep a bead on all of them.

“Anders,” Tina tried to keep her voice as calm as possible, “let me guess. Kramer set you down here to figure out what the big boom was? Why don’t you just lower the gun and we’ll be on our way, then you can report back that you found our escape route but unfortunately we were already gone by the time you got here. Everyone walks away happy.”

“I can’t do that,” Anders said, sounding far more confident than it looked like he felt judging by the way his eyes kept nervously darting around and the sheen of sweat breaking out on his forehead.

“Be reasonable,” Tina argued, “you’re outnumbered a dozen to one. You can’t take all of us and you know it.”

“Maybe I don’t have to,” Anders shot back, “I think your new friends might be very cooperative if the alternative is their boss getting shot.”

His gun immediately turned in Dasha’s direction.

“Wait!” Tina said quickly, the bottom of her stomach starting to fall out. In the moment she was uncertain if she was addressing Anders or Mischa, the latter of whom had gone tense and already began instinctively raising his own weapon.

“Podozhdi, Mischa,” Dasha said. Obediently the bodyguard halted.

Slowly, Tina raised both of her hands up in the air and slowly stepped in front of Dasha, shielding her with her own body. Anders thankfully didn’t fire, but he didn’t lower his gun either. Tina immediately began wracking her mind for what she knew about him, which was precious little, cursing that it had to be the newest member of the team she was dealing with. He was from Michigan, she was aware, and fresh out of Quantico.

“This doesn’t have to end this way, Anders,” Tina said slowly. “I don’t want it to end this way.” That was very much the truth. Even if the intelligence they had found was enough to clear her name, it would do her no good if this went south. Kramer might forgive her working with Dasha’s people to find evidence of the true perpetrators of the attack on the team, especially under the circumstances she had found herself in, but not if it resulted in Anders getting killed.

“Good. Then I suggest you convince Barinov and her people to put down their weapons and come peacefully.”

“That’s not going to happen,” Tina said, keenly aware she was running out of time. The sound of gunshots from upstairs had ended. Clearly law enforcement was done mopping up whatever resistance they had still been facing. It wouldn’t be long before someone came checking on Anders. “Think of Chloe,” she went on; she thought that was the name of the fiance he had mentioned a few times. “She wouldn’t want you to die here, Anders.”

“She would want me to do what I swore to do the day I joined the Bureau,” Ander’s eyes narrowed. “Fidelity. Bravery. Integrity. Remember those words, Graci?”

“I do, Anders. It’s what I’m doing right now.”

“Oh spare me the conspiracy theories,” Anders scoffed. “Kramer already shared the gist of it.”

“It’s the truth!” Tina said heatedly, conscious of every precious second that was slipping away. “Think Anders. What have you seen here? Did the people upstairs look like a bunch of Russian mobsters? I guarantee if you check with Kramer you’ll find right now he’s dealing with a pair of prisoners straight out of the good ‘ole USA.”

Anders blinked at that. But then his eyes hardened. “Maybe, but the people with you now certainly are Russian mobsters, and the most wanted of them all is hiding behind your back. Are you asking me to let them all just walk away?”

“I’m asking you to give me a chance to clear my name,” Tina said, “and in doing so possibly prove that this is all connected to something rotten within our own government. Fidelity. Bravery. Integrity.” She quoted his own words back to him.

A long second passed that seemed to last an eternity. Tina realised she was holding her breath. Then Anders lowered his gun and she exhaled.

“I’m not saying I believe you,” Anders said pointedly, “and don’t count on me doing this again the next time we cross paths.” He chewed on his cheek for a second, clearly torn over saying something more. “My first day on the job, Kramer was showing me around the floor. I was a nervous wreck and of course he could tell. He stopped the little tour and pointed at you and said ‘Listen kid, you see that agent over there? She’s the best damn one I’ve ever worked with. Just watch what she does and follow her example and you’ll do fine’. I guess part of me just doesn’t want the boss to turn out to have been wrong.”

That surprised Tina. Quite a bit actually. Sure, she’d thought, or maybe just hoped, that Kramer considered her a decent enough agent, but that was high praise indeed coming from him. It made her look at his reaction to her supposed betrayal in a whole new light.

Not that she had much time to think. An instant later the walkie clipped to Ander’s belt chirped and the voice of Kramer himself barked. “Anders? What’s the sit rep? Everything up here is pretty much locked down. Do you need back up?”

“No sir,” Anders took the walkie from his belt. “I’m good sir. It seems like there was some kind of explosion down here that knocked a hole through one of the walls - it seems to lead into the next building. No sign of who did it though.”

He gestured as he spoke, the message clear. Dasha and the rest of her people were already beating a hasty exit. Tina gave a grateful nod and followed.


Chapter Eighteen - Answers

DASHA’S HAND TREMBLED as she held up the thumb drive to the laptop they were both seated in front of. It actually looked like she wouldn’t be able to fit it into the USB outlet.

“Hey,” Tina put her hand over Dash’s gently, “relax. This is the easy part.”

An empty laugh came from Dasha. “After everything we have been through you would think so. I’ve pictured this moment so many times, Tina. Tried to imagine what it would be like. And now that it’s finally here….”

She trailed off.

Tina gave the other woman’s hand a comforting squeeze. “I’ve only been waiting a couple of days and I feel overwhelmed. For you it’s been years. It’s okay to be nervous.”

Dasha didn’t say anything but Tina noted that her hand had become noticeably steadier. Another second passed and then the Russian woman pushed the thumb drive into the USB port with a click.

There was one file on it. Dasha clicked it open and the screen filled with a PDF the first page of which looked to be some kind of typewritten memo; Tina’s eyes went wide as the first thing she noticed was the red star and white eagle logo of the CIA in the top right corner.

OPERATION EASTERN PROMISES

Authorization for secret targeted killing.

Operation Level: Simple

Primary Target (mandatory): Ivan Barinov

Secondary Targets (mandatory): Odval Barinov, Piotr Barinov, Leonid Barinov, Dasha Barinov

Deniability: Utmost Importance.

Cover Story: Unimportant

Collateral Damage: Unimportant

Proof of completion required for all targets.

HR

Dasha scrolled down through the rest of the PDF. It all seemed to be intel gathered for the operation itself. Floor plans for what Tina assumed was the Barinov family home and photos of the exterior of it. Memos listing security details and plans of operations. A picture of a man she recognised as Ivan Barinov and another of his wife along with ones for a pair of teenage boys and a young girl that Tina realised must have been a twelve year old Dasha.

And then the PDF came to an end and Dasha cursed in Russian, pounding her fist onto the table before rising from her chair. “Nothing!”

“Dasha,” Tina said gently.

The other woman cut her off. “All of this and nothing!”

“It’s not nothing,” Tina said, more loudly. “This is actual proof that the US government was behind your family’s assassination. You were right!”

“Thank you for confirming what I already knew,” Dasha said harshly. “Who gave the order? Why was it given? Those are the answers that I wanted and I know nothing more now than I did five minutes ago.”

Tina tried not to feel hurt by Dasha’s curt dismissal. She couldn’t say she wasn’t disappointed as well. She hadn’t exactly expected to find a smoking gun proving her innocence in a decades old intelligence file. She didn't know what she expected to find if she was being honest. As things stood she still seemed nowhere nearer to clearing her name than before. At best this was circumstantially supportive of the truth of what had really happened and given how high up whoever was behind this clearly was she would need far more than that if she had a hope in hell of bringing them to justice.

As Dasha began to pace in the background, muttering to herself indecipherably, Tina deliberately ignored her in favour of looking over the file again. Maybe some key information had been overlooked the first time and at least it meant she was actually doing something instead of sulking. As she once again read over the memo at the beginning her eyes went to the pair of letters at the bottom.

Suddenly something clicked. “Dasha?”

“What?” The Russian woman snapped and then a look of regret came onto her face and her voice softened. “I am sorry, Tina. I should not be taking my frustrations out on -”

“Dasha it’s okay and we might actually have more here than we initially thought,” Tina cut her off.

Dasha’s eyes lit up with interest. “Go on.”

“This is just a hunch but the timing lines up and it would explain a lot,” Tina began.

“Don’t keep me in suspense.”

Tina pointed to the twin letters. “What if they’re initials for who gave the order? HR…Harriet Russell.”

Dasha looked completely lost. “Is that name supposed to mean something to me?”

Okay, understandable. “The current Secretary of State for the American government, who is also the front runner to be next President of the United States,” Tina explained, “who two decades ago just happened to be the Deputy Director for Operations at the CIA.”

“That sounds like someone very powerful,” Dasha said slowly.

Tina nodded. “And with a very strong incentive to make certain none of this ever came to light.”

“So we know who, at least potentially,” Dasha walked back over and returned to her seat next to Tina, “but we still do not know why.”

“It’s a new lead,” Tina said consolingly. “Something we can build on and a lot more than we had about five minutes ago.”

Dasha exhaled. “You are right. And I am sorry, Tina, for being snippy with you just now. That was not fair of me.”

“It’s okay,” Tina smiled and placed a comforting hand on Dasha’s shoulder. “I think we were both hoping this would be some silver bullet that would reveal everything we wanted to know all wrapped up in a tiddy little bow, but the real world doesn’t work that way. But we will find those answers. Together.”

“Together,” Dasha reached up and placed her hand over Tina’s.

Tina hesitated for a moment before going on. “Though I think we might need some help with that.”

“In what way?” Dasha’s eyes narrowed.

“Just hear me out.”

JOE KRAMER WAS having a very bad night.

A bad few days if he was being honest, but this one certainly had taken the cake. Between the frantic call for help he had gotten from Tina and the impromptu firefight with God only knew who that had followed this one very well might take home the prize from the county fair. The cussing out he had over the phone from the Bureau’s Deputy Director over how this operation was turning into “an absolute clusterfuck” was just the olive on top of the entire shit sandwich.

Which was how Kramer found himself where he was now, sitting alone in a hotel bar at three thirty in the morning nursing his third whisky.

Huffing, Kramer picked up his glass and swilled the contents around. To top it off when the gunsmoke had cleared there had been no sign of Tina. Just the thought of the young woman made Kramer grit his teeth as a flare of anger at the suspicion she had played him warred with the very real concern she might still be in danger, or worse.

The whole plea had sounded genuine enough when he’d heard it, Kramer had to concede. He did remember something about her mother that had to do with cancer a few years back and Tina wouldn’t be the first good agent to have betrayed her principles out of financial desperation, which he supposed should be some consolation; at least she hadn’t betrayed her oath out of pure greed. And thankfully she wasn’t peddling insane conspiracy theories anymore.

Though were they so completely insane as they had first appeared? Kramer still had no idea who the people they had been tussling with just hours ago had been but they certainly did not fit the bill as far as Russian mobsters went and the pair of hobbled men he had found trying to crawl away on the second floor had absolutely not been. It was almost enough -

No. Don’t start down that road, Joe. This isn’t your first rodeo and you know the simplest answer is the correct one nine times out of ten. Shadowy conspiracies guided by a man behind the curtain only happen in the movies.

Tossing back the whisky, Kramer welcomed the distracting fiery sensation of it sliding down his throat. Putting the glass back down on the bar, he reached into the jacket of his suit and fished out the cigar holder in his inner pocket. A good cigar was just what the situation called for.

“Non non, monsieur!” The bartender said warningly.

“Oh come on!” Kramer barked in irritation. “Isn’t smoking the national pastime here?”

He regretted his tone as the bartender frowned crossly. “That may be the case, monsieur, but not in the hotel.” The man pointed towards a side door at the end of the bar.

With a grimace, Kramer rose to his feet but he otherwise made no further complaints. It wasn’t as if the man was in the wrong and the last thing Kramer wanted to deal with was a complaint from the hotel.

The door led out into a narrow alley on the side of the hotel, probably meant just for patrons of the bar seeking a dose of nicotine just as Kramer was now. Not surprisingly given the late hour it was empty.

Producing the cigar from his jacket again, Kramer raised it to his lips and began fishing around in his pockets for his box of matches. Where were they?

“Sir.”

Recognising the voice, Kramer instantly turned around. Standing at the entrance to the alley was Tina.

The cigar dropping from his lips, Kramer immediately reached underneath his jacket for his sidearm and then mentally cursed when his hand found nothing but air because of course he had left the thing locked away in its case up in his room just as procedure called for.

“Easy sir, I’m not armed,” Tina said hastily, hands slowly going to her jacket to hold it open and show the truth of it.

“What are you doing here? How did you even know I would be here?.”

TIna actually smiled ruefully. “I just want to talk and you’ll forgive me, Sir, but you are something of a creature of habit. I figured after a day like today you’d be coming out for a smoke at some point.”

“Okay,” Kramer said slowly, dropping his own hands to his sides. He noted a folder tucked under one of Tina’s arms with some interest. “I take it you aren’t here to turn yourself in?”

“Not for a crime I didn’t commit,” Tina shook her head.

Kramer exhaled heavily through his nostrils. “And we’re back with the crazy conspiracy. So all that stuff from earlier was a lie? That’s really not helping your case here, Tina.”

“And what about what you’ve seen today?” Tina shot back, though Kramer noted a slightly sheepish blush appear on her face. “Unless the Russian mob has started hiring American mercenaries to do their dirty work it looks like there’s more to what’s going on here than meets the eye.”

“So you were playing me,” Kramer said accusingly, “and you are really not helping your case.”

Tina definitely looked sheepish. “I’m sorry, sir, but it was necessary. And you didn’t answer the question. I expect you found two Americans on the second floor who couldn’t explain what it was they were doing there, assuming they didn’t just clam up altogether.”

“The latter,” Kramer conceded, trying to ignore the flicker of doubt he was feeling. “Not that it would have mattered. The Deputy Director got a call from State and they are apparently taking custody of the two of them. Matter of national security.”

“How convenient,” Tina observed.

It was. Kramer couldn’t deny that. “Fine, but convenience and conjecture only take you so far.”

“And I have more than that now,” Tina held up the folder she had been carrying and then slowly placed it down onto the cobblestoned ground between them.

“What’s that?” Kramer eyed the folder suspiciously.

“Proof that we were the ones responsible for the death of Dasha’s family twenty years ago,” Tina said. “Everything that’s happened since then, Vienna, the attack on the safehouse, is somehow connected to that. They framed Dasha for what happened in Vienna just like they set me up to take the fall for what happened here. All an effort by the person responsible to keep what happened from coming to light.”

Kramer thought it a little odd that Tina was referring to Barinov by her first name but let it go, there were more important matters to focus on. “If what you're saying is true, come in and do this the right way. I’m not saying I believe you, but you know I’ll follow the evidence wherever it leads.”

“I can’t do that sir,” Tina said adamantly. “As soon as they know I’m in custody they’ll be another convenient call saying State is taking over for reasons of national security and that’s if I don’t just suffer a tragic accident of some kind while in custody.”

“The Bureau will protect you,” Kramer insisted. “Damn it, Tina, I’ll protect you. You have to know that.”

“Not from these people, sir,” Tina shook her head. “You’ll understand once you read it.” She nodded her head at the folder on the ground. “Promise me you will. You’re a good man, sir, I don’t know if I ever told you that. You’re an honest man as well. I’m counting on that here, Dasha as well.”

“Since when are you on a first name basis with Barinov? What, have the two of you teamed up or something?” It was an off hand comment more than anything else, more to give Kramer time to think than any other reason.

To his surprise Tina blushed again and this time not in a sheepish way. “You could say that.”

A horrible feeling came over Kramer. “Oh for Christ’s sake, Tina.”

“What?” Tina protested.

“Barinov? Really?”

To Tina’s credit she did not try to deny it. “You wouldn’t understand, sir.”

“Understand what? That you’re sleeping with the enemy?” Kramer barked, instantly regretting it. That was an image he very much did not need in his mind.

“Vienna wasn’t her. How many times do I need to say that?”

“Okay, let’s say I take your word there,” Kramer conceded grudgingly. It’s not like that was even the most outrageous thing he was being asked to take on faith. “She’s innocent of that crime. What about all the other ones she’s committed over the years. Were those all just mistaken coincidences as well?”

Tina was silent for a long moment. “I….don’t care.”

After everything else that had been revealed tonight, Kramer should be beyond being shocked but he was all the same. “You don’t care? She’s one of the most wanted criminals on the planet and you just don’t care?”

“No, I don’t,” Tina said, sounding almost as if she was speaking to herself just as much as Kramer.

“Next you’ll be telling me you’re in love with her,” Kramer muttered.

“I….I am,” Tina said, sounding almost surprised by the words that had just left her mouth.

Kramer for his part was speechless. Which probably was a good thing because of the very long list of topics he would prefer to never discuss with anyone this particular one had just taken a place at the very top. After a moment had passed he decided to simply pretend that the last few moments had simply not occurred, for his own sanity if nothing else.

“I’m not going to try and stop you,” Kramer said a little gruffly, “but if you walk away now you should know I’m not going to stop looking either. If I see you, or Barinov for that matter, after tonight I will do my best to bring you in.”

“Fair,” Tina nodded, “just promise me you’ll look into that.” She nodded one final time at the file on the ground and turned to go.

“Tina,” Kramer said without thinking and the woman paused. “Be careful.”

“You as well, sir.” And with those words she was gone.

Kramer said nothing as he stared down at the file sitting on the cobblestoned ground, almost glaring at it as he ground his teeth. It wasn’t like he could not look inside. Aside from the fact he had basically promised Tina that he would, it was what duty would expect him to do. If it was evidence he had to review it, no matter the source it had come from.

Stepping forward, Kramer reached down and picked up the file. Flipping it over he quickly scanned the contents of the first page. His eyes went wide as he did.

It was only when Kramer was stepping off the elevator onto the floor his hotel room was on that he realised he had left his cigar lying on the ground in the alley. Shame, it had been a Cuban and his favourite brand at that.

“Sir!”

Mind still racing with what he had just learned, Kramer almost stepped into Anders.

“Oh sorry,” Kramer said, “guess I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

“No problem, sir,” Anders replied, his voice a tad nervous, “is everything alright, sir? You look a bit off.”

Kramer almost told him to mind his own business but then stopped and actually considered matters. It occurred to him that if he was going to even attempt to pursue what he had just discovered he was going to need help and it would have to be help he could trust. Anders was a kid and still green behind the ears but his instincts seemed to be good. More than that, as a new member of the Bureau he was probably the one person he could be almost certain wasn’t involved in some way with what he had just learned; Kramer hated to think anyone on his team might be a traitor but he couldn’t rule it out either.

“With me,” Kramer said simply.

Anders looked surprised by this but obediently followed in Kramer’s wake to his room.

Kramer seated himself by the generic writing desk in a corner of the room and placed the file on it and regarded Anders consideringly for a moment. He noted that the kid was very obviously trying not to wiggle.

“I need to ask you something, Anders,” Kramer began.

“Sir please, if this is about what happened today -” Anders cut him off.

“What happened today that you think I need to speak to you about?” Kramer was now the one interrupting him, eyebrow cocked with interest.

Anders blinked and then winced a little, clearly realising that Kramer had not been aware of whatever it was he had been about to confess to. “Early today I came across Graci in the basement when I went to investigate it. She….was with Barinov. I let them both go.”

Of all the things Kramer had been expecting that was not it. It seemed today was turning into a record as far as surprise revelations went. With a grimace he replied. “Well, I can hardly scold you over that seeing how I just did the same thing myself. Graci that is, Barinov thankfully wasn’t there or else it might have gone differently.”

“What?” Anders said, clearly shocked by what he had just heard.

“Anyway we can discuss that later,” Kramer went on, drumming his fingers over the file as he considered how to proceed. “As I said I have a question. If I were to tell you something, Anders, something that once you learned you could not unlearn even if you wished to, something that would commit you to a path that would put your career and probably your life in jeopardy, would you want to hear it?”

Anders ran his hand across his jaw. “Um, what kind of something, sir?”

“The kind I can’t tell you unless I’m sure you’re okay with what I just explained.”

Anders looked away for a long moment. “Is it something that puts America in danger?”

Kramer nodded. “Very much.”

Another long moment and then Anders met Kramer’s eyes again. “Then I would want to know.”

A bit impressed despite himself, Kramer gestured to the hotel room’s sofa. “Then I suggest you take a seat. This may take a little explaining.”


Epilogue

TINA DANGLED BY her wrists from cuffs attached to a square metal frame, her body utterly naked. The frame was placed in the centre of the stateroom of Dasha’s yacht; Tina honestly admitted to being more than a little impressed as the space itself was almost the size of her entire apartment back in DC.

Through the floor to ceiling windows that decorated one side of the stateroom was a view of the Dardanelles. They were currently sailing through the Turkish straights on their way to Socci on the Black Sea. Tina had been a little apprehensive at the thought of sailing through an active warzone, but Dasha had assured her that there would be no issues with the Russian navy at their passage. She had not volunteered the details as to how she was so confident of this and Tina honestly hadn’t wanted to know.

Not that Tina was paying much attention to the view or thoughts of geopolitics. Her attention was solely on the three paneled mirror standing before her, providing her with a birds eye view of herself dangling in bondage. More importantly it afforded her a perfect view of the imposing figure of Dasha standing right behind her.

She was a very appealing sight. Her customary fur coat hung open from her shoulders, revealing her body underneath it which was completely naked aside from a lacy set of black stockings and matching garter belt. That and a rubber strapon which was dangling from her pelvis.

Tossing the long, leather threads of the flogger she held over one shoulder, Dasha’s heels clicked against the floor as she walked closer to Tina with an almost predatory gait. Tina watched the sight hungrily in the mirror before her, drinking in the stern, cruel look in her mistress’s eyes.

“Agent Valentina, it seems I finally have you in my grasp,” Dasha crooned as she closed the distance between them and leaned forward so her hot breath enveloped Tina’s ear. “Are you going to be cooperative?”

Those words and the scene playing out between them were so very similar to the fantasy that had come over Tina back in DC just before she had departed on that fateful mission to Paris - had it only been just a few days ago? It felt almost like a lifetime - and that was not by chance. Dasha had proven to be surprisingly interested in just what Tina’s fantasies about her had been and very persistent on the subject. When Tina had finally, with a bit of embarrassment, confessed just the other night Dasha listened eagerly and immediately decided they would make it a reality.

“Never!” Tina said defiantly with an exaggerated toss of her long, black hair.

Dasha’s haughty lips pouted. “So you choose to be difficult. Very well, I have ways of making you talk.”

CRACK!

The snap of the flogger filled Tina’s ears as Dasha slashed it through the air for emphasis.

“Do your worst,” Tina shot back, but as she spoke she jutted her bum out suggestively and wiggled it ever so slightly. Her entire body seemed to be humming with anticipation.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Three times in rapid succession Dasha struck the flogger across Tina’s bum. The American woman let out a ragged groan, but it was half in pleasure. Even as pain flared through the plump, round cheeks of her bottom, her vagina clenched in delight as it savoured the sharp sting.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Again Dasha struck out with her flogger, raining blows down upon Tina’s bum without mercy. Tina could already feel angry welts emerging on the rapidly reddening skin where the knotted tips of the strands of the flogger cut into her tender flesh. She relished the burning pain, body shuddering under her mistress's assault. She actually arched her bum out to better expose it to the continuing blows.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The clanking sound of the cuffs securing Tina’s wrists as they rattled against the metal frame joined the cracking sound of the flogger as she instinctively tried to bring her hands down between her legs. Her vagina was soaking wet with arousal, the juices already dripping down her inner thighs, and desperate to be touched. Of course, her efforts came to nothing and all Tina could do was continue to dangle on her tiptoes, frustration building in her poor pussy along with arousal, with her only relief being the continued wicked blows of the flogger.

CRACK!

Dasha gave one final strike with her flogger and then stopped. Tina actually let out a whimper of disappointment when she realised no more were coming.

Then she gasped as she felt Dasha’s body flush against hers, the hard nipples of the other woman’s breasts poking into her shoulder blades.

“Are you ready to cooperate now, Agent Valentina?” Dasha whispered hotly, her hand going to Tina’s throat to brush her fingers over the gold neck chain that decorated it. Tina felt her insides flutter at the burning, possessive look in the other woman’s eyes as she did this.

“You’ll never break me!” Tina declared, even as she wiggled her body against Dasha’s and was rewarded by a soft moan in response.

“I have ways,” Dasha replied. She stepped back a little from Tina and her hand left the bound woman’s throat and lightly traced itself down her spine.

Tina shuddered under her touch. When those delightful fingertips reached the swell of her bum, however, her eyes went wide when she felt one of them delve between the cleft of her bum cheeks and lightly press itself against the puckered ring of her asshole.

“You have such a luscious bottom, Agent Valentina, have I ever mentioned that?” Dasha simpered with a wicked grin. “If my flogger upon it does not incentivize you to be good, then perhaps my cock will instead?”

Tina’s cunt clenched at those words, but she batted her eyelashes meekly and puckered her lips into a trembling pout. “Oh no please! Not that! Have mercy!”

Dasha immediately froze and her eyes flew to meet Tina’s in the reflection of the mirror. Her heart actually felt like it was squeezing in the most wonderful way at the concern on the other woman’s face as she paused the scene to check in and determine if Tina’s protestations were genuine, obviously worried first and foremost about not doing anything Tina genuinely did not want.

The burning eagerness in Tina’s eyes apparently satisfied Dasha that her words were simply an added layer of roleplay to the little fantasy they were playing out and her face turned wicked again. “Mercy? I have none, Agent Valentina. Now that I have finally captured you I intend to give that saucy bum of yours the proper fucking it was made for.”

The blonde woman spat on the fingers of her hand and Tina suppressed a moan as she felt them once again reach between her plump bum cheeks and rub themselves over her anus, lubing up her rear entrance for what was to come. Dasha repeated the act and then pumped her hand almost lewdly up and down the rubber shaft of her strapon, eyes glued to Tina’s bum as she did so and her pink tongue licking her lips in anticipation.

As Dasha gripped one of Tina’s hips tightly to hold her steady, she squatted down slightly and pressed forward with her own. Tina suppressed another moan as she felt the bulbed head of Dasha’s cock push against her asshole which turned to a pained hiss as she felt it begin to press inside, stretching the puckered ring of her anus painfully. Even as she did so, she felt her clitoris tighten deliciously.

Dasha paused for a moment and ran her free hand down Tina’s trembling back soothingly, giving the bound woman a moment to adjust, eyes locked with hers in the mirror. A second went by and then Tina gave a small but deliberate nod of her head.

A hungry look filled Dasha’s eyes and she gave a short thrust forward with her hips and Tina arched her back to rock her own backward to meet them. A strangled wail bubbled up in her throat and burst from her lips at stinging pain accompanying her anal tunnel stretching to accommodate this new invader. Her entire cunt seemed to pulse in joy at the same time, however.

Again Dasha paused for a moment and then she thrust forward again, ramming her cock even deeper inside of Tina’s bum. Tina groaned in torment from the pain, but even as tears leaked from her eyes and down her cheeks juices of arousal were also leaking from the slit of her pussy.

When Dasha thrust with her rubber cock for a third time, Tina actually felt her hips press themselves against the round cheeks of her bum as she buried it into her rear to the very hilt. Tina let out a tearful groan, equal parts pleasure and pain, at how utterly stuffed she felt.

Dasha chuckled darkly and her hands came around to cup Tina’s full breasts as she once again paused to let the other woman adjust, fingers seeking out her hard nipples to pluck and twist at them. “Do you like that, Agent Valentina? My cock in your succulent bottom? I think you do.”

Tina only groaned again, deep and hotly, but it became a whine of dismay as Dasha’s hands retreated from her breasts and gripped her tightly by the hips.

Her disappointment soon vanished as Dasha began to thrust away with her hips once again, slowly at first but with ever growing vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled Tina’s ears along with her moans of pleasure pain, heart beating ever more wildly as her arousal spiked higher and higher with each fresh thrust of her mistress’s cock into her bum.

But just as her arousal began to spike Dasha thrust forward one final time and then stopped. With a breathless moan Tina’s head flopped back to rest on the other woman’s shoulder. “No no please! PLEASE! I was so close.”

A dark chuckle followed. “Oh it seems I have been applying the wrong tactic, Agent Valentina. Perhaps the key to breaking you is not the application of pain but instead the denial of pleasure?”

Dasha reached around with one hand and ghosted her fingers over the burning surface of Tina’s vagina, her touch feathery and teasing. With a sobbing moan, Tina arched her hips forward seeking more contact from those maddeningly teasing fingers but Dasha easily evaded her efforts without ceasing her infuriatingly light caresses for a moment.

“Pleeeaaase!” Tina wailed tearfully, feeling herself teetering on the edge of release yet unable to tip over into it.

“Please what, Agent Valentina?” Dasha said tauntingly, fingers circling around the bound woman’s clitoris, so close to the throbbing little bud yet just quite not touching it.

“Please mistress, let me cum!” Tina sobbed snottily.

That was all it took. Dasha immediately began pounding at Tina with her cock once again as her fingers finally sought out her clit and began rubbing at it relentlessly. As close as she was, it took only moments for Tina to feel pleasure burst from her cunt and consume her trembling body as her climax overtook her.

“Thank you!” Tina howled. “Thank you….thank you, mistress!”

With that Tina went limp, dangling from the cuffs secured to her wrists as she shuddered in the aftermath of her orgasm. Dasha carefully pulled her strapon from Tina’s anus, the bound woman actually moaned a little in disappointment as she did so, and then unlocked the cuffs.

The strong hands of her mistress gripped Tina by the shoulders as she was gently lowered to the floor. Leaning against Dasha for support, Tina nuzzled her face into the crook of the Russian woman’s neck as she felt arms wrap around her body and pull her close.

“Did you enjoy that, malen’kiy?” Dasha asked after a few moments.

“Yes mistress,” Tina murmured into Dasha’s neck, savouring the scent of the other woman that had filled her nostrils.

Feeling Dasha’s hands pressing softly yet insistently at her shoulders, Tina pulled back with some reluctance. She immediately noticed a determined yet also nervous look in Dasha’s eyes.

“Please listen to what I am about to say….” Dasha’s voice trailed off for a moment, as if she was trying to find the right words. “For the longest time, the only thing there was for me was my quest for answers and after that revenge. The world was black and empty and it was almost like I had forgotten there was ever anything else.”

Tina listened intently, not wanting to interrupt, yet she could not stop herself from raising one hand to cup Dasha’s cheek.

Dasha pressed her face against Tina’s hand. “But then I met you and I do not know when exactly it happened but it was as if all the colours came back….I know we have not known each other long….and I know it seems almost cliched….and you do not need to say anything back….but Tina, I supposed what I am trying to say is -”

“Dasha,” Tina gently cut off the other woman’s babbling, “I love you too.”

For a second Dasha said nothing, clearly at first not believing what she had just heard. Then a beautiful smile broke out on her face and she brought her lips against Tina in a quick yet intense kiss that made the American woman’s heart flutter.

Breaking the kiss, Dasha actually giggled. “That was not fair, Tina. I wanted to be the one to say it first.”

Giggling as well, Tina touched her forehead against Dasha’s. “Oh, was that naughty of me, mistress? Interrupting your big dramatic speech? I’m sorry.”

“Sorry is not good enough, malen’kiy,” Dasha’s voice was playful, but a familiar hot look was appearing in her eyes, “I am afraid I will have to punish you for that!”

“Oh really?” Tina twisted herself around so she was on fours and looked over her shoulder at Dasha, wiggling her bum in a teasing fashion. “However will you do that, mistress?”

SLAP!

Tina gasped as stinging pain filled one pert bum cheek as Dasha spanked her.

“I am certain I will find a way, Valentina, my so very special agent.”


The End?
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