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IDENTITY:
NOELLE MERCIER Il

by Philippa Peters

***1. Tell me what went on in Paris* * *

“Noelle Mercier is more dangerous than we were
led to believe,” Section Chief Virginia Shepherd said
crisply to the assembled committee. “A year ago, she
killed a Section Chief, Jackson, in Paris. Two weeks
ago, she was identified as the assassin who killed the
Barrouqi brothers, just when they were about to ac-
cept a proposal that would assist the peace process
in Central Asia.”

Not an eyelid fluttered over the recitation of that
‘fact,’” Virginia noted.

“A week ago,” she went on without a change in ca-
dence, “she returned to Paris. This is a recording of
her speaking to Thierry Bouchard, her control when
she worked for Jackson.”

There was a stirring and sparking of interest at
that, probably because everyone in the room was
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high enough in clearance to know that Jackson had
beenlassassmated in Paris, his section dispersed as a
result.

“Yes, Virginia,” said a man’s voice in French from
the audio at Ginny’s desk. Only Ginny, her deputy
Jack Reynolds and possibly Ezra March, poker- aced
as always, would have known the voice as that of
Thierry Bouchard, an American, despite the name.
He’d been Noelle’s last control when she had been
known to be working for the agency.

“Have you marked her yet?” murmured a light
feminine, seductive voice, or so Ginny Shepher
thought it.

There was a sli§ht drawing of breath as if the lis-
tener was startled by what he’d heard. “She hasn’t
seen you yet,” the male voice whispered. Some had to
strain to listen. It was hard to tell it was the same
man, Thierry, responding to the woman speaking to
him as if he recognized who she was.

“Quite a reception when all I came back for was to
kill you,” said the light, girlish voice, the amusement
in her tone very evident to Ginny but she’d heard the
passage a hundred times.

“Anyone with a gun and a cyanide ...” said the
man’s voice, picking up in volume as if he heard the
words and didn’t believe them.

“Cyanide pill,” interrupted the girl with an infec-
tious giggle. “Yes, I remember. Give my regards to
Jackson’s replacement and tell him to go fuck him-
self.” Several of the listeners in the room with Ginny
frowned at that. But the girl was going on. “I don’t
need Jackson or him any more. I went over his head.”

“Noelle!” exclaimed Thierry but the cellphone
clicked audibly as Noelle cut him off. “Jackson’s
dead!” Thierry yelled into the phone, his end of the
conversation still being recorded. “Noelle!” he
shouted. “Jackson’s dead! Remember? Noelle!”

“Apparently she doesn’t,” Virginia’s voice re-
sponded, sounding far away as if she wasn’t behind
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Thierry as he yelled into the phone. It was cut off as
Virginia Shepherd stopped the computer program
that held the recording.

“So, we know she arrived in Paris,” said Virginia,
“but the rest of the conversation is something of a
mystery. Why, for example, was she sending a mes-
sage to Jackson’s replacement to go fuck himself?
Well, T won’t,” she said with a grim smile. “She’s the
one who killed Jackson. We have to take her to ac-
count for that. Then there’s this.”

‘This’ was a second recording, this one a video.
Ginny did exactly what the techie had told her to do.
Up on the screen came a recording of an American of-
ficer approaching the camera.

“The voice identification program says that this
voice is the same as the one in the first recording,”
said Virginia Shepherd. “So, don’t be fooled, gentle-
men, as my agents were. This purported male courier
is none other than Noelle Mercier, not the man that
you think you are seeing.”

There were gasps from several of those on the com-
mittee. “She was placed in a cell as her orders re-
quested. I suppose I should say ‘he’ was placed in
loose detention,” Ginny went on in the same con-
trolled tones. “I can show you an hour or two of noth-
ing happening near to the cell in which this courier,
identified as Lieutenant Stephen Nixon, was held.

“What I can’t show you is how this was done.”

There were more gasps as the camera panned
through what had been left of the supplementary in-
terrogation center in Paris. The alarms were sound-
ing and flashing but the metal portcullis that was
supposed to protect the facility was smashed into a
metallic desk, bending it, a gap to allow entrance and
exit visible beneath it.

The cameraman panned about several rooms, one
clearly for interrogation. There was Jack Reynolds,
out cold on the tiled floor, another of Ginny’s opera-
tives beside him. Several more men were lying un-
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conscious throughout the facility, medics beginning
to resuscitate them.

“This is what Lieutenant Nixon, a man with Noelle
Mercier’s voice, did to my interrogation squad,” said
Ginny, {%normg the men who wanted to ask her ques-
tions. “Who you don’t see in these pictures, besides
Noelle in her disguise as a man, is Thierry Bouchard,
who was the person being questioned extensively in
the main interrogation room.

“Yes, both Nixon and Bouchard vanished despite
the Sﬁ ed with which the embassy responded to this
attack. It’s clear, isn’t it, that Nixon was, is, Noelle
Mercier. Jack and I think she’s teasing us with the ID
as that’s who her fingerprints identify her as, in
Jackson’s group. All his operatives had other identi-
ties that their fingerprints lead to. It was standard in
his section.”

“So who’s this Stephen Nixon?” asked a frowning
Section Chief, his rank equal to Ginny’s.

“A helicopter pilot killed in Iraq,” said Virginia.
:}Quf{te a hero who probably worked on black ops for
ackson.”

“Where’s this Thierry Butcher now?” asked the
same questioner.

“We don’t know,” said Virginia. “Not a whisper
about him, nor Noelle Mercier. She may have killed
him as she said she would. Or she might just have
bled him of information he had about us which is
why we haven’t caught a sniff of her Chanel perfume
anywhere in Europe since she broke her ex-lover out
of our welcoming clutches.”

“And she is most dangerous because ...” the same,
persistent questioner went on.

“Because she’s killed one of us, a Section Chief,
Jackson, a year ago,” snapped Virginia Shepherd.
“Maybe she killed more. Another agent died in that
screw-up. She Kkilled the Barrouqi brothers. She’s
probably killed Thierry Bouchard. She’s not working
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for the agency any more. We have to find her and take
her out, as we think Jackson went to Paris to do.”

“I don’t know this woman,” cut in a new speaker.
“Is it true all files on her are ilust gone? How can that
be? And we were employing her over here after she’d
taken out a Station Chief?

“It seems,” said Ezra Marsh, in his frostiest speak-
ing voice. He’d said to Ginny that he didn’t want to
talk at all in the meeting, “that Jackson kept her off
the record. We didn’t know that she was working for
us in Paris.”

“Didn’t we close Jackson’s section because he’d
lost control of his packs of killers?” Browning, the
‘Loyal Opposition’ on the committee, asked. “Wasn’t
that approved after Jackson started terminating as-
sets all'on his own?”

“Noelle Mercier completed twenty missions in Eu-
rope with her control, Thierry Bouchard,” Ezra went
on again. “And Jackson was just going to close her
down. We don’t exactly have a thousand female as-
sets we can call on when we need a woman, you
know. At first, we thought Noelle had been given the
mission of terminating Jackson. She came back to
the States and was debriefed here. Only very recently
have we been able to verify that no one gave an order
to terminate Jackson. Noelle has a skill set we could
use but, as of now, she’s gone off the reservation.”

“Can’t we terminate her by using the packs we al-
ready have?” another frowning questioner wanted to
know. “They all have assets as good as she seems to
be. Set a wolf to catch a wolf, or its bitch, [ suppose it
would be in this case.”

Virginia wanted to slap the old, chauvinist warrior.
“We could,” she went on, “if only we had a pack here
in America.”

“She’s here?” gasped another of the older,
snowy-haired fossils. “But you promised us,” he
turned to Ezra Marsh who’d sat stonily, “that no as-
ﬁet like her would ever be allowed to set foot over

ere.”
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“We don’t know for absolute certainty that she’s
put a high heel on our native soil, Bob,” said Ezra.
But it does seem likely. You heard her say she didn’t
need Jackson’s reglacement any more because she’d
gone over his head.”

“Someone in the agency is working with her?”
asked the first, persistent questioner in surprise.

“When we find out who he or she is,” said Ezra
Marsh, his cold expression chilling everyone in the
room, “we won’t be announcing it. Like the late
Thierry Bouchard, he or she is just going to vanish.”

*2. Nylons and cacti do not go together*

”

“I'm sorry, lady,” said the Mexican people smug-
gler, §r1nn1ng as if he’d done something clever. “I tol’
you. You gotta wear pants out here, even a woman as
pretty as you!”

I could have told him I didn’t own a 1pair of pants. A
blonde airhead like I was playing wouldn’t have worn
them. She’d have worn the vividly red dress 1 was
wearing, with deep, frontal cleavage, showing off her
perky, girlish breasts. She’d have worn too much
makeup, heavy about her eyes, and scads of cheap
jewelry. She’d have hitched up her dress all of the
time to show off her stockings and shapely, tanned
legs. Yes, since I’'d approached Ramon Suarez in the
bar in Sonora, I had been the sexy, girlish Alicia
Marques, a woman wronged.

I'd told Ramon I’d married my husband, an Ameri-
can, in El Salvador. He’d left me to go home to see his
ailing mother. Of course, I’d found out that the lying,
no-good cheat wasn’t known at the American Em-
bassy, he wasn’t a citizen of the US. My marriage cer-
tificate was fake and [ was on my own.

But another American who’d liked me — I wiggled
my tush suggestively for Ramon, swishing my skirts,
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getting a real female kick out of it myself - had recog-
nized ‘Rod’ in the few pictures I had of him, and the
city in the background. Ramon had had his arm
about me then, panting for a woman like me.

“Later,” I told him, Batting his hand on my thigh
away. 1 showed him Rod, standing in front of his
mansion, or suburban house, his house number visi-
ble. I could track him down through that, couldn’t 1?
If I could get someone to help me, I'd added coyly.

I doubted Ramon believed my teary, womanish,
emotional story. “Ten thousand,” he’d laughed at me.
His face had been a picture when I put that amount
of dollars on the table in front of him.

“Now,” I told him, moving close enough to let the
Chanel and my perky breasts\ have their usual effect
on a mere man like him. “We go across the border
now.”

“I got arrangements to make,” Suarez blurted out.
“gome see me next week, Monday; it ain’t so busy
then.”

“I got that deal from Gonzalo,” I told him, getting
up and preparing to wiggle femininely away from
him. His head had jerked when I'd mentioned his
chief competition in getting people across the Ameri-
can border illegally. He stopped me, his hand cover-
ing the wad of money in front of him.

“I Igive you another ten thousand dollars, Ameri-
can,” I purred at the man, “when we get across the
border tonight.”

“Tomorrow,” Ramon Suarez said. “I got things to
do tonight!”

I reached over and bent his thumb back. With my
other hand I scooped the money back into my purse.
“I guess I'll try someone else,” I said to him with a
girlie smile.

[ sashayed towards the door, knowing that more

than one man was watching my tush move in the
tight skirt I'd chosen to wear.

Page -7



IDENTITY 2 BY PHILIPPA PETERS

”

“Wait, sefiora,” hissed Ramon, coming up behind
me. I could have killed him easily if he’d pulled one of
his knives, the stiletto from his boot or the flip-knife
from the extra sleeve in his leather jacket.

. “Senorita,” I said girlishly, to him with a smile, let-
ting him see how white and even my teeth were.
“That’s what the Americans say I am, still.”

Suarez followed me outside before he put his arm
about mﬁ shoulders to restrain me. [ let him. I let him
get another whiff of my Chanel perfume. It spoke of
riches and money. I could almost sense the ‘coyote’
sniffing around me. I wore mid-size, ‘kitten’ heeled
shoes to let him be taller than me. I was a woman, in
his eyes, pretty and all alone, which meant [ wasn’t
too smart.

_So I’'m sure Ramon reasoned, he didn’t have to get
his usual crew involved with him. He’d take my
money, and anything else he wanted. It would all be
his. He wouldn’t have to share anything, not even me
and the love I’d give him, with anyone.

“Let me see the other ten thousand,” Ramon said
with his attempt at a charming grin.

I opened my purse. He saw that I had several
packs like the first one.

Ramon made one of those exasperated Spanish ex-
pressions that are pretty meaningless to me. What
does ‘ay caramba’ really mean, anyway? I did under-
stand him when he said, “Lady, don’t show anyone
else what you got in that purse or there’ll be a big
fight right here, over your dead body.”

“Oh no,” I said, lifting my lacquered, shiny red fin-
igqrnaﬂs to my red, shiny mouth as if I was very
rightened. I shook my long hair down my bare back.
Ooo0, that felt so good, so nice, so womanly.

Ramon smirked. “You’re quite safe, seforita,” he
said, stroking my soft skin, probably deciding
whether to take me somewhere with him to make love
to him. “You’re with me, Ramon Suarez, you know.”
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I knew that. I’'d already learned that this man was
one of the best at finding routes across the American
border, routes without any American border patrols
sniffing along them. Thus, they were routes on which
I wouldn’t have to leave a trail of dead bodies behind
me. The only problem with the affectionate Ramon
Suarez was that he was known to betray his partners
and his clients, partlcularlf1 if he thought they were
holding out on the money they were paying him. Oh,
and he loved to screw the prettiest girls in any party
he took across the border.

“Expensive but good,” several of my inquiries had
led me to believe. “But make sure you go with him in
a large group or he’ll rip you off.”

But I didn’t want to go in a large %roup that would
remember me. I didn’t want other refugees telling the
US Border Patrol who had slipped over the border
with them. No, I needed to cross all by myself.

“I, I have to go tonight,” I whispered to Ramon, his
hand stroking my tush, fondling the line of m pant-
ies. He steered me into the shade at the side of an old
ramshackle store, tourist trinkets everywhere in its
dusty windows.

“All right,” said Suarez, leaning into me, his breath
awful enou%{h to gag a maggot. He wanted to kiss me.
[ let him, knowing that his hands caressing me,
around my breasts and tush were checking me for
weapons. [ didn’t have to carry any to deal with a flea
like Suarez.

Just so long as Ramon didn’t actually put his
hands inside my panties and find out what 1 really
had in there. No, he couldn’t do that. I couldn’t let
him. [ wiggled against him as if I was enjoying his ca-
resses. Yes, he kissed me again, his tongue trying to
insert itself in my mouth. Yes, he did think still that I
was a woman.

His pickup truck was behind the bar. I cuddled up
to him on the long front seat, torn in several places.
That was where I caught my stockings for the first
time. Well, I’d buy more feminine clothing in the US, I
thought, once we were across the border, actually
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%etting a little hot as I thought of myself in Victoria’s
ecret, buying new panties and a bikini.

The last ten miles we drove without headlights
even though the night was dark. It took us almost an
hour to complete that last distance to the border be-
fore we abandoned Ramon’s truck in what appeared
to be a well-worked, fairly well hidden alcove in the
side of a hill.

“Now, we got to scramble,” said Ramon, taking the
time to swirl me about him, to kiss my cheek and fon-
dle me. He almost crushed my breasts to him. “Only
take us an hour to get up to the border but a couple
more to avoid the patrols they got out these days.
They catch you, you know,” that was said with hands
exploring my skirts, garter belt and panties, “you’ll be
lucky if they just turn you back this way.”

“And then I’d be at the mercy of all the predators
out here,” I said, batting my false eyelashes, still do-
ing my dizzy blonde impression.

“Yes, predators,” said Ramon, liking that word,
rolling it around on his tongue.

I covered my hair with a dark scarf, pulling it back
enough to leave my ears free.

“You look good enough to eat,” said Suarez, lifting
me out of the cab and putting me right down beside a
saguaro. I backed away and met cactus for the first
time.

Yes, my stockings were quite ruined by the time we
slipped out of the rough undergrowth after nearly an
hour. We came out on a cleared section that ran east
and west.

“Thas’ the border,” murmured Ramon, spinning
me into him for another awful kiss. “I get my money
and you can walk across.”

Did he think that I was a crazy woman? [ could

smell the tobacco on the wind that came from the
north. I was just to sashay blithely across this
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cle%red space and, whoever was there, could have
me:

“You, you’re going to come with me, aren’t you?” I
begged him in the little-girlish voice I seemed to have
used forever, runnm%(my red-painted nails seduc-
tively over his chest. “You said ...”

“For all the money in your purse, pretty girl,”
Ramon said with a leering smile. “Yeah, this is the
payoff time, you little bitch.” The knife came down his
sleeve easily to his hand. He flicked it open, grabbing
at me, slashing with the knife as if he intended to cut
the strap of my purse or duffel bag I’d had to carry all
the way. Ramon was no gentleman.

He couldn’t believe it. He knew he’d swung but it
seemed he’d missed me completely. Ramon stood
there looking stupidly at the knife in his hand as if
was the knife’s fault he’d missed. Only when he at-
tempted to slash me on his return did I take his wrist,
snap it easily, hearing both the noise of bone break-
ing and a wild shriek coming from his mouth. [ imme-
diately flipped him on his back, cutting off his noise
by burying his face in the earth.

“Bitch!” Suarez still screamed at me from the side
of his mouth.

“Shush, Ramon,” I whispered to him, my dress
about his face, my stockinged leg on his ear. “You
don’t want those guys up there to hear you, do you?”

He’d lost his hat in the dark. I could see the whites
of Ramon’s eyes as he stared up at me. He moved for
the knife in his boot. I drove my shoe, it had the thin
t1]i)1 of a kitten heel, which I've always found useful
when dressed as a woman, right into his groin.

He tried to scream but nothing came out but a dry
sort of %?s . “Good boy, Ramon,” I said to him softly
as I picked up m(%z purse and the heavier bag I'd let
slip to the ground. “I think you earned this much,” I
told him as'I dropped ten thousand on him.

I misunderstood how greedy Ramon Suarez was. I
thought with his broken hand, his bruised male
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equipment, probably torn, and his lost weapons, as
far as he knew tossed into the brush, he might have
lain back and let nature take its course.

But he didn’t. I'd wiggled across the open space
into more undergrowth, hitching up my skirt to allow
me to slide easily, low to the ground, behind what I’d
smelled first, béside a diesel-fueled pickup. By the
butts beneath the windows, two men were in it. Noth-
ing moved. There were no red lights from smokin
cigarettes to tell me there were men inside the ca
but I presumed they were.

“Carney! 'Nesto!” Ramon screamed from out of the
darkness well to my right. “She’s right behind you!”

Almost immediately, the door of the pickug
opened, light poured out and a mustached man wit
a shotgun jumped out. He turned in my direction but
couldn’t see me with all the light. But he did fire,
right into the bush beside me. I saw him move the an-
gle of his fire towards me..

Ramon’s knife, the good stiletto I'd kept, only
glinted over the last two or three feet as it took the
shotgun wielder in the throat. He went down, not
even saying a word. I could hear Ramon screaming,
“She’s taken 'Nesto down!” I knew that the ‘she’ must
be me. Ooo, I loved it when men called me that.

That was when I heard the slight click behind me. I
knew I couldn’t outrun whatever gun was trained on
me.

“Walk up into the light of the truck, lady,” said a
man, spea in%l English with a slight drawl. T hadn’t
spoken English for so long that I didn’t move at first

having to work out what he wanted me to do. I lifted
the bag I had with me as well as my purse.

“No, lady,” drawled the voice behind me. “The
stay on the ground. You walk up into the light or I'll
shoot you now.”

So 1 walked up into the li%ht, where an enraged

Ramon tried to come running but all he could do was
limp hurriedly right at me. The fist on his uninjured
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hand was raised to pound on me. Well, I didn’t have
to stand for that. rabbed his hand, my Special
Training Class 101, I thought, and broke Ramon’s
other wrist, which really made him howl. I also had
him as a shield between me and whoever was out
there in the darkness.

“Interesting,” drawled Carney, as [ supposed the
man was called. “So what do I do now, lady? Blast the
worthless piece of sh ... sugar in front of you to pieces
before I blow your head off as well?”

A gentleman, I thought, what a fine time to meet
one, a gentleman with a shotgun in his hands who
wasn’t going to shoot wildly and give me any kind of
chance to change the odds against me. Nice of him,
however, to speak so gently to a pretty woman, as he
thought that was what he saw.

“You could just blast him,” I suggested in Eniglish.
It sounded so weird coming from r%y mouth. I was
sure I must be speaking it with a French accent. I
should as it was the only way I'd_spoken it with
Thierry, he saying I sounded more like a girl when I
did that, than when I tried to speak English as
‘Johnny,’ the assassin [ really was.

“You could take the money I paid him to %Iet me
across the border,” I went on, hearing myself, Noelle,
saying ‘zee bord-air’ which was a giveaway to any of
the people I didn’t want to know [ was in America that
the girl who’d crossed here was me, “and then I could
f)ay you more. [ have some other money in my purse.
hcan get more from any bank with some of the cards I
ave.

There was a grunt from the darkness of a mound,
of rock and trees, I guessed, behind where I'd been
crawling. “Mighty interesting,” said the voice. It had
moved further to my left, cutting off the possmlhéy of
me diving behind the front of the plcku% No, I'd be
open to a shotgun blast if I did that now. e_suies, my

etticoats would make such a lovely, swishing noise,
e’d know right where the blonde ‘girl’ was.

It took a while. A whimpering Ramon had to be the
one to crawl over using his broken arms to pull the
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purse back into the light. “Kill her,” he kept shoutin
at the man in the dark with a gun trained on me. “Ki
the fucking bitch. Can’t you see what she’s done to
my wrists? [ can’t drive any more!”

“Then I shouldn’t kill her,” said the drawling man,
having moved more quietly than I thought possible,
further past me. “She might be the one who has to
drive you back to Sonora. Maybe she’ll only charge
you ten thousand for the trip.’

“How did you know Ramon was bringing me
across?” I asked the gunman. He’d asked Ramon to
ﬁhecﬁ out the other guy with the knife sticking out of

1s throat.

“We’ve got our ways,” the man murmured. Proba-
bly one of the times Ramon was fiddling with his
ce (liphone. Maybe when Ramon was a ‘gentleman’
and went off to pee in the woods. “Now, lady, this is
going to be difficult for you. You gotta tie yourself up.”

“You're kidding me,” I gasped to him.

“I saw those moves you made, lady,” the voice said.
“They were done by a special ops commando back in
‘Nam. Showed us how to take prisoners as well.
‘Nesto left some shot cord on the seat. He was playing
with it, case we needed it. Pick it up, lady, and wrap 1t
around your wrists, in front of you. That’s it, and you
tie it with your teeth.”

[ knew the drill. I'd done it in training many times.
Just my luck, I thought savagely, to meet the one
man on this frontier who recognized my skills and
thought, too, that he knew how to nullify them.

Carney was an older man, white-mustached and
with level, blue eyes. But his expression was cold. “So
I %et to tell my daughter some bimbo from Tijuana
killed her husband, do I?” he asked, covering me all
the time with his shotgun. With one hand, he lassoed
me with a rope from the back of the truck. That held
me against the truck cabin while the old man set the
shotﬁu_n caljefugy across the engine where he could
reach it easily. He began to search my purse and my
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bag as Ramon went on snifﬂin% cursing and moan-
ing about what ‘the bitch’ had done to him.

~ “Very nice panties,” the old man said as he emp-
tied my duffel. “A whore’s panties, ain’t they? No real
woman wears underwear like that. You search this
woman, Ramon?”

I stiffened a little as Ramon swore he had.

~ “I'll do it again,” said the man, grinning and mov-
ing closer to me. He drew a revolver from his pocket
and had it close to my head where I couldn’t catch it
as he did a thorough search of me. He tore down my
swishy skirt and hooked it about my legs so that I
couldn’t stride away easily; then my panties came
gogn as his hands played with my thighs and garter
elt.

“Well, lookee here, Ramon,” said the old man. “All
the time, you thought you was playing with a hen and
you was playing with a rooster.” He zg;l*mned awfully
at me. “A mighty pretty rooster though.”

Ramon couldn’t constrain himself. “Youre a
whore! An effmg faggy queen!” he screamed at me in
Spanish, stumbling over towards me. I almost gig-
gled as I was tempted to ask him to get my gender
correct and use one description or the other. “And I
was going to fuck your brains out, all night long!”

Ramon aimed a kick at my exposed male parts
which was wonderful as he was so unsteady. He
bumped into the man who was threatening me with
his revolver. I grabbed Ramon’s foot with my thighs
and kicked upward at him with both my legs, drop-
ping out of line with the gun. At the same time, I used
my connected hands like a club and decked Carney,
his white mustache becoming bright scarlet as his
broken nose poured blood down him, the revolver
skittering away into the undergrowth.

They each tried to fight me but I was already out of
the rope, not caring about the burn along my arms as
I dropped so quick 3] to the 12%round. I sawed through
the cord that bound me with the knife I'd rolled over
and taken from 'Nesto’s neck. Carney saw what I was
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arming myself with and went scrambling for his
fallen shotgun, the revolver lost in the blackness. It
did him no good as I slitted the skirt about my legs.

What I must have looked like! I was naked from the
waist down. My little black slip did conceal the top of
my thighs. My manhood, like mé/ dancing garter belt,
however, wiggled as I kicked Carney at will with a
shapely, girlish leg. He went down again as [ trod the
shotgun from his hands. He cursed me, calling me a
whore, I think.

_Carney’s voice wasn’t too recognizable after I
kicked his neck and jaw mercilessly. I used what was
left of my shoes on his face, pulverizing his features,
before I stomped on his neck and held him down,
hearing a gurgling as his body stiffened. By then I
had my hands free and control of Ramon’s knife.

Ramon saw what I’'d done to Carney and pleaded
for his life, saying he’d fuck me any way that [ wanted
it, but I couldn’t leave a witness, could I? After all,
he’d intended to kill me. Yes, I slit his throat from ear
to ear, thinking as I did that it wasn’t a very ladylike
thing to do. With three bodies to toss into the under-

rowth, it was just a matter of cleaning up, and

ressing as the lady [ was Igosing_ as, which really
meant putting my lacy, black panties back on. Car-
ney had been really atfracted to them. I might have
let do me, as long as his hands were tied to some-
thing like bedposts.

I should have taped myself properly as I really was
acting the part of a ‘travesti’, as the French call trans-
vestite actors and dancers. I’'d been going ‘out,” had-
n’t I, to give a ‘performance’ as if I was on stage as a
woman. It was what Thierry and I used to say about
what I was doing whenever I had a job to do as a
woman, enticing a man into doing what we wanted
him to do.

“What a perfect travesti you are, Noelle,” Thierry
would say to me, kissing me, caressing my waist and
tush, particularly when he saw the body I'd left in
some hotel room after a ‘perfect’ seduction.
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I made sure that my fingerprints weren’t on the
knife I returned to where Ernesto had worn it so ele-
gantly through his neck. I took the shotg}llm with me,
my duffel, my purse and all mg money, the ten thou-
sand I’d have Cglven to Ramon Suarez as well as what
I'd offered to Carney. I only had a wide, grey skirt left
from the clothes they’d scattered all over the ground.
Everything else, stockings, panties, blouses, lelt wet
and dirty.

My shoes were broken. I tossed them in the back of
the fruck, leaving me to wear high heels as I sat be-
hind the wheel ol the pickup. I eased it away from
what Ramon had said was the border. No, I didn’t
know where I was going, or if I really was on the bor-
der. The track Carney and his son-in-law had left
seemed to be headed east and not west as [ would
have wanted.

But there was a track to follow. I worried, as I
turned on the lights, that there might be someone out
there to see me. But, if there was, I didn’t see them
and they didn’t interfere with me. I drove very slowly
but, as dawn began to break, the wilderness ended. I
came out on a gravel road.

I turned Northwest and joined civilization at a stop
sign. I smiled and waved to a school bus with just a
driver and one occupant who didn’t wave back.
Maybe they recognized the truck but not the blonde
driver. So, I got out of there fast. No, I didn’t want wit-
nesses. I didn’t want to leave more bodies behind
than those who deserved it.

The road changed, pot holes and old tarmac indi-
cating I’d soon find a place for breakfast. I needed a
lady’s bathroom where I could repair my makeup. I’d
tossed Ramon’s jeans into the back of the truck. Yes,
I'd have to dress down a lot if I wanted not to be no-
ticed until I got to the city where the Barrouqi broth-
ers were now living.
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*3. Tell me what's wrong with this picture*

“So I told them everything you wanted me to about
Noelle Mercier,” said Virginia Shepherd to the sil-
ver-haired man across the table from her. “Now,
Ehzra, I’dhhke to have you tell me why [ didn’t tell them
the truth.”

“In our business, Ginny?” asked Ezra Marsh in
mock amazement. “Tell the truth? Since when have
we ever told the whole truth to anyone, least of all to
our own colleagr:les? They’d think there was some-
thing wrong with us if we did!”

“I don’t like being played, Ezra,” said the elegant,
middle-aged woman to the man who was nominally
her superior.

“You’re not being played, Virginia,” said the older
man gallantly, gesturing to the waitress to bring him
more coffee.

“Bullshit,” said Virginia Shepherd firmly as the
woman reached the table and filled both of their cof-
fee cups, a smile fighting to stay off her lips as she
circled the silent couple. She picked up the empty
plate where the muffins had been and left the pair of
them to continue their argument.

“Not a word a deputy director has directed at him
very often, Mrs. Shepherd,” said Ezra liftin%lhis_ cup
peering throu%h his glasses at the tig t—hpped
woman across from him.

“Did you send her, Noelle Mercier, to Paris to kill
Thierry Bouchard?” Virginia asked him directly.

“Why do you ask me that?” asked Ezra Marsh, his
face impassive.

“Tradecraft,” said Ginny Shepherd succinctly,
watching the frown come to her boss’s face. “She
used a credit card to announce to Thierry she was ar-
riving in Paris. She didn’t know he was no longer in
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the chain of command. If we, Jack Reynolds and I,
hadn’t set up a team to catch her, we’d never have
caught the message. Then, there’s what she said to
Thierry.”

“She said she was going to kill him,” said Ezra
calmly. “She probably did.”

“She did,” agreed Ginny. “She also talked about
Jackson as if he could be alive. And she killed him?
She spotted us and Roland’s thugs waiting for her...”

“Because she was disguised as this Stephen
E;X?_n,” interpolated Ezra, the thinnest of smilés on
is lips.

“Why her surprise?” asked Ginny frankly. “It’s as if
she didn’t expect the French to be waiting for her af-
ter making such a straightforward declaration that
she was coming into Paris to her former lover. She’d
killed two men there just days before.”

Ezra made no answer to that, sipping a little more
coffee. “If she’d tried to kill Thierry right there,” Ginny
went on, surprised that Ezra didn’t challenge her on
her time line, “Roland would have had her. She’d
probably be dead, whether she killed the Barrouqis
or not, case closed on the brothers. We get a black
%ye but not completely as we did co-operate with the

rench to stop her killing again.”

“That’s a pretty far-fetched story,” said Ezra Marsh
nﬁﬂdly. “All' conjecture with not a certain fact in
there.”

“I talked to the elder Barrouqi before I went over to
Paris. I sounded him out again to act as an agent for
us,” said Virginia Shepherd. “He and I laughed about
how gullible the French were. How they’d miss him
when he was (fone and no longer working for them.
He mentioned the lovely air hostess, his words,
whom he’d met when he was over here in New York.
}If.e seemed to think I knew how that was connected to

im.

“I asked him how he felt about working with me, a
woman. That’s when he said, ‘Ah, so you are not in
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the loop on this one.”’ Then he shut up but not before
he said he and his brother would see me sooner than
I thought possible.”

“And what Ii;great conclusion did you come to about
that?” asked Ezra, a grin on his face. “If that lovely air
hostess,” he stressed the words in amusement, “was
Noelle Mercier, isn’t it more evidence how she got so
close to the Barrougis, close enough to enter their Pa-
risian home, probably be fucked by them and then to
kill the pair of them.

“Noelle said that she didn’t need Jackson because
she’d gone over his head,” said Ginny. “Did she?
Jackson was a Section Chief. Who’s over his head but
a deputy director?”

“Like me,” said Ezra Marsh grimly.
“Like you,” agreed Ginny Shepherd.

. Ezra Marsh smiled. “I don’t like what you’re imply-
ing, Ginny,” the agency’s deputy director said slowly.

“I took a look at the Barrouqi assassination pic-
tures, Z,” she said, using the appellation that Ezra
Marsh had used when they had worked together and
slept together in Eastern Europe. “The faces were
torn up so well, weren’t they?”

“Modern warfare,” said Ezra with a shrug. “Pistol
shells are so powerful ...”

“So much that t.heg even turn crescents into
crosses,” said Virginia Shepherd. “It took us a lot of
work to bring up that glint on Ahmed’s chest, to see
what it was through all the blood. Whg is a man like
that wearing a cross on a chain, Ezra?”

“A disguise, 1 suppose,” said Ezra. “He traveled
through many countries in_ Europe. Tradecraft,
Ginny, tradecraft, as you said.”

“Or perhaps it isn’t him,” said Ginny, watching the

man she’d once been so close to that they’d been lov-
ers for a while.
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“That might take some proving, Virginia,” said
Ezra lightly.

“Answer me one easy question,” said Virginia,
pushing a photograph of a pretty, shapely woman in
a flight attendant’s uniform. “Is this a man or a
woman?”

*¥F*kx%4, An Affair to Remember* * * **

[ really missed Thier}gy Bouchard after that last
mission with Belanger. He told me that Jackson and
the man who’d died outside our aﬁartment were
causing a huge brouhaha between the French and
us. [ should go away and do nothing for a while until I
heard from him.

Oh, how I'd cried, yes, just like a girl, in his arms
when he said that to me. I'd kissed my wonderful
lover, Th1err]3qz, and he’d kissed me back. I'd put my
arms about his neck and pressed my womanly body
into him. That was usually enough to make him stop
whatever else he was doing and make love to me.
That time, though, it didn’t work.

“I need to be debriefed by my control,” I whispered
between kisses as my breasts were on fire. Well, I'd
been so aroused when I’d killed Belanger, watching
his eyes bulge as I finished off my striptease for him,
twirling my panties on my finger as he was clutching
at his throat, knowing he was dying. Still he had a
massive erection. When he reached for me, I didn’t
Enow if he was imploring me to help him or to love

im.

. Of course, since I was supposed to be the perfect
girl for him, I danced out of his reach and twirled
around, bouncing my breasts for him. “You like
this?” I'd teased him, pinching my nipples as he liked
to do, but from my own antics, I got more of a charge
than when he’d penetrated my pretty tush, me
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squealing constantly and begging him to stick it into
me harder, my big, strong man.

Belanger had gargled somethin% at me then. “Oh,
you want what’s between my legs!” I’'d said to him,
pouting at him, sw1sh1ngbmy long, shiny-black hair
over my shoulders and breasts. | was holding my
panties in front of me as he reached again for me,
gargling as he was unable to speak as Thierry had
told me he wouldn’t.

“Well, darling,” I'd cooed at him as I slid my panties
and revealed to him what he’d never have expected to
see between a woman’s legs, a male organ that was
only half the size of his as well as my scrotum and the
harden_m%jcestlcles as I aroused myself in front of the
horror in his ever-widening eyes. That is when he had
seemed to burst and thresh around on the couch.

“What is it, my darling Edouard?” I'd asked him in
the little-girl voice I could fake so well. “Don’t you like
me any more?”

But my lover didn’t answer me. In fact, he didn’t
speak another word for the rest of his life. I was all
alone with him, having to re-dress and admire my re-
ally lovely bodﬁ, lovely for a woman or for a man, I re-
member thinking smugly. 1 watched myseff all
throu§h the reverse strip, ]gettmg really aroused. I ca-
ressed my lovely legs as I fastened my stockings to
my garter belt.

Oh yes, I went through all the motions of being a
hysterical prostitute then whose john had just had a
massive heart attack and died in front of her. I did all
the things that Thierry and I had planned and prac-
ticed. I flooded my eyes with the water dropper I’d
brought with me. [ was in quite a state, everyone said
so, when the real medical examiner finally arrived.

I was still overheated when the cops told me to get
lost. T wanted my reward from Thierry. He always
made love to me after I completed a mission. I always
dressed in a new costume from Paris’s finest lingerie
shop, rousing him to a masculine frenzy in making
love to my perfect tush.
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Thierr?z did me ferociously in our hotel room. Ooo, I
thought I was in for a night of ultimate, womanly rap-
ture, but he wanted to talk about J ackson and what
I’d done with another man. I wanted to know about
all the lies he’d told about me to Jackson. It had been
so obvious when Jackson was there, finally, after
fucking me, that he was appalled at me bemgf’ still

dreisse as a woman, having breasts and hair like a
girl.

But all of that could wait, I'd decided, until the lust
that stripping and dancing like a showgirl to entice
Belanger into caressing me, working up his tempera-
ture until the drug I had given him, finally took over.
He’d sunk to the floor, his hands caressing my thighs
lovingly, not having the strength to pull my panties
down as he’d intended.

I didn’t even think, “Poor Edouard.” Oh, I reveled
in thoughts of how I'd shimmied and danced about
my would-be lover, taking off one piece of female
clothing after another, the poor guy getting such a
hard-on after I let him open my bra and pry my fin-

ers from my lovely breasts. Ooo, I was such a tanta-
1zing woman, too much for a simple, adoring man
like Belanger.

No, I didn’t think of Belan?er as I waited for Thierry
to set me free from jail. All I'could think of was how
he, Thierry, the only man I loved fully and physically,
as an orgasmic woman, was I%pmg to make love to me
all night as soon as I was in his arms and in our bed,
once more.

Thierry, however, only pushed documents into my
purse and into my hands as I clung to him and kissed
and kissed him, rejecting all my urgings, even when [
lifted a stocking leg up about his so_tflat he could
p}llgakslure me as a woman by stroking my upper
thighs.

“You have to run,” Thierry told me. “Jackson is so
annoyed with you and me. He thinks that you are
some kind of tranny, while I'm worse, a pervert and
tranny-lover.”
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I’'d heard Jackson calling me those names and
worse, words that completed mother- and —sucker
being so awful when screamed at a girl like me in my
long, glittering gown.

“Justlove me,” I'd befgged the man who’d had me in
his bed as his woman for over two years.

“You have to go,” Thierry insisted. “Jackson’s min-
ions are all over the city. The other kill teams are after
you and me. I'm to Africa and you’re to England first
and then, where you want. I think you should head to
Australia or any part of Asia. You've identities there
t(% ﬁse, my darling Noelle. I want you to live, so get out
of here.”

My bag was filled with all the different clothing, all
female, that I would have needed. It had all the hair
coloring and bleaching aids with precise instructions
that I would need.

“Don’t go near the States,” had been Thierry’s last
words as he ushered me into the waiting cab that a
frowning Cec was driving. “Assets with your kill-sets
are not allowed back in the States. You were told that
when you were a man and in training but you don’t
remember, do you? You need a special passport with
a special clearance to get back in the States. You’re
shoot-on-sight without'it.”

“But how ...” I tried to ask him. Thierry pushed me
into the cab. [ went, numb, my passion for my lover
only growing as I stared back at him from the cab,
imprinting his outline on my mind.

I followed the plan Thierry had laid out for me. I
went to England. I went and lay in my lonely bed, in
the slinky nightdresses he’d bought and packed for
fne, for almost a week. I dreamed about him making
ove to me.

In the second week, I began to think about all the
ways Thierry had manipulated and betrayed me.
Jackson had been so surprised to see me as the gor-
geous woman I’d been to entice Belanger into matin
with me. That’s sometimes how Thierry and I talke
about the missions I had to do.
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» “Do I have to mate with someone this time?” I'd ask
im.

For a long time, Thierry would smile and say,
“Only me, my darling.” I'd squeal like a little girl,
climb all over him and make glorious love with him as
if | really was his woman. He, of course, really was my
man.

But Jackson had been astonished that my breasts
were real, I recalled. I'd guessed then the ‘improve-
ments’in me as Noelle Mercier weren’t being ordered
from America as I thought they were. They were done
to me to make me more attractive as a woman to
Thierry. I was some kind of fantasy of his. I felt reall
angry, up to a point. Up to a point because 1 still
wanted him, avi lg [ wanted a man to love me all the
way. I wanted to be adored in my pretty dresses, on
the street or on a stage, as the woman Thierry had
made me into.

I couldn’t just pick up a man on the street. Well, I
could, but at some time in our love Pla , I’d have to
stop him, maybe forcibly. Inevitably, I’d be left unsat-
isfied, unsated, and longing for a man who wanted
the kind of orgasmic woman I was. And the onl%;man
[ knew who filled the bill for me was Thierry
Bouchard.

So I went to America. I could say that I came back
to America with all that I found out while I was away
from Thierry. I was away from him but I thought
about him every daaz. I thought about him as I did
what I had to do and tracked down Jackson and his
bosses in the States, finding out so much about my-
self as well as I delved into the agency at low levels
first, fgra_dqally reaching higher as any good, attrac-
tive, feminine secretary would who was ambitious.

*¥¥%*%*5. The land of plenty*****
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Did I mention that I missed Thierry terribly? I
missed him so awfully as a woman. Yes, I was think-
ing of myself that way. I was avoiding men, even
though many of my co-workers were very persistent
in trying to get me to date them.

I missed Cec and Frank whom we’d worked with a
lot but I really missed Thierry and not just because
I’'d become his woman as he had wanted me to.

Thierry could plan out the missions so well. I
wouldn’t have had the trouble I had in deciding what
I had to do and where I had to go in the United States
if Thierry had planned the operation. It would have

one much more smoothly than it did. I wouldn’t

ave had to fake an application to the security firm, a
front for the agency, that Idid. I wouldn’t have had to
make sure I was employed there as a receptionist
having access to files no one would have suspected
that a girl like me would.

And yes, I learned that if I dated certain men and
let them go just so far with me, I could rob them of
keys, files, and other intriguing documents I needed
to find out all about me and about Noelle Mercier.

I made sure I was promoted properly to the real
agencly, taking the oaths that were n_ecessal(‘iy, even
for a Iowly file-clerk girl like me. I smiled and flirted
with the bosses who came by, reading all kinds of
women’s magazines as homework so that I'd be the
most up-to-date and attractive girl I could be.

I was a blonde again. I worked for the agency by
day. At night, I was back in the bulldlng, gradually
working my way through the files that led me to new
buildings and finally to a section headed by a man
named Jackson. It had been closed down, Jackson
suddenly ended.

I thought I'd taken care of every alarm in the medi-
cal building which covered one of the agency’s outlets
when I heard the sudden change in the air pressure
system that told me someone €lse was in the build-
ing. I laddered one of mﬁ prettiest pair of French
stockings slipping through the air ducts but it was
well worth it.
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That late night foray not only alerted me to the si-
lent alarms I had only ﬁartly disarmed but I was able
to listen in on men tal 1nghabout the system, why it
was in place, and where the most sensitive records
were kept.

That was were I found the first charts that showed
Jackson and his place in the organization and that
his superior was one Ezra Marsh, one of a number of
deputy directors in the agency.

“You shouldn’t be getting your beauty sleep here in
the office,” Alan Roberts, a tall, athletic guy told me
as I could barely keep my eyes open, not after a long
foray through the secret stacks I'd done the night be-
fore. I'd played cat and mouse with some eager secu-
rity fcq;uy as well. I heard him tell another, through one
of the vents I'd bugged, that he’d heard someone
walking through the file room, someone in hi%h
heels, a woman, he thouéht. He mentioned the
Opium perfume he’d smelled.

I'd thought I was caught until the other man
laughed. “You know what the day staff call those file
stacks?” he asked the eager beaver. “Takeout City! I
usually cough before I go in there, even at night. I've
heard all kinds of g(liggles and clothes rustling in
there! You probably did hear high heels, man, and
probably a few whispered curses from some married
guyh\‘g,po didn’t get what he was supposed to get last
night!

“This was way later, after midnight,” the eager bea-
ver was going on.

“So?” laughed the second guy. “You want to find
out who you heard, you just look at the overtime pa
requests at the end of the month. How d’you thin
some of the old geezers on the fifth get laid? Luckily,
this isn’t Grosvenor or Sparrow, man, or their asses
would be grass.”

~ “Hi, Al,” I said to the guy who’d caught me yawn-
ing, though it was still morning, thinking of the les-
sons the Madames in Paris had taught me. I was still
being teased by many of the men in the office over my
French accent which I said I’"d worked for years to ob-
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tain. Everyone in the place, of course, spoke any
number of foreign languages.

I pretended that I only had French. It was fun and
disconcerting to hear Spanish and Italian speaking
men watching me and saying all kinds of naughty
things about my tush and breasts and what they’d
like to do with them. At times, I became rather hot,
just listening to someone saying where he was going
to do me. I almost answered one guy back in Russian
and asked him to meet me in the stockroom to which
he’d told his friend he had a key.

“Say, Al,” I said, swaying as I spoke to him, making
my hair and earrings move. “Do you know of a place
on Grosvenor that we ...”

“Shush,” whispered Al, actually putting his fingers

to his lg)s. “We don’t mention things like that around
here.” He glanced fearfully around.

“Oh,” I said and smiled as sweetly as I could at
him. “Only, a girl friend wants me to apply for some
job at, at that place,” | added as his eyes went wide in
fear of me naming it. “I just wanted to know what I
was getting into.” 1 lowered my voice, “They do some
extra kind of security check there ...”

“Come on a date with me tonight, Linda,” said Al,
biegmmng to smile. “And I'll tell you all about that
place.”

That was quite a date. I'd thought that Al was such
a quiet, nice %uy. He wasn’t. It wasn’t that he was ob-
vious and all hands. Well, he was that but he was
persistent. I was so glad that I'd taped myself before
our date as he doled out his information so slowly. I
was in bed, in my nightie and panties, doing what I
usually did for men when I was a call girl, before I fi-
nally discovered that covert operations were centered
on the Grosvenor import and export cover company.
A deputy director always presided over the Section
Chiets who had offices there. And the deputy director
who’d been there the last four years or so was one
Ezra Marsh who had quite a reputation as a woman-
izer.

Page - 29



IDENTITY 2 BY PHILIPPA PETERS

“Oh, yes,” gurgled Al Roberts as I made him a very
happy man, placing his manhood between my
breasts and bringing him to a very energetic and
pleasant conclusion, even for me.

Two nights later, I was in Ezra Marsh’s office. I
cleared all of his files, computer and otherwise, onto
flash drives for myself, before heading out to the forti-
fied mansion in which he lived.

I’'d found almost everything I'd wanted when I
heard him coming down the stairs, complaining to
himself about leaving the lights on in his study and
the electric bills he was running u}pl). He walked in,
and just didn’t see me, even though I was sitting in
his chair, behind his desk, reading his files.

Ezra was halfway across to the fireplace, I%etting
down on his knees to turn on some heat, when he
suddenly whirled around and stared at me, dumb-
founded, as I smiled at him.

“Hello, darling,” I cooed at him.

“What the helll” he screamed at me, scrambling
across the floor to the locked cabinet where he had a
gun. The drawer opened at his touch. His face was a
real picture as he turned fearfully to me.

I pointed the gun at him in languid fashion as if I
was Mae West or someone like that in an old-time
movie. “Is this what you’re looking for, darling?” I
purred at him, wiggling and sitting on his desk so
that I could pout at him over my shoulder.

“Who ... who ...?” he began. I could see the thought
processes begin to work but Ezra didn’t recall who [
was right away. [ had to help him. I stood up and
swayed over to him in my tight, straight skirt, looking
every inch a secretary, um, administrative assistant,
with my hair carefully held in its French braid, my
makeup considerably muted from all the glamorous
pictures and recordings of me that filled a large part
of his personal files.
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“You’re Jackson’s boss,” I said to him, keeping the
same seductive tone thatl had used before. “I worked
for Jackson in Paris.”

Ezra Marsh’s face went white as he struggled, even
thou%l he was sitting on the floor, to back away from
me. “N-Noelle M-Mercier!” he gasped at me.

“Oh, wonderful!” I said with a zc%igg.le, clapping my
hands together excitedly like a little girl. “I don’t have
to spend any time, do I, explaining fo you who I am

and how I got here?”

“You, you,” Ezra Marsh was gasphing at me, staring

at me so Wide—eyed that I thought his eyeballs might

gop out at any moment, “you, you’re not a woman!
ou shouldn’t even be in this country!”

“No, you’re quite right,” I told him sweetly. “Oh,
don’t be such an idiot, Ezra darling. If I had wanted to
kill you, I could have come up to your bedroom and
taken you out with a pillow. And you don’t need to
keep on looking up at your security eyes. You, or
someone like you, taught me how to put those onto a
preprogrammed loop years ago. No one is going to in-
terrupt us.”

I gave him back the gun and watched the murder-
ous thoughts pass across his face. Then, he weighed
the gun in his hand. “You took out the clip,” he said,
beginning to regain his normal, icy composure. He
got to his feet, an inch or two taller than me, even
though I was in high heels.

“You don’t give anyone a loaded gun,” I said to him
softly. “You should know that, beinﬁ in charge of
training once upon a time. Now, shall we sit down,
Ezra, and talk about why I’'m here?”

“You've changed your hairstyle,” said Ezra. “That’s
why I didn’t recognize you right away. I've seen tyou,
though, haven’t I, and not just in Jackson’s files.
You’re one of the girls ...” He paused and stared at
me. [ think a shudder was passing through him as he
stared at the man in front of him who didn’t look like
a man at all.
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“You’re one of the girls we’re bringing across into
the Grosvenor office,” he finally went on, sitting down
in his armchair while I sat across from him, making a
little show of cr_ossm%lmy legs and making my nylons
rasp, one against the other. “Did you think you
wouldn’t be noticed when you showed up there, in
my office?”

“I’d have changed my hair again, the color,” I said
with a smile at him. “I'd have changed my voice. You
know how girls like me can do that. I had such good
teachers, didn’t I? You must have seen the payments
Thierry made for them.”

“Terry?” Ezra asked blankly.
“My control,” I told him sweetly.

“Oh, yes,” said Ezra, regaining his composure by

the second as I sat and talked to him like a normal
woman, a normal woman who’d invaded his house,
supposedly one of the most secure in America. I
should know because I'd worked with Thierry in set-
ting up the plans for such back in Paris. And on the
plans for defeating all of the devices that could be
cooked up against our entry into a home like this. It
wasn’t easy. Thierry was the one who was the genius
with electronics. Compared to him, I was just an am-
ateur, complaining girlishly when 1 broke an acrylic
nail on one of the jobs he had me do.
“Some day,” Thierry had laughed at me as he
re-wired the electronic lock I’'d messed up and torn
apart in frustration, “you’ll thank me, my darling
Noelle, for making you do this until you’re perfect at
it. No man in the world, not the sexiest of Hollywood
actors, will ever be safe from you now.”

“0O00,” I'd laughed at Thierry. “In that case, my
handsome loving man, I'll learn all of this, just for
you.”

I'd kissed Thierry. The lesson went as I thought it
would. He finally had to abandon it to chastise me in
the bedroom, telling me what a bad girl I was. I whim-
E(_ered and snuggled beneath him, helping him out of

is clothes as he did the same to me, much more
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slowly. He aroused me to fever pitch with his kisses
and fondling my breasts and my smooth legs. I was
the one to finally seize his rampant manhood and in-
sert it into my so eager, quivering tush. Oh, that had
been a lovemakin%sessmn I’'d always remember as I
wiggled all over that bed in ecstasy, pursuing my
lover to make him arouse the orgasm inside me again
and again.

And thank you, Thierry, I thought, as I sat with
this man we’d only conjectured must exist some-
where in the organization we were workmg for. I felt a
little flushed as I remembered what we’d done as
Thierry taught me so patiently how to take over a se-
cure house as I’'d now done with Ezra Marsh’s.

Thinking of Thierry was doing that to me all the
time, giving me hot flushes as if I really was a woman.
I really must stop taking the hormone pills he’d
foisted off on me as vitamin pills that were in contain-
ers that proclaimed them to be a woman’s birth con-
trol pills. I was supposed to take them, just to put off
anyone else like me who was ever on my tail.

No one’s going to be on your tail but me,” Thierry
said to me whenever I used that expression. “I don’t
want anyone touching your lovely tail but me.” I
kissed him and squirmed into his lap, ﬂlfppmg my
dress and lowering my panties for him for saying
that, rewarding him for compliments to my feminin-
ity as I always did. The Madames had made it a rule
for me. I learned to love the rule in the time [ was with
Thierry. He’d remind me of it and so I had to do it.

“You know that ({)ersons like you can’t be here in
America,” Ezra told me, staring at my breasts as if
he’d never seen a woman’s breasts before. Perhaps
he hadn’t, not on a man, anyway.

I smiled at him and indicated my womanliness
with a manicured hand, my fingernails long, femi-
nine and my own, shining with dark pink nail polish.

‘I don’t mean your, your perversion,” said Ezra,
giving me the insult to figure out how I would react to
such a slur, I thought. I'looked back at him, smiled,
and raised a thin, thin eyebrow.
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“You’re an asset with a deadly kill-set,” said Ezra
Marsh slowly, studying me as if he was trying to find
out why I wasn’t responding to his barb. “We made a
promise that persons like you ...”

“Would never be allowed in the United States of
America,” I finished for him. “Yes, I read your letters
to the Director. I think you should have been honest
with him and told him that you couldn’t keep a per-
son like me from going wherever | want to go, when-
ever [ want to go. Perhaps I should tell him myself. He
has a cottage in Cape Cod, doesn’t he, that a blind
man with a paper clip could break in to.”

“I see that you've been acquainting yourself with
my most secret files,” said Ezra Marsh, Iooking at the
three computers I’d assembled on his desk. He paled
at the paper files and documents I’'d piled on the
other side.

“What do you want from me?” asked Ezra, looking
ug from my face to my re-arranged features, my nose
I’'d had bobbed a little and thinned. Thierry said I
needed it done to attract the guy I was after who liked
his girl friends to be ‘perfect’ women! O00-000, I
hooked that guy, a real narcissist, who thought I
should adore his perfect body. I only had to touch
him with my soft fingers and he was spurting all over
me. Worse, he was asleep in minutes after he cli-
maxed. I'd never known what female frustration was
with impotent men until I met Lorenzo. I did women
everywhere a favor by drowning him in his bathtub,
laughing as my perfect, feminized body was better at
killing, anyway, than his perfect, naked body.

“I need to go back to my office and get some other
files,” said Ezra, after I told him that I wanted all the
files, originals and copies on one Lieutenant Stephen
Nixon. I knew by then he was me. “You can come with
me as one of my new assistants. I'll introduce you
ground if you tell me what name your files are un-

er.”

“You won’t need any files from your office, dear

Ezra,” I told him, (Fointln_g to a stack on the table that
he hadn’t noticed. “I think I got them all from your
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desk and both safes, the decoy and the real one in
your office!”

Yes, that got to Ezra. He was shuddering as I sug-
gqsted that he call in sick for the day, supglyyng him
with the codes he needed to satisfy the underlings he
was notifying that the messages from him were genu-
ine.

“Whatever was Jackson thinking when he let a, a
man like you ...” Ezra began, not attempting the icy
manner he’d tried on me before.

[3

... a girl like me ...” I interrupted him.

~ “...into the organization we were building so well,”
finished Ezra. “You do know that we’ve had to close it
all down, the kill squad you were on.”

“So you shouldn’t object to me finding out who I
am,” | said to an astonished Ezra Marsh then. “I get
what I want and I'll be out of here. You’ll never see me
again once I know who I am and that I’'m invisible to
your, not my, organization.”

*6. The prodigal daughter returns*

Did I mention how much I missed Thierry? Did I
mention that he made the details of a job so easy to
plan? Did I mention how hard it was to find the sim-
plest things I wanted in big cities where Thierry had
always been so much at home? He’d have had a won-
derful, logical plan for finding the men I wanted to
find. He’d have found them in a day or so and worked
out the bare bones of a plan of how I'd contact them.

Now, having crossed the border at last, I had to do
all of that kind of work for myself. It was as bad as it
had been when I’'d been trying to track down Jack-
son’s boss and not known who I was. That took me
forever, it seemed, that first time.
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Likewise, linking up with the men I'd targeted
would have taken much less time and gone even
more smoothly if I'd only had Thierry to help and di-
rect me in what [ was doing.

I think I wore out a pair of higﬁl heels tracking the
subjects around, fending off all the men in Las Vegas
who thought I was a hooker. I had to break a few
bones in back alleys I was dragged into. All that did,
really, was to incapacitate one, or at most, two idiots.
[ still had to find and mark my targets as well.

I should just have gone to the richest, most se-
cluded private suites in the city, I realized, when I fi-
nally found the men I’'d been looking for. But, even
so, they had enough security about them to insulate
themselves from the public, and me. I still had to find
a way to track them to the clubs they frequented and
to the escort services they were using to access them
when [ wanted.

That’s what Thierrialways did for me. It seemed so
wrong! I got the shakes looking at myself brushing
out my hair and seeing how my corset shaped me so
femininely and sugﬁestwely, thinking how I was sup-
posed to be doing all this to find out who I really was,
getting back to being the real Stephen Nixon again.

[ kept telling myself that as I swallowed some more
of my ‘birth control pills’ and stared at the
soft-skinned, rounded woman that I had to look at in
the mirror. Oh, ¥es, Thierry would have approved of
me and the way [ looked. He’d have wanted me in his
bed and I’d have gone with him. [ would now, I knew,
if he’d been there with me, only he wasn’t.

I had to swallow hard, not seeing any kind of
Adam’s apple in my throat, as [ made myself pretty,
just like a girl, as I could do so well now after livin%
with Thiergr and being his woman for so long. Yes,
still burned in rage at him that he had taken advan-
tage of me, told me all the lies about me wanting to be
a woman, that I loved being his feminine lover. He’d
coaxed me into becoming just what he wanted, a
sexy-looking woman whom he could take out any-
where, to any club.
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_ Thierry had treated me entirely as a woman. I'd be-
lieved eventually I really did want that. I believed it
even as ‘she,” Noelle, the girl who I was, was usually
getting ready to use her womanly skills on some man
who she would kiss and roll around with in his bed
before she, that is me, killed him.

It would be so much better, Thierry always told
me, as | kissed him and let his hands wander all over
me, arousing such_seX% womanly feeh_n%s in me, if I
did enjoy myself with the man I was with, no matter
that it wasn’t him. [ was such a gullible fool. I did try
even though it was hard sometimes. But, sometimes
it wasn’t. Sometimes, it was incredibly delightful like
with Vernon in the airplane, as we flew over southern
France. He’d made love incredible love to me, chorus
girl and model, Simone.

If Vernon had only treated me as he had before he
found the manhood in my panties - after he’d
touched me - and hadn’t reacted in such horror! I
might not have killed him. I certainly would have
gone on and made love to him for much longer, as |

id with Thierry. Vernon and I could have had hours
more of being a man and a woman together if only he
hadn’t been such a prude.

Thinking, though, of the way I’d felt in San Remo,
that I wasn’t a girl at all, no, I probably wouldn’t have
made love with Vernon. I'd been so confused with
dressing as a woman, wasn’t I? It was Thierry who’d
been the one to explain to me that I really loved
dressin%1 like a woman, making love as a woman and
havin%1 im as my boyfriend every night. Ooo, those
were the most vivid of all my memories, he seducing
me and persuading me to be his woman. Even in
Ezra’s mansion, I could still get a really wonderful,
feminine thrill, just thinking of my first’ times as a
woman with Tfnerry, the liar!

Here in Vegas, Thierry would have put me on the
roster of the right escort service. He’d have bribed
someone to make sure that, when the target I had in
mind asked for a girl, he got me. Now, I had to do that
myself. I’d shivered all over when I'd finally made the
call to Heaven on Earth, the service that supplied my
target with beautiful girls, usually ex-dancers.
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I’d manipulated the number of girls the service
had on staff, so that they were very short. Mr G, who-
ever he was, when I faxed him a picture of me, took
one look of me in my golden bikini and told me to
come in. He’d look me over.

The office wasn’t sleazy, which I'd feared by the
gruff voice on the phone it would be. There was actu-
ally a pretty, blonde girl behind a desk, for all the
\gorld a secretary-receptionist like that in any other

usiness.

“Looking for work?” she asked me with a sly,
knowing smile.

I was dressed for the work. The uplifting bra did its
part as did the form-fitting, tight corset. I'd bathed in
scented water for a morning and had scented my
breasts, my shoulders, my wrists and my neck with a
musky perfume, presuming that I was going to be ‘in-
terviewed’ by some gorilla.

‘I have an appointment with a Mr G,” I said in the
high, little-girlish voice that I had practiced so long
and hard with Thierry to acquire. I smiled at the
woman as [ wiggled in my short miniskirt across to
the chairs opposite her desk and sat down, leaning
forward so that my rounded breasts could be seen to
their best advantage.

I'd spent almost an afternoon on my makeup. It
was as ]ﬁ)erfect finally as I could make it. My lips were
soft, full and pink. My eyes were darkly outlined and
mf%/ eyelashes thick and black. My blue eyes were set
g by the eye shadow and natural curve of my eye-

rOWS.

My fair hair was altered. Now it was platinum
blonde, waved and curled by one of Las Vegas’ most
price hair dressers and tucked behind my ears in a
very feminine style so that my long, tasseled earrings
could be seen. I had jewelry that matched fust about
everywhere, at my navel and ankle as well as all the
obvious places. I crossed my legs as the woman stud-
ied me, her hand motioning me then to raise my skirt
a little and so I did, revealing that I did wear panties,
two pairs if she did but know.
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I knew I had pretty legs, and in dark hose they
were even finer than Tine. I swung my high heel on
the end of one foot and smiled back at the reception-
ist. Yes, let’s have a femininity contest, I thought.
There’s no way that your boss is going to turn away a
shapely, busty girl, so young and so fine as I was.

The phone rang and the woman picked it up.
“Heaven on Earth,” she murmured sexily into the
phone. Then it was ‘Where,” ‘When,” and ‘How many
girls would you like us to send you?’

There were a whole lot of ‘uh-huhs,’ ‘oks,” and
‘that’s understood’. Then she began to telephone dif-
ferent girls and describe a job which seemed like it
was going to be an orgy in some convention room.
“Derek will get your three hundred up front,” she re-
peated several times to whoever she was talking to.
Then we’ll settle with you on Monday.”

[ couldn’t just walk into this place and say I
wanted to date the Barrouqi brothers. Thierry would
have arranged it that I'd only have had to deal with
my target. I could hardly tell this woman that I only
wanted to be assigned to the Barrougis, could I? They
weren’t using that name anyway. They were known
as ‘Kumar’ at their residence, and ‘Patel’ by this es-
cort service, although to my mind they didn’t look
like citizens of India at all.

No, I was going to have to go along with some jobs
for Heaven on Earth that would make me cringe. I
knew now that I was Stephen Nixon and not Noelle
Mercier at all. Well, I was a lot of Noelle. I should ad-
mit that. But as soon as [ got Stephen Nixon’s records
Ezra Marsh had removed from all files at the agenc
before I got to him, and those from the army, whic
Ezra promised me he’d have when I returned from
Paris, I’d become me, Stephen Somebody-Else again.

[ would have to change my last name, [ knew that,
to be anonymous. But I wanted, I needed, to find out
if I had family who were grieving for me. Did I have a
mother, alive that is, or a father, brothers, sisters,
cousins, perhaps even an old girlfriend? Yes, it was
all a complete blank to me. That’s why I'd done the
little jobs that I had for Ezra Marsh. I'd even prom-
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ised him I’d go back to Paris and eliminate Thierry
Bouchard, whom Ezra said had been the one who’d
killed Jackson.

I’d promised to eliminate Thierl_}z. Ezra had
thought I’d meant, as he had, that I’d kill Thierry. But
it had all been a double-cross. He’d just wanted to get
me there in Paris where another Kill-set, French or
American, could assassinate me. Then, Thierry told
me about the Barrouqis and how I’'d been framed for
their killing.

Yes, I had to ‘talk’ to Ezra about what he’d done
and why he shouldn’t do that. I had to have some-
thing to hold over him as well, which is why I was
here 1n Las Vegas, crossing my legs like a girl and giv-
ing_iche woman on the phone my gleaming, lipsticked
smile.

Finally, a party arranged, the blonde woman who’d
been watching me even as she answered call after
call, came over to me in a lull and gave me an applica-
tion form! It was if she wanted to me to apply for a job
in a restaurant or something.

“That’s the contract between us and you,” said the
older woman with a smile. Yes, I'd misjudged her age.
She was old, around forty or so, not part of the ‘active’
business as I'd supposed when I'd first seen her.
“Sign it with whatever name you want to use. The es-
cort fees your handler collects is just for you showing
up and holding onto the client’s arm and making him
look good for his friends.

“What other fees you ask for and what you do with
the guy is your own affair. We take our cut from the
escort fees; your handler gets his next, you can tip
him on Mondays, above that, when the week is over.
You get what’s left over and whatever else you've ne-
gotiated out of your customer. You just make sure —
we say this to all the girls, we still get troubles about
this — that you get your money first. We don’t chase
guys who’ve cheated you. Complain about that and
you don’t work.

“And when you do work, you are the best at what
you do, whatever, whatever you do, Brittany.” She’d
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obviously recognized me as the girl who’d called Mr

G. “Don’t do anyth;nig that disgusts you and makes

you leave an unsatisfied client. Call us for a special

act you don’t want to do. We’ll send a girl to take your

Blace. We'll find out your specialties as we go along.
nderstand? Good. Sign the contract.”

I si%ned with a shudder as I thought about what
specialties I’d bring to this service as a woman. I did-
n’t tell her about the knockout pills I had in my
purse, readily available in an outside pocket where |
could get to them easily.

“Welcome to Heaven on Earth, Brittany,” said Jen,
taking the {)aper from me and putting it in a drawer
which she locked. I'd have to come back for it soon
and remove it. It not only had my signature on it, but
also my firéc’gerprints, and a copy of the picture I'd
sent to Mr G. I’d have to blow up that file in the com-
puters I could see scattered about the office.

“I've_got a job for you tonight as well, Brittany
honey,” said the woman who wanted me to call her
Jen and not Jennifer. “Laura and you, you go with
Greg. Let Laura set you up with the guys as she
knows the ropes. It will take a couple of nights to
brlngf fzou up to speed. Next week, you can stay home
and I'll call you from here and tell you where I want
you.

“I had to talk to a Mr G,” I said in the little girl voice
again. “He might not want to ...”

“That’s Greg,” said the woman as she walked back
to take the phone again. “He sometimes catches the
hone for me when we’re really busy. And we are
usy, Brittany Dubois,” she said, reading the name
again I’d written on the application form. “And if you
haven’t figured it out already, I'm Heaven and Eart
me, Jen. It’s what I'm using this week.” She looke
me over again and smiled at me as she picked up the
phone. “Oh yes, I can use a sweet girl like you, I really
can.

While I was quivering over that remark and what it

was going to mean for me, a grey limo rolled up out-
side as the woman went on talking to clients and
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then to girls who apparently worked for the agency. A
bored blonde girl perked up when I was walked out fi-
nally by Jen and introduced to her as ‘Brittany’. She
was Laura.

“You get three hundred just for showing up?” I
asked Laura as we both did ladylike entrances,
tushes first, high heels following, to get into the limo.

Laura laughed. “That’s what Jen says ’cos she’s
scared of being arrested,” said Laura. “As if anyone
cares about what we’re doing. This is Vegas, after all,
Sin City and all that. That’s just the start as we get to
know our dates for the evening and what they really
want from us. Most of it’s oral, so, if you don’t like
that, you should really think of switching careers!”

I giggled nervously at that as I sat beside Laura
and we sped over to some huge, new hotel. “I'm seri-
ous,” she said with a laugh at me. “The point is that
we get nice tips when we leave the johns. That’s all

our money. Don’t share it with Jed or let him hold it
or you. Now this one is going to be a little tricky as we
are going to arrive at the same time and we want to
leave together as well.”

“Brothers?” I asked, thinking that I might have
lucked out and been placed with the Barrouqui
brothers on my very first job for Heaven and Eart

“In a way,” laughed Laura. “Convention assholes.
We've been booked by two of them but what do you
want to bet that we get half a dozen others, crawlin
all over us, wanting to cut in on us. Just remember, 1

ou do take another gf’uy, [ need to know and don’t
orget Jen’s golden rule ...”

“Get your money up front,” I said with a gig}g{;le
knowing it was a very girlish tf_ur_lg to do. It had taken
me months to master it, the girlishness of it, Thierry
being a really good teacher, showing me what it was
that was wrong and making me make all the right
%rl}[sh gestures as well when 1 did something like

at.

“No, send for reinforcements if you don’t want to
do anal,” laughed Laura, taking my arm as if we had
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been girlfriends forever, “that’s what these guys will
want. I don’t know why but it must be because
they’re all so effing brotherly, right?”

I smiled nervously again, my throat dry as I won-
dered if 1 dared to do that with anyone else but
Thierry. But Laura thought I was going to do that, as
[ was a girl just like her. I danced with her, laughin
and giggling as Greg opened the limo door for us.
did feel'a surge of excitement then as we girls went off
like princesses to terrorize the frat brothers,
high-priced clients of Heaven and Earth.

The excitement had flagged a great deal in three
weeks’ time. | was thinking I'had to do something else
to get myself into the company of the Barrougqi broth-
ers who might soon not even be in Las Vegas at all.

Jen was delighted with me at Heaven and Earth. 1
had to shudder each time she told me how the men I
went with adored the blow jobs and ‘tushies’ I gave
them. Oh, I had to be so clever when I did the anal
thing. But, keeping my panties in place, my fingers
there as well as if I was arousing myself got the jerks
off quickly. Then the pills I slipped them exhausted
them completely.

They only backfired on me a couple of times as the
uy I was with called in his buddies when he was
aking out. I had more sex than I wanted in a very

short time. I could protest that I didn’t want a frontal
attack after Bruce or Jason had just filled me and the
guys understood.

But the gricks I had in my mouth and the number
of times I bounced up and down in some guy’s lap
pretending I loved it as much as he did, wiggling and
lhgqghng as'I tried to think that I was making love to

ierry. But it never was the same. I could never let
go and never, ever, orgasm myself.

I never felt like loving one of the men as I did with
Thierry as I established myself as a call girl, a prosti-
tute, an escort and hllghly paid. No one called me a
whore, which is what [ thought of myself, nlght after
night as [ went out on my dates, smiling and touch-
ing men, arousing them, some even coming before I
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could even get my mouth to any sensitive part of their
bodies.

_ Well,it’sa li\_/in%, I thought, my stomach curdling a
little at the praise I was getting. I was now known and
in demand for my ‘specialty’. I'd even be called in by
several other girls who didn’t want to do what they
were asked to do with a man’s pecker in their
mouths, or, in some cases, as with Laura once, she
couldn’t do the job well enough on her date. From
that one, a Norbert no less, I did get a thousand dol-
lar tip for a job well done.

That was when I’d think of Thierry, and wish he
was there so that I could kick his ass with my
high-heels jammed in him. All through my head, my
mind re-played the tapes he had of me that hed
made me watch, showmig me with various women,
high-class former call girls I figured, in Paris, teach-
ing me how to make love to a man even thougfl [ was-
n’t a woman.

It made me shudder all over but I couldn’t get the
images out of my mind nor the orderly progressions
these women taught me, using what they called
strap-ons and pushing me down in the soft, frilly
beds that were in some former apartment I had ap-

arently had. It was like looking at one woman satis-
ying another but I was always the one being on the
receiving end of the dildo.

. But the training did seem to have worked. It was
imprinted on me. | recalled trick after trick that I
used as a Heaven and Earth girl. Even a man who’d
come to me intending a frontal attack, went away to-
tally satisfied with the other things I did for him. Oh, I
learned how to be a very bad, bad girl, as one of my
first ‘dates’ called me, me thrilling to hear that as he
had not found out at all that I was a male beneath all
the disguise that I wore about my genitals.

Yes, [ used the excuse several times about having a
period but men were so desirous of having me in
some way that it’s never been a problem. Once I get
below a guy’s navel, he’s mine to do with as I wish.
But, oh, there are some guys that really drew me on,
almost making me reveal myself, but not quite, as
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they kissed my thighs and buried their heads into my
panties and the fake pussy I sometimes wore in
there. It gave them a lot of fun; and was fun for me as
well, I should admit.

~ Butif anyone was to put his fingers behind my tap-
ing, he’d be a dead man. Since I didn’t want that, I
was very careful. So, thank you, Thierry, thank you,
Madame Ricochet, Madame Burris, and Madame
Lillian, who only confided in me when I saw her for
the last time that she was in fact a transsexual her-
self, and always would be. She left me staring, gasp-
ing and quivering in emotion, when she showed me
how much of a man she still was, and how much of a
woman she also was, as she left me to join her ‘hus-
band-of-the-month’.

I was benumbed by making love to men all night
long and occasionally going shop ing_as a girl with
my Iriend, Laura. It seemed to be all I did. [ knew that
I couldn’t go on for much longer or I'd have an acci-
dent. I’'d be discovered. I began to remove the files
about me from the computers and was trying to think
up a new plan to get tight to my targets when Heaven
and Earth sent me to a party for some ‘scientists’.

As soon as | strutted in with Laura, making sure
my tush was swinging provocatively for whoever my
date was going to be, there was Mohammed (“Call me
Mo”) Barrouqi to sweep me into his arms and kiss me
gassmnately while Greg, Laura and the brothers’

odyguards looked on in amazement.

“It’s you, isn’t it, it’s you!” screamed Mo, lifting my
high-heeled feet off the carpeted floor as he swirled
me around, my long hair bouncing as much as my
breasts. “This is the girl I was telling you about, Al,”
that was brother Ahmed, I soon found out. “This is
the air hostess who charmed me in New York! And
here she is, a hostess in Las Vegas now.

“And I'm %{oing to have her first, Al. You can have
the others. Youre calling Iyou_rself Brittany now! A
lovely name for such a lovely girl. Oh, you have to try
her, my brother, you really do. But I have to have her
first. See, even looking at her and my little man is
bursting out of my pants to get at her!”
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**7, Tell me why I should believe what
you're telling me**

“Well,” asked Jack Reynolds after his Chief, Vir-

%inia Shepherd, returned to her office after her long

reakfast alone with Ezra Marsh, “did he answer the
question for you?”

“Yes,” said Ginny Shepherd. She went over to her
desk, taking the silk scarf from her neck and putting
it over her purse in the side drawer as she always did.

“Well?” asked Jack Reynolds eagerly.

“You won'’t believe the answer,” said Ginny Shep-
herd, sitting down and looking up at her right-hand
man.

“The only answer I won’t believe is that Noelle
Mercier is a woman,” said Jack Reynolds savagﬁly
reaching up to stroke his forehead. The bruise ad
long since dis%pgeared but Jack seemed unable to
forget what had been done to him, and, more to the
point, how easily it had been done to him.

“He lied to me,” said Ginny, staring at the man who
trusted her to make the right decisions for both of
them with the agency.

Jack looked up at her, puzzled a little. Ginny was
not going to tell him all about Budapest and Ezra. It
had been a few years ago but she’d figured out then
whenever it was that Z"was lying to her. She’d never
told him and wouldn’t tell Jack now how she knew,
the telltale gestures and expressions that Ezra didn’t
seem to know he made.

“She’s not a woman,” said Virginia, watching the
shock register on Jack’s face even though he’d just
said that he wouldn’t believe anything else about
Noelle Mercier. “And I asked him if he’d had any con-
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tact with her while she was over here. He lied to me
again. He said that he hadn’t.”

Jack Reynolds let out the breath he hadn’t realized
that he was holding. “Which means,” he began, not
completing the sentence as if he couldn’t believe

what he was about to say.

“What we conjectured is true,” said Ginny. “She
was here in New York. Ezra almost jumped on the
line I fed him about Mohammed meeting her here.
Said it_miight be why the Barrouqis let her in. They
recognized her. Saying that was true only brings the
next question. Who would have given Noelle Mercier
the order to meet Mohammed Barrouqi while he was

here?

“He did meet someone, a woman, who impressed
him. He was intending to meet her again. It still
might not have been Noelle, but with Ezra’s reaction,
I think that it was. It still is standard to control inter-
actions, male and female, when a member we’re try-
ing to recruit is over here, isn’t it?”

“Should be evidence of the meet, one way or the
other,” growled Reynolds, staring at Ginny as if he
couldn’t take in that the girl they were talking about
was really a man, as Ginny had proposed.

“But there isn’t,” said Ginny with a smile. “Be-
cause the Barrouqis are dead and evidence of the
pretty girl Mohammed met would only prove that he
met with a discredited agent. And she is one whom
everyone who has access at our level now knows is
tl%% woman who killed a Section Chief on the streets
of Paris.

“A deputy director couldn’t be so stupid,” said
Reynolds after a long pause, thinking the whole situ-
ation through. Then he tried a new track. “Marsh
must know you’re on to him.”

“He’ll know you were checking all the training re-
cords, looking for a female asset,” said Ginny. “He
probably has someone floating around after us, ask-
ing what we wanted to know. He isn’t stupid. He’ll
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know we know there never was a female assassin
trained to the level of Noelle Mercier.”

“Anderson recalls a fair-haired boy with blue
eyes,” said Reynolds gloomily, stopping for a moment
to shiver. “Johnny, no second name, he told me.
Small, Andy didn’t think he’d ever be any good when
it got to fighting at close quarters. But Jackson told
him that Johnny was working out well, was on the

way to being his number one boy in Europe.”

“And we know,” added Ginny redundantly, “that
Noelle Mercier was Jackson’s number one girl in Eu-
rope for nearly two years.”

“You going over Ezra’s head?” asked Jack after an-
other long pause between them. “I didn’t dare to tell
Andy not to tell Ezra what I was asking about. Just
said you were still recruiting a team and wanted the
best. Andy said Johnny would fit the bill.”

“Going over heads as Noelle did?” asked Ginny
with a grimace. “Let’s get some hard facts first, Jack,
and see where they lead. If Noelle did kill Jackson, we
should take her out, if we get the chance. If she killed
the Barrouqgis, the why is just as important. Was
someone giving her the target and the mission to do
that? Was she sent back to Paris to be killed by the
French as Thierry suggested? All her other killings,
think about it, were taken as accidental or untrace-
able to the agency. We need to know for certain who
she was working Ifor and what she was ordered to do.
E_W('e could only find Thierry, I'd really like to talk to

im!”

Reynolds was very quiet. “I know what I said,” he
said in almost a whisper, unable to look at Ginny.
“But it can’t be, can it? With all the resources at our
disposal, what would we be doing messing around
with gays and tranny-whatevers? This one we have to
keep very, very quiet, don’t we?”

The man left unhappily to go on with other work he
still had to finish. Ginny sat back in her desk and
thought about that. Yes, it did seem to be so stupid
and so improbable. A man dressed as a woman
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worked for the agency and well enough that no one
spotted him. It couldn’t be.

Ginny hated the fact that, if some proof turned up
like a very alive Thierry Bouchard, and he conflrmed
in interrogation what she suspected, she was going
to have to confront a deputy director of the agency.
Probably, they’d have to assassinate a number of
people to keep such a secret from becoming gossiped
about and made public.

She wasn’t expecting the phone call or the soft
woman’s voice that Ginny heard on the other end.
“You were going to recruit Mohammed Barrougqi into
the network you hoped to set up across Eurpfpe
weren’t you?” asked the woman after she’d veri ted
that she was talking to ‘Ginny’ Shepherd.

“Who is this?” Virginia Shepherd asked sharply.

A very feminine giggle answered her down the
phone.

“Noelle Mercier,” said Virginia, feeling all the blood
drain from her face. That couldn’t be a man. It could-
n’t, not with a voice like that.

“Turn on your computer, Ginny darling,” said the
woman. “Open the file you've just received called ‘The
Resurrection’. The password and entry codes are the
name of your worst enemy in the agency.”

**kkk8, Cementing a relationship* * * * *

“I can’t believe I’'m sitting here in my house and
talking to you as if you were a woman,” said Ezra
Marsh, repeating what he’d said for several days, as
we did normal things like havmg% breakfast together. |
had accompanied him as usual to his bedroom and
watched him change surreptitiously as I didn’t want
him to get ideas about escaping from me. It was
amazing how different, how short a time it took a
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man to get dressed. [ took three times as long just to
do my face.

Not that I said anything like that to him. No, I
wanted him to relax and try to turn on the charm
with me. I had a lot of ground to cover, a lot of records
still to probe and to remove from the files.

“This will never work in the way you want it to;”
said Ezra as we relaxed over a late brunch. “There’s
always going to be one thing you didn’t think of that
someone else will. There’ll be a training file, an entry
record from a buildinig you never thought of. You
can’t eliminate yoursell completely from all of our re-
cords. It isn’t possible.”

I'd already worked that out. “I know that,” I said
with a smile at the deputy director. He was unfreez-
ing from the icy demeanor he’d tried to maintain as I
listened to and erased the conversations about me
that Jackson had had with Thierry. I’'d found copies
of them everywhere, tracked them down and elimi-
nated them. “If you could S]ust help me now to find out
all  want to know about Stephen Nixon, a lieutenant,
helicopter pilot ...”

“That’s where your fingerprints lead,” Ezra had
said with a frown. “That’s not the real you, is it?”

[ smiled at the man across the table from me. “Who
else could I be?” I asked him. He must have heard
Jackson and Thierry discussing my amnesia and the
state that I was in after I’'d been run down by a boat in
thehl\/%lqditerranean. But it hadn’t seemed to register
with him.

“I've a story to tell you,” I sighed, uncrossing my
legs and standing u_{), doing the woman’s work of
clearing the table while he watched me, waiting to tell
me again, | knew, that he couldn’t believe I wasn’t a
woman. Ezra listened to me relate all the story about
how I'd been betrayed by Thierry, who’d seemed to
want me as a woman to fulfill some fantasy of his.
“Fascinating,” said Ezra Marsh as I finished. “You,
you didn’t really choose then to be this lovely girl
you’ve become.’
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“I can blame Thierry,” I said to him, turning on the
feminine charm, asI took my compact mirror and lip-
stick from my purse and did the very womanly thing
of repairing my lipstick in front of a man. I femininely
checked out the rest of my look and my hair, knowinf:;
he was just staring at me, just wondering how muc
of a tranny’I was. It was his word for me in one of his
tangry conirontations with Jackson that I’d listened

0.

“You haven’t seen our Johnny,” Jackson had
laughed at him. “He makes up into a very presentable
‘she,” Thierry tells me. You haven’t seen her as a cho-
rus girl, dancing her little heart away, wiggling her
tush in the target’s face. The poor schmuck never
knew he was gettm% into it with a guy, a tranny I ex-
pect. I'll send you the video. It'll turn you on.”

I’d found the video of me performing with the girls
at the Troca. There were others of me in the fashion
show that Thierry had arranged for me, there were
lots of me at parties, smiling up at different men, let-
ting myself be caressed by older men. There were oth-
ers of me as a travesti in the shows at drag clubs.
There 1 was, with Craznour’s hands all over me, be-
fore 1 had had my breasts surgically added.

It was obvious that I was a man in a dress then, at
least to me. It wasn’t so obvious when I was dancing
around a pole as I stripped all the way to a g-string
and wiggled for the Kushtun boy who’d recruited me
as a girl to perform for his father. I'd strangled both of
them with different panties, I recalled.

“I can’t believe it,” Ezra said as he stared at me gy-
rating for a group of men, all so agitated as they de-
manded to touch me and put money into my Kg—string.
I gave several of them including Ali, the Kushtun,
long, lingering kisses and even let Ali run his tongue
delightedly over my breasts.

“You don’t feel anything when ...” Ezra began as I
removed all conversations about me to his personal
computer where I placed them under his personal

assword. He wouldn’t know that I'd remove them all
ater, consigning them to the dustbin of history, not
leaving them for him to ogle when I was gone.
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“It’s just a job,” I said sweetly to him.

~ That got him a little. “As this is,” Ezra said. “You’re
Jus‘lt working here. You’re working it as if it’s a part in
a play.”

I recognized the words as Thierry’s, how he was
trying to explain to Jackson how it was that I could
be trusted to finish some job I didn’t recall. “She’s
ust on stage when she’s with the guy,” he’d said.
‘She sparkles for him and he falls for her. They’ll go
somewhere very private, he’ll dismiss his guards and
she’ll leave the scene as if he died in some sex game
they were playing. It won’t come back to us at all.”

That had been the operative mandate we had lived
by, Thierry and me. “It won’t come back to us at all,”
I'd repeated to him as I'd smiled and picked up my
purse, flicked my skirts, ran his hand a’last time over
my breasts to arouse them nicely, and gone out to be
the very girlie girl with some bozo. The target didn’t
know he was dead as soon as he put his hand on my
panties.

Thierry had had the right of it as well. The only way
I'd got through what Thierry wanted me do as ‘Lise
Dagenais,” making another man come on to me
never mind making love to Thierry as if I was his real
wife, was to pretend I was in a play or a movie. [ was
Angelina or Lindsay, someone curvy and exotically
female. [ was just playing the part until, at last, the
man would gasp and say, “You fooled me!” or some-
thing like that.

“What is it, Ezra?” I finally asked him after a day of
his prowling around the rooms in which I'd moved
the computers. The work that I could do with him I
could see was over. I’d eliminated all the junk he had
on them about Jackson and Thierry and me, though
it wasn’t really important as it wasn’t about me and
who I really was. “My perfume getting to you?”

“Yes,” he said, surprisingly. “Do you know the ef-

fect that a girl as lovely as you has on a man, particu-
larly when she ignores him?”
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“I'm not ignoring you, Ezra,” I said slowly, seein
how he was trying to control himself. Ah, his recor
of sexual conquests. He hadn’t had a girl in several
days. I'd made sure he was alone with me. I’'d
cancelled the date he’d had set up with some woman
named Natasha.

“Where did you sleep last night or the night be-
fore?” asked Ezra Marsh. “And why isn’t anyone com-
ing around to check on me? I can’t believe I'm still
here, with you, after so many days.”

~ “It’s all right,” I told him. “Your reputation isn’t go-
ing to suffer, Ezra. Your closest friends and business
associates know you’re here with me. You’re having a
delightful lost weekend, aren’t you?”

I leaked some of the messages being sent to him by
Section Chiefs and deputy directors, one thanking
him for the ‘wet dream”he’d sent him. I'd relayed the
pole dancing and stripping routine I'd done, Ali’s face
eliminated and changed in that scene of a man lick-
ing my breasts to Ezra’s likeness. It would have been
easy to find out that it wasn’t Ezra, actually, as the
other deputy director would find out if he was expert
enough to check out who the man sucking my
breasts was. But since the image was sent to him
supposedly by Ezra, I didn’t think that he would.

“You bitch!” screamed Ezra Marsh at me as he
trolled through the images of him. Sexist messa%es
scrolled along the bottom of the screen from all his
associates who watched him apparently having me
on the dance floor of the Troca in Marseilles.

“You've done it before, Ezra,” I said to him. “It’s
why Jackson sent you the pictures and tapes of me.
He knew what would appeal to you. How often have
you jerked off to me letting Ali lick my breasts?”

“You're sick,” said Ezra Marsh, trembling as he
closed his computer and pulled the plug on the big
screen. There, I'd been gyrating again in another
club, the target I was with finally pulling me against
him, groping me as we kissed so ecstatically.
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“I've hidden IYlou away for the weekend, Ezra,” I told
him. “Yet, all these passwords and keys you’ve given
me don’t work on the Army records I need.”

“No,” agreed Ezra. “I tried to tell you that. We are
two separate, stand-alone agencies, us and military
intelligence. What they have on_ you as Stephen
Nixon I couldn’t access from here.”

. “From your office on Grosvenor?” I asked him, hav-
ing finally figured out Ezra was telling me the truth.

“Possibly,” Ezra said cautiously.

“I'd be very grateful to you,” I whispered to him
crossing my legs a%am, ogling ﬁlm_g1rl;sh1y asIhear
the rasp of my nylons again, indicating what I was
wearing.

I sensed him coming behind me, lookin§ over at
the screen in front of me. He gasped at the files of me,
flirting, flicking my dress up to let some man snap my
arter belt, me w1%g11n in pleasure as some white

air trembled while I bounced my breasts in his
hand, and kissing Thierry, it very clear that his
tongue possessed my lovely mouth. | cleartly enjoyed
bein% the flirty girl for all of the men in the files Jack-
son had kept. Ezra put a hand on my neck then, a
surprisingly soft hand for a man, I thought. I waited
{01‘; im to make a move to try to strangle or incapaci-
ate me.

But he didn’t, Ezra stroked me gently, leaning
down to kiss my shoulder along the thin straps of my
bra and the sundress I was wearing.

“Oh, Ezra,” I murmured to him, reaching up and
covering his hand with mine. “Are you really sure you
want to do this?”

[ let him take the lead, bring me to my feet, ]R/l[aying
the demure maiden and tensing coyly as Ezra Marsh,
deputy director, kissed me. Well, far better than kill-
ing me, I said gleefully to myseff. If I could just get
him eating out of my hand as I had so many men in
France. But those men were different. None of them
had known [ was a man just like them. Ezra did.
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Ezra knew what I was. I never did get off, really,
with all the men I'd made love to in m%z special way.
They’d loved what I did to them as foreplay. I did what
most of them really wanted from me.

So the problem with Ezra was that he was only the
second other man alive whom I wasn’t going to have
to hold back with. I thoudght of Thierry and, to my
surprise, it worked. It had been so long since I had
been with Thierry, half a year then. And asI imagined
Ezra as Thierry, I realized just how much I really
missed having sex fully with another man.

So I went a little overboard with Ezra, well, a lot
overboard. When he finally slipped off my ganUes,
and found I really had what he thought I did beneath
them, Ezra didn’t stop. Just like Thierry, I felt him lift
my tush and legs up around him and fl_e drove into
me, thrilling me as I was penetrated again as if I was
really a woman. I really began to be a woman as the
arousals and excitement came to me so fully. I was
an orgasmic woman again after a long abstinence.
Ezra loved it. He came again and aggain, rutting with
me, asking me what I liked him to do and doing it for
me.

And yes, I thought, it was going to be so much
more wonderful to have a man co—oiperajcmg with me
on my quest, as I was &:)rlvately calling it, to be Ste-
phen Nixon again. And 1 was going to achieve that
end, I thought mischievously, by being a blonde, sexy
woman in my lover’s bed, pleasing him in every way,
climaxing as he did and so showing him that, yes, he
was arousing the woman in me, as I was arousing the
man in him.

*xxk%kQ, What happens in Vegas .., * ¥ ***

‘Mo Patel’ was soon my exclusive contract at
Heaven and Earth. Il was lucky that he was infatuated
with me from the start. Within the week, I'd sus-
pended my job with the escort service. | went to live
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with my beloved Mo in his protected Ip(;nthouse suite,
as his affectionate, sex-starved girl friend.

I was lucky that Mo wanted the ‘perfect’ blow job
almost all of the time. That didn’t require me to dis-
robe and show my nakedness to him. He was actually
pleased I was so modest, as he called it, even though,
one night, I performed a belly dance for him that was
lewd and licentious by an one’s standards. He
aroused himself before I could join him and bring
him to ‘complete heavenly joy,” his words.

‘Al Patel’ refused to share and wanted variety,
sometimes having two different girls from Heaven
and Earth in one evening. He seemed to be in some
kind of rush, as his elder brother wasn’t, to make up
for all the nights he’d spent in the mountains with his
terrorist friends, I supposed, plotting and fighting
against the very country whose luxuries he was now

lapping up.

‘Being part of the household, being Mo’s mistress,
wiggly and squeaky as Mo liked me to be, I was soon
ignored by the heavily-armed security. It took very
little time to drug all of them, save for a devout pair
who wouldn’t drink the water in Las Vegas, or eat
anything cooked in Las Vegas water. Those last two, I
took (lifown with impressive high kicks that I admired
myself.

Yes, I could still get a job in a chorus line, I
thougf_lt, as I bound and tied up the last of the groggy
‘security’ and stowed them in the bedroom’s walk-in
closet where I'd laid the men I’'d injected with the
knockout drugs. I'd procured those from several
pharmacies who were now dispensing birth control
pills and hormones that had the same marks on
them as the knockout pills and potions I’d required.

Mohammed and Ahmed Barrouqi, I laid on one
bed with the latest newspaper, the stories of the Ne-
vada primary front and foremost, the candidates eas-
ily recognizable. Making the file was easy enough.
But then I had the problem of transporting the pair
out of the so-called ‘secured’ building before I sent
the file off to Virginia Shepherd.
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Why her? Well, she hadn’t tried to kill Thierry, had
she? She’d wanted information from him, informa-
tion about me. Well, she was going to get it. And Ezra
Marsh? He and [ had worked well together for a short
time. I’d even gone out and enticed Mo Barrouqi back
to my hotel room. Yes, I'd been in a flight attendant’s
uniform, an ‘air hostess,’ as Mo had called me. It was
some fantasy of his and so I supplied him with every-
thing he needed, looking so cute in my uniform, I
thought.

I was there again when Mo and Al had come over
on a private jet to America. I’d been the ground host-
ess who had taken the pair off the hands of the regu-
lar flying girls who were most relieved I did that. They
tried to warn me to watch out for Al in particular who
seemed to think that every American woman was his
to fornicate with, on the spot, not caring that his
brother was present as he tried to be amorous.

Of course, Al was slowed down when he unfortu-
nately twisted and dislocated his wrist when reach-
ing for the drink I’d asked him for. He’d been trying to
kiss me at the time. I leaned back and the poor man
had trapped his hand between my tush and thigh
and something had had to give.

That had given me a little time to romance with
Mo, a condition he’d imposed on Ezra, that I be there
for him, before I lovingly sent him on his way. I told
him yes; if I could, I would indeed look him up in Mi-
ami. | knew that he was lying. I'd seen the plane’s
itinerary and read Ezra’s instructions on his private
mail, which he still thought was secret from me, his
live-in girl friend.

I was certain as I could be in Paris that it was a
set-up to %et rid of Thierry and me, both. The only
one, once | knew about Jackson, who’d want a girl
like me dead was Ezra Marsh. His promise to trade
favors with a general to get me all the information
that the army had on me, on Stephen Nixon, was all a
lie. How often must a girl be betrayed by her man? I
said to myself, before she learns the score and forgets
about men and tries a woman instead.
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I told the ambulance driver that there was no need
to hurry as I let his partner and him load Mo and Al
into the ambulance. I smiled and shook my head,
thinking that wearing a nurse’s uniform was some-
thing I should do more often, the way that the men
were looking at me.

“Alcohol poisoning,” I said, wrinkling my nose at
the smell that came off the clothes I'd liberally
doused in whiskey, Even so, one guy was trying to
put a move on me, looking up and down at me in my
sexy nurse’s uniform. “They’re expecting them at the
Clinic to dry out there.”

The driver wanted to know if 1 was going with
them, his pal looking down the front of my dress.
“Oh, I’'m not a nurse,” I giggled to them. “I’'m the girl
who pops out of the cake or, in this case, delivers the
singing telegram. They were all too blotto, the ones
upstairs as well, to appreciate the view.”

“We’re not,” said the driver with a smile. “Why
gon’t you come with us after? We can drive you
ome.

“Oo00, that would be so nice!” 1 gi%lgled and did a
pretty, femmme pose for them. “But there’s more up-
stairs that might be coming your way. And I have to
get paid!”

The guys laughed and went off. I was wiggling for
them, lifting my short skirt to show off my black
panties as I called Virginia Shepherd on her private,
personal number.

*10. Tell us what you are going to do now*

It took Virginia Shepherd only three or four tries to
type in ‘Ezra Marsh’ as the password to The Resur-
rection’ file.
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“Are they who I think that they are?” Jack
Reynolds asked her, glaring angrily at the screen.

“Yes,” said Ginny
on the first page of that group of newspapers ...
Whoever made the video was now showing a series of
papers from that very morning. Ahmed Barrouqi was
clutching the NY Times as he grunted and seemed to
settle down into deep sleep against his brother beside
him on the sofa.

“and, if you look at the stories

”

Jack Reynolds swore. “Those are from today,” he
said. “Those are the Barrouqi brothers! They're alive.
Where the hell is this?”

The ‘cameraman’ left the apartment, walked down
stairs onto a street. There were Ipeople_ smiling and
scurrying to get out of the way of the pictures of the
‘Eiffel Tower” and ‘Montgolfier’s Balloon’ carrying a
Casino de Paris signage.

“That can’t be Paris!” Jack exclaimed. “The other
buildings about ...”

The camera swung to show the great fountains
swirling up from the Bellagio.

“That’s Las Vegas!” Jack shouted at Ginny Shep-
herd who’d already figured that out. “They’re here in
America, in Sin City!’

“Where else?” asked Ginny grimly. Her Blackberry
rang again. “Yes!” she snagped. It was the person
she’d expected. She signaled to Jack and hastily put
it onto the room speaker.

“...you didn’t like the idea of the Barrouqi brothers
not being dead?” asked the soft, girlish voice. “If that
really doesn’t appeal to you, I can always do some-
thmg, about it if you meet my price for such a mis-
sion.

“We’re very happy that Mochammed and Ahmed are
alive,” Ginny snapped in the same tone with which
she’d answered the phone. “And we’d prefer them to
stay that way. Where can we locate them?”
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“They were delivered to the Lister Clinic not ten
minutes ago,” said the French-accented girl. “They
need a room to sleep off the colossal amount of liquor
they’ve drunk.”

“Liquor?” asked Ginny. “Muslims? That will raise
eyebrows.”

“Two Indian gentlemen according to their pass-
orts,” said Noelle Mercier with a giggle. “Mo and Al
atel, as they’re calling themselves.’

“There must have been protection, security, for
tgosegmen,” said Ginny grimly. “What did you do with
them?”

“I didn’t kill any of them,” said Noelle, the amuse-
ment still clear in her voice. “Hmm, I suppose if you
don’t gﬁt someone over to the Marengo Suites, you
might have someone expire from the sorts of emis-
sions men make when they’re packed tlghtly into a
closet. Men are such beasts, aren’t they?

“You should know,” said Ginny shortly. There was
a silence then on the other end of the phone.

“Ah,” said Noelle Mercier. “You’ve talked to Ezra.”

“He said nothing of any significance to me,” said
Ginny. “Look, Noelle, if I can call you that, or should I
call you Steve?” There was another long, pregnant
pause on the phone. “Okay, Noelle, it is. Why don’t
you come in and we can talk about all of this? It
seems clear you've been wrongly accused of killing
men who are still alive.”

“Right now,” said Noelle forcefully. “But will they
still be when the bully boy squad Jack is undoubt-
edly putting together right now takes them in hand?”

Jack Reynolds logked up from the phones he’d
been working since Ginny had begun speaking. She
waved to him to keep going on as he had.

“You know that Ezra is only minutes behind you
now, don’t you?” said Noelle. “I suggest you come
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here to Vegas for a little R and R. You'’ve been working
far too hard, girl.”

“If I come to Vegas, it will be to talk to you,” said
Virginia Shepherd. “Where can I meet with you?”

“Come to Vegas

n ;” said Noelle quietly. “I'll find you
wherever you are.”

**%%11. ...doesn't stay in Vegas* ***

Inevitably, Jack Reynolds was at Virginia Sheﬁ)—

herd’s elbow all through her movement through the

hotel. One of Ezra’s squads was right behind Ginny

3s_we11, making no attempt to hide what they were
oing.

I'd thought about approaching her as Steve, in a
soldier uniform like the one I'd worn in Paris. But I
still couldn’t control my voice well. I'd worked too ear-
nestly in that time when the Madames ruled me. Be-
tween them all, they’d made me permanently, or so it
seemed, talk like a woman.

Female habits came easily to me as well, the way
that I stood. I'd tried pants on a couple of occasions,
even a short-haired wig and no makeup but, always,
[ was called ‘Miss’. Watching myself walk towards a
lass window, I could see why. It must b%/partlly those
arn hormone ipllls I was still taking. Well, I didn’t

\g%nltgto suddenly have to shave or anything like that,
id 17

The effect of the hormones seemed to be obvious
woman-shaping. I’d taped my breasts once and it
made no appreciable difference in the way I saw my-
self, never mind how others saw me. I was, for this
moment at least, a woman. I had to learn to live with
that. It wasn’t as if it was something unpleasant, I
kept telling myself. After all, fifty percent of the peo-
ple on the planet wore dresses, more if you thought
about how some men in Asian countries dressed.
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As a woman as well, disguise was easier than it
had been when I was a man, or so I thought, not re-
ally recalling any of that now. I could wear a wig of a
different color, re-do my makeup and perfume, exag-
gerate the clothing I wore, just be a different kind of
woman entirely.

I had to smile to myself as I skigped along in my
hotel uniform, my hair a sort of ash-blonde, helping
different people with difficulties they were havin
with the hotel. I appeared always to be moving an
busy even though Ginny and her bodyguard were
watching every girl they came across, no matter how
g}llamorous she was or wasn't, as if she might attack
them.

Yes, it was funny how the rich just didn’t seem to
notice the Workingbpoor, [ thought with a smile to my-
self. Normally, I’d be the one standing out, of course.
Thierry always wanted me to attract others so that,
when I zeroed in on a target, they’d be flattered that a
girl who was so attractive to other men was paying at-
tention to them.

I had to get rid of the tail on the woman who’d
come to Vegas to talk to me. I carried the missive on a
small, silver tray, smiling as 1 approached one of
Ezra’s ‘weasels’.

~ “Mr Danielson,” I said as prettily as I could, smil-
ing the whole time. Mark Danielson almost took out
his gun and pointed it at me, I thought; deciding I
wasn’t worth 1t, he took the note from the tray I pre-
sented to him. It was an old-fashioned way to present
a missive to a guest but the New Traditional Hotel
and Casino did things like that. It was so new that
most of the staff didn’t bother anyone in the gra

skirt, white blouse, greenish blazer and soft, multi-
colored scarf that comprised the ‘uniform’ of us
women working there.

“So where is the outside smoking room?” growled
Danielson, the two members of his pack closin% u]i)1 to
him. They were all over six-three in height. If they
stayed like that, bunched together, they’d be so easy
to put down.
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“May I show you, gentlemen?” I asked them, swiv-
eling my hips and looking back archly at them as I
walked away with the sway I'd practiced for so long
and hard to master. “Walk this way, please.”

[ saw the smiles on their faces as they reacted to
the old chestnut of an expression as all men do. I led
them to the elevator and stood in front of them all as
if I hadn’t a care in the world. I took them up to the
eighteenth which was being re-decorated and had no
one currently in residence there.

The elevator door opened and I stepped out. There
was no one in sight. I turned back with a mutter as
they bunched upin the doorway. The black man was
stil smilin%_at me as he went down first, followed

uickly by his buddies. I could have done all sorts of
things to demean them, dressing them like me came
to mind but I didn’t. I just dumped them into a room
that was locked and out of bounds till the morning.
They could scream and yell all they liked in there,
when they woke up. There were no working electron-
ics and I'd jammed the windows and doors.

I dumped the guns and communications devices
into a géarbage chute and headed over to Virginia’s
suite. She was out with Reynolds, undoubtedly
checking on the Patel brothers and their security.
That ‘security’, on one hand, would be telling her
they were only following orders, and, on the other,
they could be telling her to bug off as she wasn’t sup-
posed to know the Barrougqi brothers were alive. Did-
n’t she know she was compromising a national secu-
rity operation? The deputy director in charge was
ggmg to hear about this. Long life, Mo and Al, I
thought, if that happened.

Jack Reynolds checked the room for Virginia when
they came back, neither of them saying very much. I
waited at the back of the walk-in closet to pounce on
him but he opened the door and gave Ginny’s dresses
even less of alook than I had. I eased out after I heard
him gfo. There was G1n_n¥1, just as I’d seen her before,
an older woman, stylish, in her forties, talking to
someone on the phone.
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“Yes,” she said to whoever she was talking to, “we
definitely have to re-think every word I said in the Di-
rector’s staff review of what happened in Paris. Noth-
1nfg that went down there is quite what we thought.
I'll'talk to you about it later.”

Virginia had remarkable poise. She showed it as
she turned and looked at me.

“You shouldn’t wear Chanel when you’re out on a
mission,” she said to me, “Not unless, of course, your
mission involves you being a glamorous woman.”

“When ...” 1 be]%an slowly, liberating myself from
the jacket that I'”d had to wear as part of my disguise.

“I wasn’t sure when I came in but there was more
of a trace as I went into the bedroom,” said Ginny
matter-of-factly. “Jack didn’t notice anything, of
course, but he is a man, after all. And no, I didn’t
mention it to him as he left. It is time for us to have a
girl-to-girl talk, isn’t it?”

“I'd think so,” I said, putting my hand on my hip
and doing my model sas ay past a surprised Gm_ray.
“You are studying me, aren’t you?” I asked her. “Did I
do well enough to pass in your eyes?”

“More than well enough,” said Ginny. “You might
have heard this before butl can’t believe I'm not look-
ing at a young woman when [ look at you. Those hips
and those breasts, you must be on hormones, must-
n’t you?”

“I didn’t realize it for the longest time,” I had to ad-
mit to her. “Thierry told me I had to take vitamin pills.
That’s how they’re labeled. I think [ knew in the sec-
ond year but I rationalized taking them as having to
preserve my cover in missions. Did you listen to the
conversations Jackson and Thierry had about me? Is
th,gt how you figured it out that I'm not, well, I'm not

“You probably are,” said Ginny then, interrupting
me, surprising me. “And no, I didn’t know such tapes
existed. Since Jackson’s demise, all his records have
been deep-sixed, of course.”
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Ginny stared intensely at me. “At least, Jack and I
thought that,” she said, “or else they were assigned to
a pay grade well above ours.”

“For a time,” I had to tell Ginny with some regret.
This wasn’t really what I wanted to talk to her about.
“Ezra had almost all of the incriminating evidence,
the tapes about me, under his control. He thought he
had a secret stash as well, that even I wouldn’t find.
He was wrong.”

“You've been working with Ezra,” said Ginny, her
jaw tightening, a lovely ‘tell’ I thought that showed
er anger towards Ezra. Later, if there was a later
with us, I’'d have to relate to her why I'd labeled Ezra
Marsh as her worst enemy in the agency.

I nodded and sat down opposite her, carefully
shap_mig my skirt beneath me and then crossing my
legsin ladylike fashion. “Until he put together this lit-
tlei %’?t to have both the Barrouqis and me killed,” I
to er.

“It was meant to be the Battle of Paris when you
got off the train,” said Ginny thoughtfully, staring at
me as I checked I was sitting properly, back straight,
elbows in, my hair down my back and not around my
shoulders.

“With the French there to make sure there’d be no
survivors,” I said. “Neither Thierry or me.”

Ginny nodded and sighed. She frowned, a little
smile coming to her lips. “Did you have to hit Jack
qlinte so hard?” she asked. “He’s still mad at you for
that. He can’t get over that a woman took him out.
When he recalls you’re a man, were a man, well, that
a man like you took him out, he and his whole team,
that’s something that he can’t bear to think about.”

“But you can?” I asked her unsteadily.

Ginny smiled. “I've spent a lot more time in foreign
parts,” she said. “Jack hasn’t. Did your record-gath-
ering, | presume that’s what you were having Ezra do
for you, ever come across Ezra’s tours across Eastern
Europe?”

Page - 67



IDENTITY 2 BY PHILIPPA PETERS

“I'wasn’t really interested in that,” [ had to tell her.

“What were you really interested in?” asked an
amused Virginia, offering me a glass of white wine.
She was slpplnig on hers, the usual lipstick on her
glass as it would soon be on mine. I accepted as I
couldn’t think of more than fifty reasons why she
should want to poison me right there. “Jackson and
the reports on how he was killed?”

“Those seem to have really disappeared,” I had to
confess to her. “I didn’t find anything about Jackson
being dead. He just disappeared from all records. No
one said why.”

“No, we don’t do that,” said Ginny, giving me the
glass she’d poured and drunk from herself. “Not
when one of ours has been killed by one of our own.
You never saw the report Jack and | were given just
before we went over to Paris. You were named as the
one, Noelle Mercier, who’d eliminated Jackson.”

“No, I hit him and disarmed him,” I told her. “I did-
n’t kill him.”

Ginny’s eyebrows went up in surprise. “Then who
... Oh, it’s so obvious, isn’t it? Man and woman ...?”

I flushed. “Jackson was calling me all kinds of hor-
rible names,” 1 told her. “Cec asked me when we
drove off why he’d been calling Thierry all the names
he did, you know, compound words with sucker in
most of them. Now, I think that the others, his body-

uards, thought he was using that language to
hierry, but he wasn’t.

“Jackson was calling me all the most horrible
things he could dredge up. We were over, you see,
Thierry and me, as a kill-squad. We were too suc-
cessful, in a way. We were attracting attention. All
the bad guys knew there was a kill-squad out there
operating against them in and around Paris. And

alima telling everyone it was a woman who’d killed
her husband and father-in-law ...”

“So Thierry killed Jackson,” said Ginny, staring at
me.
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“I think so0,” I said to her slowly. “He told me that
he did but you know Thierry. He was the greatest liar
in the world. You should have heard what he told me
abog,:t myself. Well, you can see the results, can’t
yous:

_“Pretty wonderful results, if you ask me,” said Vir-
inia with a smile that made me blush. “How does it
eel, Noelle, to be batting for the other side, as some
people call it?”

“I, 1 don’t really do that,” I tried to explain to her.
One of her thin eyebrows rose in a gesture I’d tried to
do but never really mastered it, not like the way
Ginny did it, so naturally feminine and dismissive.

“What did you want from Ezra?” asked Ginny with
a slow smile. “And what excuse did he give you why
he couldn’t get you what you wanted right away?”

[ hesitated. Could I really trust this woman across
from me? “When did you know that it was Ezra who
betrayed you?” Ginny went on as I stared at her, took
a drink, swirled it around in my mouth and on my
tongue, trying to find anything in the taste of white
wine that shouldn’t be there. Oh, yes, I know that
there are a lot of tasteless, odorless poisons and
other dangerous drugs but I'd watched her sip from
the wine she’d passed to me. She’d have to feel the ef-
fects long before I did.

“Thierry told me the French had found my finger-
rints and were looking for me,” I told her. Ginny
rowned at that.

“Even if they found m finggrprints,”_l told her,
“the person they should have been looking for was
Lieutenant Stephen Nixon, deceased.”

“Not so deceased,” Ginny said with a little smile
that made me shiver inside but I tried and suc-
ceeded, I think, in keeping a straight face, thankful
then for the makeup I'd applied so liberally for my
job’ as hostess.
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“Ezra was the only one, I think, who knew where I
was, that I'd be in Paris, and who knew Stephen’s fin-
gerprints were mine,” I finished.

“You've got all the files that could prove he knew
both of those things?” Ginny said to me.

“I flushed all his files, his personal and private
ones, ones he shared only with the Director himself,”
I said to Ginny with a sigh. “They trained us_too well
as hackers, Thierry and me. Well, Thierry’s much
better than me. He showed me the things I did to
Ezra’s files. Now no one I think could ever prove di-
rectly that I am Stephen Nixon, not even me.”

I must have let m?z fguard down a little on the last
three words. I know I felt a touch of sadness as 1 said
th%{. [ shuddered as the room seemed suddenly so
cold.

“That’s what you wanted from Ezra,” said Ginny
perceptively. “He wouldn’t give you the files he had
access to about Stephen Nixon.

“I couldn’t find any that he did have access to,” I
told her, trying to keep my emotions in check and not
let her see how much they did mean to me. “There are
army files I have to find a way to access but ...”

“Ezra would have clearance to those,” said Ginny. I
shivered again inside as she confirmed what I'd
thought. I'd known Ezra was lying to me. But I’'d so
wanted to believe him. He’d said that he loved me,
loved the way we made love together. He wanted me
to retire from ‘heavy’ work, what I’d done for too long.

Yes, Ezra was going to bring me into the agency as
a woman, as his secretary and confidante. Every-
thing he knew, I’d know. I’d live with him, go to par-
ties openly with him, and meet everyone of impor-
tance as a woman. I'd know everyone he knew.
Eventually, I'd wear his ring and be known every-
where as ‘Mrs Ezra Marsh’.

What a fool I was, I thought angrily, as [ sat oppo-

site Ginny, and realized how I'd been played by an-
other man, by Ezra Marsh. I’d been so happy to go off
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to Europe for my lover, to do some chores for him,
eliminating Ahmed Barrougqi, for one, Halima for an-
other. He'd told me all about Thierry’s unhappy
plight, not being really in the agency any more.

“He’s such a liar,” I'd said gaily to Ezra as I drew
his face down onto my breasts. I felt his manhood in-
stantly begin to grow between my thighs then. I wig-

led in ecstasy as he caressed mﬁ_bra and panties.

0, I didn’t have to think about Thierry any more to
rise to the occasion with Ezra Marsh. No, I was an or-
asmic woman again, with a man who seemed to de-
ight in having me as a showgirl many times nightly
and, on occasions, in my bikini, during the day.

“He knows all about you, this Thierry,” Ezra said
some time during one night. “We have to do some-
thing about that, my honey-sweet woman. I’ll take
care of him.”

“Kill Thierry Bouchard?” I'd laughed at him. “I've
romised him a hundred times I’d do that.” I'd tickled
zra who’d joined in my laughter.

“I couldn’t have him coming after me, blackmailing
me, writing and depositing information about you in
private places,” Ezra went on. “Not when, Noelle my
swfeet, you’re fully acknowledged by the world as my
wife.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I'd told Ezra un-
steadily, a thrill going through me all the same at
what he was proposing. I found it hard to imagine
myself as his bride as he told me he wanted me. I'd be
meetlng};the President, surely, as Ezra had his trophy
wall with the pictures of several Presidents and him,
some where he was receiving medals for the wonder-
ful things he’d done for the agency.

I couldn’t believe I'd be a wife, accepted by the
most important people in the country as such,
treated as such, admired as such. Ezra said I’'d have
to have an enormous dress allowance as he wanted
every man in Washington and New York to envy him
and the wife he’d chosen.
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Oh, Id thrilled to that com]:t))letely, the silly, girlish
fool I was. I'd coaxed my husband-to-be into having
me again, being as girlish as I could be to pleasure
lt'urg as he wanted, being a silly bimbo as he liked me
o0 be.

“Let me talk to Thierry,” I'd finally put it to my
lover. “I’ll talk to him. If he won’t see reason about us,
I'll take care of him myself. It’ll be the last mission I’ll
ever have to do. I'll do it for us, if [ have to. ButI think
I can talk Thierry into leaving us strictly alone. He’s
really a coward inside, you know, and really afraid of
me.

Just like you were, [ could have added to Ezra, but
that wouldn’t have been true. I'm the most awful
judge of men. All the time that I was being such a lov-
ing girl to Ezra Marsh, he must have been thinkin%
how he could get rid of me, and Thierry as well. And
really did misjudge Thierry as well. He wasn’t the
coward I said he was. 1 did sort of know that. But he
was afraid of me when I threatened to break his arms
and his hands and then his neck when I was first
with him. That being the time after he picked me up
in my red bikini on a beach in Italy.

“Somethinﬁ we have in common,” said Ginny, in-
truding on all the thoughts that kept flowing through
my mind as I thought of the two men I’d really been
intimate with.

“l was thinking,” I said.

“About making love to Ezra?” Ginny asked and
ulled a face. “That’s what we have in common,
oelle. Once upon a time, I was Z’s lover in Europe. |

was even going to marry him. Luckily for me, [ saw
him with what at first glance was a girl in a boite in
Paris.” She was really studyingf my face hard then.
“You don’t remember that at all, do you?”

“I knew Ezra in Paris?” [ gasped at her. “I didn’t ... |
couldn’t have! Thierr}z would have told me! Ezra
would have told me ...

“’l;his amnesia of yours,” said Ginny. “It still afflicts
you?”
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‘I can’t remember anything before I boarded the
plane with Vernon Green, the arms dealer,” I told her,
reluctantly. “I know a lot of things I did before that
because Thierry told me all about the things I did, in-
cluding making love to him. That was his biggest lie,
of course. I couldn’t remember that and, of course, it
hadn’t happened at all. I was, in fact, supposed to
have given ué:) mﬁ role as a travesti and returned to
being me, Stephen Nixon, though Jackson and
Thierry called me Johnny.”

“So, if Thierry didn’t know that you met Ezra, he
couldn’t tell you about it, could he? I wonder if Jack-
son knew,” Ginny went on. “Was that why he was so
cavalier in running his section? He knew Ezra, the
deputy director over him, couldn’t touch him no mat-
ter what Thierry did, making you into the beautiful
girl you are today.”

[ know I flushed at that. “That’s not true,” I said
with a shiver, nervously uncrossing and crossing my
long legs again as femininely as I could, aware of her
watching me in amusement.

“Let’s not lie to one another,” said Ginny, finishing
her wine and pouring herself another from the bottle
I’'d been suspicious of. “You, Noelle Mercier, are a
very beautiful girl, a clever girl, as well. An experi-
enced man like Mo Barroudi has no idea still that
he’s been sleeping with a_transvestite. Is that the
word [ should use for you?”

I shivered openly. I could scarcely ask her to call
me a boy or a man, could I? “You could call me a girl, I
guess,” 1 said to her, flushing horribly again, I'm
sure.

“Yes, you are a most lovely, formidable girl,” said
Ginny. “I’d guess that’s what Ezra sees in you. [ imag-
ine he must have been terribly worried that some
day, some jolt, some injury would awaken the
travesti working as an asset as you were. You’d recall
him from your first days as a drag queen, makin
love to him in L’Hotel Mediterranee. You don’t reca
that at all, do you?”

,« b
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“I, I don’t at all,” I said, my head pounding as my
heart beat so fast as I thought about what Thierry
had said about me making love to him, a man, before
I lost my memory. I’'d thought that it was all untrue
but here was Ginny saying it wasn’t. She’d seen me
with another man and knew I’d made love to him. “It,
it couldn’t be true.”

“There was an older woman with you,” Ginny went
on. “You went into this crossdresser cabaret and she
sold you to Ezra. I think it was done openly and viv-
idly. Now, I think you were having your bonafides as
a travesti confirmed in front of a target. You didn’t
have anything like the figure you have now, Noelle.
Your legs, I recall, in those black stockings and gar-
ters that all the boys like you love to wear, were thin-
ner than they are now.

“You took half the money the woman took from
Ezra and put it in your bra and led him out of the
cabaret. All the men dressed as 1girls ranced about
on the stage. I was annoyed. I followed you and ran a
video line under the door of the room you were in.
You and Ezra were laughing and drinking. He started
kissing you.

“You were reluctant, at first, but as you went on,
drinking a little more. Ezra took the money from your
bra and pointed downstairs as if he was talking
about the woman and what he’d paid for you. He got
up to leave. You grabbed his hand, pulled him onto
the bed and let him stroke your stockings and take
them from you. You rolled over in your panties and
lq‘hhlm have you again as he pressed your face into a
pillow.

‘I remember thinking you didn’t like my boyfriend
fucking you but you might as well get used to it, girlie
boy, that’s what went through my head, as I wasn’t
(ﬁver going to let him touch me again. And I never

ave.

“That-that’s awful!” 1 told her, disgust running

through me like a drug. “How, how could I have ever
let a man, then, when I still had all my memories...”
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“You didn’t seem to like it,” said Ginnff. “I retreated
outside and saw you gom%off with the elder woman. I
think you were in tears. She was talking to you, hold-
ing your arm. You were shaking your blonde hair,
saying No, I think. It was a new wig, not like the one
you wore in bed when Ezra was fuci{ing you.”

[ winced and shuddered, feeling as if I'd just swal-
lowed a mouthful of ashes, not white wine. My
breasts quivered as all of me was revolted by the un-
expected story Ginny had told me about myself.

“You don’t like the T word?” asked Ginny, the
amused smile returning to her face. “No, a pretty girl
like you wouldn’t like that, would you? What do you
call it when you let a man penetrate you?”

“Making love,” I said wretchedly, knowing I could-
n’t go on any longer. I uncrossed my legs and swayed
onto my high heels.

“You would make a lovely model,” said Ginny,
studying me. “It was the career you should have had,
Noelle Mercier. When all this is over ...”

“I won’t look like this at all,” I told her fervently.

“Oh?” asked Virginia Shepherd. “And how will you
look? Even Lindsay Lohan is a dplatmum blonde, I
R?YY yesterday in the paper you draped over Mo and

“I'll look like Stephen Nixon,” I told her.

*12. I promise you I'll do that little thing for
you*

Ginny Shepherd swayed to her feet and went to the
lovely girl who backed away from her. But finally
Ginny managed to take her hand. Reluctantly, the
girl let herself be hugged, woman to woman, the
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bounce of Ginny’s older woman’s, fuller breasts
against the girl’s making her flush again.

At the touch of Ginny’s soft cheek on her soft
cheek, the girl shivered again as she’d done several
times in their little ‘girl-to-girl’ chat.

“I can do that thing for you,” said Ginny, admiring
the beautlful%y made-up eyes of Noelle Mercier. “As a
Section Chief, I can get Army records for you. What
are you going to do with them when you know all that
there is to know about Lieutenant Stephen Nixon, a
hero, I suppose, of the Iraq war?”

“There must be people alive who knew me, cared
about me,” said Noelle, a definite, nervous quiver in
her voice. She wants to be Stephen again, mused
Ginny in amazement. She was such a lovely, attrac-
tive girl. She should just have her extra male equip-
ment removed, Ginny thought in amusement, and
settle down to live the life of a beautiful woman. There
were millions of men in the world who’d love to live
with a woman like her. There were a million men in
the world as well, probably more, who would do just
that in her place.

“It won’t be what you imagine,” warned Ginny as
the pretty girl looked at her uncertainly. “Don’t have
stars in your eyes, %11*1.” That made her jump a little.
“The truth is probably uglier than your sentimental,
romantic thoughts would have it be. You’re heading
into one colossal disappointment.”

All the time she was saying that to Noelle, Ginny
was hugging and caressing the girl. Noelle shivered
some more and nodded, her lovely hair swirling
about her face and neck. “I, I'll just have to handle it
when it comes,” she whispered to Ginny, letting her
soft cheek touch Ginny’s in return then.

Ginny didn’t know why she did it but it seemed so
natural. She kissed Noelle’s cheek and then, as the
girl turned, startled, she kissed her on her lovely,
pmk—gamted lips, which quivered against Ginny’s
mouth so pleasantly that the older woman couldn’t
let go and so the kiss deepened and went on.

Page - 77



IDENTITY 2 BY PHILIPPA PETERS

_“Well, this is unexpected,” murmured Ginny as the
girl finally broke away and pulled back a little, star-
ing at her in horror.

“We, we were kissing!” éasped Noelle, stepfping
back and trying to break Ginny’s caressing of her
back and her bra beneath the thin, see-through
blouse she was wearing.

_ “And I liked it,” said Ginny, surprising herself. “I’d
like to do it again.”

“No!” said the lovely girl in front of her, grasping
Ginny’s hand with surprising strength.

“You’re right,” said Ginny, knowing she was gri-
macing as the girl had taken hold of the pressure
oint that would cause her the most pain. “I'm not a
esbian, Noelle, so you can either break my wrist or
let me go.”

Noelle jerked as if she suddenly realized what she
was doing and let the older woman go.

“How about you?” Ginny asked, watching the
shock on the girlish face, noting the shiver and anxi-
ety with which the very pretty girl licked her lips as if
she was still tasting Ginny. “Are you now,” she asked
dryly, “or have you ever been a lesbian?”

Noelle’s eyves widened in shock. She swallowed
hard and babbled at the start of an answer as if she
didn’t know what she was talking about, about what
to say.

“Never thought about it?” asked Ginny. “Never
thought about making love to a woman?” There was
an immediate flush spreading across the girl’s face.

‘_‘Aph, you have. So that makes you the lesbian, doesn’t
it?”

_“It makes me a normal boy,” flared Noelle in defi-
nite, female tones as she picked up the jacket and
purse she’d left on an armchair.

“Stephen Nixon?” asked Ginny, watching the way
the girl in front of her moved, the way she
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bunny-dipped so naturally to pick up her purse. “I
can and will get you all the information you want
about Stephen. I can start the procedure now, if you
wish. You can wait here, Stephen,” it sounded so ab-
surd to call this flustered girl that, “and you can go
on your merry way. Notice 1 didn’t say ‘gaily on your
Way,.”

“I, I'm not gay!” Noelle said hotly, angrily, her ear-
rings shaking, her hair flicking about her face so that
she had to push it back with a well-manicured hand,
her brightl?f colored and shaped fingernails flashing
at Ginny. “I hated, hated all the things that, that peo-
ple like you have made me do for, for ...”

“Human rights, justice and the American way,”
Ginny said cynically. The girl in front of her nodded
furiously, again, quite unconsciously moving her
arm easily and femininely to push her long hair back
behind her ears and her lovely earrings.

“When was the last time that.iyou slept with a
woman?” asked Gmn% It was as il she’d dropped a
curtain across a play before its end.

The lovely girl’s nervousness vanished as she visi-
bly took hold of herself, her emotions, and looked at
Ginny stonily, all her ‘tell’ marks disappearing. “I'll
wait while you keep your promise,” she said, not a
trace of nervousness now in her manner as she put
her jacket and purse back across the armchair.

“You don’t remember,” Ginny said in surprise as
the thought came to her. “It would have been back
before Thierry convinced you to be his woman.”

“It could be,” said Noelle, not a flicker crossing her
smooth, lovely face.

“Let’s get on the computer,” said Ginny, going back
to the desk and opening the laptop there.

“Wait a moment,” said Noelle, coming and leaning
over her.

Mmm, thought Ginny, the scent of Chanel wafting
over her deliciously. I must use some of that scent as
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well. I'd drive Jack crazy with it, wouldn’t I? No, she’d
better not. She and Jack had a good working rela-
tionship she didn’t want to jeopardize. Then she
smiled to herself as Noelle’s long hair fell forward as
the girl was doing something with Ginny’s computer,
downloading some program with a name Ginny did-
n’t recognize.

“What are you doing, Noelle?” she asked the girl.

“Your computer is being tapped,” said Noelle.
“There, you see? Wait a moment.’

Ginny scarcely recognized the search results that
were being listed on the screen of her laptop. Noelle
went back to her purse and did her bunny dip again
in her tight skirt, not showm%loff her panties to any
man behind her as she would have if she’d bent like a
man.

Noelle came back with several flash drives in her
hand, one of which she immediately attached to
Gmn?z’s laptop. “I didn’t do any of this,” Noelle said
quietly as she leaned in again, her fragrance really
intriguing Ginny. She was sure it did the same to any
of the men whom the adorable Noelle was given as a

target for her amorous approaches.

“This is all Thierry’s work,” Noelle said as she
brought another program on line and did something
that started the screen breaking up. “We just sent
your watcher a really interesting worm,” Noelle went
on as the icons on the screen whirled in no credible
order to Ginny. “There, your watcher is detached

now. You can use your faptop as you please.”

“Do we have that?” asked Ginny, staring, as the
screen cleared and returned to settings she preferred
as a first step to using her laptop.

“The agency?” asked Noelle. “I've never really
thought about it. I always supposed that Thierry was
Work1_n%1 with the geeks and hackers the agency has.
He might have kept this to himself. He’d often spend
almost a whole day on the computer. He was always
working on something, showing me how to get into
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and out of differently protected sites, and how to hit
back at anyone who tried to hack me.”

“When did you ever find time to ...?” asked Ginny

and then realized how personal and invasive such a

uestion would be. “No,” she said. “Don’t answer
that, Noelle. That was very rude of me.”

“We always found the time to make love,” Noelle
said soberly, looking squarely at Ginny. “I'd get up to
make coffee and there he’d be, behind me, his hands,
well, his hands stroking m}i‘ 1El)anties and tush, awak-
ening my desire for him. Thierry could do me and
bound back to one of the computers he was working
on, telling me how much I inspired him.”

“You miss him,” Ginny said quietly then.

“It isn’t the sex I miss,” said Noelle. Again Ginny
couldn’t read this girl at all. “He was the only one I
could really talk to. He was the only one who knew
the real me.”

_“But he kept half of your true self hidden from you,
didn’t he?” said Ginny, calling up what were often
called ‘the dead files’.

~ “How, how did you get there?” asked Noelle, the
first signs of excitement returning to her voice as
Ginny began to search through the awfully long list of
those who’d fallen in service to the agency. Yes, there
were the files on Jackson, she noted in passing.

“All the deputy directors go here,” Ginny told
Noelle as she slowed. There was the notation for
‘Lieutenant Stephen Nixon, RIP’. A click and the file
opened on a listing of over twenty files assembled
about the late Stephen Nixon.

“Ezra swore,” Noelle said in a choked voice. “He’d
have to swap favors with some Army General and
have the files delivered to him, to Ezra that is, by
hand, he swore on his mother’s grave.”

“l don’t think,” murmured Ginny, with a smile at

the girl who tremulously smiled back, “that that man
ever had a mother.”
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“He was going to have them ready for me to look
over when [ returned from Europe,” Noelle said, hold-
1n%”her anger back. “H-How did you ever get access

“Need to know,” said Virﬁi_nia Shepherd in her
best, most formal Section Chief voice. “I needed to
know all about Jackson’s and the Barrouqis’ deaths,
the records that existed on them. Mohammed was,
is, a contact of ours, if I was going to carry out a
proper investigation and find you guilty of those
deaths beyond a doubt.”

“And did you?” Noelle asked the woman in front of
her who turned again as so many men did when she
was near them and inhaled her perfume. “Find me
guilty beyond a doubt.”

“Oh yes,” said Virginia Shepherd. “I had no doubts
at all you were a woman and capable of what you
were accused of. I found it so intriguing that a woman
had done what you did. I don’t know any woman
working for the agency like you, a genuine asset. I ad-
mired you. I said so to Jack. I had to wonder why we’d
just let you go.”

“So this coming after me ...” Noelle said, backing
away slightly from the other woman.

“Wasn’t just to have you killed, though I thought it
necessary when I first was set after you by Ezra,” said
Ginny with a smile. “Yes,” she reached up and
stroked Noelle’s arm again. “You aren’t the first
woman who’s been screwed by Ezra Marsh. And
you’ll be pleased to know Thierry gave us nothing of
any importance about you, Noelle. If you’d run, after
the station incident in Paris, we wouldn’t know who
or what or where you are at all.”

“You know where I am now,” Noelle said as Ginny’s
hand lingered on hers.

“Yes,” said Ginny with a smile. “Why don’t you

download these files, Noelle? Can you take them and
leave no trace that you were in here?”
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Noelle nodded and made a face as if what Ginny
was asking her was child’s glay. “But I don’t want to
Ea(\i/ebany traces,” she added as she sat where Ginny

ad been.

Ginny watched in surprise as the files were cap-
tured at incredible speed and the originals them-
selves deleted, the Army program protesting impo-
tently at the destruction of Army property.

“I'need to check Jackson’s files,” Noelle said as she
was already there and doing that.

“Be my guest,” said Ginny She]pherd, wondering if
her entry had been logged and all of this would come
back on her head in time.

“There, nothing to worry about there,” said Noelle
as she did something else. “I don’t sqp?ose you want
the Army to know who accessed their files tonight.”

“No,” agreed Ginny as she saw the screen blur and
go haywire again.

“Now, I can look at, at these files, at my leisure,”
said Noelle, a touch of nervousness in her voice as
she looked up at Ginny.

“Time for another drink,” said Ginny, with a smile.
“That’s some program that you have access to.”

“You need Thierry if you want it,” Noelle said. “And
one drink is enough for me.”

“Ah,” said Ginny, “a residue of your first night with
Ezra perhaps?”

“How would I know?” asked Noelle, frowning as
she thought about it.

.“Well‘, a second isn’t going to hurt you,” said
Ginny. ‘1 promise and I keep my promises, don’t I?”
She nodded at the flash drive that Noelle had in her
hand. Noelle handled it as if it was a bomb or some-
thing like that. It possibly could be to her, to Ste-
phen, Ginny thought sympathetically.
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“Do you think of yourself as a Steve or a Stephen?”
Ginny asked looking at the drive that Noelle seemed
reluctant to view right away. Ginny turned and went
to the fridge and brought out two bottles of white,
studying each before deciding to open the sweeter
one.

“Jackson called me Stevie or Stevie Wonder some-
times,” Noelle said, ﬂickin%_her hair back again as
she followed Ginny to the little kitchen area of the
suite. “In Paris, he called me Stephanie once.”

“He wanted to belittle you, get you off your guard,”
said Ginny as she handed the pretty girl her second
drink. “It’s an old technique.”

“Yes,” agreed Noelle.

“What are you going to do tonight?” asked Ginny.
“You have a place to sleep?”

“Yes,” Noelle agreed as the phone rang.

Virginia Shepherd talked to an excited Jack. “I'll
let you set that up and see you in the morning, Jack,”
she said and turned to Noelle. “The hotel is being
ringed with security after they found the men you
stowed, up on the eighteenth floor, was it?”

“I can get past them,” Noelle said confidently.

“And leave a trail of bodies, alive hopefully,” said
Ginny. “No, we can go on and talk a litfle more. You
can have one of the two bedrooms in this suite. I've
got clothes that would fit you, and every lotion under
the sun to keep my skin smooth and supple like
yours.”

_GinnIs(I poured a refill into both of their glasses and
guided Noelle towards the windows. “Fantastic view,
isn’t it?” she asked.

~ “I don’t like it,” said Noelle nervously, clearly real-
izing that Ginny was treating her like a girl deliber-
ately. “All I can see is Elaces where I could hide and
shoot down anyone who was walking about in this
room.
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Ginny laughed but immediately drew the dark,
liner curtains over the windows.

“That ends that line of talking,” she said lightly.
“Why don’t we look into the bedrooms? You've al-
ready explored one and you know every dress I pos-
‘?ess, IQ(;,Xpect. Did you find one that you would like to
Iy on-:

“I, I wasn’t looking for that,” said Noelle, following
the older woman reluctantly. She watched in some
discomfort as Ginny chose a black nightdress for
Noelle and then took her hand to lead her to what
Ginny called her, Noelle’s, room.

“Oh, do you wear panties in bed at night?” asked
Ginny. “I don’t so [ wasn’t thinking.”

“Usually,” said a disconcerted Noelle and so it was
back and another ‘slosh’ of wine. There were giggles
then as Ginny opened her panties drawer and began
to talk about when and with whom she’d last worn
the lacy bits that she held out to a flushed, embar-
rassed Noelle Mercier.

“So, goodnight,” said Ginny, her arm companion-
ably through the other girl as she walked her back to
‘her’ room. “Mmm, I do so love your perfume, Noelle.
You bought it in Paris, I presume. I passed because of
the ex€ense of Chanel. It really suits you. But I sup-
pose all the men you meet say that to you.”

“Some do,” said Noelle with a quiver as Ginny’s
arm was still about her as the oldéer woman steered
Noelle to the black nightie and the bed Noelle was
supposed to sleep in.

“Well, goodnight,” said Ginny, hug%in§ the girl
again to her, feeling a surprising burst of pleasure as
the lovely girl didn’t resist and timidly hugged her
back. “There has to be a goodnight kiss,” said Ginny
as well, smiling at the girl who quivered a little but
didn’t object to the first, gentle, sticky kiss from the
older woman.

“Oh heck,” said Ginny, putting her arms around
the tense, trembling girl. “This doesn’t prove any-
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thing, Stephanie. You either are or you aren’t. I'm a
woman and, if you were any kind of a man, you’d
know what I want right now. And don’t suggest Jack.
That’s something I don’t want to compromise by do-
ing this.”

The gassio_nate kiss would have been rejected by
Noelle but Ginny had her arms so tightly about her
neck and Ginny seemed to be getting something out
of it as her lips moved over Noelle’s hungrily.

*¥*kx*x*q13 Tell me how that feels* * * * *

[ stiffened and tried to push this horny, older
woman off me. I shuddered as I thought of what she’d
said of the panties that she had given me to wear in
bed, that I was closer to a President wearing them
than I'd ever have been by listening to one of Ezra’s
promises.

[ don’t know which one of us fell across the bed
first but Ginny was %iggling as she held onto me and
snuggled up to me, kissing me again. Older women
like her shouldn’t do that, I thought wildly. Maybe
she’d had too much to drink, and didn’t know how
she was making me feel, lying on a bed with a
woman, a real woman, cuddling to me, kicking off her
high-heeled shoes and telling me to do the same. She
wasn’t even trying to tell me to stop. She didn’t seem
to care that I wasn’t a lesbian girl.

“Ginny,” I said, using the name she’d asked me to
call her. Virginia’ and ‘Mrs. Shepherd’ were what her
former mother-in-law had called her. She hated that
old bat. So, I called her Ginny and tried to slide away
from her and the emotions she was feeding in me.

“Yes, Stephen,” she whispered. I couldn’t help
clenching her body to me quickly and firmly as she
did that, manipulating me just as Ezra had. [ knew it.
She giggled as if she knew it as well and knew what I
was thinking.

Page - 86



RELUCTANT PRESS

Ginny touched my breasts then. I was on fire in a
moment. Her lips brushed mine again. I couldn’t re-
strain the kiss that I gave her, as her kiss mirrored
the caress that tweaked the nipples beneath my thin
blouse and uplifting bra. A strange, strange emotion
came over me. I felt heady and aroused and loving. I
didn’t want such an emotion to die away.

Here 1 was, on my bed with a woman, a real
woman, and she seemed to want me. Ginny wanted
me, called me St_eghen Nixon. She mgght just have
been intrigued with a man like me and how pretty I
was. Well, enough men had told me that - but never a
woman - not one I remembered. I didn’t think that
any woman could ever look at me, as I was, touch me
gs Ginny was doing. It was what I wanted a woman to

0.

Ginny called me ‘so pretty’ just the same, as she
undid the belt at my narrow waist and freed my skirt.
She didn’t have to do that as she knew [ was a man.
She wasn’t bothered at all by my breasts, my bra, the
women’s clothing I wore, my hair, my earrings or my
makeup. She adored my stockings, she said, and, of
course, my lovely fragrance.

[ was dazed by the kiss she prolonged and by the
way she took my hand. She made me touch her
breast, a real woman’s breast, not my own. I could
feel it tightening under my touch.

“You’re supposed to help, Stephen,” said the
woman strokmig my hair and earrings back off my
face. “You should know how to open a woman’s dress
and her bra, shouldn’t you? Or do I have to do that
myself?”

“I, I can do it,” I whispered to her. [ released Ginny
from her little black dress. She released me from the
transparent blouse I’d been wearing. She kissed my
bra strap and my cleavage as I wriggled with emotion
beside her. Oh, if only I wasn’t as girlish as I was but
my girlie things seemed to be turning Ginny on, I felt,
even though she kept calling me by my boy’s name.
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Ginny wanted me to take off her bra and to kiss
her scented breasts. And then she did the same thing
to me.

“Oh, oh,” I gasped in pleasure as her mouth closed
on my nipples as she suckled me. This was a woman
doing that to me! Our breasts came together as she
deliberately stroked mine with hers. I felt the erection
in my panties trying to spring forth.

“I, I can’t do this,” I said, I know I did, but it was
nothing in the face of the hurricane of emotions
sweeping over me. “You, you, know, you know, that,
that I'm a man, Ginny, I'm not ...”

“Sssh,” Ginny whispered. “This wouldn’t be any
good at all, would it, if you weren’t a man, Stephen
my boy? Now, be a good boy and do just what 1 tell
you to do.” I had to slide Ginny’s dress from her, as
she wanted me to, and then take off her panties as
she smiled and took my hand, placing it gently where
she wanted it next. I touched her vagina. It was
moist.

“Since 1 first touched you, Stephen, I've wanted
you,” Ginny whispered to me. “I've wanted to find out
just what you are, Stephen. I've wanted you to be a
man. Don’t disappoint me.”

A man? My stomach retracted and struggled with
how I felt to be described that way as this older
woman kissed and kissed me. [ held me to her, my
own feminized body tingling with the caresses and
fondling she was pouring onto me.

How could anyone, doing what Ginny was doing to
me, call me a man? She kept doing it while all the
time she was fondling my breasts or my tush, and
kissing my scented skin or my sticky lips. Her hands
finally released my bra. She made a meal once more
of my breasts, whispering praises of them because
they were so shapely and ‘perky’.

I was far more aroused and in much more distress
than I'd ever been with Thierry or Ezra undressing
me, preparing me to have sex with them, men who
wanted me to be their woman. This was a woman!
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She wanted me but the way she touched me, she
seemed to want me both as a man and as a woman.
The excitement grew in me as Ginny put her legs over
mine, caressing me as she undid my stockings and
;lgarter belt. She began to take down my panties,
aughing as she finally found my gaff, which I ner-
vously assisted her to take from me.

“Ah, you were telling the truth,” said Ginny as I
gaped and writhed as my manhood and genitals
came free. “You are Stephen indeed and not Stepha-
nie.”

I really wouldn’t have minded being either of those
to her, I thought, a shudder passing through me as
Ginny traced my feminine shape with her long finger-
nails and encouraged me to do the same to her. It
was so wonderful. Almost immediately, 1 felt my
manhood rising to agree with the wonders that Ginny
was introducing me to.

Ginny fondled and kissed my breast making me

frantic as I wriggled beside her as she was lifting her-
self on top of me. [ tried to hold her back but she
gentgz slapped my hands as if I was a little girl and
eased over me, her mouth on mine, her face was fill-
ing my line of vision.
“I do like being on top,” Ginny whispered to me as
she kissed my face as if T really was her girl friend.
Other men had done it to me. Where did that ‘other
men’ come from? | tho_u§ht, looking at her fearfully as
she held me down as if  was the girl and she was the
man.

It wasn’t what I wanted at all, I wanted to tell
Ginny, but her kisses and touches held me in thrall,
though I knew that I could have gotten her off me if
I'd wanted. But, in so many ways, [ didn’t want her off
me. I liked, I loved, all the wonderful womanly things
she was doing to me that a mere man couldn’t. She
rubbed her Va%ina over my manhood. I almost ejacu-
lated into her hand.

“No, don’t do that,” Ginny giggled at me. “Good

girls don’t do that. Oh, good, now I know how to keep
a horny, little guy under control, don’t I? All I have to
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do is call you Stephanie and I can make you take
your time, give me the pleasure I want. After all,
you’re going to have all the pleasure you can stand in
the end, Stephen, aren’t you? You'’re a man and you’ll
be the one in the end pumping inside me. Won't that
be lovely, Stephanie?”

And so we made love. All control was drained out of
me as I made love to a woman, or rather, I should
have said, she made love to me. I was putty in her
hands. I was her little girl and then I was her little
boy. She knew how to make me switch from one to
the other, guiding me to taking off my earrings and
barrettes and then letting her direct my long, long
hair down about my breasts.

“Such lovely breasts for a boy,” Ginny gi%gled. [
flushed as she said that to me. “I could kiss them all
day and all night. Ooo, that lovely Chanel, darling
girl. I love a girl who has perfumed her breasts. I bet
your boyfriends love it as welll”

I tried so fervently to get my manhood inside Ginny
but she held me back. “A girl like you knows how to
do this to a man,” she laughed at me as she directed
me to kiss her navel and no more. “A girl like you
keeps him waiting so that she can enjoy all the extras
a man should bring to lovemaking.”

The extras were all the things I'd done for men
when I was pretending to be a girl, pretending I was
in love with them, making a man squirt all over me,
often with my mouth on him.

I’d never thought I’d have my mouth on a woman’s
vagina or that she’d love it so. ' soon found out what a
cliforis was and how it aroused a woman as Ginny
grabbed my hair, I thought she would pull it out, so
much in the throes of passion was she as I worked
her clit with my tongue.

Being inside the incredibly moist Ginny was so
strange. I never did anything to a man, not even
Thierry or Ezra, like that. [ never penetrated anyone,
ever. I'd thoqght of that being horrible, perverted,
and perhaps it would be if I ever did that to a man in
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my bed, but with Ginny it didn’t seem horrible or per-
verted at all. It seemed right.

And Ginny, by her rocking, passionate move-
ments, seemed to agree with me. Oh, when I realized I
was begmnln% to climax, and she wasn’t stopping
me, she was begging me, “please Steve, please Ste-
phen,” not to stop, never to stop. I didn’t as I drove
myself into her, a woman, feeling so proud of myself,
so excited, so wonderful as I sank into her arms, our
breasts colliding, each so hard and aroused, Ginny
giggling at me.

“And you told me %zo.u weren’t a lesbian,” she had to
say, making me feel like such an idiot for loving her
as I had. Somehow, I’d ended up on top in all of our
lovemakmig. Ginny kissed me and eased me over,
telling me 'had to get used to my place, which would
always be, she said with a grin, beneath her.

“You’re so easy to control,” Ginny said to me as we
creamed our faces in the bathroom, two girls to-
ether, flushed and excited, having loved each other
through two of my climaxes. I knew I couldn’t do
more. | could see, in the bathroom mirror, that I was
still a girl, a lesbian, I thought with an inward smile.

After all, I was the one with the panties on. I was
the ones with ribbons tied in little bows on my long
braids as Ginny had done them for me. Yes, we
looked like two women together, touchmg_and ca-
ressing one another, me, at least, being thrilled still
%s rgy female lover touched my tush with her soft

and.

“See how I did it with a word?” Ginny asked me as
she placed her naked body against mine and kissed
me, our previously made-up faces now scrubbed
clean. “And it is going to be true, I think. I do believe
¥ou’re one of those rare guys I call a male lesbian.

oure a girl in everything you think and do. You
make love to me as if you were a woman making love
to another. Only the big finish is a little different. I
could get the same release though from my vibrator. I
think you would as well, Noelle. Shall we try it that
way the next time?”
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“I'm Stephen,” I began, and my panties began to
jerk as she took my hand and stroked me there.

Back in bed, it was more of the same, Ginny in
charge. She lay on me, caressmgnmy breasts with
hers. When she sat up, I thought she was going to let
me penetrate her again, but it wasn’t her that was
penetrated. She had something that looked like a
male dildo, that vibrated between my legs, between
m}slz thighs and then inside me as she made me into
what Thierry had called an orgasmic woman, she fi-
nallﬁtakmg me only when I was so wickedly hard and
on the verge of exploding.

“Now, don’t tell me, Noelle, you didn’t love that as I
do,” said Ginny with a crooked smile. “Tell me what it
was like for you. You really do feel like a girl now,
don’t you, Stephanie? You can never go back to being
just Stephen, can you? There’s part of you that
craves to be éte]s)hame, and with me so you can be
both, isn’t there?”

“I, I'd rather be Stephen,” I teased her, not about to
agree to anything she said that made me what she
said I was.

“I should just have had you made into a %irl,” said
Ginny. “I could still do it, you know, while you’re
sleeping off the pills I'll give you.”

“I wonder whose pills would last the longest,” I
murmured as she drew me against her, again sliding
over me, fondling me. She made me ready to have her
womanhood slide over mine as she pinned me down
and ‘rode’ me, as she called it.

“Oh! Oh! Mine!” my new lover shrieked. “Oh, gods,
Stephen! I can’t stop! I've never met a girl like you be-
fore! Oh, we can’t ever let you go back to being some
man’s l'over when you do this so marvelously to a
woman!”
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*14. Tell me about the miracle that just
occurred*

“Thank you all for coming on such short notice to
this meeting,” said Virginia Shepherd in her most
clipped, new deputy director voice. “You were all here
several weeks ag%\(l) when [ led off this meeting with the
statement that Noelle Mercier was the most danger-
ous woman alive. That we had to catch and kill her
before she killed any more of us.”

Not an eyelid flickered over Virginia’s recitation of
that ‘fact’, she noted with satisfaction. Not even Ezra
Marsh, stony-faced as ever, had anything to say.
Clearly, the word had got around that a ‘grievous’ er-
ﬂ‘?r(?% been made. But then, were there any other

inds?

“Weve had a shoot-to-kill order out on her for a
month,” said a forceful, grey-mustached man finally
from the top of the table from Virginia.

“Yes, Bob, we have,” said Virginia Shepherd. “But
the Director has just posted a new memorandum, re-
pealing that order.” She didn’t glance at Ezra Marsh
as her fellow deputy director sat back in his chair,
aloof from any current of curiosity that was floating
through the room.

Virginia nodded to Jack Reynolds who started the
recording of a young woman, a very attractive young
woman with a gorgeous figure. She entered a modern
building in a city everyone knew and couldn’t have
been anywhere else in the world but Nevada.

. “This is Noelle Mercier,” said Virginia as if the men
in this room would not have known that, hadn’t been
drooling over various pictures of her in her various
‘roles’ in Paris. “And these,” Noelle had gracefully
risen in an elevator through the luxurious apartment
building, and sashayed out, like the model girl she
could have been, past various, scowling security
men, into a suite that opened at her knock, “are the
Barrougqi brothers.”
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There was a stirring then at the table around her.

Bob stated the obvious from his end of the table.
“They’re alive,” he muttered.

“We've given them new identities,” said Virginia
crisply. “This is probably the last time that any of us
will ever see these gentlemen. The rest and relaxation
they’ve enjoyed, where they were last week, is now
over. And, of course, the services of Noelle are no lon-
ger needed in preserving the lives of these gentle-
men.

“I've a lot of questions...” began Bob belligerently.

“In writing only, no e-mails,” said Virginia, “to Jack
Reynolds who'll decide where to direct them and pro-
vide you with replies. Dissatisfaction with this proce-
dure is to be referred to the director himself.”

“This Noelle is not supﬁ)osed to be here, in this
country,” said one of the others, the one who had per-
sistently questioned Virginia _Shepherd the first time
she’d presented to this committee, she remembered.

“She isn’t since early today,” said Ginny, relaxing
as she looked ostentatiously at her watch. “And, be-
fore you ask, Noelle is still working for the agency.
She always has been. Jack Reynolds has taken over
the section once run by Jackson and will re-integrate
Noelle into the working of that section.”

. “Did she kill Jackson?” asked the same ques-
tioner, as persistent as ever, his glance to Ezra Marsh
asking other, unavoidable, but silent questions.

“The short answer is ‘no’.” said Ginny. “The longer
answer is that the bullets that struck Jackson have
been re-examined. It appears he was hit by bullets
from two guns. In the fire fight on that Parisian
street, the two groups of our operatives were firing at
one another, gou may _ recall. Perhaps Jackson
stepped forward to stop that, which would be nice to
believe. He was could have been going for the gun
that Noelle kicked away from him, exposing himself
to shooters on both sides. The obvious answer is that
we, the agency, killed him.”
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There was silence in the room as that information
was absorbed. These men were used to hearing facts
re-arranged to suit embarrassing situations. There
was no blowback immediately on facts being ‘re-ex-
amined’.

“Now, the effect of the new Central Asian deal that
has been worked out ...” began Virginia Shepherd,
with a smile to Ezra Marsh, who glared back at her
the ‘tell’ on his face showing a malice that prom_lsed
Ginny their truce on the matter of Stephen Nixon
would soon be over.

*15. Tell me how it's all going to end
between us*

I stopped on the side street and looked through the
glllass. window at Thierry smiling and laughing with
the girl at the counter of the shop. I couldn’t help but
notice my own image as well. The red wig suited me,
as did the glasses I'd perched on my nose. In a styl-
ish, swingy, grey skirt and black stockings, I looked
just like any other university girl in Montreal. I

ugged my books to me as my high heels clicked on
the pavement and followed my quarry onto the street
of apartment blocks, student residences in the main,
with all of the universities clustered around down-
town Montreal.

[ made it fairly obvious I was tailing Thierry but he
was startled when I grabbed the apartment buildin
fliont door and scooted in with him before it coul
close.

“Je m’excuse, mademoiselle, ...” Thierry began.
Then he paled and the bread that he’d just bought at
the bakery began to shake in his hands.

“It’s so delightful to hear someone speakiné in
ing

French again,” I said to him as we stood there loo
at one another, a few other residents sweeping past
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us from the emptying ‘down’ elevator. “You can call
me ‘mademoiselle” any time you like, Thierry. It sends
goose bumps right through me.”

“You, you found me,” said Thierry nervously as an-
other, empty elevator arrived. I danced past him to
take it, having to take his hand to make him come in
after me. [ pressed the button for eleven. That made
him get even paler.

“You know where I live,” Thierry said thickly, star-
ing at me over the parcel of food he was carrying.

“You used to talk to me when I’d sated you,” I told
him; that made him start and begin to breathe
heavily. “This was the place you said you’d retire to
and study French culture outside France. You re-
member how you’d whisper in my ear about the
saucy clubs along St Catherine’s Street. I think
theyre just sex clubs now, aren’t they?”

“I, I talked about a lot of places, Tahiti, the Sey-
chelles, Thailand,” Thierry said as held onfo his arm
as if [ was his girlfriend, smiling at the guy who came
out of his room and nodded to Thierry before he
smiled at me.

“Oh, yes, Bangkok,” I murmured to him. “If you
hadn’t been here, that’s where I would have gone to
next. [ think you’d have stood out too much, though,
Thierry, there among the ladyboys.”

“Don’tl” whispered Thierry, pulling me into his
bedsitter or studio apartment. “I only talked to you
about that because you asked me ...

“Asked you if there were other girls in the world
like me,” I finished for the man who’d been my lover
for so long when I couldn’t remember who I was. He’d
told me I was Noelle Mercier and his girlfriend, his
woman, despite the way I felt inside and the man-
hood between my legs.

“There really isn’t anyone in the world like you,
Noelle,” said Thierry, putting the package, the
French bread threatening to fall over, on top of the
untidy computer table.
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I smiled at that, tossing my books and my glasses
onto one of the room’s two chairs. I didn’t think we’d
be needing them.

“You always knew how to make compliments to
me,” I cooed to him and moved into his arms.

“Noelle, I, I can’t ...” Thierry began, sounding so
much like me the first times I was with him.

“Don’t tell me about that girl you were out with,” I
said to him as I put my arms about his neck. “You
didn’t %o.mto her place, though she wanted you. You
didn’t bring her back here to your own bed. So, don’t
tell me there’s someone else, unless it’s Jean-Claude
down the hall.”

“No,” said Thierry, beginning to shiver. He shivered
and quivered all through our kissing and the urgent
way I pressed my body against his. Funny, but I was
acting a part, as we used to say, and probably he’d
recognized that I was, but as I touched my lips to his
and pushed my breasts against his chest, I wasn’t
the sassy co-ed I’'d been playing for Thierry.

I was his girl friend again and I wanted him. I
wanted him to make love to me. Yes, I'd been en-
thralled by Ginny Shepherd for over a month while
the details of my resurrection, and that of the
Barrouqi brothers, was worked out. But I'd soon fig-
ﬁredbltdOUt [ was never going to be Stephen Nixon in

er bed.

Ginny loved to dress me as a model. She loved to
make love to me from the dominant position. Soon,
she was calling me Noelle all the time. The only part
of our relationship in which I was male was when I
Eenetrated her but she rode me so intensely I didn’t

now half of the time as we bucked and rolled around
together if I was really in her or if she was truly in me.

I know that Ginny loved making love to me but I
didn’t know if she reallly was in love with me, even as
Noelle Mercier. I vaguely mentioned I needed to track
down some of the people in my file. Well, only child,
mother and father deceased. The same as in a hun-
dred files of members of a ‘section’, Ginny said.
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“Doesn’t mean that it’s true. But it could be. Sug-
%ests you’re in for a big disappointment if you do go
ack. Probably, all the stuff in your file is false.”

Another time, me talking about it again, had
brought a similar response.

“Oh, there’ll be time for that if you’re set on bein
Stephen again, Noelle,” Ginny had said finally, twirl-
ing me round in my flaring dance dress while she
wore the pants in our dancing duet. “We won’t have
much time together, you know, once the Director
agrees you are reinstated. So we have to enjoy each

other while we can.”

So, I never got to go on a voyage of discovery, see
my old haunts, if there were any, as the order came
down from the Director. Of course someone with my
kill-set was ordered to the front lines, out of the
country again.

“I’'m really going to miss you,” Ginny told me, look-
ing like a mother sending her daughter off to college
as she hul%ged me openly in the airport lounge. “But1
insist on holidays for both of us. We can lie on a Ca-
ribbean beach in our bikinis and drive the natives
wild, can’t we? Christmas will be best.”

“It sounds wonderful,” I’'d said, hugging her back,
as if I was her daughter, letting her kiss my cheek. I
almost called her ‘Mummy’ but that would have been
‘ﬁloo ml’iCh' Ginny would have guessed that I was on to

er wiles.

“You’re not playing a part,” croaked Thierry as I
went down on the bed, drawing him down on top of
me, the kiss I gave him as warm and passionate as
any I’d given to Ginny.

~ “No,” I whispered to him. “It’s me, Noelle, my dar-
ling. I've been dreaming of loving you again ever since
we left Paris. We didn’t finish, did we?

“You were the one to say ‘Run’ that time,” said
Thierry as he began slowly to take my clothes off me,
stopping to kiss and caress everything about me that
was revealed by his eager fingers.
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“That’s over with now,” I had to tell him. “I'm back.

The}lz want me to bring you back in with me as well.” I
iggled. “They think you can control me,” I had to tell
im.

Thierry kissed me, his tongue so wonderfully alive
and firm, yet gentle in my mouth, letting me know all
the wonderful things that were going to hap&mn to
me. | helped Thierry out of his shirt and undid his
pants where his manhood was clearly eager to see me
again.

[ slipped out of my skirt and let him take off each
item of women’s underwear 1 wore. 1 groaned and
shrieked as I always had with him, and had never
with Ginny, I realized, as he caressed my breasts and
kissed them so ardently. Oh, yes, I felt I was a
woman. [ was a woman with a male, fervent lover who
wanted me as much as I wanted him inside me.

It was too rushed, too fervent, that first time.
Thierry almost tore my panties off me in his hurry
but I was just as bad, spreading my legs for him and
lifting my tush so that he could do what any man
should do to his women. I was squealing again as I
wriggled and writhed to make him enter me more
deeply. I bounced and thrashed beneath my lover,
Ful ing his head down to my breasts and then to my
ips until finally, he released. Then I could let go as
well, becoming the orgasmic woman he’d told me I
was.

“You, you sh-should never have done this to me
the first time,” I scolded Thierry as he lay beside me,
fondling me, knowmg I’'d want him again in just a few
short minutes.

“Why not?” asked Thierry smiling at me. “Because
you like it too much, my darling woman?”

“Because [ like it too much, my darling man,” I told
him, clutching at him again as the urge to prggsm
rose in me again so fiercely. I rolled around in bliss
and ecstasy as Thierry made love to me, his naked
woman, whispering such lovely compliments to me
as he drove and drove into me until I erupted and
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convulsed beneath him, so sure, for that time, at
least, that I was a woman.

I was starving for breakfast. We ate his breakfast
and lunch as I sat in his lap in my frilly, feminine
panties, teasing him, but he was too much satisfied,
typical man, to love me fully again.

“The computer program?” asked Thierry when I ex-
plained why they wanted him back. “It’s not to be
your control, then?”

“I need you in control of me, Thierry,” I told him,
squirming my tush into his manhood. I could tell he
really liked that as he reached over and kissed my
breasts gently as my panties began to move as well.

“So, it’s a package deal,” said Thierry. “What about
Jackson?”

That led to the long story, including the interlude I
had had with Ezra, and the other with Ginny. Neither
made Thierry very happy.

“I did kill Jackson,” Thierry told me once more as
he had in Paris.

I had to love my wonderful man then because I
knew he’d killed Jackson for all the insults that he’d
directed at me.

“Let’s not make it a habit,” I finally said to him af-
ter he had satisfied me even more than I thought was
possible.

“With the petg)fple we’re working for,” said Thierry,

i

before I went off into total bliss again, “I don’t think
that is possible.”

*****END*****
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