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I killed the lights on my Chrysler just in time. A second or two later and she would have seen them as her own car – a hefty Cadillac that you wouldn’t usually associate with such a delicate woman – pulled into the lot.

She’d been one step ahead of me throughout the whole case, and I didn’t need her to know that I was waiting for her now. She’d figure that out soon enough, preferably from the inside of a pair of handcuffs. Speaking of which...

No, they were still there. I ran my fingers across the keyhole and tested the ratchet: it yielded immediately, tightening next to the loop on my belt, and I was satisfied. It wasn’t all that common for investigators to carry them – most of the guys I knew had an unhealthy ‘shoot first, ask questions later’ approach to the job – but there was no telling when some goon might wake up from a strong right hook to the jaw, and there was no sense in taking the risk. These were top of the line, police issue, appropriated not-entirely-legally from a buddy of mine on the force who couldn’t play poker worth a damn. They’d got me out of a whole bunch of trouble before, and I had a feeling they’d come in handy tonight.

Of course, this was the first time they’d be around a woman’s wrists, but there was a first time for everything – and if there was ever a woman born who deserved that particular honour, it was Elena Schuyler.

Schuyler was a nightclub singer – the real troublemakers always were – and had a brutal streak a mile wide, not that you’d know it from looking at her. Soft brown hair and a butter-wouldn’t-melt, out-of-town cuteness hid precisely the kind of darkness that let her and her seven-foot gorilla of a lover beat her boss to death. Richie Malone hadn’t been the best of men, and I hadn’t found anyone in the city who’d been sorry to see him go, but no one wants to picture themselves ending up as the filling of a chalk outline – especially not for the sake of a couple of bearer bonds and a few hundred dollars in cash. For Schuyler, that had been enough, though, and she had no intention of sharing: the cops had found the boyfriend a few days later, complete with a knife between the ribs.

I couldn’t help but think that it would have made for a nice irony if she’d stabbed him in the back, but real life doesn’t always work out that way.

One thing I knew and the police didn’t – well, one of many, but the most pertinent to the matter at hand – was that the cash was only the tip of the iceberg: it was a tidy sum, but not worth going to the chair for. What was worth the risk, at least in Schuyler’s mind, was Malone’s diamond stash. That was a payout that made the idea of running off to some European hotspot seem like a pretty appealing option. Hell, it would probably be enough to buy a resort or two, and still have enough change to live like a queen for a dozen lifetimes – especially now she didn’t have to share it with her oversized loverboy.

The diamonds were waiting for her inside Malone’s secret offices, operating out of a warehouse on the East Side. It was where he funnelled any work that was too seedy even for a nightclub to front – narcotics, smuggling, rumours of the occasional arms deal – leaving the Blue Room free to dabble in the more socially acceptable cesspools of prostitution, gambling and extortion.

Now all I had to do was wait for her to make her move.

It didn’t take long. I don’t know why I’d been expecting her to show up in an evening dress, but instead she was sporting a trench coat not dissimilar to my own; it was nice to know I was in style, even on the job. It looked better on her, and even in the dark, barely-lit parking lot I felt a breath catch in my throat the second I saw those pins hit the blacktop. She had legs that went on for so long I felt tired just watching them, and right from the first day she had sashayed into my office and begged for me to find her boss’s killer it had been all I could do to pull my eyes away. I’ve never been much of a leg man, but one sight of the stocking seams running up the back of those shapely calves – not to mention the thought of where they might have been running too – and I was hooked.

The fact that she’d turned out to be a murderer with two men’s blood on her hands wasn’t ideal, but the dirt on this city sticks to everyone if you leave it long enough. Sometimes, you just have to stop to appreciate the finer things in life, no matter where you find them.

She gave a cursory scout of the parking lot, before she pushed open the warehouse door and went inside. She hadn’t seen me, slumped in my seat. It was time to go.

I closed the door softly and patted my pockets: I had to make sure I was going in prepared. In my left was my camera, a trusty Kodak number that had never seen me wrong before, despite going through some rough and tumble; a large crack in the Bakelite case uglied it up a bit, but I liked the added character, and it was always nice to go into a situation knowing exactly what you could trust. My right pocket held a Colt .45, freshly oiled and with a full magazine; you didn’t get more trustworthy than that. 

I slunk across the lot to the door, which she’d left propped open, probably in case she needed to make a hasty exit. All the better for me.

I peeked my head inside, gun drawn, and saw a light on in the office upstairs. It was a rookie mistake: anyone passing by outside would have seen it from the street, and the last thing she needed was to be drawing attention to herself at a time like this. A flashlight would have been better.

Maybe my luck’s beginning to turn, I thought as I started mounting the stairs. Maybe she’s got complacent... sloppy, even. Maybe—

That was as far as I got. Three steps from the top, there was a soft whooshing noise, and then the back of my head exploded into fireworks.

It the last thing I remembered before I fell forwards and the darkness of the stairwell became absolute.

As I opened my eyes, the light made my head pound like a team of construction workers had settled in for a day’s hard labour. She must have given me one hell of a hit.

Of course she’d been waiting for me. Whether she’d seen me in my car or whether she was just being overly cautious, it was hard to tell: I hoped for the latter, but I wasn’t willing to discount the fact that this might have been my own damn fault. There was just something about her that could so easily throw a man off his game. I wasn’t the first – case in point, Malone and a three hundred pound slab of meat resting in the morgue – and I doubted I’d be the last. As consolation prizes went, I’d had better.

She must have snuck out from the shadows as I was climbing the stairs, and caught me from behind; a quick crack over the head with some blunt instrument, and the job was done. She’d even waited until I was near the top of the stairwell, so she wouldn’t have far to drag my body into the office.

God knows what would have happened if I’d fallen backwards rather than forwards. It was probably best not to think too much about it.

The office looked like a bomb had hit it, and I didn’t feel much better myself. I tried to reach a hand up to check the back of my head, to make sure she hadn’t done any lasting damage, but I ran out of luck early: a hard ring of steel stopped me in my tracks. It seemed she had decided not to take any risks either; even my own handcuffs were being used against me.

Et tu, Brute?, I thought, but it didn’t feel like much of a joke. If she had my cuffs, she also had my gun, and Schuyler had already proved beyond a shadow of a doubt that she wasn’t the kind of girl you underestimated when it came to her willingness to use violence.

I looked down to see the flesh of my legs and a pair of white jockey shorts staring back up at me. I was still wearing my shirt and tie, barely, but my coat and pants had been thrown in a heap across the room. It might have added to the ransacked decor, but it didn’t help my situation worth a damn. I kept a spare key hidden inside the waistband of my slacks for just such an occasion, but it looked like she’d either been too lazy to frisk me, or too unwilling to take the chance that she’d miss something I could use to escape.

Or maybe she just got off on the humiliation. I wouldn’t have put anything past Schuyler.

She hadn’t noticed that I was awake, which was something: it gave me time to inspect the room, and her. She had lost her own trench coat, hanging it neatly on a hook by the door, and was wearing a blouse with a neckline that was doing its best to head south for the winter and a skirt that showed off her legs to perfection. Rummaging through Malone’s desk had obviously been pretty heavy work: cracks were starting to show in her usually flawless facade, and her icy composure gave way to a frustrated moan through ruby-red lips as she tipped piles of paper out of one of the desk drawers.

I’d never seen Schuyler anything less than totally in control. Even on our first meeting, when she hired me, she’d played me like a fiddle: first, she had thrown down the damsel in distress card, and then when she saw I wasn’t taking the bait, she ran her stockinged foot softly up my inseam as a way of convincing me to help her out.

‘Please, Mr Malone,’ she said, dropping the girl next door act as soon as she saw the femme fatale might work a little better. ‘I don’t have anywhere else to go.’

She’d beaten her way past my defences, that was for sure. It had worked – a little too well. It looked like she’d decided to make a habit of getting the better of me.

I carried on scanning the room, looking for a way out. A portrait of the late, not-so-great Richie Malone lay off to one side; the small wall safe it had been used to conceal was open, and empty. It seemed she’d got what she’d come for – so why was she still ransacking the place?

More importantly, why was I still alive?

The drawer was empty at last, and she wasn’t happy with the findings. ‘Fuck!’ she shouted aloud, apparently no longer caring who was around to hear her. The word bounced off the walls, filling the room. It sent an involuntary shiver through me. It wasn’t the kind of language you usually heard coming from a lady, even in my line of work.

My shiver must have caught her attention, as she turned those dark, baleful eyes to me for the first time. ‘You’re awake, then?’ she said at last. Her voice – a singer’s voice, halfway between honey and razorblades – caught my ear and refused to let go; it made the rest of the room slip into focus, even through the fog of my bruised head. ‘I was wondering when we’d see you again.’

I kept quiet. I’d seen the look in her eyes before: it was the way a cat looks when it’s caught itself a new mouse to play with, cruel and dangerous and inevitable.

I looked around, desperate to find something I could use to get myself out of this mess. My gun was on the desk, closer to her than to me even if I hadn’t been tied. The shattered remains of what had once been my camera, crushed under those heels, covered the floor. I had nothing.

‘Oh, your precious little camera?’ she said, her eyes following mine. ‘You got off lucky. Be glad that’s the only thing I smashed while you were out. And you’ll have to excuse the undressing. I had to make sure you didn’t have anything hidden away. A girl can’t be too careful, you know?’ She gave a devilish smirk. ‘No chance of that, anyway.’

‘What can I say?’ I said, finding my voice at last. ‘A knock on the head like that will take all the fight out of a guy. You really want to work on your seduction technique.’

‘You’d be surprised, sweetie. There are things that go on in this city that’d make even a guy like you wince.’ A playful pause. ‘Or maybe not? Maybe you like that kind of thing. You’d be in good company, for sure. I hear even the Mayor goes in for the rough stuff.’

‘Save the speech for someone who gives a damn,’ I said, as gruffly as I could manage. It was hard to seem menacing in my current situation, and we both knew it; my ego was as bruised as the back of my head. How could I have been so stupid? I should have known right from the start that she’d be waiting for me. Women like Schuyler didn’t make mistakes.

‘Oh, the dick who’s been caught with his pants around his ankles has got a mouth on him, has he? That’s good. I like my men talkative.’ She smiled as she carried on rummaging in the desk, checking the already-empty drawer with an intense look on her face. ‘We could have had a lot of fun, the two of us. But work has to come first.’

‘Shame. Isn’t that always the way?’

She shrugged. ‘It didn’t have to be. If you hadn’t been so thorough with your snooping, we’d have had a lot more time for fun and games.’

‘You hired me to investigate. You get what you pay for. Nothing more or less.’

She waved a dismissive hand at me. ‘You were supposed to keep the cops off my tail, that’s all. Make the police think I was doing everything in my power to cooperate. You were just a distraction, sweetie. Nothing personal.’

‘I do my best.’

She sighed as she walked back over to me, her hips swaying gently like a sapling in the breeze. ‘I’m going to be honest with you, Mr Madison: this was cute for a while. The whole back-and-forth trade of wits? I love it. But it’s getting really old, really fast. Now, are you going to be a good boy and behave yourself all on your own, or do I have to give you an incentive?’

There was steel in her voice, steel that had dripped in and covered every word with a hard sheen that said she wasn’t going to take any of my shit. I decided it might be better to keep my mouth closed.

Quickly, viciously, she brought her leg up and pressed her foot down on the chair between my legs, inches from my crotch. I winced, despite myself. It was too close for comfort by at least a yard and a half.

She started rolling up her skirt, achingly slowly, looking into my eyes as she did so. A gentleman might have looked away, but I got the feeling she wanted me to watch – and boy, did I want to watch too.

‘A gun is such an ugly instrument, don’t you think?’ she asked, snaking the fabric over her thighs. I felt a swallow catch in my throat, but I couldn’t bring myself to look away. ‘They’re like coshes. There’s no subtlety to them. No... finesse. But I can’t deny that they have their uses, from time to time.’ The skirt had reached the top of her stockings now, where the obsidian handle of a switchblade was strikingly obvious against the paleness of her skin. She took it between finger and thumb, eased it out, and flicked it open with a grin. ‘A knife, on the other hand... well, that’s a different story entirely.’

I looked into her eyes, and nothing but inky blackness stared back. Not for the first time, I wondered how anyone could have been taken in by her insincere charms; handcuffed to a chair with a blade inches away from my face, it seemed crazy to think that she’d once played the role of the innocent ingénue caught in a web of mob violence and deceit. But played it she had, and played it to perfection.

The knife point flicked downwards, toward the waistband of my shorts, and my eyes followed it. ‘I thought that might get your attention,’ she said, sliding the metal effortlessly between my hip and the fabric, cutting through the elastic with ease. She gave a final, casual flick, and the thin scrap of fabric that had previously been covering my dignity was cast aside. 

I stayed silent, choosing instead to test the strength of the handcuffs. If they weren’t tight enough, perhaps it would be possible to slip my hand free. I might have to dislocate a thumb in the process, but it would be better than whatever she had planned for me.

‘I wouldn’t bother,’ she said playfully, catching the sound of the chain around my wrists. ‘You know as well as anyone that they’re not coming off.’ The games were over. She pressed the cool blade of the knife against my cheek as she purred into my ear. ‘Sit tight, if you know what’s good for you. Or you’ll lose more than your jockeys. Do we understand each other?’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’

She snorted. ‘“Ma’am.” Nice touch. You learn fast.’

‘All part of the job. It’s learn fast or wind up dead.’

‘I’m not willing to rule that out just yet. Let’s just say I’m keeping my options open.’

‘Duly noted.’

She paused for a second, and for the first time since I’d woken up she seemed to be weighing her options. ‘You’re not scared of me, are you?’ she said eventually.

‘That you’ll kill me? No.’

‘You should be.’

‘Maybe. Probably. But if you were going to kill me, my reckoning is that you’d have done it by now. After Malone and your hulk of a boy-toy, what’s another body on the pile? And I’m not so vain as to think that it’s because you’ve taken a shine to me, either. You need me for something, and you need me alive.’

She smiled at that, her rich red lips stretching out from ear to ear. ‘Oh, sweetie,’ she said. ‘Why can’t it be both?’

‘You could have just asked nicely.’

‘And where’s the fun in that?’

‘You don’t ask, you don’t get.’

‘I don’t think that’s going to be a problem tonight.’ She toyed with the knife, playing her fingers gently across the tip, teasingly. ‘But fine, if you want to get to the point, I’ll play ball. You’ve had dealings with Malone before. You know how he thinks, the way he works. I guess you even knew that safe over there would be empty, and yet you came here anyway.’

‘So?’

‘So that means you know where these diamonds are hidden. And you’re going to help me find them.’

I laughed, despite myself. ‘What makes you so sure of that?’

‘Because I can make life very unpleasant for you if you don’t. And very, very pleasant if you do. Which one I choose is really all down to you.’

‘Decisions, decisions.’

With a viper’s quickness, she dropped the knife, reached down and grasped my penis firmly in her hand. ‘I’d advise you to take this all a little more seriously, Mikey. You don’t mind if I call you Mikey, do you?’

‘I think it’s a little late for us to stand on ceremony,’ I said, flustered. My mind should have been on escape, but the second those fingers wrapped around my shaft it was all I could think about – all I thought I’d ever be able to think about again. Instantly, I felt it fill, inflating from half-mast to fully-cocked like a hot air balloon under the rough grip of her hand.

‘Well, well,’ she said, smiling her malicious grin. ‘It seems someone agrees with me. And there’s me thinking you were going to make things difficult.’

My jaw clenched. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of an erection, but at least the knife was out of play, no matter how temporarily. On that score at least, I couldn’t have been more relieved.

Her grip slackened slightly, became less of a threat and more of a tease. ‘You know, there’s more than one way to get you to cooperate,’ she said, slowly beginning to pump her hand around the shaft of my cock. ‘This doesn’t have to be unpleasant, as long as you behave. And you are going to behave, aren’t you?’

She knelt between my legs, and smacked her ruby-red lips, teasingly. I wanted her, then, more than ever before – more than when she had gently teased me in her office, more than when I’d seen her step out of her Cadillac onto those legs.

God, those legs...

But now, it was that mouth that had captured me. Her fingers might have grabbed my attention – among other things – but it was those lips that held it.

She slowly lowered her head, keeping her eyes on mine, and ran her tongue gently up my shaft. I let out an involuntary shudder as she did so, the build up of so much frustration at letting myself get trapped like this, and the realisation that I didn’t much care. She was putting herself in a great deal of danger, playing with me like this. One swift movement of my knee and I could have knocked her clean out; I didn’t believe in violence against women, but when the woman in question has you tied to a chair while she holds a knife to your Johnson, exceptions must be made.

Except...

Except I couldn’t, that was the point. I knew it. She knew it. I was just going to sit and take it, because that was all I was capable of doing. I was going to behave.

‘Gee, you really are excited, sweetie,’ she said, evidently pleased by my response. ‘Mrs Madison doesn’t give you this kind of treat?’ She knew there was no Mrs Madison, but I doubt it would have stopped her even if there had been.

Another long, sensuous lick up from the base, before I watched the tip disappear into that warm, slick mouth of hers. Involuntarily, I found myself beginning to buck my hips slightly, to push myself deeper, greedy for all the pleasures her tongue could offer – and what a tongue it was. With a skill that couldn’t have been natural, she teased and tormented me, first gently flicking against the tip and then seconds later taking my entire length, as though having me fill her throat was a personal challenge.

I didn’t know what they were teaching the showgirls down at the Blue Room, but I knew I approved.

It didn’t take long before I felt a familiar pressure building, an orgasm bursting to get out. The eager caresses of her tongue against my cock had pushed me to the edge, and I felt my leg began to shiver. Just a few seconds more...

She stopped.

I let out a low moan of exasperation as she removed her lips from my twitching member, stood up, and smoothed out her skirt. ‘Disappointed?’ she asked. I didn’t answer. ‘You know the deal, sweetie. You’ll get yours as soon as I get mine.’

‘Forget it,’ I said, hoping she wouldn’t hear the crack in my voice. ‘If that was all I wanted I’d have gone down to the docks with two dollars and kept myself entertained all night.’

She sighed, theatrically. ‘Suit yourself. I didn’t want to do this, but you’ve really left me no choice.’

I’d expected her to go for the knife, and I spent a split-second calculating whether or not I’d have been able to beat her to it – depressingly, no – but instead she reached behind her back and unhooked the button of her skirt. A quick, seductive wiggle of her hips, and the fabric bundled itself on the floor at her feet. She stepped out of it with a practiced ease, completely unashamed by her newfound semi-nudity.

The lingerie and stockings under the shirt should have looked ridiculous, but it didn’t. There was something about seeing her like that, so comfortable and so in control, that made most of me melt and a good seven inches of me harder than ever.

‘Changed your mind?’ she said, playfully.

‘Not even close.’

Lingeringly, she bent down, hooking her thumbs in just above her waist and taking her underwear with her. Her bush, neatly trimmed, stared back at me, commanding my attention. I let out a slow, steady exhalation as she walked up to me and rested her foot on the side of the chair.

‘What about now?’

I shook my head, and she sighed theatrically. ‘You can’t say I didn’t warn you, sweetie. You brought this on yourself.’

One swift kick and the chair fell over, taking me with it. I gasped loudly as my right shoulder hit the floor, breaking my fall with an angry crack – the site of an injury from an old job that had never completely healed. I worried for a second that it might have dislocated, but it seemed this time luck was on my side: it was just a bad bang.

I didn’t have much time to react. With a practiced ease, my tiny captor had flipped me onto my back, pinning the cuffs behind me, and had perched herself on my chest, that glorious bush just inches away from my face.

‘Remember when I said I was getting bored with this?’ she said once she had nestled herself into a comfortable position. ‘Well, my mood just went even further south – and I can be a real bitch when I get impatient.’

As if to prove her point, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head up, forcing my mouth against her slit and holding it there, muffling me before I could throw out the smartass response we both knew I’d be working on. Instead, I found myself gasping for air. The scent of her was intoxicating: a familiar sweetness, mixed with her perfume and what I assumed was the delicate musk of her sweat.

But it was more than that, somehow. There was something about her, and the ease with which she had played me this whole time. She’d had me wrapped around her little finger since day one – and more disturbingly than anything, I’d wanted it. I’d wanted it from the second she’d walked into my office, back when I thought she was just a sweet kid who’d fallen on hard times.

I couldn’t help myself. I snaked my tongue out gingerly, exploring her mound, only to find another source of wetness: it seemed that Schuyler was enjoying my interrogation more than she was letting on. Perhaps I had a way out of this after all.

‘Mmm...’ she moaned as she felt me make contact. Her grip tightened slightly, guiding me towards her. ‘Good boy,’ she said eventually, ‘but we both know that’s not what I’m after. Where are the diamonds?’

The slight crack in her voice told me that wasn’t the whole truth. I ignored her question, focusing all of my energy into my tongue, tracing gentle, deliberate circles around the nub of her clitoris. If I could throw her off her guard, even just for a moment or two, there was a chance I’d be able to get to my gun before she did. Even with my hands behind my back, I reckoned she’d be smart enough not to take the risk.

I continued, eager now, lost in my own enjoyment as much as in hers. With every soft little moan – and I was pleased to find that they came faster and louder the more enthusiasm I put into licking and sucking on her tight slit – I redoubled my efforts, relishing every imperceptible movement of her on top of me.

I found myself drifting away to thoughts of fucking her, what it would be like to be out of these cuffs and to take her right here on Malone’s office floor, to pound myself into her lush, tight, teasing little body over and over as revenge for her rough treatment of me.

I focused on that heady blend of anger and desire as her body shifted forwards, trapping me beneath her. She clamped her thighs firmly around the sides of my head as I continued licking, tenderly ministering to that small pink dot of flesh despite the awkward new position. I realised too late the reason for the shift.

It wasn’t to help her enjoyment.

It was to keep me from being able to breathe.

I wriggled and bucked underneath her, but even without the size advantage she managed to retain the upper hand. I could hear her laughing, despite how well her thighs muffled my ears. ‘Are you OK down there?’ she said, with mock concern.

I struggled for air, feeling myself growing lightheaded from the lack of oxygen. Still, in some vain attempt to persuade her to release me I carried on doing my best to please her, working my tongue against the wetness of her sex, until finally she pulled herself a fraction of an inch off me. It was all I needed. I breathed in a huge gulp of air, mingled with her scent.

She smiled down at me. ‘Now I have your attention, sweetie... where would Malone hide things he didn’t want found?’

I paused, apparently for a moment too long. With a heavy sigh, she pushed herself back onto my face, pressing down hard. As much as I struggled, I couldn’t get up; the restriction of the cuffs made it impossible to get the necessary leverage.

So this is it, I thought. This is how it ends. There were worse ways to go, perhaps, but I think I would have preferred a quick, painless bullet wound to the indignity of... this. 

She reached a hand behind her and raked her fingernails up my chest as she pulled her body off mine. I gasped at her roughness and her cruelty. ‘Are you ready to talk now?’

My resolve was broken. She had won. ‘The desk,’ I said softly. ‘Check the desk.’

My response didn’t seem to satisfy her. ‘Tut tut, sweetie... I already checked the desk. You’ll have to do better than that,’ she said, beginning to lower herself back down onto my face.

‘No!’ I shouted, just loudly enough to get her to pause. ‘No... on the back. There’ll be a secret panel.’

‘And how would you know that?’

‘It’s custom made. Same as the one in his office at the Blue Room. I was poking around and found it by accident. It was full of fake passports, and...’

That was all she needed. Immediately, she jumped off my chest and skittered over to the desk in the corner of the room, running those tantalisingly smooth fingertips over the grain of the wood, looking for any crack that might signify a secret compartment.

I fought to get my breath back, to regulate my breathing, but the sight of her peach-perfect ass bent over the desk made it harder than it should have been. I’d always had a thing for curves, and Schuyler didn’t disappoint, but the sight of her in a slinky evening dress up on stage was a world away from how she looked in the here-and-now. I was hooked.

Focus, Madison, I thought, trying to snap myself back to attention. Now wasn’t the time for fantasies. That could wait until I was out of here and Schuyler was in a jail cell.

‘Hah!’ she exclaimed as the hidden drawer popped open. A quick rummage around and she’d pulled out a small satin bag; the look on her face as she tipped the contents into her hand told me that she’d found exactly what she’d been hoping for – her ticket to a life of luxury.

‘Oh, you are a clever boy!’ she beamed at me. ‘And to think, I was just going to kill you. I guess this worked out best for both of us, eh?’ 

A still, small voice rang out, and it took me a moment too long to realise that it was my own. ‘Please,’ it said.

‘Please what?’

‘Please... finish me off. I need it.’

The words came from somewhere outside of me – outside of the rational part of me, anyway, but given my situation it seemed like that side of me had managed to escape a long time ago. The lump of meat that was left had only one thing on its mind.

She knelt down at the side of me, and traced one of her immaculately manicured nails down the side of my cock. ‘Sweetie, you know that’s not what I meant. Let’s try it again. Please what?’

‘Please... Ma’am?’ I ventured.

‘Say it like you mean it.’

‘Please, Ma’am. Please finish me off. I’ll do anything.’

‘Anything? That seems like a hell of a promise for a man in your current situation,’ she said, flashing me a grin as she stepped back into her shirt. She slipped the bag of diamonds between the fabric of her brassiere and her milky-white breast, then turned back to me. ‘Although I suppose, since you were so helpful...’

She pushed me onto my back using the toe of one pristine shoe, and I struggled not to cry out as she pressed into the tender flesh of my damaged shoulder. I fell easily, and she caught my wince. ‘Did that hurt, sweetie?’ she said, all sweetness and light.

I gritted my teeth and nodded.

‘Aww, poor baby. I guess I’ll have to be more gentle with you next time.’

Next time?

I didn’t get chance to give her veiled promise much consideration: in one swift movement she had reached down and taken a firm hold on my cock, achingly hard since the moment she had first pushed me to the floor. I moaned softly as she played her way up and down, a virtuoso on her instrument of choice, with a performance that was threatening to leave her audience desperate for an encore.

‘Don’t leave me waiting, sweetie,’ she said playfully. ‘I’ve got a plane to catch, and I’m not sure the pilot will wait for me no matter how nicely I ask. Of course, with this payoff I could probably afford to buy the whole damn airport.’

Her words were lost in a fog of gentle touches, but her voice was as strong as the grip she had around my manhood, flowing up and down as she massaged my length, eking out every last drop of pleasure she could take from my prostrate body. Every time her delicate fingers made contact with me, it was like a shot of electricity right to my core; with every motion, I found myself wondering what it would be like if it was her pussy wrapped around my cock instead. The thought was fleeting, but it caught in my mind like a coat sleeve on a rusty nail and wouldn’t let go.

Feeling her soft warmth under me.

Running my fingers and lips over the smooth white plains of her bosom.

Kissing her, deep and slow, as I pressed my hips against hers.

Her moans in my ear as she begged me, pleaded with me to keep going, a desperate drumbeat calling out for me to fuck her, fuck her, fuck her...

‘I thought I told you not to keep me waiting,’ she said, a stern tone to her voice that hadn’t been there before. ‘I’m not a patient woman, and let’s face it: it’s not like you can afford my time now.’

‘Please...’ I choked out. ‘I’m almost...’

‘Oh, you’re almost? Almost what?’

I couldn’t answer. ‘Please, Ma’am...’ I said again, hoping it would placate her enough to make her stay, to make her see the job through to its – and my – climax.

She laughed, mockingly. ‘”Oh, please Ma’am, please,”’ she said, gently playing her fingers over the tip of my cock. ‘If I’d known you were going to be this easy to please when I hired you, I think I would have kept your fee.’

‘I’m so close.’

‘You’d better be. Five seconds, sweetie. That’s all the time I can spare. Ready?’

‘No... I can’t...’ Five seconds? That was impossible. The lingering touch of her skin on my own was intoxicating; I couldn’t stand knowing that I had such little time left with her. Five seconds might as well have been no time at all.

‘Four... three... two...’

Torn between wanting this moment to last forever and wanting to explode myself all over those skilled hands of hers, my body took the decision out of mine and chose the latter; like a fire hydrant, I came, splashing myself up the front of my shirt and collapsing back. I might have been spent, but I was far from satisfied.

That didn’t matter to Schuyler. She wiped her hand clean on the front of my shirt without comment, stood up tall, and sighed. ‘Sorry to love you and leave you, but I’m afraid duty calls. Lock up when you’re done, OK? The keys to the cuffs are... well, let’s just say they’re somewhere around here. It’s so easy to lose track, don’t you think?’

I let out a weak moan of protestation as she began to head off – too weak to be the reason she had stopped in her tracks.

‘Oh, of course,’ she said in the voice of an absentminded schoolteacher, forgetful but still somehow completely in control. ‘How could I forget?’ She put her hand on the desk, and before I could see what it was she had deposited there she was already halfway to leaving. ‘Consider it a... parting gift,’ she said, blowing me a kiss through the door.

And with that, she was gone.

As the fog of her presence lifted, I became acutely aware of the cuffs digging into my wrists and the dull agony that had exploded in my shoulder the second it had hit the floor. I was half-naked, covered in my own filth, and the biggest case of my career had just waltzed out of the door with a bag worth several times more than the building I was sitting in. As days on the job went, it hadn’t been a great one.

But I was alive. It was a small mercy, but knowing Schuyler’s record, it was a lucky escape. She’d even left me my clothes, once I figured out how to get to my pants to unlock the cuffs. No one needed to know about any of this. I could go about my life with my reputation intact. Nothing had to change.

Slowly, I pulled my aching body into a sitting position, willing it to behave itself and to cut through the pain for just a few minutes longer – just long enough to get myself out of this goddamn warehouse and back to the office. There was a half-bottle of scotch waiting for me, and if there was ever a night I’d needed a stiff drink...

A firm kick upwards against the floor, and I was on my feet. My pants were only a few steps away, and even restrained as I was, I figured I’d be able to get the keys without any trouble.

It wasn’t until I set off across the room that a glint caught my eye, and I saw exactly what it was that she’d left for me: her parting gift, as she’d put it. A gift that only Schuyler and I would ever know existed.

On Malone’s desk, twinkling in the lamplight, sat three small, perfectly-formed diamonds.
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