Pizzazz
            Alicia Hamilton was contemplating each man in the nightclub over the rim of her cocktail glass. The band was playing a dreamy melody, seductive, and somehow elusive. The lights were pale moonbeams, casting doubting shadows on everything in the spacious room. Her own blonde hair had turned silver, as had her skin. The eyes which flitted around the room were framed with long black lashes, the colour having turned a different shade of blue, making her look deep in thought.
Which of course, she was.
               She was staring hard at each man (in a way which made it seem as though she was not. Alicia is subtle) hoping to see The Look on one of their faces. She wanted to see wealth, impatience, arrogance, a dash of loneliness and a need for somebody to love. So many of the rich young men in 1930’s London are surrounded by hoards of ever so slightly vulgar friends, numerous lovers, indulgent families, yet feel insanely alone. ‘Oh, the whims of the rich…’ mused Miss Hamilton.
              She had been scouting this nightclub for a couple of nights. No one had appealed to her, no slick head stood out from the dancing crowd. And people were starting to notice her. The bartender was becoming wary of this new customer who had come at exactly the same time for the third night in a row but not for getting drunk. This beautiful stranger seemed to sit down at the bar merely to watch the night swim by while watching the men. Even the waiters seemed to be suspicious now. As the music became a swift foxtrot, the lights became bright again, and a waiter shot her a quick curious look. ‘Oh dear’, thought Alicia, ‘If I don’t find anyone tonight tomorrow will be my last in this particular club. I’d better get a move on if I want to pay the rent’. She was starting to panic, something she rarely did.              
               As she scanned the far tables, Alicia noticed a rather rowdy table of three women, all rather pretty, and four men, all handsome and seemingly aware of it. Intrigued, she noticed that none of the waiters minded them being so loud, betraying the fact that they were rich and tipped generously. Concentrating hard she picked the odd one out amongst the three couples.
                    Perfect. He was her textbook victim. He had enchanting dark brown eyes, jet black hair, all of his features in proportion and a lean, lithe body. Very arrogant, rich to the point of an heir to millions, single or lover absent, likes his girls and is feeling ‘unloved’, as any young man will do after being left without a lover for a week or two. ‘Just wonderful’ thought Miss Hamilton.
              Her inspection complete, Alicia leapt to action. She changed the unnoticeable stare to one which immediately told the man that some one was watching him. He turned around, curious to see who was looking. As his gaze fell on Alicia she gave a little gasp, blushed delicately, and turned her head away sharply. She was the master of innocent pretence
            The gentleman was aroused. He looked at the ‘gazer ’, and took in the blonde coiffure, the creamy pallor, the bright blue eyes and the stunning silver ball gown. It was a fabulous piece of art, sleeveless, flowing down her body like a still waterfall. The hem was trimmed with a millimetre of gold ribbon, enough to make you notice without being gaudy. It managed to outline yet hide her subtle curves, while the daring neckline made her look innocent ,but it was seductive. The icing on the decadent cake was the pearl choker, but the sickly glace cherry was the cluster of diamonds that bedecked her ears. Bewitching. 
              Alicia turned on the charm and pouted the provocatively red lips, then arched her flawless eyebrows. The poor man was completely captivated by a woman he had never met but still thought he was in complete control. ‘Men’, thought Alicia,’ are ridiculously vulnerable to evil plans made by a woman if she is beautiful, unless a mother, wife or fiancée is present. They are egotistical enough to think that any female they meet is automatically in love with them! Ha! If only.’

Miss Hamilton could say this without being cynical. She’d met enough men.
             As Alicia asked for a Singapore Sling the handsome man was talking to one of his friends. He seemed to be debating something in earnest. Straining her ears she, managed to catch their conversation.
‘Will, look over there! Absolute stunner at 3 o’clock. Gorgeous.’ said Alicia’s prey alerting his friend.

‘ What’s this? Oh yes, I see. She’s certainly got looks. I’d go over to her now but Felicity’s here. What a shame. Poor girl looks lonely.’ Replied his friend.
‘Looks like she’s mine then. What a lucky chap I am!’ Robert Pardy chuckled merrily to himself and Alicia knew that he was pleased. He would try to win her over any minute now.
                Moments later Robert strolled over to the bar rather arrogantly. He slid himself into the leather barstool next to Alicia and promptly ordered a ‘Gin & Tonic, and make it strong man!’ She suddenly was struck by the fact that men always tried to out drink any other male in close vicinity. They seemed to think that it was masculine. Yet she preferred a man who could make their drink last the evening. If Alicia married it would be to a temperate man.
                 The young man started to talk to Alicia. He introduced himself as ‘Robert Pardy’’ putting a light caress on the surname. He politely inquired if she had heard of the name, surprised when she said no. He proceeded to tell her that Pardy & Co was a sugar cane empire which his father had built. Now, he had said, with an impressive look, he was the heir to over a million pounds. His grand speech over, he asked Alicia for her name.

Alicia was pretending to have been bowled over, while in reality thinking fast, said ‘Juliet Beaufort-Inglesse. I’m an orphan and was brought up by my Uncle and Aunt who are what you’d call party-goers. They weren’t exactly conventional relatives. I’m engaged to my second cousin, Alexander Lamington-Rose. But you see, he’s in India, so I’m all by myself …’ 
                     The conversation carried on in a similar vein, with Robert telling Miss Hamilton all she wanted to know about him while she fed him false titbits of information. After ten, talk filled minutes, Alicia had created an entirely fictional person with whom Robert had utterly fallen for.
                         A moment later, the band broke into a wistful slowdance. Mr Pardy stood up then bowed low. He looked at the beautiful woman in front of him with the sort of gaze that girls dream about every night and said ‘May I have the pleasure?’
          Alicia looked straight into the depths of his brown eyes as though she was deliberating. She reached a decision and murmured ‘Yes’. 
He was a wonderful dancer and obviously was enjoying himself. ‘So. What sort of man is this Alexander of yours? Just curious. Is he intellectual? Brawny? Romantic? Caring? Tell me, what is it that attracted you to him?’ 
             He was interrogating her, wanting to know, wanting to understand. He had to find out what he needed to charm, to captivate every female he laid eyes upon. What could have drawn this stunning creature to a man such as Alexander, the son of a stockbroker?
She knew what he was thinking but laughed and batted those long lashes before beginning to speak. ‘Alexander … well it’s, hard to explain. Can you imagine standing by the sun but not being outshone? Or by the stars and to being eclipsed by their beauty? That’s the closest I can get to be in love with Alex. It’s the sort of feeling that makes champagne so special. It bowls you over completely, and sweeps you off your feet. He glows with a kind of aura, and after a while, you glow too. I like to call it’ she looked up with an embarrassed expression on her face ‘Pizzazz.’ 
               Now she knew she’d done it. The look on his face was enough. The trap had closed around him and he didn’t know it. It was time to make her move. 
Glancing down at the exquisite silver watch on her wrist she gave a small gasp. ‘Oh my! Look, the time! I have a curfew of twelve, it’s five to, and it’s at least a ten minute walk to my apartment in Mayfair! What am I going to do?’

Robert sprang into action immediately. He told Alicia (or Juliet, as he thought she was) that on no account was she going to walk home by herself so late on such a cold November night! He proposed to escort her home. And she would accept his offer.
Without a thought to his friends he stormed towards the cloakrooms pulling Miss Hamilton behind him. He pulled his coat on, helped her into her furs then stepped out into the dark.

               He had been right about the coldness of the night. It was bitter and the wind attacked them in short, sharp, irregular burst. It pierced them deeply, and their breaths caught in their throats as the chill tightened its hold. Drawing on some silver gloves, she led Robert into an alley and assured him that it would be quicker if she took him through the side streets. If she was going to put her plan into action it was essential that she got him away from the wide, open road.
They trudged on, Mr Pardy; his head down and hands in his pockets, Alicia; walking quickly towards her destination. They did not talk until Miss Hamilton took a left turn down a narrow alleyway. He shouted ‘Juliet, I think you must be lost. This street has a dead end. We’d better go back to the main road and catch a cab.’
‘Robert, don’t worry, I know exactly what I am doing. Come over here and I’ll show you.’

              Robert Pardy was confused. So confused that, he didn’t notice her cold, professional look. Nor did he notice the gleam of the silver knife she had taken from the folds of her furs. And it was only as he was less than a metre away that he realised all was not well.
              It was over in two neat effective stabs. He didn’t have time to cry out, only a mere second of comprehension. Miss Hamilton stood back, still serene, surveying the body
.
                       There was little mess. Alicia had been in the business long enough to know where to strike. There would be no rivers of blood to give her away. Her smooth hands found the wallet in the inside of the jacket, and unbuckled the Rolex around his wrist. They pulled of the cufflinks and found the keys in his trouser pocket. Then the young woman actually picked up the corpse and pushed it into a nook in the wall.
Then Alicia walked away.

            It was another ordinary night for her. This was no vengeful act committed by an insane woman; it was a carefully co-ordinated plan, designed for maximum effect. She now could take a taxi to the address on his card, strip the place of all its valuables, and be out of there in no time. Then she would move out of her flat, take her scant belongings with her, and take the next train, boat or plane to … anywhere.
         She was free. No master or husband would ever control Alicia Hamilton, or whatever name she conjured up. She would be unstoppable. She would gain more, never looking back. And when there was nothing more to gain she would carry on, just for the thrill. For the life she would live would be wonderful. A glittering whirl of blood, glamour and Pizzazz. 
