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Lover Under Covers



My commanding officer finally said the words
I’ve been impatient to hear for the last eight years – “I’ve got an
undercover assignment for you.”

The adrenaline rush that ran through me made
it hard to focus on what he was saying. I caught snippets - “leave
tomorrow”, “mistress,” and “Caribbean” – but I was relishing in the
knowledge that after a decade on the force, I finally get to go
undercover.

“Hey,” my CO said as he banged on his desk to
get my attention. “Are you okay with this? The assignment comes
from far up the chain and you have to leave first thing in the
morning. None of us here will have your back. We have no
involvement in what you are doing.”

“I’m good,” I said.

He threw a file across his cluttered desk and
I caught it before the papers slid out. “Thank you for the chance,”
I said.

“Don’t thank me. They asked for you by name.
Just get your ass back here in one piece.”

“Yes, sir.” I turned and left his office.

“Be careful, Kate,” my CO said, the closest
he’d ever come to showing any emotion besides anger.

“I’ll miss you, too,” I said, unable to
resist the urge to be cheeky in my euphoria. I am finally going
undercover! I’ve been begging for this for years. I’d made it clear
to my superiors years ago and often since then that I would do any
undercover work – prostitution rings, drug running, pornography,
anything. It looks like my pestering paid off.

I sat down at my miniscule desk and flipped
open the file. I was leaving in the morning for St. Kitts, an
island in the Caribbean. I was meeting my lover there. My role was
to be his girlfriend, his silent arm candy. I was to look the part
to help him keep up appearances. My lover is Brock Destin, a
government agent who has spent the last three years infiltrating a
financial crime circle that spans over a dozen countries. It looks
like he has finally gained their trust and is a member of the inner
circle.

I read the details of the organization until
I could recite it by memory. I studied my bio; for the next five
days and four nights I would be Katherine Beaumont, a second-tier
model from Florida and Brock’s mistress for the last three months.
An agent would meet me at the airport at 4 a.m. and we’d have the
five hour flight for him or her to brief me about what specifically
I was to do. It was clear I was to take nothing of my own besides
the nondescript clothes I wore onto the plane.

I left work early to get organized. My
neighbour agreed to collect my mail and take care of my cat. I
overwatered my two plants and did all my laundry, even though I
wouldn’t be taking any of it with me.

I was so excited that I barely slept that
night, despite knowing I had to be up at 3 a.m. Around midnight I
found a cheesy infomercial for a hand-held steam carpet cleaning
device that quickly lulled me to sleep.

When my alarm went off at three, I took a
quick shower, downed a cup of coffee, slid behind the wheel of my
Toyota Tundra, and hightailed it to the airport. I went to the
private airstrip the file had specified and saw a ten or
twelve-seater waiting on the tarmac.

I left my truck in visitor’s parking and
walked to the bottom of the stairs that led into the plane. I
looked at my watch: 3:49. “Hello?” I said. “Do I come up?”

A tall, slender woman in a severe navy suit
popped her head out of the door. “Kate!” she said as if we were
long-lost friends. “Yes, come up.”

I took the stairs two at a time and stopped
at the landing. “I’m Agent Munroe,” she said and extended her
hand.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I replied as I shook
it.

She pulled a bag out of her pocket. “Can you
put your watch and jewelry in here please?”

I undid my watch, slid off a ring I always
wore, and placed them in the bag. “Earrings, too,” Munroe said.

I removed the studs that hadn’t left my ears
in ten years; it took a little muscle to pry the backs off.

“Anything in your pockets?” she asked.

I took out my Toyota keys and added them to
the bag. “Don’t worry. We’ll keep all of this and your vehicle safe
until your return,” she said.

Munroe mumbled something into a mic and a
similarly-suited man materialized at the bottom of the stairs.
Munroe tossed the bag to him and knocked on the closed cockpit
door. “All set,” she said.

When the plane door closed, Munroe locked it
shut. “We should take our seats.”

We were barreling down the runway as I
clicked my seat belt together. I loved to fly, always had, and felt
the familiar rush as we soared into the sky.

Munroe broke into my reverie. “We have five
hours to get you ready. If you have any questions along the way,
let me know. I understand this is your first undercover
assignment?”

“It is. To be honest, I’ve been pestering for
undercover duty for years.”

Munroe nodded knowingly. “This is a good
assignment to break you in.”

“How did I get picked for this one?”

“Your looks. You’re a beautiful woman and
Brock Destin, Randy’s cover, would never have a lover who looked
ordinary.”

As the sun broke over the horizon and we flew
toward it, Munroe filled me in on every detail. Basically I was an
ornament and my job was to reinforce Brock’s cover. What
billionaire didn’t have a lover or two on his arm? Munroe
explained, “It is imperative that you act like his lover when
you’re in public together. Be overly affectionate whenever you go
out. But it has to be believable. Always assume someone is
watching. Never let your guard down or stop playing your role. He
is always Brock Destin to you, the man you adore.”

Munroe continued, “When you get off the
plane, remember you haven’t seen him in a few weeks. Your
enthusiasm must reflect that and be genuine.”

“Is Randy married in real life?”

“There is no Randy in real life, you only
know Brock. But no, he is not currently married.”

Munroe fixed us omelets for breakfast in the
tiny galley area and served it with fruit and toast. When we were
done, she made us a pot of tea to share.

“You clear on your bio?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Give me your elevator spiel.”

“My name is Katherine Beaumont. I’m
29-years-old, born in London, England, to ex-pat parents, both
deceased in an automobile accident five years ago. I live in
Florida and make a decent living as a model, mainly print work with
the occasional catwalk. I live in a trendy apartment with my cat,
Lucifer. I have an older brother, Duane. He still lives in England
but we haven’t spoken in years. I was pretty bored with my life
until I met Brock at a fashion industry event on New Year’s Eve
where he swept me off my feet.”

“Good. Keep all your details straight. The
people you and Brock are with usually don’t talk to lowly
mistresses but you never know, someone may take a liking to
you.”

Munroe looked at her watch again. “One hour
to go. We better get you ready.”

I followed her to a tiny door at the back of
the plane. The space beyond the door held a miniscule daybed.
“Change into your clothes and I’ll do your hair and make-up.”

She shut the door and the immediate sense of
privacy while surrounded by the hum of the airplane was calming. I
picked up the swatch of material on the bed and it was so soft I
thought it would dissolve in my hands; I had never touched anything
this fine.

I stripped off my jeans, blouse, and undies
and replaced them with the push-up bra, thong, and the dress. The
dress fit like it had been molded just for me and I couldn’t stop
touching the fabric. I looked at myself in the mirror and gasped at
my reflection. I’d never thought of my figure as sexy but it was
today. The dress and bra made my boobs look higher and bigger, my
waist looked smaller, and my legs looked twice as long as they
were.

I rejoined Munroe and she looked pleased.
“Perfect,” she said. “Have a seat.”

I hated to sit on the fragile material but I
did as Munroe said. She turned her chair toward me and spent the
next thirty minutes tugging at my hair and poking at my face. We
didn’t speak so I used the time to mentally step into the role of
Katherine Beaumont.

“Done,” Munroe proclaimed. I made my way to
the back of the plane and took in the whole picture of myself in
the mirror. Damn, who was the beautiful creature that looked back
at me? With my hair cascading in ringlets down my back and my
make-up skillfully applied, I looked like the model that Katherine
was.

“You’ve got skills,” I said to Munroe when I
took my seat.

She laughed. “Thanks. Now you just need
these.” Munroe handed me a pair of strappy shoes and a jewelry bag.
I took the shoes first and did them up, the heels higher than I’m
used to but the straps looked flattering on my ankles.

“Oh no, those toes won’t do,” Munroe said.
“Sit, sit.”

She pulled a bottle of pink polish out of her
massive toiletries kit and polished my toes while I rooted through
the jewelry bag. “All of this?” I asked.

“Yes. Brock’s lover wouldn’t be a
minimalist.”

I put on the diamond chocker, the diamond
dangling earrings, two rings, a slender Rolex watch with diamonds
indicating every hour, and diamond bangles. By the time I had
everything on, I felt pimped out.

“Done,” Munroe declared about my toes. “Need
to walk a bit in those shoes to get the feel of them?”

I put them back on, careful not to smudge the
polish, and walked up and down the aisle until the plane began to
descend.

I took my seat, excitement coursing through
me. I was an undercover agent!

“You ready?” Munroe asked.

“Yes.”

“Any questions?”

“No.”

“I want to reiterate that you should always
assume someone is watching and listening to everything you do and
say. Never talk to Brock like he’s anyone other than Brock. Never
stop being Katherine Beaumont.”

“Got it.”

“When we land, your bags will be taken out of
the cargo area and we’ll take off again. You’re the only one who’ll
disembark. Myself and the pilot cannot be spotted.”

“Okay.”

We touched down minutes later and pulled to a
stop near a black Mercedes. Munroe opened the door and stood to the
side.

“Good luck,” she whispered as I passed her. I
gave her an impromptu hug before taking the last two steps and
Katherine Beaumont stepped off the plane.
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The glare of the sunlight and the heat of the
day hit me as soon as I stepped through the doorway. I slid on the
oversized sunglasses Munroe had palmed me before she opened the
door. Taking a second to get my feet steady under me, I descended
the stairs as gracefully as I could, holding the handrail in a
death grip. When my heels hit tarmac, I finally looked up and saw
Randy, I mean Brock, approaching me in a near run. Holy crap – the
photos of him didn’t show a shred of the vivacious, handsome man
that was racing toward me. The pictures made him look like a
typical suburban next-door neighbour but the reality was that he
looked more like a movie star. He was a younger version of George
Clooney with a splash of Ryan Gosling thrown in the mix.

As he got closer to me, he opened his arms
wide. I threw my arms around his neck as he wrapped his hands
around my waist, twirling me in circles. The giddy laugh that
escaped my lips was real. I don’t think I’ve been twirled since I
was a kid and then it was my dad doing it.

Brock put me down gently, giving me a second
to steady myself before moving his hands from my waist to my face.
I couldn’t get over my shock at his delicious appearance. Holding
my jaw while his fingertips burrowed into my hair, he kissed me. It
was a kiss you would give a familiar lover and I responded in kind,
opening my mouth when his tongue pushed against my lips. My hands
circled his waist and ran themselves up his back, underneath his
suit jacket but over his button-down shirt.

My body was on fire and I shocked myself by
responding to his touch with even more ardour. I had never spoken a
word to this man yet he had me ready to hike up my skirt and let
him take me right there.
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