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Prologue 
Fatima was at her wits end.  The latest girl had performed well and he had expressed 
his delight by giving her an expensive diamond pendent to wear just above her mons 
pubis.  This was just as if he had given the pendent to Fatima herself and she had 
congratulated herself that his trips to Singapore would be a thing of the past. 
 
But now, just a few weeks later he had informed her that he would be travelling alone 
to Bangkok on the Eighth and would not be back until the fifteenth.  He might just 
stop off in Singapore for some shopping.  This was too long for him to go without, as 
Fatima knew, but too short a time to pick up a new wife - she knew him well. 
 
When they met she had been Donna; he had picked her up managing a small bordello 
in New Orleans, had been struck by her businesslike approach, and had offered her the 
job of Number One Wife in his harem just a week after meeting her. 
 
“I can’t do that” she’d said, but he’d persuaded her that it was a managerial post like 
any other and the Head of the Harem was not herself required to undertake conjugal 
duties.  She accepted on condition that he paid her American taxes, kept up her health 
scheme contributions, bought her a private pension and allowed her to buy those-
things-Americans-cannot-do-without from the JC Penny catalogue. 
 
“I’ll buy you a whole hospital and an insurance company,” he said “if that’s what you 
want.” but she decided that was over the top, as it wasn't a job for life, and went to 
work for him almost immediately’.  It was three years before she realised that she had 
a problem and had thought that she had solved it - that is until he announced his latest 
trip. 
 
----------------------------- 
 
Jason was a nice boy by anybody’s reckoning and he was in the process of making 
himself even nicer when the call came.  He was experimenting with a fine khol lining 
above his lucious lashes.  He liked the way that the natural colourant enhanced his 
own natural dark colouring and dark brown eyes. 
 
“Wilkins, the CE wants you and I reckon your arse is on the carpet”  was the gist, 
“and clean that bloody lipstick off before you go in - you know it makes him mad” 
 
Jason complied though he could not see how his lipstick and false nails was relevant 
to the job at hand - after all his friends at the radio studio all wore it and no-one 
complained at them.  “I’ll join the Beeb in my next life he vowed.” 
 
When he entered the holy shrine of the CE’s office he knew that it was serious and 
prepared for the worst.  It was even worse.  Instead of being fired the CE put a 
comforting arm round him and told him that he had been assigned to cover The 
Emirate for the magazine for the next six months. 



 
“Just a temporary thing while Smithers recovers from his shrapnel wounds,” he said, 
"and it will be good experience for your next job - wherever that is - remember we're 
not in the job's for life game." 
 
He was told to pick up his ticket from the travel desk.  Jason noticed, with some 
misgivings, that it was a one-way ticket. 
 
---------------------------- 
 
The Emirate was one of those small places that consist of sand, oil wells, Rollers and 
terrorists - and the Mag had its Eastern headquarters there as the rent was incredibly 
cheap and they could sell copy to the wires every time there was an incident. 
 
He soon settled down and found that he fitted in well with the cosmopolitan society.  
No-one bothered if he came to work in high heels or dyed his hair and soon he had 
grown it into a fashionable bob and had it set every two weeks by a hairdresser who 
was completely in tune with his tastes.  Unfortunately the hairdresser was also in tune 
with one of those acronyms that abound in the Middle East (or West Asia as it is 
properly known) and earmarked our Jason as an easy target for kidnapping.   
 
“He’s a respected journalist for one of the top English Newspapers” he’d said, 
repeating what Jason had told him, parrot fashion.  “and that will get you a lot of 
publicity in the UK” 
 
So, Jason was ‘taken’ one quiet Sunday morning from his flat and bundled into the 
boot of a battered Mercedes.  They had been quite friendly to him as he did not resist 
and allowed him to take some belongings.  He was a little miffed at having to leave 
behind the little black number that he had bought in Dubai but they didn’t seem to 
understand that it was his. 
 
For a month they kept him in one room of a secure house that was so close to the 
Palace that no-one would suspect its use.  Since he never complained or tried to 
escape he soon built up a rapport with his captors.  Neither the Mag nor the Foreign 
Office seemed concerned about his loss and, since there was no-one at home to keep 
his name in the papers, they all soon forgot about this other hostage. 
 
His captors found that they had a problem.  They didn’t want to dispose of him as they 
still felt that he would pay off in the long term but they couldn’t afford the manpower 
to keep him in solitary isolation for any longer.  They would have to move him to the 
same location as the other hostages where he could be kept secure along with the 
others.  It was stickyback tape time. 
 
Jason blew his top when they explained the procedure for moving him to the prison 
house on the other side of the City which involved him being swathed in selotape 
from head to foot before being bundled into the boot of the battered Mercedes and 
driven across the city. 
 



“We have to do it that way to avoid you being seen by the security forces” they said, 
though they virtually trusted him not to escape. 
 
“Please don’t do it” he pleaded “I’m claustrophobic and I’ll die” and then he had a 
brainwave.  “Suppose I can suggest a way that will enable you to move me without 
risk of recognition, will you do it?” 
 
After some consideration they agreed and asked what his plan was. 
 
“Simple”, he explained “you will dress me as an Arab woman, complete with 
yashmak and you can take me across the city in broad daylight without any risk of 
discovery”. 
 
They conferred and instead of referring to higher authority decided to accept his 
scheme as it was neat and got rid of the problem without further night work that they 
were all sick of. 
 
They brought him the clothes of an Arab woman which were supposedly throw-outs 
from the Emir’s harem.  They also gave him his makeup bag so that he could apply a 
tan and some light toning to emphasise his feminine aspects.  He asked for some 
padding and underwear and fashioned a female shape though under the flowing black 
garb he could have been a weightlifter and no-one would have known. 
 
Came the time to depart and he was bustled out into the street, dressed in his chosen 
attire and blinking at the sunlight.  They would have to traverse the length of the 
narrow cobbled street alongside the Emir’s Palace to get to the main thoroughfare 
where the Mercedes was parked and waiting.  As they walked casually along, with a 
captor on each side of him, the side door of the Palace opened and from the other end 
of the street a black clad crocodile swung into view and proceeded toward them.  His 
captors bustled him to the side of the street away from the door and linked their arms 
through his. They  indicated that he was to be still and quiet. 
 
The crocodile was escorted by six burly eunuchs, each equipped with a large baseball 
bat and at the rear were two palace guards with M16 rifles. 
 
“Turn away” called the leading eunuch “it is an offence to look upon His Highness’ 
Harem”. 
 
Jason’s captors turned obediently to the wall, the three of them still with linked arms, 
and held him up against it between them.  He looked down and from the corner of his 
eye could judge the progress of the procession as it passed them.  One of the Eunuchs 
positioned himself immediately behind them with his back to them, facing towards the 
crocodile and the Palace door.   
 
Jason judged his moment to perfection.  As the crocodile was halfway into the Palace 
gateway he put all his weight onto his arms, lifted his legs in front of him and kicked 
out hard against the wall with both feet.  All three of them went over backwards, 
taking the unsuspecting guard with them.  As the eunuch went over in a string of 
curses the rear end of the crocodile collapsed onto him.  Jason was down grovelling 



on the floor and wailing in amongst the Emir’s wives before his captors were aware of 
what was happening.  Within seconds the rest of the eunuchs were wading in with 
their bats to separate the men from the women, beating Jason’s captors in the process.  
 
Jason attempted to join the crocodile as it reformed but one of his captors jumped up 
to restain him, shouting to the guards in arabic - presumably that Jason was an 
impostor rather than a concubine.  The chief eunuch strolled over and looked carefully 
into Jason’s face. He looked into Jason’s wonderful brown eyes with its exquisite kohl 
liner and turned back to Jason’s captors.  “Don’t be ridiculous” he waved them aside 
and “Get inside”, to Jason. 
 
Jason meekly entered the side door of the palace. 
 
That was the last that his captors saw of him.  In fact no-one outside of the Palace ever 
saw him again. 
 
--------------------------- 
 
Epilogue 
Fatima congratulated herself on her good fortune and her perception in seeing, at 
once, the value of her new find.  Coming in off the street it had been even easier than 
ordering a frying pan from the Penny’s. 
 
The Emir never bothered again with his trips to Singapore and they all lived happily 
evermore. 


