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Lover Under
Covers: Second Assignment

 


Have only three
days passed since I left St. Kitts to return to my mundane life? It
feels like a lifetime has gone by since I last touched Brock. Or
should I start thinking of him as Randy? The two would be forever
mingled in my mind.

After the four
days I spent undercover as Brock’s mistress, Katherine Beaumont,
returning to life on the police force was challenging. It was
impossible to make myself care about the petty criminal who
shoplifted a Twix bar at the 7/11 or the man who murdered a tree
with the front of his car. I had a meeting with my CO and made it
clear I was eager to do another undercover assignment if anything
came up. Little did I know I was about to be thrust back into the
old one.

Five nights
after leaving the Caribbean island, my phone rang at 3:43 in the
morning; I was instantly wide-awake. “This is Kate,” I said. My CO
was on the line and ordered me to get to the airstrip as fast as
possible. He made it clear I needed to get going and ask questions
later.

I always had a
‘go bag’ ready in case something like this happened. I threw on a
clean set of clothes, spent three minutes in the bathroom making
myself presentable, grabbed my bag, and was speeding toward the
airport in my Tundra two minutes later. I used my sirens to clear
traffic and pulled into a stall at the private landing strip before
I had a chance to ponder what was happening. The same plane that
I’d flown on the week before was there and I jogged to where it sat
on the tarmac. Agent Munroe appeared at the doorway and said,
“Kate, leave your bag there and let’s go.” I dropped my bag where I
stood and took the stairs two at a time. The second I was in the
door, Munroe shut it and yelled at the pilot to go. I barely made
it to my seat before we were hurtling down the runway.

“What’s going on?” I asked, a feeling of dread growing in my
gut.

“It’s Brock. He’s gone missing and we need your help to track
him down.”

“Missing? What do you mean by ‘missing’?”

“Exactly what I said. The day after you left, he had a meeting
with Dominick and Lionel and he hasn’t been seen since. We have
people strategically placed around the island and none of them has
been able to find out anything. We’re hoping you might have better
luck as his worried lover.”

“He’s been gone four days and you’re just now contacting me?” A
rush of rage raced through my body.

“Yes. We had to protect his cover above all else and his
girlfriend wouldn’t come running to his side until he’d been gone a
few days.”

I was pissed
off but I didn’t let it show. I knew my anger was stemming from my
personal feelings for Randy but I couldn’t hint at that to Agent
Munroe or she’d turn the plane around and head home before I could
blink. Getting personally involved with an undercover agent was the
fastest way to get taken off a case. “Tell me everything,” I
said.

“There’s not much to tell. Brock was meeting with Dominick and
Lionel at a club and he never left. Argyle is one of ours and he
was waiting outside the club all night. He saw nothing. One of our
agents went in just before they closed and couldn’t find Brock. He
must have slid out somehow or been taken out
discreetly.”

“Any ideas what happened?”

“Everywhere we turn we’re up against a wall. We have
nothing.”

I sat back to
ponder the situation, managing to keep my worry for the man I loved
under wraps. It still stunned me how I had fallen so fast and hard
for Brock in such a short time.

“What is my action plan?” I asked when Munroe returned from the
tiny kitchen galley with a snack for us.

“Play the role of the dutiful and distressed girlfriend and see
what you can find out. You have good instincts, you’ll know what to
do.”

As I popped
grapes into my mouth, I debated where to start. I needed to track
down Dominick and Lionel and see if I could get anything out of
them. If that didn’t work, I’d scour the island guns blazing if I
had to. Not with literal guns unfortunately as I hadn’t been
allowed to take my firearm to St. Kitts.

By the time we
landed on the Caribbean island, I was dolled out with the requisite
jewellery and slutty clothing. “Good luck,” Munroe said as the door
unfolded onto the tarmac below. “We’ll be in touch through one of
our agents on the ground.”

“Okay,” I said as I slipped on a pair of designer sunglasses
and managed the stairs in my three-inch heels.

My Louis
Vuitton bag – well, Katherine Beaumont’s bag, to be precise - was
placed into the trunk of a waiting limo and I slid into the back
seat of the car, thrilled to see Argyle in the front. “The
Marriott?” he asked.

“Yes, please. It’s nice to see you again, Argyle,” I said, not
sure if I should acknowledge him as a fellow agent. After pondering
it for a few seconds, I surmised it would be best to keep with our
roles unless there was an emergency.

“Nice to see you, too, Miss. If you want to stop anywhere along
the way, let me know.”

“Will do. Thanks.”

I looked out
the window as we drove to the hotel, not seeing any of the view. I
was too worried about Brock to focus on the foliage or the
beautiful people we passed. At the Marriott, a bevy of bellhops
fought over who would take my one bag while I went to the reception
desk. They were obviously expecting me and a woman handed me a key
to the room I’d shared with Brock last time. I let the winning
bellhop lead the way even though I knew how to get there. Once in
the room, I was desperate to be alone. I hoped Brock had had some
inkling that he was walking into trouble and would have left a clue
or something behind.

I tipped the
bellhop and ushered him out the door, locking it tight behind him.
I spent half an hour searching before I found an envelope taped
under the coffee table with my name written on the outside. I
ripped the envelope free from the table and almost shredded it in
my haste to get it open. A brief note was inside.

Babe,

Be careful. I
love you.

B

Below those few
words was a string of numbers that I immediately recognized as GPS
coordinates. I didn’t have a GPS but I knew who would be able to
get me one.

I slid my
strappy heels back on, grabbed my purse, and raced out to the
parking lot as fast as the shoes would allow me to go. I spotted my
limo right away. Argyle was leaning against the trunk of the
vehicle smoking a cigarette as he chatted with a handful of others
drivers. When one of them spotted me approaching, he kicked
Argyle’s foot and indicted my way. Argyle turned and looked at me,
hesitating for only a second before opening the back door for me. I
slid into the back seat and waited for him to start up the vehicle
and pull away before I spoke. “Argyle, I want to do some geocaching
tomorrow. Do you think you could get me a GPS and a map of the
island?”

He glanced at
me in the rear-view mirror. “Yes, Miss. I’ll have it delivered to
your room this afternoon.”

“Better yet, why don’t you drop me off somewhere that I can do
some shopping for a couple hours and you can get it while I’m
shopping.”

“Yes, Miss.”

We didn’t speak
again until he stopped the vehicle outside a bazaar. I always
assumed everywhere was bugged so I never felt free to talk openly.
“Can you come back for me in two hours?”

“Yes, Miss.”

I spent the
next couple of hours attacking the shops with the gusto that
Brock’s real girlfriend would possess. I bought a myriad of outfits
to conceal the three items I needed most – a black t-shirt, black
cargo pants, and a pair of black hiking boots. Hidden in the bottom
of the bulging bags, they wouldn’t be noticed. By the time Argyle
picked me up, my arms could barely carry all my purchases. As I
approached the limo, he flipped open the trunk and helped me hoist
all the bags inside. He slid a small black box out of his inside
coat pocket and buried it in the bottom of the bag that held
lingerie. We drove back to the hotel in silence, not speaking until
Argyle opened my door for me. “I’ll be out here anytime you need
me, Miss.”

“Thank you, Argyle,” I said as I watched two bellhops grab the
bags from the trunk. I led the way to my room and once inside, I
asked them to leave the bags on the couch. They offered to send
someone to the room to help me unpack my purchases but I said that
wasn’t necessary. When the door locked behind them, I dug into the
lingerie bag and pulled out the box. A map was inside as well as a
late model GPS. The device was fully charged so I inputted the
coordinates Brock left me. The location was just outside La Guerite
Reservoir, a mostly-underground reservoir that serves the town of
Basseterre not far away.

I studied the
map and came up with an action plan. It was nearly time for dinner.
I would eat in the hotel restaurant and then get Argyle to drive me
to a club near the reservoir. Once there, I would sneak out and see
what I could ascertain about the location Brock had pointed me
to.

I slipped into
a sexier outfit and before heading to the restaurant, I found
Argyle in the parking lot and asked if he could take me to a club
in a few hours. He of course said yes but I wanted him to take a
couple hours off in case he had things to do.

I walked into
the restaurant and spotted Dominick and Lionel immediately – they
were two of the showiest men I had ever met. They waved me over to
their table and after being mauled and having my cheeks covered in
sloppy kisses, they invited me to join them. I took a seat beside
Lionel, the less lecherous of the two men, and settled in for a
painful couple of hours. I expressed my concern for Brock,
explaining that I hadn’t heard from him so I came back to the
island to find out if he was hooking up with someone else. When I
asked if either of them knew where Brock was, they claimed they
hadn’t seen him since the morning I left. They clearly weren’t
going to give me any information so as soon as I finished my
dinner, I hightailed it out of there. I claimed jet lag although
what I really had was a desire to get out of their grasp, shower
off their paw prints, and get started on my search for Brock.

Back in my
room, I took that shower and redid my hair and make-up. I cut the
tags off the purse I’d purchased at the market that was big enough
to hold my new shoes, cargo pants, and t-shirt. I slid all three
items inside followed by the GPS and map. For the umpteenth time, I
wished I had my firearm to slide into the bag, too, but that hadn’t
been a possibility. If I’d been discovered with a weapon, I would
have been sent home immediately.
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