JACKY GRAHAM 

PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR

The Eritrean Contract

[image: image1.jpg]




Table of Contents

Table of Contents
2

Chapter 1 – Barefoot in the Alley
4

Chapter 2 – Morning Exam
8

Chapter 3 – Banter by the Park
11

Chapter 4 – The Client is Always Right
15

Chapter 5 – War on Drugs?
18

Chapter 6 – Stakeout on Maiden
21

Chapter 7 – The Feel of Metal
25

Chapter 8 – Drug Deal Interrupted
26

Chapter 9  – Barefoot at Udo’s
30

Chapter 10 – Meet Mr. Quang
31

Chapter 11 – The Great Escape
37

Chapter 12 – Intestinal Fortitude
48
Chapter 13 – Subway Snooping
44

Chapter 14 – Watchful ‘Eyes’
46

Chapter 15 – Bugging the Boss
46

Chapter 16 – Lilies from the Lady Tiger
50

Chapter 17 – Brother and Sister
52

Chapter 18 – Cabinet Breaking
54

Chapter 19 – A Talk with the Head of Security
62

Chapter 20 – Udo Plots
64

Chapter 21 – Unzipping the Cat
67

Chapter 22 – Copping a Plea
73

Chapter 23 – Rope Tricks
75

Chapter 24 – Planning Session
80

Chapter 25 – Very Fortunate, Ms. Graham
87

Chapter 26 – Flirting with the Doorman
92

Chapter 27 – Report to the Dragon Lady
94

Chapter 28 – Boogie Night
95

Chapter 29 – A Walk in the Park
103

Chapter 30 – Co-op Combat
108

Chapter 31 – NightSucking
112

Chapter 32 – A Crisis of Conscience
113

Chapter 33 – Scissored!
115

Chapter 34 – Making a Plan
121

Chapter 35 – Report to the Mistress
124

Chapter 36 – The Feds Run the Show
125

Chapter 37 – Party Time
126

Chapter 38 – Reflections over a Cigarette
132

Chapter 39 – Trooper Snooper
133

Chapter 48 – Dinner with the Elite
135

Chapter 48 – Taking Pictures
148
Chapter 42 – The Mob Man
152

Chapter 43 – The Swap
153

Chapter 44 – Hog Tied
156

Chapter 45 – Free for All
161

Chapter 46 – Night Fight
162

Chapter 47 – Moonlight Swim
167

Chapter 48 – Dysfunctional Calvary
174

Chapter 49 – Call Interrupt
175

Chapter 50  – Media Connection
177

Chapter 51  – ‘X’ perience
180

Chapter 52  – Repair Work
188

Chapter 53  – ‘Let’s Talk’
192

Chapter 1 – Barefoot in the Alley

The elderly couple looked once, then again. At first they weren’t sure what they were seeing, given the hazy evening darkness, despite the various neon plastered storefronts along Water Street providing some amount of illumination into the alleyway. Then, even after mutually confirming what they saw, they hesitated, not sure if it was smart to get involved. Walking up alleyways in Manhattan was not considered beneficial to one’s health. But, finally, human compassion got the better of them. Slowly, haltingly, they made their way down the alley, carefully holding hands all the way.

Abound 20 yards in, perhaps halfway before the passage ended at the brick backside of a neighboring building, they came to the prone figure they had spotted from the sidewalk, lying inert next to two, tall, faded blue, plastic garbage cans, a crooked arm resting peacefully against one of them. It was a woman of medium height, with shining, shoulder-length blonde hair, slender and attractive, dressed in a snug black cotton turtleneck and hip-hugging blue jeans. Somewhat surprisingly, the couple noted, the figure was barefoot.

The old man, after looking at his wife quizzically, finally bent down and touched the immobile figure on the outstretched arm at the bare bicep, just where the short-sleeved top ended. He shook it gently. He noticed there was breathing, if a bit fitful. He looked back up at his wife.

“I think she’s alive Doris…er…Miss, miss, please, wake up…Can you hear me???”

Slowly, responding to the man’s gentle shaking, the figure began to stir.

“Ooaahhh,” it moaned, then again.

“Are…are you alright, miss,… Can you hear me?…Can we call you an EMS? I have a cell phone…”

Opening her eyes briefly, blinking several times, then struggling more firmly to keep them open, Jacky Graham is eventually able to see the face of the kindly gent through eyes clouded with pain.

“Whattt…oooaahh, my head.” The woozy blonde puts an arm down to the dirty, broken alley cement and struggles to a sitting position against the none-too-clean trashcans. Her other hand goes back to the crown of her head and starts to rub gingerly.

“Are you alright,” the concerned gentleman asks again? “What happened?…Where are your shoes young lady?”

Slowly, as the stars began to clear and the neurons in her brain start to slowly function again, Jacky realizes the situation she is in. The nice old couple just wanted to help her, but she couldn’t let them know what was going on. No telling who still might be around, looking on.

She reaches out her hand and touches the old gent’s shoulder, forcing a smile, despite the hammering in her skull.

“It’s, its nothing,” she lies softly. “I…fell…and hit my head. I got dizzy…I have very bad hay fever…Sudden attack…Must have stumbled into this alley and…fallen against these cans and...hit my head…”

The couple looks doubtful. The old lady notices the growing lump on Jacky’s crown. She looks at her husband and shakes her head.

“And your shoes?” she asks.

Thinking as quickly as her condition would allow, Jacky dutifully looks down at her pretty bare feet and affects a stunned look. “My God, gone…Someone must have stolen them while I was passed out…Damn…My best pair of Steve Madden Ruley’s too. Cost $125…I...I should never have worn them down here. But they look so good with these jeans…” She continues to rub her aching head and tries to look as foolish as she does pained.

The couple seemed to realize further questioning would be pointless.

“Well, do you want an ambulance? I can call 911 now…They’ll be here in minutes…That’s a real nasty bump...” the man continued.

“No, no,” Jacky replied, perhaps a bit too hastily. I’ll be OK. I have a hard head. And my sinus’s seemed to be cleared out now. I’ll be fine. I…I was down here to go to a…party…at my girlfriend’s house. If I don’t get over there, they’ll be wondering. I can get some ice or whatever for my head there…”

“But without shoes?” the woman questioned skeptically.

“Lindsey will have a spare pair…she’s my size,” the lies were flowing quickly now. “It’s only a couple of blocks. I love to walk barefoot.”

“But these streets and sidewalks are full of junk, broken glass…” the old gent pleaded.

“Please don’t worry,” Jacky replied. I’ll be OK.”

With that, Jacky struggled to her feet and dusted herself off, the sudden change in altitude initiating another round of dizzy pounding in her brain. She again smiles weakly at her would-be rescuers and nods her head gamely at them, even as she slumps back against the wall beside the cans.

“Thank you for your help. If…if you see anyone carrying a pair of black, suede pumps around, they’re probably mine.” Her attempt at a chuckle is pitifully weak. She assumes the old couple by now would write her off as some kind of downtown nut job who probably deserved what she got.

Shrugging their shoulders at each other, the couple turned to go.

“You take care now, miss,” the old gent points a crooked finger at her. I know you women today think you’ve got it all figured out, but bad guys are still bad guys and you have to be careful.

“You don’t know how right you are, sir,” she replies to him. “Thank you again.” The pair moved back towards the street.

As they disappear into the night, Jacky brings both her hands behind her head to rub. God, what had that son-of-a-bitch hit her with? Messaging further, still leaning against the wall, she wondered what was wounded most; her cranium or her pride. She had followed the two young drug dealers here after they had parted company with the girl she was following, Monica Fallow, daughter of widower James Fallow, her client of two days.

She figured she might trap them up this alley and force them to talk. In their tight jeans and tee shirts, there did not seem to be any hidden guns or knives and while two burly guys to one average sized female might seem bad odds, Jacky knew how to fight if it came to that. Besides, in her experience, most of these street dealers were just cowardly punks, usually junkies themselves, doing the leg work for the real thugs a level or two up. Any show of brains or authority often turned them into jabbering jello. Besides, she was a good-looking female. Men usually responded to her when she played kittenish.

So she’d followed them in. Sure enough, they were standing at the alley’s end, by the building, lighting up a couple of joints. They looked her up and down as she meandered in. She had suddenly got the bright idea of telling them she figured they might have a bone and could she have some. She’d slowly pump for info while she pretended to get stoned with them.

Then, as she reached the garbage cans, putting a sexy smile on her face for their benefit, a tall shadow materialized behind her. Before she could react, the heavy whatever came crashing down across her skull. She dropped like the literal lead balloon.

So, she was back at square one. Or almost at square one. She had confirmed the father’s suspicions. His daughter was involved with druggies. Whether voluntary or not, however, it was too soon to tell.

She felt in the pockets of her jeans. As feared, both the car key and slim wallet was gone. So her adversaries, whomever they were, were now $42 richer and knew that one Jacky Graham, Private Investigator, NYC License Number 52617, was on their trail. She doubted they were worried. Not after her opening performance here.

All was not lost, however. She did not think they would know that her car, a three-year-old red Mazda coupe, was parked four blocks away, on Front Street, next to the Peking Ship Museum where the Fallow girl had met the boys. In fact, they probably hadn’t spotted her observing them. She was good at her job. It was just that having a third party come down the alley at the wrong time was just her bad luck. At least, she hoped that was the explanation.

The wallet they took had nothing else but her license and the cash. Her real wallet was in her purse in the car.

As for her shoes, the prized Maddens, well they should also be sitting safely in the car’s front seat, which she would be able to enter using the spare key she kept firmly duct taped to the under wall of the front left wheel. Jacky knew that a sexy pair of heels, by enhancing her 5’6” frame, was very useful when greeting clients, dealing with attorneys, flirting with cops, and pumping male witnesses for details, but, unlike faux movie heroines, she also knew they were rather useless, indeed counterproductive, ‘in the field’. She found that prowling barefoot allowed her to slip about more covertly than any pair of sneakers she had ever tried.

With a final shake of her tender head, the detective smoothed down the turtleneck down across her perky breasts, ran her hands through her disheveled hair and finally pushed off the wall and made for the street. It was ten pm. She looked up and down the alley. There was no one. The buildings abutting the passageway had no windows to be concerned about. Reaching Water Street, she calmly glanced around. No one particularly paid any attention to her. No signs of the young dealers. Just the hustling nighttime crowd, getting ready for an evening of fun and games.

She decided to go home and give her head a night of R&R. In the morning, she’d stop off at the 39th precinct, near her uptown East 80th street co-op, and run the description of the two dealers by the NYPD computerized search engine. Her nine years on the force and Private Detective’s License had earned her that much liberty. She’d probably come up with something. Street punks like these usually had some kind of record, if not for drugs then for petty larcenies or muggings. And after that, she would contact Fallow to discuss next steps.

As for the joker who had smacked her down, well, there would be a next time…

Chapter 2 – Morning Exam

At 7:30 the next morning, Jacky Graham was casually drying herself after a languid morning bath. The rich softness of the Egyptian bath towel caressed her lithe body and helped her to forget the now dull soreness at the back of her head. She probably should stop in for an x-ray at her doctor’s. The lump was still there. A concussion was always possible. But her usual contrariness was at work. She did not want to waste any time while on this case, especially now that the opposition had sneak attacked her. Jacky didn’t want any doctor’s warnings to slow her down.

She was in no particular hurry. She had called earlier and left a message for Sgt. Heywood over at the Central Park Precinct Detective Squad that she would be over abound 9:30 if he could spare her a few minutes. Jacky figured he would. Tommy Heywood was fairly hot for her. Of course, like most young cops, he was fairly hot for a lot of women. They had dated several times and gone to bed twice, on two of those nights when Jacky just needed a man. He was a decent lover with a pretty chiseled body and didn’t turn on a ballgame afterwards. He even had an interest in theatre. He had gotten some tickets to a Broadway show a few months back and taken her, and displayed a decent knowledge of the Broadway scene.

After that, she had an 11:00 am appointment set up with Fallow at his mid-town office. He had been a bit vague about what he did, but Jacky, ever the detective, had yesterday checked out the company he worked for, Di-Con. It was a defense contractor, based in Texas with offices here in NYC, Miami & Los Angeles. They evidently supplied support services for US Military bases overseas. Kind of like what the Vice President’s Halliburton did. Jacky tried to keep her politics to herself. Bad for business. But she was not a big fan of people who made money from war.

She let the towel drop away and examined her body in the elegant, full-length mirror she had installed in her co-op’s bathroom. She was doing this a bit more often these days, especially since her 48th birthday nine months before. Her inspection again reassured her that there was no significant wear and tear. Oh, maybe a wrinkle or two around the eyes and perhaps there was the slightest hint of a minute patch of cellulite under her buttocks, but otherwise, she was in the best shape of her 34/25/36 life. Ten years of a five-day a week exercise program had seen to that. Her skin almost glowed. Her arms, thighs and calves were taut and firm, though she had never quite been able to develop those 6-pack abs so much in vogue. Perhaps she needed to add some heavy-duty crunches to her routine. 

Currently, it was yoga once a week with three other single women in her building, each alternatively hosting the sessions. Then two days of cardio kickboxing at the overpriced but conveniently located, semi-private gym in the building’s basement, carved out of the parking garage. One evening a week of medium-heavy weight lifting at her bench in the study and, finally, the Saturday morning judo lesson with Master Chen. She had been with him for seven years now and probably deserved to be put up for black belt, but Chen’s school was known for taking a slow, traditional approach to rankings. And there was a bit of nepotism involved. The only female black belt in the school was the redoubtable Mrs. Chen, who clearly liked it that way.

Finally she joyfully reviewed her breasts, always a woman’s most important feature after her face. Though not large by late night porn movie standards, they were high, round and firm, with not a hint of sag. Her nipples were provocatively rounded and a very enticing shade of pinkish-brown, perfectly positioned, clearly visible and would grow nicely hard and bullet-like when she was aroused. Her lovers had always liked her set and taken great pleasure in fondling, licking, kissing and sucking them, much to Jacky’s passionate delight.

Finally, the face. Pert, alert, determined, expressive. Her well-groomed blonde-blonde hair and piercing pale blue eyes adding emphasis. An appealing face, one that could hold your attention.

In summary, she concluded for the thousandth time, while not classically beautiful or magazine voluptuous, she was a highly desirable, sensuously mature woman. She enjoyed being such.

She put on a bra and thong (she loved thongs; they made her feel so much a woman!) and padded barefoot to her kitchen. She would attend to her hair after a muffin and some tea. She checked the thermostat along the way. It was June now, and perhaps the only problem with her wonderful two-bedroom abode was that it tended to overheat a bit in warm weather. The A/C was not all it could be, despite the best efforts of Favio, the super. She tended to set the control down to sixty in an effort to coax some kind of cooling reaction.

She had owned and lived in the 10th floor co-op, wonderfully located at East 80th and York, for eight years now. It had come as the spoils of her most lucrative and successful case. She well knew she might never be so lucky again.

A rich old matron had had her favorite diamond necklace stolen, and getting no satisfaction from the police, the insurance company and the big PI firm she had first hired, had come to Jacky as a last resort. The others had assumed the thief would be a big-time, NYC professional and come up empty, but her client had a ‘gut feel’ that the criminal was a woman on the inside, and an amateur at that.

Jacky had been willing to work with that idea, but knew that the problem for an amateur would be fencing the item, or items if there had been multiple robberies. So, she made an assumption that, for whatever reasons, the cops and the others hadn’t, namely that the thief was somehow working in the jewelry business, at a store or mart or some such, thus having a ways and means to dispense with stolen items.

During the questioning of some of her client’s well-to-do friends, it was mentioned that a daughter of one was indeed employed in a downtown jewelry store. On a raw hunch, Jacky started to tail the woman, really a girl in her early twenties, who had dropped out of the fancy college her folks wanted her in. To make a long story short, a week later, she followed the girl to a downtown office of Citibank where she kept a safety deposit box. Outflanking the bank guards, Jacky gained access to the box vault just behind the girl as she opened her box. In it were several necklaces and rings and other assorted baubles. 

Finally seeing Jacky, the girl made a fight for it, but the PI easily overpowered her and called the bank’s security team. Turned out the daughter had owned the box for three years and had evidently been robbing her parent’s Manhattan-based friends all that time. Through her unsuspecting peers among the victims’ children, she obtained impressions of keys, made duplicate security cards, learned passcodes and, most importantly, discovered where the jewelry was kept. By the simple contrivance of visiting another friend in a given building when the targeted family was away, she gained access and then, during whatever normal momentary separation from the visited friend that might occur (often just a bogus trip to a bathroom), the girl had slipped out to the target’s apartment, let herself in, disturbing no security alarms, and made the heist.

Along the way, she’d collected over $17,000,000 in goodies, 2/3 of which were still in the box. On occasion, she would simply sell a piece at her jewelry store at a bargain basement ‘final, cash only, no return’ price so as to move it quickly and covertly, and thus supporting her lifestyle. Her store actually had such a policy because the owner himself liked to deal in cash whenever possible so as to beat the credit card company fees. This was still a prevalent behavior pattern in the industry. The girl had learned how to purge these transactions from the store’s computer system. No muss, no fuss.

Jacky’s 10% finders reward from the various insurance companies totaled almost a million dollars even after taxes, and, without hesitation, she had spent it on this co-op and the new furnishings she bought for it. She never regretted the move. If one was to spend the shank of one’s life as a mostly single woman in Manhattan, it might as well be done in some style. Detective work was mostly seedy stuff. Her lovely tenth floor view of the East River and several local parks almost made up for it.

Jacky finished her light breakfast, cleaned up and decided that since she was meeting with two men, she’d make their day by wearing her new super tight, dark cherry, low rise, boot-cut leather pants over her well-worn but still serviceable 3-inch Candies black suede ankle boots along with a thin, beige, short-sleeved tank top that hugged her torso in all the right places. It was supposed to get up to 85 degrees today, so that should be enough. She brought along her paprika carryall that was just large enough to carry some appropriate hardware, should that become necessary.

After arranging her hair, with a final wink at herself in the mirror, she was off. The short walk to the Central Park precinct was always a pleasure on a nice day.

Chapter 3 – Banter by the Park

Sgt. Tom Heywood spotted her the minute she walked out of the elevator. His crunched-in little cube happened to directly abut the door-less entranceway to the 3rd floor records center, giving a clear view of the elevator bank 15 yards down the hall whenever he turned to his left. 

‘Hmmm,’ he mused to himself as she sauntered his way, her hips swinging in the very tight, low-riding leather pants. She had a coy smile on her face as she approached and he got that feeling in his loins she usually produced in him, despite the cotton-headed muddle that was his brain this morning.

“Morning, Sergeant. All the files in their proper places today?” She slipped her elegant derrière softly into the battered chair next to his desk as she flashed her now gleaming smile revealing some practically perfect, glistening white teeth at him.

“I believe that’s classified information we can’t be giving out to civilians, Ms. Graham,” he replied a bit sluggishly, as he delicately leaned back in his swivel chair, clasping his hands behind his head.

Jacky arched an eyebrow as she crossed her legs, her grin becoming a bit more sarcastic.

“Feeling a bit fried this morning, Tommy boy? Long night?”

“Yeah. Hot party. We closed down three different bars.”

Jacky shook her head briefly at him, leaning her arm on the chair’s rest and bringing her hand up to cup her chin.

“On a school night, Sergeant. Isn’t that a no-no?”

“Hey, it was my birthday. A man’s gotta have some fun.”

“Well Happy Birthday, Sgt. Heywood,” Jacky gushed. “And how old are we this morning.”

“Thirty, going on eighty-five,” he replied, trying not to laugh too much and increase the pain level of his hangover headache.

That brought Jacky up a bit. Thirty! Christ, she remembered when Officer Heywood had just started at the precinct seemingly only a few years ago. A good looking, fresh faced hot shot just out of the academy. She had felt a bit like a cradle robber when she had first agreed to go out with him, what, two years ago? So, thirty now. At least she didn’t have to feel that way towards him anymore. But around 30 was when playboy cops like Tommy turned serious. Let one of those girls they’d always fooled around with break through the Don Juan exterior. He probably wouldn’t be available for the occasional, casual, no hassle date much longer.

“And how are you, today, Ms. Graham. Very delightful pants, by the way.”

Jacky resumed smiling. What she liked about him was that he wasn’t crude about his interest. A minimum of the usual cop chauvinism and vulgarity.

“I need another favor, Tommy. Ran into a couple of street punks yesterday that I’d like to check out on the CSE.”

Heywood came alive a bit at this request.

“Jacky, you know how much abuse I get for letting you PIs use the engine. It’s the department’s latest toy and the captain is especially protective of it…However, he is out this morning and Jonesy’s on a call. Sooo, it might be worked out, assuming…”

Jacky got that paranoid feeling in her gut. With a somewhat rueful expression she looked directly at him.

“Assuming what, copboy…”

“You know that Jones and Giordano and some of the guys over at the 29th rented a place near the Hamptons this summer. Big house, actually in a nearby town called Miller Place. Not as ritzy as the actual Hamptons, of course, but only a ¼ mile from the north shore. There’re having a big blowout on Saturday. Tons of people, even some of the old-timers you might remember from the 29th.”

Jacky gave him a faux nasty look. He did have an annoying habit of bringing up her age now and then. Not that she couldn’t pass for 30 on most days. And she’d look better then most of the blonde cows in a bathing suit. Plus, she wouldn’t mind seeing how some of how former co-workers were doing. But she wasn’t going to make it easy for Heywood.

“I don’t know, Tommy. I’m not overly crazy about that crowd of cowboys and perverts. Plus, I’m on a case.”

“So, if I let you use the computer, you solve the case, my pretty, and you’re free for Saturday. It’s only Wednesday for Christsake.”

“We’ll see… I can’t promise…Now, about the engine…”

The good-looking, curly-haired cop looked at her with feigned distress. But Jacky did not budge. Then finally, he shrugged his shoulders.

“All right, but you’d better do your best to be free.” Jacky smilingly nodded at him.

Five minutes later, the comely detective was seated in a private room at the back of the records center, which contained three desktop Dells. She was launching the department’s latest version of the Computerized Search Engine on the middle one, having logged in as Tommy. She knew he could get in trouble for this, so she’d make it quick.

This was the third version of this application, the previous two falling far short of expectations. But they had gotten it right this time. A user could enter one or more of over 48 categories of info about a suspect, such as estimated age, weight, height, real name, known alias, last known location, hair color, date of an arrest etc. and get back a list of possible suspects who had been booked sometime or other by NYPD. Obviously, the more info the user could enter, the better chance of finding useful matches. The hope was to also tie this system in with like apps at other police forces and the FBI, but that would be a political wrangle and was probably at least five years away. Still, this was a major boon to someone like her who lacked NYPD’s outreach.

Jacky had a memory like a steel trap. Though she had only surveillanced the two dealers for maybe twenty minutes, she was able to enter over fifteen fields of information. Three results came back and, bingo, her pair was in there. A John Martinez and a Manny Johnson, both aged 20. They had each been booked on four different occasions by NYPD over the last three years, three times together. They’d each beaten two of the raps, armed robberies, because the witnesses ultimately refused to testify, but had both pleaded ‘no contest’ to a mugging of an old man and received probation. Then, together, eight months before, they had been picked up on possession with intent to sell and had gotten six months. They had been let out only a month before. Already back at work, Jacky noted caustically. No current addresses, however.

The arresting officer for the drug bust was a Lieutenant Saunders in the 10th Precinct downtown at West 20th. 

Exiting from the app, Jacky bounced up on her boot heels and quickly left the computer room. No one seemed to notice her. She past back by Heywood’s cube and patted his back.

“Thanks, Tommy, I found them. Two third rate street punks, like I figured.”

“Well don’t push your luck too far, babe. Guys like that with nothing to lose are the ones most likely to stick a knife in you when cornered.”

“I won’t bother them about their business, just what they’re doing with my client’s daughter.”

Heywood looked up at her. She was cocky but not foolish. He shrugged his shoulders.

“Anyway, don’t get  your guts ripped out before this weekend. I’ll pick you up at 10.”

“Ten am!” Jacky exploded. “I thought we’re just going out for the party?”

The cop chuckled. “We are, but it starts at noon. Everyone’s going to the beach first for water sports, if you know what I mean. Besides, if we don’t get there early, there won’t be any…”

Jacky got that feeling in her gut again.

“There won’t be any what, copboy? I thought we’d be coming back right after the party?”

“Jacky, honey, it’ll be two, three am before that crowd starts to slow down. You don’t want me to drive back then. I might… might be a little…high, if you know what I mean.” His evil smile turned up a notch.”

“I know how to drive, Tommy,” she reminded him with a frozen smile, knowing she was fighting a losing battle.

“Jacky, look, if we get there early we can get a room, relax and not be hassled,” he chuckled. “You don’t want to drive back all tired out. Look, I promise we’ll get up and out of there early Sunday. You won’t be bogged down for two days. Please?”

Jacky was defeated. To turn him down wouldn’t be right after the chances he’d taken for her. Besides, she reminded herself, he was good in bed and it had been several weeks…Hell, she hadn’t made love since turning forty!

“I’ll see if I can remember to remind my doorman to let you in.”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot, you’re a member of the eastside elite…Just remember to bring that white bathing suit you wore last year. Very virginal…”

Jacky’s eyes flashed momentarily, then she chilled. The handsome bastard was just trying to get her goat.

“I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about, copboy.” She moved out the open passageway towards the elevators, feeling the heat of his gaze on her swaying behind. Pressing the button, back to him, she smiled slightly. It looked like Master Chen would have to do without her this Saturday…

Chapter 4 – The Client is Always Right

It was 11:03 am when ‘Ms. Graham’ was ushered in to ‘Mr. Farrow’s office’ by a less then enthusiastic receptionist/secretary. The woman, a big and buxom, if somewhat prissy-eyed blond, wearing undistinguished, loose-fitting summer clothes and bulky flats, eyed Jacky’s leather hip huggers disapprovingly. There was an American flag and several pictures of combat equipment out in the antechamber and Jacky guessed the plus-sized secretary had gotten a bit too wrapped up in the whole military dress code thing. Probably the last pair of hip-huggers she had ever worn would have been 25 pounds ago.

Fallow was on his feet, a tall, solid looking man, a tight smile on his face, his hand extended to her across the vast expanse of his gleaming metallic desk. His suit was Armani, the shoes Prada, the pinky ring at least a carat. Yes indeed, Jacky mused, defense contracting was paying nicely indeed.

“Thank you, Ms. Hennessey” he spoke to the secretary, nodding her back out the door…”Ms. Graham, good morning. Good to see you so soon. I don’t know whether I’m happy or not that you spotted something so quickly.” He waved her to a very plush leather chair that faced him.

Di-Con, Inc. “America’s Second Line of Defense”, took up the northeast corner of the fourth floor of the ‘Paladin’ building on Madison and 48th, a more then presentable business address. There were perhaps a half dozen offices within the suite, each with uniquely beautifully, richly stained, carved-out wooden doors, all of which were discretely closed. Scattered around in the antechamber were several well-appointed, high gloss, metallic cubicles, most inhabited by energetic looking young professionals evidently making the world safer for US troops to occupy. The wall-to-wall wool carpeting must have been an inch and ½ thick and cost $50 a square yard. Other then the embedded name, logo and catchphrase in the polished glass entrance doors, however, there were no names, titles or signs anywhere. Di-Con could be moved out, ‘redeployed’ as it were, overnight, as necessary, one supposed. Like a Special Forces search and destroy squad…

Since Fallow’s office was the largest and abutted on both the north and east vistas, Jacky assumed he was the boss, whatever his title might be.

“I’ve found out who the two boys were. Two twenty-year old losers who’ve already been arrested four times each. I’m going downtown later today to track them down. Shouldn’t be too hard. But I’m not sure what to ask when I find them. As I indicated to you on the phone, I saw no signs of an actual drug deal, nor did their body language or your daughter’s seemed to indicate they were going to do one. It seemed more her giving them some information or an address or something. So, I need to know if you have any ideas what such might be?”

Fallow sat straight-backed in his chair and looked directly at her without expression.

“As I told you, Ms. Graham, I doubted my daughter personally was involved with drugs. I’m not just some out-of-touch father saying that either. Five years ago, I made a deal with our family doctor to inform Monica that she had a mild thyroid condition that needed quarterly treatment. She gives the doctor blood, urine and skin samples every session. Those samples have been tested for every drug known to man every time.”

‘Whoa,’ thought Jacky. ‘Wasn’t that stretching the limit of even ‘tough love’?’

“Thus, the only thing I can think of would be something to do with her boyfriend. He’s several years older then Monica and in the publicity business, on its shady side, I understand. Unfortunately, my daughter adores this clown and seems to do whatever he asks. Naturally, if I try to interfere, she locks me out even further.”

Jacky was beginning to get the picture. She hadn’t really been hired to track the daughter, but the boyfriend, without saying it in so many words. This was an old ploy clients often used. What they really wanted the detective to do was get something on the third party so that they could go back to the ‘loved one’ and try and break up the relationship based on ‘independent feedback’. Jacky, having already taken the retainer and needing the money, was kind of stuck.

Pursing her lips, Jacky tilted her head at Fallow, who continued.

“This guy’s name is Larry Udo. Italian to the nines. Has some kind of connection to the mob. Publicizes all kinds of popular trash, rock & rollers, off-Broadway actors, hip-hop thugs, would-be supermodels, alternative writers, the whole nine yards. Naturally, Monica thinks she’s died and gone to heaven moving about in that world.”

After a pause, Jacky exhaled. And Fallow wanted her to find a way to get little Monica out of that ‘world’. She was a bit pissed, but a job was a job. Turning up some dirt on a New York PR agent was usually a walk in the park. But if the guy turned out to be OK or if the daughter wanted him regardless, well that was their affair. Jacky had bills to pay.

“Where does this this guy live.”

“Also downtown. 120 Gold Street. Apartment 3F.”

‘Hmmmm,’ Jacky mused to herself. Gold Street. Down by the Brooklyn Bridge. Not exactly the garden spot of the city. Near the place she had picked up Monica at. Had Monica been at Udo’s before or after her meeting with the punks? Udo’s ‘mob connection’ must be with the poor relations. Of course, the really interesting thing here was how Fallow had the address memorized. Most angry fathers wanted to know as little about the boyfriends as possible…

“I’ll be downtown this afternoon. If anything ties back after I ‘talk’ to the dealers, perhaps I’ll check out Udo.”

“I appreciate your energy and hard work, Ms. Graham. I can see the recommendations were dead on.” Jacky wished he’d used a different analogy.

Suddenly, the door flung open and the haughty blond burst in. Then, remembering Jacky, she attempted to compose herself.

“Umm…an important call, Mr. Fallow…eh, you mentioned that you were expecting it.” 

It was not a very graceful recovery, Jacky thought. And Fallow did not seem pleased with the interruption. The tenseness around his mouth grew tighter.

Jacky got up to go, nodding goodbye and smiling innocently at both of them. Walking quickly past the tall, sour-faced secretary, she managed to get a discrete glimpse at her phone-set as she passed the desk. There was a number, an international number, in the display. The detective’s viselike memory inhaled it.

Chapter 5 – War on Drugs?

Lieutenant Ken Saunders of the 10th Precinct was tall, barrel-chested and ruddy-faced, a war-weary, 27-year veteran of the force who had seen it all. He had a kind of fatalistic view about things and an appropriate sense of humor to go with it. He had stayed in pretty good shape and, judging by the number of boating photos around his desk, was ready to jump into some kind of maritime lifestyle after retirement.

The desk was one of three in the detective’s office on the second floor of the battered, old station. The other two desks were currently empty. The old smell of cigar smoke, though supposedly illegal these days, permeated the place. The usual clutter amidst the dirty electronic gear clogged the room.

“Yep,” the lieutenant replied to Jacky’s query. “Me and my wife (Saunders nodded towards a picture of a shapely, very tanned, fortyish, raw-boned blond standing on a powerboat holding a rather large fish she must have just caught) gonna be a fishing boat charter team. Joanne and I have a place on Marathon and we’ll both head there permanently in three years. Leave all this crap behind. There’s a 34’ Walk belongs to a rich old-timer down there I’ve got my eye on and after we get it, we’ll work when we want to and play the rest of the time. To hell with drug dealers, Islamic fundamentalists, serial killers, perverted rapists and two-bit con artists. Nothing but folks like us and, even better, people with real money, down there.”

Jacky nodded politely. She tended to get seasick on boats and her fair English skin burned too easily with no beach bar or shop to dive into. She never quite understood what this deep-sea fishing fuss was all about anyway, but, hey, live and let live.

Shrugging his thick shoulders, Saunders came back to the matter at hand.

“Martinez and Johnson, huh. Yeah. Two losers of the lowest order. So, they’ve moved over to the fish market, huh? When I sent ‘em up last time, I told ‘em not to come back. Glad they listened. Not all their fault, of course. Same story, both of them. Mothers Puerto Rican, fathers were rich kids, stockbrokers from Westchester. Back then, 20 years ago, there were a lot of clubs down by the Battery that catered to those young Wall Street types. The PR girls, hoping to bust out of the rotten life styles their own mothers were suffering through, five kids in two rooms and an lazy, abusive, drunken bum for a husband, prettied themselves up, took a subway downtown and tried to pick off a gringo. Most wound up with an unwanted pregnancy and trash talk from their relatives if they had the baby and it came out light haired. Those two thugs haven’t a clue who their fathers might be.”

“Whom might they be working for?” Jacky asked.

“Well, the chinks have pretty much displaced the mob in Manhattan, whether you’re talking drugs, gambling or women. So, I would assume the Tongs. They wisely decided to make nice with the Latinos years ago to help them push out the Italians. Plus now, they have a built in buffer in the streets. The Latinos do most of the actual street selling and thus deal with most of the day-to-day rough stuff. And, of course, they’re the one’s we’re most likely to arrest.”

“Where might these two hang out? I’d like to run them down as quickly as possible.”

“Well,” Saunders stated pensively, stroking his rugged chin, you might try the Tagoda Social Club. On Maiden Lane just off the South Street Seaport. It’s a longtime Hispanic hangout that was going bankrupt until the Chinese bought in and pumped some serious money into it. Gained them a lot of respect with the Latinos down here, including the Columbians and Jamaicans who compete with them on occasions.

“Well,” Jacky responded with a smile, “I don’t think my lily-white skin will slip into such a place unobserved very easily, do you?”

Saunders chuckled. “Doesn’t matter. They wouldn’t let you in anyway. Members only, and that means Latinos. Only a few working Tongs stop in maybe every other day to drop off the dope or instructions and pick up the money.”

Jacky’s eyes arched. “If that’s so well known, why aren’t you guys trying to make some token arrests at least? Where’s the ‘War on Drugs’?”

“By drop in, I mean through a secret underground entrance they think we don’t know about. The chinks built a tunnel as part of the refurbishing operation three years ago. Leads to an underground assembly hall and other rooms they’ve also built. They almost got away with it too, the crafty little slants. You would think it would be impossible to build a doghouse in Manhattan without some department or agency knowing about it. But the little yellow bastards did everything themselves. Their own electrical generators, did all the HVAC, wiring and plumbing. Even dug out a well for water, for Gods sake. Can you believe, a well by the Seaport!”

Jacky shrugged her shoulders. “So what tipped you off?”

“One of the illegal workers the Tongs brought in for the job got pissed off at the Tong leadership on the project, so they blow his head off. Turned out, unknown even to the Tongs, the guy’s brother was also on the team. After the brother got back to China with his money, he wrote a covert letter to the FBI. Them, the CIA and us have been sitting on this situation for three years now, waiting for the right moment. I only know about this because I’m our precinct’s liaison to the FBI.”

Jacky’s eyes widened. “Then how come you’re telling me!”

Saunders chuckled again. “Because the right moment has come. An operation is in motion right now. Not at the club, per se, which is why it’s OK for you to stake it out, but at this underground complex they’ve set up. Shouldn’t have anything to do with the punks you want to find.”

“It’s not a drug raid then,” Jacky asked quizzically?

Saunders smiled conspiratorially. “Check out papers and newscasts in a few days, Ms. Graham. As for the ‘War on Drugs’, remember that there are a quarter million addicts in New York City, one out of every thirty people you pass in the street. And I’m not even including the weekend joint taker or the party-only coke snorter. That’s three junkies to every cop in town. Hell, we have enough to do just to keep the 1 percent of that 250,000 who’re too broke to buy their next hit from knocking over convenience stores or mugging old folks, much less bust every drug club in town. Even if we arrest the Martinez’s and Johnson’s or some Tong leg breaker they work for and throw away the keys, more will take their place tomorrow. At this point, the brass has decided to focus on the big guys and the big shipments. The hope is to try to minimize the supply, cutting it off from new customers, the next round of kids. It’s a losing battle. Drugs are a societal problem and until every parent in the country steps up to it, all we can do is barely keep a lid over it.”

Saunders resumed his smile. “End of sermon.” Jacky smiled back.

“Anyway,” the cop continued. “Like I say, you’ll have to stake out the place. If your boys are working out of the seaport now, chances are they’ll show up at the Tagoda sooner or later.”

Jacky stood up to go. The big lieutenant looked her over and smiled some more. “How do you walk in those things? God they’re tight.”

“My, what big eyes you have grandma,” the comely PI laughed as she turned and headed out, her boot heels clicking a staccato beat on the hard bare floor. Jacky felt rather then saw the stares of the first floor uniformed cops on her undulating derrière as she left.

Chapter 6 – Stakeout on Maiden

Mom’s pizzeria was located on the southwest corner of Maiden Lane and William Street, perhaps 48 yards from the entrance to a dimly marked building labeled  ‘Tagoda Social Club’ in half-arc lettering back up Maiden Lane. Gold Street was the next North/South byway to the east. The South Street Seaport was perhaps a ¼ mile further east.

Mom’s was not as dirty as one might fear, but Jacky decided to pass on anything exotic and kept to two slices of plain pizza and a bottle of Evian. She sat in the booth that abutted the window and had a clear view of the club. She had first walked past the social club three hours ago and now, as it was after 8 pm, she continued to observe closely as twilight settled over a warm, early summer night in the city. So far she had spent an hour each here at Moms, in a Chinese restaurant at the other end of Maiden, which also had a window seat and just sitting on an unobtrusive stoop about 20 yards down Maiden also across from the club. She had determined that her next stop would have to be the dingy bar directly across the street, dangerous a dump though it may be.

The sexy detective had changed her clothes to a pair of faded blue jeans, her battered beige Nikes and a non-descript gray pullover sweatshirt which deliberately did NOT hug her chest and, conveniently, provided good cover for the matte gray Smith and Wesson 38 stuffed into her belt holster underneath it.

Finishing the last of the so-so pizza, Jacky gave a final glance to the front of the club. Traffic in and out had been slow so far and no sign of her prey as yet. Not surprising, she thought. More then likely it would be now in the evening when the drugs for tonight would be distributed to the dealers. Despite Saunders apologia, it bothered her to realize that NYPD knew full well that dozens of thugs like her pair picked up their drugs therein every night and ventured forth to poison dozens of weak and foolish fellow human beings. In her own small way, Jacky hoped to put a dent in this operation.

After paying the dull-eyed proprietress, the trim detective slipped back onto the street, taking a sip from her half-full water bottle. Her sixth sense indicated no one paying any specific attention to her. Still, she knew that a single white female who did not appear to be just passing by would eventually draw unwelcome attention from some quarter. As she walked to the bar, she noted a trio of dark-skinned Latinos, joking and laughing, slip into the club across the street. Another pair followed almost immediately thereafter. Things were picking up.

Inside the bar, it was dark and smelly, again the remnants of now illegal smoke still clogging the crevices. There were a few patrons, mostly middle aged, beer gut males sipping drafts. Thank God, Jacky thought, just an ordinary neighborhood tavern, not some edgy hangout for pushy hotshots and bad-mouthed sluts. And, yes, as it appeared from outside, there were three front booths, two currently empty; each had a window to the street, looking practically directly at the social club. It was almost too perfect, since the dark tinted glass would just about eliminate the ability of anyone outside seeing her.

At the bar, she ordered a bloody mary and lied to the bored Puerto Rican bartender that she was waiting for a friend and could she sit at a front booth to look for him? The barman could not have cared less. Settling herself into the leftmost booth, Jacky resumed her watch.

While keeping a fixed eye on the door of the club, her mind started to drift, back over the years and the long chain of mostly ordinary, unexciting events that brought her here at this moment in time and space. She again reexamined the borders of her life.

She was divorced thirteen years now. Her brief six-year marriage seemed almost like a distant, unreal dream now, the hopes and expectations of two college lovers long ago turned to dust. The plan had been for him, then studying biology, to become the inevitable doctor and her, then taking criminology, to become the battling district attorney. They had married less then 2 weeks after their mutual graduation from Northeastern, up in Boston. A decent school, not exactly Harvard or even Boston College, but a good enough pedigree for their expected career paths. And the fact that the school had offered her the exchange student rates and a partial scholarship when she had come to America the year before locked her in.

But those paths started separating awfully soon. Jacky had hated law school. The dryness and dogmatism of it flew in the face of her excitable, adventurous nature. And so much of it got twisted, it seemed, by the caustic professors, her egoistic fellow law students and the crass representatives from the law firms and the police forces into something so very monetary and ruthless, with little attention to right and wrong, justice vs. corruption, good and evil.

So, she dropped out after a year and a half and became a cop, initially in Boston where John was slogging through med school. But John, never a really brilliant student, barely passed his medical exams and the internship at the second-rate Boston hospital was a disaster. From clinical evaluations to bedside manner, he was a dud. So he became a medical technician, ‘until they could figure out what to do next ’.

What came next was a move to New York where John’s uncle got him a better technician’s job into which he grew too comfortable. Jacky joined the NYPD where women were fairing better then on the still-too-Irish Boston force. After a mere four years of marriage, the couple had settled into a depressingly dull existence with an all too predictable passage into middle age. Jacky’s need for adventure chafed at the boredom.

The parting was amicable. Thankfully, and by mutual consent, there had been no children. John had split for New Mexico where medical technicians well in heavy demand. They sent each other Christmas cards. He too had never remarried.

Jacky then plunged into police work with some real enthusiasm and, thanks to a good record and that criminology diploma, was able to take and pass the NYPD detective’s test. At 28, she became the third youngest female detective on the force at the time. Two years later, however, for a variety of reasons, she left the force to set up her own one-woman detective agency.

There had been no long-term love affair since then. Oh yes, several dalliances with different types of men, some her age, some older, some younger, richer and poorer, nice guys and bastards. Jacky had powerful physical needs that needed fulfillment. And then there had been the two lesbian relationships, each lasting three months, one ending gracefully in mutual admiration and respect, the other badly in shouting and recrimination.

Now, there was really no one. A few Tommys who were fun and provided diversion, but where was the love? Was she not meant to be the classic wife and mother? What was this attraction to crime and danger, combat and, yes, even death? A gene, a hormone, a mindset, some unremembered childhood experience, what?? All she knew was that she only felt totally alive when she was on a case, a potentially interesting, risky case like this one.

The pretty detective shrugged her shoulders. She had been through this self-analysis a hundred times. Somehow, she knew, it was the rush of adrenalin that flowed through her body at the smell of upcoming trouble. The hard, cold feel of the steel cylinder of her revolver pressing against her rib cage. Fighting off a thug trying to hurt her. Putting the pieces of the puzzle together. Staying the course despite overwhelming odds. Even, in some strange way, the small lump and dull throb still present in the back of her head from yesterday’s thumping. All these things formed the motivating core of her being. God help her…

Suddenly, there they were. Martinez and Johnson, getting out of a beat-up old Buick they parked illegally at a pump twenty yards past the social club towards William. They bounced out of the doors, cigarettes hanging loosely from their lips, laughing and joking as they swiftly walked back and into the club. Obviously, they weren’t planning on staying long. Jacky needed to move quickly.

Throwing down the last of her bloody mary, she half-smiled at the bartender and shrugged her shoulders giving him a ‘guess I got stood up’ look. In her scruffy outfit, the man was not surprised. Once through the bar door, Jacky easily maneuvered her way inconspicuously towards the Buick. The 9:00 pm darkness and the growing crowd of passersby covered her movements.

With professional coolness, Jacky tried the driver-side handle of the Buick. Being such an old model, she knew there would be no automatic key entry and figured the careless and carefree punks might have left it unlocked. Yes! It opened! Like a cat, the detective was quickly inside. Ten seconds later, two magnetized devices from her jeans back pocket were planted covertly under the dashboard controls. Ten seconds after that, the slender PI was discretely back on the street, heading for her next retreat, her own car, parked two blocks away in a small lot on Pearl. 

One of the hidden gadgets was a GPS tracking device. It was a newer FBI model she had managed to get a handful of from an agent she had gone out with some months back. The matching parent device was mounted in her car’s dash. When the boys started to move, her tracker would start beeping based on the satellite feed. More impressively, the chip inside her larger base device contained a New York City and environs mapper, able to convert the coordinates sent down from the satellite to street locations and addresses and flash them on the unit’s four-line display. Even through her friend, it had cost three grand for the set, including the three field units. One had been lost on her previous case, so she was down to two. Replacing them would be expensive, but absolutely necessary in her trade these days. Jacky checked the glove compartment of her sporty Mazda. Yes, the tools were all there as was her larger, more powerful Ruger P90 semi-automatic. She knew her catsuit, special boots and utility belt were in the trunk of the coupe if needed. Checking around, she determined that no one was particularly noticing her sitting in her car, including the tired-looking Eastern European who manned the lot’s booth.

Twenty minutes later, the soft beeping started. Jacky reached under the dash and threw a switch. This activated the receiver compliment to the other device she had planted in the Buick, a miniature listening bug and transmitter. Suddenly some loud Salsa music and bits of the dealers laughing Spanish conversation came through Jacky’s car speakers, now tuned to the device. She feared this would be the case. Her Spanish was only so-so, and the pulsating music would make it that much tougher. ‘Oh well,’ Jacky thought, ‘I’ll be more interested in what they have to say later.’

Chapter 7 – The Feel of Metal

Jacky decided against changing into her catsuit. 120 Gold Street was maybe fourteen stories high and the building did not lend itself to any attempts at a cat burglar type entrance. And walking through a lobby at 10 pm and into an elevator in form fitting polyester and three inch high knee boots would not exactly go unnoticed. Jacky parked her car in the building’s pay garage under the lobby, perhaps five spaces from the Buick. It had been a short trip, but not an unexpected one. She had waited until the beeping of her tracker had stopped, meaning the Buick had been immobile for five minutes, before entering. 

Reaching into the glove compartment, she extracted the small 4” ‘Talon Lite’ blade with its finger groove and 3 inches of parachute cord. Reaching under her sweatshirt, she deposited the blade discretely between the under wiring of her sexy half cup bra and her left breast, aligning the ends of the cord under the bra’s cleavage junction, pointed up. Through long practice, Jacky had trained herself to be able to bend her head down and grasp the upturned cord with her teeth, even through whatever top she might be wearing, and pull up, thus slipping the blade free. She would then drop it through the top, either to her lap or the floor, whichever was required. There were many occasions when a blade could be so very useful.

The detective walked up the garage stairwell to the lobby. There were quite a few people milling about, both inside in the lobby and outside on the apron. It was a nice night and fun was in the air. Almost everyone, especially the girls, seemed to be smoking. What happened to the anti-cigarette campaign Jacky wondered? She also inhaled the sweet smell of a burning joint nearby. Summer in the city. 

A couple of teenaged boys, one white, one black, loafing by the elevators, looked her over as she headed for the large wall directory. Jacky was proud of the fact that her slender, trim body, even at 48 and in such a deliberately bland outfit, attracted such attention. Wryly, the PI noted that she was more then just a little vain.

Looking at the blotchy listing under the cracked glass, Jacky found it, although it was out of alphabetical order. Mr. L. Udo – 3F. Of course it was possible that the drug punks were visiting someone else. About as possible as hell freezing over tonight. At least she’d be able to kill two birds with one stone. Assuming the birds didn’t get her first.

She entered one of the three grimy elevators, pressed three and waited for the doors to close. She felt the cold steel of the flat blade against her skin just below the breast. And the slight prod of the gun holster into her ribs. Her body tingled slightly with anticipation as her hands balled into fists. Let the games begin.

Below, just outside the lobby, the owner of the marihuana joint, a young Asian, partially hidden in a tree clump off to the side, took the last hit, dashed it to the ground and pulled out his cell phone. In a moment he was speaking to a gruff, curt sounding voice at the other end. In Chinese he told the voice that a woman matching the photograph had just entered the building. He described the woman’s clothing then waited. After receiving a few curt orders, also in Chinese, the boy finally nodded and hung up. A large grin broke out on his Mongoloid face. He fingered the gun carried in the right outside pocket of the unnecessary windbreaker he wore. Maybe he’d get some action tonight…

Chapter 8 – Drug Deal Interrupted

Larry Udo had opened the door and let the two dealers in with reluctance. This was a sign of how far he had fallen, he thought, having to deal with a couple of spics from the street. Five years ago he had a dozen better then them working for him. Not to mention two Go Go bars he ‘managed’ where he had the pick of the litter for himself and a nice tie-in to the mob’s downtown bookie operation. Plus he was a rising NYC PR agent. He rubbed elbows with JoLo, the top Rappers, all the avant-guard artists, music company bigs, politicians, Trump, everybody.

But times had changed. And he had fucked up. He’d started to funnel some of the bars’ and book’s cash flow into some private activities. And one of those activities, along with the drop-dead gorgeous, would-be blond singer he thought he was using to front for him, went south. Two point two million dollars worth of south. Uncle John had kept him from getting his face crushed as a result, mainly by paying the boys back from his own horde and indicating rightly that Larry’d been screwed himself. But he’d been frozen out thereafter. And with the damn chinks taking over in Manhattan, the ‘cache’ his mob tie-in had previously bought him was diminished even in the eyes of his old publicity contacts.

His clientele had gone from ‘edgy’ to ‘grubby’, and his finances slipped to where he’d had to give up the place on Central Park West and move down to this dump. But then, after three years of rolling snake-eyes, the dice finally came up seven. Five months before, he’d met Monica Fallow, just turned twenty-one, at a west side party. She was slumming, he was hustling, as usual. Udo, who was really thirty-one, told Monica (and everyone else) he was twenty-eight. Having just finished her Vermont schooling, Monica had demanded of her old man that he set her up in a place in the city while she ‘looked for a job’. But snooty, rich kid females were a specialty of Larry’s. They all fell for that tough-guy, darkly handsome, Sicilian Stallion approach after all the white-bread nerds they had grown up with. Throw in the psuedo-chic environment he moved in and they were putty in his hands. 

He’d made her his ‘assistant’, paying her only on commission. She had agreed even more quickly then he hoped but he soon found out why. Daddy! A widower with fancy tastes and no penchant for parenting who worked in the defense contracting business. A license to steal! Another type of mafia. With it’s own reasons to keep things quiet and well lubricated. Guilty Daddy essentially gave Monica whatever she wanted. Already, her apartment on Park was far better then Udo’s condo, but he had lied to her about have a plush mansion outside Miami, which was really Uncle John’s place.

Over time, Larry had managed to worm his way into papa’s affairs. Defense Contracting was the kind of business that required ‘exaggerated entertaining’. Most all the foreigners, even some of the so-called Islamic purists and many of the US generals and politicians, of course, loved to party with American women and discretely provided drugs. Fallow was one of those ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ types. As long as his clients bought services from and arms through Di-Con, all was right with the world.

So, in his mole like way, Udo became Fallow’s ‘promoter’. He knew the self-righteous fart hated him and disliked him seeing the daughter, but he never let that sort of thing get in the way of business. Of course, the problem now was he had to go through the chinks for his drug supply. Even Uncle John couldn’t get the New York bosses to supply him. He was too ‘loose a cannon’. But Udo knew that would change shortly. The bigger brains in the mob, including the ones back in Sicily, were realizing the money to be made in gunrunning and military contracting. An alliance with an outfit like Di-Con made plenty of sense. All that was needed was an ‘in’. Fallow was going to be the ‘in’. Monica would be the key.

The stash he was purchasing now would be delivered, unknowingly, by Monica to her father’s summer estate in Southampton Saturday night. On the way, Monica would speed, as she always did, on the LIE. A New York state trooper known to Udo would be working that evening and would be watching for her car as she approached her Southampton exit. He would ensure that she was pulled over and the ‘package’ found.

After that, it would be a simple matter to press ‘daddy’ into doing what was necessary to get the whole matter dropped, something the mob and the friendly cop and his equally crooked lieutenant boss at the trooper barracks could arrange, in return for signing certain contracts. Udo had set up this plan with Uncle John who had agreed that, if successful, it should get Larry back in the New York mob’s good graces. 

It would wreck his relationship with Monica, of course, even if he would swear he was not involved. He’d try to blame one of his ‘pretty people’ clients that Monica now liked to transport in her fancy Mercedes. But she would know it was the result of the meeting with these two PRs he had asked her to attend yesterday. They hadn’t actually talked drugs; rather some phony publicity deal Udo indicated needed some local ‘street’ assistance. He just needed to insure he could implicate her further in case Daddy didn’t initially play ball. He had been hiding and took pictures of the meeting. But, in any event, no matter worrying about the girl. After Daddy did as he was directed, she would soon enough be set free and go on with her search for 'celebrityness'. Besides, he had tired of her and the old man could at least take comfort in knowing Udo would be gone from her life. Even if his mob associates would now become a permanent part of Fallow’s own life.

“OK, dude” the smaller PR smirked at him. ”That’ll be three thousand. First class, grade A, Ecstasy. MDMA all the way, baby.”

The Italian, taller and huskier then either of the half-breed Puerto Ricans, produced an envelop from his jacket pocket. It was his own cash, serious money for him in his weakened financial condition and he knew it was going to be lost. The Ecstasy would wind up in the hands of the trooper and the crooked lieutenant who would work the girl’s silent release. Their payoff. But it would be worth it if all went as planned.

The larger of the two boys took the envelope and passed a 2x2x2 inch cube package back to Udo. A hundred hits, $30 a pop. Could go for as much as $75 per hit if sold separately in the right places.

In the intensity of the moment, neither Udo nor the dealers heard the muffled click of the condo’s front door lock as it opened to the pick operated by the skilled hands of the daring female PI. Jacky had listened carefully for a few minutes to comprehend what was going on. It was extremely good fortune to have arrived just as the deal was being done. Now there was a chance to not only break Monica away from Udo, but also nail the scumbag himself and put a bit of a hurt on the local Tong dealer community. 

“Right there boys,” she hissed sensuously.

The trio whirled around to see the pretty but scruffy-dressed and barefoot PI staring intently at them. Jacky had removed her Nikes at the door in case any ’physical activity’ might be required. She much preferred the feel of her naked soles on the ground. Quickly, the threesome’s eyes dropped to the .38 she held pointed at the center of their little group. Something fierce in her eyes told them she would not hesitate to fire if necessary. Indecision and fear crossed their minds.

“Drop the goods,” she ordered.

It was Udo who first composed himself. He may have been slime, but he was not physically a coward nor was he stupid. Slowly he made a move to his left, starting to separate from the Puerto Ricans. A taut smile came to his lips.

“I know every cop in this precinct, and you ain’t one of them, lady,” he spoke casually. “And you certainly ain’t FBI. I haven’t personally made a drug deal in years and the FBI would never be interested in these two punks. So that means your just another civilian. PI, maybe, but that’s it. You shoot at three unarmed men in my place, no matter what we’re doing, you’re in deep shit. So cut the crap, bitch.”

Jacky knew he was right. She hadn’t counted on him being calm enough to think it through. Not many people in real life did anything but agree immediately to strangers with guns in their hand. But she had another Ace to play.

Putting a seductive smile on her face and training her gun directly at Udo’s belly, she moved provocatively up to him. Her free arm dropped languidly to her side, her hand enticingly pressing against her thigh. Udo, confused, stopped and eyed her tentatively.

“So you think we have a standoff, huh, killer?” She stopped a yard away from him, her burgundy-painted lips parted teasingly and eyes smiling up and holding his. He still held the cube in his hand.

In a blur, Jacky’s left leg snapped forward. She caught him hard in the groin with her instep. He groaned loudly, dropping the cube, sinking down a bit and bending forward. With practiced expertise, Jacky brought her gun up, then cracked the butt down across his proffered temple. He crumpled to his knees at her feet.

But before she could whirl and face the PRs, the taller one leapt forward and tackled her, falling heavily beside her.  His fingers stretched across her torso for her gun hand as his other arm encircled her slim waist. Jacky reacted well. She jammed her left elbow back and caught his chin. As he fell off a bit, she was able to free her gun arm and attempted to twist around and swing the weapon back towards him.

But the other dealer dived into the fray, managing to grab her gun arm and throw her back prone to the floor. Great, Jacky thought. Three hundred forty pounds of angry PR punks piling on my 125-pound body.

The second boy was able to wrap his hand around her right hand and the gun, while the first held down her left arm and put his free right hand at her throat. While trying to pry away the gun, the second boy rammed a heavy fist into her firm but not impregnable stomach. She moaned in sudden pain as air whistled out of her lungs. 

It was time for a little gymnastic magic or else she was done. With a major effort, Jacky was able to use her still free hips and legs to lift up and roll into a backward somersault. The move caught them completely by surprise. She back flipped into a kneeling position, the twisting motion freeing her gun hand and the grip on her throat in the process.

Quickly rising, she backed up a step and aimed the weapon right at the stunned pair on the floor.
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“Parada,” she yelled in her best Spanish. The pair froze. Udo was unconscious on the floor. But, suddenly, the detective noticed the dealers were not looking directly at her, but over her shoulder.

The horizontal blow cracked against the entire base of Jacky’s neck. The effect shot down through her spine like electricity. Her head snapped back like a shot, eyes closing in pain and shock, knees buckling.  As the blonde PI blacked out, the gun dropping from her hand, the detective rather weirdly rated the strike a nine on a scale of 10. Darkness settled in like a falling stage curtain as she fell limply to the worn carpet…

Chapter 9  – Barefoot at Udo’s

The two dealers, ashen from their failure against the woman and in awe of the massive presence before them, stood uneasily and listened in obedient silence as the giant spoke in resonant tones only lightly tinged with a Chinese accent.

“Put Udo in his bed. I shall talk to him presently. Put his drugs on the table. As for the woman, take her to the kitchen and put her in a large trash bag. Make it two. Then take her downstairs. My boy is waiting. He will tell you where my car is. This is twice now I have had to rescue you from this interloper. There will be no third time. Move!”

The larger PR grabbed the still knocked out Italian under the arms and started to pull him into the bedroom. The shorter boy grabbed the rich, blonde hair of the unconscious PI and started to drag her to the kitchen, face downward. Her breasts and vagina scuffled along the thin carpet as her lifeless arms and legs with their bare feet flopped along behind.

Stuffed into a laundry bag, the knocked-out Jacky was carried like a sack of potatoes to a waiting car, the straining boy carelessly and repeatedly banging his inert load into the walls as he removed  the defeated detective from the scene.

The huge Chinese retrieved a cell phone from his coat pocket. He wore an expensive worsted suit, specially tailored to accommodate his epic proportions. Dialing quickly, he spoke softly in Chinese to a female voice on the other end. Satisfied, he replaced the phone in his pocket and moved to the bedroom. Things perhaps had not gone exactly as programmed. The woman’s appearance necessitated some changes in plans. But, nevertheless, all should still work out for the best…

Chapter 10 – Meet Mr. Quang

Jacky Graham awakened slowly, as if from a mystical dream on a far away island. Bit by bit, step-by-step, feeling and consciousness worked their way back through her aching body. The pain at the back of her neck was a large annoyance, of course, but nothing permanent seemed to be damaged. At least it blocked out the lingering soreness of her previous thumping. However, the PI suddenly began to realize there was something odd, something out of order about her situation. There was a blindfold around her eyes. Well, that was OK, to be expected…but...but, oh Christ, aside from her thong underwear, she was otherwise completely naked!

A woman usually wants to bare her body only for a lover at a time of her or, at least, their mutual choosing. To be stripped nearly bare by strangers, enemies, was a horrible violation of her womanhood. But Jacky steeled her mind against the revulsion that welled up within her. The darkness created by the blindfold was frightening, but she needed to make it manageable. She had faced this kind of situation before.

She was seated on a hard, heavy wooden chair. Her wrists were snugly bound by nylon ropes to themselves and the back of the seat. Unseen ropes lashed her ankles individually to each front leg of the chair. Strands laced her silky thighs tightly to the seat as well as her flat and toned midriff to the chairback. There were also functionally unnecessary ropes tied just above and below her supple, exposed breasts, highlighting their thrust. Besides torture and interrogation, evidently her captors also wanted a bit of sexual humiliation and titillation. Despite herself, Jacky felt her nipples harden as she contemplated her situation. Who, she wondered, was watching her?

“So, you rejoin us, Ms Graham. Good.” The accent was clearly Chinese, but muted. The English was very polished and smooth. It was a powerful male baritone, the type that commanded women to listen and obey, that aroused their sexual desires. What, Jacky mused, had she stepped into here?

“Who the hell are you, and why am I trussed up nude like this.” Jacky demanded angrily. What could she lose, she figured, by playing it tough? It they had decided to kill her, well that would be that. Otherwise, maybe she could work her mouth fast enough to find a way to save herself.

There was a chuckle from the mysterious, unseen oriental mouth. Then a ruffle of papers.

“Yes, I can see that our reports on you are quite correct. A hardworking, competent but ultimately small-time private detective with a massive ego and an inflated sense of self-importance. Why would you think we captured you?”

“Oh,” Jacky retorted. “I though it was to get a closer look at my lovely tits.”

The massive Chinese figure, seated comfortably in an easy chair perhaps ten feet from Jacky, smiled broadly and chuckled again.

“Ah, would it be that we could have met at another place and time, Ms. Graham. I could much enjoy a woman such as yourself. Taming you would be quite enjoyable. But, unfortunately, there is business to attend to.”

Jacky tried to keep her breathing even, despite the cold pinpricks of fear, sensuousness and curiosity that coursed through her nervous system, magnified by her near-nakedness.

“Where’s Udo,” Jacky spat out, trying to keep one step ahead in this cat-and-mouse game, despite her obvious impairment.

“Resting comfortably back in his condo, save no doubt for the pain in his testicles. Really, Ms. Graham, you should fight a bit more fairly.” Again the evil chuckle. After a pause. “Mr. Udo is a man of common sense and appropriate greed. We have come to a meeting of the minds, as it were. Mr. Udo, if he does as he is told, will be paid a very substantial sum of money to work with us and, as I understand it, also get back into the good graces of his…er…compadres. Its purely business, of course. Were we to kill Udo, we would have to deal with attempted retribution from his misguided Italian associates. Nothing we couldn’t handle, of course, but since we have no particular grudge with Udo, why create unnecessary aggravation? 

“And me,” Jacky queried, “What kind of aggravation do I cause you?”

“Why none at all, Ms. Graham. We might kill you of course, if we choose. In your case, other then a few former boyfriends who may or may not give a damn, there is seemingly no one who particularly cares if you live or die, at least here in America. This is always the problem of the lone wolf, the drifter, the iconoclast, Ms. Graham. We Chinese revere family and friends. Blood is indeed thicker then water.”

“And your family, I would assume, is the Tongs,” Jacky cut in, squirming slightly against the ropes now starting to cut into various places of her body.

The smile on the huge, round, oriental face disappeared momentarily, to return in even more cordial detail.

“Quite correct, Ms. Graham. Why should I try to con a ‘fellow professional’, especially one so charming, lovely and…so open as yourself.?”

Jacky again felt a chill sweep through her as she felt his eyes drink in her near-naked, vulnerable body.

“Why have you stripped me down, you pervert. Wasn’t tying me up enough?”

His huge, booming laugh rumbled across the dank smelling room. ‘Were they in a basement,’ Jacky wondered? Suddenly, the PI thought she heard a door open, then close. In a moment, the aroma of Chinese food drifted across her nostrils.

“I’m afraid not, Missy,” came the soft, velvet voice of a Chinese woman. “The file my brother holds on you indicates a propensity for toys and gadgets on your part. Given your English background, we are not surprised. Quite a neat little Talon blade I found in your bra.”

Jacky sucked in her breath for a moment. Christ, these people were well informed. All this just from her license? Obviously, the Tongs had gone twenty-first century in terms of information gathering.

“Who are you two,” Jacky demanded in as strong a voice as her pathetic position allowed for.

There was the sound of a table or cart rolling along the floor. The smell of food seemed to come closer. Why not, the detective thought. It must be well past midnight by now. The pizza seemed so long ago. She was hungry. What, would they go to all this trouble to just poison her now?

Suddenly, a smooth and delicate yet strangely firm woman’s hand softly touched, then caressed Jacky's cheek. Next a long, perfectly manicured fingernail slowly outlined her lips. After the initial shock, the PI let her breath out and evaluated the feeling. It was not unpleasant. The fingernail then made its way down her chin, along her neck and to her breast. The nail circled around her left nipple, slowly, sensuously. Then a thumb and forefinger warmly clasped and deftly squeezed her hardening point. Despite herself, Jacky felt the fire start in her loins. 

The woman’s full hand covered Jacky’s naked breast, stroking and squeezing tenderly. Jacky started to groan. Then she felt two liquid lips on her right nipple, enveloping it, licking, kissing, sucking so exquisitely. Her points grew into bullets. God the woman was incredible, the aroused detective conceded. Joanna, her fellow detective and first lesbian experience, had been a marvelous lover, but had no edge on this mysterious dragon lady. Moaning ever more loudly, Jacky started to give herself up to the passion. The lips moved up and kissed her lips. A wonderfully supple tongue slipped easily into her waiting mouth.

“Enough!” The man’s voice was like a thunderbolt. With a final suckle back down on a quivering nipple, the Chinese woman drew back. Jacky felt perspiration on her skin and the wetness down below. Her breathing was heavy and her heart beat a drum roll. What the hell had she stumbled into here?

The massive male voice continued. “My name is Jung See Quang. This is my sister, Koon Lee. She has brought you a late night snack, so you can better enjoy our, shall we say, discussion. You have, perhaps, heard of us?”

Recovering her composure, the detective’s computer-like retrieval processes searched her internal memory banks. Of course she had heard of these two! As had every FBI, CIA and Military Intelligence agent in America. They were the Tongs top two US-based assassins and enforcers. Of course, hearing and seeing were two different things. Supposedly, no one, but no one, had ever managed to get so much as a snapshot, voiceprint, fingerprint or scan of either of them. They seemed to move about the country like killer ghosts, eliminating enemies of the Tongs at every turn, and sometimes enforcing final discipline within their own ranks too. It was said that they personally had eliminated the last Mafioso opposition to the Tong takeover of Manhattan by killing four capo lieutenants late one night two years ago outside a downtown Italian restaurant. One had been brutally knived, the other three savagely strangled. It was said that Quang was the strongest man ever to come out of Manchuria.

So what, Jacky mused, did all of this mean? Why was such heavy Tong firepower being wasted on her, two dime-a-dozen Puerto-Rican street punks and a third rate publicity agent? Obviously, the answer somehow lay with James Fallow and Di-Con. The detective wondered if she would be allowed to connect any of these dots.

The man chuckled again, seeing the look of recognition come across Jacky’s face, even blindfolded.

“You must eat, Ms. Graham. Koon Lee, please feed our guest. It is shrimp, broccoli and alfalfa rice, Ms. Graham, in a sauce better then anything you have ever tasted. Our chef was once Peking’s finest.”

Chopsticks soon met her lips and Jacky dutifully imbibed. No use in being undernourished if the enemy was willing to feed you. The meal was delicious, the sauce being every bit as good as advertised. The drink was some kind of marvelous fruit juice concoction, lightly laced with some kind of liquor she could not identify. Koon Lee whispered sensual challenges to her as she ate, occasionally kissing, licking or sucking her throat and neck. Her breasts and pussy were also randomly stroked, caressed and massaged. A meal to remember.

When Jacky was finished, Quang, settled comfortably back in his chair continued.

“You have unfortunately chosen a very bad time to become involved with James Fallow,” the booming voice intoned evenly, without malice, even with some seemingly honest concern. Sort of like an uncle explaining why he hadn’t brought any presents this Christmas. “Unfortunate for you, that is, but very convenient and useful for us.

“You see we, like Mr. Udo, desire to transact some business with Mr. Fallow. The problem each of us has, of course, is to get Mr. Fallow to listen to our propositions with an open ear. Now, as I have just found out from Mr. Udo during our little discussion at his condominium, he has worked out an interesting little plan to do exactly that, which, upon reflection, I agree may well work.”

“However, I need to have Mr. Udo, shall we say, alter the final results, so as to include something for my own organization along with whatever spoils his own associates expect to gain.

Jacky cut in sharply. “Ha! Udo may have told you he’d cut you in, but he isn’t the type to run all over the planet to dodge his buddy’s for the rest of his life if he did so. The mob hates you all.”

The massive hunk of a man shook his head slowly, the wide grin growing even bigger. 

“My dear, would you think I have not already consider this problem and dealt with it? I indicated to Mr. Udo that he need not tell his friends anything about our involvement, as long as he does what I’ve asked. Udo has already gotten in hot water with his associates. This little plan is his attempt to crawl back into their good graces. We will allow that to occur. For if this plan works, his friends stand to buy their way into a very interesting and profitable little deal that Fallow’s company is putting together. We intend, simply, to modify the outcome of that ‘deal’, how, why and what is no concern of yours. We will just utilize Udo as a mole. After we get what we want, Udo and his Sicilian associates can enjoy their spoils as they will, for as long as possible.” 

There was a chuckle at the end of this. Somehow Jacky doubted there would be any spoils left for the mafia after Quang got what he wanted.

“What do you need me for then? Why did you tell me this? Now that Udo has his Ecstasy, he can proceed, as can you. Why didn’t you just let me go? Outside of Martinez and Johnson, who no longer matter, I knew nothing.”

“Please, Ms. Graham, do not play the modest maiden. You were following Fallow’s daughter, clearly at the father’s bidding. If we had just let you go, you would have gone back to him and done more snooping. You would have continued to dog Udo. You would have gotten in the way.” He chuckled again. “Your record here indicates that. You never quit. You may not always succeed, but you never give up. Even though you rarely seem to get much monetary recompense. This indicates to me that you are, much like myself, an adventurer as opposed to a mercenary. As such, you pose a much greater threat then all the Udo’s and their greasy associates.”

“So, for the next few days, while our plans are in operation, we will hold you here, ‘on ice’, as they say.” The chuckle became a full-fledged roaring laugh. Jacky again twisted against the confining twine.

After a brief pause, he continued. “Sister, please inspect Ms. Graham’s bindings, then we must go.”

Unseen by Jacky, the pretty Chinese woman advanced. Professionally, her hands tested the various ties. Finally, she concluded by again tracing her long, painted fingernail across the detective’s lithe body, once more finishing at her nipples.

“So charming, Ms. Graham,” she whispered softly, then kissed her cheek, tongue touching briefly. “Good bye.”

The strange pair went out through a passage in the far wall, one that opened electronically. Hmmm, Jacky thought. Maybe she was somewhere in that new underground compound Saunders had spoken of. The Chinese, once outside with the pneumatic door closed behind them, smiled wisely at each other. The massive assassin took a device out of his pocket and pushed it on.

“Ah, yes,” he whispered with satisfaction. The signal is perfect. For the next several days, we shall know exactly where Ms. Graham is and what she says, and, perhaps even more important, what is said to her. Magnificent invention, I must say. Our superiors were quite correct to form this new association with the government. We would soon be at a disadvantage to the communists without such devices. Imagine, the size of a grain of rice and even chewable!”

After a pause. “You have briefed Lin Chen on his role,” he asked the woman sharply.

“Of course. When he brings her next meal, he will act ‘aroused’ by her nakedness. If our reports on her are correct, she’ll attempt to seduce him and talk him into loosening her ropes. Then she’ll attack him. Lin will allow her attack to succeed. She’ll no doubt try the same portal as we just exited. It will be ‘open.’ Her clothes will shortly be brought back here and put on a table, after we ensure she has no other gadgets in them.”

“Once out this door, she should be able to dress and find a way out. There are several, as you know. The other guards have been told to ‘not hear or see’ her.”

Quang smiled. He appreciated his sister’s attention to detail.

The woman took out two objects from her bag. The two devices Jacky had planted in the dealers’ car!

“We found these in Johnson’s Buick. She undoubtedly planted them.”

Quang grunted. He took the transmitters and looked at them briefly, then crushed them with his bare hands, a slight scowl of annoyance on his face.

“What shall we do with them?”

Quang thought briefly.

“They’ve both served their purpose. We cannot know what information they may have unknowingly transmitted to Graham or any of her associates, who may try to question them further…kill them.”

Chapter 11 – The Great Escape

The young Chinese boy removed her blindfold as he placed the tray of food beside her chair. He was perhaps 18, thin, perhaps only an inch taller and 10 pounds heaver then the PI.

“You very pretty,” he mumbled, sheepishly.

Jacky eyed him warily. She was tired and achy. She had slept only fitfully for a bit over these last several hours as she sat uncomfortably in the heavy chair. Her poor head clamored like a fire alarm. Her neck ached from the position. Nor was she particularly hungry. Something in that last meal had settled like a small lump in her gut. Now, the bus boy here was coming on to her.

Suddenly the young Chinese advanced and put his hands on her bare breasts and started to fondle. God, Jacky thought, looking down. They were getting quite a workout this evening or morning, whatever it was. Unlike the woman, however, the boy was no expert. His clumsy hands elicited little response from Jacky. Besides, her mind was now racing.

Something was amiss here. If they really just wanted to get her out of the way for several days, there could have been a dozen other ways that would NOT have involved letting her know that Quang and his sister were present and involved. Or that Udo and his mob had some kind of plan to entrap Fallow and Di-Con into something. Or that the Tongs meant to trump them.

No, she’d been given that information to do something with, something to do with Fallow, and obviously, she couldn’t do much sitting limp and captive in this chair… So it must be planned for her to escape! The supposed sexual lust of this kid was to be the vehicle. The observant PI noticed that the food on the tray was American, complete with fork and corrugated steak knife. How convenient.

‘Ok’, the detective mused. ‘I’ll play, up to a point’. 

Jacky started to respond to the boy’s stroking, smiling at him, parting her lips.

“Do you like me,” she cooed?

“Oh, yes, very much, missy” he breathed heavily, as he drew closer.

“Hmmm,” the PI purred. “You’re making me very hot…so very hot.”

The boy’s hands strayed all over her body, including down to her thong. His lips kissed hers. Jacky suppressed her discomfort and tried to heat herself up to generate that light perspiration a woman truly turning on would normally get.

“Oh, honey,” the woman moaned, “please untie me, please…I need you!”

The boy truly seemed to be getting stimulated. Jacky could see his penis harden. 

“Yes, missy. I untie you. All except you hands. Cannot let you run away. You try run, I punch you.” Slowly, while still fondling her, he untied all the ropes, save those that held her wrists behind her back. He stood her up and clasped his arms around her, pressing in and starting to kiss her. 

The detective figured she knew how this was supposed to play. She was to knee him in the balls, then maybe kick him in the head. He’d pretend to be knocked out. She’d then cut her wrist binds with the knife and move out. Magically, no one would spot her on the way out. In a bunker that probably had sensors and cameras in every room.

Well, she could play that game. She’d already spotted the camera in this room. In the recessed light fixture overhead. Standing on the large chair, Jacky would just be able to reach it with the fork and knock it out.

The detective started the role-play. As the boy kissed her neck, his arms tight around her bare torso, she could feel him stiffen slightly, expecting the blow. She didn’t disappoint. Her kneecap smacked soundly into his expanded joint. He groaned loudly (partly for the camera?) as he doubled over. Her following round kick cracked soundly on his jaw. He dropped like a sack of potatoes.

For the benefit of the camera, Jacky looked here and there, finally ‘spotting’ the knife. She moved to the tray and knelt down, reaching with her bound wrists to grab it. In 30 seconds she had cut her way through. But in that time, had they wanted, the hidden observers could easily have gotten to the room and stopped her. So, this was definitely a charade. One she was about to upset.

Hands free, she grasped the fork and quickly jumped up on the chair. In a flash, she used the implement to smash the thin glass covering both a light bulb and the camera lens. In short order, she broke both of them too. This would put her watchers in a quandary. They were supposed to let her escape, but would not want to be unable to see what she was up to.

Now she further changed the script. Instead of heading out, she dropped down hard off the chair onto the back of the fallen boy. Had he really been unconscious, no reaction would have been forthcoming. But he moaned and flinched in pain upon her landing. His eyes opened as he twisted to look at her.

The intrepid detective knew she could not waste time with him. Anyone who could act out a beating as he had just done, like a Hollywood stunt double, would probably be a quite competent adversary, now that it was a real fight. He may even be an excellent martial artist. She gave him no chance to recover. In a blur, she applied Master Chen’s favorite sleeper hold, one arm before, the other behind his head. In a few moments, he was gurgling beneath the pressure she applied to his windpipe.

“Why am I being let go, answer quickly. I can kill you with this hold, you know that.”

The boy ceased struggling, knowing it was useless and would only aggravate his pain and further restrict his breathing. The determined detective suddenly tightened her grip. The helpless boy hissed in agony.

“Ok, ok, I tell… Inside…they put receiver inside…in the rice. Transmitter and receiver…Position as well as talk…”

So, Jacky thought, of course! That little bit of heartburn in her stomach wasn’t illusionary. Curiouser and curiouser. Well, she wanted to be involved in a hot case and, lord, wasn’t she. Time to split before Quang’s people changed their mind.

With a rapid movement, the capable detective added just enough pressure to the hold to put the boy to sleep. He’d be back in 5 minutes or so. Hopefully, after she was long gone. Knowing how the Tong’s operated, she strongly doubted the boy would tell his bosses the truth about his little confession. He would be killed if he did so. He would lie about what happened after the camera was punched out. He’d just say that she had really knocked him out with the round kick and he didn’t know anything thereafter. Who knew why the detective would smash the camera?  It would be an easy lie…

Chapter 12 – Intestinal Fortitude

The door of the strange, cylindrical, MRI-like device automatically closed around her, clanging shut with a soft, metallic click. In a few seconds, the operator turned the machine on, and waves of blue and white light sparkled throughout the enclosed chamber, all around her. She felt nothing and heard only the soft purr of electro-mechanical engines whirring, no doubt generating the internal light show. She was wearing just the hospital-like sleeping gown they had given her. All her jewelry had been removed, including her special rings and pierced earrings. Her bare feet touched the bottom of the chamber and vibrated slightly in rhythm with the motors.

Then, it was over and, a minute later, the hatch door re-opened. Jacky sat up and climbed out. She was at one of the three secret FBI counterespionage offices in New York City, this one being in the Riverdale section of the Bronx, in a recently constructed sub-basement under the Riverdale public library.

The appointment with the strange detection machine and its FBI owner-operators had been set up by Lieutenant Saunders. Jacky had gone straight back to see him after ‘escaping’ from the Tong hideout. It was 9:00 am when she had gotten there. They had ‘conversed’ in writing. Saunders, after getting over his initial shock at the detective’s situation, was then quite surprised to hear that Quang was in town and hurriedly set up this session.

Walking out of the machine room, Jacky entered a changing cube and slipped back into her day-old thong, bra, sweatshirt,  jeans and sneakers. She had been in and out of them often over the last 18 hours. Her gun and blade, of course, were gone.

From the cube, she walked down a long, formal looking corridor to a windowed corner office. Inside the office waited Saunders and two men she did not know, undoubtedly FBI types. They were all looking at a large monitor hung kitty-corner in the office. Spotting her, the lieutenant waved Jacky in.

She was introduced to Agent Hayes and Special Agent Rolosky, both muscular, serious-looking white men whose grim demeanor precluded any preliminary niceties. Rolosky spoke first. Jacky sat in the remaining empty seat in the office. The monitor was not visible to her.

“Ms. Graham, let me first tell you that you have about $80,000 worth of state-of-the-art micro-electronics in your gut. We were unaware that the Chinese had moved so far in this particular area of transmission technology. It is disturbing.”

“I’m not so crazy about it myself,” Jacky rejoined, with the slightest hint of sarcasm. 

As per usual in her dealings with the FBI or CIA, they always seemed more concerned with the state of the opponent’s technology then the health of affected American citizens.

“So what can I expect,” she continued, more evenly?  “Are you going to shut it down? Are there any permanent effects? Like, I don’t die when it stops transmitting or anything, eh?”

Rolosky loosened up a touch. A small smile came to his lips.

“Sorry, Ms. Graham. Hayes and I here both work in the Technology section of our Northeast Region here. We don’t like it when we misread the progress of the enemy. A very bad day at the office, so to speak. Plus, your evident meeting with Quang seems to confirm what recent reports have been indicating, namely that the communist Chinese government is getting into bed with the Tongs more and more.”


“Perhaps you boys ought to recruit ‘la costra nostra’ in return,” the detective noted wryly.

It was Hayes’s turn to smile. “Trust me, Ms. Graham, there have been more then a few such feelers from some of the major capos. The mafia is feeling the heat all over the globe. The Tongs, FARC, the Cali druggers, the Russian gangs, the Jamaicans. They all often interact with their so-called governments. The Sicilians just want a level playing field.” He chuckled briefly.

Jacky thought better of asking how many of those overtures had been accepted. No sense in pissing off guys she might need help from with Mr. Quang luring around.

“In any event,” Rolosky continued “the device will remain present in your intestines, dissolving ever so slightly every hour, for about three days, until it becomes so microscopic it will wash harmlessly through your system. It’s now Thursday morning, so figure it will remain operational maybe till sometime Saturday. It is indeed a combination GPS coordinate transmitter, regular RF transmitter and a reception device. It would probably be able to pick up voices for up to fifteen to twenty feet around you, at least until it gets near its operational end. Please note I said voices, not sounds or noises. This has been the holy grail in this type of detection technology. The noises your own stomach is making, as well as those the other internal parts of your body make all the time, from the point of view of being INSIDE your body, would normally muffle almost anything picked up from the outside. What we’ve been searching for, and the Chinese have evidently figured out, is a way to filter out most everything else and capture only human speech. Now, unless we were at Quang’s end by his receiver, we can’t be sure how well it’s working, but I doubt they’d go through the effort of implanting this thing in you if it didn’t usually succeed. Of course, from this reinforced basement, both the GPS and radio transmission are blocked. Quang probably isn’t too worried about that yet. There would be numerous places in the city where there’d be interference. His last transmission would place you entering the library above, which wouldn’t necessarily cause any suspicion. Even private investigators go into libraries.”

The detective smiled wryly at him. “OK,” Jacky asked, “so why me?” The woman leaned back in the easy chair.

“Indeed, Ms. Graham,” Hayes picked up. “Why you? According to lieutenant Saunders here, yesterday you were just another PI trailing a couple of penny-ante street dealers. Now, for some reason, you have become the apple in the eye of one of, or, including the sister, two of the most brutal criminals and terrorists in the world, whose sudden, evident presence here in New York causes us concern, given an operation we have in progress that I believe the lieutenant...er…mentioned to you.” The sudden frown on his face indicated he wasn’t please Saunders had done that.

Jacky leaned further back in the chair and looked directly at all three of these hard men, then down at the floor. This was the point where Chandler’s Philip Marlowe would always tell the lawmen to go screw themselves; he had to protect his client’s privacy. Jacky wondered if that ever really worked back in the 48s? She doubted it. It sure as hell wouldn’t play today. If she didn’t cooperate, she’d be out of a license tomorrow and facing whatever Quang had in mind alone.

“I was hired by James Fallow of Di-Con Corp three days ago to follow his daughter and see if she was up to anything parents don’t care to hear about, like drugs. So I tailed her eventually to a meeting with Johnson and Martinez, obvious dealers that I observed. But, turns out the dealers wind up doing a deal with a Larry Udo, a local PR sot with mob connections, supposedly the daughter’s boyfriend. He evidently used her as a go-between. Why, I don’t know. Mr. Quang, who I’ve not yet seen either, has been, for some reason, also following Johnson and Martinez. I tried to, er…interrupt the deal at Udo’s place and maybe bust all three of them and maybe get Udo out of the Fallow girl’s hair, all with one magnificent Graham coup de tat, but Quang thumped me, captured me and fed me a special serving of rice…And here I am. Obviously, he wants to know where, when and about what I have to do and say with Mssrs. Fallow and Udo and maybe others for the next few days through these little bugs of theirs.”

The two agents had looked briefly at each other at the mention of Di-Con, the PI noticed. As she finished, they looked at each other again. Rolosky glanced sharply at her, then back to Hayes and nodded. Hayes, who was sitting next to a table off to the side of the desk upon which sat a computer. Evidently tied to the monitor. He slid his chair over to it and made some entries on the PC keyboard. Whatever had been displayed on the monitor changed. The three men were able to see the new pictures. They did not invite Jacky to do so.

“How much do you know about Fallow and Di-Con, Ms. Graham,” Hayes asked with some fake charm.

“Not much. Just that it’s a Defense Contracting outfit and he’s the New York boss. And, since there’s no other possible rationale, he and the company are obviously behind whatever Quang and Udo are up to and interested in. Quang did indicate, while I was his ‘guest’, that he and Udo had made some kind of a ‘deal’ relating to Fallow, centering on the Ecstasy Udo had bought.”

The three men all looked at each other again. Jacky wondered if they were communicating by mental telepathy. The air in the now-crowded office was getting stale and stuffy. They were deciding if they were going to tell her anything relevant. Jacky loved it when men got into their smug, superior role. How much longer, she mused, were smart women going to allow that charade to continue?

“Ms. Graham,” Rolosky again, “that operation the lieutenant mentioned we have in progress relates to the Tongs and this downtown subterranean complex of theirs.”

The detective nodded briefly, putting her hand up to cup her chin. “Yep, that’s what he indicated.”

“Well, there is another surveillance project we are working on which happens to deal with Di-Con and Mr. Quang. I can’t go into any further details, just to say that our last information had Quang on the West Coast, possibly trying to infiltrate Di-Con’s LA office. However, I believe you can connect the dots. Di-Con to Fallow to daughter to Udo to drugs to Tongs to Quang. Since the place where you were interrogated last night was obviously the underground compound, it would seem our two projects are merging together somehow. And, of course, Udo’s mob connections introduce another element we hadn’t previously considered.”

“You’ve stumbled into an something pretty big, Ms Graham,” Hayes cut in. “And, we’re going to have to ask you to continue in it, like it or not. If we were to remove the device, Quang would know you figured it out and suspected him, which would be of no help to us and definitely unhealthy for you. I have to be honest with you. Once outsiders are made ‘participants’ of some Tong operation, they rarely live to talk about it. Your only hope is that our operations succeed and Quang and his sister get caught in the net and we can make it look like you never came to us. That way, Quang’s overlords back in China and their associates in the communist government might forget about you.”

“Thanks for you encouraging words, Agent Hayes.” Jacky’s voice dripped sarcasm. “But am I supposed to let Dr. No downtown in on every conversation I have for the next three days? How will I be able to go to confession?”

The three men smiled. “You may have to pass on any extra-curricular activity, I admit,” Hayes admitted. “But it can be done. Obviously, they’re interested in any discussions you have with Fallow or Udo. And you should have some, both to give them ‘leads’ and keep them from getting curious.”

Jacky suddenly had a thought. “You figure this thing inside me can be blocked by other subterranean bunkers like this one?”

“Yes, most public underground enclosures in New York, especially the older ones like, say, subway stations, have been built with layers of lead-embedded concrete. That will normally impede both the RF and satellite transmissions. And, subway travel is to be expected in New York. It shouldn’t cause them to get suspicious.”

Jacky nodded her pretty, blonde head.

Chapter 13 – Subway Snooping

Almost three hours later, just after one pm, the pert PI was leaning against the wall of the 77th street station of the Lexington Avenue line. She was on her way to meet with Fallow to provide him with a limited version of the events of the last day or so. Also, to see what further information she might be able to glean.

She had gone home after the meeting with Saunders and the FBI and bathed and made herself a decent lunch of salad and pasta. She had put on one of her ‘business pants suits’, navy blue with a short-sleeved jacket. The material was a flexible (and expensive) polyester that looked like linen but allowed her plenty of freedom of movement. She wore no blouse, only a specially designed black half bra and a thong underneath. The outfit outlined her fit body too tightly, however, to allow her to wear the gun holster. Thus, her backup .38 was in a small, black bag she liked to use with this suit.  She added her 3½-inch black, pointed toed slingbacks with the ankle strap to complete the ‘hot business woman’ effect. 

It was from that bag that the detective now retrieved her cell phone. She was thankful she had recently signed up for the full international service Verizon now offered. The number she had memorized was in Greece. She punched it in.  Nothing happened. The PI smiled at her stupidity. If fancy $80,000 transmitters were going to be blocked by the subway walls, her $75 Motorola wasn’t going to work either. However, down the wall there were two unoccupied pay phones. Jacky guessed that eventually, only underground holes like this would still have pay phones. Retrieving some change from her bag, the detective moved to the nearest phone and again dialed the number. The metallic ‘operator’ informed her that four and a half dollars more would be required. With a grimace, Jacky punched in her credit card number.

A female voice answered, in Greek naturally. However, when the detective started to talk in English, as hoped, the woman switched over.

“Hello, this is Karen Whittier of the American Museum of Natural History in New York. Is this the Greek Center for Historical Studies?” Jacky applied her best bureaucratic singsong.

“No, sorry. This is the Aegean Mineral Consortium. We are a private company.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry, I must have been given the wrong number. You are located in Athens?”

“No, in Larisa, to the north.”

“Again, my apology. Good day.”

The detective clicked off. She heard a ‘6’ train starting to roll in. She’d be taking it down to 51st street, then walk to Madison and 48th. Quickly, she punched in Saunders number. The FBI agents had not deigned to give her theirs.

“Lieutenant Saunders, this is Jacky Graham.”

“Please, Ms. Graham, call me Ken. May I call you Jacky? It’s a nice name.”

The detective smiled. Unlike the stuffy farts from the FBI, Saunders was Ok.

“Sure Ken, thanks for the compliment…Listen, I need to ask a favor. Do you think you can get your FBI buddies to get some information on an outfit called the Aegean Mineral Consortium in Larisa, Greece? Somehow, they, or at least someone there, is mixed up in this crazy affair…”

The cop paused, then responded. “Sure…where did you come up with that?”

“A little bird whispered to me… Listen, gotta go, catching a train…

The lieutenant, still eating his lunch at his desk, shook his head. God, this babe was a little dynamo. And fearless too. How many people would be willing to mix it up with the Mafia and the Tongs?

“Sure, give me your cell number.” 

Jacky did so, then clicked off. The train rumbled into the station.

Chapter 14 – Watchful ‘Eyes’

The slanted eyes watching the monitor relaxed somewhat when the dual signals returned. They glanced over to the mapper screen and saw that the address was Lexington and 51st. She was heading south. The speakers gave forth with the sporadic speech of people she passed as she walked. When the blip on the monitor turned west towards Madison, the sentinel picked up his intercom.

“It appears she heading for Fallow’s office, commander Quang.”

“Good,” came the curt voice. Make sure the digital recorder is on. I want to capture every word of her conversation with him. Notify Ningbo that a file will be coming over for processing.”

“Yes, commander Quang.”

The observer was proud of his English, after only eight months. Quang had ordered everyone in the compound to learn it. Or else…

Chapter 15 – Bugging the Boss

It was 2:15 and the afternoon was turning overcast when Ms. Hennessey ushered Jacky into Fallow’s well-appointed office. The detective had let the big blond precede her so as to covertly place another of her listening bugs to the underside of the receptionist’s well-polished metal desk. She did not know if it would be possible to place one in Fallow’s office. 

The tightness around Fallow’s mouth had not diminished. This was a man under a lot of pressure. Perhaps, Jacky thought, by easing his mind about his daughter somewhat, she might get him to open up a bit to her. But she doubted it.

He waved her to the chair somewhat absentmindedly. Clearly, his thoughts were somewhere else. 

As she sat, Jacky gave a discrete but detailed glace to the solid, four-draw, gray file cabinet to the right of Fallow’s massive desk. It was a brand and model the PI was familiar with, quite heavy duty. In these PC-oriented times, file cabinets had started to go out of style, cds and network drives taking their place. Only the most important of legal documents, still often requiring physical signatures, tended to be kept in them. Jacky needed to have a look. 

As if coming down from the clouds, Fallow finally made an effort to tune her in. 

“What do you have for me, Ms. Graham?”

Jacky needed to weigh her remarks carefully, not just for her secret listening audience, but because she didn’t know the degree to which Fallow himself might be duplicitously involved in whatever this affair turned out to be.

“You daughter is not doing drugs. But Udo did have her set up a deal for himself.”

“Good…thank God,” Fallow exhaled. For a moment the taut mouth loosened a mite and a trace of sadness appeared in his eyes. But shortly a scowl crawled upon his face.

“Ha!” the tall man snorted. “I knew Udo was scum. Did you actually see the deal? Can’t we get him arrested or something?”

“An after the fact report of a relatively minor drug deal is not going to generate much interest from the police. He might get pulled in and booked on my eyewitness account, but he’d be out in a flash, and crying on your daughter’s shoulder that you sicced a detective on him. That would probably drive Monica even more tightly into his arms. Ultimately, I’m sure some mob lawyer would get him off and would no doubt bring up your daughter’s involvement in court to boot. Would you want that?”

Fallow shook his head slowly. “No, I wouldn’t.”

“Besides, there’s more going on here then a simple drug deal. Whatever type of slime Udo might be, he’s not a junkie. He didn’t buy the stuff for himself. And further, he knows the score. He may be somewhat on the outs with his ‘family’, but he could have made any number of covert calls himself and got the stuff delivered without even mentioning it to Monica. Thus, we need to ask ourselves why he would deliberately get your daughter involved.”

Fallow sucked in his cheeks and looked hard at the PI.

“You mean, he wanted to implicate her in some way?” The light came on. “So as… to get at me…force me to do something. The bastard!”

The slender detective nodded, crossing her delightful legs, framed snugly by the tight pants, and leaned back in the chair.

“And, now, the question becomes why would he do that, what would he expect to gain?”

Fallow looked down and shook his head. Jacky tried to judge if what was to come would be fact or fiction. Or, more then likely, a mixture of both. Could she separate the wheat from the chaff?

“At my daughter’s almost insistence, I’ve…I’ve thrown some bones Udo’s way over the last 2-3 months. We do a fair amount of entertaining in our business and I’ve…let him arrange for some of the performers…”

“And for some of the drugs and hookers...” the blunt detective cut in?

Fallow’s eyes flashed.

“I never discussed anything along those lines with him, never…”

“But,” she insisted “it would not take long for your ‘guests’ to learn what Udo’s, shall we say, special services, might include, eh.”

Fallow didn’t respond. A careful man, Jacky thought.  A man used to believing bugs would be all around. He continued as if the question had not been asked.

“I guess Udo began to see himself as a ‘consultant’. Some of my associates  and… customers started to ask for him. I never inquired why. Last month I had a couple of major parties at my Southhampton estate. Udo talked me into letting himself and my daughter set up the complete affairs. Things can get a bit ...’loose’ at these types of parties. People from all over the world, rich, powerful people…at play. Udo…perhaps thought he could…involve himself in some of their business. As I indicated, the man has mob connections. No doubt Udo thought he could open a…shall we say…two way street with some of my…clients. Perhaps he did…”

All very true no doubt, Jacky thought, but in no way incriminating. Fallow and Di-Con might arguably be responsible for making powerful foreigners, politicians and generals available to a mug from the mob out of which criminal arrangements seemingly resulted, but without specifics, none of it would hold up in any court. And Jacky doubted that the Di-Con owners, people she needed to find out about, would care much either. She doubted they ever really asked any ‘who, what or why’ questions, as long as the money rolled in and the Pentagon didn’t complain.

“But now,” the PI interjected “he must have seen, heard about or set up something that needs your direct assistance, something you might need to arrange or approve, like a contract or such.”

Fallow again looked hard at her. Was that a trace of furtive concern looping into the overall tenseness of his face? Was he was measuring how much she might know? Finally, he shook his head.

“No…nothing that I can think of. We have only routine matters before us at the moment. Besides, I repeat, Udo might make arrangements relative to things non-military, but no one from Di-Con, the Pentagon, the Administration, Congress or our any of our foreign dignitaries would compromise anything along military lines with him or any other unsecured personage.”

‘Right’, Jacky mused. ‘And pigs can fly.’

“Is there another party coming up?”

Fallow shrugged his shoulders. “Yes, Saturday night, but its nothing special. The usual crew. With a brace of potential customers in from…Africa. I can’t disclose what the Pentagon is attempting to do there, but it is no more then the usual type of get together. And…Udo is NOT coming. I told him that after the last party. I’m phasing him out. I should never have let my daughter influence me on this.”

Jacky’s mind started to click. So, Udo would need another person to handle the delivery to the dignitary junkies this time. Or was it junky dignitaries? Might that somebody be Monica? But the detective was sure something more then minor drug transactions were going to happen in Southampton Saturday night. Quang would not have been trailing two low-level street dealers just to ensure they were doing their job. Somehow Udo and Quang had a major interest in this upcoming party, the detective was certain of it. The Tong had stated he wanted to do business with Fallow as did Udo. Jacky was suddenly very glad to be going out to that cop party Saturday night. It would give her a legitimate excuse to be near Southampton should Quang wonder.

Of course, Quang, or his sister or one of their hirelings was listening to every bit of this conversation. Were they hoping that Fallow might spill something? But surely they would know he was too sharp for that? 

“Getting back to cases, Mr. Fallow. What would you want me to do next. What if Udo shows you proof of your daughters meeting with the drug dealers, would that concern you, make you react?”

“Why should it, Ms. Graham?” he replied sternly. A meeting by a museum. It could be anything.”

The detective nodded.

“I agree. But I suspect there’s more to come.” Jacky paused. He said nothing.

“Well,” she continued, shrugging her shoulders, “What do you want me to do? Continue to follow your daughter?”

Fallow thought about it for a while.

“Yes, I think so. I think you’re right. There’s more to come and that scumbag Udo would probably try to use her for something nefarious. Keep close to her. Tonight he’s taking her to some party downtown. Monica is going to meet him at that crappy condo of his.”

The PI had thought it best not to mention her subsequent capture by Quang after the drug deal. The Chinese might wonder why she didn’t speak of the incident, but she figured that if Fallow did have something planned for Saturday night, hearing that Quang and the Tongs were aware and interested might squash the action. And Jacky was always a woman for pushing the envelope.

“Ok, I’ll pick both of them up from Udo’s place.” The detective got up to leave. Thankfully, Fallow’s phone rang just as she did so, diverting his attention. With eye blurring speed, the professional sleuth discretely slipped another of her magnetized devices under his desktop and she turned to go.

As she left the office, nodding coyly to the snobbish Ms. Hennessey, she reached into her bag and pressed two buttons on her master receiving device. One turned it on. The second button turned on the device’s silent digital recording feature.  She had a feeling Mr. Fallow would be making a phone call soon and she wanted to capture it. Whatever Fallow said in that call and to whomever he spoke, the sly detective wanted to wait until she was in a subway to listen. Mr. Quang be damned…

Chapter 16 – Lilies from the Lady Tiger

As she was passing through the lobby of Fallow’s building on the way out, Jacky had a stroke of genius. The weakest link in the security of large office buildings in New York was their basement delivery ‘system’. Every day, of course, food and supplies had to be delivered to the many floors above, most usually from 4 till 8 am. To efficiently facilitate and manage the traffic, the security companies usually farmed out the arrangements of such deliveries to contractors who worked with the various food and materials vendors. There were the on-going long term contracts with the office supply stores, near-by restaurants that delivered, bottlers and food service companies, of course, but many deliveries were one offs, special orders for more infrequent items like unique lunches, flowers, signs, premiums and the like.

These delivery contractors were, to be frank, not particularly security conscious and paid only nominal lip service to the hosting security company and their procedures.  Hell, Jacky knew, most of the people who worked the basements of these buildings could barely read, English or otherwise.

The normal procedure for a company in the building wanting a special delivery by the start of the next business day would be to call it in to the contractor who would log it and track the arrival the next morning. Flowers, the detective knew, were often a last minute item, often to please an important foreign visitor with a reminder of their homeland. The alert PI was certain Di-Con would often have such visitors. She could only hope they sometimes ordered flowers for them.

She checked the directory over the lobby’s Information booth and, sure enough, found the number of the ‘Special Arrangements Team’. With her cell she called it.

“Hullo,” came the heavily Russian-accented female voice.

Bringing out her lowest baritone, Jacky did her best imitation the secretary’s gruff and harried voice.

“This is Ms. Hennessey of Di-Con on the fourth floor.”

“Yesss, Ms. Hennessey, how are you.”

There was no particular note of recognition or non-recognition in the thick Russian. Good, thought Jacky.

We’ve just placed an order for two boxes of tiger lilies with Madison Floral. I have arranged for delivery early tomorrow morning. Their driver will be instructed how to set the flowers up in our office. Please ensure they will be able to get access. Yes?”

There was a pause. She doubted this process was computerized, so the Russian was probably writing the order into a log book.

“Hokay. All set. Two boxes of Tiger Lilies from Madison Floral for Di-Con. Got it. Hookay? Hanything else?

“No,” smiled the clever detective. “That’s all.”

Madison Floral was a popular mid-town florest who had a store two blocks away. She headed out into the late afternoon sun to buy the flowers. Early tomorrow morning, if she cruised the area long enough, she was bound to see one of their vans on its rounds. She would know how to work the con from that point. 

Chapter 17 – Brother and Sister

The sentinel made his way quickly to the commander’s office and knocked softly. He had left his post just after Jacky had left Fallow’s office, and had missed the call to the Delivery contractor. Of course, all was being captured on a digital recorder.

“Come in,” barked the gruff voice in his slightly accented English.

After bowing, the slender young man addressed Quang and his sister, he behind a massive mahogany desk, she spread out lazily upon a rich, plush red sofa.

“Their conversation has been received in Ningbo, Commander. They have begun work on it.”

“Good,” the giant replied, barely looking up from his paperwork.

“Did the woman tell Fallow of the drug deal?” the sensual, petite yet striking Asian woman asked.

“Yes, mistress Lee.” The young Chinese boy bowed his head.

“And of her capture?”

“No, mistress.”

Both Quang and the woman looked up at the courier, then at each other.

“You may go,” Quang ordered the boy. He now wore a different suit, but allowed no respite to his massive bulk and muscles or to the afternoon summer heat which penetrated through the compound, despite the attempted air conditioning. The suit jacket and shirt were fully buttoned, tie snugly in place.

When the door hissed shut, the woman looked again at her brother.

“Why would she hide her capture from Fallow?” she inquired icily. Her beautiful legs showed clearly beneath the tight, short, beige flower dress she wore. Her hose were shiny and tan. The heels a very expensive pair of Sergio Rossi 4-inch with ankle strap pumps that matched the dress.

“Either to not upset Fallow or have her look foolish in his eyes. Women, as perhaps you know dear sister, hate to admit their failures.” He smiled broadly back at her.

The dragon lady was not amused.

“I’m concerned that somehow she has caught on to the device. I’m sure she could take taxicabs and not subways when on a case. And that trip this morning to the Bronx. A library. Why?”

“We should now already have what we need from her, assuming Ningbo is satisfied. Anything more would be, as the Americans say, gravy.”

“Yes, but if she somehow contacts the FBI or CIA or even Udo, our plans could be invalidated. And I’m not certain we can trust Udo either!”

“No one will stop that party from going forward. Everyone has too much to gain. Udo will know enough to keep absolutely quiet. Even if the federal authorities are involved, they will wait for that night to play out. And by midnight Saturday, we’ll have everything we want, Udo, his associates and the FBI be damned.”

The woman persisted.

“You know, Jung, our permanent people here in the complex have detected an increase in FBI attention to our New York activities. They fear our location here has been compromised and that some kind of FBI assault is immanent.”

“Of course I know that, sister. Why do you think I am here? The Di-Con opportunity is wonderful good fortune for us, but our main effort is to finish up our activities here and move to the new location as soon as possible.”

“Where is that location, Jung?” the woman cooed.

The giant looked hard at his sister, then back to his paperwork. “Your are here because of the Di-Con affair. We have wrangled you an invitation to Fallow’s party Saturday night. Your job is to work out the arrangements after we spring our trap. One of those arrangements is to ensure Ms. Graham never comes back to haunt us later. That is all, sister.”

The man’s voice was final. His slender but voluptuous sister sat back in her recline, legs flashing, unsatisfied but obedient. Even she could only push her brother so far.

Chapter 18 – Cabinet Breaking

Following Udo and Monica Fallow for five dull hours turned out to be a complete waste of time. Yes, Jacky had been able to slip one of her transmitters into Monica’s Mercedes which they used all night, but it was obvious that she was just a pawn in this affair. Her conversation when Udo was present was all about him or their ‘PR’ work and, on the two occasions he had stepped out as they made their club rounds, she had called a friend on a cell phone and spoken nothing but normal girl-to-girl silliness. The detective noted that it had been a long time since she had been twenty-one. Had she ever really cared about so many trivial things? 

At quarter past two, the couple had arrived back at Udo’s condo and, giggling, had headed upstairs for what was undoubtedly to be a late night sex romp.

So be it, thought Jacky. She doubted anything more was to be learned from them tonight. As far as she could tell, Udo hadn’t slipped anything into the car. He still had Friday night left for that.

Tired though she was, given the precious little sleep from the unpleasant evening before, Jacky still needed to get into Fallow’s office this morning. It was now 3:15 am.

As quickly as legally possible, the comely detective made her way up to midtown. She noticed a slight knock in her Mazda’s engine as she drove. Great, Jacky thought. Just what I need, another repair bill.

She was dressed in her black catsuit and her special, fashionable but heavy, steel-lined, three-inch boots with the trick heels. She decided to pass on the utility belt, since she wouldn’t be able to wear it past the guards in the building’s basement. She had a loose, flowing, catchall jacket that looked like something a floral delivery girl/designer might wear and a baseball cap that should offset the look of the tight polyester/spandex pants portion of the catsuit that would show below. Hell, this was New York. At night, especially, anybody might wear anything.

Reaching 45th, she started to cruise around, looking for a Madison Floral van. After a half-hour of no luck, just before 4 am, she spotted one parked on Lex at 46th.

Parking her coupe down the block, she slipped silently down the empty sidewalk to the van. It was empty. The driver was probably making a delivery in some nearby building.  The detective would wait. It had cooled off appreciably from the afternoon heat. The sky was still a bit cloudy, partially blocking the half moon. Small flickers of light danced off Jacky’s clinging suit in the otherwise dead and dark night. One or two stragglers passed by, looking somewhat askance at the striking figure by the van.

It was 4:10 when the driver finally reappeared. He was a white kid of average height and weight, wearing jeans, flannel shirt and a light cloth jacket much like the one Jacky had left in her car along with the two boxes of flowers. The slinky ‘tec was leaning suggestively against the van as the boy approached. Jacky knew the effect her lithe body in this suit could have on a man. Her firm, curvatious legs, shapely hips, rounded derrière and supple breasts all straining against the sexy material, with her provocative nipples poking through, were quite effective icebreakers, she knew. The youth eyed her tentatively, yet with a dawning lust.

The PI smiled. “Hi. I’m a friend. I have an offer I hope you can’t refuse.”

The boy, stopping maybe six feet from the van, looked her up and down. He held a clipboard in his hand. A slight but still cautious smile formed at the edge of his mouth. He could not be called handsome, but youth, a flat stomach, tight butt and a head full of vibrant, blondish hair still went a long ways towards making a male attractive.

“Yeah, what’s that,” he finally drawled in what sounded like a southern accent. New York got all kinds.

Jacky opened her right fist and revealed a crisp $100 bill. This would come under the heading of expenses when she totaled up with Fallow, assuming that day came.

“What’s you next stop?” she asked lightly.

“Park and 50th,” he responded slowly, his eyes involuntarily stopped at her seductive nipples.

Jacky pushed off the van and took a slow step towards the boy, making sure her hips made a slight grind for his benefit. She wanted to entrance him, but any sudden movement might break the forming spell and put him on the defensive. There were already enough lumps on her head. She opened up the bill enticingly before his eyes.

“You know the Paladin building, 48th and Madison?” she asked huskily.

Moving his eyes from the picture of Ben Franklin to hers, his smile grew a bit broader.

“Sure, I’ve made a couple deliveries there.”

Moving her liquid lips slowly, the detective raised a gloved hand to his cheek. The boy was enchanted.

“Just drop me off in the service delivery area there and the $100 is yours. You can say you’re really busy tonight and I’m your assistant doing arrangements where necessary.”

Jacky leaned up and kissed the boy briefly but firmly, completing the spell. She could hear his breathing increase and feel his member swell.

The boy leaned forward and kissed her back, his lips moving against hers. Jacky allowed it for a few moments before pulling off and stepping back to the van. She gave him her most tempting smile.

“Give me your number, too,” the boy whispered.

“When you drop me off,” she smiled. The boy was perhaps twenty-one or two. The detective was flattered she could still attract the younger ones. She would give him her real number. Jacky always played it straight when it came to that, but, of course, nothing would come of it. Something about an east side address that usually scared off the blue-collar guys and their shot-and-a-beer pocketbooks.

The youth’s mind started to work.

“But you’ll need some flowers to get in. I don’t have any spares to give you, even if you paid for ‘em…And…that…outfit. No one’s gonna believe you’re delivering flowers in that…” The boy pointed at her hot suit.

Jacky smiled even more enticingly.

“Not to worry, I’ve got everything in my car down the block…er…what’s you name?”

“Frank…Frankie everybody calls me…Hey, look, you ain’t gonna rob anybody… or blow anything up are you? I don’t want no trouble.”

“No, just do some snooping on some suspicious characters. I prearranged for the delivery. It’s all set up. I’ll do the talking and sign the logbook. We’ll keep your name out of it. Ok?” Jacky put her hand to his lips and pressed her forefinger against them while seductively running her tongue across her own. The PI could tease when necessary.

Smiling, the boy shrugged his shoulders. “Well, I ain’t made no delivery there in months. They probably got new people working the garage who won’t know me…I guess its Ok.”

“Great! Thanks Frankie. Bring your van down the block and pick me up,” she called to him moving off to her car, her heels clicking on the sidewalk and hips swinging for his benefit.

The slender detective did not mention that if Frankie had turned her down, he’d have gotten a swift kick in the shins from her steel-lined boots and her best karate chop against his neck and would have slept through the stop-off tied-up in the back of his van. She’d have left the money anyway though. The woman kept to her code.

Ten minutes later, Jacky pressed the bill with her home number written on it into Frankie’s grateful hand and gave it a squeeze. She stepped out of the van’s passenger door with the two cubic-foot boxes of tiger lilies. The loose jacket covered her down to her thighs, blunting the effect of the glove-tight catsuit. As the boy backed the van out of the cramped underground garage he called to her. 

“Make sure you get to the Harper building in a half hour. I’ll need you there.”

The detective smiled back at him. They always liked to ham it up a little, she mused.

The bored night man reviewed his clipboard.

“Ok, you’re Madison Floral…Two boxes of tiger lilies… You gotta open ‘em up sweetheart. Can’t let no pipe bombs in here.”

Jacky did as she was told. After a cursory inspection, the receiving clerk turned to a uniformed security guard seated along the wall, an old guy with saggy torso and a puffy, reddish face. A classic alkie, the detective noted. The sewed on tag on his shoulders said ‘Pinto Security Associates.’ Somehow, the detective knew that name. It would come to her.

“Hey, pop,” the clerk called out. “Take this chick up to the fourth floor. Di-Con. Floral arrangement.

The old man nodded, looking vacantly at Jacky and her now opened boxes.

“Expect you back in no more then 20 minutes, sweetheart. Don’t screw around.”

“Yes, sir,” the PI mouthed respectfully, putting a trace of foreign accent in her voice as cover. The baseball cap was low over her face, and the false glasses she wore truly altered her overall appearance.

In the elevator with the gray-haired guard, the svelte sleuth smelled the telltale odor of rum on him. The edges of a brown bag showed through his hip pocket, the bulge therein obviously being his pint. Jacky had wondered how she might distract her chaperone. The answer was now obvious.

As the door opened at 4, they turned left to the Di-Con glass entranceway. The old boy bent over slowly and unlocked the bottom lock of the outer door. Moving inside, he then used a passcard in a slot on the right-side wall, punching in the passcode as he did so. Lights turns from red to flickering green. The guard nodded to Jacky to enter.

“Look, er…I gotta go to the bathroom. I’ll be back in 15 minutes. Make sure your done by then. No foolin’ around. I know where stuff is kept in here.”

“Sure, no problem,” the PI answered thankfully. She doubted if this souse knew where the bathroom was much less what Di-Con kept where. He’d probably just find some corner away from the corridor cameras and finish his bottle. Which was fine with her.

Inside in a flash, Jacky distributed a couple of flowers in the cubicles nearest the doorway for show, then brought the boxes to Fallow’s door. It was locked, of course, but she had noted the kind of lock during her second visit and brought the appropriate magnetic tumbler device to pick it with, hidden in her jacket pocket. In a moment she was inside.

Removing the spurious jacket, glasses and hat, the daring ‘tec made her way to the file cabinet to search for any incriminating evidence. It was also locked, but she was again prepared. In another minute and some flashing movement of a second metallic device she had brought, she was opening the four drawers. The file system was elementary. Draws 2 through 4 were alphabetic, A through Z. The file tags were handwritten in Ms. Hennessey’s devoted scrawl. The top draw, on the other hand, was jumbled. Obviously with the ‘hot’ files. She began searching for anything that might look interesting. She came upon a green pentaflex file labled ‘Eritrea’. Inside it she quickly scanned several documents with her pencil flash, kept covertly in a special holder inside her stylish right boot.

In the file, there were several letters between Di-Con, senior Pentagon officers and Government Officials of the small African nation. But of most interest was the largest document. It was an unsigned contract, maybe 16-17 pages thick. Giving it her fastest speed-read, Jacky deduced it was some kind of agreement to give the US and the Pentagon the rights to build two large Military bases in the nation for what appeared to be almost three billion dollars in rights fees. The US would build the bases at a cost of almost another 3 billion. And Di-Con, and whatever subcontractors Di-Con approved, would be given a ten-year deal to help build, supply and manage the bases. The costs and fees there were less clear, but it was some kind of cost-plus, time and materials thing, always a contractor’s favorite kind of deal.

As the detective read, she was unaware that, two floors above, on six, her entrance into Di-Con had set off a vibration in a non-standard-issue sensor of another Pinto security guard. The guard, younger, firmer and much larger then Jacky’s gray-haired escort, and definitely not drunk, with sergeant’s stripes on his arms, awoke from his light sleep and checked the device, one that he and only three others of the Pinto staff in the building carried. Currently, it was only programmed to monitor the Di-Con office. Why, he did not know. Yes. It was confirmed. Someone was in that office. His instructions in such a situation were clear. As he got up to head for the stairwell, he checked his nightstick. Pinto guards were not allowed to carry guns.

He pulled his personal cell phone, not his regular building intercom and made a quick call to one of three preprogrammed numbers.

“Code DC. Now”. As he moved down the stairwell to five, he placed two other such calls.

Jacky was reflecting on what she was reading. She didn’t know much about Eritrea, other then it was on the east coast of Africa, at the edge of the Sahara desert. Sudan bordered it on the north. And, of course, maybe just a hundred miles across the Red Sea was Saudi Arabia. Further south, near the city of Assab, it was only 10 miles across the water to Yemen.

Suddenly, a rough hand grasped her shoulder and spun her around. A second later, a solid right cross smacked into her cheek, sending her 125 pound body flying to her right, sprawling to the thick, carpeted floor. Her thin flashlight flew from her hand.

Dazed, she struggled to sit up, one hand propping herself up, the other rubbing the suddenly inflamed cheek. Looking up, as the lost flash threw a line of jagged light haphazardly across the room, she dimly saw three husky-looking guards.

“Game’s over, chickie. You’re coming with us.”

The biggest of the three, in the middle, advanced towards the fallen detective. 

In almost a groggy reflex, the agile PI nevertheless thrust a leg out as he reached down for her arm. Her boot heel, three inches long, one inch wide and ½ think, caught him cleanly in the balls.

His scream was not as loud as it might have been, perhaps muffled by the design and acoustics of the room, but he dropped in agony to his knees as his hands covered himself, head bent over.

Jacky, though still seated and slowed by her own pain, following her instinctive training, immediately followed with a round kick. The steel tipped point of her boot crashed heavily into the kneeling man’s temple. Listlessly, he toppled to the rug.

The two remaining guards, both 6 footers at 200 pounds, were frozen for a moment, stunned by the surprisingly sudden fall of their leader. While they delayed, Jacky cleared her head best she could and executed a half decent front jackknife to jump to her feet, assuming her defensive stance. There was a trace of blood at the edge of her month on the left side.

The guard from her right rushed first. It had long been Jacky’s experience, when fighting with men, whether seriously or in play, even going back to her somewhat tomboyish adolescence, that they rarely attempted to punch a woman, unlike what was shown on movies on in comic books. Rather, they would more instinctively charge, like football linebackers, expecting to crash into the woman and assume that their superior height, weight and strength would crush her below them as they fell, wherein they could use their strength and weight to wrestle the shaken female into submission with a twisted arm, leg or head or powerful thumbs to a naked throat and thus gain her surrender, often for sexual purposes.

Master Chen, when teaching his feminine students, constantly reinforced this ‘underneath the attacker’ scenario as one very likely to be encountered. His preferred countermove was what Jacky called the ‘Cathy Gale Defense.’ If the woman was flexible enough, she could lift a free leg back almost to her head and then wrap it around the head of her panting assailant as he pawed at her face, neck, arms or breasts. Then, by quickly locking it with her other leg on the ground, create a scissors of some sort. It was fairly common knowledge now that even women of average leg strength could hold a man at bay for a few moments at least with a scissors hold that was so natural for a female.

Indeed, the lithe detective splattered to the floor below the force of the second guard’s flying tackle. He crawled atop her as they struggled on the thick carpet, his one hand holding down her right wrist while his other elbow drove painfully into her vulnerable left breast and his forearm pressed into her throat!

Ten years of yoga stretching allowed her to bring her left leg up, past his head, then to encircle it. With a grunt, the desperate detective then willed her leg back, forcing his head down and soon entwined her two ankles together. She had gained a near-perfect head scissors between her polyester-clad thighs, which were much stronger then they looked.

While the disoriented guard tried to break her hold, flailing uselessly at her legs and stomach with fists that were not in any position to do damage, the third guard had unholstered his nightstick and pounced down at her head, the foot-long wooden truncheon flashing down towards the bridge of her nose.

With a speed born of survival, the PI was able to bring her arms together before her head in an x-block. The weapon smacked into crossed wrists causing her to wail in pain. But she was able to blunt his thrust and, grabbing the wrist holding the stick, gave it a sudden and strong tug. Aided by the man’s hunched over position and the momentum of his blow, he tumbled over her to the floor.

Maintaining pressure on the writhing, enraged guard between her thighs, Jacky, though years of self-imposed martial arts repetition, pressed a pointed thumb into the wrist of the third guard’s truncheon hand as he struggled to turn off his back and face her. Finally, after several perilous seconds, the weapon dropped from his grip.

Meanwhile, the guard below tried a new tactic. He pinched hard on Jacky’s thighs and calves. Though the specially constructed catsuit afforded her some protection from the blows, bounces and bruises of her profession, Jacky nevertheless screamed in torment at the new attack. She willed herself to forego the pain and increased the pressure of her potent thigh muscles to the maximum. She had to put him to sleep soon.

The remaining opponent, now minus his stick, tries to roll over and face her, but the deft detective manages to get her left arm around his neck in a reverse headlock. As he wriggles against the hold, he comes closer into her embrace. With a catlike move, Jacky is able to spin and bring her other arm behind his neck, clasp a hand over a forearm and create a classic sleeper lock bringing heavy pressure on his windpipe. Immediately, she puts all her remaining energy into the hold. The three combatants wrestle about on the rug.

But, unknown to them all, a fifth personage enters Fallow’s office. Another guard! The last called by the leader five minutes earlier. He had to come from the 34th floor. He was shocked to see the sergeant already fallen and two others struggling in the viselike grips of a slender, black-clad woman. What was this, he asked himself? Her back was to him as she was maintaining the two holds for dear life. Her clinging catsuit clearly defined the crack of her sassy derrière.

But, professionally, he doused his errant thoughts, withdrew his nightstick from its holster and advanced slowly upon the trio roiling on the carpet.

For the briefest moment, Jacky thought she saw a shadow in the gloom above her. She turned slightly, while trying to keep the two strong men pinned down. Only from the farthest corner of her eye did she see the weapon snake down. She could do nothing. It crashed, with a very audible 'THUNKKK'  thunderously across her skull!. Even a good mane of blonde hair was no protection against a blow of that nature. 

UNGGGGGGGGG!!!!!!!!!! Jacky emits a groan of pain and shock. Eyes screw up in pain, then relax closed.
Darkness was almost immediate, -Jacky dropped limp instantly. 

4.43am. Jacky Graham was now an inert, catsuit-clad, piece of flesh surrounded by her enemies. Frankie was going to be disappointed

Chapter 19 – A Talk with the Head of Security

The sergeant sat in one of Fallow’s plush visitor chairs, hunched over, nursing his violated testicles. There was throbbing in his temple too. The damn bitch had caught him perfectly. Twice. His wounded Italian ego called out for retribution. Such there would be, but he had to make a call first. Still only the light of Jacky’s fallen pencil flash barely outlined the room. The three other Pinto guards stood about, flushed, angered at their surprising difficulties with the woman, waiting for orders from their leader. 

In Fallow’s other guest chair, Jacky slumped lazily, mouth agape, still very knocked out. A third lump was now welling up in her chrome. Her arms and legs hung limply at various angles. Her sexy nipples still poked through the taunting, liquid-like spandex.

Finally, shaking his head to clear it, the muscular sergeant barked out his orders.

“Tie the witch up, hands behind her back. And take off those damn boots. She must have a steel factory in there.”

Suddenly, at the door to the office, the gray-haired escort appeared, looking very drunk and confused. The sergeant looked at him with disgust.

“Go back to the basement, pop. She was a spy. We’ll handle this. And you don’t remember anything, right? …Move!”

Relieved of responsibility, the old man nodded gratefully and headed off.

The big guard had his cell phone in hand. He placed a call to a Miami number.

“This is Fasio in New York, the, …er, Di-Con contingent. There’s been a …disturbance. I…we… need some… instruction.”

The Italian voice at the other end was calm, casual…almost bored.

“What’s your badge number, Fasio.”

The sergeant grimaced, as do all subordinates when brought to heel by a superior.

“128930. There are four of us on the …detail. Project DC.”

“Just a minute,” the cold, sure voice rejoined.

The sergeant was put on hold. He glanced at his companions who looked anxious. Then at the still unconscious female interloper. He’d make that cute-ass bitch pay as soon as possible. The pain in his groin made him close his eyes briefly. ‘Jees,’ he noted. There was blood sliding down the side of his face too!

“Fasio?” the smooth voice came back.

“Yeah,” the guard growled, getting a bit pissed off at the delay.

“What happened? Just the facts.”

The sergeant collected himself. No sense in angering people in high places.

“Well, as per instruction, we’ve been monitoring Di-Con all week with the private equipment. Tonight, maybe 20 minutes ago, 4:45 or so, we find this female, average height, blondish hair, dressed in some kind of catsuit, snooping about. Got into Fallow’s cabinet. Have no idea why or what she may have found out.”

There was a silence at the other end. Then some voices. Then a new voice came over the line. Older, even more authoritative, deadly!


“Fasio, this is John Pinto, capishe?”

“Yes… yes sir, Mr. Pinto. Sorry to disturb you so early in the morning. I….”

“Shut up and listen. Maybe I have an idea who this Mata Hari is. I want you to bring her to my nephew’s place, Larry Udo, 120 Gold Street downtown. Now! You understand? And stay there. This bitch seems to be dangerous. I want to find out everything about her. I’ll call my nephew to give instructions. Capishe?

“Of course, sir. Whatever you say.”

“Keep this quiet, Fasio. I’m counting on you. As are your sister and girlfriend in Queens, hey?”

“Sure, Mr. Pinto, you bet.”

The line went dead. ‘Christ,’ the shaken sergeant thought. ‘Pinto himself!’ And they knew his personal situation. God! Well, if he wanted in, this was to be the price. At least now he had a chance to prove himself. That’s what he’d been asking for.

One of the other guards walked over to him and handed over the pentaflex folder Jacky had been reading. The sergeant studied it quickly. Eritrea? Meant nothing to him. Maybe the nephew would know. He handed it back to his associate, nodding back to the cabinet.

“Put it back. Clean up any disorder, close the cabinet draws and relock it.”

The sultry, black-garbed, slugged-out detective had been bound and debooted. She now lay face down on the luxurious carpet before the sergeant, dead legs spread-eagled, bared feet now curved into crinkled arcs of freshly-revealed sole.. He almost lost his composure and kicked her, but remembered that he was to help the nephew get information from her later. Might as well save it for then. He patted his sheaved nightstick. Maybe the bitch would wake up before they got there. He’d have to turn her lights out again. Maybe he would become her permanent electrician. Looking down at her inert, concussed body, Sergeant Fasio chuckled to himself. Serve the bitch right.

“Charlie, Joe, get her flowers and jacket and stuff. Take that pencil flash too. Mike, there are laundry bags in the maintenance closet. Get two.”

Fasio crossed his arms. Maybe his star was finally going to rise. The first sprinkles of a June dawn filtered in through the office’s drawn blinds.

Chapter 20 – Udo Plots

It was ten minutes to six Friday morning when the call came, on his cell, which sat on the night table by his bed. Udo had fallen asleep just a half hour before, just after Monica had left. They had made love several times. He had to admit the girl was great in bed. Took everything he could give her and then wanted more. Women these days were sex crazy. Fine with him.

She had left to return to her own place uptown. They had an appointment for lunch  with a rising supermodel, her agent and the representative from Maxim, whom Udo had supplied with a great deal of drugs, women and private poker games over the years. Monica wanted to look her best. Udo had to admit she was a natural for the work. Pretty, fashionable and chatty, she know how to flatter men and women alike without appearing obsequious, all musts in the PR business. It would be unfortunate that the Di-Con deal would almost certainly break them up. Que sera sera.

He planned to use the lunch as the time, and the shady Maxim guy as the beard, for his drug implant into her Mercedes.  If nothing else, he could at least feign to blame the magazine dude for the drug stash. 

Udo was used to calls at all hours from ‘his associates’. Of course, since his freeze-out, they had greatly reduced, usually now just being minor orders from his uncle. Yawning, he clicked the device on.

“Mr. Udo, this is Fasio from the Security Company. I’ve been working the Paladin building. In charge of the Di-Con detail. Something happened last night. Your uncle said I should bring someone over to talk. A woman.  I’ll explain when I get there. Ok?”

Udo was suddenly very awake. Pinto Security Associates was wholly owned by his uncle. It was a 95% completely legitimate business, with over 60,000 employees in ten major US cities, cities with heavy mob activity. The FBI and all the local police forces naturally suspected it was a mob front, but after 35 years of growth, no connection had ever been proven. The few times one of the 5% of the employee base who were ‘double agents’ had been caught with a hand in the till, they had taken their medicine like men, swearing they acted independently. And why not? To do otherwise would be dangerous to one’s health and, besides, they received the best lawyers during their court cases and, after their stretch was done, were well taken care of.

While he’d never heard of Fasio, he knew the type he’d be. A former teen age hot shot and bad boy, now somewhere in his twenties, big with the women and light on the books. Used to partying and getting into minor skirmishes with the law, but not really a hood, no real record. Mostly Italian, but not necessarily so. The mob had wisely figured out how this pipeline of would be tough guys might be made to work for them.

Every year, several dozen Fasio types would finally graduate school in the cities Pinto Security Associates operated in and suddenly be knocked off their high school pedestals. Lacking the marks or the money to get into a decent college, they’d be stuck in some local CC or, more then likely, a dead end blue-collar job. All the girls who used to drive them around, show them off and jump into bed on a wink were now making like cute coeds for the white bread nerds.

Either through a friend, relative or just local word-of-mouth, such possible candidates were made known to and screened by a local mob rep. Eventually, some were made offers to join Pinto. Most of the time they did a normal security associated job, making the standard pay. But, on occasion, whenever Big John or one of his consigliores needed something special done, often in the offices or buildings they ‘guarded’, special instructions would be past down and ‘details’ set up. 

Obviously, those that did well got a chance to do more. For much greater paydays of course. Udo knew Fasio would be looking to increase his stock.

“Yeah,” he finally replied. Bring her over. Is she medium height? Slender? Shoulder length, blonde hair?”

“Yeah” came back Fasio’s growl.

“Ok. I’ll be expecting you. Third Floor. 3F.”

“Right.” Udo punched off.

Christ, he mused. So Quang let her go? Why? Made no sense. Clearly she’d just keep snooping around. He thought they’d made a arrangement? Of course, Larry was still unclear how things would all play out. He hadn’t told Uncle John about the broad interrupting his drug buy or Mr. Quang’s uninvited appearance or this side deal with the Tong boss. He kind of hoped that once the contract was signed and Quang got what he wanted, he’d drift quietly and Uncle John would be none the wiser. After all, there would be plenty for everyone. And he would be on the inside for follow-up deals with Di-Con. Uncle John would need him for a change.

He had first heard about the Eritrean contract over a month ago at the last party Fallow had let him ‘coordinate’. An Egyptian representative had snorted two bags of his Ecstasy along with too much vodka and practically passed out on the lawn. Udo had taken her back to the city. On the way she had started murmuring in her drugged dreams. Something to the effect that the Eritrea deal was dynamite for the US right now and Di-Con had to kept the lid on till it was signed. If it got out that the US was now building bases in Africa while shutting them down in the US, everyone from the president on down would be on the defensive. Even more problematical would be that the Eritrean nationals, mostly Muslim, would go crazy, knowing the bases would be targeted at the gulf Arab states. Once the deal was done, however, well it was always easier to ask forgiveness then permission.

Fallow was Di-Con’s point man on the deal. If he got it done, his future was golden. If it fell apart, well, he’d soon be walking the New York pavement, looking for work. No wonder ‘Daddy’ had started to crack. 

Once signed, of course, Fallow would be able to call the shots. The White House and the Pentagon wanted to use civilians as front men wherever possible to deflect possible political collateral damage. Di-Con would be able to hire, or fire, almost all the hundreds of mostly local sub-contractors that would be required, both to build the bases, then to staff and run the non-military operations. And even some of those ops that ought be military.

In Udo’s view, neither the Tongs nor the Mafia’s connections in East Africa or the middle east were powerful enough to handle all the action that would be available. They’d almost have to work together to form a critical mass to successfully compete with local Islamic and African consortiums.  The setup was worth hundreds of millions to both groups and could start a basis for future mutual projects.

Udo smiled. Capitalism at its best. And him playing Geopolitics! Ha! What a hoot!

He moved to his kitchen and made some breakfast, then showered and dressed. If the little PI broad had found out about Eritrea, she’d have to be dealt with. How, well, that was Uncle John’s department.

He winced as he combed back his thick, black hair. His skull was still sore from where the bitch had cracked him.

Chapter 21 – Unzipping the Cat

His bell rang at 7:05. Looking trough his peephole, Udo saw two muscular men, now both dressed in khaki pants and tee shirts, surrounding an old-fashioned suit box, the kind they used to use on steamships and the like. It was evidently hot again outside, even at this still early hour. Both men were sweating profusely. Udo opened the door.

“Come on in, boys.”

The two men lugged the case inside, and turned it on its side. The slightly smaller man bent down to the locks as Udo closed and locked his door.

The taller man warned. “Be careful. The bitch might have awakened and somehow loosened her ties. I don’t want no more trouble with her.” 

But no, the detective’s limp body remained motionless inside the two laundry bags they had used to carry her in. Face blank with unconsciousness, mouth open, flaccid fingers on floppy hands secured to equally unfeeling ankles. Clearly getting knocked out a third time in a little over 48 hours, each time severely and on the recent occasion brutally, had been too much, even for a woman used to being knocked out, to recover from quickly. Jacky had already been unconscious for nearly two and a half hours after her lost fight and showed no sign of coming to soon.

 Udo motioned the men to carry her to his bedroom and tie her to his king-sized four-poster, one of the few plush reminders of his earlier, pre-freeze existence. He had to admit she looked hot in that clinging catsuit. When they had tied her and dropped her boots, dummy glasses and cap on the bed, Udo led them to his kitchen.

“Help yourselves to whatever. Beer and booze available if anyone wants to start the weekend early.”

“I’m Fasio.” The taller man stated. “This is Charley. Joe and Mike are the other two guys in the detail. Ready if you need them. Your uncle indicated I should stay and help out, as necessary. She’s a combative minx. Might need some extra ‘attention’,” the bigger man volunteered.

Udo smiled. He knew what the guy meant.

“Yeah, Ok, but I’ll talk to her first. What was she into when you got there?”

“Fallow’s file cabinet. She was looking at some file named ‘Eritrea’.”

Damn, the PR man mused. Bad luck. Now she would have to be kept on ice. And he needed to be at lunch with Monica by one.

“Both of you should plan on being here most of the day. I’ll make arrangements with my uncle for you to move her somewhere later this afternoon. OK?”

Both men nodded affirmatively. This was, to use the legal term, kidnapping they were now being asked to participate in.  Before it could be argued that they were just doing an appropriate security job, subduing a trespasser and transporting her for questioning. Fasio and his associate were certain, however, that kidnapping would mean a four-figure bonus paycheck. With something other then a ‘1’ as the first figure. And maybe more to come later. That kick in the balls might be worth it after all, Fasio surmised.

Udo treaded back to the bedroom. He tested the ropes tying the detective to the posts. They were sturdy enough though Fasio had given her legs a bit more play then they needed. He picked up the glasses next to the boots and baseball cap between her spread-eagled legs. Plain plastic lens, he noted. Cute.

Walking around to the side of the bed, he gripped the woman’s chin, moving her unresisting, loose head side-to-side. There was a bruise on her left cheek and a bit of dried blood at her lip. Feeling her head and neck area, he felt three different bruises. The first two had been delivered by the side of Quang’s beastlike hand, the Chinese had told him. The giant chinaman evidently enjoyed punishing women. Udo kind of liked it himself, but obviously did not have the hulking Chinese’s capability and wherewithal.

He slowly let his eyes drift down the spandex-clad body. The proud breasts, not overly large but firm with pointy nipples, excited him. The ‘v’ of her womanhood, exaggerated, cameltoed into the thin spandex and highlighted by her spread position and the clinging polyester, turned him on even more. He examined her pretty bare feet, her toes neatly painted a rich burgundy to match her well-crafted 1/2-inch fingernails and inviting, full lips. Rather well turned out for a snoop.

Reaching up, he grabbed the catsuit’s zipper just under her chin. Slowly he opened it, all the way down to where it ended, just above her vagina, where the top of a micro-thong pressed tightly against her firm flesh, almost cutting into her skin. She wore no bra, and Udo reached in and pushed the suit back to reveal her supple breasts. The nipples seemed to harden as he gazed down. He dropped his hands and caressed each mound slowly. Nice, he said to himself. Very nice. He fingered the succulent nipples, stroking them tenderly. He bent down to suck at an unconscious tit, biting the knocked-out and unfeeling nipple which unaccountably remained rock-hard.

Moving one hand down, he slipped it under the stretched spandex and cupped it over the thong-covered vagina and squeezed gently. Did he feel wetness through the material? Pushing the thong to the side, he rubbed and squeezed her sensuous, shaved pussy for several minutes, moving his fingers slowly into her opening, testing for her clit, but decided not to continue. It might make her come to and he did not want to appear too much the kinky pervert.

Stepping back down to the foot of the bed, he again grasped her lovely feet, stroking them firmly but without aggression, massaging her heels and pressing his thumbs into her soles. Fondling those painted toes. She had a very nice arch that would look good in pumps. Rubbing her nicely formed ankles that just peeked out under the end of the black spandex, he noted that it was rare to get an opportunity like this. A sleeping woman would normally have awakened by now. She was clearly still badly knocked out. He sucked hard and deeply on the insensate ped.

But enough fantasy. Actually, unknown to the men in the other room or even his uncle, there was little he needed to find out about her. She was a licensed PI, lived on the east side and had contracted with Fallow to monitor his daughter and, in do doing, had trailed Monica to the meeting with the Tong dealers. That’s how she happened to later drop in on his drug deal. Quang had passed all that news on to him when they ‘talked’. The Tongs had been interested in Monica too, also as an entry point to her father. That’s why someone as high up as Quang followed his own troops to the meet. Thus the Chinaman had also been observing the trio while he had been secretly taking pictures with the detective looking on too. Now, she had stumbled upon the Eritrea deal. The only real question mark was what Quang had said to her and why he let her go?

He pressed the woman’s feet a bit more forcefully. Then his hands made their way somewhat roughly up her shapely legs. At her thighs, leaning over, he shook her. He was surprised at the overall, chiseled firmness of her body, much like an athlete. Not weightlifter muscular, but very lean, very fit, strong and desirable.

Finally he heard her start to come round. A slight moan escaped her lips and the eyes began to flutter. She opened them long enough to see Udo standing at the foot of the bed. A brief shudder. A moment later, almost spasmodically, she suddenly struggled at the ropes holding her four limbs. Udo smiled at her helplessness. She’d be a bit more malleable this visit.

“Hello, princess. How do you like my bed?”

Jacky again writhed against her ropes. As the latest throbbing in her head suddenly waxed, she had to close her eyes to deal with the sudden spasm of pain. God, a concussion was definitely gonna happen if it hadn’t already. Her cheek was sore too. She relaxed her body in a yoga technique to try and diffuse some of the aches and pangs. Udo stood by, folding his arms, smirking.

“This is what happens to little girls who snoop. You’re in over your head sweetheart. Better get back to chasing ambulances.”

The detective was in too much torment to attempt any snappy replies.  Besides, she was clearly his captive and at his mercy. Being spread-eagled was such a vulnerable position for a woman. She felt that her suit had been unzippered.  There felt air flow over her vagina, and knew it had been recently handled. She’d like to minimize any further assaults on her bruised body. Compounding the problem, of course, was the hidden GPS and microphone. They had seen her go back to Di-Con earlier. Now they would monitor here at Udo’s. What would Quang expect her to say or do? It was all getting too confusing.

Moving again to her side, Udo sat on the bed beside her and again started to massage and fondle an exposed breast. His right thumb and forefinger enfolded her erect nipple. Jacky shook at the touch, then stared at him in rage. 

“Stop it, you perverted basta…”

‘Craaacckk!’

The back of his free hand smacked across her already wounded cheek.

“Ooowwww…You son-of-a bit…”

‘Whhaaacckk!’

The detective cried out again, literally seeing stars. Tears formed in her eyes. The cut at her lip reopened.

“I owed you that, bitch. Keep working your mouth and there’s more to come.”

Jacky’s nature was to fight back, but she knew he would just rap her some more if she resisted or complained. His smirk belied her quandary. His hands continued to roam her body. She tried to fight off the revulsion at this uninvited invasion. Her fine breasts were feeling quite used.

“How was your visit with Mr. Quang?” he asked slowly, fixing her eyes with his. The fingers were again kneading her right point.

The PI looked at him with a mixture of fury and helplessness. She was tired, beaten and severely bruised. Not to mention tied down. Might as well tell the ‘truth’. If she ‘lied’, her hidden listeners would know and question why, and wonder if she was on to the transmitters.

“I don’t know what they wanted exactly, other then to keep me out of the picture for a few days. I…I escaped.” She kept her tone even, suppressing the desire to be snippy or sarcastic.

“You said they. Was there more then Quang?”

“Evidently, his sister, Koon Lee was present too. A woman was there, who, I didn’t see. I was blindfolded.”

Hmmm, Udo thought to himself. Quang had blindfolded and tied him up too before he woke him up for their ‘chat’. The man had a definite aversion to identification. So far it sounded all right.

Udo had the flat of his hand on the woman’s taut stomach and was pressing up and down slowly. He enjoyed the firmness of her abdominals, the warmth of her glistening skin and the silky feel of the fine white hairs that laced the area. Then his hand again suddenly dove south. Jacky closed her eyes to hide both her anger and an incipient rush of passion. She felt his fingers play at her vagina.

“How did you escape?” He was greatly enjoying both her discomfort and the wetness he was beginning to feel through the thong. More men should tie their women down spread-eagled. 

Fighting her rising sexual tension, the intrepid detective strained to keep her voice even and casual.

“They had stripped me to my thong. The food delivery boy got aroused. I conned him into untying me. I clocked him. My clothes were just outside. I found a door that led into an adjacent building and took off.”

Udo looked pensive, his hand now squeezing her spandex-covered thigh. It felt very supple yet strong. He would enjoy her wrapping them around him if he mounted her.

“Don’t you think that escape was a bit too pat?”

Jacky hesitated. She needed to play this just right. His active fingers on the inside of her thigh were distracting. There were sexual sweat droplets forming on her body. She MUST not moan!

“It occurred to me… Maybe they thought I’d run to the cops and tell them Quang was in town or something. Why they might want that, I wouldn’t know.”

Jacky knew it was weak, but possible. How could she be expected to know what grand schemes the Tongs might be planning?

Udo wasn’t satisfied either, but even if the escape was set up, the woman probably wouldn’t know why.

“Why were you in Fallow’s office? You work for him.”

“Look, it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to know that someone like Quang isn’t in town to punch out little lone detectives like me or shake down a two-bit mafia punk like you.”

‘Twwaacckkk!’ “Oooohhhh,” the detective sobbed. More pain. More tears welling. “Big tough guinea. Take these ropes off you bastard and...”

‘Craackkk!’ This one almost broke her other cheek. Blood showed on both sides of her face. The wounded woman slumped back on the bed, sobbing, defeated.

“So, you figured he’s interested in Fallow. Well yes he is. And what did you find in the cabinet, Ms. Jacky Graham, PI. Quang showed me your license.”

Jacky looked up at him though clouded eyes, groggy with pain, wet with tears. Amazing how he could remain on subject while on one hand ravishing her and on the other slapping her around. Men like he and Quang enjoyed brutalizing women. To them, sex and violence were two sides of the same erotic coin.

No use in lying, she figured. She was sure the Pinto guards would have reported in to him by now since they must have brought her here. The name Pinto had suddenly revealed itself to her. As in John Pinto, formerly a New York don, now Miami-based. Udo must be a relative.

“I… I read the Eritrea contract. I assume that is what this is all about. Another gigantic, undercover government project handed over to the military-industrial combine, loaded with bogus goodies for scavengers who get to the head of the food line.”

Suddenly, Jacky realized something obvious.

“And you and Quang made a deal. He wouldn’t have told you anything otherwise! One for all and all for one! Ha! Like Hitler and Stalin!”

‘Thuddd!’ Udo’s fist crashed suddenly into the detective’s unprepared midriff.

“Uuugghhh” she sobbed pitifully. She was stunned by the vicious blow.

Udo leaned back and smiled slightly, but said nothing. She was too quick a study. She might even next wonder if he had told Uncle John about Quang. She might even get the bright idea to contact the old boy about it. That would not be good for his own health. Yes, this nosy bitch had to be kept out of the picture.

He stood up and walked around to the foot of the bed. He grasped the woman’s pretty feet with his hands and again massaged her insteps, soles and heels while looking down at her with an amused grin.

“You’re an interesting little fox, I’ll admit. Maybe when I’m rich again we’ll get together.” He chuckled at the blatant outrage that flamed forth from her now swollen, red, tearing eyes. Checking his watch, he saw that it was after 8. Uncle John would be up.

“I have to step out to make arrangements. Two of your partners from last night’s brawl are outside to keep you company. They’re even madder then I was. You might want to show them a good time. Hahahaha.”

The detective burned with frustrated fury as she pulled at the ropes.

Back out in his living room, Udo gave instructions to the two men. “Do what you want with her, but no more bruises unless necessary. If she escapes, both your asses are complete grass.”

They both nodded.

“I should be back around 4. We’ll move her then. After that, you’re done. Kay?”

Again, two nods.

Putting on his sport coat and darting through his door, Udo skipped down the three flights of steps to the shabby and busy lobby, past the building’s front apron and walked along Gold towards the Waterfront. Just before the entrance to the Market, he stopped at his usual call phone. Uncle John had a few old time quirks. He didn’t want ‘family’ calling from a home or cell phone. ‘Just in case.’ Ok if Pinto employees did; he could always justify that as legit business. Udo wondered what Uncle John would want done with her.

Chapter 22 – Copping a Plea

Tommy Heywood placed the call from his desk at the Central Park precinct. It was almost noon. The sun had again broken through and it was heading towards 90. Humidity was picking up too. The weekend ahead looked to be very steamy. The air conditioning on the station’s second floor left something to be desired

“10th Precinct, Saunders here,” came the solid if uninviting voice of the lieutenant. The display on his phone set told him another NYPD station was calling.

“Lieutenant, this is Sgt Tom Heywood up at Central Park Records. I’m…uh…calling about a…er…private investigator whom I believe made an appointment with you on Wednesday. A..er…Jacky Graham.”

Saunders instantly came alert. 27 years on the force made one that way.

“What about her, Sergeant. I have been in contact with her. We’re sort of…working together. What’s on your mind.”

Heywood was a bit embarrassed. Besides talking to a superior, he knew he might be barging into something official.

“I was wondering, Lieutenant, if you might know where she was. I called her co-op last night and again this morning and there was only the answering machine. She usually updates her message every day but this time she hasn’t done so since Wednesday. We…eh…kind of talked about a date tomorrow morning and I wanted to confirm it.”

Saunders hesitated. He too had expected a call back from Graham by now. He had indeed gotten some interesting information on the Aegean Mineral Consortium from the FBI and wanted to discuss it with her. They all wanted to talk to her.

“I saw her last yesterday morning, Sergeant. There are some…uh…areas where her current case and...er…client are also matters of police concern at this time.”

Heywood became a bit more forceful.

“Look, lieutenant. I don’t mean to be a pain, but…you see she used my passcode here to look up a couple of punks Wednesday morning in the Search Engine. I…ah…checked my log which the system automatically keeps and it said you were their last arresting officer. This morning I see on the day report both those hoods turned up…dead…near Fulton street. Necks snapped…Tong style.”

Saunders was again quiet, a look of deepening concern growing on his ruddy face. He too had seen that report and reported it back to Rolosky and Hayes. They had not seemed too concerned. But if others knew of it, and it got out to the media, the current joint raid preparations might be compromised. The big cop had empathy for the spunky female sleuth, but there were priorities.

“Look, Heywood. If she contacts me I’ll pass along your concern. But for now, I have to ask you to keep a lid on this. Some interesting things may pop downtown here over the next 36 hours with the Tongs and, well, this detective will have to be her own lookout, if you know what I mean.”

Heywood knew what he meant. The FBI were involved. Human life be damned. There were agendas to be pursued and flags to be planted somewhere.

“Please, lieutenant, throw me a bone. I won’t get in anybody’s way. Just give me a name or a place I can check on. I go off duty at noon. You know, maybe I can help out. Aren’t we on the same team?” Heywood knew that Saunders, if he had an ounce of loyalty to the force and any of NYPD’s dislike for FBI methods, might cut him a break here.

The big lieutenant mulled things over. If Heywood in any way jeopardized the upcoming raid, he, Saunders, would be hung out to dry. The FBI would be unrelenting in blaming NYPD. Good-bye to the marine paradise he was planning. But the woman had already helped out by revealing the presence of Quang and Udo and their interest in Fallow. Although Rolosky and Hayes had not been very forthcoming, they had admitted there was current FBI surveillance of Di-Con. If they could both nail Quang within the parameters of the raid and get something definitive on Di-Con, while maybe connecting both the mob and the Tongs to attempts to influence American Defense spending, well, obviously, everybody stood to gain. The careers of the two agents, the cop knew, would be made.

Saunders rolled the dice.

“You might want to check out a mob gofer named Larry Udo. 120 Gold Street. Apartment 3F. But, damn it, do it completely unofficially. No contact, just see if the Graham woman is around him, if that’s what you’re interested in.”

Heywood smiled. There were still plenty of decent cops in New York…

Chapter 23 – Rope Tricks

Fasio’s watch said 1:57 pm. He looked over at his partner. He was snoring. The sergeant was dead tired too. Twenty-two hours and counting since his last sleep. He got up and checked into the bedroom. She still slept. After Udo had left, the pair had dropped in to see her. They had noted her unzipped suit top and the lovely, exposed breasts. She was angry but tired, still feeling the effects of the blow Fasio’s associate had landed as well as a lack of food and sleep. 

They had groped her, loving every minute, enjoying her outrage and humiliation. Served the bitch right. But, as instructed, they did nothing damaging. They fixed her some breakfast and fed her. She had tried to question them. The little minx was constantly playing the little detective, he had to admit. The guards kept their mouths shut. When one of her questions pissed off his partner, he smacked her hard across her already bruised chin. That seemed to take the salt out of her. Within a few minutes she fell asleep.

When her soft breathing became completely regular, the guards had left her till now. Fasio went around the bed and checked the ropes. All was well. Her suit was still open. Damn sweet nipples, he noted.

What he didn’t note was that the detective’s boots were no longer at the pile on the foot of the bed where the cap and glasses still lay. Instead, they were on the floor to the woman’s right. And closer inspection would have shown him that one of the boots now lacked its heel. That was clutched in her right hand, just barely covered by her hand. Thankfully, Udo’s window blinds were drawn, so the room was fairly dark, and Fasio had only tugged at the rope and not engaged in any further groping.

The intrepid detective was by no means asleep. She had sleep only for two hours, till about noon. Despite her weakened and run-down condition, she was on a case and the rush of adrenalin constantly surged through her, keeping her alert and active.

When she had awakened, and spotted her knee high boots at the foot of the bed, her mind clutched at the only straw she had. She hoped she’d get some time free from intrusion by the guards. With incredible patience and amazing flexibility and dexterity, she had managed to maneuver each boot over to one of her bound feet by working the mattress with her buttocks and thighs. Managing to get the top of her bare foot into the boot, she angled it as best she could, then jerked her foot sharply, flinging the thing upward. The steel lined boot landed heavily and painfully on her naked stomach, but thankfully with no noise.

By undulating, bucking and twisting as best she could, she worked the thing up to her mouth. There, after taking some minutes to relax and compute angles, she gripped the leather near top with her teeth. Testing, she whipped her head sideways back and forth, getting the boot flying in a rhythm. Finally feeling that the torque was right, she let go, flinging it towards her right hand. Her hands were free. It was her wrists that were bound to the posts.

But no! The top of the boot did glance off her waiting fingers, but the willing detective was a split second slow, and it slipped to the floor. A disappointed sob gurgled from her mouth. 

Thirty minutes later, barely ten minutes before Fasio had walked in, she was ready to try with the other boot. With a short prayer, she made the final twist of her head and her teeth opened and the footwear hurled towards the open hand. She grabbed it! But, no, it started to slip! But she was able to just grab and hold the top of the leather with thumb and forefinger. Given that her arms were lifted a bit off the bed by the rope, her hand was at a contorted, bent over angle holding the thing. The boot had never felt heavier.

‘Stay with it, Jacky!’ she commanded herself. The next tricky part was to inch the leather up her hand, until she could get down to the heel. Slowly, agonizingly, she willed her hand to work the leather up, fighting off some incipient cramping. The knee-high boots suddenly seemed like thigh highs. 

Once it almost slipped out of her grasp again! Her fingers cramped! She closed her eyes and braved the pain! ‘Oh, God’ her brain screamed!!

The cramp finally subsided, but would be back, she knew. Three more inches. Finally down to the shoe portion. She could turn her hand sideways now, holding the firmer, structured leather of the foot encasement. Fingers inching minutely along the back, till…finally..reaching the heel. She wrapped her fingers gratefully around it like a thousand dollar bill.

After resting for a minute, her searching forefinger felt the two small buttons on the inner side of the flat heel. Jacky pressed the upper button. This disengaged the four minute prongs that locked the heel top against the sides of the small, open, metal clip it was embedded within. The heavy boot slid off the now decoupled heel and feel to the carpet, again, blessedly, with a minimum of clatter. The deft detective now had the three-inch flat heel in her hand. Just as she heard Fasio at the door! Immediately, she shut her eyes and resumed her sleeping pose.

Her heart pounded as he checked the ropes, then stopped and seemed posed to grope her again. She hoped her raging adrenalin and the release of nervous tension from her efforts would not give her away. Please, nipples, she begged, don’t swell now…

But he turned and left, closing the door behind himself. With difficulty, the detective contained her sigh of relief. 

The other small button on the heel, when pressed, released the two and ½ steel blade contained within. Skillfully balanced (they had been made for her by a German company), they were mainly to be used as throwing knives, but they would do now as simple rope cutters. She pushed and the blade whizzed forth.

Turning the handle around, she got the knife tip under the rope strands that tied her wrist to the post. It was ½ thick manila rope and would take a while to cut through. Thankfully, she dutifully kept the blades professionally sharp. Eight minutes later, the arm was finally free. She let it drop gratefully to the bed, closing her eyes to fight off the fatigue and cramping from her exertion.

Resuming her cutting, she completely eliminated all the bindings in a few minutes. Sitting on the bed, she relaxed and listened for sounds from beyond the door. She thought she heard the television. Good. A perfect distraction.

Looking down, Jacky softly rubbed her abused breasts. They had been roughly treated of late. Silently, she closed the zipper of the catsuit over them. Swinging her legs over the side of the bed, she again pressed the heel’s lower button that now snapped the knife closed. Momentarily she thought of using the knives as weapons against the guards, but dismissed it. If she killed one of them, even in self-defense, the mob would make her profession untenable, her life perilous.

She made her way over to the bedroom window and looked down. No help there. Given the building’s high arched lobby, it was really a four-story drop to pure concrete. Jacky was highly flexible and very athletic, but also mortal and past 48.

So, she would have to go out the front. One way or the other. She tiptoed back to the bed and replaced the heel onto her boot. She labored with herself whether she should put the boots back on? The steel lining made her kicks quite potent. But she opted for stealth. Carrying the boots, she made for the door, which she opened with exquisite care.

The sergeant was watching the TV, seated in a sofa that faced away from the bedroom. The other guard sat in an easy chair. Asleep. The front door was to her right, perhaps 25 feet from where she stood, probably locked. But the chain, she saw, was not fastened. Could she possibly slip by unseen, open the door and get out?

Probably not. The lock would give her away. The sergeant, though his back was to it, was only ten feet away. He would have time to leap up and grab her before she could exit. That would awaken the other and her odds would then be bad. So, she decided she would take the bigger man out with a quick strike, then hope the other didn’t awaken while she slipped out.

Jacky, putting her boots in her right hand, eased out into the foyer and started noiselessly to slide across the thin carpet toward the living room sofa. She formed her left hand into a solid blade, fingers arched slightly back. She brought her left arm up and in to her neck, obtaining the proper angle. It was a perfect plan.

Except! At the very moment she was close enough to strike, the sleeping guard snorted awake. The noise made Fasio turn around to look at him, just as Jacky’s arm lashed out. Her blow landed solidly, but instead of on a vulnerable neck, it chopped uselessly into his beefy shoulder.

“Hey,” came from the surprised sleeping beauty, who jumped up from his chair and lunged at her. Jacky met him with a quick sidekick which landed semi-decently in his stomach. It slowed him momentarily, but her bare foot did not have head the stopping power of her boots. She went to swing those boots at him, when she was grabbed from behind by the powerful Fasio who was scrambling over the sofaback. His one arm enjoined her neck while he grabbed her boothand at the elbow, negating her swing.

Unknown to the now noisy combatants, there was a visitor at the front door. Tom Heywood, dressed as a maintenance man, was about to knock when he heard the commotion within. His plan was to gain access by claiming Udo’s water shutoff needed to be looked at. Heywood’s father had actually been a plumber and he knew more then a bit about the business. While inside, he would naturally have chatted with Udo to see what he could find out. Unfortunately, following Saunders orders, he had left his badge and gun in his car. But he was going in, NOW, nevertheless. He retrieved a special pick from the for-real toolset he always carried in his trunk.

Inside, the scrappy detective jolted back-to-back left elbows into Fasio’s gut as he tried to tighten his forearm around her neck while climbing over the sofa. He continued to hold her right arm pressed to her side. The other guard made good use of Jacky’s restriction to come up and pound a right across her chin. Her head snapped sideways, as spit and some blood flew from her mouth.

She kicked out, toes pointed back to prevent injury and her hardened sole cracked into the man’s shin.

“Aaaahhh,” he shouted in pain, but nevertheless slammed a forearm into Jacky’s vulnerable chest. She wailed in agony. Fasio’s forearm was now cutting off air and pulling her back. If she fell backward onto the sofa, it would be all over. Jacky dropped her boots and though still restrained at the left elbow, just managed to quickly snap her free right forearm up and into her frontal opponent’s throat as he lunged at her. But it was not a telling blow and after a brief grimace, his right fist slammed into her midsection. Fasio’s forearm still around her neck prevented her from doubling over to ease some of the shock.

Her groans from each strike grew weaker. Hopelessness overcoming her, she snapped her head back to try and butt the sergeant, but he sensed it coming and dodged in time. He was over the sofa now, standing full height behind her, at least 7 inches taller then the slender detective. He pulled her head back into his chest while now taking her right arm and twisting it behind her back in a painful hammerlock. The woman wailed again.

Another punch from the guard in front landed directly on her vagina. The bastard, Jacky thought, as tears welled in her eyes, her knees buckling. They really want to hurt me, she thought fatally. In blind desperation, she lashed back with her left fist, aiming for Fasio’s groin, but landing only meekly against his thigh. His arm tightened around her neck just as another blow slammed into her stomach. She felt the blackness forming.

SLLAAMMM!

The front door came crashing open. The front guard, one hand now grabbing the front of Jacky’s catsuit between her breasts, the other closed in a fist expecting to deliver a knockout blow, whirled in astonishment as Heywood dove through.

“What the…”

“Get him, Charley,” Fasio shouted at the guard, who turned and dived at Heywood. The pair splattered to the floor and rolled.

Fasio meanwhile pressed harder both on the woman’s windpipe and trapped arm. Her wail was that of a dying animal. But, almost instinctively, with her last energy, her free left arm came up over her left shoulder, middle and forefinger pointed out, aiming behind and several inches over her head for his eyes. 

“Aauughhh!” His scream indicated that she had at least partially hit home. For a brief second his two grips loosened. Jacky used the moment to kick back with her left foot. Her bare heel jammed into his shin. Another groan from Fasio, but again, a booted heel would have been a better weapon. The man, in an angered response, jammed his knee hard into Jacky’s butt, jolting her spine.

He lifted her off the floor and flung her down. Jacky landed hard. His following kick smashed into her ribcage. She screamed like a banshee.

But before Fasio could finish her, Heywood, having clocked the partner, tackled him. The two sergeants grappled on the ground. Heywood was lighter and a bit shorter, but definitely the quicker of the two, and he could fight in close quarters. Even as they rolled, he landed short, quite jabs to Fasio’s face that reddened it. A trickle of blood appeared on his left cheek. The guard grabbed Heywood’s shirt and tried to roll on top so as to use his superior weight. But the cop spun him off and kicked out, driving his workbook hard into Fasio’s chest.

Up quickly, Heywood kicked out again at the prone security man, connecting solidly with his temple. Fasio, seriously hurt, rolled over. Heywood looked at the other guard, starting to revive, then at the bleeding detective, doubled over on the floor, sobbing, holding her seriously injured ribcage. Time to go!

He bent down, picked her up with one hand under her stomach, reaching for her boots with the other.

“Come on honey. Let’s get out of here.”

Half carrying her, he slipped out the door, adding his tool case to the items he lugged along. He darted as fast as possible to the stairwell. One neighbor down the hallway looked on in stunned surprise. Inside another unit, a more timid resident called 911 on her cell.

Chapter 24 – Planning Session

“Just one other item, er...Commander.” The voice of the sentinel, firm and sure to this point, now wavered a little. Quang realized that he was about to deliver some bad news and was fearful of doing so.

“Speak, Jung Poo,” he replied in a somewhat bored and fatherly voice. Given what he knew, no bad news could upset the commander’s current upbeat mood.

After a moment’s hesitation, the quisling continued. “This fight the woman was involved in…she was evidently thrown down violently, then kicked, as best I could make out the sounds. And since then, the voice transmitter…does not seem to be working…I’ve tried everything to recover it.” The subordinate’s eyes looked beseechingly into the languid pools of his massive superior.

Quang smiled slightly. “Our Ms. Graham must have taken quite a pounding at Udo’s eh? Poor dear.” The giant chuckled. You may go, Jung Poo. Continue to monitor her whereabouts via the GPS.”

Relieved, the slender sentinel bowed and smiled his way out of the forbidding room.

The dazzling woman on the sofa was elegantly smoking a cigarette in a holder. Her every move was fluid grace as she lounged casually. Seemingly as always, her slit dress, this one gold, revealed the greater part of her fabulous legs, now ending in striking 4 ½ inch matching golden heels. One could just see the tips of the clips from her garter belt holding fast the top of her shiny, stylish nylons.

“You are not concerned that we have lost her conversations, dear brother?” Her voice was slightly mocking. Quang’s smile only deepened.

“Ningbo reported back an hour ago, Koon Lee. The first transmission was sufficient. They were able to create the master filter.”

The slender but stunning oriental woman frowned slightly. She hated being kept in the dark by her brother. Unfortunately, it was the still the Tong, indeed, still the Chinese way.

“Filter,” she asked quizzically?”

Finishing with the document he had been reading, the huge chinaman signed it with a flourish, then turned in his massive swivel chair to face his most beautiful and charming sister, whom he loved despite her annoying feminine inquisitiveness and combativeness.

“Dear sister, it is now time I answered all your persistent questions, as the moment of action is upon us. Please be still as I do not have time to repeat anything twice. Wheels are in motion, and you must quickly understand the essential role you are to play.” The large, round, yellow face paused for effect, his eyes staring straight ahead, not directly at her but as if into space.

“As you know, I had been on the west coast trying to make arrangements to meet with appropriate officials of the US Defense Contractor, Di-Con. Our government has for some time been aware that a very important new contract was being arranged between the Pentagon and the current puppet government of the East African nation of Eritrea to build new bases there, bases to be used for the continuing US imperialist aggression against our Islamic friends in the Arab Gulf. Di-Con was anointed the ‘go-between’ for a variety of reasons.”

The woman shifted her position a bit. Somehow, another centimeter or so of her lustrous thighs were thus revealed.

“I did not know we had forged such a great relationship with the Muslims. They are neither impressed by the secularism of the communists nor the poetry of Buddha, as I recall” she queried carefully, questioningly?

Quang’s frightening smile only glowed further. “Our organization has been given clearance by the communists to work on ‘improving’ our relations there, dear sister. And be advised that helping to expose and ‘blow up’ the Americans’ efforts in Eritrea ranks among the most important projects currently underway.”

The woman shrugged her shoulders, feigning disinterest to a degree. She did not want even her prominent brother to think he was overwhelming her.

“It is well known the Americans are building bases all around the Middle East, usually with help from corrupt Arab Royal families,” she stated with seeming disinterest.

“Quite so, Koon Lee. But among the majority of the people, the true fundamentalists as well as the average Muslim, this cooperation of their ‘leaders’ with the infidels is abhorrent. And, as you know, the American generals and politicians also make every effort to keep these new bases a secret from their own people, in a time when internal American bases are being shut down.

“But, dear sister, this is only the tip of the iceberg. For you see, in Eritrea today, there is, to paraphrase an expression from the unfortunate Mr. Hassan, the ‘mother of all smoking guns.’”

The woman’s lidded eyes raised a mite to look into the smugly smiling pools of her obviously elated brother. Her delicious lips parted in unintended anticipation.

“Fifteen years ago, during the Americans first colonial attack on Iraq, Bush senior’s so-called ‘Desert Storm’ war, there was initial concern at the Pentagon that Iraq might successfully hold off their armies, at least for long enough to create a Vietnam-like quagmire. It was felt in many quarters that a, shall we say, overpowering strike capability be brought into place should it be required to end any possible standoff.”

“So, four so-called ‘dirty’ nuclear missiles were secretly brought to the Red Sea on the S.S. Nevada for delivery to Yemen, which was foolishly, at the time, siding with the US in that conflict. But, a massive storm in the Red Sea area forced the Nevada off course, and it sustained damage against some reefs off the Dahlak Archipelago. The ship was forced to drop anchor at Massawa.”

The woman calmly interrupted.

“But dear brother, the Americans could not have possibly believed they could drop nuclear weapons on Baghdad and gotten away with it. World opinion would have crucified them.”

“No, my dear, even bullet-headed American generals are not that foolish,” Quang chuckled heartily. “The plan was to use them against Kuwait, making it look like they were fired by Iraq, as if the desperate Hussein had finally gone overboard and used his oft-intimated ‘weapons of mass destruction’.

“The damage to the Nevada turned out to be non-trivial and the repairs necessary would have revealed to local Eritrean port authorities the presence of the weapons. So the Americans do what they always do in dealing with a third world nation, a habit they picked up from their British mentors. They looked for someone they could buy off. And they found him. A then colonel in the Eritrean Navy who worked with the captain of the Nevada and closet representatives sent by the Pentagon to covertly move the bombs to a secret location inside the nation.

Koon Lee stretched momentarily, easily, sensuously, like a jungle cat.

“Tell me, my brother, how is it we know these things?”

Quang’s smile became almost saintly; his eyes glanced upward, as if at Buddha were looking down directly on him.

“The bombs were ‘attended to’ on board by a squad of 12 special services troops, trained specifically for such work. In that squad was one Peong ‘Jimmy’ Wang, whom to the rest of the world, including all the Navy security agents who did the background checks on him, was a second generation South Korean American, supposedly completely loyal to the US. In fact, ‘Jimmy’s’ grandfather was Chinese, and a Tong. He did not know this himself, of course, until the end of his college days at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. ‘Jimmy’ thought he was just another fortunate Asian-American on his way up the US food chain, a coveted magna cum laude degree from the prestigious MIT all but assured. Then, two weeks before his graduation, he was told that his undergraduate dissertation had been ‘re-evaluated’, with a consequent lower grade. His degree would only be ‘cum laude’, a difference that would likely cost him millions in salaries and job offers over the years. ‘Jimmy’ was naturally bitter. At that time, one of our alert intelligence agents who, among other duties, cover possible candidates in American universities, found out that the ‘reason’ for the ‘re-evaluation’ was political. A WASP fellow student, whose lawyer parents suddenly made a surprising million dollar donation to the school, jumped up to the ‘magna’ level. Jimmy shortly thereafter formally joined us.”

“We suggested that he spend a few years in the American military, where his natural capabilities and intelligence, coupled with his minority’ status, would help him advance quickly. He was already a Captain at the time of this mission.”

“Unfortunately, while Jimmy followed the bombs secretly ashore, he was not part of the party that made the final delivery to the hiding place. All we know for sure is that the weapons have remained illegally on Eritrean soil ever since.”


“In the fifteen years that have passed, that corrupt Colonel has risen to now be Eritrea’s Foreign Minister, with a great deal of US backing, to say the least. And he, a Mr. Omara Ustahan, is leaving tonight for a trip to New York tomorrow. Tomorrow night, he will be attending a party at Mr. James Fallow’s Southampton estate. Known to but a handful of people either here or back in Eritrea, he carries with him the signature pad of his country’s prime minister, Mr. Ghrin Hatavani, whom has been convinced, against his better judgment and that of most of his advisors, not to mention his people, to accept this contract for these new bases.”

“Assuming all goes well, the signing will be completed at midnight in Fallow’s study. Once the document is officially signed, Fallow, as Di-Con’s designated representative, will have enormous leverage to arrange and sign further contracts, again as the Pentagon and administration wish to nominally stay out of the picture as far as possible. If things go wrong down the road, Fallow and Di-Con will be made the scapegoats. The price these corporate bloodsuckers must pay to play in this arena.”

“Meanwhile, over these years, ‘Jimmy’ Wang has utilized both his military connections and his degree in nuclear physics, with some seed money supplied by ourselves, to create the ‘Gamma Logistics Company’, an outfit which, among a number of more ‘legitimate’ activities, handles the movement of special cargo and equipment, including nuclear weapons and waste.”

“In the 15 years since Desert Storm, the covert movement, even for a few miles, of nuclear material has become quire problematic anywhere in the world, given the ever-increasing capabilities of satellite monitors. Only a handful of specialists actually in the US military could secretly organize and carry out such a transport. And, those personnel are known to insiders in the media and foreign offices of the world. Should the American administration attempt to suddenly pull several of this small band of men from their current stations to Eritrea, suspicion would be immediately be generated.”

“That is why contractor’s like Wang’s company are used more and more. He will be given various other construction work duties under the guise of the contract of course, but he will, without such intense scrutiny from the media, be able to clandestinely arrange for the movement of the missiles to the new base. Once at the base, which, much like an embassy, will be considered American territory, the danger of the missiles being made known to the world lessens in the first place and becomes immensely less problematic politically in the second.”

Koon Lee flexed her very fit and toned arms and legs. She rarely sat still for long periods of time, even for a story as interesting as this. She knew that the graceful movement of her elegant and eye-stopping figure was a significant basis of her power over both men and women.

“And why,” she interjected slyly, “should Fallow and Di-Con give this crucial sub-contract to Mr. Wang’s company? Surely there are others with a more ‘American’ profile?”

Quang was waiting for this last question, of course. He did so love to play the cat and mouse game with his beautiful but very clever and dangerous little sister.

“That is where Mr. Udo comes in, my dear. As I indicated when we entertained Ms. Graham, he feverishly wishes to get back into the good graces of his Uncle, Johnny Pinto of Miami, and Mr. Pinto’s Sicilian associates. And, fortune has smiled upon him. Through an affair with Fallow’s daughter Monica, he has stumbled upon a scenario wherein he might actually broker useful deals for the mob. Through the daughter, he became known to Fallow and many of his associates and clients. He has supplied drugs, women, entertainers and who knows what else to these international degenerates for months now. And he learned about the contract signing tomorrow night. Fortunately for us, Udo, needing some ecstasy quickly, innocently contacted the lately deceased Johnson and Martinez, mentioning Fallow’s daughter. When they reported that to their immediate superior at the Social Club, I was contacted, as I was in town to manage the site transition. A very nice turn of events. I immediately directed that you be brought here and then personally started to follow our late, lamented, Hispanic junior associates and was fortunately present at their meeting with Monica Fallow. I was forced to deal with the nosy detective before she subsequently made contact with the pair.”

“In his greasy Italian way, Udo has concocted a plan to have the daughter be arrested tomorrow night as she drives to the party, with Udo’s ecstasy being found in the car. Then, at Udo’s bequest, a corrupt lieutenant in the New York State Trooper’s barracks where she will be taken to will secretly contact Fallow at the party and indicate that for certain concessions the whole matter will be forgotten. Udo, through some intermediary, will indicate to Fallow his intimate knowledge of the proposed contract.”

“Udo is unaware of the missiles, of course, but realizes that Fallow will not want anything to go wrong with the signing or the subsequent construction of the bases. It is almost certain that Fallow will accept Udo’s terms.”

“The Italians, of course, like the peasant garbage collectors they are, will simply have Fallow sign off on several of the necessary Mediterranean construction and maintenance companies required by the project who are under their control, of no interest to us. But I have, …er… persuaded Mr. Udo that the company to be selected for what Fallow will call ‘Special Transport Requirements’ will be ‘Gamma Logistics’, which happens to have a facility in the Suden, just north of Eritrea. Udo’s emissary will obtain Fallow’s signature on that particular contract tomorrow night.”

Quang paused, catching his breath, and looked benevolently at his striking sibling, coiling and uncoiling before him.

“You, my dear, will also be at the party tomorrow night, in the role as the niece of our Chinese Ambassador to the United Nations, Nueug Kim. You are visiting America and your proud uncle wishes to ‘show off’ his beautiful relative along with your ‘brother’, Man Tu. Mr. Kim understands his place in the world. Over the years he has brought any number of ‘kinsfolk’ to such parties.”

“You will discretely give the Transport contract to Udo’s rep before midnight and indicate that besides having Fallow sign it, the mafia man must also obtain a copy of the signature page of the main contract with Eritria. Beijing is in full compliance with this plan, as long as it works, of course.”

Quang pauses and a slight scowl passes over his powerful, round face.

“Politicians,” he whispers. “Petty crooks and cowards all.”

After another pause, the smile returns and Quang concludes his story.

“Once you see that the contract is valid and have the signature page, you will find a secluded place and make a phone call to one Colonel Howard Butterfield, US Army Signal Corp, in Eritrea. Our government has obtained his secret private number. 

“The Signal Corp is an outfit where the Americans plant any number of spies and special assignment officers. While we don’t know where the bombs are, we do know that Butterfield is the man responsible for them and who will be in charge of their transport. You will have this filter I spoke of that will arrive in the morning which will make you sound exactly like Fallow. 

“We know that Fallow and Butterfield have contacted each other previously. You will read off a code number that will be on that signature page of the main contract that will satisfy Butterfield as to your, nee Fallow’s, legitimacy. That number will be the combination of two numbers, one each brought by Fallow and Ustahan to the signing. Ustahan and his American counterpart, Ms. Rice, are the only two people who know what the numbers individually are right now. They made them up. Sometime before midnight tomorrow, Rice will call in the American number to Fallow, then contact Butterfield and also pass it on to him. Ustahan will also contact Butterfield just before the signing with the Eritrean number. At he signing, the two men will enter their numbers, knowing that the combined number is the only thing that will make Butterfield talk.

“When you get the signing page and have the combined number, you will contact Butterfield using the filter to transform your voice. You will indicate that Mr. Wang himself will shortly contact Butterfield to begin discussions on the transport. You will indicate that Wang will fly into Eritrea the day after tomorrow and that Butterfield is to show him where the bombs are at, discreetly of course. No one, not even Butterfiled’s military superiors are to know of this meeting.”

Quang sat back in his chair, quite satisfied with himself.

“I think you can foresee, dear sister, what will happen once Wang is shown the bombs. After he passes the exact location along to us, Mr. Wang will fly out of Eritrea to China to his just rewards as a hero of the Chinese people. He will live out the rest of a most enjoyable life, of course continuing to put his nuclear capabilities to work in our internal program as necessary.”

“Two days from tomorrow, President George Bush and his neo-conservative brownshirts will be trying to explain to the world, especially nearly two billion Muslims, not to mention other shocked Africans, why American weapons of mass destruction are present in a neutral, peaceful African nation. Chinese television will show the first photographs of the site. A nice little coup for our media people”

Quang chuckled. “Even for the slippery imperialist scum that surround Mr. Bush, this cover-up and apologia will be a most difficult assignment.”

Chapter 25 – Very Fortunate, Ms. Graham
Jacky looked at her watch. A little past seven pm. ‘Hmmm,’ she thought, it might still just be possible. She’d need Tommy’s help of course.

The door to the small, antiseptic medical room opened and the female doctor walked in, holding a manila folder containing papers and x-rays. The detective sat on a medical table, her catsuit open to the waist, the upper portion rolled down about her hips, those wonderfully perky breasts sensuously uplifted and attentive as always. Her feet were still bare. There was a dressing covering her bruised cheek and an Ace bandage wrapped around her aching ribs. Her head still hurt too, but the two Celebrex the doctor had given her were starting to take effect. Jacky normally avoided painkillers, but she accepted these two and four more for tomorrow. But she would not fill the prescription. Just enough to get her through the next 36 hours.

The doctor, Louise Eldridge, a slightly thick, studious black woman perhaps in her mid-forties, again reviewed the x-rays, two of Jacky’s ribs, two of the head.

“Well, Ms. Graham, you are a very fortunate woman. Somehow, there is no fracture of the ribs, cheekbone or, based on your responses to the motion and response tests, any sign of concussion. You have a hard head and some very pliable marrow it appears. Nevertheless, these bones are very seriously bruised and will hurt and hinder you for several days.”

“I remind you that concussions are very tricky things. Any blow on the head will permanently damage some brain cells. One never knows when a critical mass will be impacted.”

The doctor stopped reviewing the x-rays and looked up sharply at the detective. 

“You’re past 48 now, Ms. Graham. I suggest you leave tag team wrestling and things that go bump in the night to the next generation.”

The detective smiled ruefully at the doctor. They were at the Lennox Hill Hospital on East 77th street, convenient to and used by both the detective and the Central Park precinct. While she didn’t have a permanent doctor, Jacky had been treated by Dr. Eldrige before. She knew the doctor would have to inform the insurance company the cause of the bruises. The premiums would jump again. The PI shrugged her shoulders. She would never be rich. Thank god the co-op was paid for, not including the $850 a month maintenance.

After a bit more of the doctor’s tut-tuting and insistence that she spend the next few days at home in bed and bath, Jacky pulled up her catsuit and zipped it. She had certainly gotten more then her share of exposure these last few days.

Outside, Tommy waited nervously in an anteroom. He had insisted they come to the hospital as he drove her uptown from Udo’s place. She did not have the strength to argue. It was, she had to admit, good to know that nothing really serious was broken. She took the heavy boots he had carried off and put them on. They had not spoken much on the way up and she’d spent four hours with the various exams and x-rays. Now, the handsome cop was bursting with questions.

The detective held a finger to his mouth before he got started. On a pad on the anteroom’s desk, she wrote him a note:

“Cannot speak openly. Let’s go down to Lex and 77th street subway station. You got that recording device from my co-op?”

The cop, puzzled, nevertheless nodded. Jacky had sent him for it before she went in for the x-rays. Looking in the room’s mirror, Jacky decided to remove the dressing on her cheek. There were slight splotches of purple. That might work given the plan unfolding in her mind. She tossed the bandage aside.

The couple passed to the elevators and made their way down to the hospital lobby. Then out the double doors and a left turn towards the nearest entrance of the underground station. It was warm and humid, as usual this time of year. Twilight was beginning to fall. People stopped to look at the trim, athletic woman walking straight and tall in the skintight catsuit, obviously a unique outfit on a summer evening even for New York. Men discretely peeked at her marvelous her breasts, perky and proud and lovely derrière swaying provocatively as her boot heels clicked saucily along the sidewalk. The outline of the Ace bandage around her ribs showed slightly through the material.

The pair descended into the grimy subway and made their way to a desolate corner. Tommy pulled the recording device from his work pants. He had not changed from the outfit he had worn to Udo’s. The detective took the gadget and flicked it on. They listened.

“Hello, Butterfield here,… that you Fallow?” The slow, precise drawl was classic southern officer. Yet another budding good ole boy. Jacky shook her head. The south kept turning them out, alright. Must be the bible schools.

Fallow’s now familiar voice replied. “Yes, colonel. How is everything?”

“Well enough I suppose, for having spent 15 months in this God Forsaken country.”

“Well, colonel, that may soon be coming to an end. All is set for tomorrow night.”

“How soon will you nominate a pickup outfit? Let’s not drag this out for weeks or any crap like that trying to get Di-Con a better deal.”

“No, we’ll make the decision soon.”

“How about that gook outfit up in Sudan. Gamma Ray or whatever,” the colonel queried. “Christ, they could be on this next week.”

“Gamma Logistics is in the running, colonel. Like I say, we will be moving quickly. The reason for my call is to see if there is any local murmuring about the deal. You had dinner with the foreign minister last night, I understand.”

There was a short snort through the phone.

“Yeah, the little prick. I wouldn’t trust him to come in from the rain. He can’t keep up with all the scams he’s pulling. When we get this deal done we gotta get rid of that weasel before he blows us all up. His own people hate him…. But anyway, he says that the opposition is muted and disorganized at this time. The fundamentalists are too busy trying to help the Iraqi insurgents to really take on this base building project now. Of course, it they ever found out about our…little…offspring, that would change quick enough.”

“It’s you job to ensure that they don’t colonel.”

“And, God knows, I’ve been doing it damn well for 15 months!”

Fallow ignored him. He had little sympathy for greedy lifer soldiers who complained about their lot. They’d all volunteered for this sort of crap years before. Butterfield would be well taken care of, he knew.

“What about the Prime Minister. Where’s he on this?”

“Hatavani? He’s afraid of his own shadow. One moment he fears losing our money and protection, the next of getting killed by a car bomb. He’s padding his accounts in Geneva with our relief money and their oil money. Plus, he expects to skim off a quarter billion off this base deal. It’s the only reason he’s Okayed it. His greatest complaint is that Eritrea doesn’t have any oil reserves to play with like everybody else. He won’t even run again next year. He’ll be gone before the bases are finished, so he figures he has a chance to live to spend the take. Besides, if anything goes wrong, he’ll just blame Ustahan and me. Don’t worry, he’ll keep quiet as long as…” The colonel let the obvious pass.

“Ok, Butterfield, expect to here from me soon. Keep the lid on.”

“That’s all I ever do, Fallow. All I ever do.” The line went dead.

Jacky and the cop looked at each other.

“Are you gonna fill me in a bit, gorgeous? What the hell is all this,” the good-looking cop protested. Jacky looked at him with circumspection. Finally, she relented. She would need his help. She had to bring him in, as best she could.

“Fallow is my client. His company, Di-Con, is a defense industry contractor and they are evidently about to close a deal with the government of Eritrea to build two new, major bases there. Very hush hush. Big bucks. But obviously very potentially damaging politically, both here and in Eritrea, as you can imagine. Fallow runs Di-Con’s New York office. Supposedly, the contract is to be signed at his mansion in Southampton tomorrow night.”

“Ok,” Heywood mused,” and what’s that got to do with Colonel Butterfield and ‘Gamma Ray’ and ‘little offspring’?”

The detective shook her head. “I don’t know, other then to add that both the mob and the Tongs are quite interested in this deal too. That’s why we have to talk down here. The Tongs planted some bugs in my intestines.”

Heywood shook his head, eyes bugging out in surprise. “What the hell…,” he exploded. “Jees, Jacky, you sure can get into strange stuff.” 

The lithe detective fixed him with one of her steely stares.

“Tommy, you have to help me.” Her voice was fiercely unwavering. “I think there is a way I might get a leg up on this thing.”

The cop shook his head again. “No way, Jacky. You’re going home to bed.  We’ll call Saunders and dump it in his lap. This is FBI/CIA stuff baby. That’s what they’re paid for.”

“Tommy, don’t quote me on this, but I’m not sure we can trust the FBI on this. Don’t ask me why, but the two guys I met just didn’t sit right with me.”

Heywood looked at her with dismay. “Jacky, you screw with the FBI and your cute little ass is toast. We’re going to call Saunders and tell him what you know and that’s that.”

Jacky tried another tact. “Alright, but if I do that will you help me with one little thing tonight? Do this thing and I promise to wear that white bathing suit tomorrow.”

The cop looked at her with suspicion. The sexy little minx was setting him up for something.

“What, Jacky,” he said cautiously.

“I’m going home to change. Then I’m going over to Monica Fallow’s place. I got the address from her father.”

Heywood looked at her with scorn. “What for? She probably ain’t even home. Out with Udo.”

“I doubt it, Tom. After you got me out of his place, he’ll be worried that we’ll blow the whistle on him. He’s probably going to lay low somewhere until tomorrow night. Evidently Monica goes out by herself plenty when Udo’s busy, now that he’s introduced her around. She’s got plenty of Daddy’s money to spend, so I’m sure she’s a real party honey.”

“So where do I fit in?” Heywood asked dubiously.

“When I find out what place she’s at, I’ll call you, my good-looking friend. Put on one of those tight Italian silk shirts you like to wear and drop in. Then you come over and make a pass at Monica. You cops always have such a charming way with women.”

Heywood gave the detective a snort. The comely PI chuckled.

“You’re a little drunk, so you get a bit rough with her. I jump in and tell you to hit the road. You mouth off to me and take a swing. I throw your macho butt around a couple of times to ‘protect’ her.”

“Christ, Jacky, we’ll all get thrown out.”

“That’s the idea. But Monica will have to be a little bit grateful at least. We become fast friends. I’ll ensure it.”

“Oh,” the cop’s eyebrows shot up and a smirk came to his lips. “You may be able to con horny cops like me into believing that you’re twenty something, grandma, but Monica is going to realize posthaste that your not exactly the newest Spice Girl. What’ll you have to talk about?”

“Cute, copboy, touché. But let me worry about what we talk about. I just want to get an invite to that party tomorrow.”

Chapter 26 – Flirting with the Doorman

At 9:45 pm, Jacky pulled her red Mazda into an empty ‘doctor reserved’ spot about a ¼ block down from the entrance to Monica’s elite Park Avenue residence between 86th and 87th not far from the Guggenheim. She was wearing a simple, tight, short, red shoulder strap dress that highlighted her toned figure marvelously. One of the nice things, she knew, about not being overtly voluptuous was the ability to wear such a dress braless without being considered ‘over the top’. In this dress she could go almost anywhere in the city. Well, except maybe McDonalds. Plus, she liked the way the color matched her coupe. With the matching 3 ¾ inch, open toed silver mules, she got quite many looks and turned heads. The mules would be easy to slip off when she had to start tossing Tommy around. As it might get cooler later, she thought momentarily about a shawl, but recalled the cop’s crack about grandmas. Twenty-somethings didn’t worry about shawls.

She walked to the tinted glass doors that fronted the building. The doorman was, as she had hoped, elderly, easily 65. She knew her ‘routine’ would play better to a flustered, excitable older man.

“Hi,” she started off calmly, looking at him flirtatiously with her piercing blue eyes dancing. I’m supposed to meet Monica Fallow tonight. I’m a bit late. Do you know if she’s still home?”

The man chuckled, trying both to look at this attractive specimen in front of him but also modestly turn away at the same time. He couldn’t resist noticing the slight cleavage and high-riding, molded mounds just before his eyes. A wisp of perfume touched his nostrils. The woman’s liquid red lips matched the fire engine color of the striking dress. Jacky had also switched to red for her fingernails and open toes.

“Er, yes, she left…Just maybe 10 minutes ago.”

“Oh, damn,” the detective pouted. “She never waits for anyone. Who was she with?” Jacky was secretly elated. If Fallow had been home, her gambit would have had to be much more convoluted.

“Oh, two blond girls, I don’t know their names. Ms. Fallow has so many…girlfriends.” The poor man’s eyes couldn’t resist slowly looking Jacky up and down. The sleuth pretended not to notice.

“Did they go to Au Bar? That’s what we had talked about.”

“Er…no,” the man rejoined. He scratched his chin, thinking, but really looking down at Jacky’s exposed thighs and calves, resplendent in shiny pantyhose. The PI rarely wore pantyhose or stockings, but New York’s tony nightspots currently preferred hosiery to bare legs. As his face came back up, Jacky meet it with her most reassuring and alluring smile.

“I think it was Cream, actually miss.”

Jacky pouted for real this time. Cream was mass chaos. Multiple floors and several rooms. Grabby guys who thought they owned you after one drink or pop. Very, very loud. She shrugged her bare shoulders and smiled at the doorman.

“Thank you so much. You’re very cute.” She touched him lightly on the shoulder and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. He’d remember it longer than just another buck tip.

Cream was a bit west on 71st street. Jacky jumped back into her coupe just as a meter maid turned the corner. At least she beat that ticket. As she started her engine and pulled off, she reviewed the ten-minute conversation she and Tommy had had an hour ago with Lieutenant Saunders. She had, in fact, told everything she knew except, of course about her current excursion. If something untold happened to her tonight or tomorrow, well, the authorities would need to have as many facts as possible.  Saunders indicated that there would be an undercover FBI presence at the party tomorrow night, but, and this is what Jacky was concerned with, it seemed as if they were not particularly interested in this military base contract. As if it were a purely Pentagon affair, out of their jurisdiction. All their attention was on the raid they were going to pull on the Tong compound by the fish market. To Jacky, there was something fishy there, all right, and the smell wasn’t coming from the market.

In any event, Saunders said he would check with some senior Army buddies he knew about Butterfield and would get back to them with whatever he found out.

As she headed the car downtown, Jacky pulled her cell phone and pressed Tommy’s speed button.

He answered quickly.

“Its Cream, lover.” She heard his groan. “Not that zoo,” he muttered.

Jacky chuckled. “Give me an hour to set the stage. And when I throw you, just hit the floor without getting cute, copboy. I’ve been beaten up enough for one day.”

Indeed, the Celebrex was starting to wear off a bit and her general soreness level rose a notch or two. She’d had to remove the Ace bandage. It obviously wouldn’t work with the dress. Plus, she hadn’t had any real sleep in quite a while. As soon as she was able to swing that invite, she’d head directly back to 80th and York for some R&R before Tommy picked her up in the morning.

Parking for Cream was at a seedy, hi-rise garage across the street. A cool $35 and you had to be gone by 3:00 am. Parking was the best racket of all in New York. Jacky noted the line outside the place. It was Friday night after all. She smiled. There was one other thing she hadn’t told Tommy. She’d ‘borrowed’ his badge earlier at her co-op when he was talking to Saunders. Inside her spare PI license folder, it looked like the real thing. Should get her right into the joint…

Chapter 27 – Report to the Dragon Lady

The sentinel came into the large office room to report, but found only the eclectic, lustrous dragon lady present, sitting calmly at the huge desk. She looked somewhat different, more authoritative, now wearing glasses and studiously pouring over some notes, pen in hand. She looked up pointedly as he entered.

“The commander is attending to the movement of files and important equipment. Please give me your report.”

The thin, young man bowed.

“The American detective is now at a place called ‘Cream’. It is some sort of…”

“I know what it is, Ng Ko. Where was she previously?”

She stopped on Park Avenue, between 86th and 87th. That is where Mr. Fallow’s daughter resides.”

The exquisite woman, still dressed in gold, leaned back in the massive chair, looking a bit like a lost, small child. But the directness and intelligence of her eyes belied any such viewpoint. She put the tip of her pen against her mouth, thinking.

“Tell Kwang Lee to bring up the Jaguar. I believe I am in the mood for dancing tonight.”

The sentinel bowed and exited with slow, backward steps.

Chapter 28 – Boogie Night

Jacky had danced three times before she finally spotted the Fallow girl at the circular bar of the upper level rear enclosure, called the ‘Cookies & Cream’ room. ‘Cookies’ was current slang for ecstasy laced biscuits and ‘Cream’ for a very potent milky like liquor that was making the New York rounds. The combination had already supposedly killed half dozen kids this year alone. But, as the detective reminded herself, the authorities were waiting for the ‘big busts’.  She could spot two deals going down even as she whirled with her partner of the moment, an annoyingly touchy-feely hunk with biceps the size of basketballs.

When the music finally took a brief respite from its seemingly never-ending pounding, The PI deftly excused herself, slipped neatly past her partner’s ham handed attempt at one last grope and edged her way to the circular bar. It sat in the back of the room that was decorated in some kind of nihilistic, futuristic, end-of-the-world motif. Each of Cream’s four large ‘ballrooms’ was supposedly a ‘land unto itself’, worlds which the sprightly detective had little desire to explore.

Jacky guessed that she was perhaps somewhere in the median age group in the club. Sure, there were plenty of kids, tattooed, half-dressed girls with cheap jewelry attached to various parts of their anatomy, drinking heavily, swallowing whatever pills and ‘biscuits’ passed their way, dancing, sitting, standing, one long and surreal sex and drug romp, hearing nothing, seeing nothing, just ‘feeling and being’. Their boyfriends were invariably thin and toned yet not strong-looking, physically or mentally, but ‘totally in fashion’, cynical, purposeless, shaggy-haired, with the de rigueur scruffy growths on their faces, showing off their youth since they had little else to offer.

Then came the thirty-somethings, almost all men (professional women in their thirties tended to avoid slumming in the large, public clubs, opting for the more cozy salons and private parties, where the imitation Trumps and second string theater or jet setters might hang out), well-dressed, probably mostly married stockbrokers and junior execs, taking Friday night off from their ‘getting-to-be-bitchy-and-slightly-overweight wives’, looking for something, not sure what.

Next a wave of woman in their forties. Some still trim from their posh gyms, with money enough to afford the clothes and accessories that almost made up for the fact they were twenty years older then their competition. Able to pick and choose and be witty and subtle, but who would be desperately back again the next week, if not here then at the next ‘in’ spot. And their fortyish sisters who did not have the willingness to work out and abstain from ice cream and that morning donut? Finding themselves talking to ever fatter, balding, divorced men who were stuck with the alimony and child support and now lived their lives of quiet desperation in very ordinary one-bedroom apartments in the Bronx, Queens or Jersey.

Finally, the dirty old men and drunken old broads, 50 or 60 or more, long having given up on any dreams of love or grandeur, now just hoping for an occasional night of lust and forgetfulness, some small appeasement of the fire down below. Jacky wondered if it all beat a boring marriage, with two impossible kids in a 25 year-old colonial house in some tacky suburb with weeds in the back yard and plumbing problems in the bathrooms? She thought briefly of her parents back in Brighton. Twenty-two years ago when she had come to the states on that fellowship, she had in essence said no thank you to their kind of predictable, comfortable, semi-rural English life. An ever-growing part of her now longed to return.

One strong pattern was evident, however. Cream belonged to that class of club now dubbed ‘WAS’ on the New York scene, ‘white and straight’. Jacky had read an article in the New Yorker a month before how the supposedly free and diverse New Your pop culture scene had, over the last several years, segregated itself into six main socio-economic groups. WAS, Hip-Hop, Latino, Asian, Fag and Celeb. There was some crossover, of course, but mainly only by those with money or talent.

The two blonds flanked Monica Fallow as the three of them sat on thick red-cushioned stools, legs crossed, skirts hiked, all fashionably thin. Unlike her friends, Monica was neither tattooed nor impaled with jeweled decoration nor popping colored pills down her throat. She was not what could be called a ‘pretty’ girl, though she was trim and graceful, and her smile came easily. As the detective reached the bar and ordered her vodka and lemonade, she thought she noted a sadness around the girl’s eyes, and a bit of reserve in her manner.

Boys came up often to the trio, and a lot of playful flirtation resulted. The blonds were a half step from being airheads, but since, like Monica, they evidently had enough ‘daddy’ money, it evidently made their clueless conversations acceptable. Monica, the detective noticed, let the others do the talking, seeing if any of the male applicants had anything much going for themselves.

Occasionally, Monica and the blonds would dance. Jacky watched as she allowed herself to be pressed and buffeted by the throng congregating at the center of the bar. The crowd kind of blocked her off from the view of the prowling business types whom she knew would be attracted. Jacky realized that her toned figure, ladylike air, fair skin, upright carriage, lack of tattoos and disdain for cheap pierced ornament made her a natural for the passing-their-prime suits who would want to replay their boring life stories for her while working their hands up her thigh. Not tonight, the detective snorted. Thankfully, New York’s new non-smoking laws made a crushing mob less difficult to deal with.

Jacky surveyed the room, looking out for Tommy’s arrival. The situation looked pretty good. Monica wasn’t really with anybody, perhaps being somewhat loyal to Udo. What the detective didn’t see, however, was that two sets of prying eyes were staring at her through the crowds as she waited.

Koon Lee had arrived a few moments before, via a back entrance. Cream, like a growing number of New Your clubs and restaurants, had a Tong co-owner. The Tongs often acted as seemingly willing silent partners in many Manhattan nightlife start-ups, providing needed venture capital and usually asking only that access for themselves and their companions be unlimited and undercover. Koon Lee had changed into a more common Friday night Asian girl ‘summer dress’, still revealing quite a bit of her knockout legs in shiny hose and sexy heels.

She sat at a table that seemed like any other in the room, but actually was difficult to approach, given the layout of the tables that surrounded it and an ‘ornamental’ fence that circled the area. And it would take a trained eye to note the two hefty Asian ‘bouncers’ who pretended to be idling lazily by but who actually blocked the only two paths to that table.

The other set of eyes were a dark gray pair that belonged to the Pinto guard who had knocked Jacky out at Fallow’s office earlier in the morning. He had not been asked to accompany the unconscious ‘tec to Udo’s place and thus had gone home after his shift and gotten a good day’s sleep. Cream was somewhat out of his league, financially, of course, but he expected the bonus from last’s night’s activity would cover a night out and then some. He was more then a bit surprised to see the seductive detective standing here by the bar. Something, he thought, must have gone wrong.

Sergeant Tom Heywood, dressed in khaki pants and a luminous and well-pressed blue silk shirt that showed off his tan, his pecs and his wiry biceps strutted casually through the double entrance doors a moment later, his charming third-generation American-English-Irish smile enfolding the room. At six-one, curly-haired, lean and muscular, Heywood knew he could attract women. Unfortunately, he was not all that good at knowing what to do next. He knew that several women he had been interested in over the years had eventually adjudged him to be too much of a shallow, macho romeo for their taste. Maybe he had been, but the times they were-a-changin’.

He secretly wanted to get to know Jacky Graham much more intimately and hoped tomorrow would provide him an opportunity to do so. Especially if he performed up to expectations tonight in this little role-play. She was quite a girl, even if she was 48 and much too sure of herself.

His trained eye spotted her against the bar, looking absolutely stunning in that red dress. She did have nice legs when she chose to show them off. And he could just make out the points of her nipples peeking through the dress. The fox was not wearing a bra, eh! Christ, he wondered, was she wearing a thong at least? It was a good thing she was standing given that short dress!

Their eyes met briefly. She smiled coyly at him, her lips parting, increasing his desire. She nodded him forward. God, he thought, what a flirt. Heywood walked slowly to the bar, smiling casually at women he passed whose eyes let him know they were available.

Reaching the counter, he loudly ordered a double scotch and water. Several patrons turned towards him and gave him the queer eye, to no effect. He was perhaps three customers up from where the detective was standing, drink in hand, leaning back against the counter. Her right leg was up, her heeled instep placed over the rung of the chair to her right, flashing a very exciting shot of her calf and thigh as the clingy dressed hiked upwards.

As the cop took a long pull of the scotch, he turned casually in Jacky’s direction. Her head was now also arched back, jutting her lovely breasts forward. Much closer now, he saw the full expansion of her provocative nipples through the tight, silky material. He started to harden. Christ, Jacky, he moaned to himself, this is supposed to be business!

After a moment, she languidly turned her head towards him and then darted her eyes to her right, at the approaching figure of Monica, who was finishing a dance. Heywood got the message. As Monica called to the bartender to refill her drink, the sergeant slipped down the bar, past Jacky who discretely brushed his leg with hers.

“Let me get that for you, honey…Say Ok and this could be the start of a wonderful relationship.” Heywood smiled down at the shorter young woman. He usually was nowhere near so forward or pathetic. He much preferred a woman to cozy up to him first, making life simpler. But, hey, he was supposed to be a dumb, drunk moron, right?

Monica’s blond friends were clearly more interested that she. 

“Buy me one, romeo, and you can write my autobiography,” one called out to him.

Heywood turned to the bartender. “Please, refill all the ladies.”

Monica, entrapped by her girlfriend’s assertiveness, shrugged and turned towards Heywood.

“I’m Monica,” the pert brunette stated. No last name, however. No need to give anything away for free.

“My name’s Tom…Tom Jessup,” the cop lied.

“And I’m Amy,” the aggressive blond replied, reaching over the bar to grab the fresh drink from the bartender. The other blond, realizing she was probably the odd one out, took her drink and turned away to survey the room.

Meanwhile Jacky’s little posing routine had captured the attention of a youngish Don Juan who sauntered over and asked her to dance. To turn him down might create a scene, so the detective agreed. She found a place perhaps only 10 yards in front of Tommy and the girl. Jacky launched into her most provocative gyrations of the evening, for Tommy’s pleasure. Ok, she said to herself. I’m a tease. Doesn’t make me a bad person….

Taking a small sip from her liquor, Koon Lee watched the detective dance. She felt herself getting aroused as Jacky erotically shook her hips through a salsa-like number. She had been right. The English wench was a smoldering bombshell waiting to explode. The nipples, so lush and proud! Could a time and place somehow be arranged, she wondered?

Heywood sped up the action, downing his drink, then another. He deliberately ignored the blond, making her angry which, in turn, made the Fallow girl more distant, which the cop, with rising anger and decibel level, objected to.

“Hey,” he almost screamed, noticeable even over the incessant pulsations of the sultry, Hispanic music, “what are you, too good for me, huh?”

He put his arm on hers and started to shake her. Then, with an exaggerated motion, raised his other arm to strike her.

Jacky, watching this pantomime, broke for the bar at the exact right moment, leaving her young cohort dancing by himself. Dashing in, she caught Heywood’s upraised left arm with both her hands. Pivoting in 180 degrees, even in her heels, she then tucked her back against his chest and smartly brought his arm down swiftly over herself, executing a textbook shoulder throw. Most men would have landed like a lead weight on the marble floor and been finished right then, but Heywood’s natural instincts made him roll into the fall and out of it and back onto his feet.

Damn, Tommy, the detective thought to herself, as she slipped off the mules, don’t make this difficult.

“You bitch, I’ll fix you ass,” he cried as he charged her. The PI fell back a bit as the solidly built cop smashed into her, hands reaching for her throat. Jacky thought he might have pulled up a bit more, given her ribs and all. Well, she’d show him. As Tommy pretended to choke her, she grabbed his glossy shirt with both hands (she hoped it wouldn’t rip!) and lifted her bare left foot into his stomach. Falling back suddenly to the floor, she executed a nice tomoe, holding his shirt, extending her leg and flipping him over her. Again, he rolled professionally, keeping himself from being hurt, but he got up slower this time.

Both of them struggled to their feet, Jacky starting to feel her ribs act up. They circled cautiously, giving the pantomime every useful sidebar. Then Heywood charged again.

With practiced technique, the PI pivoted on her left foot, while launching her right straight out in a sidekick, her red dress hiking up almost to her matching red thong. The cop’s natural reflex was to shoot out his left arm to block the incoming foot aside as it approached his midsection, but he checked himself and instead ‘ran’ into the bare foot.

“Umpphh”, he moaned realistically, as he halted and doubled over. Before he or Jacky could make another move, however, Monica made her own. Grabbing a bottle of Sam Adams from the bar, she swiped down at the cop’s unprotected crown. Fortunately, Heywood saw it coming and turned enough to take most of the blow on his shoulder, falling to one knee. Jacky leaped forward, as much to protect Tommy from another beer bust as anything else and chopped down with her bladed hand. It missed the pressure point on his neck, but the cop faked it, groaning into a faux black out, sprawling to the marble floor.

In a second, three burly bouncers surrounded them. Jacky was quickly put into a painful full nelson applied by the biggest of the three.

“Oooaaauuuwww,” she cried. “Hey, I was just trying to protect the…Oooouuugghhh.” The gorilla was pinning her arms against her neck at a very unhealthy angle.

A fourth employee jumped in, a manager of some sort, in tux and highly polished black shoes.

“Out! All of them. NOW! The cops are just waiting for something like this to shut us down. Out, now…”

The five-some were unceremoniously ushered out. Heywood, feigning unconsciousness, dragged by his armpits, Jacky pushed and shoved by the baboon maintaining the half nelson. She felt her already tortured rib cage stretching dangerously.

Back at her table, the Chinese woman took another sip of her liquor, her mind clicking away rapidly. She was herself an experienced enough martial artist to know when she had just seen a demonstration rather then an actual fight. But for what purpose, she asked herself? The answer quickly became clear, as she saw Monica look thankfully at Jacky as they were hustled out. To get close to the Fallow girl, of course. The detective was going to continue to try and interfere with their plans. Obviously, the oriental woman told herself, the follow-up…and final…encounter…with this Graham woman would happen sooner rather then later. Most probably tomorrow night. Flexing catlike in her chair, rubbing her magnificent legs together, feeling an up tick in her libido level, Koon Lee envisioned how she would ready herself….

As the five combatants were led, or dragged, away, the Pinto guard followed behind discretely, towards the rear exit, pulling his cell phone from his pocket and pressing a familiar speed dial. It was answered after several rings.

“Fasio here.”

“Fas, this is Joe, you know, from the company.”

The voice at the other end was somewhat sleepy, and also cautious.

“Yeah, Joe, what’s up?” Fasio had finally dropped off to sleep maybe an hour ago. It had been a tough several hours since the escape of the chick and her rescuer. Udo had been real hot when he returned shortly thereafter. He almost called his uncle John, but finally decided against it. Talking it over, the three men agreed that it was doubtful the chick would call in the law. After all, she had been caught red-handed breaking and entering. It could be argued that the Pinto men, and Udo, were just doing their jobs interrogating her. Pretty weak maybe, given the kidnap, but since no cops had later shown up at Udo’s place, they felt the babe would not be pressing any charges.

Nevertheless, the chick was obviously on to something and dangerous to the whole operation. Udo didn’t say much about this Eritrean Contract, but it was obviously some kind of big deal. Udo had told both him and Charley to be ready to head out to Southampton tomorrow night. Then the nephew said he was going to hole up somewhere on the Island in case the chick or her pal came back to his place privately.

“Fas, that chick from last night, in Fallow’s Office.”

“Yeah,” the sergeant replied carefully.

“I thought you and Pinto's nephew were gonna…put her on ice for a while?”

“So?”

“I just saw her. Here… at Cream.”

“What? Doing what…who with?” Fasio’s voice was nervous yet excited.

“Fallow’s daughter. Her, the daughter, some blond friends of the daughter and some drunk just got tossed outta here.”

“Whattya mean Fallow’s daughter? You sure?”

“Yeah I’m sure. I seen the kid visit her old man several times when I worked day shift.”

“What drunk?”  Fasio tried to focus.

“Some Irish-looking guy. You shoulda seen the chick. She laid him out.”

“What did this drunk look like?”

“Six foot, maybe more. Good looking, good build.”

“Did he have sandy brown, curly hair?”

“Yeah, he did…how’d you know?”

Fasio’s mind raced. Udo had said that the Fallow girl was key to tomorrow night’s deal. If this snooping detective bitch was cozying up to her, it had to be part of the same setup. Udo had left Fasio a cell number. This info might be worth money as well as get him off the hook over the bitch’s escape.

“Joe, where are the bitch and the daughter now.”

“Outside, in the back I guess. The bouncers threw ‘em out.”

“Look, Joe, see if you can follow them. My money says this detective is playing up to the girl and will stick with her. See if you can find out why. I’m going over to the daughter’s condo. Maybe I can pick them up there. There could be money for us here Joe.”

The guard smiled. That’s what he wanted to hear.

“No problem, Fas. Keep your cell open and I’ll call back.” The guard clicked off.

Fasio dialed another number. He was sure Udo would want to know about this. He was equally sure Udo...and his uncle, would pay big-time to get this bitch out of the picture…

Chapter 29 – A Walk in the Park

Both women carried their high heels loosely in their hands as they walked barefoot through the park. Central Park, that is. The two blond girlfriends opted to head for another slick nightspot, but Monica and Jacky had decided to stay together and walk. Tommy Heywood, his mission accomplished, had ducked out quickly with a discrete, knowing wink to the detective and a finger pointing to his watch, reminding her of the 10 am pickup the next morning. Jacky had nodded her acceptance. A gentle breeze made the night more then pleasant, really rather enjoyable. They had entered at the 72nd street east side entrance and were now slowly passing through the Bethesda Terrace. They agreed to turn south down Liberty Walk, walking side-by-side. 

The two were talking easily. Despite the near twenty-year age difference, they were more alike then different. Of course, the PI was not admitting to being 48. It might put a crimp on things.

“That was quite amazing the way you handled that guy,” Monica said, with genuine respect in her soft voice. I mean, I’ve seen those martial arts chicks on TV and the movies and all, but to see it in action right before your eyes is a bit different. Where’d you learn it all?”

The PI wanted to move the conversation elsewhere.

“Oh, I kind of took some rape-defense courses a couple of years ago. When they’re drunk, they’re usually easier to handle.”

Monica looked at her with interest, eyeing Jacky’s fine physique in the slinky red dress.

“That outfit sure fits you like a glove. You’re in great shape, I can tell.”

“You’re rather attractive yourself, you shouldn’t complain. All the boys back in Cream were after you.”

The sad-eyed daughter just shrugged her shoulders.

“Nine out of ten are all the same. Just want a piece of ass for the night, as long as you’re passable and seem to have enough money to pay your own way, maybe even pay for them. I thought it might be different in the so-called… ‘world of culture’, but it really isn’t. In a way it’s worse. With all the narcissism and libertarianism, these guys disrespect us even more. They figure we can go back to Daddy and get whatever we need to patch us up.”

Jacky pressed the opening. She wanted to hear what the girl might know.

“The ‘world of culture’? What do you mean?”

The girl laughed. In bare feet she was perhaps two inches shorter then the PI, thin too, but without Jacky’s athletic bearing and catlike mobility. Her breasts were perhaps a bit larger then the detective’s, but, unless she soon took up a serious training regimen, would soon start to droop and sag. Her legs in her own short dress were acceptable, but her knees were a bit too knobby and would ultimately not turn any heads. Daddy’s money was the only thing that saved her from a probable life of middleclass boredom with a conservative, laid back male version of herself. Jacky shook her head to clear it. She was not being fair.

The girl chuckled again then spoke conspiratorially. “That’s what my boyfriend Larry calls it, rather derisively. ‘The New York World of Pop Culture.’ The greatest bunch of frauds and scoundrels on the planet.”

It was the detective’s turn to smile as they continued to walk slowly down the Walk in the midnight darkness. But Jacky suddenly felt her soles grip the asphalt nervously. A sudden chill, like a floating leaf, drifted past her consciousness. Were they being observed? Discretely, the ‘tec glanced around. Plenty of shadows. But were there any enemies?

“There are frauds and scoundrels in every city. And good and entertaining people too. It’s sort of up to each of us to sort them out.”

The girl looked sideways at her with respect and appreciation.

“You’ve got your head screwed on right. Who are you anyway, besides being my female knight in shining armor?”

The detective chuckled.

“Heather. Heather Shaw. And you?” Heather Shaw was the detective’s primary alias, the one for which she had long ago set up an appropriate paper and id trail, as necessary.

“Monica Fallow,” the girl said simply. “I have a place over on Park. I’m one of those ‘Daddy’s girls’ who cruise the city looking for…Gods knows what…instant gratification I guess it’s called these days.” She paused, again looking over at the trim detective. “And what do you do, besides tossing drunks around?”

“Well, I came over from England a few years ago. Divorce, you know, the whole bit. Bloody well thought I might come stateside and regroup. Always though I might try my hand at publicity. I can write good copy and take photographs and listen while people tell me their tales, and I thought my figure might get me by, but I haven’t landed anything permanent yet. 

The girl’s eyes lit up, as Jacky hoped they would. My God, that’s what I do…or…at least what my boyfriend does! Larry Udo. Udo Enterprises! Ever hear of him? I work for him now?

Jacky dumbly shook her head.

The girl put her hand on Jacky’s shoulder and again smiled sadly. “Yeah, I guess not. He’s not half as well known as he first told me he was. In fact, he’s more then a bit of a fraud himself. He really doesn’t know any of the big celebrities, but…well, I guess I can’t complain. There’s plenty of other Daddy’s girls in this town who would jump in my shoes in a heartbeat.

The detective offered some maternal advice.

“Don’t ever sell yourself short, Monica. Remember all those boys who came up to you tonight. I’m sure they see the same things in you that this Larry Udo did. That’s a priceless quality for a woman.” The ‘tec’ chuckled. “Looking for some of it myself.”

The daughter smiled broadly. “Oh, come on. I saw you dancing. Every guy in the room wanted to jump on you….”

They both laughed. The daughter’s face lit up with one of those ‘I’ve got an idea’ looks.

“Say, my Dad is a big shot with a defense contracting firm and he’s throwing a big party tomorrow. Why don’t you come and do some stuff? You can be my friend and co-worker. They’ll be a lot of international big shots there you interview. There’s a bit of a ‘security’ hassle, of course, but after you pass that and my dad reviews and clears any stuff you grab, he’ll let me know what’s Ok to send to the media. If just one photo you take or quote you capture gets into some major media outlet, it’s worth a grand easy. And a lot of these military and political types love to smooze and have their picture taken by good-looking woman like you. If you can put up with their groping that is.”

Jacky acted as it she was mulling it over.

“Mmmmm, don’t know. Don’t think I see myself as an imitation Joan Rivers.

“Oh, come on. It’ll be fun. Plenty of food, drink and, if you’re into it, I’m not, drugs. Even if you don’t get a good interview, you might meet somebody worthwhile. If nothing else, all these people have a ton of money.”

“Don’t know that I care for drugs about. Haven’t gotten my American citizenship yet. Wouldn’t want to imperil it.”

The sad edge around the daughter’s eyes grew longer.

“I wouldn’t actually worry about that. You might say that Daddy has a kind of ‘license to deal’, if you get my meaning. When the Pentagon wants to swing a contract, everybody just sort of goes along…”

“Your dad supplies…” Jacky left the sentence unfinished.

“Oh no, not personally! And he never touches them himself. And I know he keeps track of me to see if I’m doing any.” The detective tried to keep a blush from coming to her face. “But the name of the game in his business is keep the customer satisfied, right up to the start of the war…”

The girl’s head dropped down to her chest. Jacky heard a sob slip out of her throat.

“But it sounds like he loves you,” the detective offered.

The girl walked on for several seconds, taking heavy breaths.

“In his way, he does. But I fear there is more guilt then love. He chose his pursuit of Pentagon riches years ago, when I was born, and my mother eventually fell victim to it. He’s a good-looking, hard-working man, and she loved him dearly. But his incessant pursuit of weapons dollars final wore on her. She started to drink. Five years ago, she died, cirrhosis of the liver. He’s given me every material thing I’ve wanted since, out of his guilt. We both try, but can never reach a common ground. The specter of my innocent mother always separates us.”

In a clump of trees, perhaps, thirty yards from the slowly walking women, the guard observes the through his binoculars. The Liberty Walk was lit with occasional lamps, making his stakeout possible as he flit through trees and bushes. There were a few other passers-by, but after midnight, the Central Park walks quickly became pretty deserted. Only the occasional ‘clop clop’ of a cop on horseback could usually be heard.

The observer heard only patches of the women’s conversation, but enough to know that the blonde haired snoop intended to be at this party tomorrow night. He pulled out his cell phone.

With the girl looking at her imploringly, the detective finally agreed to go.

“Great,” Monica indicated. “I’ll pick you up around 8:45 pm. It’s about an hour and a half to Southampton that time of evening. I have to wait until a singer Larry and I engaged for the party is free from her in-town gig. She’s the type that needs a personal escort, if you know what I mean.” The daughter chuckled.

“Oh,” Jacky exclaimed. “Hmmmm. I’m actually gonna be on the Island tomorrow all day. A beach party with some friends. Don’t think I’ll want to come in to town and then head back out.”

The daughter chewed on this for a second.

“No problem. I call ahead in the morning. I’ll talk to Williamson. He’s both our chief butler and the covert head of our security team, though not particularly good at either. I’m not supposed to know about the latter, but I do. Just bring some proof of your identity and I’ll take care of the rest. What time can you get there?

“I don’t know, I assume the beach activities at my party will end around five.”

The daughter nodded excitedly.

“Great. Wear your bathing suit from your other party. Daddy always plays golf with several of his closer clients and associates on these party days, and they usually get back to the place by six, you know, for ‘drinks before dinner’. Plenty of drinks and, well, other stuff too. Before the baggy wives and suspicious mistresses show up. Daddy usually likes me to bring a couple of my friends over to waltz around the pool as eye candy for the old farts. I’m sure they’ll love you with that tight figure of yours.”

Perfect, the detective thought. Tommy was going to get his white suit wish.

“You sure it’ll be OK without you there?”

The daughter laughed.

“When did any man, security guy or otherwise, ever really turn away a hot chick, eh?”

The guard clicked off his phone, smiling. Fasio had indicated he would take over from here. He was waiting at her place on 80th and York. Joe could almost feel the extra money crinkling in his pockets….

Chapter 30 – Co-op Combat

The swarthy guard hid in some bushes next to the parking garage’s large, white automatic entrance door, poorly lit by two arc lamps that were far from full power. It was perhaps 1:30 am and there was little moonlight adding to the visibility, which was fine with the husky, masked man, wearing not his guard uniform, but black pants and a matching black turtleneck, long-sleeved with gloves despite the June heat. 

There were advantages to his job with Pinto that paid dividends now. Like understanding how security systems worked and how to beat them. After about 30 minutes of reconnoitering, Fasio had determined that the basement garage door here at the 80th and York residence building was ‘protected’ by a standard Hobson system, commercially very popular but far from being truly effective. It essentially consisted of two sets of two sensors. One set picked up the transmission of a vehicle’s ‘open door’ signal from a one inch circular plastic ‘smart tag’ placed in the car’s windshield, a tag not much different in form and function then the Tri-State EZ-Pass transmitters. Valid tag holders (owners or renters in the building who had paid for them) would see the door open within seconds, then have it close thirty seconds later.

The other pair of sensors detected anything that wasn’t a vehicle, mainly humans or larger animals on foot anywhere within a ten-foot radius from the door. Any such tracings would be relayed to the guard’s station monitor inside the building. Assuming the guard was actually on duty and not asleep or drunk, he might investigate or, more likely and less bravely, dial 911, depending on what he considered the degree of danger. The building’s night doorman, by union contract in New York, has no responsibility for garage security. If he saw strange persons or behavior in the monitor or coming up from the garage, he might, if so inclined, call the guard or the cops or he might not.

Once in the garage, the elevators and stairwells were only supposed to work when a unit key or passcard was inserted. But there were master passcards with ‘super user’ codes that existed for all these setups. Fasio, as one of Pinto’s ‘inner circle’ guards, had such a key and card set, now in his right pants pocket.

Looking at his watch, Fasio figured the woman would be arriving soon, based on Joe’s call and the bitch having to come up from Central Park. Udo’s instructions had been simple. Keep the babe locked up all day Saturday, until past midnight. He was to keep his mask and gloves on all the while, and talk only through the little mouthpiece scrambler that Pinto’s also made available to their ‘special men’. That way, even if the snoop suspected who he was, she could prove nothing. Of course, Udo had reminded him, he shouldn’t get too carried away while playing warden. DNA sampling was too accurate.

A car approached and turned into the driveway entrance. Fasio didn’t know what she’d be driving, but this car was driven by a man. It was the fourth he had observed since taking up his position. He had noted that the garage was laid out so that all entering vehicles had to make an immediate right upon entering, quickly blocking their view of the doorway. It was time to make his move.

Fasio readied himself as the door opened. As the car, a cream-colored Cadillac, passed in and started it’s right turn, he sprang from the bushes and, about 12 feet short of the door dived to the ground and then rolled himself down the mild concrete incline to and under the door. The real problem with the Hobson ‘people’ sensors were that they would pick up everything, dogs and cats, rats and mice for that matter that scurried about the these doors. There’d be ten false alarms for every possible real one. So, the installers from company’s tired of getting angry calls from customers about false alarms, had taken to positioning them such that they wouldn’t pick up anything under two feet tall. Big mistake.

Once inside, he headed left and made for the darkened side of a utility room that extended into the garage. It left him maybe ten yards from the three-car elevator bank. He could also still see the garage door, now descending, as well as back into the minimally lit garage proper. Hidden, crouched and in his dark clothes, no one should be able to see him.

The couple from the Cadillac wended their way to the elevator bank, talking lightly. An older couple, nicely dressed. The man produced his pass card and inserted it into the slot between the first and second elevators. He then punched in a four-digit code. The light over the slot turned green. Within 10 seconds, car 3 opened, and the couple disappeared inside. In a moment, the door closed and the car started its ascent.

In a flash, Fasio was over to the bank, slipping his master card into the slot. He entered his first super code, which did not work. The guard did not get flustered. He knew he would need to run through a series of possible combinations. On the fourth attempt, the light went green. Car 1 opened shortly thereafter. As he entered and turned around front, he heard the garage door open. As the elevator door started to close, he saw a red coupe drive in, with a blonde haired female at the wheel. The masked man smiled as he pulled a slip of paper from his pants pocket, one that also contained an expandable sap. The paper said ‘1012’, the woman’s co-op number. Udo had given it to him. How he’d gotten it, Fasio neither knew nor cared. With a nasty smile, his right forefinger pushed button 10.

Minutes later, the tired detective exited the elevator at 10 and stepped into the dimly lit corridor, her silver heels clicking on the tiled floor. She would be glad to get out of them, slip off her pretty red dress and drop into bed. She would pass on her usual late night tea. Arriving at her door, she extracted her passcard from the small, matching scarlet bag. Inserting it into the slot, she punched in her code. As the door opened, that frightful feeling of a shadow looming over her returned. She whirled to face it!

The black garbed assailant’s right hand containing a sap whipped down towards her forehead. There was only a split second to turn partially sideways, taking the blow on the side of her head. Its force drove her against, then past the opening door, She stumbled to the carpeted living room floor.

He dove upon her immediately, bringing the blunt object up again. Lying on her back, dazed from the first shot, the woozy ‘tec could only bring her arms up in a crossblock as the thing smashed down. The bones in the middle of her forearms took the shock of the blow. Desperately, she tried to grab his weapon or wrist, but failed!

His heavy weight pinning her as he sat atop her stomach, she dimly saw crazed eyes partially hidden by the mask as he lifted the sap one more time. His free hand pressed against her throat, fixing her head on the carpet. Down came the foot-long weapon.

Again, she managed to get her left forearm into way of the downward trajectory. She screamed in pain as the club bashed again into bone. But with blind, instinctive reaction, she was able to lift her stockinged legs up, the sliver-heeled mules flying off her feet as she did so. Before he could launch another blow, one ankle just barely managed to loop about his neck. With all her dwindling energy, she twisted her torso one way, the leg another. It was just enough to topple him back over and off her.

Gasping, she back flipped to clear herself and get to her feet, but was too tired, weak and hurting to stay upright and fell backwards to the floor instead. He was up like a dart and rushed her. His right foot lashed out and kicked her hard in the spine as she tried to twist away from him. Another sharp cry escaped her lips, but she managed to make two extra revolutions in an effort to roll away from him, towards her fireplace.

There was only the dim glow from her nightlight and electronic components to illuminate the room.  He hesitated a second before he charged her prone figure again. It was enough time to allow Jacky to shoot out a right leg at him. Her bare heel made fairly solid contact with his knee as he lunged at her.

“Aaauughhhh,” he moaned, “you damn bitch!” He hopped a short step in pain. But then, with blind fury, he dived at her, even as she tried to twist away. He did not land directly on her, but managed to grab her waist from behind with his free left hand as she rolled. He lifted up, holding her waist as he targeted the sap. Jacky’s blind reaction was to snap her left elbow back, hoping to hit something. It landed less then forcefully in his stomach, just diverting his blow past her skull. But he swiftly whipped the sap back again, smacking across her temple, sending her sideways to the right, out of his grasp at least, blood squirting from the new welt.

Jacky was able to roll free, her dress now up over her hips, the matching red thong revealed under the pantyhose, but stars and blood and pain were all she could even partially comprehend now. On his knees, her attacker whipped the weapon horizontally at her again. It crashed painfully into her bare shoulder as she ducked. Moving away wasn’t working, the hurting ‘tec realized. So she dived at him, hoping to somehow out wrestle a man 70 pounds heavier and half a foot taller. Her right hand managed to get a grip on the wrist of his sap hand. She tried to plunge her thumb into the vein, but his glove impended the effort. They were both on their knees facing each other, grappling! 

But he was ready. His free left hand balled into a fist and shot across, cracking her perfectly on the jaw! Too much for her neurons to handle. The comely PI crumpled to the floor, her arms flinging outward. The dress suddenly ripped, revealing a pert, bra-less breast.

Fasio shook his head, then struggled to his feet. He looked down upon her in the meager light, his rage dissipating with his victory. The torn dress now barely covered her midsection; her stockinged legs flopped out at odd angles. The lovely nipple of the exposed breast pointed saucily up at him. Despite himself, the guard felt himself expanding.

He turned on a hall light and noted thankfully that the front door had self-closed. He went to it and listened for any signs of activity. There were none. He pressed the button on his sap and it folded back into itself. Putting it into his pocket, he reached to a back pocket and pulled out the handcuffs. He wasn’t going to fool with this bitch. She was too quick and capable. Strong for her size too. Didn’t look so tough now, he noted, walking back to her. Her red-tipped mouth was lolling open as her head tilted sideways. Everything was red, he noted. Dress, bag, thong, lipstick, fingernails, toenails. Even the slight trace of mascara. And, of course, the blood, the flow of which from her head was slow but steady. A pretty powerful effect he mused, especially playing off her fair shin and silken mane of blonde hair.

She wasn’t classically beautiful he thought, but that trim, athletic figure and catlike grace was strangely compelling. He stared down at the pretty feet and shapely legs. The shiny panty hose added to the allure.

Fasio shook his head. ‘Get a grip. She might come around any time.’ Glancing around, he found exactly what he wanted. A beam stood next to the fireplace floor to ceiling. Why, he didn’t know or care. Who could explain these pre-war Manhattan apartment buildings? Turning to the unconscious woman, he reached down and grabbed her delicate feet. For a few moments, he played with them. The striking red polish aroused him.  After he got things settled, he could take his time and grope her freely. All night. All day. Fasio smiled under his mask.

Dragging her over to the fireplace, he stretched her arms to the beam, and locked the handcuffs on both her wrists, with the chain behind the very solid feeling metal pole. There, the guard said to himself. Nice and comfy. Standing over her, straddling her waist, he decided the dress had to go. He ripped it off brutally and tossed it aside. Rising back to full height he glanced down. Her luscious, perky breasts pointed up to him. His smile grew. Indeed, all night and all day.

He was thirsty. He ambled to the well-appointed kitchen and started searching. One cupboard revealed some wine, sherry and a bottle of vodka. The refrigerator, however, only seemed to contain water, apple juice and, lemonade? Vodka and lemonade, he said to himself? Well, why not. He didn’t care for wine. Poring the drink, he padded back to the living room. His nearly naked prisoner lay deeply unconscious, breathing steady after 24 hours of activity and getting knocked out a third time. He sat down at the sofa across from where she lay, so vulnerable and available, limp and helpless. It was going to be a great 24 hours.

Taking a sip, he leaned back, retrieved his cell phone and punched in Udo’s number. Time to give the man the good news. And work out his reward…

Chapter 31 – NightSucking

Perhaps an hour later, Fasio knelt between the woman’s shapely legs, made luminous by the sexy pantyhose. His punch must have just added to her general fatigue and put her out like a light. He had the woman’s left foot in his hand. He had been ravishing her since shortly after his call to Udo. As he sucked her delicate toes in the hose, he sees in the darkness her nipples harden minutely. He smiles under his mask. This bitch did get off on foot sucking, even while out cold. How marvelous. He grabbed the other limp foot and started massaging, thumb and forefinger against her toes, soles and heels, continuing to stare lustily through the weak nightlight at her glistening, trim, taut figure.

After several minutes of massaging her feet, he started to move up her legs, his hands squeezing, caressing, gently pinching as he went, inch by inch. He occasionally glanced at her inert face, turned sideways, eyes mostly closed, mouth somewhat open, her usual determined look somewhat mollified by the groggy sleep. He felt the sinewy thigh muscles under her silky skin. Enthralling, he thought. Fasio’s penis hardened further. Were her nipples growing even larger and harder, he mused?

His hands met at the satin thong, just under her panty hose, stroking her folds through the material. He felt warmth and wetness.  With disdain, he retrieved a knife from his pants and quickly cut through the shiny material, finally ripping away the last bits of the hose. His right hand gently grabbed and squeezed her vagina through the thong. His joint was throbbing now with desire for her. Her svelte yet surprisingly powerful body mesmerized him. Her arms over her head in this prone, defenseless position, cuffed to the beam, sent daggers of pleasure to his loins. He began to understand what this entire bondage craze was all about.

His mouth went down to her womanhood, pushing the satiny thong to the side. He tasted her wetness and the supple, giving, shaved folds that seem to beckon to him, welcome him. His lips greedily sucked and kissed as his tongue slowly made its way inside her. One hand reached up to grasp one of her perfectly rounded, pert breasts, the nipple so hard and sweet, so sensuously firm to his touch. His other arm snaked its way around her waist to grab a buttock, firm and pliant, so damn desirable.

His tongue joyfully found, touched and tasted her clit, moving around it in slow circles. His lips snaked in to just begin to suck it. He could barely control the liquid seed pulsating in his joint. His constantly moving hands came round to her taut, flat, hard abdomen, pressing, rubbing, stroking.

For a moment, the soft snores seemed to stop. For a few seconds, the dazed detective came to life. As if looking down from above at another woman, Jacky realized and contemplated her situation, even as the sexual tension and pleasure coursed through her. But there could be no willful control of her own muscles or limbs. She was like a rag doll, incapable of self-movement, even as she felt the man’s hands, lips and tongue move over, around and into her. Her nipples passed a small drop of milk. Her vagina was a liquid flame! Briefly, she wondered if he would complete the rape. His tongue again caressed her clit. Suddenly she wanted a man to be in her, banging her, filling her up! Her half open eyes again closed as equal measures of ecstasy and outrage welled up in her. As she slipped back into blackness, her body gave it’s own response. In a moment, the nearly naked beauty climaxed powerfully, a low moan escaping from unconscious lips as she shook…

Chapter 32 – A Crisis of Conscience

Saunders put down the phone slowly, a look of stunned surprise on his face as he sat in his home office. This was second shocking phone call he had made early this Saturday morning and his police mind was trying to deal with it all. 

Yesterday, after talking to Graham and Heywood, he had placed a couple of basically useless calls to acquaintances in the military who claimed to know little or nothing about what might be happening in Eritrea and doubted anything serious was, and who had never heard of any Colonel Butterfield. So he was about to dismiss the Graham women’s claims as groundless. But, nagging at the back of his mind, was the fact that people didn’t get knocked out, captured and beat up over nothing.

So, after a fitful night, he remembered an old college buddy who he had lost track of for many years but whom he recently heard had made Major General and was, or at least used to be, a pretty straight shooter. They had gotten drunk together the night before the buddy had left for boot camp and he had started at the police academy. Saunders had heard his friend had just done a year in Iraq and had then been sent to Yemen on a logistics mission. He arose at 4:00 am and placed some calls and, after 30 minutes, was able to locate his lost friend, just after lunchtime at the Army base in south Yemen. 

After the usual ‘glad-to-hear-from-you’ intros, Saunders got to the point. At first, his friend was hesitant to talk and finally indicated that he would call back on another line. When he called back, the story was not just incredible, it was frightening. Saunders knew the military industrial complex had gotten out of hand here in America, but this was simply too much. Hiding nuclear weapons in a neutral nation! His buddy still was a straight shooter all right, though that gun would now probably put a bullet through his own honest brain.

This second call had been to a well-connected friend in Interpol and it too knocked his socks off. The Aegean Mineral Consortium was indeed a fraud. It was a Greek front for a cabal of international right wing corportivists who, though connections with the World Bank and International Monetary Fund, targeted third world nations for mineral exploitation, often by going in behind newly contracted-for US Military bases. These bases were conveniently to be located in areas of these nations where new, large mineral deposits had been uncovered by local scientists and archeologists. The scientists were either bought off, frightened off or killed, then the mainly unsupervised base construction chewed up plenty of unnecessary open land and, under the cover of massive material and personnel movements as the base got rolling, extremely large amounts of cheap copper, zinc, nickel, magnesium, silver and even some gold got mined and sent for a song through Aegean to supposedly reputable metallurgical corporations, with all the corporate crooks taking fat profits along the way.

The Interpol man was aware of a plan to build bases on Eritrea, but had no idea the contract was so close to signing. His organization was planning to bring the whole matter up discretely at the next G8 session in two months. Politically, of course, it was not feasible to leak this sort of stuff to the media, since the relations between Europe and the US were tenuous enough already, and few European leaders had the balls to flat out call the Americans on these lootings publicly. Besides, some of them were involved.

Saunders thanked his friend, who indicated that Interpol would be most interested in getting feedback on the results of this ‘party’ tonight. The lieutenant indicated he had decided to show up in person and would indeed get back as he hung up. He wondered what Interpol might say if they got wind of the bombs?

It was now 6:00 am and Saunders stood up in his underwear, a cup of lukewarm coffee in his hand. What the hell was he going to do?  Rolosky and Hayes had not just expressed disinterest in the Eritrean deal, they essentially told him to keep his nose out and make sure the Graham woman didn’t get any closer to it either. This was obviously one of those straight from the top dictates that FBI agents didn’t even think to question. “My country, may she always be right, but right or wrong, my country.”

Saunders shook his head. He needed to go upstairs and wake his wife. He’d need Joanne’s agreement to his very sketchy plan. In all probability, he was throwing away that wonderful retirement plan in Marathon…

Chapter 33 – Scissored!

Jacky awoke with more soreness in more places then she would have thought possible. Her head, neck, cheek, ribs, spine and now her back-stretched arms all wailed for relief. How could one woman get into so many fights in so few days? And ultimately, lose them all, even if the odds were not always fair.

Sunlight poured in through the living room windows. Must be around 9:00 am, the detective thought, given the arc of the June rays. Blinking her eyes to clear them, she saw her assailant on the sofa opposite her. He seemed to be asleep. Lot of good that did her, handcuffed as she was.

She stretched to try and relieve the soreness and the pressure on her arms in the awkward position. She looked down at her almost naked body. Stockings now gone too. At least he had not entered her with his penis. Everything else, yes. The woman felt very used and dirty. God she needed to bath and refresh herself. But how to escape?

She had awakened trice during the night as he ravished her. But she felt it better not to complain or struggle as long as he wasn’t actually raping her. It would have only brought more blows and invective and, God knows, she’d had enough of both recently. Besides, she hadn’t the energy or will to fight back anyway. All three times she had quickly drifted back into a fitful, groggy sleep. Thankfully, she was feeling a bit more energetic now along with all the soreness.

She glanced across the room to her wall clock and noted that indeed it was 8:59. Tommy would be coming at 10:00. That ought be a chance to end this home imprisonment. No doubt her assailant would try to force her send the cop away, but Tommy would be smart enough to see through the ruse. It didn’t appear that her masked man here had a gun, so once Tommy arrived and broke in, he should be able to overpower him.

Who was he, anyway, the PI wondered? Couldn’t be just some sexual pervert or thief off the street. He’d been waiting specifically for her. And, much as Jacky prided herself on being sensuously attractive to men, his groping had obviously been a diversion to pass the time. She was being held incommunicado, and that could only be because of the Eritrean affair. So the question was whether this joker was with Fallow, Quang, the mob or, perhaps even the feds.

As she continued to twist to ease the pain, the slight noises she made finally woke up sleeping beauty. After a moment and a yawn, she saw a smug smile through the mouth cutout of his mask. He glared smugly down at her.

“You really make a great late night snack, sweetheart.” The eyes under the mask ogled her almost naked body. “And here in the daylight, round two should be even better.”

Jacky decided to play tough. Awake, it would be quite awful to have to submit to this bastard.

“Look, creep, I’m going to have visitors shortly, police visitors. I am a Private Investigator and work with the police on occasion. I don’t think you want to be here when they come. You can leave me like this. I will live. And, since I can’t positively id you, you’ll probably get away with this. Why not quit while you’re ahead?”

A kind of muffled laughter came from the man in black.

“They may come, darlin’, but they’ll be turned away. See, you’re not here.”

He turned to her wall-mounted communications unit. 

“Buildings like these didn’t use intercoms any longer darlin’, but rather these text-based transmission units to communicate via messages with janitors, doormen, security staff, the garage or even other occupants. They also allowed a tenant to indicate their status, such as ‘home but don’t disturb’ or ‘out, back at such-and such’.” 

The detective noticed that hers indeed said ‘out, back on Sunday’. But how?  She had left it as ‘out, back early Saturday morning’. She obviously hadn’t gotten to reset it when she came in.

Again, that constricted chuckle.

“I know about these units, baby. And also that your doormen change shifts at 8:00 am. Before I started my little nap here, I borrowed you passcard and set the unit as you see it just at 8. So the outgoing guard who saw your car arrive last night wouldn’t see the status change and wonder how come he didn’t see you leave. The new man will think noting other then you are out. Which he will tell any visitors. And without a warrant, you know a NYC doorman wouldn’t let the Mayor in unless he gets word from the owner.

Neat, thought the detective. But it did narrow down the list of groups this clown worked for. He was obviously one of those Pinto guards she’d tangled with. Probably the sergeant she had kicked in the balls and then fought again yesterday. He looked about that height and weight. The detective needed to think quickly, do something before Tommy arrived. She regarded her husky assailant as he sat placidly on her sofa, staring down greedily at her exposed flesh. Well, the ‘tec mused. Won’t be the first time she used her hot little body to her benefit.

“I’d like something to eat, pervert. Being groped always makes me hungry.” She wanted to both anger him a bit and restart his juices. She needed to get him over to her. Hopefully, he had the cuff key in one of his pockets. She twisted as if in further pain from the cuffs and her awkward position, but actually to jiggle her pert breasts and shift her shapely hips for his benefit. He seemed to take the bait.

“You’ll eat when I say so, bitch, not before.” But he rose and started over to her.

“I think I might have a bit of a meal myself. You’ve got one sweet cunt, babe.”

But he circled around to the side, not allowing her to use a free leg.

“You think I’m dumb, huh. Stick my head down your pussy so that you can clock me with one of those fancy kicks of yours? Hah, stupid bitch.”

Removing his gloves, he pulled out yet another set of cuffs from a back pocket. He did NOT see, however, that two keys also came out as he did so, falling noiselessly to the carpeted floor, a few feet from the prone detective who DID see them.

With a quick movement, the burly thug reached down and grabbed one of her ankles. With an instinctive reflex, Jacky lifted her other leg and tried to drive it sideways into him, aiming for his head and he bent down. But that was exactly what he expected, and his other hand caught it in mid-flight.

“Tough little bitch, aren’t you. I like that. Makes me excited. Gets me hard, honey.”

Quickly, his strong hands brought both her trapped ankles back down to the carpet and deftly clasped the second pair of cuffs around them, snapping them shut. 

“There, now, honey. Don’t reckon you’ll be able to do much kicking like this. But, there’s still enough room for me to have fun.”

Sitting beside her, he reached his hands between her knees and first lifted them up at the knee a foot, then parted them, the full foot and a half or so they could open given the bindings on her ankles. Not enough room really for him to mount and enter her, but more then enough for him to slip his head under her knees and eat her. A bit of nausea welled up within the PI at his plan as he moved in, but an alternative thought popped into her always working mind.

Slowly, greedily, he slipped his masked head under her knees, her bare, cuffed feet now resting behind his sideways back as he moved in. His arms wrapped around her upper thighs to keep them parted as he leaned forward towards her womanhood. His tongue flicked out and licked her folds.

She could perhaps lift her legs and try a hatchet-like kick to his spine, of course, but it would take at least a second to move her legs up then down, alerting him, and he still wore his padded jacket and unless it was a perfect blow, she would just get smacked around some more and then still ravaged. No, there was only one hope, as she had to do it now, before his mouth converged on her vagina and his head slipped too far down.

With a sudden, powerful burst, she snapped her thighs shut around his neck!

“Aaaarrgghhh”, he gurgled in surprise. “You bitch, what are you trying to DO!

With a jerk, the PI twisted 45 degrees on the carpet, as far as the cuffs holding her hands would allow. This placed her sideways against the floor, her right leg lying on it with the man’s masked face between it and her naked left thigh, midway between her dripping vagina and bare knees. He faced the ceiling, her top leg throttling his throat as she’d hoped. The chain on the cuffs binding her ankles gave her just enough play to lock them as she twisted, completing the scissors. Now to hold on for dear life. She pressed her amazingly strong thigh muscles against his trapped larynx. Her extended arms started to ache from the awkward position and perspiration formed on her jiggling breasts as he struggled below.

The husky captive whirled and twitched in anger.

“You think you can hold me, bitch…when I get out of this, I’ll break your ribs, sweetheart.”

His hands pressed against her upper thigh to try and push it back, but to no avail. He tried to turn his face sideways to slip his head out, but Sara Jane had practiced this hold far to often under Master Chen’s supervision to allow that. Her sleekly powerful muscles clasped tighter. A slight gurgling escaped the man’s mouth. His bare neck under the mask started to turn red.

Now he flailed with his hands and fists, beating on her thigh, calves, even managing to pound several awkward and far less then full power fists into her stomach. Thankfully, he could only reach her hard, arobicised abs, not her damaged kidneys. 

But then he starting doing what she feared, scratching and pinching her thighs. Some blood started to appear on her legs from the ripping of his uneven fingernails. He grabbed a piece of her buttock and twisted furiously.

“Aaaaahhhhhhhh,” the woman wailed in agony.  She tensed her legs as much as possible to make the firm muscles resistant to the pinches, but her derrière was far much more vulnerable. One particularly nasty twist made her loosen her hold momentarily, but fortunately, the whirling goon did not slip out. 

Closing her eyes for one last do or die attempt, Jacky managed to grip the beam with her cuffed hands and lift herself up a few inches, to add some leverage to the hold. She willed her thigh muscles to conscript his breathing. He tried to turn his head, even minutely, to relieve the pressure on his windpipe.  One hand grabbed her flesh just under a buttock, thumb and forefinger pressed, pinched and rubbed madly. Again she screamed, tears flowing from her sockets.

The pain was just too much for a tortured moment, and the man finally managed to turn his neck sideways. There, the somewhat slippery material of his mask gave him his chance. Prying at her knees best he could, he tugged hard and managed to slip out, his mask pulling off, remaining tucked between Jacky’s naked legs.

The detective realized she had only one second before he would compose himself from his blood-restricted disorientation. As he twisted to sit up and counterattack her, she drew her knees upward towards her stomach, twisted about, then shot her two bound legs straight for his dazed face, his half closed eyes not quite seeing them coming.

“SMACK!” Like two pistons in unison, her twin soles rocketed hard into his nose and eye. He fell swiftly to his side, thankfully knocked out, a trickle of blood soon flowing from his left eye. The detective saw that it was indeed the guard from two evenings before.

Sucking in air gratefully, the detective lay back for a brief moment regrouping. Her arms felt like they were coming out of their sockets. By an act of will, she demanded that her tired and aching thighs not cramp up from all their exertion. A spasm of shaking flitted through her, bouncing her pretty breasts like jelly.

‘Get a grip, Jacky’, she commanded herself. ‘He’ll be coming round all too soon. Got to get those keys. Pray God they are the right ones’.

The two, thin, silver objects were just within range of her bound feet. She reached out to them and, by slowly curling her legs inward, started to slide them both towards the beam, inch by inch. Fortunately, her natural flexibility and all that yoga allowed her to practically bend her legs almost all the way back as she lay sideways on the floor, pushing the keys towards her cuffed hands. Her luscious mounds heaved from the effort, nipples straining forward like darting thimbles.

Finally, she managed to get them within a few inches of her hands. Twisting her wrists and fingers within the limits of her restrictions, she got one key into her left hand. It took a minute, but she then pressed it into the lock. It did NOT work!

Several minutes passed as she twisted and shifted to maneuver the second. Twice she drops it, having to waste precious time and her little remaining energy to retrieve it. Damn, is the guard starting to come around?

‘There! It’s in the lock…Turn it, Jacky, TURN’…YES!...It opens! With a tremendous sigh and another spasm of trembling, the detective brings her arms around front. For a terrifying few seconds, they go completely weak and limp, she cannot MOVE THEM! Blood recirculating. Temporarily paralyzing her!

Several anxious seconds later, they come back to life, though still shaking. The guard indeed is reviving. ‘Open the other pair, Jacky!’

It takes seemingly forever, but they steel circles spring off her ankles. Weakly, she rises to her feet as the guard opens his eyes. He is dazed but nonetheless sits up and sees her standing. Automatically, he sits up and reaches into his pocket for the club. Jacky stumbles back a step, then catches herself. With a combination of desperate fury and exploding rage at this animal, she makes a blind leap forward. Her leg shoots out. She targets his head, but her undisciplined foot rams only into his chest. He falls back prone, wind knocked from his lungs. The detective almost falls from her leap, but her bare feet dig into the carpet and keep her upright, albeit swaying.

The guard shakes his head. Jacky straddles him, looking down with hatred, fear and disgust. She reaches down and grabs his thick head of hair, lifting him several inches from the carpet. His dazed eyes only half see her. Blood still runs down his nose from the eyes.

“Take this, you filthy bastard.” Her right fist slams hammer like against his proffered jaw. She releases his hair at the moment of contact. The thug falls back, down for the count. A piece of rubbery plastic, almost like a mouthpiece, suddenly hangs from the inner lip of his inert face.

The almost naked detective stumbles backwards, wiping her stinging right hand across her tearing, blood-caked face, new blood from his scratch marks clotting on her thighs and along her buttocks. Her legs suddenly give way and she crashes to the carpet, hard on her wounded derrière. Sitting there dumbly, staring vacantly at her fallen adversary, she expends a monumental effort to bring her knees up and drop her hands and aching head upon them. She gives in to a series of convulsive sobs.

Chapter 34 – Making a Plan

“Jacky,’ booms Tommy’s voice from the living room. “Think we got it right here. Last number that yoyo called. It’s labeled ‘Work’ in his directory, but I’ll bet it’s Udo’s. And I think I’ve figured out what this rubberized mouthpiece is. It’s a kind of scrambling device. I’ve seen a few of them before. The mob’s been using them the last few years to try and outfox taps we and the feds use. That’s why he didn’t sound like the guard we fought yesterday.

“And, I’ll bet I can use it to sound like this guy. His name is Fasio according to his wallet. What say I give it a try? Maybe figure out where that third rate mafia son-of-a-bitch is. From what you’re telling me, everything seemingly points to this party tonight. And I’m not just going by what you’re saying about this Fasio, Fallow and Udo either. You didn’t get a call because Fasio disconnected your phone while you were strung out last night, but Saunders called me an hour ago just as I was leaving to come here. Said that there was definitely something to all this stuff you’ve uncovered about this ‘Contract’, Fallow and both the mob and Tongs. Plus something bigger than anyone could contemplate. And that Mineral Company, Aegean? Yeah, he says it’s a front for outfits like Di-Con to make a legal killing in stolen Third World mineral ores. 

“He’s going to be at this party tonight, albeit undercover and unofficially. He seems to think his FBI contacts aren’t exactly playing it straight with him. They’re supposedly playing mum under the cover of this big raid they’re going to pull on the Tongs today downtown. They say they can’t even spell Eritrea. But Saunders thinks they know much more then they’re letting on. Officially, he says neither you nor I should show up at Fallow’s, of course, but I got the feeling he wouldn’t mind if we popped in.”

“Why would he suddenly be so solicitous of us, copboy” the comely ‘tec called out from her bathroom, “a humble desk sergeant like you and a low-rent, female PI like me. I thought all NYPD lieutenants hated both groups equally.” 

Jacky finished drying herself off, looking none-too-pleased at some of her cuts and welts in the full-length mirror. Fortunately, the most obvious ones, the scratches on her buttocks and thighs, should mostly clear up by the evening. The one-piece white suit would hide the rib bruises. She’d wear her special sunglasses at all times other then when actually in the water to cover the slightly swollen eye. The bruises on her cheek and at her lips would…well, she’d have to fake it with some lipstick and make-up. Quickly, she broke out her burgundy nail polish and lipstick, which was her favorite color and worked well both with either blond and blonde hair color and would not accent any of her bruises. And the good thing about the white suit was that it directed attention elsewhere…

She wondered about the implant. It would let Quang know she was heading to Long Island. Her Heather Shaw disguise couldn’t fox the monitor. Well, she figured to run into both the mob and the Tongs out there anyway, so what did it matter. The more the merrier. She touched the three lumps on her head and neck. They were retreating but still sore. 

“Good question, my pretty. Not a good sign for a guy like Saunders to burn his bridges with the FBI. Could ruin a career, if you know what I mean. Whatever this additional Eritrean angle is, it must be huge.”

Jacky put on the sensual suit. It was an inverse V-neck affair, revealing a nice side slice of her perky breasts topped by a mock turtle choker. But it was cut also very high over her shapely hips and had only a thin strap around her back, giving a thong-like effect over her entire midsection, revealing much of her firm, lithely muscled derrière. It was quite tight over the delicious folds of her vagina. It was made out of special, form-fitting Lycra, the type that world-class swimmers used for speed and reduced drag. Jacky was a good swimmer and enjoyed the feeling of thrust and power the suit provided. Her svelte, athletic body looked marvelous in it. Her breasts, two tight, uplifted oranges with proud thimbles for nipples, challenged any male man enough to stare her way.

Her blond wig and contacts were in her duffle bag, as was a matching white skirt and lightweight jacket to add to her outfit for later in the evening. Her stylish two and ½ inch wooden mules with the twist-off heels were in there too. They would take her car so that her other various toys and gadgets would be available. As she patted and prodded her wounds, she heard Tommy punch in Udo’s number on the cell. It was almost noon. Tommy had arrived precisely at 10 as planned. He had found Jacky still sobbing from her fight with Fasio. Though by no means an angel of mercy, he had managed to comfort her and show her into the bathroom for a medicinal bath as he dealt with the Pinto guard. Fasio had proven uncooperative and said little, but neither Heywood nor Jacky figured he knew much anyway. Ten minutes earlier, two cops from the Central Park Precinct had arrived to escort the guard to the station with instructions to make sure he went nowhere else the rest of the day no matter who called or what kind of lawyer showed up. Tommy had kept his wallet and cell phone.

The detective exited the bathroom as Heywood connected. The young cop’s eyes smiled his approval of the detective’s skin-tight suit as she pulled on a pair of powder blue denim cutoffs over it. She then added a pink tee shirt. Even though somewhat loose fitting, her delightful nipples still poked through it, impossible for any man to miss.

“Hello,” the sergeant’s voice, muffled by the rubberized device, spoke into the cell. “It’s me, Fasio. Just…er..checking in. Everything’s ok. The..er…bitch is asleep.”

Walking over, Jacky put her head next to Tommy’s to also listen in.

“Good,” came Udo’s voice at he other end. “Remember, till midnight, then you can take off. Keep using that scrambler. No need to let her on to anything…I’m glad you called anyway. That buddy of yours at my apartment. What was his name, Charley?”

“Charley?” Heywood was puzzled, but he looked at Jacky who vigorously nodded yes. “Oh, yeah,” the cop continued. “Charley. What about him?”

“Get ahold of him. I need him tonight. Tell him it’s worth a grand. Have him be at the New York State Trooper’s barracks in Southampton at nine tonight. Tell him to call my number when he gets there. I’ll fill him in on the details then. Got that?”

“Sure…State Troopers barracks, Southampton at nine. What’s up?”

“Never mind that. Just do it. And keep that nosy bitch on ice. After this deal goes through, I’m gonna pay her a visit she’ll never forget.”

Tommy and Jacky exchanged glances. Jacky smiled through her pain. She’d heard those kinds of threats and propositions before. Part of the territory.

Twenty minutes later, Jacky whipped her coupe out of the building’s underground parking garage, Haywood sitting next to her. She was driving barefoot, something she liked to do. The cop eyed her divine legs barely covered by the short shorts. He also marveled at her defiant profile, seemingly so ready to take on the world.

“Wonder what’s going to go on at that Troopers barracks,” the sergeant mused.

Jacky shrugged her shoulders as she made her way through the midday Saturday traffic, towards the mid-town tunnel. She wondered if the Tong tracking devices were still working. Aaaah. It made no difference now. The die was cast. She was certain all parties would meet up at the party one way or another.

“Somehow it must have something to do with that ecstasy Udo bought” she replied reflectively. “He doesn’t use drugs himself. And, since he isn’t invited to this party, I don’t think they’re for guest distribution. Somehow I think it involves Monica. He needs to use Monica to get to her father. In any event, copboy, guess who’s going to play Charley at the barracks?”

The sergeant smiled slightly. “I figured.” He reached over and patted her luscious, bare thigh, but then turned serious.

“Jacky, exactly what do you expect to do here? Like it or not, this contract, these new bases, seems like a willful expression of foreign policy, approved by both the administration and the Pentagon. And you can’t prove the involvement of the Tongs or mob, at least not yet.”

“I don’t know what I can…or should do, Tommy,” the steely-eyed PI rejoined. “But,…somehow, even forgetting about the Quang and Udo, something isn’t right about this. All the secrecy, all the collusion. Why can’t the American people be brought into these decisions? It’s their money. If these bases are really needed for the security of this country, well then prove it in an open forum. And let the third party contractors be chosen openly too. And what their profits will be and who will be left out in the cold. And whether or not these bases are causing the shut down of bases here…and the related loss of jobs for middle-class American workers. The people should at least be aware…” Her voice trailed off in futility.

Chapter 35 – Report to the Mistress

The sentinel bowed low to the dazzling female presence before him. She toyed with an Emory board along a perfectly manicured nail as he gave his report, the slit in her dress as usual revealing much of her smashing legs as she sat languidly on the sectional.

.

“The commander asked me to make one more report to you, mistress, before he left. The woman, this Ms. Graham, is heading east on the Long Island Expressway. No doubt for Southampton.”

The doll-like features of the perfectly chiseled face nodded ever so slightly.

“Thank you, Lu Pan. I expected as much. I will deal with her later myself. For now, please shut down the monitor and finish packing up. You and the remaining others must be gone within the hour. Make sure Man Tu and the limo are ready. I must go over my plans with him before we also head to Fallow’s mansion.” It was just past one pm.

The sentinel bowed deeply and left in absolute silence. The woman smiled slightly as she gazed into space. Her tongue played itself slowly over her liquid red lips. She could almost taste the detective’s full, pink-brown nipples and feel her wet pussy. How long, Koon Lee wondered, would she get to play before she would have to kill the woman???

Chapter 36 – The Feds Run the Show

Saunders glanced at his watch as he shifted in his seat. 2:30, he noted. God, these FBI boys could talk. Much ado about little he felt. Someone named Aubrey, evidently Hayes and Roloski’s boss just back from DC, had been doing most of the talking, going over the forthcoming attack plan. The large assembly room contained over 200 men, plus a few intent, grim-faced and rather hard looking women. Perhaps half the group were FBI agents, the others NYPD cops of various rank, including assistant commissioner Jenkins. 

Jenkins looked bored, Saunders noted. He must have had to go through these FBI dog and pony shows before, wherein NYPD would be assigned a very menial, backup role, namely hauling away the low level punks into local lockups. The Feds would get all the big boys as well as all the glamour, though the incoming bullets were just as deadly for us. Such is life, Saunders noted.

Fortunately, the raid was scheduled for the afternoon and should be over in a few hours, freeing him to head out to Long Island later. He noted that Aubrey and his fellow FBI big shots seemingly ignored a few pointed questions asked by the NYPD brass present, like how come it was that both Quang and his dragon lady sister happened to be in New York together, something that was rarely known to happen? If they did not know about the raid, why would that be so? Was something compromised? The Tong intelligence was getting better all the time. And what about some military bases supposedly to be built in some place called Eritrea, asked by a slender, bespectacled NYPD inspector? Did that play any role in all this? He had info that the Tongs were seemingly interested in that project. Aubrey knew ‘nothing’.

What the Feds were more then happy to talk about was the fact that they had found out the Tongs new proposed location, on the upper west side, at 98th street. So the raid was actually going to be in two parts, on both locations. Hopefully entrapping them all. Saunders doubted it. The FBI rarely managed to capture ‘them all’.

The raid was to take place at 4:00 pm. Saunders shrugged his shoulders as he left the meeting. Obviously, he hoped it would be successful. The Tongs were nasty people who wielded an undo influence on Chinese society all across the globe. And working now, as they seemingly did, with the communists who still ran the motherland, they were a dangerous geo-political force that needed to be checked. It was just that the Lieutenant couldn’t shake the feeling that the FBI, and too many other US military-political entities, placed combating the Tong evil or the mafia menace as just another chess piece to be manipulated as necessary to advance covert, undemocratic objectives, rather then assure the safety of firstly 275 million Americans and, secondly, the eventual freedom and well-being of all the six plus billion human beings on the planet…

Chapter 37 – Party Time

“My name is Shaw, Heather Shaw,” the pert ‘blond’ spoke smilingly up at the dour-looking ‘butler’, her English accent deliberately more pronounced, an affectation she always utilized when playing Heather. She carried her white duffle bag casually in her right hand and was clad just in the skin tight, white suit covered only by the matching, short-sleeved, linen jacket. Jacky discretely noted several men on the portico and surrounding grounds ogling her; the wooden mules nicely showing off her sexy legs to which she had added an ankle bracelet for effect. She touched her dark sunglasses as a small sign of friendly acknowledgement to the observers as she briefly looked about.

The portico was massive, covering almost all the entire front of the three-story mansion. It was framed by stately columns, an ornate, black, gothic railing and elegantly dotted with the various expensive porch tables and chairs expected of such a veranda.  The estate was nicely settled into a small bend in the Long Island Sound, perhaps five miles off the infamous Long Island Expressway on the edge of Southampton. Ten-foot-high bushes covered the quarter mile front of the place, broken only by the gated and guarded entranceway she had come through. The parking area had been to the right, and a fresh faced but cold-eyed and well-muscled valet nee security agent had taken her car to park it, her toys and gun stashed in the trunk. She and Tommy had talked long and loud through the afternoon as they made their plans as to whether they thought the car would be searched and decided that it wouldn’t. A bit too disrespectful to the various foreign dignitaries. If they were wrong…well Jacky would be expected to deal with the situation. Tommy meanwhile would borrow a fellow party cop’s car and drive to the Trooper barracks by nine.

Other then the little devices in her mules, the detective carried no weapons of any kind. For sure, her duffle would be gone through. As she stood cutely before Williamson, he perused a clipboard containing, among other things she was sure, a list of valid guests.

“I’m a friend of Miss Fallow, if that will help,” Jacky added hopefully, her engaging smile widening, much to the enjoyment of the passing males if not the frosty Williamson. It was about six thirty. The sun was still brilliant, though a gentle breeze from the Sound cooled things off nicely.

Finally the tall thin security man smiled emptily back at her. “Yes, Ms. Shaw, we have you down. As I hope Ms. Fallow explained, this is a gathering of important international functionaries and businessmen. As such, we must take extreme precautions against possible…er…shall we say distractions or unfortunate incidents. As such, I must ask that you let us examine your duffle bag. Once cleared, it will be put in the library here on the first floor. Since I can see you have…er…nothing on your personage (Williamson uncomfortably eyed Jacky’s desirable figure, trying hard not to eye her provocative nipples poking through the lycra) we will not need to…er…frisk you.

“Great,” the detective replied cheerfully. No need for any sarcastic replies to create any upfront enemies before the time came.

“Please note,” the security man continued, “that the second floor of the house is limited to special guests and their parties and that the third floor is completely off limits. You may pass throughout the first floor and, of course, the grounds, pool and beach area as you wish.”

“Thanks, Mr. Er….”

“Williamson, Ms. Shaw. Todd Williamson.”

Jacky smiled her pettiest smile while putting her free hand seductively on her hip as she glanced directly into his eyes. “Glad you’re looking out for things, Todd. I feel much safer already.”

With a playful jerk, she handed her duffle bag to the thin man. Despite his supposed security background and training, he was obviously taken aback by her flirtatious aggressiveness and sensual charm. He was obviously not a man who expected or knew how to deal with advances from hot females. Few men were, Jacky knew. And that handful who could usually turned out to be narcissist bastards. The best guys were usually a touch shy a first.

She walked inside the main door and glanced around the imposing entrance foyer and the three massive rooms off it, left, right and center. The rooms to the left and right were essentially ballrooms, now crowded with busy, chatty emissaries and associates, while the chamber ahead was a massive living room area, turned into a dual buffet food line for the party. Two swirling, carpeted staircases abutted the entrance to the living room and curled up to the second floor, which had a balcony that overlooked the lobby foyer she stood in. Up there, three or four handsome young men looked down, savoring her entrance, she noticed. She smiled coyly at them all and walked slowly forward towards the food, her hips swinging just enough to maintain their attention. Cool Jazz music filtered through the acoustic system.

After grabbing a vodka and orange juice and a small plate of some delicious hors d'oeuvres, the sleek detective walked out the rear set of double glass doors to the huge, decorative wood and tile deck that had a magnificent view of first an Olympic-sized swimming pool and, beyond, the Sound. The water in both looked quite blue and inviting. While looking innocently about, she made some preliminary observations. Firstly, there was no sign of Fallow. There had been a supposedly nonchalant, casually dressed muscle man at the foot of each of the staircases who would be part of Williamson’s security team she knew. Both the second and third floors of the mansion were balconied on both the east and west sides, no doubt for rich sunbathers to catch the sun first in the morning on the east, then from the west in the afternoon. The structural design of the place was obviously originally early 20th century. Some untaxed, pre-WW1 robber baron had no doubt originally built it. But several layers of changes over the decades had obviously been made, some more tasteful then others. Still, the overall picture was one of delicious and decadent gilded age luxury, upgraded for the go-go, twenty-first century corporate crook.

Jacky would not be able to get to the second floor from the outside. The first floor was really one of those ‘floor and a half’ setups, making it about 18 feet to the second floor balconies. And there would be too many people milling about the grounds all night to start from outside. But the third floor balconies would be accessible from the level below, assuming she would be able to retrieve her rope and clamp from the car trunk. If she was taller and could jump higher, she might not need such assistance, but, alas, facts were what facts were.

She assumed the contract would be in some third floor study, where Fallow, the Eritrians and the appropriate Pentagon brass would retreat to around midnight for the signing ceremony. She meant to find and photo the damn thing before that, devil-may-care what happened afterward. In her heels was a miniature 1 ½ inch by ½ inch camera cell phone that had set her back two grand the year before, but which had proven quite handy. She had programmed in Tommy’s cell number and would send him the contract pages if she were successful. If nothing else, even just passing the blank contract to an appropriate media source would make for a powerful leveraging tool in her subsequent ‘discussions’ with Fallow, the brass, the Africans and, as necessary, the FBI. Meanwhile, she’d have to be on the lookout for Quanq’s team and Udo’s rep, whoever and wherever they might be. Jacky chuckled wryly to herself. Playing Wonder Woman again, eh, old girl?? Taking on all comers!

Downing her drink and finishing a final shrimp, the detective decided it was time to make her presence officially known. It was near 7 now, but it was still light and delightfully warm and the sensuous June sea breeze was caressing her shapely legs. She removed her jacket as she slipped down the deck steps to the tiled walkway that led to the pool where perhaps 50 or so younger guests, and those who had enough money to consider themselves young by default, were cavorting. Only a couple of the truly water-oriented were actually in the pool. The rest were simply showing off their tans and physiques, including, as expected, several blonds whose balloon-like beasts practically exploded out of their bikinis.

Many eyes turned in her direction as she made her way to an empty lounge chair a few yards back from the pool, her tightly rounded derrière swaying and wooden heels clicking provocatively on the pastel tile as she moved. Slowing dropping the jacket onto the chair, the slim but enticing PI slipped off her mules and sunglasses and, deliberately catching a number of male eyes as she passed, languidly walked to the diving board. Her blond wig was completely waterproof and her blue contacts caused her no problem in water. They should be all right, she mused. They had each cost enough. In the fading sunlight, depending on the angle a man might be viewing from, Jacky knew that the skin tight, white suit around her firm, uplifted breasts sometimes gave the impression of nakedness. Her delightful nipples, hardening now under the tension of the moment, added to that illusion.

Climbing up on the board, she posed for a moment, completely erect, arms at her side. She heard a couple of ‘Go, baby’ from some men in the entranced audience. That coy smile formed on her face while her almost ever-present fierceness shone brightly from her now blue-tinged eyes. 

With a flourish, rising to the balls of her feet, she darted forward, jumped once at the end of the board to gain momentum, then again launching into her dive, a near-perfect 1 and a half gainer, cutting smartly into the water like a nymph-like blade. She then moved into her basic crawl, swimming mid-speed, but with a dance-like precision that was almost hypnotic. While many of the males continued to ogle her with desire as she glided effortlessly through the water, most of the envious females turned away and tried to restart their interrupted conversations. 

As the marvelously athletic detective continued to do lap after lap, the deliciously warm water massaging her sore ribs, two other pairs of eyes continued to follow her. One set, female and Chinese, gazed down suspiciously from a second floor room window back in the house. Koon Lee was not to be fooled by any wig or contact lenses. She had seen and sampled that sleek figure only a few days before. And, of course, the monitor had indicated she was moving towards Southampton. The dragon lady nodded to her Chinese partner, a serious looking man, lean but very fit looking. He nodded back.

Two dark brown Italian eyes also tracked the winsome swimmer from a glass table on the expansive deck. Ignoring the inane patter of his fabulously-built Italian date sitting across the table, this man, known as Cooltown Frankie to his friends, Frank Manicotti to the authorities, happened to be yet another nephew of John Pinto. He was a Long Island resident, whose basic job for the mob was to act as a ‘connected playboy’ and ensure he got himself invited to little affairs like this one, and then to keep his eyes and ears open. Uncle John had indicated that there might be some action tonight involving host Fallow and his second cousin, Larry Udo. While he knew nothing specific about Jacky, his sixth sense told him a woman like this was something to pay attention to.

Finally, after perhaps 25 laps, Jacky, feeling exhilarated and powerful, cruised to the left side of the pool and, using only her sleekly muscled arms, her firm triceps flexing ever so slightly, lifted herself out. The waterlogged suit seemed almost invisible as she did so, giving onlookers a delicious view of her taut, sultry physique, those bullet-hard nipples pointing out almost indecently.

A middle-aged foreigner, somewhat dark-skinned and Islamic looking, dressed in a ‘for the pool’ tan and blue jacket and pants combination, moved towards her, towel in hand.

“Allow me, beautiful lady. The breeze is starting to cause a chill. We would hate to lose your enchanting presence to a sniffle.”

Jacky accepted the towel as he wrapped it around her, his hands pressing perhaps a bit more against her flesh then necessary as he did so. She smiled at him. He was a short man, no taller then Jacky herself. His face was pleasant but by no means handsome.

“Thank you, kind sir. To whom do I owe the pleasure?”

Grateful that his action had been approved, the slightly pudgy foreigner bowed discretely. 

“My name is Omara Ustahan. I am the foreign minister of Eritrea. I hope you have heard of my country.”

Wiping her face, Jacky looked pensive. “Ummm, let me see…isn’t that on the East Coast of Africa, near the Sudan, across from Saudi Arabia?”

The minister looked happy. “Excellent, my dear.  I am impressed. So many of the Americans are, shall we say, geographically-challenged. But I note you are English, yes?”

The detective’s enhanced native accent was usually a good icebreaker at times like these. And she enjoyed the trace of cockney returning from her youth.

“Correct, Minister Ustahan. From London, originally, then Brighton. Actually I’m only here a few months. Looking for work. I’m a copywriter. Would like to break into public relations. That’s how I met Mr. Fallow’s daughter Monica. She invited me here. Maybe I can make a connection.”

“Ah yes, the charming Ms. Fallow. I have met her once or twice. A nice, sweet girl. Yes, public relations would be a fine field for you to set yourself up in. Perfect for an attractive, active young woman like yourself.”

Jacky pretended to blush. “Thank you, Mr. Minister…” Not bad to be called young, at any rate.

“Please,” the man cut in hurriedly, “call me Omara. Everyone does. Being a foreign minister, in its way, is much like being a PR agent itself. I’m constantly trying to market my nation.”

Jacky thought it time to jump ahead.

“And what brings you so far from home…Omara? My name is Heather, by the way.”

The short man politely shrugged and affected a small, discrete smile. “A little business, of course. No rest for the weary”

“With Mr. Fallow?” the detective pressed.

The minister shrugged again. From the corner of her eye, Jacky saw his two much larger attendants, standing perhaps a couple of yards behind, suddenly look up attentively. The looks on their faces were NOT polite. Don’t push this, old girl, she warned herself. All in due time. Finished drying herself, she pulled the towel up around her neck, again revealing her lush body, including those challenging nipples. The minister couldn’t help but notice. He was no strict adherent to Islamic law, she thought knowingly.

“I think I need a drink…Omara. Do you think we could get one?”

The rounded face again smiled eagerly. Turning, he snapped his fingers at one of his burly attendants. Then looking back at Jacky, “What is your pleasure, my dear?”

“Oh, they don’t seem to have any lemonade, so I suppose vodka and orange would be alright.” She playfully put her hand on his chest as she chuckled.

With a brief glance at his flunky, sending the minion on his way, the minister took Jacky’s hand in his.

“Come, my dear, let us sit and get to know each other.”

From a room on the third floor of the house, yet another pair of eyes gazed at the couple as they sat down at an umbrellad table, perhaps ten yards from the pool. It was Fallow, tense and rigid as seemingly always was these days. He put his hand to his mouth and sucked a large puff of tobacco into his lungs. He normally kept himself to a five cigarette a day limit, but this was already his ninth. The woman was familiar, somehow. After musing a moment, he reached for his phone and pressed the intercom button. After a moment, it clicked on and a man’s voice answered.

“Get me Williamson,” he barked….”

Chapter 38 – Reflections over a Cigarette

Ten minutes later, Fallow was punching his speed dial to connect with his daughter. Williamson had indicated that the unknown but seemingly familiar blond was supposedly Monica’s friend and invite. Fallow continued to look sourly out the window at Ustahan and the sensuous woman as they sat flirting with each other poolside perhaps 50 yards from him. The minister’s two bodyguards looked faintly annoyed as they stood around uselessly while their master played Don Juan. Ustahan was known for talking a bit too much, Fallow remembered. He hoped the damn son-of-a-bitch remembered how important this night was.

Monica’s voice clicked on.

“Yes, Dad,” she intoned a bit petulantly. Monica was usually petulant with her father.

“Did you invite someone named Heather Shaw to the party tonight?”

“Yes, I did,” the girl replied in a bored, arrogant, youthful voice. “Met her last night. She sort of rescued me from a drunk. She’s trying to break into my business and I wanted to repay her. Besides, as I’m sure you can see, she’ll make all the ‘customers’ happy.”

“I wish you wouldn’t keep referring to these people as ‘customers’ Monica,” Fallow answered sternly. “What I do ultimately helps to keep America secure, and these people are part of the price we pay.  Please remember that.”

“Yes, dad,” the daughter replied with a touch of sarcasm.

“Where are you? Are you on your way?”

“Just started. Mia is passed out in the back. Her natural state, but she’ll come around by the time I get there. Should arrive in Southampton by ninish as expected, assuming the LIE isn’t worse then usual.”

Fallow sighed. Stoned-out, punk rock entertainers were not his cup of tea, but queue sera, sera.

“All right. Don’t speed, Monica. I can only fix so many tickets you know.”


“Yes, dad.” The girl clicked off.

Fallow resumed watching the couple by the pool. The woman was not a voluptuous beauty, but her tight, athletic figure, glistening skin, amused smile and seductive manner made her quite appealing, he noted. Ustahan was certainly enthralled. Why did he feel he knew this woman somehow? A vague thought played in the back of his mind. Something to do with blond vs. blonde. But he let it go.

Looking slightly to his left towards the deck, he noted the tanned Italian seated next to a very well built, talkative redhead. He was a stranger to Fallow, but it was not unusual for Fallow to not actually know a number of guests at his parties. Di-Con’s powerful and well-connected CEO, Howard Armbruster, always had a hand in deciding who attended any Di-Con sponsored event and often invited seeming strangers. For all Fallow knew, some other totally unrelated deal might be going down this evening and the Italian might be part of it. But Fallow knew that nothing was more important tonight then the contract signing. It would be worth over 300 million to the company over the next three years, and almost 5 percent, about fourteen million, would be his as long as he kept everything under control. With that kind of money, he could finally think about retirement and getting out of this slimy, military-industrial rat race. Just three more years. Build the damn bases, get the bombs secured, make the neo-con warmongers happy. Fallow took a final puff on his cigarette and crushed it out hard in the ashtray. He shrugged his shoulders. It wasn’t what he had planned to become as a boy, but he remembered all those dark, cold, hungry nights living over the bare bones grocery his father had run. He had sworn to never be cold or hungry again. He had kept that promise, at least, no matter what the cost.

His eyes again drifted towards the end of the pool where the fit looking blond was fawning over the Eritrian. He hoped the damn Islamic bastard wasn’t saying anything stupid.

Chapter 39 – Trooper Snooper

At 9:05, as a cooling darkness descended over the island, two separate events, close to the Fallow beach mansion, occurred almost simultaneously. Just off the Southampton exit of the Long Island Expressway, Monica Fallow was pulled over by State Trooper Neddy Harrelson while about two miles away, NYPD Sergeant Tom Heywood drove into the huge, well-marked parking lot of the Southampton New York State Trooper barracks, itself a sparkling, new, red brick affair, quite posh as befitting the general wealth of the area. Haywood glumly noted that his beat up Central Park precinct could probably fit into the separate Utility Building off to the left of the main complex.

Shrugging his shoulders, Heywood made to get out of the borrowed car and reconnoiter a bit when his cell phone rang. It was Udo.

“Where are you?” the Italian demanded. Quickly, Heywood retrieved the mouthpiece from his tan cargo shorts. Stuffing it into his mouth he finally replied.

“Just got to the barracks. So what’s the deal?”

“I just got a call from my…er…associate,” the petty mobster rejoined. “In a few minutes, he’ll be bringing in Monica Fallow and some two-bit female singer on a possession of drugs charge. You job is quite simple. Identify yourself to my associate, Trooper Ned Harrelson, as a Pinto guard. That’s all you gotta say. Then just sit tight at the barracks until they release the Fallow girl into your custody. Don’t worry about the singer. They’ll hold her overnight, then let her go.”

“They’re just going to drop a drug charge?” Heywood tried to act surprised.

“Look, Charley or whatever you name is, just do as I’m tellin’ ya. Don’t ask questions. Do this right and the extra grand will be in your next paycheck, tax free.”


“Sure,” Heywood responded meekly.

“You make it known to the Fallow girl , … you know her by sight, yes?”

“Yes,” the cop answered. “I’ve seen her at Fallow’s office once or twice.” Well, that was a lie, of course, but he had seen her at the club the previous night.

“Right,” Udo continued. “Tell her it’s all part her old man’s business and she should just be a good girl and come along peaceably. Since she knows you a bit, she should trust you. You drive her in her car to the old man’s mansion.  She’ll direct you. You take her in personally. You’ll meet Fallow’s security man, Williamson, at the front door. He’ll hand you a packet of papers. Don’t worry about what they are. Just get the papers and head out. Outside will be a guy in a champagne-colored Cadillac. He’ll be with a dynamite redhead. Don’t say nothing. Just get in the back seat. Hand the papers to the redhead. The guy will drive you back to the barracks. Pick up your car and head home. You job’s done…Got that?”

“Sure.” As he clicked off, wheels started spinning in the Sergeant’s head. He’d follow that plan right up to that last part. He wondered where Jacky might be when he got to the mansion.

As he was thinking, he saw lights enter the parking lot and pass on to the business end of the facility. The large, white police cruiser came to a stop in front of the special double-doored entrance to the booking department. A burly cop got out and signaled to a fellow trooper who appeared at the doors to come assist him. Heywood noted the driver had a cube-shaped package in his hammy right hand. 

Monica Fallow, pale and shaking, was let out the rear passenger door, her arms handcuffed behind her back. Tears were in her eyes. The second trooper reached inside the car and lifted an unconscious woman in a dark pantsuit onto his large shoulder. God, Heywood thought, all these troopers looked like damn body-builders. He needed to get back to the gym a bit more himself. Even though it had been play-acting, he had even been impressed by how strong and agile Jacky had been last night.

Exiting his car, Heywood slowly made his way to the same entrance, taking in the surroundings as he did so. In his cargo pocket was a Pinto Security Associates Badge he had also lifted from Fasio. He left his gun in the car. He hoped he wouldn’t need it. It was going to be an interesting night.

Chapter 48 – Dinner with the Elite

The Eritrian minister nodded politely but authoritatively at the casually dressed man at the foot of the stairway, who stood aside to let Ustahan and his party, including Jacky, up the stairs. The detective clung greedily to the short man’s arm, her ticket to the second floor. The two Eritrian gofers, following closely behind, were less then pleased, but used to their boss’s dalliances. The man on the right was actually the nephew of Ustahan’s wife. But in the world of Islamic politics, he would never confirm to his aunt any of these affairs. Nor would the silently suffering wife ever ask.

Jacky had again put on her light jacket and mules and had added the matching linen skirt that still reveled several inches of her strong, shapely thighs and clung snugly to her nicely rounded derrière as she made her way up. In her free hand she carried a small white bag. In that bag, however, were not the usual toiletries one might expect to find in a woman’s purse. Forty minutes earlier, as the sun set over the Sound and the guests around the pool broke off and headed inside to change for dinner, the barefoot detective had slipped away from Ustahan’s group and made her way clandestinely around the side of the big house and through trees and bushes back to the paved parking area towards the mansion’s entrance. 

Through the gathering gloom, she had noted the young man who had parked her car seated inside a small hut designed for such guardians. He looked bored as well he should be. But he also looked potentially dangerous, muscles and good looks radiating from him. Jacky had decided to take no chances. She had languidly strolled up to his hut, clad only in her sensuous white suit, those marvelous nipples and virtually exposed labia demanding the attention of any foolish man who looked her way.

“Evening, maam,” the young man had offered, obviously surprised and somewhat stunned by the sudden appearance of this water nymph from the woods behind. “Can I help you?”

Jacky had repainted her sultry lips with her favorite burgundy shade after slipping away from Ustahan. They matched her ½ inch fingernails and manicured toenails. Their liquid wetness hypnotized liked a gliding serpent as she spoke. She put her hand up to a faux blond hair to push a curl slightly aside, a move simply designed to further inflame the young man.

“I got a little bored up front. 90 percent of those VIPs are either too old or too slow, if you know what I mean. I wondered if you might have a few free minutes.”

Her smile and direct gaze into the guard’s eyes left no doubt as to her meaning. His greedy eyes took in her electrifying figure in the mesmerizing suit.

So distracted, the sentry could do nothing but stutter and fumble.

“Well, er, perhaps later, maam…I have to watch the lot. Williamson, er… the head of security would have my head if…”

Jacky had expected such a response. Hoped for it actually. She really didn’t have time to perform the act of sex right just now, in some crowded little hut, although the powerful young man certainly looked like he would make it worth her while. There was a slight tingle in her loins. Danger and sex, she mused, the two most powerful aphrodisiacs.

“Perhaps later then, after midnight. What time are you on to?” Her hand slid slowly to his groin, Her fingers cupped his joint and testicles. She fondled them slowly as her face drew near his. His penis started to enlarge.

The boy’s smiled in disbelieving rapture. “One o-clock. Party will break up then I understand.

“Well then, er…”

“Tony,” the boy responded quickly. Tony Miller.”

The detective smiled broadly. Her lips brushed his as her hand worked its magic.

“Well, Tony, perhaps I can come for my car at 1:30 ish. Would that work?”

The powerfully built sentinel smiled with pure lust.

“That would be perfect, Miss, er…”

“I’ll introduce myself later, Tony. Just make sure you’re here at 1:30. I’m feeling especially horny tonight. I hope you can do something about it.”

The look on the young man’s face was as if St. Pete had just opened the gates. Jacky bit her lip to keep from laughing, even as she squeezed his bursting member. ‘Mmmmm, she thought, he was big. It was fun to play with men when one could, the bastards.

“But for now, I need to get my bag from my car. Need to freshen up my makeup and such. Will that be alright Tony?” Her gleaming face framing a lustrous smile glanced up at him as the PI put her other hand on his arm and squeezed it ever so slightly. She thought she felt semen start to pass through his joint.

“Su…sure. It’s…er…parked over…”

“I can see where’s it parked honey.” She interrupted huskily. “Just let me have my keys. I’ll be back in a flash.” Jacky pressed herself gently but suggestively against him, still working his member. She smiled inwardly as she felt his rising penis start to cum. Calm down, you closet nympho, Jacky warned herself. Can’t have him rip your suit off just now. The poor boy groaned as he handed over the keys.

Ten minutes later, Jacky was discretely back on the rear deck, wearing the mules and additional clothes from her duffle in the library. Her purse now containing the super strong vinyl rope and rock climber’s clamps. She grabbed Ustahan’s arm as he passed into the house.

It was past nine now, and the more important guests were heading upstairs for the various semi-private dinners that had been arranged. From his kiosk near the front door, Williamson looked at the Eritrian group with some annoyance. The little bitch had certainly worked fast, he noted. Any number of the big blondes around would have given an enormous right tit to be hanging on such an important arm tonight. The security man had been surprised by Fallow’s call concerning her, too. Something was not right here, his trained nose told him.

Suddenly, the phone by his right arm on the kiosk rang. All calls to the mansion tonight would ring here first. The tall, lean man reached for it.

“Fallow Manor..Williamson here.”

“Mr. Williamson, this is lieutenant Jefferson of the New Your State Police, here at the Southampton barracks. I wonder if I might be allowed to speak to Mr. Fallow?”

The security man was taken aback. He might expect White House assistants or Pentagon colonels to be calling, but the local state cops? What the hell…”

“Er…is this important…lieutenant? We’re throwing a diplomatic party here tonight and Mr. Fallow is extremely busy entertaining.”

“Please tell him that we’ve arrested his daughter, Monica, on a drug possession charge. I think he would consider that important. Even if this proves out to be a mistake of some kind, there are always reporters from both the local and New York papers in and out of our station, as you might expect. I doubt Mr. Fallow would want any details, valid or not, to leak out.”

Williamson took the phone from his ear and looked at it with surprise and wariness. What had he just heard? Certainly not the voice of a straightforward cop informing him of an arrest. Much more like some kind of blackmail plot. God, and tonight of all nights!

Unseen by Wiliamson, two pairs of eyes in the first floor ballroom to his left, supposedly just dancing, eyed him curiously through the open double doors. The tanned Italian smiled as he noted the sudden look of concern on the security chief’s face. Clearly the message was being delivered, the trap being set! He looked at his watch as he twirled his voluptuous redheaded partner around. Nine thirty. Right on schedule. He pulled his bosomy partner in a bit tighter to savor the delightful feel of her huge chest, killer hips and tight vagina. The redhead thought her own thoughts.

Upstairs, Jacky played the role of ingénue as best she could, given she was twice the age such girls usually were. Her accent, of course, helped. Introductions were presented to royalty, businessmen, politicians, general officers, the whole nine yards. Outside of one or two who looked authentic and hard working, the detective wouldn’t have given a rat’s nest for the lot. Even the British Colonel seemed to be part of the sick, corrupt charade. The detective’s stomach churned at the deviousness and subterfuge.

Reconnoitering, Jacky saw that the two end stairwells up to the third floor required passage through specially designed doors that were no doubt more then just locked. The detective figured that besides setting off alarms if one attempted to use them without the appropriate access card, one might also absorb some deadly electric voltage.

Ustahan never left her side, his right hand growing ever more familiar with her firm right buttock as they passed about. They moved to one of the many ‘dinette’ areas on the second floor, all having mobile partitions on three sides. It was a nice way to give groups of six or eight a semblance of privacy, yet also easy access to others about them. Unfortunately, Jacky was unable to see the Chinese party at the far left end of the floor. There, the Chinese ambassador to the UN introduced his ‘niece’ and ‘nephew’ to fellow diplomats throughout the meal. The ambassador knew nothing of the evening’s plans but inherently knew enough to know his young Tong ‘relatives’ were up to something and his job was simply to keep his mouth shut.

Fallow’s food was delicious. He did not sit at Ustahan’s table, though they exchanged several ‘meaningful glances’ as they moved about before sitting for dinner. His gaze fell only briefly upon the detective, but she felt the frostiness in his polite smile and the questioning look in the back of his eyes. She tried hard to maintain the vitality of her cockney to throw off suspicion.

Ustahan’s hands were now permanently groping the PI’s behind as dessert arrived. But Jacky maintained her pert smile and chipper dialogue. It was just past 11 now and she knew things would begin to pick up shortly. Her hand moved to Ustahan’s thigh and squeezed sensuously, her nails digging in playfully. The blissful smile on his face told her she had him in her hip pocket.

Fallow suddenly appeared in the various dining areas and announced that after coffee, special attractions would be presented at poolside and that everyone should move out there as soon as possible. The detective noted he said nothing about a singer. Where was that singer Monica had spoken on? For that matter, where was Monica? She hoped that Tommy knew. As for Fallow, despite his pasted on smile, he looked even more taut and worried then ever. Something was up.

As people finished their cappuccinos and Ustahan and his party started to make for the exit, the comely detective excused herself.

“Must freshen up, minister…er…Omara. Will meet you down there in a bit.”

“Do not be long, dear lady. Your presence has made this party a special night for me.” Jacky noticed the wry look the minister’s two bodyguards gave him and each other. 

As people filed out, Jacky surveyed the breath and depth of the second floor. She decided the corner bedroom on the northwest side, towards the front of the building, would serve her best. Unfortunately, she did NOT see the pair of male Chinese eyes observing her from the other end of the floor, from the distant dining area that he, the ambassador, and his mistress had occupied most of the evening, in planned seclusion.

“The English bitch makes for the bedroom on the far side mistress,” the fit young man turned and relayed to his superior. The gorgeous Chinese madam nodded slowly, smoke escaping slowly from her mouth from the slender cigarette she smoked. The ambassador had professionally excused himself a few minutes earlier and headed for the outside entertainments.

“She is certainly going to try and get to the contract.”

“To destroy it,” the man asked in concern?

“Hardly. That would only delay things a day or so until a new original could be prepared. I think her idea is to expose it. She’s knows that both we and the Italians are involved. I’m sure she suspects some subterfuge among the American and Eritrian brass also. In her muddled British/American mind, she probably thinks that making the contract public might somehow make something right. These pathetic, patriotic fools.”

The breathtaking oriental grimaced with scorn. Suddenly, from her bag came the soft ringing of her cell phone. Opening the peach purse that nicely matched her highly slit, very form-fitting Chinese dress, she reached past the black revolver inside and retrieved the device. She crossed her fabulous legs, revealing most of her right thigh, incredible calves and the stunning 4½-inch ankle strap silver heels that graced her small and shapely feet.

It was her brother, speaking in Chinese. As her well-dressed male associate looked on, he saw the lovely, doll-like face grow concerned. The personnel move had gone wrong. The FBI and NYPD had known of the new hideout, on the upper west side of Manhattan. A raging gun battle had ensued. Perhaps twenty-five of his men had been killed or captured. Fortunately, Quang had planned alternate escape routes. Several groups of his men had initially escaped, though he heard that most had subsequently been caught at the various bridges and tunnels as they sought to flee the city. Quang himself, with five firmly loyal troops, had made it back to the piers on the east side where, unknown to the any of the American authorities, a French yacht, which was actually owned by the Tongs, was waiting. The French crew of five was ready to go. This exit from New York for the Tong commander had been the original plan. The 120-foot, multi-decked ship cleared the harbor with no trouble at all, sailing right past an unknowing Coast Guard patrol boat as it did so.

He would arrive off the beach by Fallow’s mansion just past midnight, as planned. There could be no delays, as certainly the Coast Guard had been alerted by now. Koon Lee whispered her understanding and rang off.

She looked sharply up at her companion who had deduced most of the conversation from his mistress’s hard, short answers.

“Is the launch ready by the beach?” 

The man nodded. “Yung Nu called me fifteen minutes ago while you went to the restroom. It will pull into Fallow’s dock at 12:15 as scheduled.  Assuming you get the information you need, we can leave then for the commander’s yacht. Even Man Tu did not know what that ‘information’ was, nor the purpose of the strange looking mouthpiece he carried in his suit jacket for his mistress. His was not to question.

“Alright, that tanned Italian with the cow of a redheaded girlfriend must be the mafia’s point man. We must see him now to ensure all is in order. Then we must come back for Ms. Graham.” The scowl on her face turned into a twisted smile as she relished the thought.

Chapter 48 – Taking Pictures

The sleek detective had removed her extra clothing and quietly opened the balcony doors of the second floor corner bedroom and looked out. The night air was cool and refreshing. She heard the sounds of birds and insects in the nearby woods. She felt the tingling exhilaration she always did when commencing to take action. In her hands was the rope and clamp. Fortunately, it was a cloudy night. Little light would reflect off her skimpy white suit or silky fair skin. 

Moving out onto the balcony, the PI gazed discretely down. No one was about. All the noise and activity seemed to be out back by the pool. The balconies were solid, elegant, dark wood affairs, and with four inch rail ledges that would be perfect for the clamps at the end of her rope. With practiced expertise, she let out about two feet of play, twirled the end around a few times on the outside of her balcony, then launched it upwards. The rubberized clamps made little noise as they successfully caught on the ledge above.

Successfully ready to go, she dashed back inside the bedroom to get her mules. In a flash, she had pushed both two and a half inch heels against their hinges, opening them and revealing in one, her miniature cell phone, and in the other, her glass cutting pick. 

On a whim, she decided to take a chance. She probably ought move as quickly as possible, but she wondered if Tommy knew of Monica’s situation. Pushing the speed button, the device connected and rang. Tommy answered softly.

“Jacky?” his voice whispered tentatively.

“Yes, copboy. What’s up?”


“She’s here, all right. Drug charge. A cube of ecstasy. The one Udo bought, no doubt. What a guy. He planted it in her car.”

The detective’s face contorted a bit. The bastard, she thought. Using a decent young girl who cared for him. She was glad she had pistol-whipped him out at his apartment. Most men were pricks.

“Looks like a blackmail scam all right,” the sergeant continued. The trooper who brought her in is back out on patrol, but this lieutenant here, Jefferson, is handling this case all by himself, not SOP at all. Even parked the cube in his own office safe, ho ho ho. I introduced myself a few minutes after they brought her in and booked her. He’s accepted me as Udo’s associate, thank God, but went to another room to make the call to Fallow. Judging by his happy air, all must be on schedule. Jefferson is going to release the girl to me at five to midnight to drive over there. If some Italian guy named Manicotti gives me the high sign via a cell phone when I arrive, I turn her over to, what’s his name, Williamson? Williamson then supposedly gives me some papers. I meet Manicotti outside, pass over the papers and he drives me back here to get my car. I’m done, supposedly, at that point. What’s up at your end?”

“I’m about to see if I can access the contract. I’m certain it’s in some top floor study. If I can get to it, I’m going to photograph it and send it to you via my cell. Tommy, whatever else happens tonight, I depend on you to get those pictures to appropriate people.”

There was a moment of silence at the other end.

“Believe it or not, my love, a former good buddy of mine from the ‘hood actually put his brains to good use. He’s a crack reporter for the Times now. He’d lick his chops for a shot at a story like this. Might be a bit rough for your client though.”

“Fallow’s a big boy who chose to swim in these waters. I don’t think he’s a bad guy, but he’s helping bad guys make big money at the expense of poor, dumb taxpayers, if not also their lives or those of their children. And taking his own cut for doing so too. Time the people at least knew a bit of what these military-oil-corporate SOBs were doing.

Heywood chuckled over the line.

“OK, princess. Send me the pix if you get them. But again, who’s there?”

“I’ve made, shall we say, ‘contact’ with the Eritrian foreign minister, Ustahan. He seems to find my derrière desirable.”

“As do I, luscious one, as do I.”

“I spotted a grease ball who may be Udo’s compadre, this Manicotti you call him, time will tell. But no sign of the Tongs. Only Chinese here that I’ve seen is their ambassador to the UN. But I can’t believe they’d just trust Udo to handle whatever their end of this deal is supposed to be. I’m keeping a lookout for them.


“As for Fallow, he looks more wired then ever. Like he may pop at any moment. I guess that call you spoke of must have done it. Bet he’s agreed to their terms…. Ok, copboy…. let me go and play Catwoman.”

Turning serious, the cop replied. “Don’t do anything crazy, Jacky. The odds are much too long. I‘ll be there soon.”

The sultry detective clicked off. She wedged both the miniature phone and pick under her suit-top, between her proud, firm breasts, which held them snugly in place. Her nipples were like hard thimbles, thrusting against the lycra. A clock in the bedroom indicated it was 11:36.

With the adrenalin flowing, the detective made her way back out onto the balcony. Its wooden floor felt cool to her naked feet. Still no one below, thank God! With renewed purpose, she pushed off on her soles reaching as high as possible and grasped the nylon rope with her bare hands and pulled upwards as her shapely, toned calves entwined about the cord.  Her delightfully lean figure swinging about in the dim, cloudy moonlight, she struggled higher. Slowly, with timed, periodic lifts, she inched her way up, sinewy, slightly noticeable biceps automatically flexing with the effort, her taut abdominals accepting the strain of the pulling. Inch by inch, the centimeters passed by until finally the nubile detective was able to reach up her right arm and grab the top of the third floor landing’s ledge. She followed with her left hand. Then with a powerful, athletic thrust, she leaped up and managed to get her bare right thigh over the ledge. In a second, after pulling the rope up behind her, she was at the double doors to the third floor bedroom. Reaching inside her suit, she retrieved the pick/cutter, opening it to its full four-inch length. She had reviewed the alarm system in depth as she had passed about during the evening. These third floor glass double doors could be opened without danger from the inside. Her cutter should be able to cut a pane and allow her to put her hand inside and open the doors from within.

In three minutes, the hole was made as a circle of glass fell noiselessly inside the bedroom onto the soft rug. With practiced expertise, the detective reached in and pushed down on the door lever. It opened like a swinging gate.

Catlike, the white suit framing her sleek figure like a glove, the detective, heart pumping like a piston, darted in, moving quickly through the darkened room to its door. She listened. Nothing. Opening it, she peered into the gloom beyond. Still nothing. No light, no sound. She ventured out, turning right. There were two other bedrooms on the west side, with this corridor running along them. At the midpoint of the middle, larger bedroom, this west corridor abutted a perpendicular passageway. Looking carefully around and to the left, the detective came to understand that the third floor was a series of medium-sized rooms linked by an ‘capital I’ corridor, there being three matching bedrooms on the east side also, with a series of studies, guest and conference rooms lining the main passageway. Of immediate interest to the detective was the one, and only one, room in the main passageway ahead that showed any activity whatsoever. This middle study had a modicum of light seeping through the bottom of its closed door.

The intrepid sleuth debated her next move, when suddenly fate played its hand. She heard a card slip into a slot in the door at the bottom of the stairwell off to her right, at the end of this west corridor. There would be one on the east side too, she realized, down to those probably electrified doors she had seen at dinner. Instantly, the PI nipped panther-like back into the bedroom she had broken into. She heard fairly heavy steps on the carpeted stairwell. Daring to look out, she briefly saw Fallow’s tall figure as he made the landing and turned right down the passageway.

Again slipping out of the bedroom, the detective made it back to the main passageway, just in time to see Fallow knock on the door where there was light. It opened, and Jacky was barely able to distinguish the figure of a tall woman who immediately let her client in. The face had been familiar, Jacky knew. But the clothes were different.

With a deep sigh, the detective got up and started to creep down the main hallway towards the lit room, its door again being closed. Her pretty bare feet stepped silently down the carpet, her tight figure backed along the passageway’s walls, her divine, danger-expanded nipples poking like sensual darts through the lycra as she did so.

It seemed like an eternity, but finally she was at the appointed door. With difficulty, she finally heard the voices within.

“A change in plan, I'm afraid.”

“Yes, Mr. Fallow…Jim… What is it?”

“Is everything set up here? Contract laid out properly? The camcorder in place? The hidden digital camera too? Armbruster and the Pentagon will demand full coverage. It’ll be the three of us here; Ustahan, General Lewis and me.” The male voice was tight, flustered, nervous, angry.

The female voice was comforting and collected.

“Everything is as you indicated…Jim. You know I follow your orders to the T.”

“There’s been…an interruption, Ms. Hennessey …Veronica…Ronnie…”

A pause. So, the detective mused to herself. It was the large, seemingly frumpy secretary, Hennessey. Or better stated, the mistress!

“I’m being blackmailed,” Fallow finally let out. “Monica…the mafia, that scumbag Udo…Set her up for a drug bust. She’s at the local state troopers barracks. Some lieutenant obviously under Udo’s control is blackmailing me. Either I sign some contracts relating to the Eritrian deal for the mob or they will press the charges against Monica….You know what Armbruster will do….” The words spit forth like pressurized water from his lips.

“He’ll cut me out, the son-of-a-bitch. He’s stealing billions from the taxpayers every year, but he’ll cut me out like a dying dog if a hint of scandal shows up.”

Fallow recovered himself. “I need you tonight Veronica. I’ll need your special talents.”

A brief pause. The detective wondered if the secretary was realizing some moment of personal glory. But what the hell was going on here?

“James…Jim…you know I love you. Have from the first day Armbruster assigned me to you. I’ve served you in the past. Taken care of little annoyances. You know what I can do. Let me handle what you need done.”

Another pause. “I need you to secretly…kill a man tonight, Veronica. I know that is the ultimate purpose for which Armbruster assigns… agents like you…to men in my position at Di-Con. But I had hoped this would never become necessary…”

‘My God’, the PI marveled ‘is she an assassin too?  What goes on here?’ Jacky heard what sounded like a shushing sound from the woman. “This is my job, James. And...I love you. You know that….What do you need done?”

Fallow continued. “These contracts are for mob-controlled sub-contractors in and around the Persian Gulf to work on the base project. That in itself is not a problem. We would have had to use several of them anyway. But it’s the surcharge they’re asking me to pay. Over twelve million, all of which would have to come out of my share.”

“Our…your retirement money James?”

“Yes…is your Mercedes in the private garage, away from the crowd, Veronica?”

“Of course, James.”

“Do you have your...er…tools.”

“Yes...in my bedro…er.. the master guest room across the hall.”

“A guest here tonight, a man named Manicotti, is the mafia’s point man. Some relative of Udo’s I imagine. I believe I had seen him before, at some other affair like this. The mob must have him infiltrate our industry posing as a playboy. Anyway, here is his address.” Unseen by the PI, Fallow passes the large woman a piece of paper. “I had Williamson run it down.  Lives here on the island, perhaps ten miles away. Williamson knows what's going on. Her took the call from the police. But he’ll stay in line. He knows what would happen if he doesn’t.”

“What do you want me to do James?”

Jacky noted that the woman’s voice had turned husky, sensual. The way many women get when they finally reach that prayed for moment, when the man they love turns to them for help. When they pass from simple secretary or lover or mistress to the paragon of support. The eternal mother instinct glorified!

Williamson and I will come back up here at midnight with Ustahan and Lewis to sign the contract. You must leave just before we arrive, slip out the secret basement exit, get discretely to your car and make your way to his house and wait for him. I will sign his contracts here and give them to Williamson who will work the switch for Monica outside. Hopefully it will all be done without alerting any of the other guests.”

“Among your…tools…I believe you have a small rocket launcher…yes?”

“Yes, James.” The woman’s voice was velvet. Her big moment was at hand.

“Well, it may be a while before he arrives home. His date is a very voluptuous redhead and he may…er...”

“I get the idea, James.”

Fallow recovered himself.

“Basically, I want you to take him out in his car when he arrives. Blow it up and burn everything with it, the contracts included. Then get the hell out and return to your apartment in New York. No one knows you were here tonight nor about your special…talents. The mob may suspect me, but I can validly lobby that this whole blackmail deal was their doing. How could I arrange a response in just a few hours? Maybe the Tongs did it. Lord knows they’ve been battling each other tooth and nail these last several years.

“Then after tempers have cooled, I’ll arrange to renegotiate the contracts with the mob, but at standard rates. They’ll still make plenty of money.

There was another moment of verbal silence, though the detective felt she heard the sounds of bodies entwined and kissing.

Finally. “You can count on me, James. Getting away from all this together to the Caribbean has been my dream since we met. I won’t fail you now.”

“I count on that, Veronica…It’s almost a quarter to twelve. I’m going downstairs now to smooze Ustahan. You should leave a minute or two before midnight.”

“Yes, James.”  Ha! The obedient female servant, the knowing PI smirked. I wonder how much that will change when she has him with a ring on her finger in their Caribbean paradise, wherever they selected. She was definitely the nagging, overbearing type, Jacky decided.

The sleek detective slipped across the hallway and into the opposite bedroom, evidently Ms. Hennessey’s cozy ‘home away from home’. She closed the door almost all the way, allowing herself to peek out the crack. The study door opened and Fallow took a step out, but was stopped momentarily by the tall blond. Jacky noted that the secretary was not exactly wearing her usual ill-fitting, conservative business suit. She had on a tight blue mini skirt, high heels and a short sleeve white blouse. With surprise, the detective noted that she seemed much less plump and much more muscular that Jacky would have imagined. As she put her arms around Fallow’s neck for a good-bye kiss, her biceps flexed impressively, her healthy bosom pressing against her boss’s chest.

Great, Jacky thought. Now to get my pictures, I’m going to have to deal with this amazon assassin lover.

Fallow moved off down the corridor to the same stairwell he had come up. The blond, framed softly by the trickle of light coming from inside the room, watched him with a combination of desire and joy. The detective knew she would have to make her move now, in case the secretary locked the door behind when she closed it. 

Jacky heard the door downstairs shut as Fallow exited and saw the big blond turn to reenter the room. A rush of that delicious danger tension spasmed throughout the detective’s body as she flung open her door and leapt across the hallway, crashing into the door and big woman together, sending both of them sprawling into the study, which contained basically only a large darkwood conference table who’s chairs had been moved back against the far wall. From the corner of her eye, the detective noted the contract laid out across the table. The door closes silently behind them. For a few seconds, the pair grapple on the carpet, but the blond is able to grab Jacky’s wig as she attempts to throw the detective aside. It was a powerful pull and the wig comes off as she flings Jacky roughly away. For a moment, silence engulfs the room as the two women, now lying 5 feet apart on the floor, look in astonishment at the blond wig held high in the secretary’s hand. Ms. Hennessey looks back at the detective in stunned surprise.

“So…it’s you. The private eye.” The big woman spat out the words as she got to her knees, then her feet, throwing the wig aside. “I told Jim not to hire anyone, that I could monitor his daughter. He didn’t want to inconvenience me… I didn’t like you the moment I saw you. Now, you turn out to be a traitor.”

Jacky, her blonde hair in disarray, half pinned down, half flowing, lay shaken on the floor.

“I’m going to break you in two, you skinny little bitch.” The words were venom. “I’m sure you got a lot of attention this evening in that filthy little suit, you limey slut. Let me pare down too.”

In a few seconds, as Jacky looked on in mesmerized stillness, the big woman removed her heels, skirt and blouse, stripping down to only her conservative white bra and panties, no stockings. Jacky realized how wrong she had been about the woman’s figure. Yes, she was thick in the arms, midsection and thighs, all right, but it was far more muscle then fat. She was not buff in the steroid-popping, body building sense, just farm girl muscular, no doubt abetted by much regular, natural weightlifting, far more then Jacky ever attempted. Her huge breasts strained against the plain, lace bra, though her nipples were not as large, defined or provocative as Jacky’s. The detective got up and assumed her basic fighting stance, hands bladed before her, knees bent in that semi-crouched stance that afforded flexibility as well as both offensive and defensive freedom of movement. 

Unimpressed, the secretary stepped forward calmly but purposefully. Her left leg snaked out in a round kick. Jacky, nerves tingling and fully alert, managed the block with her right forearm, though the kick was powerful and pushed her sideways a bit. The big blond moved behind the kick with a nicely executed 360 degree spinning back fist that the detective was not able to fully avoid, the blond’s knuckles rapping hard against her cheekbone, a splotch of saliva and blood spitting froth from the detective’s mouth. The valkyrie then moved in with a right cross that the dazed PI was barely able to get her forearm up to block in time. But, instinctively, she was then able to wrap her fingers around woman’s wrist while simultaneously pivoting beautifully inward on the balls of her bare feet, bringing her back into the big woman’s chest. With practiced expertise, the PI bent fully at the waist and pulled the trapped wrist sharply downward, a perfect shoulder throw. The big blond landed heavily, but the thick beige carpet somewhat broke her fall.

Jacky launched a roundhouse kick of her own as the blond tried to rise, but the woman twisted quickly and the blow landed rather uselessly against a muscular shoulder. Roaring with anger, the secretary leap up and at her, crashing both of them back to the ground, Jacky assuming much the worst of the fall as the big babe landed atop her. Hands reached her throat, powerful hands, easily the equal of Fasio. But Jacky stayed in flow. Even as the amazon’s fingers entwined about her throat, the detective’s legs reached up and locked around her opponent’s waist. Both women grimaced in pain from the pressure of their opponent’s hold.

Jacky, lying on the carpet, threw a punch at the woman’s jaw. It landed slightly, but had little effect on the now absolutely livid secretary. OK, the detective thought. Can’t muscle up with this bimbo. Must use athleticism.  Unlocking her scissors around the woman’s waist, she drew her right leg in sharply and positioned it against the woman’s stomach, even as the blond’s powerful fingers closed off her windpipe.

With all her strength, Jacky pushed against that potent stomach, just managing to send the blond sailing backwards. Forgetting the aches, new and old, ripping through her body, Jacky executed her gymnastic forward jump flip, landing on her feet in front of the sprawling secretary. Immediately, she brought her left knee up and then drove her left foot down, aiming her sole at the prone woman’s open groin in her panties. But again, the much bigger secretary proved to be faster then she looked. Twisting, she took the blow in a well-muscled thigh. A modest grunt was all Jacky got for the effort.

Worse, the woman, though now perspiring somewhat, reached out and grabbed the PI’s right ankle and tugged, sending Jacky tumbling backward herself, falling awkwardly on her side. A dagger of pain shot through her right arm and shoulder. The awesome valkyrie springs to her feet and dives again at the detective, but Jacky, despite her torment, shoots out her left leg and slams it hard into the blond’s groin as she comes in. A serious moan escapes the secretary’s lips and she stumbles back, bending down, her hands reaching to clutch her wounded vagina.

Ignoring the agonized wailing of her own muscles, ligaments and bones, Jacky again jumps to her feet and launches a spinning back kick at her adversary. This is not a move the detective normally tries as it is a blind assault which usually leaves one off balance and vulnerable to counterattack.

Her torqued kick lands only half-heartedly into the amazon’s gut, extracting only a somewhat larger grunt from the blond then before. At least, Jacky noted, the blind rage in the woman’s eyes was tempered somewhat now by a trace of concern. Was it possible, Jacky knew she was thinking, that this skinny blonde could beat her? She had seen that look come into the eyes of many larger men over the years. The detective’s eyes burned only with her usual unflagging intensity as she again settled into her stance.

As expected, the big blond finally charged blindly. Jacky bowed low at the waist and the woman slammed into her bent shoulder and onto her back. Quickly, the PI lifted up and tumbled the secretary over herself. There was a heavy thud as the blond somersaulted and her backside smacked onto the carpet. Jacky could hear her breathing grow heavier, see her movements slow, as the blond rolled away and tried to gather herself.

“You’re pretty cute, little girl. Learned some judo tricks, I see.” the blond hissed at Jacky as she struggled to her feet.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, sweetheart!” Throwing caution, unfortunately, to the winds, the intrepid blonde launched into her favorite flying drop kick. It was very effective when it worked, making her 125 pounds feel like thrice as much when her snapped out leg slammed into an opponent’s face, throat or chest. But when you missed, however, you landed hard yourself, dazed and breathless. This one was somewhere in between, the blond able to turn sideways in time to take the impact on a well-defined bicep. It drove her back a few feet, but the detective then crashed to the carpet, momentarily stunned, eyes closing from the shock to her system.

When she opened them again, she saw that the big secretary had retreated to the study’s fireplace and retrieved a poker and was charging at her with it.  Jacky rolled just in time to mostly avoid the first blow, though its steel tip did smack into the back of her retreating left hand. Blood immediately oozed forth, to join that flowing from her re-damaged cheek. Before the amazon could launch another strike, Jacky performed her patented leg sweep with her usual blinding speed, catching the woman’s bare ankles and tripping her backwards. 

Both women got to their feet slowly, eying each other with hatred. With a primeval roar, the blond sprang at her, razing the poker over her head with both hands, then bringing it down squarely towards Jacky’s skull.

The detective instinctively raised both her arms in a cross block. Just barely in time, the brass weapon crashed down onto the fleshy part of her forearms where they crossed over her head.  It hurt, but hardly as much as her head would have. Immediately, grabbing the blond’s wrists, she swooped her opponent’s arms down and around a vertical 360 degrees, finally bringing the woman’s upper arms back down hard against her own shoulder as she herself turned around, back now to the amazon. The force of that contact jarred the poker from the blond’s hands. Continuing this basic defense movement Master Chen repeated in almost every class for all his students, Jacky then lifted one of the beefy arms up with both her own, slightly off her left shoulder, then snapped it down, forcing the big babe to tumble over quickly from this basic judo arm throw. Again, the secretary landed hard. ‘God’, the PI hoped, ‘maybe that’ll take the wind out of her.’

Wrong. In a flash, the dazed and prone blond nevertheless managed to reverse Jacky’s grip and take hold of the PI’s wrist. With a seemingly effortless tug, she flung the detective over her own horizontal figure and sprawling across the floor where Jacky’s head smacked into a thick leg of the heavy conference table. Before she could recover, the secretary had gotten up, moved over and grabbed a bare left foot with both hands. With a sharp grunt, fury blazing in her eyes, the amazon pulled on the leg and, twisting like a hammer thrower, lifted and flung the slender detective fully over the table, where she crashed heavily on the other side. Completely groggy now, the PI lay helpless as the blond, athletic amazon, despite her bulk, shimmied across the table and reached down, grabbing the detective’s now flowing, shoulder-length, blonde mane. Lifting Jacky to her feet by the hair, the amazon applied a classic sleeper hold from behind, her hands grasping each of her own wrists as her arms constrict the tec’s throat. Desperately, Jacky tries loosening the deadly grip, to no avail.

But, thankfully, though operating solely on fumes, Jacky instinctively remembers her lessons. Even as the massive blond tips her backwards applying ever more pressure to her throat, the PI lifts her right leg out, then swiftly back. 

“Aaagghhh,” screams the blond. Yes! Jacky’s heel cracks into her adversary’s shin. No amount of muscle or workout can make shins less vulnerable to attack!

The strike causes the desired effect. The blond’s hold loosens momentarily as she screams out. Jacky is able to regain her footing and slide her right hand between the secretary’s inner left wrist and her own throat. Then grabbing the outside of the muscled left forearm with her own left hand, she again bends sharply at the waist. Had she tried this throw without wedging her hand under the sleeper hold, she would have certainly broken her own neck. As it was, the maneuver was dangerous. But as the amazon flips over, she thankfully releases her grip in an attempt to break the coming fall. Still, she lands heavily, the forth time now the detective has thrown her. It has taken its toll. Sweating profusely, the large secretary weakly tries to turn and roll away, but Jacky, drained herself, can’t allow it. She has no more energy for a continuation of this brawl. Balling both fists, she raises them quickly and brings them down hard against the blond’s spine, in one of the tactically more vulnerable spots, near the base of her neck. Blessedly, the powerful secretary slumps to the carpet.

Jacky drops back against the conference table, fully spent, bleeding from cheek and hand, but with no time to waste. It is ten of. Grabbing the amazon’s thick yet somewhat shapely bare legs, grunting all the way, she drags the woman across the floor, through the hallway and into the ‘guest’ bedroom, and to its closet, where she deposits her load and locks it behind her. Seven of.

Back in the study, forcing the pain and fatigue from her mind and limbs, she removes her camcell which, along with the cutter, had stayed snugly ensconced between her perky breasts throughout the fight. She too was perspiring heavily, creating that ‘naked’ effect with the lycra, her gorgeous nipples poking through like erotic bullets.

As quickly as her winded, damaged condition will allow, she digitally photographs each of the 16 pages. Finally done, she punches up Tommy’s number and attaches the images. It takes two minutes, but they all transmit silently.

After cleaning up the remnants of the fight, including replacing the poker in its rack, reinserting her devices inside her suit, the gusty PI slinks back to the end bedroom. It is just three minutes till midnight. Cell and cutter in hand, she slips over the balcony and slides down the rope. ‘Maybe, just maybe’, she thought, ‘her cockeyed ‘unveiling’ plan might work’. Where it might lead and what might happen to her, she had no clue.

Chapter 42 – The Mob Man

‘Cooltown Frankie’ sat smoking nervously alone at a table in the left ballroom on the first floor. He didn’t like being kept mostly in the dark and treated like a mere delivery boy. He had sent his luscious date to get the car. ‘God’, he thought, ‘she was a doll, but what an airhead. Why couldn’t beautiful women learn to just shut up and look marvelous?’

His frustration, however, was mainly aimed at his uncle John and cousin Larry. They had told him little. Just get the signed contracts, using the daughter as bait. Udo he considered a third-class con man and bungler and to be taking orders from him chafed at the handsome, exquisitely dressed Manicotti. He thought he sat higher in his uncle’s hierarchy then this.

And the final insult was having to deal with the chinks. Who the hell did that slinky little Oriental slut think she was dealing with? Some stoned out street punk? Plus, he didn’t understand her demand. All the Tongs wanted was this original Transport contract signed and a copy of the last page of the main contract, where the signatures would be. What the hell would that get them? Frankie debated whether or not to call his uncle to fill him in and ask his advice. But he decided against it. He didn’t want Mr. P. to think he couldn’t handle things.

He looked up to see his buxom redheaded date strut back into the ballroom, keys in hand, that easy but indecipherable smile on her face. Jesus, he mused, what a rack on that babe! Great legs and ass too. Where was she from again? She yapped all the time, but somehow said very little about herself.

Manicotti looked at his Rolex. 12:03. He had seen Fallow start upstairs with the Muslim SOB, his Arab bodyguards, some general and Fallow’s security hack a few minutes earlier. By 12:15, that Williamson should have the signed contracts in hand and the copied signature page for the chinks. Then, after driving the Pinto guard back to his car, he could head home with the redhead and screw her till she begged him to stop. Uncle John would have a courier come by his place in the morning to pick up the contracts. Not too early, Cool Frankie hoped.

His cell phone rang. With an annoyed scowl, the handsome, tanned Italian reached inside his pocket to answer it.

Chapter 43 – The Swap

Tommy Haywood was sizing things up as lieutenant Jefferson talked discretely to him in his oversized office. Monica Fallow was in the adjoining room, ‘ready to go’ according to Jefferson.

Haywood knew that this meant the deal was on. Trooper Harrelson had reappeared in the barracks and had nodded to both he and Jefferson before they had slipped into the lieutenant’s office. Very cute, Heywood thought. No doubt, Harrelson would follow him back to Fallow’s mansion to make sure nothing went ‘wrong’. But, during his wait, the Sergeant had gotten the one thing he wanted. The main telephone number to the barracks. And the extension of deputy captain Kevin Hardy, the man in change of the troop this evening.

“Ok…,er…Charley,” Jefferson spoke quickly. “You know what to do. Get the papers from this security clown and pass the chick along to him. You’ll be met just outside the entranceway by the contact. Just do what you’re told…got it?”

“Yeah…got it,” Heywood responded drolly. Just like you got three grand worth of illicit ecstasy in your safe, you scummy bastard, he thought.

At ten past midnight, the lieutenant turned Monica Fallow over to Heywood. She looked frightened, the sergeant thought. All these over monied, hip New York types tended to look that way when a dose of painful, mean streets reality slipped into their chic, celebrity world. As the couple made their way to her car, however, a light of recognition came into her face. She remembered him from the club. But before she spoke, he cut her off.

“I’m a friend, though you may not believe that. I’m with NYPD. The woman you met last night is my associate, Jacky Graham, a private detective. Your father is involved in a major international military-industrial contact deal to be signed tonight…hell” as the cop looked at his watch…”probably has been signed by now. It is a very questionable contract with the nation of Eritrea to build American military bases there, the reasons and details of which might not hold up well under the light of day, if you gather what I mean. Some nasty people, the Mafia and the Tongs, have lamed onto this thing, making everything worse. You were ‘arrested’ here solely for the purpose of greasing the wheels for the Chinese and Italian bad guys. Your supposed boyfriend, Udo, is behind it all.

“With a bit of luck and a lot of hard work, perhaps Jacky and I can get you and your father safely back together and keep anybody from being seriously hurt while the rightness or wrongness of the military bases to be built under this contract gets a decent and honest review and evaluation by the American people and the worldwide community.

“But for now, I simply need you to trust me. Please do as I ask and don’t do anything stupid. Dangerous people are at major intersections tonight, and your life and mine will be not be considered dear to them, if you get my meaning.”

The girl looked at the cop’s stern face. Somehow, in the pit of her stomach, she knew her father’s business would one day lead to something like this. God, the world was such a sucky place. Why did Dad need the money that came with this type of life? What drove him to it?

Conjecture was useless, the game of the idle rich, which Monica and her dad were not.

“I’ll do whatever you want, …er…”

“Sergeant Tom Heywood, NYPD. Thanks Monica. Just follow my lead. Give me the keys to your car.”

Numbly, the daughter reached into her purse, extracted the set and passed them to the cop. As he opened the car door for her, Heywood pulled his cell from his pocket and punched in a number. Getting into the driver’s seat as it rang, he started the engine. In his rear view, he spotted Trooper Harrelson’s car lights flash on. Smiling slightly, he spoke to the answering voice.

“Captain Hardy, please. This is Sergeant Thomas Heywood of the NYPD.”

Pulling out of the lot, the cop saw the trooper’s car follow.

“Captain Hardy?…Yes, Tom Heywood NYPD… Sir, I was wondering if it was state police practice for confiscated evidence, drugs to be specific, to ever be stored in a private officer’s safe, as opposed to your official storage vault….”

“Yes… I thought so….Captain, I hate to say this, but if you were to go right now to lieutenant Jefferson’s safe and open it, I think you’ll find a cube of confiscated ecstasy in it…Yes sir…that’s what I said…Yes sir, I understand…I can’t explain it all right now…I suggest you search his safe immediately…Yes….Later on, I will fill you in on everything…Yes sir,  understood…It has to do with the fraudulent arrest of a young lady, a Monica Fallow...Yes sir..Fallow, the daughter of James Fallow of Southampton here…Sorry, sir, but I must ring off now.”

It took only four minutes to reach Fallow’s estate. Haywood noted the fear and anxiety on the girl’s face. He felt for her. Poor little rich girl, so smart yet so foolish.

He drove past the gated entrance, ignored the turnoff for the parking area and made for the mansion. The colored lights surrounding the large house and blazing behind it out towards the beach seemed somewhat surreal in the midnight summer haze. The road to the colonnaded front door circled around a large grass enclosed fountain with one of those 10-foot ‘water lady’ ceramic statues at its center. At the base of the expansive front veranda, Heywood saw a nervous looking thin man, a tanned, healthy looking Italian and an incredibly well endowed redhead standing together. Parked slightly ahead of the porch’s center was a cream colored Cadillac. In the thin man’s hands was a sheath of papers. Out of the corner of his eye, to the right, seemingly hiding in bushes next to the house, Heywood thought he saw a Chinese man and woman. He could not be sure. The light was dim there.

The sergeant pulled his car up behind the Cadillac. The clock on the car’s dash said 12:19. He nodded to the girl to get out. They both did so. Turning around back to the way he had come in, Heywood noted trooper Harrelson’s car some 50 or so yards back down the winding driveway, now stopped with lights out. ‘Just in case’ the sergeant mused.

Heywood and the girl stood together, perhaps ten feet before the trio who stood on the first step of the veranda’s two-step, marble stairway.

The Italian turned to the thin man.

“OK, Williamson, here she is. Don’t play any games. See that car down the entranceway? It’s a state trooper. Any stupidity on your part and that trooper will be on you like white on rice. Don’t think your boss wants his fancy party…or this newly minted contract, to be exposed to anything like that…right??

The thin man had a resigned look on his face. Heywood figured him for an ex-cop or FBI type who hadn’t cut it. Fallow could have done much better.

With a shrug, the thin man stepped over to the Italian and handed over the packet of papers. The mobster smiled greedily. With a snarl he looked at Monica.

“OK, darlin’, your home with daddy.” Curtly, he motioned her to go inside.

Slowly, with a dazed and distant look, the distraught girl walked to the veranda, up the two steps, slipped by Williamson and passed through the double doors. Behind, inside the lobby, a few drunken people hardly noticed. Shortly, with another useless shrug, the security man went in also. He closed the doors behind himself. The trio was now alone before the massive portico.

But, seconds later, the Chinese couple Heywood thought he had spotted, exited the bushes and approached from the right as one looked at the house. The Tong representatives, Heywood decided. It was time to make his move. 

Chapter 44 – Hog Tied

Twenty minutes earlier, Jacky had eased down the rope back to the second story balcony, its wooden floor feeling even colder now to her bare feet. The adrenalin had evaporated from her tired and tortured body, leaving only ache and pain in its wake. But somehow she still needed to see what she could do about the Tongs and the Mafia. Could she find that smug Italian before he left? And where were the Chinese, anyway?

As she passed through the open balcony doors into the bedroom, she got her answer more quickly then expected. In a silent whirl, three undesirable events occurred simultaneously. A strong male forearm clasped itself around her neck while her right arm was harshly pulled up behind her in a viselike hammerlock... The lights went on in the room. And an unbelievably attractive and exotic Chinese woman of her own height and size appeared before her at the light switch, removing a gun from her peach colored purse. The oriental woman turned fully to face her, spreading her legs as she pointed her weapon at the detective’s stomach. The movement bared one absolutely scrumptious, stockinged leg, revealed through the hip high slit in the tight mandarin dress. The glistening four and ½ inch strapped, silver heels the woman wore only added to the overpowering allure. Jacky knew she had nice, shapely legs of her own, but this was world-class material standing before her. And, in one of life’s dreaded moments of insight, the PI knew she was in the presence of the infamous dragon vixen, Koon Lee. In many respects, pert breasts, shoulder length blonde hair, lean weight, slim waist, pretty, delicate hands and feet, polished nails, the two seemed much the same. But there was a raw magnetism and liquid erotica that radiated from the oriental, tinged with the icy breath of danger. The detective could see how the young woman could rise to such heights of authority in the otherwise male-dominated Tong hierarchy. Of course, being Quang’s little sister wouldn’t hurt either.

“Well, Ms. Graham, you seem a bit the worse for wear. What were you doing upstairs, eh? Wrestling with alligators? Did one eat your wig?” The china doll chuckled slightly.

The man behind added an extra ounce of pressure to the hammerlock. Jacky winced with pain, a small gasp escaping her mouth. The woman approached them.

“Didn’t your little homers tell you everything you needed to know?” the PI spat out, trying to keep her voice level and stress free. Ever the cool and collected investigator.

The dazzling Chinese woman chuckled. She looked at Jacky with both pity and lust.

“So, you found out about them? Well done, Ms. Graham. You are quite a worthy little challenge. But, in any event, those little devices have done their duty. And as for you, well your interference is at an end, I’m afraid. Too bad we couldn’t have had more time together, of course. Such a delectable figure you have, missy. Such sensuous lips! Those intoxicating nipples…And your eyes. What burning determination and latent fury. Mmmmmm. We could have had so much…fun…But…as always…business.”

The oriental stopped perhaps two yards before Jacky and nodded to her companion. Suddenly, the detective smelled the foul aroma of…yes...chloroform! From somewhere, a handkerchief drenched in it appeared in the man’s hand around her throat. He must have hidden it under his jacket sleeve.

Jacky knew she had to make a move now!…something!!… or it would be all over.   In a split second, even as the wet white cloth reached to her face, she decided to try a three-step movement, any one of which could fail miserably. Her right leg lashed out in a front kick aimed at the woman’s gun hand. Blessedly it just connected, her curled sole striking home, causing the revolver to jump out of the dragon lady’s hand. At almost the same time, she snapped her head back hoping to connect with something. The man was tall, so it was evidently his chin she smacked into. It probably hurt her more then him, but at least she was expecting it. As hoped, both his holds on her loosened monetarily. This allowed her, with a speed born of desperation, to bend down completely and reach her free hand back to grab his ankle. Immediately, she straightened back up, tugging on the ankle, causing him to fall backward and release both his grips on her. An added bonus! He fell back hard against wall just left of the open balcony doors, head slamming hard against it, leaving him to crumple to the floor, seemingly out.

Whirling back around, Jacky saw that Koon Lee, high heels and all, was charging. Her right leg whipped out also in a front kick that plowed mercilessly into Jacky’s unsuspecting vagina.

With a scream of utter anguish, the detective slumped to her knees as she grabbed for her defiled womanhood. But the oriental wasted no time, launching another strike, a round kick that caught the frozen, kneeling detective across her temple, sending her hard to the floor.

Prone and woozy, Jacky watched almost in slow motion as the Chinese vixen raised her left leg and prepared to drive a stiletto heel down onto some vulnerable spot on the PI’s battered body.

With a blind, instinctive response, the gritty ‘tec was able to twist a bit so that the descending spike drove into her abdomen, not again her butchered groin. Another howl of pain. 

Like a blur, the Chinese woman’s leg pistoned up so as to again drive down into her, but Jacky reflexively rotated into that favorite prone maneuver, the leg whip. Her calf smacked into Koon Lee’s left ankle just as the Tong mistress’s right shoe again lanced into the PI’s body, this time her inner thigh.

“Aaaarghh”, the detective spit out, serious blood now flowing from these brutally incisive spike wounds.

But the Tong woman’s unsteady fighting perch atop her strapped-on stilts was unable to withstand the force of Jacky’s leg whip and she toppled over, her ankle rolling seriously inwards as she did so.

“Ooooahhh” she cried in a half English, half-Chinese wail, as she fell to the carpet. Immediately she grabbed for her badly twisted ankle.

Through misty eyes, Jacky realized she had to will the pain to the background. Hopefully, there would be time ahead to heal these many wounds.

From her prone position, she somehow painfully raised herself on an elbow, then dived for the dragon witch. Though she knew she was strong for her size, Jacky rarely attempted to grapple in close quarters with an opponent, since they usually tended to be much larger men. She hoped perhaps she could briefly overpower and daze the like-sized china doll, then get past her to the door, where the fallen gun lay available. With it she might capture the two of them, adding ammunition to her position on the secret contract. It would not look good for all concerned to have such a high-ranking Tong in the mix.

But Koon Lee was no weak sister, twisted ankle or not. Like lightening, her left hand gabbed Jacky’s right wrist as the ‘tec tumbled upon her. Twisting Jacky around and over herself, from behind she then pushed her other palm into Jacky’s elbow, locking the ‘tec in an always dangerous arm bar.

‘God,’ Jacky thought. ‘No one, not even Master Chen, was faster then this bitch.’

Given a second or two, the dragon lady could break her arm with this basic ju jutsui hold, so Jacky desperately lashed out with a curled left leg and managed to crash the back of her foot somewhat into the vixen’s neck. Without hesitating, she followed by pulling her leg in and striking out again, aiming her left sole at the woman’s face. But, like a hologram, the face disappeared and the detective’s foot kicked only useless air. At least her arm was free.

Jacky rolled away from her adversary and towards the door. She reached for the gun just as a shadow suddenly loomed over her. Her manicured forefinger touched the gun handle just as the shadow above her struck downward with a bladed hand. It caught the detective perfectly across the back of her proffered neck. Stars appeared momentarily, then flickered out as the battered detective sank to the floor unconscious.
Koon Lee, still on the carpet rubbing her ankle, nodded at her associate.

“Good work, Man Tu. This English bitch is more accomplished then I gave her credit for. Plus my ankle twisted in these damn heels.”

Getting gingerly to her feet, the Tong vixen limped over to the door and retrieved her gun and purse. After depositing the gun back in the peach bag, she extracted a rather large red scarf and handed it to the attentive male.

“Hog tie her with this.”

Nodding, the obedient assistant quickly set to the task with cowboy-like proficiency. Inside a minute, the unconscious detective was tightly bound. The blood still flowing from her numerous cuts now staining both her exciting white suit as well as the light gray carpet.

When done, the servant turned back to his mistress who again nodded, then looked at her watch.

“It’s 12:07. The contracts are being signed. That stupid Mafioso thug and useless security man should get to the veranda in ten minutes or so. Go to that place in the adjoining bushes we agreed upon. I will join you shortly.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Directly, the tall, husky chinaman took his leave. With a still noticeable limp, Koon Lee walked over to the unconscious woman on the carpet, noting how her painted nails, both toes and fingers, now all tied together, matched each other so perfectly color wise. Such a rich shade of burgundy. Mmmmmm, she thought. This was a woman after her own heart. A tough, sensual beauty that could appreciate the talents of a dom like herself. ‘Too bad, Ms. Graham, that you have so much of that old-fashioned morality and misplaced, what did the Christians call it, “hunger and thirst for justice.” ‘

Even unconscious, Koon Lee noticed, that doggedly determined look remained on the otherwise desirable, though not classically beautiful face. She should kill the bitch now, but that would put the ambassador in a difficult position. All the other guests were by the pool. It would be determined that only she, Man Tu, Graham and the Italian were not. Even the FBI could add up that score.

The stunning Chinese beauty dropped to her knees behind the unseeing detective. Her own well-formed, painted hands reached out and touched the PI’s bare feet and began massaging them, kneading the instep, then heels and soles with her thumbs. Koon Lee loved to massage delicate feet, even if dirty and bloody as the Graham woman’s were. She included the tied hands also. Slowly, lovingly. Mmmmm. She bent over and began to suck on the toes, one by one, with her sexually pouty lips.

As her tongue licked and softly bit the woman’s soles and heels, she reached her hands down and under the lycra suit, to those firm, pert breasts. So luscious, so exciting! Using her fore and middle fingers, she gently squeezed those bullet-hard nipples as she cupped both breasts with the rest of her hands. God, the woman had such proud, hard, sexy points, Koon Lee thought…Heaven…

Looking down as she continued to suck on toes and soles and balls of feet, the Tong lady marveled at the taut, well-rounded derrière also. Would there were time to enjoy that also! Indeed, what a surprising treat this fit English bitch would be. No doubt her cunt would be a tight delight too. How many men had she allowed in, Koon Lee wondered. Turning the detective a bit as she continued to massage her breasts, she noted lustily the enlarged labia outlined clearly by the tight suit. Moisture showed.

Suddenly, however, her right hand felt something nestled covertly between the woman’s breasts under the suit, pressing against the carpet. Two objects, actually.

Immediately, she extracted them…a glasscutter and…a miniature cell phone, not much bigger then a book of matches. And…yes...it included a digital camera.

The Tong’s mind raced. So that was what the bitch had been doing upstairs. Photographing the contract! Flipping open the phone, her sharp mind needed only a minute to figure out its basic workings. A message to a ‘Tommy’ had been sent just a few minutes ago. With attachments…so, that was her plan. To broadcast the existence of this contract to the world. As if that would change anything. Ever the misguided patriot.

But, Koon Lee knew, if such a revelation were made, the White House and Pentagon would have to go into damage control mode. All contracts surrounding the bases would be put on hold. Colonel Butterfield would partake of no discussion of any ‘bombs’ with anyone.

The vixen stood up, her mind now oblivious to the deep pain in her ankle. Who was this ‘Tommy’? Possibly the one who had helped the bitch in that fight at Udo’s apartment? The accomplish in that fake fight at that club? Would he be coming here? Had he forwarded the photos anywhere yet?

Looking down at the still knocked out snoop, a fit of rage came over the dragon lady. She lashed out with one last, final kick at the bound woman’s ribs, her pointed toe striking in deeply…

Chapter 45 – Free for All

Before Heywood could reach for his gun, however, the tanned Italian had drawn his, as the two Chinese drew up besides the Mafioso.

“Get your hand out of that pocket, copper.”

“Er, what do you mean,” Heywood bluffed poorly, removing his hand from his light jacket. “I’m Charley, remember.”

“Bullshit, copper. I got a call almost a half hour ago. From the lawyer John Pinto sent to your precinct to bail out Fasio. He gave me the whole story. Your some two-bit NYPD sergeant named Tom Heywood. And you’re working with some blonde PI trying to mess up this deal. 

Koon Lee, now only a few feet to the left of Manicotti gasped slightly at the name.

“He’s the one,” she blurted out.

The Italian gave her and her associate an annoyed glance.

“What ‘one’, sweetheart,” the Italian asked sarcastically.

The oriental returned a frosty glare.

“That ‘blond’ swimmer you may have noticed earlier,” she replied with disdain. “She’s the PI. And she managed to reach the contract before it was signed and photographed it. And transmitted it to this cop. I doubt he’s had time to do anything with it yet. Search him…get his cell phone you fool. Do you want everything to go up in smoke?”

Suddenly a sexy leg kicked out and crashed into Manicotti’s gun hand. Only it wasn’t the china doll’s leg, but rather the very shapely limb of the ravishing redhead. The gun jumped out of the Italian’s hand to the grass.

Stunned, he whirled as the redhead launched another kick, this aiming for his head. But the buxom beauty was not as agile or quick in heels as the Tong woman and the Italian, dropping his packet of papers, was able to block the blow, catch the leg and pull. The redhead crashed hard to the ground.

Heywood, reacting with solid professional coolness, returned his hand to his jacket and extracted his police special. But the tall Chinese man also moved, diving at the cop. They collided and the sergeant’s gun fell out. After a second’s hesitation, the dragon lady made up her mind, reached down and picked up the papers. In a flash she darted off. She had removed her heels, but she still limped on her injured ankle. Nevertheless, turning the corner of the house, bumping slightly into a couple just walking by, papers whipping in her hand, she headed gamely for the sandy beach, in the direction of Fallow’s elegantly refurbished wooden pier where a single motorboat, manned by two alert Chinese, stood idling. 

Manicotti dived for his gun. The redhead, shaking off her cobwebs, sprang at him. Heywood and the Chinaman crashed to the hard grass wrestling, Tommy desperately trying to retrieve his gun.

Chapter 46 – Night Fight

At that moment, up in the bedroom, Lieutenant Ken Saunders slapped Jacky’s face as he used his pocketknife to cut open the scarf. The battered PI came around slowly, the throb in her neck just the latest entry onto her pain tolerance meter.

As she finally opened her eyes, rolled over and saw the friendly, burly cop, she sobbed and chuckled at the same time, reaching up to him for a needed hug. He accommodated.

“Where’ve you been?” she chided with a sob. “I thought you were going to be here earlier, or have some associate here.”

“I was and we do,” he replied… “I was held up by the Tongs’ backup escape plan. We bagged a good number of them right off at the new site, but several groups split off and headed for preplanned bridge, tunnel and train exits. Rolosky keep us liaisons on to help run them down. We got them all, we think, aside from the big fish himself.

“But I caught a break. The trio my team and I rounded up at the Lincoln Tunnel contained one of Quang’s main sub lieutenant’s. Rolosky was interested in him and took him off to that pseudo-library you were at, leaving my sergeant and me to arrest and cart the other two to my precinct. On the way, they talked about Quang’s plans.”

“In English, just like that,” the detective asked quizzically?

“No, of course not. Chinese. I can understand Chinese.”

Jacky’s sore eyes widened as she rubbed her temple and aching neck. “Really?”

“Hey, sweetheart, I’ve spent the bulk of my 27 years working downtown. The Chinese population has grown every year. I couldn’t do my job right if I didn’t understand their language as well as Spanish. Spent two years, two nights a week at CCNY on the Spanish and four more years on the Chinese. Still can’t read or write it that well, but I understand. Stuns the little mothers every time too.

“Anyway, I overheard them say that Quang had a yacht stored at the piers. He was going to head out to the Atlantic via the Sound. Doesn’t take a genius to realize he could easily thus pass by Fallow’s mansion to pick up his sister. Is she here? I didn’t see anyone who could have been her when I came in via the rear entrance. Everybody seems to be milling around the pool and beach, but no Chinese except for the useless UN ambassador. So I came into the house. Looked empty here in the back end, but for a small dog I heard up on the second floor, scratching at this door. I found it locked, so I broke in. My 230 pounds comes in handy for stuff like that.

Jacky smiled up at him gratefully, then her smile turned wan.

“Ms. Lee is, or at least was, here with an associate. We had a little scuffle that ended in my being in the delightful position you found me in.

Saunders nodded sympathetically.

“As for an associate,” he continued, “perhaps you noticed a knockout redhead with a mob guy named Manicotti.”

The detective nodded her head clear as she continued to rub her various wounds.

“Yes, briefly outside near the pool earlier. You mean she’s one of yours? With that body?” 

“Actually, with the FBI. She’s been cozying up to that slick greaseball for months for them. Pure fortunate chance that he invited her to this party. Well…maybe not so lucky given those big…”

 “I get the idea, lieutenant…what time is it?”

The burly cop looked at his watch. “Almost 12:30.”

“God, already! The contract must be signed by now, along with the other stuff. You didn’t see anybody on the way in? Not Manicotti either?

“Nope. But he’s not out back either. I know what he looks like.”

“Then maybe the front,” the recovering PI blurted out. “Tommy Heywood, you remember, was bringing Fallow’s daughter back here. To be swapped for the contracts the mob wants. And I guess the Tongs want.”

Saunders expression turned grimmer.

“There’s only one contract the Chinese want. A transport contract.”

“To move what?” Jacky queried as she struggled to her feet with the big cop’s assistance, rubbing her aching head.

“Four nuclear bombs.”

The detective stopped short and looked puzzled for a moment. Then:

“What…what are you talking about?”

“There are four 300 megaton iso-plutonium dirty bombs currently hidden somewhere near where these bases are to be built.  Left over from Desert Storm. Found out from an old friend. And another thing I found out from the two I picked up today was that the Tongs know about them and that they expect to find out exactly where they are and get a deal to cart them to the bases from the contract signing somehow.”

Jacky made her way to the door on uncertain feet, motioning the big lieutenant to follow.

“Hey, where do you think you’re going, sweetheart. You’re a mess.” He bellowed at her.

“Got to stop them somehow, Ken. You know that. Maybe they’re still up front. But I can’t believe Fallow would deliberately let out such info to anyone, much less the Tongs. He’s money hungry but not a traitor.”

Saunders breathed deeply, as he started after the lithe detective, who looked both erotic and bizarre in her bloodied suit and bruised body, those tantalizing nipples poking through the skin-like lycra like cocked bullets. Didn’t she know the effect of those points, he wondered?… Yeah, she knew.

“I got the impression that something on the contract, some kind of code, would enable the Chinese to find out what they needed.  As I was driving out here, I called Rolosky to get tan update. He knows about this party and your being here, of course. The redhead is supposed to keep track of you too.”

“I wore my blond wig and contacts. My mother would have some trouble noticing me.”

“Anyway, he let me in on a bit of what they’re found out from the raid so far. Several recent communiqués to and from Ningbo, which is where the Tongs are ultimately based. Seems like some kind of voice filtering device was delivered to Quang yesterday based on some voice impressions of Fallow that were sent to them via that little transmitter in your intestines. According to the feds, those impressions programmed into this device could make anybody sound like Fallow, at least to relative strangers for short periods of time. There’s a colonel in Eritrea waiting for Fallow to call him with instructions relative to this bomb movement after the signing. Turns out the feds, at least the top guys well above Rolosky and Hayes, knew about the bombs all along, of course. They just like to play dumb to us locals. But now that this thing might to blow up, everyone’s real knowledgeable and helpful. I told them about this colonel, but I don’t know how to contact him nor do they. They’re trying to get the Pentagon to run him down before he talks to anybody and agrees to anything. Don't know how long that might take.”

Jacky’s steel-like detective mind grinded as she led Saunders down the steps and towards the front of the house. That adrenalin was again pumping through her veins, bringing that physical strength and mental concentration she relied upon. It almost allowed her to ignore the torture that each step generated. ‘So,’ she mused, ‘if the dragon lady got the code from the contract and had the device, and no one in authority got to the colonel beforehand, the location of 4 bombs would be made known to the Tongs. Wonderful, just bloody wonderful’…

The comely detective picked up her pace as much as her aching muscles and joints would allow, Saunders trailing gamely. As she bounced off the stairs onto the main floor and approached the front door she spotted Fallow and Monica in the ballroom to her left, sitting at a table by themselves, engaged in heated conversation. To the right, deep inside that ballroom, from the edge of her eye, she spotted Williamson and his four assistants who had ‘guarded’ the stairways throughout the affair standing at the one-step stage in the room’s far corner. The four assistants all seemed to be angry and pointing fingers at their chief who had a very worried look on his face.

Savagely she opened the door. The scene before her was surreal. Slightly to the left, on the grass just past the veranda, the Italian was grappling with his ‘date’, the voluptuous redhead. A gun lay nearby in the weeds. Manicotti was on top, one hand on the woman’s throat, the other trying to reach for the gun. But her luscious legs were locked around his waist causing him no little discomfort. On the veranda’s marble steps, Tommy was locked in a mutual horizontal bear hug with her Chinese assailant from upstairs. Saunders, huffing behind her onto the deck, quickly took in the situation and, seeing the gun, headed for the Italian. A second later, the wounded but still limber PI made for the wrestling men. Springing forward, she leaped sideways at the pair. The chinaman’s back was to her. Shooting out her left leg, she drove its toughened sole hard into the middle of the man’s unsuspecting spine.

With a surprised shriek, he arched backwards, releasing Heywood. The cop wasted no time, snapping a solid right cross against a now unguarded chin. The chinaman sagged and fell sideways across the bottom step.

“Freeze, Manicotti,” Saunders bellowed in a voice of unquestionable authority. With a well-practiced move, the lieutenant extracted and flashed his badge at the Mafioso. “Lieutenant Saunders, NYPD.”

With a scowl of disgust, the Italian released his grip on the woman’s neck as she unlocked her legs. “Bitch,” he spat down at her as he climbed off.

Gathering his senses, a smile replaced the frown.

“So what’s the charge, copper. Wrestling with my date? The redhead was getting to her feet. Reaching for her fallen purse, she brought out a pair of handcuffs. With a sardonic, satisfied smile, she crisply bent the well-built Italian’s arms behind his back and cuffed him.

“I’ve been waiting to do this for months, scumbag,” she hissed at him. 

The mob man looked back and gave her a look of pure hatred. “FBI whore,” he replied.

“Where’s the dragon lady,” Jacky shouted. She now stood between the two groups.

Manicotti turned and ogled the bloodied but blazing blonde. A small look of confusion crossed his features.

“Weren’t you a blond before sweetheart?”

“Just like you were an innocent man before, Manicotti. The charges, as well you know, will be illegal interference and criminal influence on the creation and distribution of government military contracts. I understand that treason is often tied into such cases.” Jacky walked up to the husky Italian who still smiled smugly.

“Should be a long several years of trial and jail ahead for you, greaseball.”

“Only if Fallow testifies. Somehow, I doubt he ever will…By the way, nice nipples, bitch.

“Yeeeaaoohhhh.” Jacky slammed her right instep explosively into his groin. He slipped to his knees, face contorted in pain.

“Tell Udo that was partially for him, loser. Now, where’s the Chinese woman?”

At that moment, Heywood, who had been busy cuffing his fallen opponent, closed in. 

“She picked up the contracts when the fight started and headed for the beach.”

The detective became alarmed.

“Damn. They probably slipped a launch into Fallow’s little pier to pick her up.”

“To meet Quang’s yacht,” Saunders filled in.

Without a moment’s hesitation, the determined PI turned and started to jog to the beach.

“Hey,” both Saunders and Heywood called after her. “What are you…”

Their voices trailed off as Jacky broke into a sprint, ignoring the serious pain coursing through her nervous system. She sped by the various partygoers who looked aghast at the rumpled yet striking blonde in her crimson-stained but still delectable white bathing suit. Passing the pool and hitting the sand, the ‘tec saw that, indeed, the powerboat was gone from the pier. Jacky’s perfect vision, trained for night surveillance, spotted it maybe 50 yards out to sea. Two men and the dragon lady were on it as it putted along. Koon Lee was looking back. Was that a look of surprise on her perfect, oriental face, the ‘tec wondered? She hoped so…

Chapter 47 – Moonlight Swim

Jacky rushed to the edge of the water, still peering out as she did so. A small, warm wave of seawater lapped over her feet as she approached. It was surprisingly warm for only June. The Sound normally didn’t get over 65 degrees until late July or August.

Suddenly, she sensed more then she saw the arrival of a large yacht, perhaps five hundred yards out to sea. The moonlight was still dim and uneven, but her 20-20 vision thought it made out its distant shape in the gloom. The dragon lady’s launch was making for it.

There was no other option but to swim for it. What exactly she expected to do or would happen, weaponless against an overwhelming number of enemies, she had no idea, but the heady detective had long since ceased questioning her basic instincts. She was a believer in action over analysis, with a firm expectation that somehow her nerve and intrinsic abilities would win out. Someday, that belief would fail her, perhaps now. But, without further ado, she dashed ahead into the water. Ten yards out she plunged forward in an elegant yet powerful dive and launched into her tight freestyle crawl. Behind her, she thought she heard the plaintive shouts of Tommy and Saunders, but no matter. That unique, stubborn determination that marked most everything she did was in control now, logic be damned.

She swam at a measured pace so as to not exhaust too much of her precious little remaining energy. Her various pains encased around her mind like a cocoon of torment, but she willed them to the back of her brain. She would have her final set-to with Ms. Lee…and her brother… or die trying. They had manipulated her into that Fallow voice imitation and, if she failed, the world might remember her as the foolish, ‘in-over-her-head’ PI who stupidly set up a massive international embarrassment for America and, by extension, her home country, England. Udo, Manicotti and the Italians had been stopped, at least for now. She must do the same with the Tongs…

Her graceful yet athletic arms and legs churned in well-practiced unison and, despite the tide and current, she made good progress. Stopping once to get a decent look, she saw that she had cut the distance to the now vaguely seeable yacht in half. Unfortunately, she also saw that the motorboat had reached it and the trio aboard were climbing onto the yacht’s main deck. She wondered how long it would take for the yacht to weigh anchor and take off. As she resumed her crawl, she thought she heard helicopters somewhere off to her right.

For one moment she wondered about sharks or other evil fish of the deep, but put the thought out of her mind. She did not recall ever hearing about such things in the Long Island Sound, at least not inside a mile of shore. No, she felt that her sharks would be the vicious Chinese awaiting in the boat before her.

Stroke after stroke, like a machine, the fiercely single-minded detective plowed along, some blood washing off her body and polyester suit as the saltwater whipped around her.

Would there be sentries looking out for her from the deck of the ship? Koon Lee would have warned them. How many were there? Certainly at least a basic crew and then the group including Quang that Saunders had mentioned which had escaped the dragnet. And, of course, the nefarious dragon lady herself. 

Imperious to the seeming hopelessness, ignoring fatigue and pain, onward she drove until she was only 30 yards from the ship. It was a three level affair, with an enclosed lower deck, the main deck and a captain’s half-deck above. There were covering ‘roofways’ running along the sides of the main deck, providing sun and rain relief for passengers wishing to lean on the main deck’s side railings to just relax and observe. Fishing chairs and their accessories dotted the stern of the boat.

Was that…yes… a sentry looking out, from the middle of the shore side main deck, leaning on the railing. Thankfully his gaze was pointed above her head, back to the sore from her position, probably not thinking she would ever get this close. The quick thinking ‘tec suddenly saw an anchor line at the stern of the ship, perhaps twenty years to her right, even further away from his present viewing angle. The boat was facing east-west, its bow towards the Atlantic, stern back to New York. Thank God the moon’s glow continued to be almost non-existent.

Taking a deep breath, the fearless female dived below a wave and headed underwater for the anchor line with a breaststroke. Lungs bursting, she just made it. Poking her head minutely above the water, grasping the anchor line, silently gasping for breath, she was gratified to see that the guard was still in the middle of the deck, still looking vaguely back to shore. He was not Chinese. Angular and gaunt, he was possibly French. Interesting, the detective thought. He did not seem to carry any weapon.

Turning back to shore while sucking in needed oxygen and relaxing her aching and rubbery arms and legs, Jacky thought she saw the lights and whirring of the helicopters. They were preparing to land on Fallow’s beachfront. To pick up Tommy and Saunders then come after the yacht? Jacky hoped so.

As she wrapped her arms and legs around the anchor line, a sudden whirring indicated to her it was about to be raised. Indeed, in a few seconds, the rope started upwards. The anchor, barely seeable in the dark briny below, was perhaps twenty feet down. A similar machine grinding indicated there was a second anchor being pulled up at the bow.

The alert detective prepared herself. The top of the main deck’s railing was perhaps six feet above the hole where the rope was being drawn through. She would half to jump up to grab it. A miss would certainly drop her back into the sea with no second chance to board. A bad miss might get her fool head cracked against the up-coming anchor.  It would be best, she realized, to slip down until she stood on the heavy metal restraint rather then try to spring up from the rope. Slowly, covertly, she eased down the wet twine, inch by inch, until one, then the other bare foot stood atop the chilly steel weight just as it lifted out of the water.

Perhaps twenty seconds later, the mechanism stopped. The top of the anchor was left about six inches below the hole. That meant a standing jump of 8 to 12 inches for the 5’ 6” PI, depending on how high she could raise her arms after she took off. God, could she do it? The railing was a rather standard three bar affair. In theory, she could reach for the second or third rungs lower down, but then she’d have to climb up the other one or two. By then, her movement would alert the sentry. The deck lights were dim, probably to minimize the chance of detection, but not off. With a peek as she rose from her crouch atop the weight, Jacky noted the tall, thin white suited man was still looking beach ward, probably at the noise and confusion surrounding the helicopter landings. Good. Time to move. Koon Lee could be making that call right now.

Sinking all the way down on her knees, she bounced two or three times to judge their capability for this hair brained maneuver. With a shrug, the determined ‘tec decided they were as ready as they ever would be.

With a mental one, two, three, she sprang panther-like upwards, her agile body in upward flight, stretching her arms overhead as she did so. Both hands actually managed to soar just over the top rung, but…only one successfully grabbed it, the other sliding off the wet metal surface. A sudden jolt of agony flashed through her gripping shoulder as the swinging momentum of the other half of her body ripped downward on it. But her sinewy, arm muscles and surprisingly strong fingers held, giving her the necessary seconds needed to swing the other arm back up again and this time lock onto the rung.

But the movement had been spotted. The sentry lifted up off the railing and, after a confused second, yelled and headed her way.

‘OK, girl’, Jacky commanded herself. Remember those gym lessons. Pushing off sideways to her left with one leg, she let her body then arc back to the right and, as the pendulum effect hit its peak, she used both arms and legs to vault herself up and over the top rung and forward into the on-charging Frenchman. The result was not perfect. She would have preferred to hit him in the face or throat, possibly putting him down, but her soles did thrust into his chest, knocking him back and down. 

Jacky landed like a cat, her toughened bare feet making sure not to slip on the wet deck. She dove for the prone sentry, hoping to take him out with a side fist to his temple. She didn’t want any more yelling. But it was not to be. He was not particularly winded by her hit and managed to jackknife his long legs into his chest to meet the oncoming spitfire in her stomach. Thrusting his legs back out, he drove her back, flying towards to railing she had just cleared. Jacky smacked hard into the steel grid, falling to her knees as shock from the impact darted across her back. ‘Oh God,’ she thought, ‘was something else fractured now?’

Ignoring it, as well as all the other pinpoints of pain, she got up as did the sentry, both assuming a fighting position. The detective could not waste much time. If the man just shouted again, others would surely come. She could not afford to be defensive and wait for a mistake on his part. Again, fearlessly, she charged at her much taller opponent.

He smiled and feinted to his right, as Jacky’s attempted front kick whizzed uselessly by his left side. His following right cross caught her flush on the mouth, reopening older cuts and dropping Jacky to the deck, quite hazy. He jumped upon her, trying to get one arm around her neck while using the other to twist the PI’s left arm behind her back. He was about to yell for assistance when Jacky’s desperation elbow with her still free arm snapped back into his mouth. Like a cornered cat, she then bent her neck and bit his forearm as it tried to tighten around her neck.

With both of them on their knees on the deck, he behind her, his muffled scream from her bite escaping from his lips, the nearly numb detective, moving robotically in a groggy frenzy, then managed to get her free arm on the one still loosely entwined about her neck. With a basic wrestling countermove, she stood up and pushed it first out, then over her own head, then twisted it back down into a reverse arm lock. He was now on his knees, captured arm controlled by the slender ‘tec standing over him, neck open to her bladed free hand. She did not miss the chop. He crumpled to the damp surface.

Completely winded, Jacky knelt by him as she turned and surveyed the boat, feeling her jumbled and tender jaw as she did so. Blood again flowed. Thankfully, no one seemed to have heard the fight or his yells. The noises from the party and helicopters ashore probably muffled them. But she needed to move the man out-of-sight. Thank God he was thin, perhaps no more then 160 pounds.

Taking two deep breaths, she lifted a limp arm over her shoulder and pulled him across her back. Jacky’s strength was giving out. Could she handle this? With a small groan she lifted up. Barely she was able to get him up, clear of the deck, his limbs splaying about her. With a lurch, she stumbled over to the nearest corner of the mid-deck cabin area, where a dark and hopefully unoccupied stateroom was at the end of the row. She dropped her human load against the wall. Her chest and shoulders were throbbing, those round, firm, perky breasts heaving as if in heat as she gasped for breath. Perspiration dotted her skin. Her wet hair stuck to her bruised face.

Pausing again for a moment’s rest, she then crept to the edge of the cabin to look down the side passageway. Above it was the rain roofway. Three doors down there was a lit stateroom. Could Koon Lee be in there? She would expect Quang to probably be on the upper ‘captain’s’ deck, monitoring their progress now that the yacht was moving. Back at the shore, Jacky noted that one of the two helicopters was lifting off; the other’s blades were whirring. Would they be coming after Quang? God, please yes she prayed.

Suddenly, she heard the sound of footsteps, coming around from the bow of the ship. She could not wait to see what it might be. Anyone else spotting her and noting the disappearance of the French sentry would immediately sound an alarm. The roofway was perhaps seven feet above the deck. Quang would barely pass under it, she noted wryly.

Without a second thought, the incredibly agile detective leap up and grasped its rounded edge. Would it hold her? It was not designed for human traffic, just rain protection. But it held. Good to only be 125 pounds this time.

With a gymnastic swing forward of her legs, she then brought them back and, as with the railing vault, lifted herself up at the peak of the backwards swing, her muscled triceps flexing strongly as she did so. She forward somersaulted at the top of her vault to land safely on her back on the roofway. She had made only a modicum of noise. Was she safe?

She thought so as she listened as closely as the lapping waves and onshore cacophony would allow. The guard, it was only one, had swung around the front and was now slowly making his way down the side passageway, under the roof. Was he noticing the missing Frenchman? Jacky’s heart jumped to her throat. Would he be armed? One shot would bring others, ending her insane one-woman assault.

She lay prone on her belly at the edge of the roofway as the guard approached below her. She had charted her plan of action. If she could quickly take this one out, she’d make for that lit stateroom, damn any other torpedoes that might appear. Somehow or other, she’d stop that phone call…

The guard, a Chinese who was indeed armed with a rifle, walked out just past the end of the roofway and stopped. As if suddenly just becoming aware of the missing French sentry…and a slender, trim figure looming above him. He turned just as the graceful cheetah above sprang at him.

The detective launched her leg midway through the leap. It slammed home into his chest, smashing the medium sized man forcefully to the deck floor, his rifle clattering away. Before he could rise, Jacky landed and followed with a perfect right round kick, her bare instep smacking like a hammer into the side of his skull. But his head was harder then it looked. Though stunned and driven sideways, he was not out. Rather, he managed almost amazingly to gather himself, spring up and charge at the detective, his bull like shoulder ramming into her like a linebacker. They went down in a heap, the guard on top, Jacky’s back taking another painful jolt. As he rose up and sat astride the stunned ‘tec, he made to drive a left fist into her face. But Jacky, with that saving quickness of hers, thrust out her left hand, two fingers extended. One of them jabbed into the frenzied man’s left eyeball. He fell back with a slight screech, one hand immediately reaching for the wounded eye.

That was enough for Jacky to follow with a right cross that cracked across his jaw. Her hand hurt from the blow, but the guard fell off her, still caressing his eye. Without missing a beat, the intrepid detective then raised her right leg and brought it savagely down in a hatchet kick, the back of her foot pounding squarely into the man’s groin. His muffled moan was that of a wounded animal as he sat up, now with one hand to gashed eye, the other reaching to cover his agonized sack. Jacky did not give him time to get there. Still prone herself, female dervish launched a straight kick, her heel ramming directly into his other eye. Blood gushed forth as he snapped back to the deck, unconscious.

Lying back on her elbows on the wet floor, Jacky glanced skyward as she sucked in needed oxygen. Her suit was still drenched, partly with seawater, partly with sweat and fresh blood, including some of her own, dripping from her sensuous, burgundy-colored mouth. Her proud nipples pointed upwards like miniature rockets set to blast off. But there was no time to take any inventory of new bumps and bruises. Getting up, she stumbled towards the fallen rifle. She’d need to convince Koon Lee to give up quickly, and, in her current state, another hand-to-hand battle would not be a clever way to achieve that goal.

Picking up the weapon, she thankfully noted no other guards pouring forth from doorways. The light was still on in the stateroom down the passageway. No need for circumspection at this point. Anybody she met now was a candidate for a bullet or two. Including Koon Lee or Quang. She staggered resolutely towards the middle room’s door. Would it be locked, she wondered?

Chapter 48 – Dysfunctional Calvary

Special Agent Rocco Hoveshi, seated next to Saunders in the front of Helicopter Gunship 23V-62, had a headset wrapped around his right ear talking to his command post, as he half-listened to the NYPD lieutenant with his left. Hoveshi was as good as it got in the FBI Special Operations wing, but he, like all others in the agency, was hamstrung by policies and dictates he himself often disagreed with.

This was a classic example. He and his backup Gunship were in place, back in the air, having picked up the two NYPC cops at the beach home, and were heading for the relatively slow moving yacht as it headed for the open sea. They were ready to attack. He had already received from the on-board agency computer everything he needed to know about the boat. French registry, standard design and no special built-in armaments. Of course, hand held weapons, including rocket launchers, might be present, but based on his understanding from Raid Team, headed up by Rolosky, the hurried departure of the Tongs seemingly made that unlikely. And it was doubtful the French crew would endanger their merchant seamanship careers by allowing such weapons to be knowingly stowed on board beforehand.

So, handguns and rifles aside, taking the ship should be a piece of cake. But the question of this female, whatever, private detective, clouded things. Of course to think she could have swum a third of a mile to get to the boat before it moved off was foolish in the first place. She was probably either already drown or forced back to shore by the tide.

But HQ was quite sensitive these days to possible hostage situations, especially involving women. Plus, Saunders and the other cop, Heywood, were making growling noises about revealing a lot of classified information if they didn’t find out what had happened to her and Rolosky was indicating to him through the headset that, indeed, the two of them, Saunders especially, knew several things that powerful superiors did not want leaked to the media. Hoveshi hated being in the dark. All he knew was that if indeed Quang and his sister were aboard this tub, that they had murdered three of his good friends in the agency over the years, and payback was past due. At their current speed, the yacht would be in the Atlantic in International waters in twenty minutes or so.

But his orders were to simply hover and await further instructions. Rolosky indicated that this thing might even get back to the White House. ‘Christ,’ he mused to himself. Turning to his left, he saw Saunders searching the sea below him, a grim look on his face. ‘What the hell was it all about?’ the special agent wondered, shaking his head in frustration.

Chapter 49 – Call Interrupt

The bloodied, hurting ‘tec peered covertly into the lit stateroom via one of its two watertight portals. There was a lace curtain over it, but it still afforded a decent enough view inside. Both Quang and his sister were within, Koon Lee seated at a desk, phone in hand. Had she already made the call or was she about to start it, Jacky wondered with trepidation?

No, judging by the looks on the faces, it still had to be made. Quang seemed to be giving her instructions as he moved back towards a stairway at the rear of the room. Hmmmm, though the PI, that was unusual for a ship, and inside stairway upstairs to the…captain’s deck. But, certainly convenient. With a final pointed finger, the giant of a man headed up and disappeared from sight, probably into the ship’s bridge.

That was fine by Jacky. She would deal with him if and when he came back. For now, it was just her and the dragon lady, who was starting to place the call. Moving to her left, Jacky tried the door. It was not locked! It opened! Like a bullet, she was through it, rifle in hand, facing the completely taken aback Chinese vixen.

Jacky noted the filtering device on the desk near the phone. She said nothing, but maintained complete focus on the female assassin. Taking one hand off the rifle, she motioned her to put the phone down. Koon Lee, still in her slinky peach dress but sans heels, with her one foot now wrapped in an Ace bandage, slowly, angrily complied. Next Jacky indicated that the filtering device should be flicked over to her on the floor.

“You will not dare shoot. It would mean your own death, as well you know,” the Chinese woman spat.

“Two of your goons are already down. Some are going to have to stay upstairs to run the ship. And I’ll bet I’m as good a shot as any of the remainder. I’ll take my chances. Now slip that damn voice gadget over here before I do the world a favor by eliminating you.” Jacky’s -blue eyes burned with that intensity that tended to make people listen to her.

Momentarily buffaloed, the china doll flicked two elegant fingers and sent the device Jacky’s way. It fell on the carpet a foot or so in front of the PI. After a brief moment, Jacky quickly brought her right foot up then smashed downward. It was a powerful, cutting strike. The four-inch cylindrical gadget, made mostly of plastic but with the internal smart chips, split in two.

But quick as the detective’s move was, it paled in comparison to the speed with which Koon Lee moved a hand to her other wrist, yanked off a star-like bauble from her chain bracelet and whipped the ¾ inch steel star her way. The aim was near perfect, with one of the steel star-spokes driving painfully into the back of Jacky’s hand holding the rifle butt. As she gasped, the weapon fell from her hands. Even as she bent to retrieve it, Koon Lee vaulted the desk and launched herself into a jump kick at the detective. Jacky half saw it coming and managed to turn a bit side ways but in so doing missed grabbing the rifle. 

The assassin’s kick may have missed, but amazingly, she landed upright two feet from Jacky and immediately sent a back fist at the detective. Again, Jacky was able to turn a bit, but, nevertheless, this blow still grazed across her already brutalized jaw. The shot forced her a bit backwards and her opponent relentlessly followed with a sidekick that landed flush in Jacky’s gut, doubling her over, wind rushing out of her as she gasped. Yet another kick, a roundhouse, came at her from the cyborg-like Tong vixen, aimed at the ‘tec’s bent over skull. Somehow, Jacky got her left forearm up to partially deflect it, but it still drove her sideways and to the floor.

The Chinese woman did not dive at her, seemingly fearful of Jacky’s superior strength, leg whips and her own still-twisted ankle, which was starting to act up. Instead, Koon Lee dove for the rifle. Jacky, from her prone position, weakly did likewise. They both got hands on it. But in the noisy scuffling that followed, neither saw the return of a gargantuan figure back into the room from the stairs at the rear. With amazed fury in his eyes, the huge Tong raised a massive fist over his head and, in a blur, brought it smashing downward onto the blonde detective’s skull. Jacky slumped immediately, completely unconscious, limp arms and legs spraying across her body and the carpeted floor.

With rage subsiding, Quang looked condescendingly at his sister. 

“This is twice now you have battled this woman. Neither time did you win cleanly. Have I not taught you better?”

Koon Lee, still on the floor herself, one gorgeous leg almost completely exposed through the slit, nodded, with both anger and frustration growing on her face.

“My ankle is twisted, my brother. It has slowed me down. And…she is better then I would have expected.”

The giant Tong then spied the broken voice filter. The rage returned to his eyes.

“So, the English bitch has managed to spoil this too. We have much to repay her for.”

But Quang had not risen to his powerful position in the Tong Chain of Command by losing his temper or control of his senses. He put his hand to his lips. A thought came to his mind.

“Hmmmm...go get the X-Frame from the closet, sister. I think I know how we might deal with our hovering friends from the FBI.

Chapter 50  – Media Connection

Sitting alone in the last row of the Helicopter’s five rows of seats, a nervous Tom Heywood made a brave yet possibly, he knew, career threatening decision. But he simply could not trust the FBI to do the right thing. Hoveshi seemed all right, but Rolosky and the others he had interacted with these last twenty minutes, based on what he was overhearing, were playing games, games directed from the top. He feared for Jacky’s life.

Unlike the others, even Saunders, he knew that Jacky would almost certainly have made it to the boat. He knew from personal experience what a physical specimen she was, as well as excellent swimmer. They had done a triathlon the previous year and not only had she beaten him, she had come in ninth overall, and the second woman, in a field of over 200. Then, later that evening, they had made wild love well into the night until he, ten years her junior, had finally fallen asleep. Besides her stamina, her will power was second to none. She’d foolishly take on the entire boatload of them until she’d either won or been killed.

But more likely, the overly cocky detective would be captured. If that happened, he needed to make sure the FBI didn’t ‘sacrifice’ her ‘for the greater good’. He had his cell phone in his hand. His friend at the Times, ‘Hooky’ being his long time nickname, was a goodtime drinking buddy who knew how to separate work from play, friendship from duty. In short, he was trustable.

The line connected.

“Hooky, that you? Tommy here, been a while old man.”

“Tom Heywood, Christ, how are you,” replied a warm, friendly, energetic voice. Heywood wished he had that kind of drive and ambition. In ten years, Heywood knew he’d maybe be a low-grade detective or such on the force, starting to count down his years to retirement while Hooky would probably be a big shot editor or columnist. Oh well.

“Fair to middlin’ buddy….Look, Hooky, hate to be curt, but I’m in a hot situation right now. I’ve got a possible story for you that will bust your gut, but you have to promise not to use any of it till I give clearance….Has to be that way, friend. I’ll get my throat cut otherwise. And, of course, until you hear different, I have to be the proverbial ‘unnamed source’.”

“You’re still with NYPD, aren’t you? Is this business?”

“Yes and yes. Involves the Feds too.” Tommy was keeping his voice low. Thankfully, the whirl of the chopper blades and all the other talk was making hearing difficult in the Gun ship’s large cockpit.

“Hooky, you still got that same old email address?”

“Sure, pal. hookyman@nytimes.com. What do you have?”

“To make a long story short, I’m going to send you photos of a 16 page government contract that was signed tonight by a senior representative of Di-Con Corporation, the Pentagon and the government of Eritrea. A contract to build two military bases there.”

While waiting for the FBI helicopters to land earlier, Saunders has filled in Haywood on the bombs. He figured the three of them had formed a bond, and if push came to shove, as it almost certainly would, better three of them knowing about it then just two. Might give them more leverage when the shoes started to drop.

“Wow. Good stuff my man. We often don’t find out about these new covert bases until some local construction guy on the job gets drunk and tells a relative here in the states. Two late to do much lobbying about them then.”

“That’s not all, Hooky...and, damnit, you’ve got to keep this quiet for now… There are four nuclear bombs in Eritrea, illegally stored near where the bases are to be built, left over from Desert Storm.”

There was a dead silence at the other end. Then:

“Tommy, don’t screw with me boy. It’s one thirty in the morning.”

“You can take this to the bank, Hooky. I know the name of the colonel who’s presiding over their hidden storage bins over there, one Howard Butterfield, US Army Signal Corp.”

“Tommy,… please, is this on the level?”

“My source is a Lieutenant Saunders of NYPD who is a liaison to the FBI. He was involved with them in those Tong raids you must have heard about yesterday evening. The Tongs and the Mafia all also involved in this contract. A heavy Tong hitter named Quang is in the picture. You may be hearing about his death or capture on the morning news. Johnny Pinto would be the lead mob kibitzer. The FBI knows about these bombs too, though, of course, they’ve been dummying up all these years. One name there you can check into is a Special Agent Rolosky. There’s an Army General who Saunders knows who told him all this and knows more. Saunders doesn’t want to expose him now, but supposedly he’s a stand up guy who will tell the truth if and when.

Another silence. Tommy figured this time his friend was taking notes.

“So, OK, buddy. Now I’m just supposed to sit on this, go to bed and dream sweet dreams?”

“Got to be that way for now Hooky…To be honest, me, Saunders and a third party we’re involved with here may need to leverage you and the Times to salvage our own futures if not our lives and that’s no bull.”

Heywood heard a deep breath being taken at the other end.

“So I wait for your next call.”

“Exactly, old man. Unless you hear that I’m…dead or have...disappeared. I’ll give you a buzz every 12 hours or so as long as things are cool. If I stop calling, well, time then to go to your editor with all this. But you’d still owe it to Saunders to contact him first, if possible. He works out of the 10th downtown.”

“You’re asking an awful lot Tom. If just a third of this is even vaguely true, it’s the story of the year. The story that could make me.”

“I know, Hooky, I know. Depending on how this operation I’m involved in right now turns out, I promise you’ll be able to release at least some of it soon. Worst case, you’ll have a hell of plot for a bestseller in a few years when Bush is out of the White House.”

“So you’re saying this goes up to the administration”

“Think about it, Hooky. The bombs were left there by the old man. Clinton obviously did nothing about them, so he’s no innocent bystander. But now ‘W’ is trying to cover them up permanently by moving them to these covert bases. Could be the final nail in his coffin. Elections just a year away.”

Yet another pause.

“Gotta go, Hooky. If you ever prayed for anybody, pray for us now. It’s that serious, pal.”

“Ok, Tommy. For God’s sake be careful. You get killed and keep me from getting this whole story, I’ll burn your dead body.”

The cop chuckled ruefully as he clicked off.

Chapter 51  – ‘X’ perience

When Jacky awoke, in a stupor, she saw nothing but bright fluorescent light and heard only the whipping of…of what? Oh yes, helicopter blades, above, not that far away. And, underneath that, the purring of a large engine. That would be…the yacht’s motor. Coming back slowly.

As seconds passed by, she began to realize that she was bound somehow. Yes…both arms and legs…yes. Spread…spread-eagled! But almost upright…not prone…on a board...not a bed!

Finally, eyes able to start focusing. Before her she can dimly see, now clad in only bra and brief panties, but with pearl necklace, peach garter belt and light stockings, though still barefoot, Ms. Koon Lee. The dragon lady stands arms folded before her, perhaps five feet away, a mixed look of anger and lust on her face. In one hand there is a nasty looking horse crop.

Able now to move her head a bit, the woozy detective twists to see her hands bound with twine, each near the top of an X-frame. Looking down, she notes that her feet are similarly tied near the bottom of the ’X’. There are footrests just above the floor upon which her feet rest.

There is something else Jacky notices as she looks down. She is now completely naked, her neatly shaved pussy and full, pointed nipples glistening in the sparkling white light.

“Welcome back, missy,” the china doll purred evenly. “I do hope your pain is not too great.

Somehow Jacky did not think the dragon lady hoped that.

“I suppose I’ll live,” she replied evenly while trying to sense how much pain she really was in as the haze lifted. Was there any part of her that did not ache? The more important question though was home much was fractured or broken?

“Don’t be so sure, missy,” hissed the female assassin.

The woman approached her, reaching out and touching Jacky’s bare shoulder with her crop. She really was absolutely beautiful the detective had to admit. Not quite as toned as herself, but there was no fat and each curve meshed perfectly into the next and, again, the legs awesome, even barefoot.  Her face was a classic Chinese mannequin, as it she was the mold to be followed. Jacky knew her own lips were full and sexy, but this woman’s were sensuality itself.

And suddenly those lips were on her right breast, sucking lightly, with the velvet tongue circling around her swollen nipple. While the china doll’s left hand continued to hold the crop up at her shoulder, the right reached down to Jacky’s vagina and started stroking with the flat of her palm. The detective felt her knees go slightly weak as passion welled up within her. The woman’s touch was like silky fire.

After several minutes of such fondling and hand groping, the Chinese mistress dropped to her knees, put her hands on Jacky’s labia, stretched them slowly and moved her mouth to the ‘tec’s waiting pussy. Those soft, pliant, luscious lips and darting tongue moved slowly around and ever deeper into the detective, sucking, kissing, licking, rubbing, biting. Jacky was moaning relentlessly, trying helplessly to stall the orgasm she was galloping towards. The serpentine tongue riding up, down, and across her clit was irresistible. The hands caressed her folds, one occasionally reaching back up to fondle a breast, squeeze a burning nipple. A full-throated groan escaped Jacky’s lips as her juices flowed like a spring. 

Standing back up, the she-demon kissed Jacky’s lips and…the PI could only kiss back. They tongued savagely, heads rolling in ecstasy. The fingers on her breasts gracefully entwined her nipples, squeezing then relaxing, while a firm yet supple palm cupped and fondled the full breast. The crop would occasionally be lightly passed along her stomach and sides and thighs, creating passionate goose bumps. Jacky’s shrieks of delight grew louder.  Her thigh and arm muscles flexed as the sexual tension circulated through her. The woman was incredible.

In a moment, those soft, tender yet capable hands were on the ‘tec’s firm, shapely buttocks, squeezing, stroking and pinching lightly. The vixen then pressed her own womanhood against Jacky’s and started an easy, rhythmic grind, her own juices seeping through her panties to join with the detective’s. Coyly, her tongue darted out and again caressed one nipple, then the other, then back again, those liquid lips occasionally dipping in to kiss and suck the points. Round and round her tongue circled about, until Jacky’s swollen tips ached with unquenchable desire. The velvet vixen’s middle finger returned inside Jacky’s welcoming pussy, and again inflamed Jacky’s begging clit. Trembling, shaking, unable to resist, Jacky finally explodes in a tumultuous climax, her screams of rapture blasting through the stateroom.

Koon Lee stepped back with a satisfied smile, pleased with her performance. She moved the tip of the crop across the detective’s heaving chest. First circling the nipples, down the flat, hard stomach, to Jacky's pulsating groin, on down the lithe, nicely muscled thighs. Finally, almost in slow motion, she bent down and stoked those burgundy painted toes and then slipped the wiry tip between the foot and rest to titillate Jacky’s heels and soles. Sobs and sighs emanated from the consumed PI.

“You like you feet to be caressed, yes missy? I think we can accommodate that as often as you’d like. I think you’ll find me quite competent at it.”

The ‘tec made no comment. Her breath was still too short anyway to talk. Had she ever exploded to that degree before with a man? Suddenly she felt cold, goose pimples re-appearing on her skin. She trembled. She shook. In shock and awe, she looked at her temptress with mixed lust and hate. The Tong woman took this all in with obvious enjoyment.

“Excellent, missy. You will be a prefect slave once we reach China and after...I …have broken you...”

Here now, thought the detective, trying to mentally regroup. What’s this? China, broken, slave? Not a bullet in the brain?

Noting her seeming confusion, Koon Lee’s smile deepened. At that moment, the mammoth brother re-entered, this time from the deck door.

He seemed calm and relaxed, surprising Jacky thought what with two FBI gunships above. He surveyed the naked detective with a clinical rather then a sexual interest. 

“Your detective license indicated you are 48 years old. But your body, agility, and reactions are those of one in her twenties, my sister’s age. You are to be congratulated. You, and your friends, have caused me some annoying, but I assure you, short term damage to my organization and plans these last few days.”

“I would think,” the fearless ‘tec cut in “that those two helicopters above may result in somewhat more permanent damage to you and Ms. Lee here.”

The giant chuckled as he clasped his hands behind himself. Jacky had often noticed that big-time crooks liked to do that. Did it mean anything?

“Oh them...no, I think not, Ms. Graham. As usual, they are confused and at odds, as is often the case with the FBI and local police forces. You see, shortly after Koon Lee and myself lashed you up here,…I do hope you are not too uncomfortable. Your lovely, naked body certainly does make for an interesting visual diversion...we took a page from your book and took digital pictures of you. My charming and intelligent, if perhaps combat-challenged sister, remembered the cell phone number of your Sergeant friend and we transmitted them not ten minutes ago.  He happens to be in one of the machines hovering above. We also took the precaution of sending a set to our Chinese publicity representative back in Manhattan. Proof positive that you are on board and in our hands. Now, as we steam towards International waters, no doubt several layers of the American security and law enforcement bureaucracy are bickering with each other. That is the trouble with democracy you know. Nothing ever gets accomplished. It is only the so-called dictators and…criminals who get things done in this world, by taking firm, decisive action.”

It was amazing, Jacky thought. There was almost no accent at all. He might have attended Harvard or Brown both in dulcet tone and polished manner of speech.

“Such as the Tongs,” Jacky injected, sarcasm dripping.

“One day you should obtain an unbiased history of our organization, Ms. Graham. You and your fellow Americans would be surprised at the influence and  importance of our forefathers in the development of China.”

“Development? From corrupt dynastic monarchies to corrupt communist repression? To where a nation with less then 1/10th your population could dominate and brutalize your people over and over again throughout the centuries and most specifically the first half of the last century? To a nation of assassins such as yourselves, the likes of which would make the Borgias of Venice blush?

‘CRACK’!

Koon Lee’s crop slashed across Jacky’s face. A line of blood shortly appeared on the stricken cheek. Quang remained unperturbed.

“As they say, Ms. Graham, you do seem to dance to a different drummer. So be it, it is of no concern to me. After we have used you to affect our escape here, you will belong to my sister. Believe me, in ten days, you will not recognize yourself. My sister is expert at, shall we say, suppressing discordant viewpoints. I look forward to the not-to-distant day when you willingly serve luncheon for myself, Koon Lee and several of our associates in enchanted submission, wearing no more then you are now. And now, let me excuse myself for another round of pointless discussion with the authorities. We are but ten minutes from the Atlantic.”

The giant turned and headed for the rear stairwell and ascended it like a dancer. How a man that huge could move so deftly was incredible.

Jacky’s mind had cleared. From somewhere, a second, or was it a third, wind grew within her. Perhaps it was the aftermath of the convulsive organism. Or just her plain, innate stubbornness and refusal to lose. Whatever, her mind was clicking with its accustomed alacrity again. Her rings were still on her fingers. The great oriental minds had overlooked them. Rings which contained hidden ½ blades that opened when the jewels, one a small emerald, the other a similarly sized ruby, were pressed a certain way by her thumb. People almost always tied up others around the wrists, usually with enough mobility left for a normal person to touch a ring on a finger with a their thumb. Such was the case here.

With her brother gone, and time seemingly on her hands, Koon Lee decided to resume her grope fest. Jacky played along, giving off looks and body language that suggested she enjoyed the continued ravishing which, she had to admit, she did. But now she wanted the dragon lady’s attention drawn to her vagina not her bound hands. The Tong assassin obliged. As her head dipped down, Jacky’s thumbs popped open the blades.

Once again those exciting fingers curled along the detective’s glistening skin, delving into each and every crevice of Jacky’s lithe physique, mainly, of course, inside her again wet womanhood. This time the dragon lady switched more to her exquisitely manicured fingernails to drive the PI into spasms of ecstasy. Only with great difficulty was the determined ‘tec able to concentrate on cutting the twine. Slow laborious work, made more difficult with each thrust of the Tong lady’s tongue or squeeze of her velvet palm.

The woman’s lips again sucked on her vaginal folds as the snakelike tongue over and over gained entrance and slowly massaged her hungry clit.

“Oooaaah,” she moaned. “Yes, oh God yes!” It was not play-acting. The throbbing passion expanding inside her even blocked out the pain of her wounds! Again the train of arousal surged forward. Closing her eyes, licking er own lips, Jacky desperately worked her fingers against the twine up and down with the tiny blades.

On her knees with her mouth working Jacky’s pussy, tongue rapturously licking the clit, Koon Lee’s arms raised up and her hands again enfolded Jacky’s beautiful bare breasts. Once more, she worked her magic on the detective’s solid, uplifted, orange-sized orbs, causing the nipples to again ache with pleasure. Another organism loomed on the horizon. Couldn’t be until she had cut free a hand, the aroused ‘tec knew, or Koon Lee would not be on position. Come ON, damn blades, cut!!

“Aaaahhhh,” Jacky gasped as the dragon lady sucked her juice. Those deft fingernails now coursed up and down her thighs, around her abdomen and pussy, tingling everything she touched. The animal growls from Jacky’s throat came from the depths of her libido. The explosion neared.

There, one hand free! Jacky quickly glanced down. Koon Lee was lost in her vaginal pleasure giving, hands now caressing Jacky’s shapely hips. Even as her body shook from the upcoming climax, the single-minded detective took aim with her bladed hand.

‘SMACK.’ 

It was as vicious a blow as her weakened, totally aroused state would allow for, bang on the open neck. It seemed to work. The china doll slipped to the floor and lay motionless. But Jacky was suddenly left helpless under the fury of her own orgasm. Her shriek would wake the dead. She shook like a slender tree in a hurricane. ‘Oh God’, she wailed internally. ‘GOD!’ Her breasts bounced and her still bound legs twitched. Liquid spilled outward from her convulsed pussy. Never before quite like this. Never…

It took a minute to regroup despite her best attempt. Moan upon satiated moan slipped passed her lips. Blessedly, the lingerie-clad woman did not yet move. Finally Jacky moved her free hand to the other and finished the job the blade had started. Then her legs. Once free she was torn. To call Tommy or tie up Koon Lee first. She made a bad choice. Finding the woman’s purse, she extracted her cell phone and gun. She pressed the redial button and, in a moment, was connected to the sergeant.

“Tommy, its me, Jacky… Tommy, I’m free. Hiding on board the ship. Tell them to start the attack. I’ll be fine. I’ll ride it out. Don’t let them escape. Attack NOW!

“Love…are you sure you’re OK...”

“Tommy, don’t waste time, move NOW!”

Jacky clicked off and looked up, gun in hand. Incredibly, Koon Lee was up and flying at her. The woman’s bandaged foot smacked into her gun hand just as Jacky fired.

The gun flew uselessly to her right. Black powder coated the dragon lady’s bandage, doing her no harm. In a blur, a forearm from the woman slammed into Jacky’s chest, painfully across her breasts, followed a split second later by a knee to her still throbbing groin. A third strike, an amazingly agile kick to her cheek, sent the abused detective back, crashing into the wall behind.

There was no use in doing anything but moving in kung fu-like circles to somehow try and block the blows that would be forthcoming from the Tong assassin like bullets spewing from an automatic. The Chinese beauty moved like a dancer in a well-choreographed ballet, despite her bum ankle. Jacky only hoped to keep her from landing a fatal blow. Where was the damn gun? The rifle had disappeared.

Blocking as best she could, the detective circled around the room as the Oriental whirling deversh continued attacking. Did she never need a breath? One round kick was too fast for Jacky, landed solidly and again dropped her heavily to the floor. But Koon Lee once more refused to jump in for hand-to-hand. She must feel at a disadvantage in close, the PI mused desperately. Can I possibly get a clinch?

Her ribcage was aflame, her jaw ached and her groin throbbed, blood streamed from her crop-cut cheek, but Jacky decided to take a big chance, almost certainly her last. From her prone position, she executed her patented jump flip up to her feet, then continued into a full somersault in front of the dragon lady then finished by driving her joined legs forward. Gratefully they plowed into Koon Lee’s bare stomach, with plenty of momentum as generated by the somersault.

The surprised Chinese hellcat doubled over. As her bent-over head was now within range, Jacky swiftly lifted her left leg up from the ground and smashed a sole into the woman’s chin. She tumbled backwards to the carpet, stunned. The detective rose as rapidly as she could to her knees and sprung for her dazed opponent, landing atop her. Instinctively, Koon Lee’s knee moved inward towards Jacky’s groin, but the ‘tec expected that and blocked it with a thigh, grabbing both of her graceful wrists as she did so. The Tong woman attempted a head butt as they were now almost face to face on the floor, but Jacky figured on that too, deflecting the blow by a quick turn of her own head. With practiced expertise from years of Master Chen’s teachings, Jacky was able to entwine her shapely but powerful legs around Koon Lee’s more glamorous pair as she pressed the vixen’s arms back over her head to the floor, a classic grapevine. Jacky felt her still wet pussy against Koon Lee’s equally liquid cunt through her brief panties.

Jacky know that the person on top in this hold, assuming enough leg strength, could force the opponent’s legs open ever more painfully. And while her adversary dealt with that pain as she stretched her, the detective had a final coup at the ready.

Dimly, outside, Jacky heard the sounds of heavy automatic rifle fire.  Also, the whirl of the helicopter blades now seemed almost like they we next door. The attack must be in full swing, thank God.

Jacky noted with grim pleasure the pain in Koon Lee’s face as the trapped beauty’s legs were stretched mercilessly.

“You English Bitch…I will kill you…”

“Yes, mistress,” Jacky cooed. Her bare body straining against her lingerie-clad foe as they struggled was generating much perspiration. Both women glistened under the shining fluorescent lighting. Some of Jacky’s blood also now smeared Koon Lee’s face and chest. The PI felt the grinding of Koon Lee’s pelvic area. Insanely, despite the situation, a sexual spark burst inside her.

The ‘tec suddenly felt the groaning Tong woman moving her now slippery right leg in a manner most people couldn’t even think of trying. The movement might allow her to slip out of the vine lock. It was time for the finish. With a sudden jerk, Jacky released one of Koon Lee’s trapped wrists and brought her fist up then drove it into the woman’s right eye. The still open ring blade cut horribly into it!

“AAAAGGGHHH!” The vixen’s horrific shriek pierced the air both in and around the cabin. Jacky had never heard a human voice reach such a decibel level. It both frightened and satisfied her. The bitch had been paid back for the foul ravishment of Jacky’s body.

The detective rolled off the convulsing, screaming Tong woman, staring upwards in relief, fatigue and pain. She heard but did not see the stateroom door open amidst the heavy gunfire outside. 

Quang, holding a wounded shoulder and an automatic rifle stumbled in and saw the pair lying in the middle of the floor. His face became a mask of profound disbelief coupled with rage. He dropped the rifle behind himself and walked slowly towards the pair. Jacky finally exerted herself and turned to see him approach. Blood flowed freely from that shoulder. He had taken at least one bullet, perhaps more. But he seemed almost unaffected as he reached down for her. God, he was almost 7 feet tall and perhaps 350 pounds of sheer bulk and muscle! 

The exhausted detective mechanically swung her arm at him as he leaned over, smacking her forearm against his face. To absolutely no effect! He grabbed her naked body by the neck with his huge hand, pulled her up and then, like a hammer thrower, flung her across the room, crashing into the wall. Her back, still hurting from the railing, was numbed with instant pain. As he again slowly approached, fear came into Jacky’s heart if not her ever-steely eyes. This wasn’t a human opponent. It was a freak, a mutant; something all the Master Chens of the world couldn’t prepare her for.

From the floor, she launched a leg out for his groin as he came up. With a reflex that even his writhing sister had not displayed, he caught it, and then lifted Jacky off the carpet by it. In a blur, he captured her other leg, lifting her fully off the floor. His hands were barely at his shoulders as he dangled the detective by the ankles, upside down, her blonde mane just scraping the carpet.

Never quitting, Jacky tried to slam a fist into his kneecap, the small cutting blade aimed inwards. Nothing! Like hitting and sticking a knife in an oak tree.

His deep, polished voice was a bit ruffled but still in control.

“You have caused me to fail, Ms. Graham. And you have defeated my sister. For that, you must be commended. We have never before failed. It will be a permanent stain on my legacy. But, before I go on to my final resting place at the hands of these FBI cowboys, I must even the score. Tong code demands it. You will cause no other failures, Ms. Graham. I did wish this could have been a longer, slower termination, but I consider it acceptable under the circumstances.

He started slowly spreading her legs…God, Jacky thought hurriedly...He was going to go her grapevine one better! He was… going to snap her like a turkey wishbone!!

“Nooooooo…Aaaaagghh!” As the scream came out of her mouth with her bones almost starting to rip, the door to the room whipped open again and two men practically fell through it, automatics in their hands. Several shots rang out in rapid, jumbled succession.

As the nude detective passed out, she barely noticed being dropped by the redwood of a man whose face slowly looked to heaven as he dropped with a thud to his knees, then toppled heavily over her to the carpet. Blood spurted from many parts of his dead body.

Chapter 52  – Repair Work

Dr. Hank Ketchem sat back in his spacious office’s rich leather chair behind his polished mahogany desk and thought interesting thoughts. He was the Chief of Surgery at the Lennox Hill Hospital. He was also a veteran of the Vietnam War and had served at the Mayo Clinic for several years. As such, he had had plenty of experience dealing with various agents and agencies of the federal government, the military as well as local police forces. And he was unimpressed and not intimidated by any of them. He knew the law and he knew that taking care of patients trumped any claims these self-important, overly arrogant, alleged guardians of American democracy might have.

It was 48 hours since Jacky Graham, along with the Chinese woman and several other wounded French, Chinese and American males, had been brought in by FBI gunships to the helipad atop the hospital. It was Dr. Ketcham’s understanding that five other men had been killed in a shipboard assault, the details of which were being kept very spotty. Indeed, the good doctor noted, after a brief and very sketchy report in the Tri-State media Sunday morning, sans pictures or camera work, the whole affair had simply disappeared from the news. Ketcham was sharp enough to know that such suppression of an event the seeming size of this one could only come from the White House itself.

That the group had been brought here, rather then some military or more FBI-controlled facility was evidently the work of the NYPD sergeant who had come in with the survivors. He had evidently indicated that this was Ms. Graham’s home hospital and also that of the precinct Sergeant Heywood was assigned to. For a simple cop to exert such authority in the face of all this FBI and military presence indicated he, and Ms. Graham and perhaps that other cop, Saunders, must have knowledge of things people in high places were fearful of. Ketcham idly wondered what those things might be.

But, regardless, he would see to it that these casualties, especially the woman who had taken such a massive beating, would be properly cared for first. He had already rebuffed four separate ‘demands’ by the agents and generals for ‘access’ to the Graham woman. Just an hour before he had hung up on the FBI’s Assistant Director for the Northeast Region who assured him his request for a meeting came straight from the top. Ketcham had bluntly told the man that unless the President himself called him, he was not budging. No access for another few hours, until he was sure she was past the various danger points. Ketcham smiled. He knew the President would not call. To do so would directly involve him in whatever this mess was all about. His experience told him that this was no doubt one of those little international imbroglios, which, in the rare case when the cover-up failed, caused important people to take a bullet for the ‘team’.

The Chinese woman was another curious development. Within two hours of her arrival, a contingent from the Chinese embassy had arrived, also demanding to see her. Ketcham had personally performed the delicate surgery that had been required to save the woman’s eye, though it was doubtful she would ever see much through that damaged cornea again, or at least until another round of optical medical breakthroughs occurred. And her beautiful face would have a permanent, if minor, disfigurement.

The Chinese had been engaged in a running verbal and paper battle with the FBI, both here at the hospital, in DC and at the UN ever since. Evidently, she was officially a prisoner of the US Government. But they too seemed willing to keep the whole thing quiet from the media, many of whose top local reporters and stringers had been in and out of the hospital several times these last two days, but so far with no results.  

She would be physically eligible to leave the hospital the next day. Where she would go, Dr. Ketcham had not yet been informed.  As for the others, they all had gunshot wounds. One of the five, another Chinese, probably would not make it. Judging by the appearance and attitude of the other two Chinese, they were Tongs. Ketcham had come to know what to look for here in New York relative that that deadly little sub-group of orientals. They were blight on an otherwise wonderful race of people. He suddenly wondered if that raid on Tong hideouts over the weekend he’d read about was somehow connected here?

As for Graham herself, she was really in better shape then she deserved to be. He and the hospital’s back specialist, Dr, Lake, had operated on her spine, which had been serious jumbled, to keep the third and fourth disks from dangerously fusing together. These last 36 hours or so had been spent ensuring she did nothing in her drugged sleep to undo the results. She was strapped expertly to her bed in Intensive Care and under 24-hour watch by a special nurse to hopefully prevent such. 

Otherwise, her three fractured ribs would heal normally in time. Her jaw and cheekbone were severely bruised but no fracture. The many cuts and bruises about her body, including a particularly ugly whip-like gash across her other cheek, would keep her from enjoying the rest of the summer on the beach in any kind of bikini. There was puffiness about her neck that must have been caused by a quick blow therein, but it would pass. She had been ravished several times recently, judging by the minute cuts and welts around her vagina, not to mention the DNA sample he had been forced to take at the FBI’s insistence. Contusions present also indicated she had taken a blow or two there. Finally, he was waiting for final results from the brain scan he had done after spotting the three recent bumps on her skull. Thankfully, the slender but lean-looking woman seemed to have the proverbial ‘hard head’, but the scans would tell the tale. In all, it would be at least another week here in the hospital, then a minimum two-month rehab, assuming no serious brain damage. She was quite a girl he thought, but one who might want to think about a change of careers.

There was a knock on his door. The FBI again, he wondered with a grimace. They refuse to quit, don’t they?

“Come in” he called out resignedly, ready for another round with them.

Instead, it was the two NYPD cops, Saunders and Heywood. Both men were cordial, but looked tired and somewhat beaten down. Ketcham wondered if they were taking grief from their ‘superiors’. If this mess was they type of thing he imagined, and these two had learned important stuff as a result, their higher-ups would be merciless.

“Doc,” the beefy lieutenant spoke evenly, without whine, command or insult in his voice. “As you probably can imagine, what has gone down here is very serious international stuff, and we two and the Graham woman are in the middle of it.”

The big cop paused, taking a deep breath.

“Tom here and myself first want to thank you for how you’ve handled this so far/”

“I try to take care of sick and wounded people, lieutenant. It’s all I’ve really tried to do for 35 years. It’s my personal feeling, by the way, that all the secrecy that surrounds people like your FBI and military friends tends to get an unnecessary number of otherwise good, decent, innocent folks sick and wounded.”


Both cops chuckled weakly, looking briefly at each other. Saunders continued.

“The feds have finally come to realize you won’t give in to them and they’ve also come to realize that while Sergeant Haywood and myself are as loyal Americans as anyone else, we’re not going to be bullied, at least as far as Jacky is concerned. As you probably know, there are laws in place that affect police officers like us in situations like this. They pretty much can tell us what to do and say and what not, regardless what we know. We all sign various oaths and legal documents when we first joined the force and several times since. Just signed another round last year, in fact.”

The doctor cut in.

“But Ms. Graham has not, eh. And can say whatever she wants to whomever she wants, correct as is the supposed right of a free citizen?...And now your bosses have ‘convinced’ you to try and find a way to keep her from doing so? And, I wonder, if you are not successful, would other means might they resort to?”

Saunders again looked uncomfortable, yet there was staunchness to his jaw the doctor liked.

“Obviously, this is a ticklish situation. But, trust me doc, we’re just going to give Jacky a bigger perspective on things so that she can make more informed decisions whenever and whatever she decides to say. That’s all Tommy and I agreed to do. Things are rolling anyway, as you might guess...”

“Damage control?” the doctor interjected. “No one important will ever really be gashed, will they? Some intermediary will take the rap, get fired and take some probation and receive his golden parachute down the road when the pressure is off, eh?

“But this time, doc, well there’s an aspect to it that would reflect very badly not just on…individuals, but the country as a whole. If it gets out, and ultimately, Jacky could well determine that. She thus needs to know the potential ramifications first.

Ketcham leaned further back in his chair. These two were small fish in a big pond, he knew. But for the big boys to let them play out the hand with the Graham woman was very surprising. What the hell could it be about? All he knew about her was that she was a local PI who usually handled divorces, stolen diamonds, insurance frauds, accounting cheats…middling white collar type of stuff.

“Well,” the doctor resumed, ”I’d rather have her talking to you two first, people she knows and, I assume, trusts. It’s 10 am. I’ll clear you to visit her after lunch. Let’s try to keep it under a half hour. And keep your word. Don’t try any pressure stuff. She’s obviously a tough babe, but everyone has a limit.”

The two cops again looked silently at each other, then nodded to the man in white.

Chapter 53  – ‘Let’s Talk’

It was 2:05 pm Tuesday when Jacky looked up and saw the two men push through her private room’s door and enter, tentative smiles on their faces, fistfuls of flowers and a fruit basket in their hands. She smiled immediately. She was surprised and thrilled to see them, despite what appeared to be hesitation on their faces. No one had told her. The sitting nurse smiled as she got up from her nearby chair. The men spotted the baskets on the night table, came over to the bed and lightly hugged and kissed the detective, who was sitting up for the first time since the operation, Tommy’s kiss being more then just polite.

“Remember, gentlemen, a half hour, no more. I’ll be just outside with your two uniformed comrades. Nice and easy, please.” Saunders had convinced his brass that NYPD men be posted at Jacky’s door until all ‘arrangements’ had been successfully completed, again to the FBI’s chagrin.

Heywood and Saunders nodded her way, then turned back to Jacky.

“Half hour,” Saunders noted. “I don’t think we can cover the tip of the iceberg by then. How do you feel, Jacky?” 

It was the gentlest tone the burly officer had ever used with her. She liked it. Tommy stood by, holding her hand, a slight mistiness in his eyes. ‘God,’ Jacky thought, did she look that bad?’ With all the Demerol in her, she felt little pain. ‘Makeup’, she thought, they ought to have warned her so she could put on some make-up. Give a girl a chance to combat 48 plus years of life and four days of steady beatings. Jacky did not like to have people, especially men people, feeling sorry for her. She much more enjoyed having them showing respect and admiration at her various talents…and looks. So OK, vanity, thy name is woman.

“They’re saying another week, then rehab. Looks like I’m going to be catching up on my reading this summer.” The PI tried to sound chipper. The men smiled those sympathetic smiles men use when they’re uncomfortable and not quite able to be honest about how a woman looks. ‘Lipstick,’ the ‘tec screamed to herself. ‘At least a touch of lipstick! And these hospital gowns were so unflattering!’

“The Tong woman, Koon Lee, is two floors below. That was quite a little memento you gave her.”

Jacky chuckled. “I hope the bitch sees double for the rest of her life.” Jacky looked down at her hands. She had asked for and received her rings back soon after the operation. Wearing them made her feel a bit like herself. She just hated to be weak and out of sorts. She was a warrior princess at heart. She was glad to have scarred the dragon lady.

Tommy and Saunders looked at each other. The detective knew the small talk was over. Obviously, there was a lot to discuss. She had had no contact with the outside. No TV or radio or phone had been allowed into her room. FBI orders, she suspected. So, everything they said would be news to her.

“Jacky,” Saunders began slowly, “as you might figure, Tom and I have been heavily grilled by the Feds and Army brass. They know what we know and, more importantly, what you know. Except one thing.”

Saunders reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out Jacky’s cell phone.

“I found this on the floor of Fallow’s guest bedroom where I found you. Put it into my pocket out of force of habit. Forgot about it until two hours ago when I put the jacket back on. I assume the contract photos are still in it.”

The younger sergeant cut in. There was some self-flagellation in his voice.

“I called my buddy, Gene ‘Hooky’ Hasdale at the Times and gave him some insight just before the raid, but not the whole story. I was worried, I admit. Scared to be more honest. I never did send the photos. I discarded my cell over the Sound on our way here after the yacht assault, to keep the feds from finding out things. I realized if I ever did send them myself, I’d probably wind up in some federal prison with the key thrown away, if not worse.”

Saunders slipped back in.

“In short, they know you know about the contract through that guard Fasio they interrogated, but don’t know you photographed it. Koon Lee knows, of course, but she certainly won’t talk, at least not until and unless the feds can keep her and lean on her long and hard. She’d probably poison herself first anyway, that’s how the big Tongs are.

“So, the bottom line is you hold the cards, in your head and....especially right in that cell phone.”

“So they’ll just have to kill me, huh. To make sure I dummy up?” Jacky’s smile was casual yet wary.

“No, they can’t do that. They’ll have to play this very carefully. That’s why we’re the first to see you. I’m afraid this is more then a social visit, as I’m sure you’re sharp enough to figure.

“In the first place, there were over 150 people at that party, all of whom saw you, first as a blond, then as a blonde streak hurtling into the ocean. They saw the dragon lady precede you to that launch. They all saw the gunships and watched us get picked up. Further, there were some local fishermen out early where the Sound spills into the Atlantic who saw the assault. For now, all these people have been ‘convinced’ to keep quite for the short term, for ‘security purposes’. But that number of people, influential people, with so many of them being foreign emissaries, not subject to US laws, makes a complete, permanent cover-up impossible.

“More specifically, your English Undersecretary of Foreign Affairs who was at the party with his wife just happened to be leaving and walking towards the parking area when they came to the front of the house just in time to see all of us grapping on the veranda. That includes seeing Koon Lee snatch the contracts and head for the beach. She practically knocked the couple over, and dropped one of the ‘mafia’ contracts in doing so. The secretary retrieved it and is smart enough to know what it is. He also recognized the name of the trucking company involved and that it is mob-connected. So by now, the Blair government is onto what’s happened, although probably not about the bombs.”

“Tommy and I, well, they know they can shut us up. As Tommy said, we’d be in jail the rest of out lives if we don’t clam up. Fallow, well, he’s either resigned Di-Con or been fired, depending on who you talk to. Naturally, Fallow will be made the main fall guy, ‘renegade contractor and all that rot’, who’ll get abused in the media for a couple of years but taken care of in a couple of years, after the heat dies down and assuming he plays it according to Hoyle. Meaning he just shuts up. The one bright spot for him seems to be reconciliation with his daughter.

“Di-Con’s days as a favored contractor are over, naturally. No doubt they’ll go out of business soon and Armbruster and their other head guys will resurface with different outfits down the road.

“The minister, Ustahan, has already been canned by his Prime Minister, although they too are keeping everything hush hush. No doubt several additional billions will be getting funneled their way and, of course, the bases are scuttled, which partially nullifies the PM’s opposition. But relations will be frosty for years, of course, with Washington losing a chip it hoped to play in their poker game with the Muslims in the Middle East.

“Johnny Pinto has already talked personally with the FBI lawyers. In return for mob silence about the subcontracts, the charges against Manicotti and Udo will be dropped; the mob never did learn onto the bombs.

“The Chinese are a wild card, here, of course, as they do know about both the bases and the bombs, just not their exact location, thanks to you. The communists don’t particularly care about the dear, departed Quang. They’re relationship with the Tongs is always arms length. They may be willing to let this whole thing go for an appropriate amount of money, some movement on the various Trade Agreements in progress and, of course, Koon Lee’s release. They can dangle her return as a way to gain further support from the Tong leadership. But they will probably threaten to spill everything they know to the Muslims at any time the mood hits them. The administration and Pentagon will just have to suck that possibility up.

“Which brings us back to Washington’s dilemma. They’ll have to admit to the bases and the covert negotiations. Too many cooks in the kitchen not to. Naturally, they have no desire for the actual contract or the rest of the subcontracts to ever see the light of day. The boarding party found the rest of the originals in the stateroom we barged into and, of course, destroyed them. Di-Con, and Fallow, will be blamed as greedy, out-of-control vendors whom the military didn’t adequately oversee. Expect a general or two to walk the plank. And the administration will mealy mouth their way through a kind of an apology to the media and the public using terrorism, of course, as the reason for deciding to build the bases in the first place and ‘delicate political and security’ issues as the reasons for the secrecy. And, of course, they’ll promise never to do such a thing again. Ho ho.”

Saunders paused for breath. Jacky eyed him steadfastly. The punch line was coming. Tommy looked down at the floor. The lieutenant met her steely gaze.

“The real joker in this whole thing, of course, is you. As I indicated, they’re really in a bind with you. As stated, too many people, including many they can’t control, know about you and your involvement here. If anything happens to you, some of those folks, at least, would ask too many damaging questions. Plus, they don’t know who else you might have informed or what evidence you might have stashed. Tommy’s friend at the Times, who’s one of the reporters who’s been sniffing about the hospital, has already figured out you were the third party. He called Tommy back on Sunday afternoon saying so. Unfortunately, by then, the feds had wired up Tommy’s home phone, and immediately approached Hasdale after that call. They told him that Tommy’s statements to him would be refuted uncategorically and that I would be unwilling to talk to him and if he tried to take what he’d heard to press without a named source, he’d and the Times would be sued forever.

“So, only you can confirm what Hasdale knows…And, in so doing, blow the lid off this whole thing.”

“And live happily ever after?” the detective quipped, a very rueful smile on her face. Both of the cops chuckled dully along with her.

Jacky leaned back against her pillows and thought hard. What was the right thing to do here? Maybe they wouldn’t terminate her, but they sure could make her life hell.

“I assume the FBI wants to talk to me asap, without any lawyers present.”

Saunders nodded. “The head of the Northeast Region along with a four star from the Pentagon.”

Jacky folded her hands in her lap and thought some more.

“OK. Have the two gentlemen come in as soon as Dr. Ketcham allows it. But a third person must be along. Your Mr. Hasdale, Tommy. The public has a right to have a representative involved.”

Heywood and Saunders looked at each other in surprise.

What?…what will you say to them??…

Jacky suddenly smiled brightly.

“Let’s talk!”

