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Dear Reader,

Thank you for picking up this fourth short story in my Short Stories Series. It means the world to me that you're here, ready to dive into another story. Writing stories is my passion, and knowing that my words might give you a few hours of escape and happiness makes all those sprints at the keyboard worth it.

Your support has kept me going through every scene and story. The messages you send, the reviews you leave, and the way you share my stories with others—it all touches my heart more than you know.

I write for readers like you. Hearing that one of my books helped you through a tough day or kept you up all night turning pages reminds me exactly why I do this. These stories aren't just ink on paper – they're the connection between us, even though we've never met.

I promise to keep writing stories that sweep you off your feet, make your heart race, and leave you believing in hope, love and adventure. If you'd like to stay connected and receive exclusive surprises and updates, please join my newsletter.

Your support means everything to me, and I can't wait to share more stories with you.

With love and gratitude,

Anne C. West

P.S. Let's stay in touch! You can find me on social media or join my newsletter for the latest updates.








  
  About this story


Michiel Ross, a retired police officer, reminisces about a missed opportunity to catch notorious diamond smuggler Nic Baumgarten in 1950s South Africa. Despite extensive investigations, the shipment of diamonds never surfaced, and Michiel was left feeling defeated. 
Years later, Nic becomes a resident in Michiel's retirement home, and the two men reconnect. Michiel still holds a grudge against Nic, but when Nic hints at the hiding place of the diamonds, Michiel is forced to confront his regrets and make a decision about what is truly important to him.If you're looking for a tongue-in-cheek puzzle, this is your story. 
Loosely based on real events.
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The old 1950s Chevrolet rattled over the hill. Michiel jumped out from under his police cap with glee. 
'Tonight is the night! I feel it in my good elbow...' he breathed while running into the dusty road. Two round eyes flickered to life on either side of the shining moustache as the engine protested to a halt. Michiel walked past the glaring lights and planted himself next to the closed window. Through the window he noticed the ringed hand motion to the driver. The driver's door creaked open. A short man scurried around the front of the steaming car with the solid black brake block. Without looking up he planted it in front of the spiked narrow wheel. Michiel watched the driver hurry to the side of the vehicle. His master let the window slide down to reveal his ringed hand.
'Lieutenant Ross. Good evening to you.' The voice floated into the evening air.
'Good evening, Mister Baumgarten. Odd time to be leaving town, isn't it?' Michiel panted. With effort, he ironed the smirk from his face. His team of three constables moved closer as they heard the mention of the revered name. Their intelligence was clear and concise: On 8 September 1956, a shipment of diamonds would leave Clarens for Johannesburg. Nic Baumgarten is to handle the delivery.
'O, you know Lieutenant; I don't tolerate the heat of day very well.' The gentleman replied. Michiel looked at the velvet suit jacket. The satin cravats complemented the deep red jacked and Michiel grimaced. They all knew the blood money he earned outside the normal eight to five working hours. Michiel has spent many hours watching Etsebeth's Toys and Gifts on the corner of Main and Church Streets. The number of customers and the sum of their purchases could never buy velvet and satin.
'Mr Baumgarten, Sir, we are pursuing some criminal activity and need to search this vehicle. Please step out of the car.' Michiel erupted. His greying hair rustled in the evening breeze. Nic Baumgarten smiled and motioned to his driver to open the door. The short driver scurried to obey and pulled the door with a creak open. A shiny shoe rested in the dust next to the silver tip of the cane. Nic Baumgarten folded himself out of the vehicle to his full length. He tucked his velvet jacket into place before he stepped a short distance away. Without a motion of his hand or a whisper, the short driver buzzed around the car opening every door or hole. Michiel Ross clenched his fists. Even the driver knows the drills. Humouring them before he fell in next to his master.
The group of investigators flocked to the inviting car. They searched every nook and cranny. Michiel pulled the pocket knife from his pocket and flipped it open.
'No Michiel. Our hands are tied.' The young man said hushed and looked at the older man.
'It is here...but where...' Michiel breathed.
'Jona
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