
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


Airport Stalking

 


Jack’s Game

 


 


By Blair London

 


~~~

Smashwords Edition

 



 


Reality Today Forum

realitytodayforum@gmail.com

 


Copyright: © 2015 by Reality Today Forum. All rights
reserved

 


No part of this document may be reproduced or
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior written
permission of author.

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.

 



Table of Contents

 


 


Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

 




Chapter One

 


 


Airports – a constant hustle and bustle, an
endless stream of coming and going – and waiting. Not the best
place to start a story, with all its orderly haphazardness, but
here is where this story begins. The story about the secret and
interesting part of my life, that is. That’s right, I lead a double
life.

Now, there are many sides to a story, each
trying to bring out the perspectives of its characters in line with
the perspective of the hero or villain of said story. I don’t think
it’s unfair of me to say that I am seen as a hero in my everyday
life. The life that is open to the world is full of achievements
and social responsibility…looked up to and respected as having
lived a model life filled with achievements. I have a wife who
loves me, grown kids who adore me, friends and colleagues who
respect me, and grandkids who honor me. In my so-called “normal”
life, all those characters represent many different sides to the
story. However, all the chapters in this story have just two sides;
one is my side and the other one is what all the other characters
thought or think is theirs. Since the end of the Stone Age, stories
have come to be written by writers on paper, soft copy or
otherwise, but I have developed a flair for writing mine in
reality. Call it real-time story writing if you may, but on this
day I was waiting in an international airport, out to find the most
two deserving characters for a new chapter.

By the way, my name is Jack…Jack Carl. That,
of course, is not the name I was born with, but it’s the name I
have used for more than thirty years. I’m an advisor by profession,
the job I took up after retiring from my government job, when I was
drowning in a financial quagmire. All my friends, who are not many,
call me Jackal the Clown. Why? It must be the name, or maybe
because I’m almost a jack of all trades. My friends usually get
ticked due to my hidden mysterious personality though…the evil
twin.

The day before, my boss, an ex-con man, a
ghost, a once notorious barbaric, ruthless maniac and a sadist,
assigned me this new job. I jumped as always, took a flight and was
following orders since. My job, for the time being, is to attend to
my regular business call, which is, of course, a disguise for the
real job, face value; way beneath the reality of finding the newest
candidates for my latest assignment.

Asked, rather ordered, to wait in the
airport’s waiting lounge, I began to scout, from the time I arrive,
to end only when recruitment was complete. Pulling up my small
suitcase near to a bench, I reached for a magazine from a nearby
stand and pretended to read it. With nothing much but sketchy
details to go on, I had to find my characters without making it
obvious that I was doing nothing more than reading a magazine while
waiting for a ride. At least I knew what one of my characters was
supposed to look like based on a mug shot that was sent to me and
then immediately erased. As for the other, I guess I just had to
make a random selection from the endless stream of strangers,
either here or back home. I didn’t need anyone with any great skill
level to serve the purpose I intended, any face without a name
would do just fine.

Ordinary people with extraordinary potential,
to be precise, would fulfill the job criteria as I once did when I
was nothing more than “normal.” It always takes two to tango. That
is how orders are. My boss, who had recruited me, told me that.
Funny, that was the only time I ever saw him. For the next thirty
years, up until now, he only contacted me when he had a job such as
this one for me to do, and it was always done remotely.

When I was recruited, I was in a financial
crisis; what could have been my demise, but after having learnt
about my secret “talents,” my boss threw me a lifeline, and I have
never been in another similar crisis since. I vowed that it would
remain that way, as long as I didn’t get caught, of which I had no
intention.

As much clout as my boss wields, even he has
a boss, or I think he does, and the chain simply is endless,
leaving little room for flaw and error. The rules are simple: two
facts and two players playing by means of two branches. These two
branches lead to multiplied branches, either by means of theory or
practicum. In these branches, reason and logic procure with cause
and effect, always obtained by the principal of two. It has always
been a successful strategy for me and my bosses, and so I was here
to set it off once again.

I waited without success for a half hour, but
was I getting impatient? Probably I would have been if this was
thirty years ago when I just started out. As the years rolled by,
one of my biggest lessons learnt was that patience really is
a virtue.

Plus, I have to follow orders – two simple
orders which I’ll call one and two. Number one is a male and number
two, a random female candidate. The greatest stories always have
been about conflicts between the two sexes and this one was going
to be no different. I did not know exactly what the job was about
as of yet, but as always, I would figure it out once I found my
recruits.

An hour passed and I rolled up my sleeve to
look at my Rolex.

Four forty-seven.

The sun would soon be setting and I was
getting hungry. Don didn’t mention that I would be waiting this
long. As far as I knew, the flight had already arrived. That’s why
I took up residency in the waiting area, because the pretty voice
over the intercom had announced that Flight one ninety-two had
arrived over an hour before.

“Waiting for someone, mister?”

Overdone. That was the first thought that
came to mind when I saw her. She had streaked brown hair and was
wearing way too much makeup, which made her face too heavy
contrasting to her pale skin. From her neck downward she was just
plain skanky. Wearing a skimpy tube top which had a hard time
containing her sizeable rack, and a band aid miniskirt, she fit the
bill of a hooker. Could she be a part of my game?

Just then, there came a man from out of the
arrival lounge who sat among the already crowded hall. My brain
temporarily forgot the reply I had for little miss “man-eater” as I
tapped into my photographic memory. My male player had arrived.



Chapter Two

 


 


Such bad timing, although I wasn’t sure on
whose part, hers or his but I liked to carry out my duties in
sequence. Like walking, placing one step before the other. Flashing
a disinterested glance at the young woman, I shook my head and
pretended to continue my reading. I had to ward her off, at least
for the time being. I reckoned that if she was what I figured her
to be, then she would still be around when I was ready for her

“Oh good, so you won’t mind me sitting beside
you then?” she asked, and took a step closer.

Get away!

For the sake of my mission, I couldn’t react
as rashly as the initial thought came to mind. I looked up at her
above the rim of my Ray Bans and gave her the “hi and bye” look,
then placed a hand on the seat next to me before she could sit
down.

“Yes, I do mind. This seat is already taken,”
I lied.

“Oh…uh, I’m sorry. So you are waiting
for someone?” she asked, looking slightly embarrassed.

A bit too nervous for a hooker, I
thought…unless she was new to the game.

My mind didn’t linger on that thought for
very long as I noticed the man taking out his cell phone and taking
up residence in the row of seats across from me.

“I guess you could say that,” I mumbled in a
dismissive tone, and turned my eyes back to my magazine.

She mumbled an “okay,’ and took a few paces
back before looking around, obviously peeved, but not distracted
from seeking new prey. My thoughts briefly wandered, wondering what
business was like for her, when I heard a man talking rather
loudly.

“Yes, of course. I do understand that…yes
sir,” the man was saying rather animatedly.

His name was Jonathan. I knew because that
was the name attached to the picture that had been sent to my
private e-mail the night before. It had been deleted just a few
minutes after I had studied his facial features and understood his
look. That’s one reason why my boss likes working with me. I don’t
leave evidence lying around. I’m a consummate professional, a
perfectionist even. Even if I hadn’t gotten that picture, however,
Jonathan would still have caught my eye for reasons too mediocre to
be brief, yet too important, as I must admit. For one, he was
talking way too loudly.

The airport, while being crowded as usual
with lots of passengers coming and going, could be a rather
dangerous place, a fact that this fool didn’t seem to be aware of.
As Jonathan continued giving out too much information for all
around him to hear, the curiosity of the people sitting or standing
nearby was obviously heightened, with a few darting quick glances
at him. I was sitting a little further away than the people right
next to him, but still could hear his absurd communication, which
was somewhat childish. It became very clear from his animated
conversations, that he was a salesman for a water purifier company
in California, mentioning the city where he was from time after
time. Every now and then, he would cunningly lower his voice,
glancing at the people around him while making appointments with
potential clients. However, secretive as he thought he was, the
details he gave away were more than enough information for
miscreants like me to thrive on.

I came to the conclusion that he might have
been disoriented by jetlag, or over-reactive due to a possible
first travel experience, lack of sleep, nervousness, or perhaps he
was just a blabber mouth. Yet another possibility came to mind as
he eyed a few women standing to his right: maybe he was hoping to
impress some hapless female into thinking he was rich and would
gladly accompany him to his hotel.

“I told you, Mr. James, the whole deal would
certainly have profits above one million dollars. Yes…that’s right.
No, the CEO told me about it,” he continued.

He was obviously being deliberate now,
especially since the women that he had been eyeing, turned and
looked at him. Was he too smart, or overconfident? Doesn’t he know
that he could be setting himself up to get robbed? Never mind that,
he was making my job much easier, because a part of my intelligence
work was being taken care of by his blathering. He made several
phone calls, all the while giving out similar details. I figured he
was making a bid to potential clients on his company’s behalf while
trying to score points with any airhead female he could bed during
his stay in New York.

Wise guy, but not as wise as I am going to
make you soon…you won’t have a clue until it hits you,
Jonathan, I disgustingly assured myself.

“I mean, money makes the world go around,
right?” Jonathan continued, his speech punctuated with throaty
laughs. “No, not at all. It is best if you decided now for the
greater good, as I am sure that we can make it happen for you.”

Was he serious? Why in the world would a
water purifier salesman fly to such a big city to talk on the
phone, when he was supposed to actually have a meeting for the same
thing he was discussing? Or was he trying to cut others in who
wouldn’t be at the meeting? I began to wonder if he was here for
vacation as well, and planned to do other business apart from that
of his company. It certainly wasn’t difficult for me to hear some
more, enough to satisfy my building curiosity, as to the other
people sitting nearby.

“Yes, it is done,” Jonathan was saying to
another person on the phone, probably the tenth person he had
called in the half hour that he’s been here, “Well, I mean it could
have been better. No, that clown can’t afford a billion dollars. No
way, he is an idiot. So what if he has major shares in stock? I am
NOT giving him any chances! Yes, certainly not. Not the ethics I
live by, you know.”

Wow, this fool was talking about ethics
now…says the guy who blabbers his company’s business in the waiting
area of one of the busiest airports in the country. In all my years
of doing this business, none of my preys have been so easy to trap.
I began to wonder if it was too easy. My mind was not allowed to
further explore that thought as the half-dressed wench that had
approached me suddenly reappeared and sat in the empty seat beside
Jonathan.

Well, well, well…let’s see what happens
here, I thought.

“Hi Paul, y – yes…Jonathan again. Uh…how’s
today going for ya? I…I got good news,” Jonathan stuttered as his
eyes came in contact with her shapely, creamy thighs.

I lifted the magazine higher to cover my face
as I allowed myself to snicker just a bit. I hardly needed to
listen to much more of what he was saying as I had memorized the
script he used for almost all the calls he had made. I actually
memorized his dialog and could easily lip-sync to it in whispers if
I wanted.

“Oh…oh yes, I am afraid it did. Lucky me,
huh?” he continued with a forced laugh.

Jonathan was restless for sure now. As I
stole another quick glance, it was quite apparent that he was
distracted by the young lady. She, in turn, was making it quite
difficult for him to focus on what he was saying as she leaned back
and crossed her legs, causing the already too-short skirt to glide
dangerously higher, while her face remained oblivious.

“Y – Yes of course, I…I…I do understand that.
Yes…yes sir.”

He managed to complete the call and then, to
my surprise, made another one. Either he didn’t have any game or he
was really trying to catch up with work.

“Well, hello Mr. Johnson, how are you? This
is Jonathan, the guy from the water purifier company, remember
me?”

He sounded more composed now, more assertive,
but still annoying as he repeated the same narrative as he had done
with all the previous calls. Once again, I lowered the magazine to
get a closer look. He had an aristocratic but casual air about him,
wearing a gray, long-sleeved silk shirt and ill-fitting designer
jeans with patterns on the pockets. Seemingly in his thirties, I
did not see a wedding ring on his finger. Then again, it was hard
to imagine someone so irresponsible having a wife and kids.

As I sat there, feeling annoyed and
impatient, I amused myself by imagining the people dragging him out
of the airport, beating him silly and then burning him alive for
his stupidity. I watched the hooker uncross her legs and cross them
again and smile. Maybe a better punishment for him was if she
ripped him off of every cent he had. Maybe that would put some
sense in his head, so next time he won’t go about blabbering his
business in public.

Anyway, I was getting restless waiting for
him to make his move, so I thought I’d just kick things in motion.
I had brushed off the broad earlier and I knew she would be
slightly hurt by my actions, but if I was reading her right, she
could still be won over if I dangled a golden egg in front of her.
Everyone has their price, right? Especially an airport hooker, I
thought.

I got up and placed my suitcase on the seat I
had been sitting on, and then strode confidently over to the hooker
while taking out my mobile phone. I made sure that my back was
slightly turned to the still yapping Jonathan as I placed a genuine
call to request my ride to come pick me up.

“Yes, I’m still at the airport,
waiting…You’ll be here in fifteen? Okay, thanks…and how much would
that be? Five hundred bucks..? Okay, no problem, I’ll be
waiting.”

The five hundred bucks was the overall price
to take me around for the two days I would be in the city, but I
mentioned it just to see her reaction. Sure enough, her eyes lit up
as I stood over her and hung up the phone.

“May I re-acquaint myself with you? I’m Jack
and you are?” I asked, moving quickly from one question to the
other.

“I’m Alice,” she said with a forced
smile.

“Listen Alice, I think we got off on the
wrong foot and I’d like to make it up to you,” I said as I extended
my hand to her. “Could you do me a favor?”

“Well…that depends,” she said hesitantly,
glancing sideways at Jonathan as she shook my hand.

I could see that she was slightly
uncomfortable with the situation, faced with the prospect of the
man yapping about the kind of money he was able to handle, and
myself who presented a very business-like attitude, if I may say so
myself. She seemed like a child in front of a candy store,
wondering what to choose.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make it worth your while,”
I said as I took out my wallet, making sure that my black credit
card was showing, “Can you keep an eye on that suitcase for me?
I’ll pay you one hundred dollars to make sure it’s still there when
I get back.”

Her eyes widened as she reached for the crisp
one hundred dollar bill, eyeing the cards in my wallet at the same
time.

“Sure…um…how long will you be gone?” she
asked, as she got up and fixed her skirt.

I figured it was pretty rare for her to make
a hundred bucks without having to get on her back or take off her
clothes.

“Only a couple minutes, just gonna get me a
cup of coffee before my ride arrives. Can I get you one too?”

“Sure, a latte would be great,” she replied
quickly, and strode to the seat beside my suitcase that she had
requested earlier.

I smiled at her and went to find the café I
had spotted when I entered the arrival lounge earlier. I took some
time observing my two candidates through the throng of travelers as
I waited for the coffee. One could never be too careful. I have
never been suspected before, but that doesn’t mean I was about to
get careless.

From my vantage point, I could see she was
still eyeing Jonathan, but he was now busy tying his shoelaces and
not looking at her.

What do you know, he’s finally stopped
blabbering, I thought.

I was back in about five minutes, and again I
turned at an angle so Jonathan could not see my face in the event
that he was looking my way.

“Here you are and thank you so much,” I said
as I handed Alice the reinforced paper cup with the hot
beverage.

“Thank you, Jack,” she replied perkily. “I
have to ask though, don’t you think what you just did was a bit
risky? I mean, how did you know I wouldn’t just run off with your
stuff?”

I took a sip from my cup before I flashed a
smile at her and then replied. “First of all, you don’t look like a
thief and in any event, you wouldn’t want to cross me.”

She got serious for a second and then smiled.
“You don’t look like the dangerous type, but then again…”

“Are you from this city?” I asked abruptly
before she could finish what she was saying.

“Uh…yeah, why?” she responded with a raise of
her eyebrows.

I could see down between her breasts as she
leaned a bit forward with genuine interest, and I turned my head
slightly away. It’s a good thing I was wearing shades so she
couldn’t see where my eyes were venturing. Needless to say, racy
thoughts began to pollute my mind and I struggled to replace them
with images of my wife back home. After all, she wasn’t that
attractive…well, apart from nice lips, large breasts and shapely
thighs.

“Well, I’m visiting New York for the first
time,” I said slowly, choosing my words carefully, “and I wasn’t
able to book a hotel due to the urgent nature of the business I’m
attending to. Could you advise me of a few of the best hotels
around town? Not necessarily the most expensive but…you know…where
I can get a nice bed, a nice meal…maybe some female company and
some weed?”

I lowered my voice when I mentioned the last
item, and she smiled with a questioning look in her eyes before
responding.

No, don’t ask, I cringed inwardly,
Not yet.

“I know just the place. There is a motel
called The Executive up in Manhattan – nice enough for a classy man
like you and you can get anything you want…as long as the price is
right,” she replied.

“Classy, huh?” I asked with a chuckle, “I’ll
take that as a compliment.”

“Well, you do look the part…expensive watch,
nice clothes, and shiny shoes…definitely classy,” she responded
with a sweet smile and a sip of her latte.

She was definitely making a covert proposal,
made more evident by her trademark move of leaning back and
crossing her thighs. I was not about to get sucked into her little
world, not just yet. Maybe after she had fulfilled her purpose I
would consider it, but not right now.

“Well…um…thank you…you don’t look so bad
yourself,” I replied, pretending to be flustered.

She was about to say something and I could
tell it would be bordering on raunchy based on how she was now
looking at me while gently swaying her legs, so I spoke before she
could.

“So what are you doing here…at the airport,
if you don’t mind me asking?”

“What do you think, Jack? I’m not here to
travel, so based on how I’m dressed, what do you think I’m doing
here?” she asked teasingly.

“You mean you are…” I said after a few
seconds, pretending to sound surprised.

“Yes,” she said finishing what she thought I
was struggling to say. “Some ladies use the streets, others use
clubs and massage parlors. Me..? This is my playground.”

“Wow,” I responded, sounding even more
surprised, “Now that’s a very honest reply. Thank you for being so
frank, I admire people who say it as it is.”

She mouthed a “thank you” and smiled,
inklings of a little blush showing in her cheeks.

“So um…don’t you get harassed by the security
guards? I mean, you’re not that difficult to miss,” I continued, my
eyes roving from ankle to chest.

“Every now and then, but they do change the
security people around here pretty often so I will stay away for a
while if I get noticed, and then come back when I’m sure they’re
gone. Besides, I usually come during peak hours like now, when they
have their hands full,” she responded.

I held her stare for a few seconds and she
uncrossed her legs again. Even though she couldn’t see my eyes, she
was toying with me, certain that I was taking in an eyeful.
Probably hoping for an invitation to roll with me, I thought.

“So…um, what’s the address of the motel?” I
asked as I cleared my throat.

She began to call out the street name, but I
reached into my wallet and pulled out two business cards. One I
gave to her and the other, I motioned for her to write down the
address on as I reached for a pen from my shirt pocket.

“A financial advisor…nice,” she commented as
she ogled the card, “Sounds pretty important.”

She scribbled on the other card and then
handed it along with the pen, back to me. I instantly noticed that
she had also written her name and telephone number on the card and
smiled. She was definitely making a play, and I was sure I could
have had her for a donut if I wanted.

“Well, my ride will be here any minute now,”
I said reaching for my suitcase. “I won’t slow your business any
longer. By the way, I see a potential customer in your near
future.”

I gently motioned my head in Jonathan’s
direction as I spoke. All the time I had been speaking with her, I
was looking at him occasionally from the corner of my eye, noting
the glances he stole at her as he restlessly played with his smart
phone.

Briefly, I wondered if he was silently
loathing me for having earlier lured her away from his grasp. Maybe
that’s why he had stopped broadcasting his business. Maybe he
thought he had put on a show in vain and figured he had lost the
only female who had been impressed by his glitzy presentation.

“So, what about you?” Alice asked pointedly,
her eyes ogling me up and down like a hungry lion checking out the
prized deer.

“I’ll keep you in mind for the next two
days,” I said, before I smiled and walked away.
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“I missed you, Jack.”

“I have to admit, I’ve been missing you too,
Neesa,” I responded as I played in the young woman’s long, silky
hair.

She rolled over onto me and kissed me, more
tenderly than she had done when we were in the throes of passionate
sex a few minutes earlier. The move resulted in the protest of
sheets of paper being squished that were scattered on the bed.
Neesa was probably the only person with whom I would allow myself
to be so untidy or careless. A very pretty and young daughter of a
client I had worked for eight years earlier, she had become sucked
into my world at the tender age of eighteen, and since then, every
time I was in New York, we tried to make up for lost time.

Being of Arabian descent, her father had been
a wealthy businessman who wanted me to ruin the reputation of a
friend of his whom she had taken a strong liking to. While doing
the deed, however, I found out that her soul was far more dark and
deep than he realized, and her intentions had been much more cruel.
Her mind intrigued me, especially since she was so young and
pretty, but yet still so advanced in her manipulative ways of
thinking. When she found out why her father had hired me, I was not
able to resist when she subsequently seduced me and convinced me to
ruin her father instead.

Deadly stuff, because I’ve never double
crossed any of my clients before, and to make matters worse, he was
friends with my boss. However, in my world, deception and loyalty
can easily be sold as a pair if the motives are overbearing and
enticing enough. It wasn’t love, I can assure, but she had appealed
to me in such a way that it felt worse for me to cross her than to
deceive her father, so I went about fulfilling her request.

To be honest, it wasn’t that difficult for me
to turn the tables on him, with him having such a heinous record.
He was wanted in his home country for unspeakable crimes ranging
from money laundering to child prostitution, so all I had to do was
expose him to the right people. The difficult part of my job,
however, was to not let it seem that I was the one who had rolled
over on him, so to speak. To cut a long story short, I was very
successful in fulfilling her requests while keeping my actions
below the radar. He was deported back to Saudi Arabia in short
order to answer to his crimes.

He didn’t last long back home, committing
suicide after he was sentenced to death, and it was then I really
found out how heartless she was toward him. She showed no remorse
in my presence, only when she was around family members who lived
in the United States. Her behavior wasn’t totally without motive,
however, as she eventually explained why she did what she did
initially, and why she had persuaded me to do what I did. You see,
she had grown to hate her father after finding out that he was
planning to send her to Saudi Arabia to marry a rich man as payment
for a shady oil deal. Her hate for him had grown even more when she
stumbled upon evidence revealing the monster that he was. He was
behind the trafficking of countless kids from the Middle East and
surrounding sub-continent, smuggling them to Europe and America to
be used as sex slaves.

Needless to say, we began a covert affair
that remained dormant for most of the time, but reignited every
time I was in the New York area. On top of that, she had become a
reliable resource for my assignments, using the vast wealth left by
her father to do some of my dirty work for me. In the case of
Jonathan, she had dug up everything that could be unearthed about
him and presented them to me upon arrival. If it was left up to
her, she would actually pay for all my expenses, including my
personal taxi and the motel I was staying at.

For consistency, I had booked a room at the
motel Alice had suggested, since there was a possibility that I
could use her in my grand scheme. Neesa had visited at midnight
with the information I asked her for, and after looking over
Jonathan’s extensive rap sheet, we made love impatiently for the
rest of the night until the sun started to come up.

At sixty-one years old, I was more than twice
her age, but she made me feel just as young as she was at
twenty-six. I always had a high sex drive, one which my poor wife
could not handle, so Neesa was a welcome outlet, being that she
matched me perfectly in the sack in both drive and passion.
Additionally, I didn’t feel like I was cheating when I was with
her, not when I knew she also had a steady partner in her life who
also couldn’t keep up with her.

“So, what’s your next move?” she asked me
after we had finished with another romp in the sheets.

The sun was coming up now and my mind flashed
on the task ahead. I shifted her body just a little bit to reach
for the sheets of paper that were on my side of the bed, and then
glanced over the details. Drug bust in high school, several DUI
charges, money laundering suspect, and acquitted sex offender…all a
part of Jonathan’s criminal record. Momentarily, I wondered how
someone with such a sketchy past could have ended up at such a
reputable company.

Same way you ended up at a Fortune 50
company, Jack, I reminded myself.

I suspected he might have other connections
or talents like I did, or it could be that his position was
someone’s favor. From the records, he had been at the water
purifier company for four years and had kept himself out of trouble
since, although there were questionable numbers arising from a
recent audit of the company’s books. Maybe he was given a last
chance and was trying not to mess it up, but was falling prey to
temptation. Whatever it was, his past was just as checkered as
mine, with the only difference being that there was nothing on me
to dig up.

“First things first, I’ll meet up with him,
then I’ll send him a nice little Trojan horse,” I replied.

“A Trojan horse, huh?” Neesa chuckled. “You
have such an interesting way of putting things. That’s one reason
why I like you.”

“Yeah? And what’s the other reason?” I asked
teasingly.

“I didn’t say there were only two reasons,
did I?” she hit back with a twinkle in her dark eyes.

I laughed and kissed her forehead, knowing
from prior experience that she wouldn’t give me a straight
answer.

“That’s one reason why I like you. You
have razor sharp wits,” I stated.

“And you have a razor sharp dick,” she said,
smiling as she reached between my thighs.

Instinctively, I grabbed her hand and guided
it away. The look in her eyes told me she was still not fully
satiated, even though we’d been at it for several hours with very
little time to catch our breaths between.

“I’m tired, Neesa. Remember, I’m not as young
as I used to be,” I said as gently as I could.

Neesa could be a bit schizophrenic sometimes,
and even though we understood each other perfectly, I was always
careful to keep on her good side by being gentle, which her father
had not been.

“Really now,” she said in a sarcastic tone.
“Or is it that you’re getting tired of me?”

Okay…tread lightly, Jack.

“Just look at you,” I said as I tipped her
chin with a forefinger and looked into her eyes, “How could I get
tired of someone as beautiful as yourself?”

She looked into my eyes and I held her stare
until she looked away. Like me, she was a very calculated person
and with mistrust always lurking just below the surface, she was
not immune to paranoia. Even though she had known me for such a
long time and we had become such close allies and lovers, I knew
that it wouldn’t take much for her to start questioning my
loyalty.

“If I didn’t know better, I would think
you’re just flattering me to evade my question, but I’ll give you
the benefit of the doubt for now,” she eventually said as she
rolled off me and sat on the edge of the bed.

I could tell that her mood had soured
slightly even though she was still smiling. She was a master or
mistress of hiding her true feelings, but she couldn’t hide them
that easily from me, although I pretended many times to be
oblivious. The truth is that neither of us was being honest with
our feelings. I wanted to save some of myself in the event that I
had to play naughty with the female company I was planning to have
over later that day. I comforted myself with the thought that I
would make it up to her before my two-day trip was complete.

“You know I wouldn’t do that, Neesa, that’s
not my style. Tell you what, as soon as I get some gas in my tank
and make some calls, you can have me for as long as you like,” I
responded.

“Hmmm…sounds tempting,” she purred as she
stood up and reached for the shirt I wore the day before. “I’m
leaving in about two hours though, remember I have a business to
run now.”

She slipped her naked body into the oversized
dress shirt, but left it unbuttoned, leaving most of her pert
breasts and sunken navel still exposed. As I looked at her lithe
body with its olive complexion which was attributable to her
lineage, along with the dark, shiny hair that flowed from her head,
I couldn’t help but feel a slight stirring below the waist. The
little Arabian princess was breathtaking to watch, and I wondered
if I was becoming too weak for her.

“There’s plenty of time, sweetie. I just hope
I don’t make you late for work,” I replied with a laugh as I sat
up.

“Don’t flatter yourself, Jack. You might be
good, but not that good to make me break my own rule,” she said as
she walked away in the direction of the bathroom.

Her rule was to never be late, and as far as
I could remember, she never was.

“There’s a first time for everything, you
know,” I called after her.

“Not this time,” she shouted back as the
sound of running water permeated the early morning calmness.

I got up and began gathering all the
scattered papers that had been neatly arranged in the file jacket
that Neesa had brought. Once they were all accounted for, I placed
them back in the jacket and began to peruse quickly, using a pen to
highlight the parts that jumped out at me. Apart from Jonathan’s
criminal record, which also included time spent in rehab for
cocaine addiction and attempted robbery, the audits from the
company at which he worked, suggested that there might be evidence
of fraud within his portfolio. My preys were always interesting
people; it’s almost safe to say that they make me want to wake up
for it.

A plan began to form in my head and I began
to sketch my next move. Poor Jonathan would not even know what hit
him, and neither would the executives at his company when the time
was right.

One question lingered in the back of my mind,
however, one that usually did with each assignment I carried out.
What did my boss want with this company? I worked for a
multilateral organization that carried out many support services,
including legal support to many banks and other firms in the
financial sector. Apart from what I did undercover, all its
operations were above board. My role, however, was a facilitator in
many instances of other companies being taken over by mine.

Essentially, what I did was to locate the
weakest link, set off a series of deceptive and ultimately
destructive chain of events that would result in damaged
reputations, conflicts and hemorrhaging of funds to try and stop
the damage. In the end, my boss would step in at just the right
time and present an offer which, while being less than the
company’s value, would seem like an offer that could not be
resisted. As I mulled over the lives I had been commissioned to
ruin, it was hard for me to imagine what dear old Don McShank had
in store for this water purifier company. It didn’t take long for
me to shake the questions from my head, telling myself that it
would all become clearer very soon, as it usually did.

For now, I just had to deal with the
preliminaries which were already falling into place nicely. I
reached for an envelope that Neesa had also brought and looked at
the pictures inside. Alice had, in fact, snagged Jonathan as her
client. The pictures ranged from the time they left the airport
together to them checking into the hotel that was booked for
Jonathan by his company.

Things had been set in motion and the games
had begun. My next move was to pull in Alice and see if she was
suitable. After that, I had to get closer to Jonathan and somehow
become his friend. I knew just what I had to do, but I had to do it
on home soil, seeing that we were from the same state.

“What are you planning to do with that
girl?”

Neesa had re-emerged from the bathroom, her
face now bereft of makeup and looking next to angelic. She was
glancing at one of the pictures of Alice and Jonathan as she
removed a hairbrush from her handbag and began preening her already
glossy tresses.

“Oh, she’ll be my little lynch pin, a trump
card if you may,” I replied.

“Is that all she’ll be?” Neesa asked
pointedly.

I detected a tinge of jealousy in her voice
and I looked up to meet her direct stare. It was the first time she
was expressing any form of emotion as it related to our tryst. Our
affair had always been purely physical, devoid of any emotion
beyond the utterances that resulted from the earth shattering
climaxes we shared. Was she falling for me? Not something I was
prepared to handle or entertain. My mantra was to never get
attached, but did I have the guts to cut her off completely seeing
that she had become more than just a bedmate?

“She’ll be whatever I want her to be,” I
answered with a straight face.

“Like I am whatever you want me to be?” she
asked flatly.

“What are you getting at, Neesa? I mean,
where’s all this coming from?”

I got up, pulled on my boxers and came closer
to stand in front of her. She stopped brushing her hair for a few
seconds, and eyed me up and down before breaking out into sudden
laughter.

“Just look at you, Jack. No, I’m not jealous
so you don’t have to look so worried. I’m just playing with you,
okay?”

It took a while for a smile to spread across
my face as she continued to laugh. Well, that was Neesa. I was
never really sure what she would do or say next, and sometimes it
was difficult to tell when she was being serious compared to when
she was not.

“Okay, okay,” I said, putting up my hands in
defeat. “You got me, Neesa…you got me.”

“No kidding. I should have taken a picture so
that you could see how serious you looked,” she replied, still
chuckling slightly.

“You find that funny, huh?” I asked, reaching
for her and tossing her onto the bed.

She
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