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Part 1

“My name is Melissa Cooper. I used to be a spy….”

“What are you doing?” asked Special Agent Turner, startling me and causing me to jump slightly in my seat. I was sitting at the table in a small meeting room with my back to the door.

“I didn’t see you come in Special Agent Turner,” I said to my handler. “I was just daydreaming about the TV show they’re going to make about me someday.”

Turner just looked at me as if I was from Mars and said, “Yeah. Sure. No make-up? Men’s clothes? What’s up with that?”

I also had my hair in a limp pony tail running down my back. I said, “Yeah. Just thought I’d see what it was like to be guy again for a few days.”

Chuckling, Turner said, “Sure. A guy with boobs and a sixteen year old girl’s face.” She tossed a manila folder on the table. “Time to put your girl face back on, Agent Cooper.”

I wrinkled my nose and said, “Do you really think I look like I’m only sixteen?”

Sitting down in the chair next to me, Turner said, “Dr. Teufel said he guarantees that due to his treatment, you can pass for any age we need from fifteen to nineteen.”

“Oh wow. Really?” I asked.

Ignoring me, Turner opened the folder and slid out several photos of an attractive man somewhere in his mid-thirties, along with some other documents. I picked up the data sheet of the man in the photos and frowned.

“Another high school? Really?” I asked. “Is this all I’m going to get?”

Special Agent Turner shrugged and said, “Possibly. Basically you were selected for this assignment for much the same reason we um… created you, for your other assignment. You matched this pervert’s idea of a dream girl and you look closer to the correct age we need than any of our other female field agents.”

I picked up the photo and grinned. I said, “Oh, he’s a cutie! Hmm. George Stein. English Teacher. I wish I had had a teacher like that back when I was in high school!”

Smirking, Turner said, “You probably did. You just weren’t attracted to men back then.”

“That is reversible, right?” I asked.

“Anyway, your cute teacher there makes porno videos with under aged girls,” Turner said with disgust. “He kidnaps them from middle school, or persuades them from high school, drugs them so they don’t remember anything or frightens them so bad they won’t testify.”

I tossed the picture back on top of the folder and said, “What a sweetheart. What am I supposed to do?”

“You’ll be brought in as a new student to the school and assigned to Stein’s English class. You are to make contact with him and show yourself to be a rather loose girl. Your newfound skill set should prove useful here,” said Turner. The last sentence she said in a somewhat disapproving way.

I’m sure she was referring to um, certain activities with my, well boyfriend and former murder suspect in my last assignment. The guy was loaded with charisma and I had let myself fall in love with him.

I know that was stupid of me, mainly because I’m not really a girl. But I couldn’t help myself and the last two weeks after the real murderer was arrested, and to show my affection for him without letting him try to have normal sex with me, I kind of over-did the oral variety.

Now that I’m away from his charms, I’m pretty much over him. Not only was he very charismatic, but the treatment I received to give me the appearance of being a girl, has also led to me being overly attracted to guys.

Special Agent Turner snapped her fingers and said, “Agent Cooper? Are you still with me? Your eyes glazed over again. If you don’t stop thinking of Harlan Gray, I’m going to have Dr. Teufel surgically remove that memory from your brain.”

“Sorry,” I said honestly. “I’m back.”

Frowning, Turner said, “Good. Now if we may continue. You’re going to be the newest, sixteen year old tenth grade student at Jonas Grumby High School. Your ‘parents’ this time are going to be two other agents as we also have two other unrelated cases in that area. You’ll be living in a house, just like any normal family.

“Your assignment is to get in good graces with Mr. Stein. You not only need to have him make some kind of video with you, but locate where he makes and edits these short videos as well. We know he’s doing it, but we have no concrete proof. On the videos he claims the girls are eighteen. He markets these videos in Europe, Asia, and the Middle East, but nowhere in the U.S. or Canada.”

“You do remember that I lack the equipment to have sex, right?” I asked. I was born a boy and lost my genitals in a car accident when I was ten. But when the doctors sewed me back up, they just left me with a hole instead of a vagina. Well, I was a boy after all.

Looking disgusted again, Turner said, “Most of his videos with the youngest girls are oral sex. He doesn’t want his little cast members getting pregnant and having to deal with those issues. So again, this is right up your alley, so to speak.”

“Not to defend him,” I said. “But if he doesn’t market them here and he claims and apparently provides paperwork to certify the girls’ ages in the video, how do you know he’s doing something illegal?”

Special Agent Turner pulled another picture from the folder and said, “Our suspicions are all based on this fourteen year old girl. We arrested her uncle a few weeks ago on charges of possession of child porn. He had somehow managed to get a video with this girl in it. In fact, he’d gotten it specifically because he recognized his niece who he had the hots for. Yeah, yeah. Don’t get me started with this piece of work. It took all my discipline to restrain myself.

“When questioned, Stein laughed at us to even suggest that we suspect him of making porn videos, underage or otherwise. Went on and on about being a respectable member of the community and all that. But the girl was in his English class when he taught at middle school a few years ago.

“Facial recognition software gives us an eighty percent match of the two girls even though the girl in question is now eighteen. The girl denies any involvement. We’re convinced Stein is dirty, but we just can’t prove our case in court yet.”

“Holy shit,” I said. “You’re sure the two girls are the same?”

“Not one hundred percent since both continue to deny it,” said Turner. “But right after that video came out, this girl, who was an ‘A’ student, and very outgoing became withdrawn and her grades went into the toilet. She dropped out of high school, got pregnant and shacked up with some loser crack head. There can be other reasons for that of course. That’s why we need you. Get into a video. Wear a wire and a tracking device. I want to nail this son of a bitch.”

“Me too,” I said. “When do we start?”

“We’ve packed for you,” said Special Agent Turner. “You’re wheels up in two hours.”

#

“You must be Mom and Dad,” I said as I walked up to a man and a woman apparently waiting for me. After an uneventful flight, I was brought to a safe house outside the city limits. No one else was around.

“Melissa,” said Dad. “I’m glad you could finally join the party. We’ve only been waiting for what? Three hours?”

“I can’t help the plane’s scheduling,” I said sounding irritated. “I got here just as quickly as I could.”

Dad said, “For the record, I’m Richard Stuart. I’m an insurance salesman. Your mother, my lovely wife and stay at home mom, is Rachael. And you are Melissa Stuart this go ‘round. Whatever you do, rookie; don’t say the name ‘Cooper’.”

“Thanks,” I said frowning. “You’ve jinxed me. Just try to not think of an elephant for the next two minutes. Anyway, it does suck though.”

“Just remember it’s all temporary,” said Dad. “The rest is in your mission notes if you bother to read them.”

“So. I report to you, dear old Dad?” I asked.

Richard Stuart shook his head and said, “No. Special Agent Turner will be here next week after we get established. Rachael and I each are running our own ops, same as you. Special Agent Paterson will supervise all three ops. Tactical will be available whenever we need it within reason.

“Until Turner gets here, your assignment Melissa, will be to get yourself established in the school and make sure your target notices you. Do not engage until Turner has briefed you. Rachael and I can offer some assistance in very small measures.

“Just remember. We’re a typical family. You’re a typical teenage girl. That means I set bedtimes, I can ground you and I have veto power over your dates. We’re supposed to act like a family. Rachael will prepare meals, you will help in the kitchen and I’ll read the sports pages.”

Rachael said, “I thought we were just going to get take out.” Richard shook his head.

I said, “I get it. We’re deep undercover, all three of us and we have to sell it.” Turner had told me that my new mom and dad were unaware that I wasn’t a real girl. All that mattered was that I was a perfect target for my prime suspect.

An hour later we were pulling up into the driveway of our new house. There was a moving van and a crew busy loading our furniture and whatever else inside the house. Richard, or I guess I should call him Dad, mentioned that even the moving van crew was FBI. They were apparently just wrapping up when we arrived.

A moving van guy came up to Dad and said, “Looks like you arrived just in time, Mr. Stuart. Everything is laid out according to the floor plan we received. We’ll be back to pick all this stuff up when you’re done. Here’s the manifest. Try not to break anything.”

“I’ll certainly try to keep that in mind,” said Dad as he studied the manifest. “Holy shit. Is this accurate? All this crap for my um, daughter?”

“Yes sir,” said the agent disguised as a moving van guy. “Special Agent Turner insisted.”

I said, “Don’t call my shit ‘crap’, Dad.”

Mom said, “Watch your language, Melissa Jean Stuart!”

Dad sucked in a deep breath and said to the moving van guy, “Okay then. We’ll see you in a month or so.”

I then ran into the house, anxious to see what my room looked like. My foster parents from the previous mission had provided me with a nice room. I ran down the hallway, looking for an obvious teen girl’s room. There was no mistake. A pink canopy bed with pink satin bedspread. The walls were painted a light pink with white trim. A vanity with a mirror and a huge dresser with a large mirror mounted on it. And posters of various boy singers.

The dresser was stocked with bras, panties, tops, skirts, pantyhose and other stuff. On the vanity were items of my favorite make-up. There were pictures already taped to the dresser mirror.

I took a closer look at them. Several had to be Photoshopped pictures of me with my new parents. I squealed with delight to see a picture of me and Harlan, the boy who was the prime murder suspect and my boyfriend from my previous mission. I was trying to forget him. It seems Turner was trying to mess with my mind.

Dad walked into my room and whistled. “How’s your room? Everything good? Do we need to bring in another truckload of clothes and shoes? Seriously, if you need anything, we need to phone home about it today if at all possible.”

“Everything’s good, Dad,” I said. “At least so far.”

Dad said, “Good. Good. Here is your schedule for school. You’re registered and all set up. Your book bag is there by your desk. You are expected to attend class and keep your grades up.”

I nodded and said, “I got it. I’ve done this school girl gig before.”

Dad nodded too and started to leave. He said, “Mom will have dinner ready in about an hour. Maybe you could help out in the kitchen? I should probably go meet our next door neighbor.” He turned to leave.

“Oh, Dad,” I said before he got past the door frame. “If we’re going to be a normal family, I expect you to knock before you enter my room. I might just be in my panties some time.”

Dad’s eyes lingered on my breasts for a moment and grinned. He said, “How do you feel about dinner when this op is over?”

“How do you feel about me calling Child Protective Services about my lecherous dad?” I asked.

Dad frowned and closed the door.

###


Part 2

There was a stop for the school bus just three doors down from our house, so I took the bus to school. Those that bothered to look up from their phones looked at me curiously. I would just give them a weak smile.

I got off the bus with the others and followed the crowd up to the entrance to Grumby High. Several boys cast their eyes in my direction. I expected that since I wore a fairly short denim skirt and knee high, high heeled boots. But it wasn’t boys I was after. I was hoping to ensnare a teacher.

I looked at my schedule, but had no idea where I needed to go. My so-called parents apparently couldn’t manage to get me a map of the campus. Maybe that was being unfair. The whole FBI couldn’t deliver a map apparently.

I looked around. I didn’t want to go up to one of the many girls hanging around and talking. And I didn’t want to go up to a cute boy. I’m trying to not sound conceited, but I was worried the girls would get jealous of my superior, drug-enhanced beauty and lead me astray. Same for the boys. I figured they’d just try to get into my skirt.

I saw a boy sitting by himself on a short brick wall. He must be the school nerd. He’s by himself, reading a Kindle, had acne, his hair greasy and it looked like he hadn’t taken a shower in a week. I bet he knows where everything is and he’s probably too shy or geeky to hit on me. I walked over him.

I stood in front of him for a few moments and he didn’t even look up. I cleared my throat and he still didn’t look up. I said, “Excuse me.”

He looked up from his Kindle for just long enough to say, “Hey.”

“I’m new to this school and I was hoping you could help me with my schedule,” I said, trying to sound sweet.

He looked up from his Kindle at me with a raised eyebrow and said, “Sure. Let me see what you got.”

I handed him the schedule and said, “Thank you so much. I really appreciate it.”

Without looking at me, and pointing at the schedule he said, “Okay. Listen close, okay? I don’t want to have to draw you pictures. Your first class, go into the main entrance there and walk straight down to the second intersection. You turn to the left and that room is about in the middle of the hall on your left.”

“Thanks again,” I said. “What about my second class?”

He handed the schedule back to me and said, “There’ll be plenty of jock types in the class who will fall over themselves to help you. Besides, if I did tell you, you’d just forget before your first class was over.”

Feeling slighted, I said, “Hey now I’m not your typical bimbo.”

He smiled at me and said, “Cool. An atypical bimbo.” He slid off the wall and dusted off the seat of his pants. “Tell you what though. I know this intimate little bistro that’s located right here in GHS. They have corn dogs that are… mmmm! To die for! What do you say? Wanna join me?”

I just stared him in shock for a moment. I said, “Well, I don’t know. I--”

“Hah!” he smirked. “I knew it. You approached me because you thought the nerd was safe. Bimbo! You’re just a bimbo. Bimbo!” Laughing he ran into the school entrance leaving me standing there wondering what just happened.

A couple of girls were walking by and they giggled. One said, “You must be new here. Everyone knows to avoid Robert Fullerton. He’s mental and a total spaz.”

“Thanks for the info,” I said shaking my head. I gave them a few seconds head start and then followed the two girls inside.

The halls were already getting crowded with ten minutes left before classes started. Not having any real reason to doubt Robert’s directions, I dutifully followed them. Sure enough, there was the room I needed right where he said it was. I walked into the classroom and suddenly stopped short, causing the person behind me to bump into me.

“I may have to re-evaluate your bimbo status,” said Robert Fullerton from his seat on the front row. He motioned for me to get closer and said, “You can actually follow directions! When I saw we had the same class, I knew I’d be able to show you where your second class is from here.”

I gave Robert a nervous smile and said, “We’ll see.” I looked up and several people in the class were looking at us and obviously found it amusing I was talking to him. I said, “I need to see the teacher.”

I walked up to the teacher, introduced myself and showed her the schedule. She nodded and made some notes in her folder. She smiled at me and said, “You just maxed out this class, Ms. Stuart. Unfortunately, the only open seat is the one behind Mr. Fullerton, whom I see you already met.” I looked back at Robert who grinned at me. Some people in the class laughed.

I walked to the desk behind Robert’s and sat down, putting my notebook in the holder under the seat. Robert turned in his seat to face me.

“You’re hot,” Robert whispered to me. “But it seems most bimbos are hot. That’s too bad. But my lunch invitation is still open.”

“Thanks, but I think I’ll probably be busy,” I said. I deeply regretted ever talking to this geek.

The class had no further events from Robert. History class still isn’t any more exciting now than it was a month ago when I last pretended to be a high school girl.

The bell rang and as we all started to get up from our desks to head to our next classes, Robert said, “To get to your next class, exit this class, turn left, then turn right next intersection and then right again to…”

Interrupting, I said, “You know. I think I’ll have more fun trying to find it myself. Thanks anyway, ok?”

“No problem,” said Robert. “See you at lunch.” And then he scampered off.

#

Actually, I couldn’t find my second period class on my own and asked a random girl in the hallway. After getting settled into the class, I looked at my schedule more closely. I didn’t have Mr. Perv until last period. The class before that was girls P.E. I’ll have to see if my “parents” can find some reason for me to skip that.

The morning was going by fairly quickly and I was going to have to find the cafeteria. Actually, that turned out to be easy as there was a mob hurrying down the hall towards the cafeteria. The last class I had before lunch, keyboarding, wasn’t too far from the cafeteria, but it doesn’t look like I’ll ever be able to beat the crowd there.

One glance and it was obvious I’d never get through the normal lunch line, so I opted for the snack bar where there were pre-cooked items to choose from. As I was reaching in for a burger, a voice from behind me said, “The corn dogs really are très bon. No really. I’m like totally serious.”

Robert startled me with his comment. Annoyed, I turned to face him. I said, “Robert, I appreciate you trying to help me out on a first day and all, but I’m a big girl and can select my own lunch.”

“I’ll buy,” said Robert.

“No, you won’t,” I said flatly. No way in hell was I going to put myself where I’d have to owe him.

Robert shrugged and said, “Suit yourself. I’ll be waiting for you.”

Frowning I said, “Thanks for the warning.”

After I paid for my lunch, I scanned the lunch room for someplace to sit. It was easy to see where the popular girls were seating. One end of a table near the door had six very obviously stuck up bitches.

My eyes lingered on the table where the jocks were sitting. It bothered me slightly that it didn’t bother me that I thought several of the boys were totally hot and wondered what it was like to kiss them. A couple of them were eyeing me. Some movement in the corner of my eye suddenly distracted me.

I looked over and there was Robert, sitting with a group of his nerd friends waving frantically to me. People were turning to look and I decided against my better judgment to sit down next to him, just to get him to stop.

As I sat down I said, “Robert. I would like to meet some other people at this school besides you.”

Robert grinned and said, “Sure. Meet my nerdy friends. Chuck, Raul, Simon and Randal.” All four of them smiled goofily, waved and greeted. All four of them just stared at me, breathing through their mouths.

I smiled back and said, “Hey guys. I think by sitting at this table, I probably just lost a lot of points.”

Robert laughed and said, “Depends on which end of the scale you’re looking at. But thanks for sitting with us. You’ll help give us an air of respectability. Oh. You got the burger and not the corn dog. Maybe you’re a bimbo after all.”

“Really? A corn dog makes you look sophisticated?” I said, looking at Robert sitting on my right. I looked at the other four for a moment and said, “Do any of you bathe regularly or wash your hair?”

Simon raised his hand and said, “Sometimes.”

I took one of the cookies I’d gotten in the snack line and placed it on Simon’s tray. I said, “Congratulations. You win a cookie.”

Simon’s face lit up as he picked up the cookie. “Wow, thanks!”

Randal said, “Mom’s gonna freak when I take a bath tonight.”

I looked around the nerds and said, “Just curious. What do you guys know about Mr. Stein?”

I got mostly shrugs. Raul said, “I think he’s an asshole. I have him second period. He gives the girls in class special treatment. No, really. I looked at the girl who sits next to me once when he returned graded papers. I looked at her paper. I saw at least four questions that had the wrong answer, but she got a hundred. That’s just not fair. I got a ninety-nine because I put the wrong date on the paper.”

“Why do you think he gives preferential treatment to girls in his class?” I asked, looking around at the boys’ faces.

Raul shrugged again and said, “I dunno. I guess he wants them to like him. There’s a rumor he dates some of them. And… and well other stuff.”

“Are you serious?” I asked actually surprised that while a rumor, there was a story going around that suggests what this perv Stein is doing. “You’d think the principal at least would investigate rumors like that.”

“Mr. Jackson has investigated,” said Robert. “He always finishes his investigations with claims that Mr. Stein is acting within department guidelines. Personally I think he’s lying.”

Smiling at Robert I said, “So, Sherlock. What makes you think Mr. Jackson is lying?”

Shrugging, Robert said, “Because Mr. Stein never does anything wrong, apparently. Some teachers get accused of doing less and they get suspended from teaching.”

###


Part 3

It seemed like it took forever, but I finally got to Mr. Stein’s class. When I entered the room, he was seated at a desk in front of the chalk board. I got a good look at him as I approached him to let him know I was now in his class. My God, he’s absolutely gorgeous! He seemed younger than most teachers and has an obvious good build under his shirt. I scanned the class and most of the girls were just sitting there staring at him.

When I stopped in front of his desk, he looked up at me and flashed me a big smile as he said, “May I help you?”

I stood there for a few moments just staring him. I couldn’t help myself. This guy had charisma coming out of his ears. I could tell that he was enjoying me just staring at him, feeding his ego.

I had to force the idea that this beautiful man was a monster preying on young girls. If he could catch me in his spell, then most girls won’t have a chance against him. I smiled shyly at him and said, “Hi, Mr. Stein. I’m new to the school and it looks like I have your class.” I handed him the slip of paper saying I was in his class.

He continued to smile as he took the paper from me and glanced over it. He said, “Ah, Melissa Stuart. It’s great to have you in my class. And you can call me George if you like. Most of my other students do.”

I leaned over his desk, enough to expose some cleavage and I smiled broadly. I said, “Thanks… George. I think I’m going to enjoy this class.”

The way he looked at me suggested he wanted to do me right there on his desk in front of his class. Smiling, he said in a low tone, “I’m sure you will. I know I’ll enjoy having you in my class.”

Oh my God. That smile, his eyes, his scent. His charm. I had such a sudden desire to be with him. I smiled at him and quickly turned and headed to an empty desk. Something automatic set in and I noticed I was swaying my hips more than normal.

As I took my seat, I noticed several girls in the class giving me dirty looks. I just shrugged at them and opened my notebook. I don’t think I made any friends in this class. They’re going to really hate me when I put their favorite teacher in jail. I looked back at Mr. Stein and sighed. He is gorgeous though.

I don’t think I wrote down a single note during class. If I had to guess, I had the same dopey expression and glassy stare most of the other girls in class had while Stein presented his lecture. When the bell rang indicating not only the end of the class, but end of the school day as well, the boys in the class jumped up and hurried from the room. Most of the girls remained in their seats for a few moments.

Stein obviously ate this up. After almost thirty seconds of them staring at him, he laughed and said, “Okay, girls. Time to go home.”

As we filed out of the class, Stein said, “Oh, Melissa. Can you stay a moment? I need to ask you something.”

A few girl’s eyes flashed daggers at me as they left the room.

I said, “Of course, George. Did I do something wrong?”

As the last girl left, he shut the room door and actually locked it so no one could come in.

He sat down on the corner of his desk and grinned. “Oh no, Ms. Stuart. You’ve certainly done nothing wrong. I needed to talk to you about how I grade in this class. Sometimes extracurricular activities are necessary to keep your grades up.”

I walked up to him and rested my hand on his thigh. “What kind of extracurricular activities, George?” I cooed. Touching him was electric. I know the theory was that being basically male would prevent me from falling for my suspects charms. But my chemically induced totally female brain and nearly constant puberty, made me insanely boy-crazy.

He picked up my hand by my fingers and slid his thumb across them. Looking into my eyes, he said, “Sometimes I have little opportunities for the right girl after school and some weekends. Have you ever modeled?”

I said, “No. I’ve always wanted to model, though. Do you do fashion photography on the side?”

He smiled at me and said, “Not quite. I shoot videos of promising girls who I think have certain talents and distributed them to clients. Some of my girls have gone on to much bigger things.”

I brushed up against his leg dangling from the edge of the desk. I said, “What kind of talents, George? I think I have what it takes to be a model.”

Stein said, “I’m sure you do! But I’m also looking beyond just modeling. I have an eye for picking out girls with… um shall we say, special talents.” He placed my hand down his crotch where I felt a huge, raging hard on. “I won’t lie to you, Melissa. You are one hot girl. Sexiness is just dripping from you. I think that you’re really a very naughty girl.”

I moved closer to where I could feel his breath. I said, “Just what kind of videos do you make, George?”

Smiling, George said, “Would you like to audition?” Wow. He was wasting no time at all. How did he know I wouldn’t go running out the door and screaming down the hall? He must have picked up on the vibes that I desired him. In spite of what I knew of him, there was something about him that drove me crazy with desire for him.

Grinning seductively, I said, “Maybe.” I squeezed his cock through his pants.

As I held his swollen member through his pants, he kissed me. This guy had some audacious balls both literally and figuratively. He’s brazenly committing a crime with as far as he knows, a sixteen year old girl by permitting these sexual acts, as small as they are. He reached behind himself and picked up something. He held up a cup of what looked like water.

“Here. Drink this. It will enhance your audition,” he said.

I took the cup and looked at it suspiciously. I doubted he was going to poison me. Or even try to remove me from the school as there would still be plenty of people about. My conditioning makes me resistant, but not immune to the effects of certain drugs. I smiled at George and drank the liquid and tasted a slight salty taste. Roofies? Really? On someone already willing to have to sex?

I know I was told not to engage Stein until I’d met with Special Agent Turner, but I never expected Stein to come on to me so quickly.

Starting to feel giggly, I unzipped his pants and slid to my knees as he stood. I reached in and pulled his underwear aside and found my prize. I pulled out his manhood and was so happy I didn’t have to arrest him right then. I was vaguely aware someone else was in the room. But I didn’t care much. I was feeling a bit dizzy. I then proceeded to service Mr. Stein.

#

“I thought I told you to not engage Stein until you heard from me!” said an angry Special Agent Turner. We needed to give you this….” She handed me a small locket on a dainty chain. “For surveillance. This is a listening device and GPS tracker.”

I said, “I’m sorry. But he engaged me. I thought it best to just go with the flow. Besides, you didn’t need to track me. I blew him right there in his class.” We were sitting in a van loaded with gadgets.

Scowling at me, Turner said, “He might have. If he’d taken you to his remote studio to make a video of you and discovered you weren’t actually a girl we might not ever find your body and we would have wasted a ton of money creating you.”

Sarcastically, I said, “I didn’t know you cared.”

Ignoring me, Turner said, “You say there was another person in the room with you and Stein?”

I nodded. I said, “I was already under the influence of the rohypnol, and I never got a good look at him, but I did see another person.”

Tuner nodded and said, “Probably the camera man. They recorded you with Stein. We’ll be looking for some new activity. He’ll probably use that video like a preview.”

“So what do we do now?” I asked.

“Keep coming on to him. You’ve shown him what a skank you are. There’s not much left of the school year. I want to nail him quickly. There are several girls who are vulnerable and if you’re practically volunteering maybe he’ll concentrate on you for now.”

“Hey, it’s not that I’m a skank. Regardless of what you think of him, he’s incredibly irresistible. He’s incredibly charming. He’s gorgeous. He has a great build. I can’t help but feel attracted to him.”

Turner smiled at me and said, “You may have passed that tipping point where you can be reversed. Stein practically bathes in pheromones to make women attracted to him. We may have taken you too far over. Try to keep control of yourself Agent Cooper. If you become a woman in total, then we lose everything we hoped to gain from you being basically male. Try to remember you’re not really a school girl.”

“I’ll do better, Special Agent Turner,” I said. “I was letting myself get carried away.”

#

“No one has asked you to the prom? Seriously?” asked Linda, a girl I’d met in gym class. Pointing to the other four girls standing outside of school waiting for the bell to ring, she said, “All of us have dates.”

I forced a smile and said, “Well, I am still new to this school.”

“Or maybe because you hang out too much with that dweeb Robert and his merry band of geeks!” Linda laughed and the other girls joined her.

One of the other girls said, “Yeah girl. You don’t actually like that pimple farm do you? If you want to be one of us, you need to date someone on the football or baseball team.”

Another girl piped up, “Have you noticed those geeks seem to be bathing regularly now?”

Linda said, “I don’t think Aaron Johnson has a date for the prom yet. Want me to ask him if he’d like to take you?”

These girls just laughed at me and now I’m supposed to let them pick my prom date? I tried to not show my irritation and just looked at the ground and said, “I don’t know. I don’t even know him.”

Linda said, “Well prom is still a few weeks away. You’d have time to date before that. I like you Melissa. I’d hate to think a pretty girl like you would be sitting home alone on prom night.”

“Thank you for your concern,” I said trying to not sound sarcastic. “It doesn’t bother me if I don’t go. I’m still missing my boyfriend from my old school.” That was true enough.

One of the other girls said, “Yeah. That would suck leaving so close to the end of the school year. Your parents should have let you stay with a friend or something until summer.”

I shrugged, “Well, I can’t do anything about it now.”

###


Part 4

“I have a question,” announced Robert as we walked from class to the lunch room. I’d given up hopes of having lunch by myself or with my alleged girlfriends.

“You’ve never bothered to announce a question before,” I said.

Robert looked at the ground and said, “Well, this one is a bit more serious.” He took a deep breath and said, “Will you go to the prom with me?”

I stopped in my tracks and turned to him, shocked. I said, “You’re asking me to the prom?”

He struck the side of his head with an open palm and said, “Sorry. Stupid idea, I know. I know you’ll say no but I felt I just had to ask. You’re probably going with one of those jocks. That’s what bimbos do, right?”

I just stared at this odd boy for a few moments. I said, “You ask me to prom and then call me a bimbo? Have you ever seriously asked yourself why you don’t get dates?”

“I know, right? Just forget I asked, okay?” agreed Robert. “It’s stupid, right? A gorgeous, sexy girl like you going to prom with a geek like me? Just forget it.”

Thinking of what Linda and her friends had said, and considering how nice to me Robert has been and knowing that I’m not going to marry him, I said, “I’d love to go to the prom with you, Robert. Thank you for asking me.”

Continuing to look at the floor, Robert said, “I knew what your answer would be, but I asked anyway. Shows how stupid I am. Maybe I can talk Simon into wearing a dress. Closest thing to a girl I’ll ever get to take to prom…”

“I said yes, Robert,” I grinned. “I accept your invitation.” I suddenly felt awkward now that Robert said the closest he’d get to a girl on prom night would be a guy in a dress. I tried not to think about that.

Robert looked over at me, his eyes wide. He said with a gasp, “You said yes? For reals? You’ll go to the prom with me?”

I laughed and said, “For reals.”

Robert grinned and suddenly hugged me. “You’re not such a bimbo after all!” he exclaimed. “Thank you so much!”

#

“You have a prom date?” asked the man posing as my dad.

“Yes! Isn’t it exciting? I actually get to go to prom for once! I’ve picked out my dress and accessories. Here’s the list,” I handed Dad a printed list.

Dad made a severe choking gesture after he had scanned the list. “This is over seven hundred dollars! Melissa, do you really expect me to pay for this?”

Scowling at his reaction, I said, “No. I expect the FBI to pay for it. I’m sure it’s in the budget somewhere.”

“Look sweetie,” said Dad. “There’s no budget for prom dresses. You’re either going to have to find something that you can afford or cancel the date. Even if you were my flesh-and-blood daughter I wouldn’t pay that much for a dress!”

Folding my arms I said, “That includes shoes, a clutch bag and accessories like a necklace and earrings. Those weren’t even the most expensive items to choose from.”

Dad yelped as he was suddenly snapped in the back of his head with a damp dish towel. The woman posing as my mother snarled, “Buy your daughter the damned dress you cheapskate. I swear, you’re the laziest fake husband I’ve ever worked with. Even real hubbies help out around the house. You just come home, eat, give orders and sleep!”

“Hey, I was shot at today!” Dad exclaimed.

In a mocking voice, Mom said, “Ohhh! I was shot at today! I was shot at today! I had to let myself be molested today by my suspect and STILL come home to make you and that little tart daughter dinner!”

Dad frowned as he said, “I think getting shot takes precedence over a simple molestation. Anyway, this prom thing takes us over budget. I really don’t think you have any business going to a prom with some boy.”

“I’ve already told him I would!” I exclaimed. “I’m expected to do high school girl things.”

Dad folded his arms and said, “The prom isn’t mission critical. Just tell this boy that something came up.”

“He’ll be crushed! I can’t do that to him!” I said. I want to go to a prom dammit.

The doorbell rang.

Mom said, “Who could it be at this hour? It’s almost ten.”

Dad said, “Don’t draw your weapon, but have it at the ready.”

We all went to answer the door. Mom and Dad both looked surprised when they saw who was at the door. Mom said, “Special Agent Paterson! This is a surprise. What brings you…”

Looking furious, Special Agent Paterson hissed through the open door, “Christ, you people! They can hear your fight halfway down the block! Pipe down! And dammit, buy her the fucking dress already! On the budget, charge it to explosives consumed or something. Don’t make me come here unscheduled again.” He stormed off and let the screen door close behind him.

We all stood there in stunned silence for a few moments.

Mom said, “You heard the man. Buy her the dress.” She turned on her heel and stormed off.

#

“You did what?” asked an incredulous Linda. “You’re going to the prom with that geek freak?”

I shrugged and said, “No one else asked me. He’s helped me out quite a bit here at school.”

Looking down her nose, Linda said, “We may have to reconsider letting you into our group.”

I shrugged again and said, “C’est la vie.”

“Come on, girls. Let’s leave this loser-wannabe alone to think about the mistake she just made,” said Linda as she turned around and strutted away.

Well, that was a quick friendship. What a bitch. I was half tempted to introduce Linda to George Stein.

When lunch time finally arrived, I saw that Robert was already in the lunch room, high-fiving his friends. I got my two corn dogs and fries and sat down at the table.

Robert was grinning like an idiot. He said, “Okay, time to pay up, gentlemen.”

Simon folded his arms and said, “She hasn’t actually gone out with you yet. We’re not paying until that happens.”

I raised my eyebrows at Robert and said, “You made a bet with your friends that you’d take me to prom?”

His face reddened and looking sheepish, Robert said, “It was more of just a generic date.”

“Hmm… I don’t think I like that,” I said seriously. “Making bets on me? Really?”

Robert shrugged and said, “Hey, it’s just a game. No secret we love to play games.”

I said, “I want half of your take.” I stuck the end of the corn dog into my mouth and slowly bit off the end and slowly slid it back out. I noticed that Robert and his friends had stopped talking and were all looking at me with their eyes wide.

Robert just looked at me and said, “You got it, babe.”

At first I couldn’t figure out what they were staring at, and then it dawned on me how I was eating the corndog. I smiled at them and slid the corn dog back into my mouth and moaned softly as I took a bite.

Randal said, “I need to change my underwear…”

I glanced over at the table where the jocks were all sitting. They were all staring at me. I smiled sweetly at them.

Ignoring Randal and everything else going on, Robert said, “Hey, I was just thinking. You wanna go out Saturday night? Maybe go to a movie?”

I licked the stick from the corn dog and said, “Is there a bet riding on that?”

Robert looked down and said, “Technically. The bet wasn’t just for the prom. Just any date.”

“Don’t forget my half,” I said.

“So that’s a yes?” asked Robert.

I said, “Sure. Sounds like fun.”

Robert said, “The latest Alterbot movie is out. I think it’s number fifteen.”

Simon said, “Wow. I can’t believe you’re going on a date with a real girl.” He held out his napkin and continued, “Can I have your autograph?”

Robert took the napkin and proceeded to sign it. He handed it back to Simon. Robert laughed as he handed it back and said, “Here you are my good man!”

Simon just stared at it for a moment and then said, “I wonder how much I can get for this on eBay.”

I said, “Do you guys still not understand why you don’t get dates?”

#

I along with every other girl spend Stein’s class just staring at him. I really don’t see how he keeps from exploding from ego overload. The bell rang ending the school day. As we all started to file through the door, George Stein called to me from his desk.

“Melissa! Can you hold up for a minute? I need to talk to you about something,” said Stein nonchalantly.

“Sure, Mr. Stein. Is there a problem?” I asked coyly. I know I was standing there with a stupid smile on my face. Too bad he was a louse, because he was a totally beautiful man.

Stein raised his eyebrows and shook his head. “Oh no. Nothing like that. Just wanted to ask you something.” He waited until the last person left the classroom.

Stein said, “Are you busy Saturday?”

I said, “I have a date Saturday night.”

He frowned and said, “This might run a bit late. Cancel it. I have something for you that I think you’ll like better.” He looked around to ensure the room was empty and no one outside the door. He continued, “I have a… modeling job that I want you to be the main attraction.”

Modeling my ass. I smiled at Stein and said, “Wow. A modeling job? Sure! I’d love to!”

Grinning, Stein said, “Now, it’s not your typical modeling job. Remember the other day after school? It’ll be more like that, only with three or four other men.”

Frowning, I said, “Oh, I thought you meant an actual modeling job. Here in your room?”

Hunching his shoulders Stein said, “It’s kinda like a modeling job. And no. Not here. I have a secluded location for this. I’m going to put your session on video. I have a feeling you’re going to be very popular.”

“Video? Really?” I asked. “You’re putting me into a porno movie? Total strangers are going to see me blowing three guys? I don’t know, George. When you said ‘modeling’, being in a porno didn’t come to mind.” Of course, we wanted him to offer to put me in a porno movie, but I didn’t want to look anxious.

George flashed a smile and said, “You make it sound so dirty, babe. It’ll be like a party. It’ll be fun. You’ll be the only girl there with four or five men. There’ll be alcohol and sandwiches. It’s like a picnic. I have a nice secluded cabin on a wooded island in the middle of a river. We won’t be bothered. And you can party all night long.”

I said, “Wow. Your very own island? That’s so cool. You’ll be there too, right?”

“Of course!” George said with a grin. “I’ll be the man with the camera.”

“Good,” I said. “I don’t want to be there alone with a bunch of strangers.”

“I’ll take good care of you, honey,” said Stein. “I hope we can have several more of these parties. But listen. You can’t breathe a word of this to anyone. Not your friends and especially not your parents.”

I wrinkled my brow and said, “I have to tell them something. I can’t just disappear!”

Looking concerned, Stein said, “Of course not, honey. You don’t want to lie to your parents, so just tell them you’re going on an overnight camping trip with some friends. A lot of kids do that this time of year.”

“I thought you said not to lie to my parents?” I said, amused.

“This is like a camping trip. Sort of,” said Stein. “The cabin is in the woods and you’ll be with some friends.”

“Do I get paid?” I asked.

Looking annoyed, Stein said, “Sure. I’m not in the porn business. This is more of a hobby for me. But sure hon. I’ll give you Two hundred dollars cash and you get to keep the lingerie you’ll be wearing in the video. Sound good?”

“Okay. That’s good I guess,” I said. I just wanted to make sure we had a deal.

Stein smiled broadly. My insides immediately turned to warm goo. Too bad he’s a jerk. He really is a gorgeous man. He said, “Great! Meet me behind the abandoned Texaco station on Johnson Street at eight AM sharp. Look for a plain, unmarked white van.”

“Okay. I’ll see you then,” I said as I started to turn to leave.

Stein caught my hair and turned me back to face him. He kissed me and said, “See ya. Now get along.” He then swatted my butt. I hurriedly left the room.

While walking out the entrance of the school, I said aloud, but just loud enough for the microphone in the locket to pick up, “I sure hope you guys got that.”

###


Part 5

Looking crushed, Robert said, “You’re cancelling our date Saturday night? Why? Was it something I said or did? Or my friends?”

I really hated to tell Robert that our date was off. I knew it meant a lot to him. I think it was going to be his very first date ever with a girl. I guess technically, it still wouldn’t be a date with a girl, but he wouldn’t know that.

I said, “I’m really sorry, Robert. I really am. It’s just that something has come up that I have to do. We can go next week.”

Robert looked down at the ground and said, “Yeah, I guess. I was really looking forward to it.”

“We’ll still go,” I said. “Just not this weekend. I promise.”

“This isn’t just an excuse to not go with me, is it?” asked Robert.

“No, it isn’t!” I said adamantly. “We’ll go. I promise.”

“I sure hope so,” said Robert, looking very sad.

#

“Your locket has a GPS device as well as a listening device,” said Special Agent Turner. “The GPS will locate you no matter how far from you we are. The listening device has a limited range. Which means Agent Cooper, you’ll be flying solo for most of your ride to this island.”

I rolled the locket around between my fingers and said, “Can’t you just locate the island first and have a team there?”

“In a fifty mile radius, there must be twenty or thirty such islands with small cabins on them. None of them are in Stein’s name. Once we have a general direction though, we can narrow it down and maybe get a team there. The bottom line is, we more than likely will not be there in time to prevent you from having to be recorded performing oral sex. Besides, we need the videos as evidence.”

“As fun as that may sound,” I said. “Please don’t take too long to pull off the raid.”

Frowning, Turner said, “We won’t have a warrant until after we can identify the correct house. When the raid goes down, keep your cover as a sixteen year old girl. The agents posing as your parents still have active investigations, so we can’t compromise them. And try to collect as much DNA samples as you can. I wish there was some way to arrive sooner but you’ll just have to sit tight until we can get there.”

“Sheesh, I could be dead by the time you arrive,” I said getting a bit upset.

Special Agent Turner looked me square in the eye and said, “Do you want to back out? You can. I won’t hold it against you.”

“I’m not backing out. I just don’t want to wind up dead,” I said.

#

“I was beginning to think you weren’t going to show,” George said, arms folded and a stern expression on his face.

I was carrying my phone and I poked it to display the time. “I’m all of ten minutes late! I wasn’t sure where this place was. I don’t have a car so I had to take the bus and it stops a block away!”

Still pissed off, George said, “Next time, if there is a next time, make sure you’re here on time. Now get in the van.”

As I started walking towards the van hidden behind the abandoned gas station, I said, “Wow. Somebody woke up on the wrong side of the bed today.”

George called out to a couple of guys standing next to the building, “Guys. The princess has finally arrived. Let’s get in the van.”

I stopped suddenly in my tracks as I saw who was sitting in the passenger seat of the van. It was Mr. Jackson, the school principal.

Flashing me an unpleasant smile, Mr. Jackson said, “You’re doing me first, bitch.” He stared at my chest and said, “My oh my. I’ve wanted to get my hands on those tits of yours since that first day you arrived at school. I told my man Stein you were a slut. I’m never wrong, am I Stein?”

George was just climbing into the driver’s seat. He laughed as he said, “You indeed have an eye for the sluts, Jackson.” Tilting his head towards the back of the van, George said, “Hop in the back, honey. Guys, this is Melissa. She’s the hottie I was talking about. I’d introduce you, but your co-stars don’t want their names known.” I couldn’t imagine why not.

Stein turned the ignition key and the van’s engine roared to life. A moment later, with a chirp of tires, the old van leapt from behind the old gas station and bounced onto the street. As we sped down the road, I tried to watch the street signs and buildings go by, but since I was still pretty new to this town, I couldn’t figure out where we were. I knew Turner or some other agent wouldn’t follow us for fear of spooking Stein.

I turned on the map feature of my phone and as the dot began to show where we were, Mr. Jackson turned in his seat and said as he reached out towards me, he said, “Let’s have the phone, sweetie. You won’t need it for now. You’ll get it back when we get back to town.” He held down the power button until the phone turned off.

There were three men sitting in the two rows behind me. Sitting alone on the row right behind, sat some older Asian guy. He just stared at me for the longest time. Finally, he winked at me and gave me a small wave. He said, “Damnation, girl. You’re fuckin’ hot. I can’t wait to feel those lips around my cock, baby. Hey Stein. Can I buy her after the shoot? I could make a fortune from her in Taiwan.”

An icy bolt shot down my spine. I said, “B… b… buy me? George, what’s he talking about?”

Without taking his eyes from the road, Stein yelled back, “Goddammit Bernie! Don’t scare the girl, okay? You know I don’t sell my models.”

Bernie belched a hoarse laugh. He said, “’Models’? Is that what you’re calling your whores these days? Anyway, are you forgetting about those twins? I think they were fourteen or something. And don’t use my name, you jack-ass.” The two men on the back row laughed.

“Sorry,” said George. “But those twins were a special case. And don’t worry. She doesn’t know your last name. And since I’m sure she wants more action in the future, don’t you babe? I knew it. So she’ll keep it quiet. Won’t you honey?”

I nodded feeling very nervous.

Bernie said, “Well, if you change your mind, let me know. A girl like her is in high demand in certain parts of Asia and the Middle East.”

“Knock it off, Bernie!” shouted Stein. To me he said, “As long as you behave, you’re staying right here.”

I said, “As long as I’m not twins, huh.”

Frowning, Stein said, “Like I said. That was a special case. Here, have a soda. We still have a ways to go.” He held out a soda can for me.

I took the opened soda knowing full well it was loaded with rohypnol so I’d be sure to forget. I took a sip and sure enough I could taste it. It was fairly strong. I wouldn’t be able to resist it as much.

Mr. Jackson looked back at me and grinned broadly. He turned to Stein and said, “I get first dibs, right?” Stein nodded. Mr. Jackson shouted, “Wooo weeee!” and laughed heartily. “I know who’s getting all A’s in her class this semester!”

I shivered. I wished I was back home with my fake parents and getting ready for a date with Robert. I thought of Robert for a few moments. His goofiness. His innocence. I wished I was with him right now.

I suddenly felt so dirty riding with these men, knowing what I’d be doing with them shortly. I felt scared and… well, ashamed. I took a slug of the tainted soda hoping the drug would soon kick in and I wouldn’t know what I was doing. I prayed that Special Agent Turner would arrive in time.

#

I was already fairly groggy when Stein brought the van to a halt. He said, “Okay, everyone out and help load the gear.”

I looked out the van’s window and saw a small, rickety dock with what looked like a home-made pontoon boat tied to it. The dock was on a river, which was wider here than I thought it would be. Several small islands dotted the river. I tried to stand and felt very light headed.

Stein opened the side door to the van and extended his hand to help me exit the van. He said, “Okay, honey. Let me help you to the boat. Once on the boat, just sit or lie on the deck. We wouldn’t want you to fall off into the river.”

Bernie laughed and said, “Yeah. It’d just be a wasted trip and I’d be out a lot of money.”

Stein was having trouble leading me to the pontoon boat. My legs were wobbly and I didn’t have a lot of motor control. I felt drunk. Stein dropped me onto what passed as a deck. He must have thought I was unconscious.

Stein said, “Don’t worry Bernie. You other guys too. Once you circulate this video around and gen up some interest, we’ll be able to use this bitch and another one I’m working on and we’ll make a really slick and money making porno.”

Bernie said, “Yeah. That film last month with that fifteen year old was our biggest yet. I wish now I hadn’t sold her.”

One of the men who rode in the back dropped a duffle bag of equipment onto the boat’s deck and said, “Hey, don’t forget. I have clients that have a big market for snuff flicks.”

Bernie said, “Not with this bitch. She has too much potential.”

Stein said, “Yeah. I’ve pegged a couple of other skanky little ho’s who’d be good for that. Okay. We’re wasting daylight. Let’s go.” He tugged on the outboard motor’s starting cord a few times before it fired up. With a burbling sound, we started chugging across the river.

Bernie looked in the duffle bag loaded with equipment. He said, “Hey, are we going to use that one machine?”

Stein said, “No. We’re not making that kind of video.”

Mr. Jackson said, “Is that bitch even going to be awake?”

Stein said, “Don’t worry. She’ll be fine by the time we get to my island.”

###


Part 6

I sat on a couch pretending to read a book and giggling with my breasts naked to the world. I was wearing a pair of very short denim shorts. Stein was standing to one side holding a camera. There were actually several cameras around the room pointing at fixed positions. Mr. Jackson, Bernie and the other two men that don’t seem to have any names were standing outside the little cabin in the middle of the small island waiting for Stein’s signal.

George Stein looked over at me, his camera at the ready. He said, “Okay, sweetie. Ready to go? Remember your lines?”

I nodded while wearing a stupid grin.

Stein smiled at me and shouted, “Action!”

I sat there, looking seriously at the book, idly flipping a page. I held the book at the right angle that Stein’s camera could still see my boobs. There was a loud rapping on the door. I looked up and said aloud, “That must be my party guests. They sure are here early!” I got up, and swaying my hips, walked over to the door.

Stein yelled, “Cut!” He then made his way out the door. He slapped my butt as he passed, and said, “You’re doing great, honey!” I wasn’t sure what my name was at this point. Stein closed the door and after a few seconds, I heard him shout, “Action!”

I opened the door, grinning. Stein was shooting over the shoulders of the four men waiting at the door so he could get a shot of my face as I opened the door. As the door swung open, I said, “Hey boys! Come on in! Beer’s in the fridge. Let’s make this party rock!” I stepped aside and let the four men enter.

At this point, any pretense at a script, even a poorly written one, disappeared. Despite myself and knowing what they were hoping to do, I think even without the influence of the roofies, I would have been excited about being half naked in a room full of men. Except for Bernie, they were somewhat nice looking men.

I took a slug from a beer bottle one of the un-named men handed me. I dropped to my knees and started to unzip the pants of the man nearest me. I said, “Let’s see what kind of party toys you guys brought with you!” Laughing, I pulled the pants and underwear down and impressive hard-on plopped out in front of my eyes. I wrapped my fingers around it, closed my eyes and slid the head into my mouth.

The other men closed in around me. One by one, I exposed their manhoods. I was in a drug induced heaven with four cocks in front of me. Mr. Jackson’s was the largest and I found it humorous that Bernie’s was the smallest. We’re talking really small.

I held Bernie’s cock between my thumb and finger and said, “Why, you’re just a little guy!” I leaned in, resting my forehead against Bernie’s stomach and still holding his child-like penis I said, “What’s the matter little feller? Don’t they feed you?” I then burst out laughing.

Bernie said, “Cute. Where did you find this ditz again?”

Stein said, “Just one of my students. She’s actually pretty smart. That’s just the roofies talking. We’re still shooting by the way.”

Mr. Jackson grabbed my hair and jerked my hair towards his crotch and shoved his expanding cock into my mouth. The bastard closed my nose with his free hand while he held my head fast by my hair. He closed his eyes and said, “Oh yeah, baby. Stein, we get pussy action too, right?”

Sounding annoyed, Stein said, “I’m going to have to edit the crap out of the sound on this if you keep going off script. Oral only. That was the deal.”

“Well, shit!” exclaimed Mr. Jackson. He let go of my nose so I could breathe, but he continued to pump his large penis into my mouth. He then aggressively gripped my hair and shoved my face into his crotch, his cock pushed deep into my mouth as he released. I couldn’t pull my head back and was forced to swallow his cum.

One of the no name guys roughly grabbed my hair and jerked me towards him. What the hell is with grabbing my hair? He shouted at me as he pushed his member towards me, “Now taste Ladislav, fena! Yeah, that’s it! You love Ladislav’s kokot, no?”

Even drugged, being forced to service these men, to be nothing but a sex toy, I just wanted to curl up into a ball and die. I wasn’t a human being to them. I felt so humiliated and disgusted with myself.

As Ladislav was finishing, Bernie reached for my hair. He said, “It’s my turn!” His fingers slipped through my hair and he got the chain of my pendant along with a handful of hair. Ladislav’s ejaculation went across my face and into my hair. As Bernie pulled, the chain broke and the pendant went flying across the room.

“I’m going to really enjoy this!” said Bernie as he pulled my face close to him. He reached down and began to painfully squeeze one of my breasts.

“What is this?” I heard Mr. Jackson from somewhere behind me. “What the hell?” he shouted. “Stein! Look at this! This bitch of yours was wearing a wire! This is some kind of listening device!”

Stein stopped grinning and lowered his camera. “What the fuck are you talking about, Jackson? A wire?”

“Yeah,” said Mr. Jackson. He threw the locket at George. He said, “A fuckin’ wire!” He pushed Bernie away from me and struck me hard with the back of his hand across my face, knocking me to the floor. I tasted blood in my mouth and my vision blurred. I started to cry.

“Bitch!” shouted Mr. Jackson to me as he jerked me to my feet by pulling my hair. “Who are you? Are you a cop?” He slapped me hard across the face. I actually saw stars and I cried from the stinging pain on my cheeks.

“Stop it, Jackson!” shouted George. “I don’t think she knows anything. The cops could have swapped that locket any time.”

Mr. Jackson dropped me to the floor. With an incredulous expression he said, “You’re defending this cunt? She’s not your girlfriend, Stein. We need to get the hell out of here and this bitch of yours is going into the river!” He bent down and grabbed my hair again and started dragging me across the floor. I was coming out of my stupor as I screamed with pain. I tried to wrestle my hair out of his grasp. I slashed his wrist with my nails and drew blood.

The front and back doors of the small house burst open and several men in tactical gear with automatic weapons drawn poured into the room. Flashing a badge and wielding a pistol, Special Agent Tuner stepped in after the tactical squad and shouted, “FBI! All of you are under arrest!”

Stein, still holding his camera said, “On what charges? You have a warrant?”

Smiling humorously, Turner held out a document and said, “As a matter of fact, I do.” Pointing at me, she said, “Let’s start with statutory rape, transporting a minor across county lines for the purposes of having sex. Human trafficking. Possession and distribution of child pornography. And I’m just warming up. Cuff ‘em.”

With a look of concern, Special Agent Turner stepped quickly over and knelt next to me where I lay shaking and crying. She held me close to her and stroked my hair. She said, “It’s okay, honey. You’re safe now.” She covered my naked torso with her own jacket. I saw a tear in her eye as she said, “I’m so sorry we couldn’t get here faster.”

She turned to one of the officers and said, “This girl needs medical attention. Preserve those samples of DNA on her clothes and hair and get her to a hospital.”

The officer knelt beside me and said, “Can you stand up, miss?” I nodded and he and another officer helped me to my feet. I stopped and looked at Stein for a moment and then turned away as the tears began flowing again.

As I was led out the door, I heard Turner say, “Get this garbage out of my sight.”

#

“She should be able to go home tomorrow. I want to keep her overnight for observation,” said a doctor to my fake parents.

Mom was holding my hand and looking concerned. She bent over and kissed my forehead. She said, “Oh, baby. I’m so glad you’re okay. I totally freaked when I heard you were in the hospital… and… and involved in a police sting?”

Dad looked at me and said, “Pumpkin, did you know you were wearing a device? Nobody told us anything. Aren’t they supposed to ask first? I’m getting a lawyer and I’m going to sue somebody.”

I saw Special Agent Turner slip in through the door. Outside the door, I could see two police officers who were standing watch outside my room. Dad turned to face Turner after she stood just inside the room. Dad pointed at Turner and said, “You! I’m going to sue you! You endangered our daughter needlessly! You owe us all an explanation!”

“I understand you’re upset, Mr. Stuart,” said Turner. “Normally we try to get permission, especially with minors involved. But time was of the essence and your daughter did, on her own free will agree to make this porn video with Mr. Stein--”

Interrupting, Dad said, “She’s just sixteen! She can’t legally consent to anything!”

“The point, Mr. Stuart, is that she was going to do it anyway,” said Turner. “We stopped it before it went too far and most likely saved her life.”

The doctor said, “The girl needs some rest. If all of you don’t mind, I’d like her left alone for awhile so she can sleep.”

Mom and Dad started to leave the room. Special Agent Turner said to the doctor, “If I can just have some time alone with Miss Stuart. I need to ask a few questions.”

The doctor said, “You have ten minutes only, ma’am. And then I’ll ask these nice police officers to escort you from the hospital.”

Turner smiled and said, “That’s more than enough time, doctor.” Turner closed the door after the doctor left the room.

As Turner approached the bed I was in, I slowly applauded. “Bravo. Oscar worthy performances by my fake parents and yourself. I bought it.”

Special Agent Turner stepped to the side of my bed and placed her hand on mine. “Agent Cooper… Melissa. You came through for us again. We actually nabbed a few international criminals. I really feel bad though for what you had to go through back there. As soon as we triangulated on your position, we expedited getting a warrant and getting our team there. But we could only go so fast.”

I said, “Just like the cavalry, you rode in just in the nick of time. I really think Mr. Jackson was going to kill me. I really can’t believe that the principal was involved in all this. I’m glad we got them, though.” I groaned from pain and shifted my position. “Can I have a vacation?”

Turner smiled for a moment. She looked at me like she was about to cry. “I’m sorry. I know you’re a field agent and putting yourself in danger goes with the job. But sweetie, when I look at you, all I see is a young girl who’s all black and blue because of me. I’d like to let you take some leave, but the other two agents are still working their cases.”

“I guess I look a mess, huh?” I said. “I know doing field work is dangerous, but in all honesty, I’m surprised things went south in such a bad way. I wasn’t expecting that kind of treatment.”

Special Agent Turner nodded and said, “In Stein’s confession, he admitted it got out of control. He was just going to shoot you giving head to those four men. He was surprised by their aggressive behavior.”

I scowled at the air in front of me. I said, “And yet he just kept recording instead of helping me. I’m shocked he’s confessing. I was sure he’d try to deny he was even in the room.”

Turner said, “Oh, he’s singing like a bird. He’s trying desperately to get a lighter sentence by turning evidence. His ring of contacts is huge. Even includes a Congresswoman.”

Looking horrified, I said, “You’re not just going to give him a wrist-slap are you?”

Turner shook her head. She said, “Oh no. One of his girls died. He’s trying to avoid a death penalty.”

I shuddered as a cold numbness flowed down my spine at the memory of what those men did to me. I said, “They should all just die.”

Turner said, “That’s out of my control, now. A court will decide their fate.”

After a long moment of silence, I laughed, and then winced from pain. I said, “Hey, at least I finally get to go to prom, huh?”

Turner smiled again and said, “Yes. You’ll get to go to prom. In the local news, you’re just a young, female victim, not the hero. This keeps your cover so you can remain at the school. You know, I had to do a lot of explaining on why a field agent needed a prom dress.”

Silence fell over us for a few moments. Finally, I said, “You know, I’m completely ashamed that I was once male. I just can’t believe men can do those things to women.”

Turner nodded and said, “I can understand that. Just remember not all men are like that. Your prom date seems like a really nice boy.”

#

It felt weird being back at school. As I walked down the halls, I’d get stares and hear whispering. One girl had come up to me and screamed at me, demanding to know how I could get George Stein arrested. Several girls I knew from my English class acted like I was the bad guy and Stein was a victim. But most people, if they bothered saying anything at all, felt bad for me for having gone through that.

The local news reported that I was a kidnapping victim and in rescuing me, the Feds discovered a child pornography ring. What bothered me the most was that Robert didn’t meet me for lunch. The rest of the guys didn’t show up at our usual table.

As I was walking out the door to the school on my way home for the day, my phone alerted me that I had a new text message from Robert. It simply read, “Meet me at my house 5pm.” It was weird he didn’t say why. I squinted into the afternoon sun and decided if I started walking now, I’d get to his house a little before five o’clock.

“Please come in,” said Robert’s mom. “Rob has said so much about you.” She turned her head towards a hallway leading to the rest of the house and shouted, “Rob! Your friend Melissa is here.”

A few moments later, Robert appeared. I couldn’t read his expression. He looked mostly pissed about something. He said, “Hey, Melissa. I think we need to talk.” He nodded his head to point back down the hall, indicating I should follow him. He then turned and walked back down the hallway.

He shut his door, but left it open a crack. “I really need to close this all the way, but Mom won’t go for that. She’ll leave us alone if it’s partially open.”

I nodded and said, “My parents have a similar rule.” I lied, but I’m sure my FBI dad would probably say that if I brought a boy over. I sat on the end of his bed.

Looking quite serious, Robert said, “I’m sure you’re wondering why I called you over.” He sat down on the chair by his desk, flipped open the display on his notebook computer. He looked down at his feet for a moment and said, “I’m really sorry you got roughed up and I’m glad you’re okay now, but I can’t ever go out with you.”

“Are you holding what happened against me? Really? I was a victim,” I said following the story that was fed to the local press. “They kidnapped me and…”

“Bullshit!” Robert hissed. “You might have been a victim of the abuse, but you went there on your own. You weren’t kidnapped. I know.”

I felt a chill spread down my spine. I said, “Stein said he wanted to meet at Starbucks to go over some homework and that’s where he…”

Robert scowled. He said, “Again, bullshit! It hurts that you would lie to me, but I can understand not wanting to admit that you’re just a slutty whore.”

I stood up, angry. I said, “What did you just say? How dare you! You think I enjoyed that shit?”

Robert said, “Maybe not later, but I’m sure that’s why you were there.” He punched a key on his notebook and a video started to play. It was the video of me giving George Stein a blowjob in his classroom that first time. And it was obvious I was enjoying the experience.

Stunned, I said, “H… how… Just how did you get that video? You can be arrested for both downloading that as well as just possessing it. And besides, that video doesn’t mean anything!”

Expressionless, Robert said, “It doesn’t? Let’s see. Mr. Stein was arrested for making and possessing child pornography. And here’s a video of you happily going to town on Mr. Stein. I hacked into Mr. Stein’s computer right when I heard he had been arrested. I got this video and a few other files just before the police confiscated the computer.

“Another thing I got was the schedule for making a video with a ‘Melissa Stuart’. His note at the bottom said that if the video got a good reaction, you were going to be his next big porn star. Said you were a natural. I thought you were nice. But you’re just a whore. I don’t want to date a whore.”

Gritting my teeth, I said, “Stop saying that word. I’m not a whore. You don’t understand.”

Robert closed the notebook’s display in disgust. He said, “You’re right. I don’t understand. I don’t get a lot of things. The police have to have that video. Why aren’t you in trouble? They have to know you weren’t kidnapped.”

“You’re right. I wasn’t kidnapped,” I said. “I was part of the sting operation. They needed my help to get to Stein.”

Robert stood up and slammed the palm of his hand onto the top of his desk. He said, “I call bullshit again! The police aren’t going to put a sixteen year old student in that kind of position. It’s not like you can pretend to suck someone’s cock!”

I should have just walked away. In the scheme of things he was just an asset. Someone I used to fit into the school setting and to get information. It wasn’t like I had or could have a real relationship with him. He’s a kid. I may be re-engineered to be a sixteen year old girl, but I’m not one. Like with Harlan, I stupidly let myself get emotionally involved and I get a pass because I’m maintaining a cover ID. I should have just walked out.

I said, “Can you keep a secret?”

Robert said, “Of course I can. I’m not going to tell anyone about this video.”

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s not just about that video. I want you to know the truth, but there’s a lot riding on nobody else knowing about it. You must swear to me you won’t reveal what I’m about to tell you. If you do, I’ll get in deep trouble and they’ll find any reason to arrest you to silence you. Can you make that promise?”

Sitting back down and folding his arms, Robert said, “I think you’re about to bullshit me, but yeah, I swear I won’t say a word.”

I took a deep breath and said, “I was part of the sting and you’re right. I’m not sixteen. I’m really twenty-three.” I didn’t feel it was necessary to tell him that I’m actually male. I fumbled through my purse and then pulled out my identification. I just flashed it at him. “I’m a federal agent with the FBI. The FBI has been wanting to nail Stein for a while, but they needed me to get in close to him.”

Looking horrified, Robert said, “You’re a Fed? You lied to me! You’ve played me for a fool! No wonder you were always asking questions about Mr. Stein. All I was to you was cover and a source of information! I really liked you, Melissa. And everything was a lie! You being a kid, your parents and your interest in me. All lies!” He was fighting back tears.

“Yes, most of it was faked. We had to. Stein was hurting girls and he had to be stopped,” I said.

“I understand all that,” Robert said with a cry in his voice. “But did you have to hurt me in the process? Did you have to pretend to like me? Make me think I had a chance with a girl? I hate you for that!”

“I didn’t pretend to like you, Robert,” I said. “I do like you. I think you’re a nice boy. I was looking forward to going to prom with you.”

Looking disgusted, Robert said, “That’s sick. You enjoy going out with under-aged boys?”

I winced. I said, “Look, deep cover means becoming a new person. For all practical purposes, right now, I am a teenage girl. I like teen girl things. I have to forge relationships to both fit in and to nab the bad guy. But I genuinely like you. You’re cute. You’re a fun boy to be with. I enjoy being with you. I still want to go out with you.”

“How? How could you even say that? I can’t get past the fact that you lied to me,” said Robert.

“I’m asking you to help me, Robert. The agents pretending to be my parents still have pending investigations. I still have to finish the school year as a student,” I said, sitting back down on the bed.

“Yes, you can break up with me, but think how it will look if you dump a girl right when she needs you the most? You don’t have to like me if you insist on hating me. But I’m asking you to help me get through the next couple of months continuing our relationship.”

Robert said, “How can you ask me to do that? Knowing who you are? Knowing I really mean nothing to you? Knowing you’ve had sex with those men and probably other guys too. How can you ask that?”

I said, “I know it’s not an easy thing. But you’re wrong. You do mean something to me. I do like you. I mean, our relationship won’t ever be able to blossom into something bigger, but I do enjoy being with you. What we’ve shared is real. You can believe that.”

“I don’t know, Melissa. That’s probably isn’t even your name,” said Robert, his eyes red and watery.

I said, “My name is Melissa. But it’s Melissa Cooper.”

“It can’t ever be the same between us,” Robert said.

“I’m not saying it would be easy, now that you know the deal,” I said. “But think what your friends would think if they knew you were dating a twenty-three year old girl who is a spy.”

Robert let a grin escape to his face and said, “They’d probably think that was pretty cool.”

I smiled and said, “Well there you go. Think of it from that angle. Do we have a deal?”

Robert looked thoughtful for a few moments. Finally, he said, “Okay. It’s a deal. And I promise I’ll never tell anyone. But no sex, right?”

I smiled at Robert and shook his hand. I said, “No sex.” I stood up and kissed him on the forehead.

#


Part 7

“Melissa!” shouted Mom. “Robert’s here!”

“I’m almost ready!” I shouted back. I stood in front of my vanity mirror and put the finishing touches on my make-up. Mom, besides knowing multiple ways to kill people was also very good with hair. She gave me a beautiful up do. The dangly earrings brushing against my neck weren’t real diamonds, but they were still pretty.

My prom dress was a cute blue strapless dress that came to about mid-thigh with a little flared skirt. The dress and the matching strappy three inch sandals really showed off my legs.

After making a few kissy faces at the mirror, and twirling around left and right for the hundredth time, I picked up my clutch, tossed in my lipstick, mascara and a compact, along with my cell phone. I’d hoped I wouldn’t need my gun at a prom.

Satisfied, I left my room and walked down the hall, my skirt making swishing sounds. As I entered the living room, Mom started taking pictures. They were going to put on a show not knowing Robert knew they weren’t really my parents. In fact, it looked like we were going to have to keep this act up well past school ending for the summer. Mom had finished her investigation, but Dad’s had hit a snag.

And there stood Robert looking quite handsome in his tux. His smile turned into a big grin as saw me. In his hand was a beautiful wrist corsage.

“Oh wow, Melissa. You’re beautiful!” said Robert as his eyes roamed over me from top to bottom.

I smiled and said, “Thank you! You look very handsome tonight.”

Mom snapped a few more pictures. She said, “You’re gorgeous, honey. You two stand next to each other so I can get a few pictures.”

Robert grinned and held the corsage out to me. “This is for you.” He opened the box and slid the corsage over my hand.

Robert and I stood next to each other while Mom took a few more pictures, changing angles a bit between shots. Speaking of shots, Dad stood there trying to smile while holding the arm where he’d taken a bullet a couple of days ago.

Dad managed to smile and said, “You are beautiful, Melissa. But you’re still Daddy’s little girl!” He leaned in and hugged me.

I whispered to him, “I get to keep the dress, right?”

He grinned and said, “How about that date when the mission is over?” He winced when I poked him in his bullet wound.

Mom sighed and said, “Well, you two don’t want to be late. You have a good time tonight.” She wiped a finger under her eye to remove a tear.

“Thanks, Mom. We will,” I said.

Dad said, “Have her back by midnight, son.”

Robert looked a bit nervous. He said, “I will, Mr. Stuart. I’ll take good care of her.”

As we walked quickly to the car Robert’s mother was driving, he said, “You dad is scary. Has he actually killed anyone?” We reached the car and Robert started to open rear passenger door.

“Trust me. You don’t want to know,” I said. Robert looked a bit pale as he held the door for me. “Thanks for taking us to the prom, Mrs. Fullerton.”

Robert’s mom smiled and she said, “You’re very welcome, hon. That’s a beautiful dress! When we get there, I want to get some pictures!”

The drive to the hotel where the prom was being held in the dining hall took only five minutes or so. We got out and Mrs. Fullerton took a few dozen pictures of us together, as well as separately. Robert took my arm and he looked like he was about to bust as we walked slowly into the hotel.

I was finally going to my prom. I didn’t go when I was actually high school age. And if I had, I wouldn’t be wearing a dress. I looked over at Robert and then down my dress and glanced at my painted toenails inside my sandals. I had to admit that I preferred being a girl for prom.

As we walked through the lobby amid other couples towards the dining hall, Robert looked shyly to the floor and said, “Thanks for being my date tonight, Melissa. I said some awful things and…”

Interrupting him, I said, “Don’t worry about it. We’re here to eat and dance and just have a good time. I’m so glad you asked me to the prom.”

As we entered the dining hall, Robert paused to scan the room to see if anybody he knew was already at a table. Off to one side, someone stood up and frantically waved at us. I squinted in the somewhat darkened room and saw that it was Simon doing the waving. I laughed as my eyes adjusted.

“What’s funny?” asked Robert as he waved back to Simon.

“You don’t see?” I asked.

“No. What about him?” asked Robert as we started heading towards Simon.

“He has a date,” I said. “And Chuck, Raul and Randal as well. The whole Geek Squad have dates!”

Robert’s eyes widened as he said, “Holy shit, you’re right! How the hell…? That girl he’s with is a cheerleader. I wonder how much he paid her?”

#

“Let’s take a break,” said Robert as he took my hand and led me out of the dining room. We’d been dancing and eating and visiting friends and dancing and dancing for over two hours straight. Near the dining hall was the patio where the swimming pool was. We walked through other couples enjoying the evening air until Robert found one of the few remaining secluded benches amid some plants and flowers.

My dress rustled as I sat on the bench next to Robert. I looked up at the sky, but could only spot a few stars. I said, “It’s a beautiful night.”

Looking at me, Robert said, “Yes. It is.” He was holding my hand. I smiled at him and suddenly his lips were pressing against mine. He was pressing too hard and I realized this was probably his first kiss. Should I feel honored? Should I be bothered that his first kiss would be with a twenty-three year old man? He’s reacting to the sixteen year old girl he’s seeing.

I pushed him back slightly and eased him into a gentler kiss. Once he wasn’t trying to smash my face, he wasn’t too bad of a kisser. He surprised me by sticking his tongue into my mouth. I sucked on his tongue as I slid my arms around his neck. We sat there for several minutes, locked in a deep, passionate kiss. He pressed into me and that’s when I noticed his raging hard-on.

I broke off the kiss and whispered in his ear, “Down, boy.” I smiled shyly at him. Without thinking, I rested my hand on the hard and very noticeable bulge in his pants.

Robert groaned, “Oh God!” and suddenly jumped up and ran back into the hotel. Through the window that ringed the pool area, I saw him run into the bathroom.

#

We rode back to my house in silence, Robert obviously lost in thought. While in the bathroom, he’d managed to dry the wet spot in the front of his pants to where it wasn’t visible in the darkness. When his mother rolled the car to stop in front of my house, he jumped out and ran to open my door for me. He extended his hand to help me exit the car.

“I’ll walk you to your door,” said Robert as he took my hand. Though it was five minutes past midnight, we walked slowly to my front door.

When we got to the door, I turned and smiled at Robert. I said, “Thank you so much for taking me to the prom, Robert. I had a good time.” I was being honest. I really enjoyed going to my prom.

I wasn’t sure if he was looking at my feet or his crotch, but Robert nervously cast his eyes downward and said, “I had a great time, Melissa. I really like you and enjoy being with you and all. I wish things were different so we could date. You know?”

I smiled at him and said, “We can still get some dates in before I have to leave. I’m sure I’ll get to finish the school year here.”

Looking nervous, Robert said, “That’d be great. I shouldn’t say this, but you’re my first girlfriend. I can’t explain how I feel when I’m around you. Melissa, I… I lo--”

I put my finger against his lips and shook my head. I whispered, “No. Don’t say it. We’ll both have wonderful memories of this evening. Let’s leave it at that, okay?”

Looking a bit deflated, Robert just nodded. I slid my arms around his neck and pulled his face to mine. I closed my eyes and gave him a long, soft kiss.

Robert pulled away and smiled at me. He said, “I gotta go. Mom’s waiting and all. I’ll call you, okay? Bye.” He turned quickly and ran back to his mother’s car and got in. I stood on the porch and watched them drive away.

My emotions were all over the place. Getting serious with Robert was out of the question for so many different reasons. I started to tear up and I didn’t want to cry. Not now. I didn’t want my fake parents to see it. I turned and entered the house.

I needn’t bothered about worrying what my parents saw. They’d left a light on and gone to bed. Well, it wasn’t like I was really their daughter. I turned the light off, went to my room and cried.

#

“Good job, Agent Cooper,” said Special Agent Turner as we sat at an outdoor table at Starbucks. “I really wished we could have done this without you having to go through all that shit, but we did eventually nab over fifty people world-wide. You can take some solace in knowing you helped save hundreds of girls a terrible fate.”

I frowned and said, “For now. Someone else will just take up where Stein left off.”

Shrugging, Turner said, “We do what we can, girl. We’re not super women.”

“True. I wish we could do more,” I said. “But, at least I wasn’t shot.” My poor fake Dad took another round, last time to his thigh, before he finally completed his mission a week after school ended. He was a bit of an asshole, so he deserved it in a way.

Turner laughed and said, “There’s always that. Oh. Dr Teufel would like you to come back to the lab so he can try to re-adjust your desire for men. You tend to be extremely boy-crazy and that defeats the whole purpose of you.”

“Being attracted to men is reversible, right?” I asked.

Special Agent Turner said, “Anyway, Agent Cooper. We’ve got a new assignment for you. I can’t tell you about it now, but we should be ready to go with it in a few weeks.”

“At least I get a few weeks off,” I said. “I was thinking about maybe doing some--”

“Sorry, Cooper,” said Turner. “You’ll be doing some additional training the next few weeks.”

“No vacation?” I asked.

Special Agent Tuner smiled and said, “You can have tomorrow off.”

-The End-
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Part 1

Rick and I looked out our respective cubicle doorways, and watched Dana walk past us towards the copier room. Her slacks were a bit more clingy than usual, with an obvious panty line. Rick and I were a couple of bored IT guys at an FBI field office: at a location I’d get into trouble for disclosing.

“That has to be the best ass in the office,” sighed Rick.

Peering around the corner of my cubicle’s entrance, I watched with amazement at the slowly receding image of Dana. Furrowing my brow, I asked, “When did she get pregnant?”

Rick laughed and said, “Boy, are you slow. Almost two months ago.” Shaking his head, Rick continued, “Man, just think, someone gets to sleep with that every night.” He took a breath and sighed deeply.

Grinning, I said, “If you play your cards right, Shelley might let you have a go with her.”

Shaking his head again, Rick said, “Hey, I do have standards.”

From the cubicle next to Rick, Shelley called out, “You guys know I'm at my desk, right?”

Laughing, I said, “You know we're kidding!'

Heavy with sarcasm, Shelley said, “Yeah, right.”

I confessed, “Shelley, we don't really think of you as a girl.”

Sounding irritated, Shelley snarled, “It's woman, not girl. And, you guys are terrible!” She paused for a moment, then said, “You know I have H.R.'s number on speed dial.”

Arnie, our supervisor had just stepped out of his office, a few cubes down from us. He said, “What are you calling H.R. about today, Shelley?” I rolled my chair back to my desk; I could see the top of Arnie's balding head as he leaned over the cubicle wall to Shelley's office.

“Sexual harassment!” shouted Shelley. “Those two are incorrigible!”

Arnie said, “Can you hold off until after lunch? I have plans.” Shelley never followed through with her threats to call H.R.

Arnie stepped to my doorway and said, “Paul, how far along are you with that program?”

I turned to face Arnie with a shrug. “I should have it ready to test by first of next week.”

Arnie nodded. “Hand the project over to Rick, we have a new assignment for you. I'll tell you more about it in the conference room upstairs.”

Looking confused, I said, “I'm almost done, Arnie.”

Arnie turned to Rick and said, “You'll be taking on Paul's project.” Turning back to me, he said, “Come on, Paul. I have an offer you can't refuse.”

“New assignment?” I asked as I exited my cubicle to walk with Arnie to the elevator. “Are you finally letting me work on that facial recognition database?”

“I can't really talk about it here,” said Arnie, “it's classified. But no, Eric and his team will be working on that.”

“Classified?” I said, as we entered the elevator. “Granted, this is the FBI. But I've yet to work on a classified project. Are you giving me that liaison to the CIA position to develop software to combat global terrorism?”

Arnie looked down his long slender nose at me before saying simply, “No.”

Feeling confused, I followed Arnie in silence out of the elevator and down the hall to a secure conference room. When he slid his I.D. Badge through the slot next to the door, it clicked and swung open. Inside the room, seated at an over-sized table were two women and two men I'd never seen before.

Everyone stood up as we entered the room, and one woman smiled, extending her hand to me. I shook it, not liking her weak grip. She said, “Thank you so much for coming, Mr. Peterson. I am Special Agent Turner. Next to me is Special Agent Kowalski, and those are agents Nichols and Walker. We have a proposal we'd like to discuss with you. It involves field work.” She pointed at a chair opposite hers at the table and said, “Please. Have a seat.”

I hesitated for a moment, fidgeting on the chair back. I asked, “Field work? Hey, I'm just a geek. I have no police training or any of that jazz.”

Special Agent Turner pointed at the chair again and sat down herself. “You are... um, uniquely qualified for this particular mission. We'll discuss those qualifications in a moment. The situation is....”

She nodded at Agent Walker who pressed a remote control button. On a screen at the end of the table, a picture of a very pretty teen girl appeared. “...the situation is that this sixteen year old eleventh grader named Kasey Newsom was found dead in a dumpster, an apparent murder. That was right at the end of August, not long after school started.”

“That's terrible,” I exclaimed. “She was very pretty. Any idea why or who did it?”

Ms. Turner shook her head and said simply, “No.” She nodded at the man again. A picture of another pretty girl appeared. She continued, “This girl...” She seemed to hesitate for a moment. “This, um, girl was found two days ago. Both were killed by trauma to the head from a blunt instrument. Both were on the cheerleader squad.”

I said, “Oh wow. And you have no suspects?”

A picture of a teenage boy appeared on the screen. Ms. Turner said, “This is Harlan Gray. Senior. Captain of the football team. Both victims were dating Mr. Gray at the time of their deaths. He's one of those men who have an almost Svengali-like effect on girls. Most of the girls at that school have a crush on him. He's extremely jealous and, while he plays the field, he expects whoever is his girlfriend at the moment to be totally loyal.”

“Sounds like a real prick,” I smirked.

The picture changed to a sad, rather homely looking teenage boy. Ms. Turner said, “This is Joey Fuchs. Also on the football team. While quiet and shy, his psych profile lists him as a potential time bomb.”

“He's been known for sudden outbursts of anger. Girls and boys alike seem to go out of their way to avoid him. He has expressed anger more than once at Mr. Gray's ability to attract girls. He's been caught on several occasions peeping into the bedroom windows of both victims, as well as other girls in school.”

A picture of a teenage girl appeared next. “Amber Hough. A cheerleader, and desperate to be Harlan's girlfriend. Several times the girls' coach has had to break up a fight between her and other cheerleaders. That's our suspect list at the moment. All three knew the victims and had opportunities to be alone with them, but we can't place any of them with the victims at the time of the murders.”

I shrugged and said, “Okay, this is terrible and all. Two girls dead, and the murderer roaming free. I don't see how this involves me though, it doesn't really seem like a logic problem or something you need an algorithm to help solve. If the police have hit a brick wall, I'm sure you wouldn't need me to suggest putting an undercover operative in the school.”

Special Agent Turner studied her hands resting on the table top for a few moments.

She looked up and said, “We did. The second victim. She was on assignment using the code name Cindy to investigate claims of an underage prostitution ring operating in the school. After the first murder, we had her alter her mission. She was deep undercover and allowed herself to get too involved with Mr. Gray. She fell in love with him and refused to consider him a suspect. Before we could pull her out, she was dead.”

“Oh my God!” I gasped. “That's awful. But I still don't see how this involves me.” I looked from Ms. Turner to Arnie and back. Arnie was being very quiet.

“I guess that brings us to your unique qualifications for this assignment,” said Ms. Turner, as she removed several sheets of paper from a manila folder and spread them on the table top.

“The NSA provided us with quite a little dossier on you. It looks like you've complained to your brother many times on the phone about how you don't like your job. How you wish you could do something that matters, maybe have some excitement. This might be your chance, Mr. Peterson.”

Feeling horrified, I asked, “It says all that about me? What else is in there?” I looked sheepishly over at Arnie, as I made a movement to reach for the files.

Ms. Turner quickly slid the documents out of my reach. As she held up one of the sheets, she said, “This report details why we feel it's important to use someone with no police training or experience.”

She paused a moment, and then said, “Because of the nature of the mission, we did try to look for a female agent, but we hit a snag. We had a report run on the main system to match up agent’s faces with features that Mr. Gray would find the most attractive. After the report was created, we realized that we had failed to filter out male agents. I'm very glad we made that mistake.”

I frowned. “I'm afraid to ask.”

Ms. Turner gave me a wry smile and said, “You match being a candidate for Mr. Gray's girlfriend at ninety-seven percent! Not one female in the department was that close. He's practically guaranteed to fall for you.”

I must have looked ridiculous sitting there with my mouth hanging open. “You can't be serious!” I almost shouted. I stumbled over my words for a moment, and then said, “This idea is insane. You expect me, a twenty-three year old grown man, to pass myself off as, not only a high school student, but a girl as well? And... and... to try to get a boy you suspect of murder to fall in love with me? This is crazy with a capital C.”

Special Agent Kowalski, the other woman in the room said, “We know this seems a bit unorthodox.”

I stood up and looked at both women. I said, “A bit? Really? Only a bit? Let’s forget a moment that I’m an IT guy, and let’s play like I’ve had police training. Putting me in girl’s clothes isn’t going to make actual teen girls and actual teen guys take leave of their senses and go, ‘Oh! Look at the cute new girl!’ This wouldn’t even work in one of those stupid teen movies!”

Agent Walker put down the projector’s remote control, folded his arms on the table and said, “You’ll get two weeks of extensive training on how to walk and talk like a high school girl. Your profile suggests that you’re mentally suited for this mission.”

I dropped back down in the chair and said, “What are you suggesting? That I’m gay or something? You think I’m a sissy?”

Special Agent Turner smiled at me. “Oh, not at all. Quite the contrary, actually. It’s critical that you’re able to resist this affect Mr. Gray has on females.”

I stood up, turned to my boss and said, “Arnie, I’m done. You’ve had your joke, I promise to stop pestering Shelley. I need to get back to coding.”

Arnie shook his head and replied, “Sit down, Paul. You need to give this some serious thought.” Folding his arms and leaning back against the door, Arnie said, “You’re the only person who could pull off this assignment. Field work, deep under cover, budget off the books. It’s a dream assignment.”

I poked my finger into Arnie’s chest and said, “Fine. Then you do it, let me go back to my desk.”

Arnie grinned, saying, “I don’t have the physique for the assignment, I’m too masculine.”

I frowned and said, “Very funny.”

Special Agent Turner said, “Please, Mr. Peterson. Sit down. Hear us out. You are uniquely qualified for this assignment.” She waved the manila envelope and said, “We know everything about you, Mr. Peterson. The accident you had as a pre-teen, and the lack of a masculine body structure, and your psyche profile, again, it makes you perfect for this assignment.”

Arnie straightened up. “Accident? Paul, you never mentioned any accident.”

I sat down, folded my arms and said, “Because I never wanted to talk about it.”

Special Agent Kowalski said, “At eleven, Mr. Peterson was a passenger in his parents’ car, when a semi ran a red light and collided with the car. A piece of sheet metal tore through the car and struck young Mr. Peterson, removing all of his genitals and a portion of his thigh.”

The male agents and Arnie all winced, with Agent Walker emitting a low whistle as Arnie unconsciously covered his crotch for a moment.

Ms. Kowalski continued, “So, while you lack female genitals, you have the right shape to wear girls panties, leotards, swim suits, and so forth. Even if you’re exposed with no panties and no one gets a close look, it’s doubtful anyone would suspect. Bonus, in that you’re already used to sitting down to pee.”

I just sat there, mortified. I couldn’t say anything for a few moments. Finally, I shouted, “You fuckers! You goddamned pieces of shit! How dare you expose this deeply personal and disturbing event in my life! You’ve brought back a lot of painful memories that I’ve been trying to suppress.”

Special Agent Turner shrugged and said, “As I said, we were provided a very thorough dossier on you. We’re wasting time, Mr. Peterson. We have two dead women and a murderer who will most likely strike again. We need you. I can’t force you, but you either come with me now, or you turn your back on your duty and let our agent die in vain. The choice is yours.”

Arnie said, “Even if you don’t take the assignment, your projects, both of them, I’ve already given to other people.”

I looked around to all the faces surrounding me. In a weary voice, I said, “I’m not a cop. I have no police training.”

Special Agent Turner managed a smile as she said, “We don’t need a cop for this. You’re not arresting anyone. You’re going in as bait to expose the murderer. Once we know who it is, we’ll move in and make the arrest.”

“And then I go home, if he doesn’t kill me first?” I asked.

Ms. Kowalski said, “Not right away, no. It’d be too obvious you were a plant.”

“Well, that’s just great,” I said. “Arnie, toss me a bone!” Arnie just shrugged.

Special Agent Turner said, “We need your answer now. Make a difference Mr. Peterson.”

Scowling I looked around the room and said, “You know this is crazy, right? It’ll never work.”

Special Agent Kowalski leaned on the table and said, “We wouldn’t even be here if we didn’t have high confidence in the mission’s success.”

I sat there fuming for a few moments. If I turned them down, which is the only sane response, then I might find myself out on the street. Arnie’s been griping lately about my performance, and he might be looking for an excuse to be rid of me. If I agree, I get to do secret spy stuff. Well, okay, not really, but it’s still deep undercover and still potentially dangerous.

“Okay,” I said. “I’d say you have me by the balls, but I don’t have any.”

Special Agent Turner smiled and said, “Very good, Mr. Peterson. Here’s the mission.” She nodded to Agent Walker who clicked his little button. She also pushed some printed papers towards me. I looked around, but Arnie had left the room.

Turner continued, “As we said, you will go deep undercover. Your assignment is to identify the murderer. You are to make no arrest, or try to detain the suspect. You will only identify.”

“In pursuant of this, we will create a female persona for you. You will be placed in a foster family. They will have no idea of who you actually are. We have arranged to have you try out for the cheerleading squad, and you will attend regular classes like all the other students. You will make contact will all three suspects and befriend them. You will try to foster a relationship with Mr. Gray. After that, you will probe the suspects with questions, to see if you can make any determinations.”

“It all sounds so simple,” I said sarcastically.

Special Agent Turner smiled and said, “In many ways, it is. Look, this isn’t forever. After a period of time, if there appears that there will be no pay-off, we’ll scrub the mission. Worst case, you’ll be there until the end of the school year.”

“Now come on!” I slapped my palms on the smooth table top. “Isn’t that just a bit excessive?”

Special Agent Kowalski said, “If you succeed in becoming Mr. Gray’s girlfriend, extraction becomes more delicate.”

Turner leaned in towards me. “And it’s mission critical that you become his girlfriend.”

“I think I’m going to be sick,” I said with disgust.

#

“Good morning, Mr. Peterson,” said Special Agent Turner with a big smile. I was sitting in a small waiting room with just a few chairs. On one wall was a window that had the blinds closed, with another wall that had a window showing a small office on the other side. “Welcome to our training facility for the first day of your assignment prep. First on your agenda is a trip to our medical facility. Now, now. Don’t look like that. It’ll be relatively painless. Mostly.”

I frowned. “What can I expect? Any surgery?”

Turner laughed and said, “Not exactly. We don’t really have time for you to heal. That’s one of the reasons we selected you for this mission. You don’t need a tremendous amount of feminizing.”

“Primarily today, you will start a series of injections of a mostly experimental cocktail of drugs to basically speed up a feminizing of your body. We’re hoping that before you end your training, you’ll have a C cup size. But the med staff is telling me we’ll be doing good to get a B cup in such a short time span.”

“I’m disappointed,” I said frowning. “I was hoping to be a double-D.”

Turner laughed. “No, you don’t. But your mother was only a C cup so you’ll probably be a lot like her.” She indicated that I should stand, and said, “Come along with me. Let’s get started.”

I stood, and Special Agent Turner opened the door that led to the office area behind the window. As I started following her, I said, “I have to admit, I’m surprised to see you here. Are you here just to get me started?”

Without turning around as she led me down the narrow hallway, Turner answered, “Oh no. You’re my project, so you won’t be rid of me until the mission is over. I’ll be your handler, your mommy and your best friend for the foreseeable future.”

I was afraid to ask, but I said, “So, ah… what do you have in store for me? Your overview last week didn’t really go into much detail.”

She stopped in front of a door labeled ‘Bio Lab.’ She pointed at the label on the door and replied, “Well, in this room, we start your feminization. This is very advanced chemistry and very top secret. Also starting today, get you started on being trained how to walk and talk as a female.”

I smiled and, trying to be funny, said, “I think I got that… the rain in Spain stays mainly in the plain.”

Turner flashed a fake smile and, as she opened the door to the bio lab, she said, “By George… Let’s go in.”

A balding man in a white lab coat and glasses approached us with a toothy grin. “Special Agent Turner! So glad to see you again.”

Turner smiled. “Dr. Teufel. I’d like you to meet Mr. Peterson. He’s here for the feminization treatment.”

Dr. Teufel turned to me with a grin, extended his hand, and said, “Ah, Mr. Peterson, so nice to meet you.”

I shook his hand. Dr. Teufel had a good firm grip. “Hi, doctor,” I said simply.

Dr. Teufel pointed at the padded chair next to us and said, “Please, sit down Mr. Peterson.” Turning to face Turner, he said, “Full strength, correct?”

Turner said, “We’re in a time crunch, doctor. I want the maximum safe dosage.”

Dr. Teufel raised his eyebrows and said, “Are you sure? Mr. Peterson is already lacking secondary male characteristics. That might be overkill.”

Turner said sternly, “He needs hips, boobs and a more feminine face. And we need it within two weeks.”

Dr. Teufel sighed heavily, “Yes ma’am. You’re the boss.” Addressing me, he said, “Do you have any questions before we begin, Mr. Peterson?”

I nodded and asked, “Is this procedure safe? And is it reversible?”

Dr. Teufel chuckled. “Well, at least the lab rats stopped dying. And in theory we can reverse the effects without… um… too much surgery.”

I frowned. “That’s not very comforting, doc. Besides boobs and hips, are there any other effects I should be worried about?”

Before he could answer, a couple of assistants approached. One of them, a woman said, “We’ll need you to remove your shirt and pants, please. Then hop up on this bed.” Behind me was a bed typical of what you see in doctors’ offices.

Dr. Teufel said, “Well, Mr. Peterson, what we are about to administer to you, both in general and to specific parts of your body is essentially estrogen on steroids. One treatment is like taking normal hormones for two months. “

“The formula we use will allow your body to take this large quantity of hormones without increasing your risk of cancer or other health issues. Obviously, this is a highly experimental drug, and hasn’t been approved for use in humans.” He shrugged as he added, “You know. In general.”

“What you will experience, will of course be a rapid enhancement of your current feminine features and breast growth. Your hairline will lower. You may experience a change in color perception, and a change in how your thought processes work. No, no. This isn’t going to change you into a bimbo.”

“Actually, you’ll probably start thinking more clearly. Another side effect will be that you will, um, well... switch sides, basically, and start finding men attractive. This should help your mission, I think.”

I smirked, “Oh great. This just keeps getting better and better.”

“Hop up on the bed, please sir,” said the other assistant as she patted the bed.

As I sat on the bed in just my underwear, I said, “What if this can’t be reversed?”

Special Agent Turner smiled and said, “Then we’ll change your records to say female and lower your pay.”

###
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