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Simone stretched as she turned over to try and concentrate on the alarm clock; it took a moment for it to come in to focus.  The sunlight from the skylight was non-existent, and it made it hard to tell what time of day it was.  She could finally see it said nine a.m.  Well, that wasn’t a lot of sleep.  She stretched again to remove the kinks.  Her body said ‘enough sleep,’ so she would obey and get up.  She had some stocking up to do, and while she enjoyed shopping, she wanted to take her time so she didn’t miss anything—who knew what she would find.  She grabbed her cell phone, signed in, checked the code, and re-checked the latest request for her services.  She hadn’t accepted it.  She hadn’t declined it either.

She knew after the last assignment that the cops would be trying to reach her through the boy’s account, but she had already spotted their feeble attempts.  She didn’t answer; she didn’t acknowledge.  There was a certain protocol, and they didn’t have it.  This other offer had gone through the correct hoops, so she knew this new inquiry was ‘legitimate.’  It didn’t mean she had to take it, though, either.  She would have to ‘mull’ it over.  She turned over to get out of bed and take a decent shower.

She loved the bathrooms in this loft:  they were all modern, and while the master bathroom had the best of everything, her bathroom wasn’t too shabby with its sunken tub, waterfall shower with sixteen nozzles pulsating against her body, and mood lighting.  It really relaxed her when she needed it, cleaned quite thoroughly and below the surface, and it was large enough for two or more if she so desired.  She rarely shared.

After a breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast, she cleaned up the kitchen as she thought about what she would need for the ‘job.’  After all, part of doing a good job was being prepared.  She made a list, not written down—she wasn’t that foolish—but a meticulously constructed mental one of things she would need, things she might need, and things she just wanted.  Once the apartment, now cleaned by the service, and tidied up after her own use was again pristine, she grabbed her pack and headed out, locking the door behind her.  She of all people knew better than to carry a purse.  This pack was specially designed.  Her cash and credit cards were all in the pockets of her tight-fitting jeans.  Only someone giving her a hug could manage to slip those out if they could at all.  They would have to be good, real good, Simone good.  The pack carried Kleenex, a Swiss army knife, and a couple of dollars, just in case someone wanted to get cute with her.  It also had a secret compartment for slipping things into, like wallets, jewelry, wads of cash, or whatever should the need arise.  

Walking the streets of New York wasn’t easy, but she loved this town; it was so crowded and had so many opportunities.  If she wanted, she could retire here.  It had everything a person could desire.  Theater, museums, parks, plenty of marks, if she were so inclined; she wasn’t.  Occasionally she lifted a wallet, but only from a fat cat who made it too easy and she felt deserved it, and to keep her agile fingers in ‘shape.’  Later she would go through it, donate the wad of cash to a homeless shelter, a street person, or some equally deserving charity such as herself if she needed it, but the credit cards she wouldn’t use unless she needed them for a special moment.  Most of the time, she chucked them away in the incinerator, not of her own building of course, to destroy the evidence that they even existed.  There were so many things she could run here, so many scams, but she preferred not to do it on her own doorstep, not in her own backyard.  She kept her work and personal life separate and preferred it that way.

Today she took the subway across town and got off early to walk a couple of blocks to her favorite army/navy surplus store.  It gave her a chance to shake off anyone that might be following her and allowed her to window shop as she came up to the army/navy surplus store.  She loved these kinds of stores.  One never knew what one would find in them.  You had to search.  It was full of clothing and the more obvious camo type items.  She ignored these.  She didn’t need them where she was thinking of going, but today she found a really cool knife that she just had to buy.  She needed a new pair of boots:  her last pair, well; she didn’t want to think about what had happened to them.  She tried on several pairs before finding one that fit her just right, had the right thickness on the sole, and could be altered to her satisfaction, so she bought two pairs.  She was tempted by a new Kevlar vest that had come in.  It wasn’t used and that alone was appealing.  She hated the smell of the store she was in because so many of the items were trade-ins from those getting out of the service.  She eyed the Kevlar vest for a long time and then let it go; she didn’t need it.  Most of the time her job wasn’t ‘too’ violent, and she relied on stealth to keep it that way.  It would, however, be a cool toy to have in her arsenal, ‘just in case.’  She was sorely tempted, but she knew that she was like a kid in a candy store anyway with the things she could find here.  She limited herself to the knife, the boots, and a few odds and ends, including a cool little hand-held UV light.

Next, she headed over to a Mail Boxes Etc store.  She hadn’t been in there in a month and the amount of mail waiting for her was sizeable.  She dumped it into the bag with her other purchases.  She saw she had a couple of yellow slips which told her she had packages too big for the box.  She waited quietly in line for her turn.  The clerk took her slips and went to look for the packages.  They eyed her when she signed for them as she had had to fumble for the identification and remember which one she used here.  The packages had been sitting here for a while, and while Simone knew she had ordered things, it was obviously not important enough to be in here every day.  Besides, she traveled too much to make collecting her mail a priority.

Hefting the bag, which was pretty heavy now with the boots, all the catalogs, and her other purchases including the packages, she headed to the subway and back towards the loft.  She should have used the taxi now but had the feeling of being watched and losing someone on the subway was easier than in a cab.  The doorman greeted her and tipped his hat as he opened the door for her having seen her walking up the sidewalk.  They didn’t see her often, but when she was in town, she stuck around it seemed, or at least that’s what they gossiped about.  

The desk clerk called, “Ms. Rawlings, would you like your mail?”  Simone stopped momentarily and picked up the few pieces that were waiting for her.  It was a convenience to have the mail at the desk rather than in a wall box in case they wanted something larger delivered here to the loft.  Most of her ‘mail’ went to the Mail Boxes Etc anyway.  She took the elevator up to her floor, and using the solitary key she kept on herself, she let herself in.  She paused for a moment to listen, hearing nothing but the refrigerator running in the kitchen.  She pulled out the mail.  She went over the obvious bills first, taking the important ones into the office to pay immediately.  Things like the association fee were automatically taken out of one of the accounts she had set up specifically for items such as this.  She wasn’t in town often enough to screw up things like that.  The electric, phone, gas, and cable were automatically paid as well.  It was the ‘other’ ones like credit cards and such that she had to take care of, mostly online.  She would have had them ‘automatically’ paid but had had a bad experience or two where they ‘accidentally’ took more than they deserved and now she wanted some control over them.  Occasionally she was late, but then that was the nature of her business:  things came up unexpectedly and delayed her.

After paying and notating them, she filed and recycled the envelopes they had come in, shredding them to remove traces of her name on the envelopes, especially those that went to different names at Mail Boxes Etc.  She checked that the automatic payments were taken out, notating them as well as she checked her balance to make sure she had enough in there for a couple of months of ‘operating’ expenses.  She used to keep six months in there as some of her ‘assignments’ took much longer than expected.  Now, though, she tried not to take any of long duration:  it killed the high she got from her adrenaline surges.  Staying in character for months on end could be exhausting as she had enough to cope with ‘real’ life personas.

That evening, after cooking herself a steak, baked potatoes, and green beans, she leafed through her various catalogs.  She always found something in them.  There were things you just couldn’t find any other way.  From gardening, US Surplus, to junk magazines, she never knew what she would find.  Using a sticky note, she marked several pages of things she wanted but had to narrow down to things she needed before deciding on them.  The catalogs containing trinkets of army-surplus, gadgets, and such got a thorough going through before being put aside.  There were only so many things she needed versus wanted, she laughed at herself.  She made sure to destroy the ‘addresses’ on these as well in case anyone went through her trash; her shredder cross shredded and the confetti would be impossible to sift through to put together a legible address or occupant.

She went back to her computer and checked the offer of ‘employment.’  Thinking it over carefully, she accepted and asked for details as well as the ‘acceptance’ payment which was substantial, which meant the job might be a royal pain in the ass.  She looked up Belgium and Antwerp on the computer and studied for a few hours before heading for bed.  She changed into a muscle shirt and left on her panties as she brushed her teeth and crawled under the covers.

This was the time that she wished she had someone.  Someone to share the adventure with, the excitement, the sex...she missed having a regular ‘partner’ but not enough that she would consider having a girlfriend.  It was too much work, and the women she dated understood she was ‘on the road’ too much as a ‘salesperson’ which accounted for the nice apartment (that she did not own, but they didn’t know that).  She thought about the women she had seen when she got back and considered calling one of them for a booty call, but then decided against it.  Why give them hope of an involvement that she wasn’t interested in and wasn’t willing to invest in?  It took work to be in a relationship, and she had never found it worth the effort.  She enjoyed women, she enjoyed their uniquely feminine bodies, their smells, but she didn’t want the drama or the effort it took to maintain a day to day relationship.  She had been accused of being cold or heartless.  Maybe she was, but she enjoyed herself and had set some very realistic goals for herself.  She had wanted financial security before she settled down.  She had achieved all that long ago.  She could have bought a loft like this long ago, but why bother when her name wasn’t on the property, and she could stay here as much as she wanted?  She had her hidey-hole houses as well.  She liked the lack of permanence.  She could ‘disappear’ any time she wanted.

She lay there thinking about her past, her future, and the job, and made plans for the next day.  Going to Belgium meant using her French, perhaps her German; she didn’t know Dutch, though, and thought perhaps she should get a disc or two on to see if she could pick up some of the basics—that always helped.  She had been fortunate that she had an ear for languages; it had aided her many times.

She drifted off thinking about women and their luscious bodies, wishing she had her fingers touching the softness of a well-defined woman, nuzzling in for the sheer joy of it.  When she woke the next morning, she wasn’t surprised to find herself horny as hell.  Her dreams had a fiery red-haired woman in them, and she was wet through her panties.  She leaned over and opened the wooden box next to her bed on the nightstand.  In the bottom in a ‘hidden’ compartment below jewelry were her toys.  She pulled out a vibrating bullet and a rabbit.  She pulled her panties off and put the bullet next to her clit turning it on very low.  She could feel her body relax at the sensation immediately.  She put her legs together to hold it there as she reached up to play with her own nipples, imagining soft lips and fingertips of a willing partner taking care of it for her.  The sensation wasn’t quite the same, but her imagination was good and her body responded as her nipples hardened.  Pinching one slightly, she felt a corresponding pull down in her nether regions as she ground slightly against the bullet.  The wetness she had woken up with told her this would be a quickie, and she reached for the rabbit.  She only used the shaft, the rabbit ears unable to get to the deep vibrations she craved from the bullet.  Slowly, she inserted it, imagining using a double-headed dildo or a strap on with a partner and getting wetter in the process.  She crossed her legs to get the full sensation as she turned up the bullet.  Her mind just had to remind her of some of the woman she had been with over the last decade.  She soon found herself gushing as she contorted to the orgasm that filled her.  She stretched it out to make herself feel really good before turning off the bullet and gently pulling it away from her now overly sensitized clit.  As she moved the shaft of the rabbit, she found her body responding again.  She uncrossed her legs to reach down and grab the handle.  Gently she rotated it inside of herself and thrust.  Her body told her she wasn’t done this morning after all.  She began to thrust and pull on it, in and out, to some inner dance that only her body could tell her.  Soon she found herself pounding it in and out at a speed that had her gasping as a second and then a third orgasm overtook her, different than the first clitoral one.  These were vaginal and had her body feeling complete, satisfied, and left her gasping as she let go and lay back, enjoying the sensations as her body came down from its high.  The little pulsations causing spasms inside were a real enjoyable post orgasm bliss.

She always loved a good set of orgasms; they tended to be as good if not better than the high she got from the adrenaline surge of a good heist.  She lay there breathing and contemplating, if she had a girlfriend, she could have taken care of this for her, her fingers, her lips, her tongue...she halted her train of thought.  She didn’t have time for a girlfriend.  She enjoyed her freedom too much to clip her wings, and she could find a woman almost any time she wanted one with a little effort.  She glanced over at the box that held her toys, which reminded
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