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Jessica Styles checked the time and shook her head, frowning a little. A buxom, hazel-eyed brunette, she stood half an inch short of 5’9” and weighed just over 130 pounds. She was not merely pretty, she was sensational. Wrapped in smooth, flawless skin with a very slight natural olive undertone, her toned, curvy body seemed specifically designed for sin. At present, it was adorned with a simple but stylish and obviously expensive blue evening gown and the plunging neckline of the garment seemed to struggle to contain her large, thrusting breasts. Her legs were long and shapely, her hips were solid and well-rounded and her waist was slim. Her hair was dark brown and glossy, reaching to around the middle of her back. Her enticing face only compounded the projection of carnal desire. The features were clean and symmetrical, the eyes were large and smoldering, the mouth was generous and almost ruby red, even without lipstick. ‘The Devil’s hot little sister’ was a label someone had once attached to her in a moment of lust-induced stupor and all the people who knew her agreed that old Beelzebub would wholeheartedly approve of it. 

Currently, she happened to be 24 years old. She also happened to be the CIA’s most efficient female operative in certain fields. That is, when they could get her to operate, since working was something she disliked intensely and generally tried to avoid, unless there was some challenge involved. 

She checked the time again and her frown deepened. She had been there for almost a quarter of an hour. It should not have taken that long; something was definitely amiss. She was more annoyed than worried, though. This was not a matter of life and death to her. What was at stake here was, first and foremost, her personal pride, with some small amounts of professionalism thrown in for good measure.

Reflecting on the events of the evening, she tried to figure out if she had done anything wrong and ultimately decided that she had not. It had been unfortunate circumstances that had prevented the achievement of her goal and had necessitated her present actions. 

On paper, the job had not appeared too difficult. Quite the opposite – to her it had seemed as easy as taking candy (or anything else) from a grown man. Getting an invitation for the gala dinner at the Saudi embassy had been quick and simple enough. Getting the data would have been just as quick and simple had she not been besieged by some overly amorous French diplomat from the very beginning. Not seeing how she could get rid of him – short of kicking him in the throat – and feeling somewhat amused by his rather clumsy but still charming approach, she had initially gone along with it. She had figured that there is no hurry and that she might as well make the most of the evening. The moment she had finally managed to detach herself and set about business, she had found out that she had figured wrong. One glance at the MI6 bitch leaving the event looking as pleased as a cat filled to capacity with cream had been enough to tell her that. 

At first she had thought about sticking around and getting a copy of the files herself, but then she had chosen not to, knowing that it would constitute only a mild form of damage control. The data would not have any real value if just about everyone possessed it, which had meant that not only would she have to get it, but also make sure others did not have it. 

The decision to follow the other agent was one which Jessica had made and implemented in a split second. She had driven behind the Englishwoman – who she knew was named Kelly Harrington – just long enough to make sure the latter was going back to her hotel. She had known exactly which hotel that was since the previous day, when she had accidentally seen the Brit entering it and, led by both professional and sheer female curiosity, had set about finding out more. It had not been too difficult for her to get all the info she had needed, right down to the room number and the assumed name under which Harrington had checked in. This info had definitely come in handy tonight, removing the need for any lengthy tailing, which could easily have gotten her noticed. A frequent visitor to Paris, she knew the city very well and, as soon as she had convinced herself that Kelly was headed for her hotel, she had taken a short cut determined to be there first. She had encountered no trouble getting inside Kelly’s room and she had settled there for what she had believed would be a short wait.  

As she waited, she thought about what she was doing and the more she thought about it, the less she liked it. Not only was she interfering with a foreign agent without authorization by her own agency, but the agent in question was working for an allegedly friendly country. For all intents and purposes, she was about to attack – or at least threaten – an ally and the prospect made her a bit uneasy. And it really was not that vital a deal, either – certainly not one that demanded any drastic measures. She knew the CIA would get all the data from the British quickly and easily enough and from that aspect it did not matter whether it was herself or Harrington that had it. It was mostly her ego and her innate stubbornness that made her pursue the issue. She just hated losing. Getting that data had been – still was – her task and she had no intentions of failing, for failure was something she simply could not accept. Getting what she wanted by any means necessary had always been her way; she was used to it and was not about to change it now. Sure, she was not quite in the right in this case and probably should not do this, but she would not let that fact stop her. Doing things she probably should not do was basically the story of her life and she was aware of this every time she looked back. 

She probably should not have seduced her English teacher in high school, but she had done it nonetheless and it would have resulted in her being expelled, had she not seduced the school principle as well. She probably should not have gotten into a fight with a rival cheerleader right before the semifinals of the college national championship – an act which had led to her disqualification and had cost her team an almost certain title – but she had done it nonetheless. She probably should not have rejected her father’s offer to return to return to her native Cleveland after graduating from college and start work at his law firm, but she had done it nonetheless. And she probably should not have agreed to work for the goddamned CIA, but she had done it nonetheless. The list went on and it seemed to get longer with each passing day and she saw no reason why she should not add to it today. Things like ‘should’ and ‘should not’ were not important to her. What was important was her personal satisfaction. Nothing mattered as long as she felt good about herself, which she nearly always did.

Also, in this particular case there was something else to take into consideration – something that she had seen when she had accidentally come across Harrington yesterday. She was not sure whether it meant something and whether she should act upon it, but she intended to find out tonight. 

Finally, just as she was beginning to think the British agent had gone someplace else and was not coming back any time soon, Jessica heard a bell chime down the hall to signal the opening of the elevator’s doors. Gripping her gun, she moved. The fact that the lights were off neither worried, nor impeded her in any way. There was some light coming from the street through the windows and the room was only semi-dark. Her eyes had long adjusted to that and she was able to move freely and quickly. She positioned herself against the wall, just to the left of the door which happened to open in that direction. She knew there was a doorstop in the floor and the door would not go all the way to the wall. This made that particular spot perfect for greeting her unsuspecting hostess as soon as she had walked in. 

There came the sound of footsteps approaching the door, then a key was turned in the lock and the door opened. Jessica gripped her gun tighter and set herself, waiting for the inevitable turning on of the lights. 

The lights did not come on, nor did anyone enter the room. Instead, there was a loud tongue click, followed by a
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