Jerry
Walking purposefully down the narrow, cobbled street, listening to the satisfying click, click, click, of my hand made shoes on the damp granite. The cool, mid-morning air, fresh on my newly shaved face. The barber the hotel recommended had done a first-class job; hot towels, and a good cologne, guaranteed to put me in the right frame of mind for a job. 
The owner of the café across the street was setting out the rattan chairs and unfolding parasols, ready for the early lunch trade. Perfect timing, not too busy to reach the back of the premises, should the need arise. Id already checked that the fire exit was not blocked, or heaven forbid, chained. Something I`d overlooked once, early on in my career, and not a mistake I intend to make again.
Flexing the tension from my well-manicured hands, like a professional pianist before performance, I force my heartbeat to slow and bring the veil over my expression.
`Good Morning!` the eager blonde greets me with the enthusiasm of someone who hasn’t yet made the days first sale. Surreptitiously she watches me peruse the glass cabinets from under thickly mascaraed lashes. I can just imagine the black streaks running down her tear-stained cheeks, eyes red rimmed and puffy after Ive finished here.
`If you'd like a closer look at anything just let me know`
God, she was so desperate it was pathetic. Unable to contain my smirk, I let it become my most dazzling smile. 
`I'm looking for a present for my wife, its our anniversary and I have no idea what to get her` 
`Oh, ok, do you have some idea of her taste, gold or silver` eyeing my Rolex watch she thought already knew the answer, 
`Platinum` I laugh `she has expensive taste`, it amuses me to see her cheeks colour, she has no idea how out of her depth she is. `An eternity ring maybe, do you have any in platinum?`
It takes her three tries to open the cabinet, eventually she picks the key that fits the lock. As she opens the glass door I casually lean in close to her, keeping a steady gaze on the prize, whilst letting my warm breath caress her cheek, the expensive cologne envelop her. The  rapid pulse in her neck making a sham of her attempt to appear calm. Its all too easy, too intimidate, with my mere proximity, towering over her.
Removing the velvet tray from the glass cabinet, she makes a show of locking the glass  door. Oblivious to the fact that I already have what I came for. At the sales desk she places the velvet tray reverently down, and takes a half step back in invitation. So I play along, picking out the most expensive looking ring on the tray, a dazzling cluster of diamonds, twinkling extravagantly under strategically placed spotlights. A gaudy gesture of ownership to my mind, but I continue to smile despite the five figure price on the tiny tag.
`What size is this?` I ask casually, `I believe my wife is a J` 
`Gosh, she has dainty hands then, can I just put that on the ring sizer to check` she cant hide her disappointment as she slips the ring onto the elongated cone, demarked at tiny intervals, `its an N, the most common adult ring size......we could resize it for you, we can do it in less than a week?`
I let her question hang in the air, I can almost feel her willing me to agree, it would be the sale of the month, how pleased would her employer be. 
`Yes, ok then. A week you say? I would need it by the end of the month`
`We can do that, I just need to take a deposit before we do the alteration` the pulse in her neck was beating madly now, she's going to give herself an aneurism if she doesn’t calm down... I could clear the whole bloody shop if she did. I allowed my self a momentary daydream as I made a show of looking for my wallet. Checking my pockets twice in faux dismay.
`Damn, I must have left my wallet in the car, I`ll be right back!`
Striding for the door I caught her crestfallen expression in the  gaudy, fake baroque mirror, she knew only too well that once a fish is off the hook they rarely return. 
Stepping out into the busy street I do a rapid scan for trouble, taking long but casual steps to the nearby lane and quickly out of sight.  Striding a little faster now through residential streets, where Ive parked, away from the CCTV cameras of council car parks. Allowing myself one look back over my shoulder, as I unlock the vehicle, I slide in onto the leather seat, and leave the area. 
Following B roads and leafy country lanes, cocooned in the full leather interior of my pride and joy, it’s a good twenty minutes before I spot a quiet layby to pull into. It seems vaguely familiar, maybe its the same spot I stopped in two years ago. I'm always careful not to overfish any one county. Hit hard and leave fast had always been my motto. 
Reaching between my knees, beneath the drivers seat, I wriggled the metal lock box from its secure position and opened it with the small key. Opening the lid I revealed this weeks haul, adding the dozen platinum engagement rings that I had just lifted from under the blondes nose, before shed even locked the glass case. Allowing myself a brief appraisal of the glittering pile I conceded that it was a lot less than I used to get. The recession had closed a lot of small shops, pickings weren't nearly so good, it was just as well I was on the point of retirement . Years of grifting and I had acquired a nice, not so little, nest egg, and a comfortable apartment on the Costa del Sol. I considered myself lucky that Id only served one stretch of prison time, and that had been an education of sorts. Id come out a lot wiser, and harder, than id gone in. Broke Ma`s heart, and Dad had disowned me. But the old bastard was long gone, and Ma wasn’t much longer for this world. Once she was gone Id make Spain my permanent home.
Stopping at Ma`s favorite bakery I picked up a chocolate éclair, it would make her happy, after id cut it up into little bite size pieces that she could manage with the few teeth that she had left. Do a few magic tricks too, she always loved my tricks, said I could have been the next Paul Daniels, didn’t realize that slight of hand was old fashioned entertainment. But id found other ways to use my skills to my advantage. 
Walking into the nursing home was always an assault on my senses, the swirly orange carpet, the smell of disinfectant and urine, the hopeful demented all thinking that I was there to see them. Always one old dear quick to cling onto my arm, until a violet uniformed member of staff managed to pry them away. Ma was sat in her usual chair, in front of the telly, crochet rug on her knees, her eyes lit up as she spotted me. Picking up a plate and knife from the trolly by the door I took up the  spare seat next to her and unboxed her éclair with care. The tea urn was boiling, there'd be a cuppa offered soon, my timing was always spot on.
`Have you met Mr Robinson? Our new resident. He said he knows you, from years ago` and dropping to a whisper `But I cant remember him`
The figure in the highbacked seat, on the other side of Ma sat forward to introduce himself .
`Hello Jerry, remember me?` the eyes were the same, the same mocking expression as Id seen twenty years ago `Detective Inspector Terry Robinson, Retired`, your Ma has been showing me her fabulous jewelry`
Through the bay window behind him I watched two unmarked Volvos pull up either side of my car, half a dozen men in cheap suits got out.

 


