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IDENTITY:

NOELLE MERCIER

by Philippa Peters

*****1. Tell us what we don�t know*****
Thierry stepped out of the bakery with his ba-guette and cream cheese-filled croissants. He turnedto wave to Madame Loty as he always did just as aman in a dark raincoat eased away from the wall. Hishand indicated the pavement in front of Thierrywhere a dark-windowed limousine pulled up in frontof the pair.
Virginia Shepherd rolled down the front window.�Get in, Thierry,� she said tersely, rolling the windowback up and ignoring him as she went back on hercellphone.
A Section Chief here, in Paris, a part of the pickupof a basically unemployed agent? Thierry swallowedand handed his packages to the surprised musclewho�d opened the door for him.
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�Enjoy,� said Thierry before the door slammedshut after him. The guard on the back seat friskedhim quickly and neatly, removing the stiletto Thierrykept in his sock for occasions like this, occasionswhen he felt threatened. Despite the danger he recog-nized right away, Thierry would not have thought ofusing it on a higher-up in the agency all the way fromWashington, especially a star on the rise as he�dheard that Ginny Shepherd was.
Ginny snapped her phone shut and half-turnedfrom the front seat of the speeding car. �You�re com-ing with us,� she said, �back on active service. I needto know everything there is to know about NoelleMercier, including if you were really fucking her ornot.�
Thierry blanched. He knew instantly he�d made amistake. To an operator like Ginny Shepherd, he�dprobably given away the secret he�d held onto sofiercely through previous interrogations. Yes, he�dbeen making love to Noelle Mercier - had it reallybeen a year since she�d left him? � whenever he couldget her panties down after she�d returned in amne-siac distress to Paris.
�Everything about Noelle?� Thierry managed togasp. �You, you must have all the files? She, she�sbeen retired what, a year, at least! I don�t know whereshe�s at these days.�
�She was here in Paris ten days ago,� snappedGinny Shepherd. �The French are hopping mad thatthe fingerprints of one of our agents were found in theapartment of Ahmed Barrouqi and his brother, thebanker. I trust you know who they were.�
�The executive and financial brains behind ��Thierry began.
�Behind every attack on an American target sincenine-eleven,� snapped Ginny Shepherd. �Ahmed wassupposed to be protected while he was here to talkabout some peace proposal the French thought theycould foist on him. So, an agent of ours is identifiedas the one who took out the pair, both Ahmed and hisbrother.
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�Who�ve co-operated in every way with the French,they�ve been telling us, for years. The brother guar-anteed that Ahmed was tired of continual warfareand could broker a real peace. He was ready to makeconcessions to us, on behalf of his intimate friends,as he called them.
�You can guess what the French think now. One ofus, they�re saying to my superiors,� she stressed thatword, �has taken out the first real opportunity forending the conflict in Central Asia. The boys of theDeuxieme Bureau don�t believe the double killingwas �by accident,� misunderstood orders, or anyother face-saving euphemism you�d like to use for adisastrous incident. Having us simply disavow NoelleMercier, as we already have, isn�t going to abate theshit storm that�s going on between Washington andParis.�
�Noelle�s in Paris?� Thierry asked without trying todissemble but, still, Ginny looked at him verysharply.
�Yes,� snapped the fortyish, blonde woman,well-groomed as all American women of her age andwealth would be. Her blue eyes were like steel,Thierry thought. She wouldn�t take �No� for an an-swer. She�d be most disappointed in Thierry, eventhough he was on the �disabled list�, unused and un-forgiven for what had happened the last time his su-perior had visited Paris. His and her overseers didn�twant another dead Section Chief. By the cortege ofblack-glassed Hummers that led and followed them,Thierry knew that was a given.
The car zipped into the underground garage of abuilding two kilometers from the embassy. It wasn�t aplace Thierry had ever been in, much less heardabout. He was brought to an interrogation roomwhere there were images of the grisly murder of theBarrouqi brothers on the wall screen. They�d beenshot, execution-style, through the front of the head,their faces almost obliterated.
Through a long glass wall, Thierry could see manypeople working computers, street scenes on thescreens, many of the road they�d just driven. Intent

Page - 3

RELUCTANT PRESS



faces studied the cars moving along the streets.Along with charts and screens, there were pictures ofNoelle, some that he�d never seen.
She�d never looked more beautiful, Thierrythought, aware that these were new photographs ofNoelle, seemingly in New York, looking young, freshand very girlish. She was on Mohammed Barrouqi�sarm, his tongue hanging out � was that a steward-ess�s skirt and blouse - as if he�d never seen a girl likeher before. He probably hadn�t, thought Thierry rue-fully. Hmm, Barrouqui in the States? And allowed togo free with the prettiest girl in the agency?
�How many fingerprints did the French find ofNoelle?� asked Thierry, trying to be business-like.The pause that followed allowed Ginny to organizewho she wanted in the interrogation room with him.
Ginny looked sharply at Jack Reynolds, her princi-pal aide, as sharp as she was, younger, a man who�dattached himself to a shooting star, Thierry assessed.
�Two,� said Jack shortly as Ginny nodded to him.�One was on an unused bullet in the gun, the otheron the alarm system to the apartment.�
�You think it�s a setup?� asked Ginny, staring atThierry fiercely from behind Jack�s head, his eyes aspredatory as hers.
�She�d never have done a job like this,� saidThierry, wondering at the desire that came over himto protect Noelle from his bosses as he�d done oncebefore. That hadn�t worked out so well. �A clear as-sassination and clues to lead back to her? She wasn�ttrained for executions like that, Jackson used to sayall the time. He�d say that he could send me out witha gun and a cyanide pellet in my mouth if he wantedanyone just dead. Noelle was on a different level.�
�The Bourne Identity,� sneered Ginny. �The profes-sional assassin? Don�t make us laugh! She was justpart of a security team we ran out of Paris that youwere part of. Did she ever actually kill anyone?�
Thierry�s blood froze. �You, you don�t know any-thing about her at all, do you?� he gasped.
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�Enlighten us,� said Ginny flatly.
�The files,� gasped Thierry.
�Have all been eliminated, as far as anyone, thedeputy director included, can tell,� said Ginny, herlook intense and baleful as she stared at Thierry. �Sotell us anything and we�ll believe it � for a few daysanyway. Tell us all we need to know. And don�t tell methat The Bourne Identitywas true because I won�t be-lieve you.�
You should, thought Thierry Bouchard, youshould. You should believe it. �How do you know it�sher?� he asked, desperately stalling for time to think.
�The fingerprints,� said Jack Reynolds as if he wasspeaking to a small child, while Ginny looked atThierry grimly.
�We had a way of getting around that in Jackson�ssection,� Thierry began. �Even if she left a print, itshouldn�t have led back to her.�
�Yes,� said Reynolds. �We checked yours and cameup with a Colin Powell, a Marine killed in a car acci-dent in Germany.�
�And Noelle�s?� asked Thierry, holding his breath.
�Nothing as famous as Colin Powell,� saidReynolds with a tight smile. �Her fingerprint checkled to a different person also, a Flight-Lieutenant Ste-phen Nixon, who was killed on a helicopter missionover Iraq.�
Thank you for giving me Noelle�s real name,thought Thierry, shivering inside, certain it was true.She�d had all kinds of aliases in the time before she�dbecome Noelle totally. Jackson had used a name likethat for �her� a few times at the start.
�How�s Stevie Wonder coming along?� Jacksonhad sometimes enquired of the newbie�s handler,Thierry Bouchard.
�Great!� had always been the answer, even whenthe question changed to, �Are you sure you and Little
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Stevie can handle what we expect of the two of you?�The answer again had always been positive thoughNoelle, as Thierry was calling �her� all the time bythen, would probably have disagreed vehementlywith him. For the longest time, he�d never told herthat Jackson checked up on her, Stevie Wonder�s,progress as a woman and as an agent.
If I ever meet her again, I can tell her that, at least,Thierry thought glumly to himself. Maybe she won�tkill me right away. She�d wanted so desperately toknow who she really was, who �he� was, the last timeThierry had kissed her, him, so passionately and toldher, no, told him, to disappear outside Europe.

*****2. Mission complete*****
The plane blew apart most satisfactorily behindme as I dove from the sky. All sight of it had disap-peared when I disengaged from the parachute, at-tached the weights I had in my pack, and began thelong swim towards the Italian coast. That�s whatThierry told memust have happened. I didn�t remem-ber it at all. He said a piece of the plane must havefallen on me, struck me on the head, it didn�t have tobe a large piece, and so I�d fallen into a catatonic sortof trance.
How could I have gone on swimming? I�d askedhim doubtfully. Reflex action, he�d told me. I wastrained to do that. It was good to know that my train-ing had kicked in, that I�d been able to swim andhead in the right direction. That�s what the men, onthe boat that picked me out of the MediterraneanSea, had said I was doing, swimming slowly and me-thodically towards the coast, over thirty kilometersaway.
The lookout had only seen me at the very last mo-ment. I hadn�t heard him yell or the boat coming upbehind me. I hadn�t heard it hit me. I don�t rememberthe impact. I don�t recall re-surfacing and trying toswim again. I don�t recall catching hold of a floatthrown into the water, holding onto it while I washauled aboard the Buena Fortuna.
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My first memory was of some old guy cutting meout of the wet suit I�d been wearing. �It�s all right,lady,� he said soothingly as I turned and grabbed thehand, with the scalpel in it, very tightly, enough tohurt him.
�It�s all right, lady,� he said again anxiously. �I�mnot going to hurt you. I only want to get you out ofthis wetsuit - is that the right word? � you�re wearingright now.�
I wanted to ask him why he was calling me �lady.�That wasn�t the right word, I wanted to tell him.Couldn�t he see who I was? And I needed the suit toswim and float in, I wanted to say.
�Our boat ran into you,� the old man said, trying topry my fingers from his wrist but he couldn�t do it.�You won�t need this ripped-up suit again, I promiseyou, lady. We�ll take you wherever you want to go.We�re headed into Genoa.�
�Genoa?� I croaked. Was that where I was sup-posed to be going? Why would I be out swimming inthe Mediterranean Sea to an Italian port? Because,because, and then the first fear hit me as I couldn�trecall at all what I was supposed to be doing, swim-ming across a vast sea? And why was this man stillcalling me �lady�? I let the man�s hand go. Hebreathed hard in relief, instantly beginning to mas-sage his wrist.
�Can I take off your swimming gear now, my dear?�the old man asked me. �Your flippers and mask areover there. Oh, and there�s some kind of pack youwere swimming with as well. Franco is looking atthat.�
I reached up to pull down the front zipper of thewetsuit. My hand ran over me, over my chest, overthe breasts that bounced a little as I touched them.Breasts! I almost gagged and screamed at the oldguy. What had he done to me? What kind of weirdgame was he playing with me? I sat up quickly,frightening the old man, frightening myself evenmore as long hair swept over my face and these wom-anly breasts bounced a little in front of me!
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�My name is Niccolo,� said the old man with a ner-vous smile. �I serve as medic whenever we need oneon Buena Fortuna.� He grimaced. �Horrible name, is-n�t it, given to this boat by some English owner, previ-ously. What is your name, lady?�
�My name is �� I stopped, mymind swirling. I triedto say it, it was a woman�s name, this person whowas me. I tried to spit out the word that describedme, but I couldn�t. It just wouldn�t come. I think Iscared the old man with the intensity with which Imust have stared at him, me sitting there with long,blonde hair, thin eyebrows as I saw later, earrings atmy ears, and perky, women�s breasts almost in hisface.
�I don�t know what my name is,� I had to say,about to tell him not to call me �lady� one more time orI�d break his wrist. I knew I could have done it as Iheld his hand.
Niccolo�s mouth dropped open a little. �The blow toyour side and head,� he said, pointing to the wetsuitthat didn�t cover half of me now, not completely. Ahuge, jagged slash ran up from my thigh and acrossmy body, leaving the zippers to hold the whole thingtogether in places. I could now see why Niccolo wastrying to cut the suit away from me.
�There�s no cut, no blood, just bruises,� saidNiccolo quickly as I ran my fingers over my exposedsmooth, hairless skin, skin like a woman�s, the fear-ful thought swept through me. �You can�t wear thisback into the water, can you, pretty lady? Let me getyou out of this. Don�t worry, my dear. I�ve seen a na-ked woman before.�
Niccolo tried to laugh at that remark. But there itwas again, I thought in panic. I stared down at mychest and the two mounds protruding from me. Thatmust be why he was spouting out all this �woman�and �lady� stuff? Couldn�t he see that I really wasn�t awoman? He must be able to tell by my voice, surely.Hemust be able to tell that I was� I was� I was�
�Don�t try to force your name to come,� saidNiccolo. �Just relax while I free this part from around
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your breasts. There, my lady. It will all come back toyou in a flood in a few minutes, I expect. You�ll just bedoing something perfectly natural, like having somesoup with Franco and me and, presto, you�ll say, I�mGina, or I�m Sophia, something like that.�
Well, I shuddered at such a suggestion. I knew Iwasn�t Gina Lollobrigida or Sophia Loren, I knewthat. But I couldn�t believe how much womanish hairpopped out in front of me when Niccolo cut aroundthe suit and the top came away. My long hair actuallysnagged on some parts of the neckline as well.
�Sorry, sorry,� Niccolo went on as I gasped at thepains at my neck. �You girls look so pretty with long,blonde hair, don�t you, but hold still! I�m trying not tocut any of it. There, I�ve just freed it for you.� Hepicked up a mirror then to show me that he hadn�tdamaged my long, blonde hair.
I could see �myself�. �That, that�s �� not me, I wasgoing to say, but terror took over me briefly as Istared at the girl. Well, it was definitely a girlish facelooking back at me in confusion, with such thick,dark eyelashes. Thin eyebrows, a thin nose, red,painted lips, surely, and gleaming earrings,flower-shaped, all combined with my long hair toshout at me that I was a girl, a pretty girl!
�That�s Marcella that you�re looking at,� said asmiling Niccolo, �or Natalia, Maria, Pia?�
I was none of those! But I could be as I lookeddown at myself and there were these lovely breastsattached, no, growing out of me! How could that havehappened? It couldn�t have because I, I was a man!
�Sit up, pretty lady,� insisted Niccolo. �I help youget out of the bottom half of this suit. Trust me, mydear lady, you don�t have to blush and be so embar-rassed. It isn�t as if I haven�t undressed my owndaughters many a time.�
So, I half stood, half rested, my body against thetable, I think it was that, on which I�d been laid.Mmm, my hips curved most seductively inwards asmy hips curved out, tight panties between my legs to
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cover my most female of parts. I didn�t know why Ididn�t believe what I was seeing but the evidence wasvery clear, from my long, shapely women�s legs to thepainted toenails, like the shaped, painted, womanlyfingernails I had, that I was a woman.
It was so strange as I stood before Niccolo. Hechecked the thin, golden links of a ladies� watch atmy wrist. He swung the stone of the necklace I wasapparently wearing as well. The thin golden chainswirled around me and showed me a flowery pendantthat matched the earrings that I wore and nowbounced between my naked, �perky� breasts. Whohad called them that? I can remember laughing atthe description as whoever it was had said they werejust how �Vernon� liked them.
Someone had been amused with the shape of mybreasts? Then, the fearful thought struck me hard. Imust be a woman! I had breasts and someone else,the first name I recalled, a Vernon, liked them theway they were!
�We don�t really have clothing for you, dear lady,�said Niccolo. �But here�s a tee-shirt of mine and somejeans, too. Franco and Paolo are far too tall for apretty, little girl like you to be wearing their clothes.�
With a shudder, I pulled his clean tee-shirt overmy head. My breasts inflated the tee, of course, muchto Niccolo�s glee, I could see. I doubtfully took hisjeans in hand. They looked enormous when I triedthem against my thin waist.
�I do need a bathroom,� I said to Niccolo.
�The head, dear pretty lady,� he said, �is throughhere.�
I wobbled forward, almost falling as the boatseemed to be swaying an awful lot.
�My tee-shirt has never looked so good,� Niccologloated, with a smile at me, looking me up and downappreciatively.
I�d have done the same, I knew, but how could I? Itwas weird how these markedly feminine attributes of
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mine seemed to turn me on, with each bounce, inthat same way that they were turning on Niccolo aswell.
But I was hurting between my legs. I sat down onthe toilet and slipped the panties down my legs,thinking I had to do that since I was a girl. And whatwas this? I was taped up and bound around my sex-ual parts. It took me a while to find where I could pullthe tape down from my female parts. I had done avery good job, it was me, wasn�t it, of using tape toconceal that I didn�t have a female vagina betweenmy legs. No, I had a male penis and testicles!
And they really hurt as I freed them. I think Isquealed with the pain. Niccolo knocked on the doorthat luckily I�d bolted. �Are you all right, Andrea?� heasked cooingly. �Do you need me to come in and helpyou?�
�No, I�m fine!� I called back, realizing that I wasspeaking in a girlish voice that matched most of theappearance I�d presented to Niccolo up to now.
I bent to look at what was appearing more betweenmy legs. My hair and necklace fell forward about mychest and neck. What the heck was I? It was almostwith revulsion that I looked at my male parts. Yet,they felt so right! I was a man. It was these thrustingbreasts, nipples showing through the tee-shirt, andthe wide, fleshy hips that were wrong.
And my hair! Whoever had styled it so much like awoman�s? Just pushing it back from my face made itfall into place. In the shaving mirror, a grimacing,distressed girl was looking back at me.
It took me a while to gather up the remnants of thetape. What could I do, I thought in dismay. I couldn�tpretend to be a man, could I? My body and face wereso much like a woman�s. Oh, gods, I must be somekind of weirdo! I must be one of those fruitcakes, aman who thought there was a woman trapped in hisbody, who tried to be just like a woman.
A drag queen! Yes, that�s what they were called. Atravesti, a transvestite, that�s what I must be. A man
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who loved to dress in women�s clothes. Oh, gods, hadI altered my body so that I could be taken for awoman? And why would I do that? So everyone wouldtreat me like a woman. I might even have a boy friendand enjoy kissing him as if I was his woman.
Ugh, I almost threw up at such thoughts. Howcould anyone be like this, a half-man, half-woman! Itwas gross and disgusting! Oh, gods, perhaps thatblow to my head had knocked some sense into me.Perhaps I could get back, as soon as I could, to beingwhat I was, a complete man.
But there was the job I�d just done! Slowly at first, Iremembered all about it. I�d been a woman! It wastrue! I was a woman in a gorgeous dress, flauntingmy breasts and pretty, female figure as I�d come clat-tering up the steps in my impossible high heels ontoVernon�s plane!
I�d thrown my arms about his neck, covering hiswilling lips with my lipstick, wiggling my breastsback and forth against him. I kissed and kissed him,this Vernon, who put his arms about me, hugging meto him, whispering I was going to be his woman fullyon this flight, wasn�t I? And I was laughing, gigglingas if I was drunk, nodding and promising Vernon, hissmirk infuriating me, I felt, that I�d be his woman �en-tirely�, whatever that meant, on this flight.
In the boat�s head, I stared at myself, my wholebody quivering as I replayed what I, a woman, haddone then with a man, at what seemed to be a latertime in my memory for I was changed into another,really skimpy, revealing dress. I could remembertwisting and twirling, a girl admiring myself in such alovely, short gown, in front of the dressing mirror.
I�d jumped onto Vernon, pressing my breastsagainst him, not just kissing his lips in wild abandonbut taking his hands and encouraging him to fondlemy breasts and my hips. It was as if I was high onsomething. That must have been it, I thought. Theother men I was going to kill, too! That stray thoughtalmost made me cry out in anguish as I didn�t knowwhy I thought that or even if it was true. But thiswhole group of men were there, laughing and smiling
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at �Poor Vernon�, whom they teased since he couldn�tbe away from his girl friend for just one day.
�Oh, so that�s why the aft cabin is a bedroom,� theswarthy Franz Guerter had said while I wiggled myhips as Vernon stroked me.
�Be a good girl, Simone,� Vernon had called me butthat wasn�t my name. It was an alias. Goddess, Ithought, wondering at the word I�d chosen to use.How on earth did I know that? �Go into the bed cabinand get ready to make love to me all flight long.�
�You promised me!� I gushed at my latest boyfriend. Vernon patted me onmy rear, traced my pant-ies against me as I wiggled my tush against him,slapping it when I let go of him.
I exaggerated my wiggle as I left Vernon to his con-ference with his friends. �Don�t be too long,� I said inmy most high-pitched, little girlish voice as I slid theshoulder straps of my bra and my dress downenough to give Vernon a flash of what he�d be caress-ing and what he�d be missing if he didn�t hurry upand do whatever weapons dealers do when they�re to-gether.
Oh yes, I stared in amazement at the blonde, girl-ish image in the mirror. It was all coming back to me,who I was and everything. I knew that none of thathad been my affair. My only task was to get aboardthe plane and kill everyone on it. I knew that. It allflooded back. I remembered why I�d been a girl andwhy I was on such a plane. I�d let Vernon pick me upin a bar, after I�d been part of the chorus line at theKitten. He�d loved my almost naked dancing, just oneof the girls. He�d had most of them in his time. I wasthe new girl which is why I was to be his latest lover.
I�d gushed about going with him to the Riviera aswe rolled around and bucked together on his hotelbed. I wouldn�t let him penetrate me all the way, notthat I wasn�t that sort of girl, I let him know. No, I justwanted to go South to the warm weather. If Vernontook me, he could have me all the way, his Simone,fashion model. His chorus girl, I called myself, cooingabout that fancy new jet he�d bought, complete with
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bed cabin for long trips, or for lovemaking with a verypretty girl, with long, blonde hair, Vernon�s favoritetype of girl.
Only, I couldn�t remember how I�d become thatkind of girl. But I clearly had and had done my job. I�dmade sure that Vernon was dead, strangling himwith my panties as his eyes bulged out as he�d seenthe real me, but only after he�d sniffed my panties. I�dthen stretched them around his scrawny neck.
Easy to place the bomb, time it, change into swim-ming gear and leave the plane. �That dumb blondegirl just fell out of the plane!� I heard someonescreaming. I counted to twenty before the flash. I fellanother fifteen seconds before I opened my para-chute.
I shuddered as I pulled on Niccolo�s pants in theclosed bathroom, thinking about why I�d been swim-ming in the water. I�d killed a whole planeload of peo-ple. I was a murderer, I thought in horror. Why had Idone it? What had those people done to me to makeme disguise myself so thoroughly as a woman, workmy way onto a plane, simpering all over my boyfriend, being the sexiest of girls for him, in the skimp-iest of dresses, before I went to bed with him. I�d evenacted like a girl in his bed, right up to the moment Ikilled him.
No answers came to me. Niccolo called at the dooragain. Numb in thoughts and body, I went over thepoor retaping I�d done. My panties did at least seemflatter with the tape holding in everything thatshould be out. How could I have done this, behavinglike a woman?
Then, thoughts of the way I�d moved and behaved,the way I�d kissed men so easily and fawned so girl-ishly all over them came sickeningly to my mind. Ihadn�t just been a chorus girl in short, frilly, girlishcostumes, I�d been an escort of some type as well. I�dloved kissing men and luring them into my room inmany different hotels.
Oh gods, what was I? My memories, the ones thatflooded into me all seemed to be of me kissing men,
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wriggling against and about them. Yes, I�d donesomething for those men that only girls who werepaid for such a service would do, I guessed, my faceafire in the shame I felt from my recall.
Was that the way I had to move and behave, to getNiccolo to co-operate with me and get me off thisship, behave as a showgirl? I had to wrap the beltNiccolo gave me twice about my waist, but I couldfree it in an instant to become a weapon. Yes, I mightneed to take care of him, I thought grimly, shiveringat what I was thinking. I had to protect myselfagainst discovery of who I was. I opened the bath-room door and sashayed to the room where Niccolohad been helping me with my wetsuit.
�What do you think, Nicky?� I pouted coyly, shak-ing, yes, definitely shaking, feeling so squeamish in-side. I swayed into the room in the awful jeans, pulledtogether at my waist.
�A new style for girls �?� I began with a forced gig-gle and stopped then because Franco was standingthere. He�d broken into the pack I�d brought awayfrom the plane with me. Of all the items in it, all themakeup and change of undies, the bras and panties,the one Franco had chosen was the gun that I�dwrapped in my black panties, the ones I�d strangledVernon with. Well, they were pretty and he didn�tneed them, I�d been thinking, laughing to myself atmy little joke.
�I told you she wasn�t just a swimmer,� snarledFranco to Niccolo, who had a long, kitchen knife inhis hand. �It�s a con! She�s gonna signal to her friendsto jump us!�
�Jump you?� I had to ask, putting as much swishinto it as I could. Gosh, what was my real name andwhy was I here, really, apart from killing people anddressing as a woman? �What do you have on board?A ton of cocaine?�
Oh, the looks on their faces! They did have some-thing like that on board. Franco raised the gun in hishand. I reacted instinctively. I didn�t know I couldmove that fast nor did I know that I could chop down
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so hard. I was sure I broke Franco�s wrist. He wentdown, his howling choking off, as I also kicked him,right on the chin.
And while I was doing that, I whirled into the lung-ing Niccolo, turned his hand and buried the knifeinto him and not into me as he�d intended, that sweetold man.
There was another one, wasn�t there? I vaulted upthe stairs, my bruises groaning and protesting that Ishouldn�t treat my body like that. Paolo was armedwith a Very pistol. He fired at me; only I�d movedwhen I saw him. I kicked him several times, the lastone sending him from the steering hatch right overthe side of the boat. I looked back as he bobbed up,waving at the boat, leaving him behind.
I anchored the steering wheel, leaving the boat toprogress at the same speed. I went down to the diningcabin, I suppose it was. Niccolo was taking a longtime to die. Franco�s neck was broken.
�Please, pretty lady!� gasped Niccolo, trying to plughis wound with a tablecloth. I pulled it away. It waspretty bad. I could have left him, like Paolo, to surviveif he could. But he�d seen me, talked to me. Besides,he was pretty stupid. He still thought I was a woman,even though he�d seen me move like a man.
His head was at a weirder angle than Franco�s af-ter I�d kicked him. I jerked Niccolo with my arms andhands, not knowing I was that strong and could kill aman so easily. Funny, but I didn�t feel anything at allabout killing, like that, or in any way, just as I don�tthink I�d thought at all about the people on the planeI�d killed.
I found my pack and the spare, womanly revealingbikini in it. Six hours later, I gently eased the cocainesmugglers� boat into the coastal waters off San Remo.I�d wiped clean everywhere there might have been ev-idence of me. Then, near to the shore, I used thecellphone I�d found in the red panties in the pack.
There was a number stenciled on the inside of thepanties I think I�d been wearing before I took my flier
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out of Vernon�s airplane. Clearly, it was there assome kind of backup plan. If it hadn�t been there, asI�ve often wondered, I�m sure things wouldn�t haveworked out for me as they did over the next few years.
�Thierry here,� said a man�s voice I seemed to rec-ognize.
�Do you know who I am?� I asked him nervously.
�Noelle!� said the man who�d called himselfThierry. �Mission complete! Vernon changed hisflight plan en route but you pulled it off anyway. I toldour friend you�d call in when you could. But you�renearly ten hours overdue ��
�I, I�m hurt,� I whispered into the phone. Gods, myvoice was so female in tone. I was talking to this manas if I was a woman. �I, I was hit on the head.�
�Say nothing else,� said Thierry quickly.
�I�m on a boat,� I had to say. �How-how do I findyou?� I think that was what I had to do. What elsewas there for me to do, a �woman� like me?
�You don�t remember?� Thierry snapped at me.
�I, I was hit on the head,� I told him. �I didn�t knowmy name was Nicole.�
�It isn�t,� said Thierry, his voice softening. �It�sNoelle.�
�I�m two kilometers off San Remo,� I said, checkingthe instruments on the boat. The smugglers hadspared no expense and had the finest of equipment.
�You can swim to the beach?� Thierry asked.
�Yes,� I said.
�Do it,� snapped Thierry. �Get to a beach café andbuy yourself a drink. Wear your red and black bikiniand some kind of tee-shirt or white top. One of us willbe along to find you. Stay put until we do.�
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Thierry hung up on me. He didn�t tell me what he�dbe wearing. For a moment, I thought of dressing in allof Niccolo�s male clothing, but I couldn�t, not with mybreasts, my hair and my voice. I was a woman, Ithought with a shiver. That�s what this voice on thephone would be expecting.
I must have looked a sight when I got ashore in myred and black edged bikini. I hadn�t dared to try anyof the makeup in the pack. I might have made myselflook like a gargoyle. I�d tied my hair back as I hadseen women do. In the mirrors, it looked all right. Itdid make me seem womanly.
I couldn�t stand to wear Niccolo�s pants. The voiceon the phone hadn�t said to do that. So, I just worethe tee-shirt. I walked past other women just like me,shivering as I saw the looks that men gave to mysmooth, unshaven legs. Oh, yes, I did feel so like awoman, my breasts bobbing, even though I knewthat I wasn�t a woman. I knew I was a man.
I was fearful almost all the time I was seated in arestaurant as men kept coming up to me, even soearly in the day, to strike up a conversation, but noneof them talked about what I expected. No-one said,�Hello, Noelle, it�s me,� or something like that. Iflushed every time they asked me if I was alone orwaiting for someone. Soon, I agreed to that. I musthave moved six times, back and forth along the beachbefore a tall, handsome man, or so I think now, cameand sat beside me and asked me my name.
�Simone,� I told him. �I�m waiting for a friend.�
�Your name is Noelle,� said the dark, handsomeguy, �and you�re waiting for Thierry. That�s me,Thierry Bouchard.�
I shuddered. I couldn�t just get up and walk awaywith him, could I? �T-Tell me something about methat proves you really know that I�m Noelle whoever,�I told him, staying still as he�d risen to extend hishand to me.
Thierry smiled and lowered his head to kiss my earand whisper, �I�ve never seen you looking so beauti-
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ful, Noelle. That tee-shirt really suits you with thosered, bikini bottoms. And, my darling Noelle Mercier,you and I have something in common, don�t we? Weboth have the same things between our legs, don�twe?�
I shivered and put my hand in Thierry�s. He lifted itto his lips to kiss it. Why would he do that if he knew�? Oh yes, I was supposed to be a woman, wasn�t I? Ihad to play the part for a little while longer, I thought,as I shivered in anguish at what I was going to have todo. I picked upmy pack. He took it fromme like a realgentlemen as I sashayed with him, hand in hand,hoping no-one was laughing at me and my attempt tobe feminine.

*3. Tell us more we don�t know aboutNoelle*
�We�ve talked to Cortez, Cec you called him,�Ginny Shepherd went on, �and Frank Desmond.They seem to have been quite fascinated by NoelleMercier but both say that they were never on inti-mate terms with her.�
Cec and Frank had been almost permanent mem-bers of the team in Paris, Thierry agreed. Noelle andhe did have to use others on occasion for tails andthings like that. But Cec and Frank knew the pairbest.
It had been Cec who had been the limo driverwho�d delivered the delectable �Simone Dessault�, oneof Noelle�s frequent aliases, to Vernon�s private plane.
It had been Frank who�d made sure that the packand its precious cargo, the bomb and a wetsuit plus,was properly stored on the plane. He was a regularpart of the private airfield crew and didn�t move toThierry�s group permanently until after that job.Thierry didn�t doubt that one or both of them re-ported back to Jackson on both Noelle and him, par-ticularly on him.
�Frank Desmond was a ground crew member ofsome standing,� Thierry told Virginia Shepherd.
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�He�s the one who put the bomb on board Vernon�splane. That was the first time something went wrongas Cec probably told you.�
�You tell us,� said Jack Reynolds, his face givingnothing away.
�Noelle played the part of Simone Dessault,�Thierry said with a sigh. �That�s what we called itthen, playing a part. She told Vernon she was a fash-ion model. He didn�t believe her as he wasn�t sup-posed to. He�d seen her as a chorus girl at ParisianKitten Girls. But all the girls who looked like Simone,even if they worked as chorus girls, called themselvesfashion models, though they were really justhigh-class call girls or escorts. Of course, she wasnever so crass as to ask Vernon for money or any-thing like that.�
�How did she get on the plane?� asked Jacksharply while Virginia strolled about the room, some-times staring at Thierry, sometimes staring at thepeople at work on the other side of the mirror win-dows.
�She wouldn�t put out all the way unless he tookher South, to somewhere warm, with him,� saidThierry, a dryness in his throat that water didn�tseem to quench. �That�s how she wormed her wayinto his bed. She�d made him tell her when he was go-ing to be away for a few days, down South. Then, shedid the little girl thing Vernon likes, liked, in a girl. Hewas putty in her hands. Simone was so excited, soover the moon, playing her part, when Vernon talkedabout the bed cabin on his new jet. He hadn�t had awoman in there, flying at over 10 000meters altitude.She begged him to let her be his first.�
�And the poor sap fell for it?� asked Jack incredu-lously as if he wouldn�t have done the same if a viva-cious girl like Simone had come on to him in thesame way.
�Yes,� said Thierry shortly. �She knew what shewanted on the plane which is why I recruited FrankDesmond to make sure all the right equipment was inplace.�
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And no, Thierry didn�t want to think what mighthave happened if what Simone wanted, he alwayscalled her by her working name when there was amission on, hadn�t been there. He didn�t want tothink what might have happened if the crew hadoverpowered her in some way and her essential se-cret had been revealed.
�She just gave blow jobs to this playboy-dealer?�asked Reynolds skeptically.
�She was really good at doing them,� Thierry an-swered, glancing up at the prowling Virginia, won-dering if Reynolds, and Shepherd, of course, didknow more about Noelle than they were letting on.�Jackson had her trained by the best. Those were hiswords when we talked about what she might have todo to trap Vernon. He�d paid to have her trained bythe best. It would be enough to gain her access to theplane from where she could take it.
�Yes, Jackson approved all the details of the opera-tion. That was before, though, Simone and I workedout a different plan. We didn�t want the bomb goingoff over houses and things like that. So it was ourplan with Simone, that is Noelle, for her to enticeVernon to allow her on the plane and be the firstwoman he slept with at 10,000 meters. She�d kill himthen and secure the bomb over the fuel line beforeshe made her exit over the sea.�
�Downright melodramatic, wasn�t it?� commentedJack Reynolds.
�We were all young and new at the time, even Jack-son,� Thierry said stiffly.
�So what went so wrong?� asked Reynolds, puz-zled. �You did the job, didn�t you? All of you carriedout what was wanted. Why did Jackson talk to you adozen times over the next month? That was unusual,wasn�t it? Why was he so pissed off with you in par-ticular?�
They must have been interrogating Cec and Frankfor days to come up with that, thought Thierrybleakly. And though those two can tell you the truth
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as they knew it, I can�t. Because I didn�t tell Noelle thetruth, Thierry admitted to himself, deep down wherehe didn�t want to confront what he�d done after hemet her in her bikini, looking so lost, so gorgeous andso feminine on the beach in San Remo.
Thierry knew he couldn�t say anything about thatto Jack Reynolds. He couldn�t admit aloud that he�dlied to both Jackson and to Noelle in the aftermath ofthe Vernon killing. She�d been so confused, so wom-anly, as she whispered to him that she couldn�t re-member who she was. She couldn�t remember at allwhy she was the way she was. What had she been do-ing to be so, so, strange? She�d been positively scaredabout what had been done to her, Thierry could seethat.
He�d told her that she was his, Thierry�s lover, thatshe did want to be a woman some day, and that theyalways shared a bed when they were in Paris. Hemade up a story about her losing her memory by be-ing hit by a piece of the plane before he found outshe�d also been hit by a drug smugglers� boat as shewas swimming ashore.
�Vernon and his friends changed the itinerary ofthe plane in flight while Simone wasn�t even in themain cabin,� said Thierry to his relentless interroga-tors. �We didn�t find out until a month later that theywere flying into Tunis to meet with the Kushtun fam-ily. Simone was going to be a gift, we gathered, to theold man who had a special fondness for blue-eyedblondes.�
�Jackson thought you jumped the gun too early?�asked Reynolds.
�No,� said Thierry. He might have agreed. Whoknew what he and Jackson had talked about? Hecould have bluffed it out until one of them, Virginiamost likely, would ask him to listen to a taped tele-phone conversation Jackson had surreptitiouslymade. There Thierry would have been, convictinghimself as a liar. �He understood the limits of the in-formation we�d had and approved what we did.�
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�You had to get Jackson�s approval for every oper-ation that you were engaged in,� interrupted VirginiaShepherd sharply.
�Up to then,� said Thierry and now he was lying.�After we were all debriefed, to use one of head office�swords, Jackson supplied new targets for us, and sug-gestions on how we might operate, but he didn�t wantto know the operational details, not unless thingshad gone wrong.�
�But they went wrong with the hit on Vernon,� per-sisted Reynolds.
�What went wrong was that Noelle had to impro-vise to take down the plane as we originally planned.She was hit on the head, by something falling off theplane in the explosion, or from the boat that ran herdown when she was swimming to shore,� Thierrywent on. �She had partial amnesia.� Much more thanthat, Thierry knew, but wasn�t going to say, either.�She still had all of her skill set, everything she�dtrained at, and more. But she just didn�t know whoshe really was. She didn�t know what she�d done be-fore the plane and her role as Simone. For a while,she thought she was Simone in reality.�
Oh, it was so easy to lie to the others, Thierrygloated, before checking himself. He shouldn�t dothis. He would say something and be caught in onelie. It would all unravel. He shuddered. What wouldthey think of her then? What would they think ofhim?
�Did you know her past?� cut in Virginia Shepherdagain. �Did you tell her what she�d done for you al-ready in Paris?�
�No,� said Thierry. �I didn�t have authority to tellher any of that. Besides, a contact, a control, as wecalled it, like me, was never given that kind of per-sonal information on anyone. I didn�t know what Cecor Frank were before they joined the agency and myteam.�
�There were other teams like yours?� Ginny askedsharply.
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�I suspected it but I didn�t know,� said Thierry. �Iknow Jackson was distracted after the Vernon hit.We got the targets, carried out the missions. I got themanpower I needed when I needed it. Noelle�s amne-sia bothered her between jobs. She said Jackson hadpromised her he�d give her all the answers shewanted after the Kushtun job.� That was the biggestlie yet as Noelle had never been in contact with Jack-son again until he came over to find out what hadhappened with the Kushtun mission and why Noellewas still dressing as a shapely showgirl. �She said tome that he was going to open her file for her.�
And destroy me and my love affair with her, themost beautiful woman in the world, Thierry thoughtbleakly. He�d lied once more about Noelle and Jack-son to these people who could have his head if theywanted. Still, nothing could be changed. It was alldestined to end badly once Noelle found out how he�dlied to her, had manipulated her to be his woman, forover two years.
�Why would Jackson have done that?� asked Vir-ginia sharply.
�How did the French get Noelle�s fingerprint identi-fication?� asked Thierry, deliberately changing thetopic. �How did they know she was an Americanagent? Do they know her real name or who she wasbefore the plane explosion? You said her fingerprintsled ��
�We know what you�re saying,� snapped Reynolds.�Don�t go there!�
�You�re suggesting �� said Ginny stiffly into the si-lence that followed while Reynolds stared at Thierryand slowly shook his head.
�Jackson didn�t operate in a void,� persistedThierry. �Someone directed him. Noelle said some-thing, once, after she talked to him to beg him for alook at her file.� Thierry shivered at what he was do-ing. He just couldn�t seem to stop embellishing thestory he was creating about Noelle and Jackson, allof it untrue. �She said he agreed because it was allcoming to an end, anyway. We�d been too successful.
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Others were looking for us, I gathered. I wouldn�thave minded going on a long break. I only wish Icould have gone with Noelle, wherever she went.�
�So, an amnesiac worked for us for two years, as-sassinating all and sundry targets she was given,�summed up Jack Reynolds. �You expect us to believethat? You expect us to believe she didn�t take out theBarrouqi brothers? You expect us to believe that thiskilling was an inside job, partly to discredit her?�
�Sounds about right,� said Thierry, thinking abouthow long it would take them to check out all he�d toldthem, particularly if all Jackson�s files had beenscrubbed, as they�d implied. No, as Virginia Shep-herd had told him. Not the most reliable of sources.
And why was Virginia Shepherd so intent on inves-tigating this assassination? Surely this was a job forsomeone like Reynolds unless, yes, unless one of theBarrouqis, or both, had really been an agent orsource for the agency. Oh yes, that meant Noelle wasin serious trouble. Gods, he had to get a message toher somehow to get out of Paris, if she had �comehome�.
There was a knock on the door. �You won�t believethis, ma�am,� said the awkward young man whostood there, nervously eyeing both Virginia andReynolds.
�Noelle Mercier has just entered the grid. She,she�s bought a ticket on a known credit card assignedto her, in London, and is on a train headed into Parisat this very moment.�
�Get all the teams in play!� snapped Virginia Shep-herd. �Take her down wherever she is.�
�Take her down?� gasped Thierry. �But she maynot ��
�She�s been off the reservation for a year!� snappedGinny, her look quelling any response Thierry wasthinking of making. �Even if she had nothing to dowith this affair and is being set up, as you clearlythink, Terence Butcher, she�s been gone for a yearfrom us. She has a skill set that threatens every as-
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signment we carry out in this part of the world. Wehave to take this woman out. See to it, Jack!�
Jack Reynolds jumped to obey. The room outsideinterrogation became a hive of activity as he strodearound, yelling directions at various personnel.
�Looking for a romantic restoration of a lost love,Thierry?� asked Virginia, picking up her purse. Shesmiled at the strained look on his face. He was onlyglad that she couldn�t see inside his suddenly mur-derous heart.
�Come on,� Ginny Shepherd went on, shooingaway the goons who were moving forward to takeThierry into custody. �You can come with us to theGare du Nord, Terence. You�ll stand out there andgreet her, show her it�s safe to reveal herself. If shedoes that, we�ll give her the chance to explain herselfbefore we shoot her, at the very least.�

****4. Saved from the Frying Pan****
Thierry�s Italian sports car, a Lamborghini, got usspecial attention at the border crossing into France. Iwas still in just my bikini and Niccolo�s tee-shirt butthe border guards seemed to think it was entirely ap-propriate for a girl like me, traveling in a sports carlike the one Thierry was driving. He was smiling,smirking, I would have said, as I finally left with mypassport, which Thierry had given to me, showing meas a girl named �Noelle Mercier�. He�d taken it backfrom me as soon as the sentries waved us on.
I sat in the car with Thierry, waved to the guardswhen he said to wave, put on my sunglasses and en-tered France as Noelle Mercier, a woman I�d neverheard of before. Thierry put his hand over mine,making me jerk and shiver.
�What kind of girl do you think I am?� I blasted athim without even thinking what I was saying.
�I think we both know the answer to that one, don�twe?� said the man driving the car, a laconic smile onhis face as I looked up at him. His hand made a move
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towards my bare thigh, my bikini exposed, showing atiny red triangle between my legs at the end of thewhite tee. His touch raised goose bumps in my flesh.I slapped his hand. He moved it from me and didsomething with the gear shift that made the car leapforward.
�I won�t be the only man making a move on you,Noelle sweetheart,� this Thierry fellow said, hisFrench so Parisian unlike the girls I�d heard talkingLanguedoc on the steps of the passport office, �if wedon�t get you in some kind of proper clothes.�
His phone rang then. He frowned as he answeredit, his attention re-focussing on the road as he drovewith one hand. �Abruzzi here,� he said. I thoughtyour name was Thierry, I wanted to say. I didn�t real-ize at the time that it was. Thierry was his first namebut Thierry used names as codes all the time whentalking to his men in the field. That�s what I was, Ifound out soon enough, one of the men in the field.
�Cancel the alert,� he said to someone. �I�ve foundher. We�ll be at Angelique�s for supper for sure. We�lltalk then, at her place.�
Later, Thierry explained that the Italian name indi-cated to Cec he was headed back from the Italian sideof the border. Angelique�s meant Geneva for somereason and the time, supper, meant in two hours.Since no other name was mentioned, any talkingwould just be between Thierry and me. I wish I�dknown all that at the time. But the smile on Thierry�sface as he ended the call, cracked open the phoneand deposited different parts of it all over the sides ofthe road we traveled on, was all new to me, or Ithought it was.
Another few phone calls outside Geneva, while theSwiss border guards waved us on with a most cur-sory look at our passports and even less time at theback of the car which Thierry at least opened forthem, led to us stopping outside what appeared to bea most luxurious shop for women�s clothing andworse, underclothing.
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�I�m not going in there,� I gasped at Thierry whoswung the car into a back alley and into a reservedparking spot behind the store. A glamorous, blondewoman opened a door and smiled at us. Thierry un-buckled and vaulted out of the car.
�Ah, Diane,� he said, a huge smile on his face as hewent up two or three steps and hugged the statu-esque woman before kissing her bright, shiny mouth.�My poor little sparrow has lost her glorious tailfeathers. She needs every piece of clothing manytimes over and, most especially, an outfit less con-spicuous than her bikini, as you can see, to be driv-ing in.�
The woman smiled and kept her arm about Thierryas she looked at me. �Stole you from some sugardaddy on the beach, has he?� she asked me while, allthe time, she was studying me. I nervously openedthe door, stood up in my tee-shirt and bare legs,blushing furiously as she, a woman, looked at me asif I was one as well.
Diane�s assistants descended on me as soon as Ilimped up the steps in bare feet, which they obvi-ously thought was insane. In seconds, I had a tapemeasure about my hips, then about my waist, mybust, my feet, legs and everywhere else the girls couldthink of to put a measuring tape.
A mountain of feminine clothes appeared in frontof the changing room, followed by a trolley carryingall kinds of dresses, suits, gowns and even more biki-nis. I went hot just looking at all the female luxurybefore lingerie had even begun to arrive. I was hotand so embarrassed to see what these girls thought Icould and should wear.
Prior to all that, however, Diane was livid withThierry for letting me be driven away without a scarfon my lovely hair. I squirmed in the high, swivelingchair as one of the assistants took on the job of wash-ing and re-setting my hair, whatever that meant. Ididn�t know anything, I realized, of the time before I�dawakened on Niccolo�s table. What I mean is I didn�tremember even the simplest tasks that a supposedgirl like me would surely have known.
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I was frightened to death as the girls gave me whatthey called a facial, re-styled my hair, manicured andre-painted my finger- and toe-nails and appliedmakeup to my face. They put such a feminine per-fume on me, Chanel, they told me reverently, thesame as that worn by American film stars, as if I�dknow then what it was. It must have been somethingvery feminine and exclusive by the aroma that cameto me from the perfume on my skin everywhere.
�She�s a really shy girl,� Thierry said with a laughas he removed the female helpers from the cubicle Iwas in. They were determined to assist me, not onlyout of the tee-shirt but out of the bikini I was in aswell. I was so terrified! I had visions of myself lashingout as I had at Franco and Niccolo. I just couldn�t letthem remove my bikini panties and find out the se-cret I didn�t think anyone knew but this man in frontof me. Thierry solved my problems as he moved thegirls away, pulled some white tape out of a pocketand put it on a table while putting a finger on his lips.
Oh, how I flushed and blushed as I knew what heintended me to do with that. But what could I do? Ex-pose myself to the half dozen women who worked inthis couturier�s? How shocked they would be andwhat would I do then? Kill them after they�d workedon me to make me an adorable woman? That�s whatthey called the store, Pour Les Femmes Adorables. Itwas �Adorable� that was on the labels in the clothingthat had when I left the fantastic girls in Geneva.
The women did a wonderful job of sizing me. OnceI�d removed the bikini and tee-shirt, everything fittedme perfectly. Perfectly that is, after I�d used the bath-room, sitting down as a woman should, taking aquarter of an hour, or more, to get the tape Thierryhad given me, in place. I had to soak the bikini I�dworn for so long in cold water and hold it against meto get my male parts to reduce enough for the tape tohold me in place.
�Are you decent, Gina?� asked Thierry, who�d leftto reassure the women that I was just shy and wasusing the bathroom. I didn�t dare to let him throughthe partly opened door.
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�No!� I squawked at him, shaking, as the tapethreatened to burst from me as I looked down overmy rutting breasts at such tiny bits of feminine fineryI was supposed to cover myself with.
Thierry came in, closed the door behind him, andlaughed at my predicament. He broke open a pack-age and black panties and a black bra fell out. I feltlike such an idiot as I put the panties about me, hid-ing the taping job at last. Thierry brought out thinscissors and cut back the tape but pressed it inharder as well, flattening and concealing me com-pletely.
I barely had my breasts into the cups of the bra,shivering mostly, I think, with shame at what I wasdoing, when Thierry opened the door as I squealed athim not to. I didn�t know what I should cover with myhands from the eager girls outside, my panties or mybreasts.
�Here you are, girls,� said Thierry, with a laughand a bow to the grinning row of girls. �Just enoughfor modesty�s sake. I wouldn�t dare to make my dar-ling girl into the woman of my dreams when I havesuch experts before me to teach her what she shouldwear and with what.�
I tried to make myself into a block of wood, but Icouldn�t do it. Soft hands, in the main, took over theattaching of a garter belt about my waist and, then,attaching thin, flesh-colored stockings to the garterbelt, making feminine feelings swarm over me.
At least, I think they must have been feminine feel-ings because the way I felt as I was made into a girlwas that I was the girl that these women were mak-ing. I had a sort of waist-cinch, so tight, applied tome, the frills moving against my breasts whenever Imoved. It was like being caressed continually in thatarea, making my breasts want to stand up and thrustforward femininely.
�That�s why we wear them,� said the dark-haired,serious girl as she tightened my bra, her hands ma-nipulating my shivery breasts perfectly, she said, so
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that I and the men who looked at me would both bepleased.
It turned out that I had to wear a tight, black skirtand thin, golden top, which a white and gold jacketcomplimented, when I had to ride in the car. Agolden, black but mostly white scarf covered my hairand I was shown how to clip it into place with blackand gold barrettes. Oh, did my fingernails ever lookso femmy, really, as I lifted them to my hair and triedto do what the girls wanted me to do.
I was quivering when I stood and moved in thetight skirt, in my stockings. It was so indescribablyeffeminate, so unmasculine, to move in. The girlsshowed me where to put my feet, so close and somuch in front of each other to induce the sashay, orsway, that girls had when they walked. In my highheels, black and open-toed, I was a caricature of awoman, I thought. How could I ever have worn thescandalous clothing I had as Simone? And how couldI have pretended that I loved doing this! It was so em-barrassing and humiliating!
I had to parade out front, in the store, for Thierry,who still was taller than me, even though I had suchhigh, high heels on. I got to look at myself. All I couldsee was this beautiful girl. Me, I was a girl! And I didfeel like one, in the clothes that clung to me, from mybra, to my stockings, to my skirt. Oh, and how Ilooked like one as well. No wonder Vernon hadwanted to make love to me. I would have, I thought, asick feeling rising all over me as I looked at this otherme.
�We need the finishing touches,� said Thierry, stillsmiling, his arm about my so thin waist, rocking meslightly as I tried to smile and pretend I liked whatthe girls had done to me.
The girls all clapped their hands as Thierry putlovely, dangling earrings at my ears, a long, goldennecklace about my throat, bangles and bracelets onmy arms. Finally, actually going down on one knee,he placed a huge, clearly expensive woman�s sap-phire engagement ring on my finger.
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He could have put a painted glass or paste thing onmy ring finger for all I was concerned. All I wanted todo was get out of Pour Les Femmes Adorables before Igave myself away. But Thierry wasn�t finished withme. The girls crowded around expectantly.
I almost died as Thierry spoke the inevitable wordsto me. �My darling Gina,� he said, looking most sin-cere, �the love of my life, will you please make me thehappiest man in the world and tell me that you willmarry me?�
The girls began to squeal and look so excited.Thierry stood up, just a little taller than me and leanttowards me. I almost grabbed him and broke hisarm. But that would have given the whole gameaway, whatever the game was that Thierry was play-ing with me.
Thierry kissed me on my newly painted, RavishingRed lips. His hands went about my waist and drewme to him. Then, he partly turned me over so thatwhen I tried to stand, I was pushing my lips againsthis, most passionately, the strangest of feelings run-ning through me as he kissed me most forcefully.
The girls were chanting, �Yes, Yes, Yes!� when I fi-nally came up for air as Thierry was pressing me tohis chest, my breasts bouncing against him.
�Say yes,� he whispered as his lips caressed myears sending tingles right through my girlishlydressed body.
�Oh, yes,� I murmured aloud, just looking at him,wondering if I should break his arm for what he wasdoing to me but all the girls began cheering. Ofcourse, I had to kiss Thierry again and again until abeaming Diane came and broke us up by presentingThierry with a huge, huge bill.
Thierry smote his forehead as the girls laughedand went off to package everything for me in pretty,pink suitcases.
�Some of this is going to our apartment in Paris,�Thierry said as he hugged me. The girls racedaround, packing away beautiful dresses and telling

Page - 33

RELUCTANT PRESS



me they�d be looking to see me in the Paris newspa-pers in my lovely dresses, at all the balls I was goingto attend with my future husband. I smiled weakly asI was quivered inside, wondering how I�d ever got my-self into such a terrible mess.
Diane seemed to know Thierry well. It made meshiver and wonder if he�d done such a thing before,bringing a girl to her store and proposing to her whileall the while he bought her what was basically abridal or honeymoon trousseau. Gods, wherever didsuch a word, about the clothes a bride had to have forher honeymoon, ever come from, into my mind?
�Take care of this one, Monsieur Talley,� said Di-ane to the man I�d just promised to marry. �She�ssweet, and a virgin, as anyone can see. You be really,really nice to her on your wedding night, MonsieurTalley. Men like you can be so charming out here andsuch brutes under the sheets!�
My cheeks must have been scarlet as I wiggled,taking the daintiest of steps, to the car that someonehad brought to the front. Pink suitcases filled thetrunk with just one black case that must have beenThierry�s. I turned and backed into the car, pulling inmy stockinged legs as I seemed to recall someoneonce yelling at me to do.
I must have been trained to be a girl, I thought inwonder, trying to think only of what I�d done so natu-rally. �Wave!� said the man I was supposed to marry,cutting across my thoughts. So I waved and smiled tothe girls who�d done all they could do me, seeing inthe off-mirror how happy and glamorous and pretty Iwas as a woman.
I squirmed and felt my stockings rubbing againstone another and my garter belt gently pulling mystockings up my legs as I sat with crossed legs andtried to note where we were going. So this was how awoman felt, was all that ran through my shakythoughts, however, not chasing away the queasinessthat invaded my whole body. My breasts seemed fartoo aroused, so too my thighs where the garter belttugged on me each time I stirred a leg.

Page - 34

IDENTITY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



Page - 35

RELUCTANT PRESS



I could barely do anything as a passenger in thecar with the crazy feelings running through me.Luckily, I didn�t have to as Thierry put his arm aboutmy shoulders and directed me to lie against him as Ihad seen so many pretty girls do with their men incars like this. I tried to remember where I�d seen girlsbehaving like me but I couldn�t. We were on our way,my future husband andme, me with a ring onmy fin-ger and thoroughly now a young woman in dress andexpectation.
�We�ll stop in Point Cassy, the riverside hotelthere,� said Thierry as soon as we were over the bor-der again. �We stayed there before when we did themission in Marseilles. This is the honeymoon seasonfor the hotels here. So, take this,� he pressed a goldenring into my softened hand. �I�ll sign us in as Mon-sieur and Madame Dufresnoy. You remember now,that you are Lise and I am Denis, just like last time,in case anyone notices.�
�I�m Lise Dufresnoy,� I said uncertainly, shiversrunning through me. Was it excitement I felt at theidea of playing a woman, a wife, to this man besideme?
�Yes,� said Thierry sharply. �What is it? You soundas if you won�t remember that. You said that you�d hityour head. Is it still bothering you that much?�
�Nice of you to ask, kind sir,� I said to him, feelingmostly nettled and upset that he didn�t seem to havenoticed that something was wrong with me. I wasn�t,after all, surely, behaving at all like the drag queen hemust have known he was picking up. Surely, I hadn�tbehaved in the feminine way that I was now. Then, Ithought about the way I had behaved with Vernonand felt, really, like throwing up.
�You remember the last time?� Thierry added as hequestioned me even more sharply.
�No, I don�t remember a last time,� I told him, sit-ting back into the single seat and lowering the huge,black sunglasses over my eyes as I�d seen girls likeme do. I just couldn�t remember where I�d seen girlslike me doing that. I startled Thierry then evenmore.
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�I don�t even remember you at all,� I had to tellhim. �I know that I�m not Gina or Lise or the othernames you�ve called me, no matter what that pass-port for me said.� I was Simone Dussault, or at least Iwas, until the name on the passport had said I was�Noelle Mercier�. Was I really a Simon and not aSimone? I didn�t know, I thought, shuddering as Ilooked at Thierry�s grim expression. �I don�t knowwho you are, who you work for, whom I do, for thatmatter, and I don�t know who I am. Do you know orcan you put me into contact with someone whodoes?�
There was a long silence as we sped along. Iwanted to stretch and move but my tight skirt re-stricted all my leg movements. It was just like lookingat a girl�s legs to look at my stockinged legs out in thespace in front of me.
�You don�t remember anything about us, then?�Thierry suddenly asked, his voice strained and reallydistressed.
�Us?� I gulped, staring up at his suddenly cloudedface.
�Yes, you and me, the girl and the boy,� saidThierry, a touch of anger in his voice. �You�re notplaying a game with me, are you, Noelle?�
�A game!� I screamed. Oh, my voice was so awfullygirlish and squealie. �I�m not a Noelle, I�m not! I�m �I�m �!� My words faded as I simply couldn�t remem-ber who I was. I couldn�t and looked over to Thierry incomplete despair.
�You�re Noelle Mercier,� Thierry said with a shud-der of his own. �That�s all I�ve ever known you assince you were sent here by the agency.�
�The agency?� I asked him fearfully.
�Our bosses,� said Thierry, �the ones who send usout on the missions to kill the bad guys andmake theworld a safer place.� He paused. I waited, sensinghe�d something else that he wanted to say. �You�revery good at your work,� he said with a shiver. I feltsomething similar run through the feminized body I
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had. I don�t think he meant that I was good at killingpeople. No, what I thought he meant sent hot shiversrunning through me. I squirmed in my seat as Iseemed to feel the panties so tightly about me at thatmoment.
�Tell me what you know about me,� I begged theman whose ring I was wearing and whose wife I wasto pretend to be. I had to change the subject and getaway from the terrible thoughts careering throughme. His look at me seemed to tell me that I definitelyacted as a woman at some time with this man.
I clenched my legs together, feeling my stockingspull again, my breasts being caressed by my femaleclothing, and feeling the numbness between my legswhere the tiny, black, lacy panties concealed the big-gest secret of all about me. I squirmed and wriggledas we sped along. Thierry told me all of the things Iloved him to do to me, his wife, how we�d become lov-ers, him as a man and me as a woman, within thefirst week of us meeting.

*****5. Tell us which one is her****
The London train eased into the station, a paradeof porters moving along the platform to assist thealighting passengers with their luggage.
�How many of those are ours?� Thierry asked, rec-ognizing two at least by the looks and challenges theygot from the regular staff.
�Enough,� said Virginia Shepherd as the train cov-ered its last twenty meters, several of the most hardypassengers jumping off and heading speedily for theexits. �You go ahead, Thierry, and see if you can rec-ognize your girl friend coming down the platform. Wehave sharpshooters on the other side if she tries to gothat way.�
Thierry stepped forward, the people from the train,now that it had stopped, coming off in a most disor-derly fashion. It was impossible. There, that girl withthe pretty figure, but she turned, smiled, and tookthe baby from the arms of her husband. No, it was
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that older woman, bundled up, in the head scarf, butshe took it off and her wrinkled face showed her to besixty years of age at the very least.
She was here, in the arms of that young collegeboy, she was there, stopping to laugh with a porterand claim him to help obtain her luggage. Noelle waseverywhere, so many smart, smiling, young women,with bags that would have been carry-on luggage onan airplane.
There were some, accosted by pairs of agents alongthe platform, who gave up papers to be examined.There were others who objected strenuously to beingstopped. It was hard for Thierry to look everywhere atonce.
Then, the cellphone in Thierry�s pocket buzzed.Angrily, he took it out, glancing at its source. An un-known number, Thierry read. Shoot, Virginia, hesnarled to himself. We�re not alone out here. Thoseguys showing warrants and IDs to that pretty girlcouldn�t be an American, not with the voluble waythat the speaker rattled off whatever he was saying.The girl was even smiling to him now. The Frenchhave more men out there as helpers than you do, Vir-ginia, he thought.
�Yes, Virginia,� Thierry said testily, sure she wascalling off this whole abortion of a mission.
�Have you marked her yet?� whispered a light,feminine voice that sent shivers all up and downThierry�s spine.
�She hasn�t seen you,� Thierry whispered back,wondering why he was doing that. Ginny Shepherdwas certainly having his phone tapped. She wouldknow immediately that the girlish voice on this phonewasn�t an operator of hers.
�Quite a reception when all I came back for was tokill you,� said Noelle Mercier lightly as if she�d justsaid she�d be delighted to have a drink with him.
�Anyone with a gun and a cyanide �� beganThierry, shivers running through him, as he lookedaround wildly. Where was she? Oh, to touch her
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again, to feel the softness of her skin, to hear her gig-gle as he eased off her panties and encouraged herwith the fondling on her tush to snuggle up so lov-ingly to him. He almost ejaculated on the spot at thethought of the two of them making love.
�Cyanide pill, yes, I remember,� giggled Noelle asshe had in the last year when Thierry had really gotso close to her. �Give my regards to Jackson�s re-placement and tell him to go fuck himself. I don�tneed Jackson or him anymore. I went over his head.�
�Noelle,� said Thierry in alarm. The phone clicked.�Jackson�s dead,� he said into the phone. There wasno response. �Noelle!� he shouted. �Jackson�s dead.Remember? Noelle!�
�Apparently, she doesn�t,� said a cool woman�svoice beside Thierry. Virginia Shepherd appearedfrom behind a placard along the walkway thatThierry had reached. �And look who�s here, the boysfrom the bureau.�
�You really shouldn�t do this here,� said the olderman, leading the French party forward. His tone wasso mild that it didn�t seem like an admonition at all.The looks on the faces of his companions told a com-pletely different story, however.
�We had to react quickly,� said Ginny. �We hadword, erroneous it seems, that the woman you wantso badly was coming in from London on the train.But she didn�t show, did she?�
�Roland,� said the Frenchman, putting out a handto Thierry. He didn�t say if it was a first name or a sur-name. �Not so erroneous a message, I do believe.� Hewas glancing with a smile at the phone in Thierry�shand.
�Thierry Bouchard,� said Thierry, tempted to namehimself by the name his teachers had inflicted onhim in grade school. Terry Butcher, he�d been foryears. �I think she was here,� he went on with asmile. �You saw me answer my cellphone.�
�Interesting message, wasn�t it?� said the French-man. �Do you think that you�ll last out the day, Mon-
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sieur Bouchard? It would be a pity. I have so enjoyedlistening to you speak, over the years, to so many ofyour colleagues and sources. You have a greatercommand of our language than does an old reprobatelike me!�
�So does Noelle,� said Thierry with a grimace.
�That she does, that she does,� said Rolandthoughtfully. �Such a lovely, adorable girl, isn�t she?Such a sad business that she�s become involved in.We�d be so disappointed if such a lovely girl was todisappear or turn up dead before we had a chance totalk to her.�
�So would we,� said Thierry while Virginia Shep-herd stood in stony silence beside him.

**6. Life begins with a honeymoon**
We arrived late, Mr and Mrs Dufresnoy. I was al-ready on pins and needles at the signing-in processand the presentation of my passport to the clerk,along with the marriage certificate that my �husband�had obtained.
�Just today,� said the clerk, all of a-flutter in ex-citement. �Oh, so that is why your husband, MadameDufresnoy, if I can call you that, phoned and changedyour reservation to one of the honeymoon suites!They are so much more delightful than the regularsuites. Let me explain all the extra features ��
�We�re very tired,� said my husband, his arm aboutmy waist, hugging me to him. �We do just want to goto bed!�
Yes, I flushed as much as the clerk did at that one.I don�t know which of us was more embarrassed. Yes,I must have convinced him that I was a proper, littlevirgin, I thought, as I wobbled along on women�s highheels, my steps restricted by a woman�s tight skirt,my husband squeezing me and caressing me all theway to our room for the night.
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Only it wasn�t just a room. It was a romantic, aro-matic chamber that would have been any woman�sidea of a most wonderful setting to consummate herlove for a man. A man who could afford the luxury ofa honeymoon suite at the Hotel Point Cassy. Therewere just a few things wrong with that scenario, ofcourse, the chief of which was that there wasn�t a realwoman in the romantic, honeymoon suite.
I could feel the eyes of the bellhop on me as Thierrygave him a huge tip for carrying the pink suitcasesinto the room, placed among the black ones that theman said had been �sent ahead� for my husband.
�You don�t think,� I said, my voice choked as Ipointed to the white-frilled, canopy bed, the sheets soclearly silk, and the long, satin, woman�s nightie onthe pillow. The quilt was white satin, embossed withgold flowers. But pointing at the nightdress there wasno way I was going to wear, just showed off my long,feminine nails and the pink lacquer I had on them.
Thierry smiled and moved towards me, the doornow closed upon us, putting out his hands as if totake me in his arms. I backed away, my skirt andheels making that difficult.
�We don�t have to pretend any more,� I told Thierryas he grabbed my hands, pulling my ringed finger upto his mouth where he began to kiss it and my per-fumed wrist.
�Who�s pretending?� asked Thierry huskily. Hewent to put his arms around me. I swept him off hisfeet and dumped him on the carpeted floor. Whoeverwas below us, below the honeymoon suite, must belaughing at the noise. But then, what would you ex-pect from such a room as this?
�Gosh,� murmured Thierry. �I forgot what you are,for a moment. I forgot what you�ve been trained todo.�
�So who do you think I am?� I asked him, my highheel pressing him back to the floor as he started torise. �And what have I been trained to do?�

Page - 42

IDENTITY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



Thierry lay back and stared up at me. He smiled alittle, wryly. I realized that he must be able to seeright up the stretched skirt to the panties I was wear-ing. I was looking down over the mounds on mychest, feeling my longish hair swirl against my neck.
�I think you�re a woman,� said this man whom Icould have killed in an instant. �I have, Noelle, sincethe first time I met you. I was talking to Jackson onthe phone, saying how crazy he was sending us a, agirl like you. I turned around and there you were.You, you weren�t what we�d been discussing. Yousmiled at me; and I knew that you�d be perfect for themission that we had to do.�
Oh, if only I had known Thierry so much better, I�dhave known that anything he offered freely, sin-cerely, wasn�t true. I�d never been delivered to him ina short, bouncy, blonde wig, bangs across my fore-head. I didn�t wear a short mini-skirt. I didn�t looklike a girl right out of high school.
I wasn�t sent from the mysterious Jackson totempt the Chinese agent who�d this thing for little,European schoolgirls. I didn�t cuddle up and coo intohis ear, my black, shiny hair in braids. I didn�t go tobed with Chiang and give him a blow job whileThierry put his bodyguards to sleep.
I hadn�t worked Chiang over, sucking and kissinghim as a girl would, according to Thierry, until Cecburst in on us and screamed, �What are you doing tomy daughter, you filthy pig?� There�d been all kindsof witnesses in the hallway as I, half naked, but stillin my panties, Thierry said, as he�d been there to wit-ness it as well, or so he said, as my �father�, Cec,kicked a naked Chiang in his tiny genitals as he layon the floor, groaning.
�Cec asked what we were all looking at,� Thierryembellished the story. I thought it was real and couldactually imagine myself in my mini-skirt and doingall the girlie things Thierry said I did. �Behind thedoor, you snapped Chiang�s neck, and were hustledout by your father.�
�I, I wasn�t dressed?� I gasped.
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�Not down the length of the hallway,� said Thierry.�Cec didn�t open the elevator I held for both of youuntil you were in your bra, blouse and miniskirt.Your picture as a brunette was in all the papers, andCec�s, with his gaucho mustache. I�ve a copy of itsomewhere. Would you like to see what a sweetie youwere when you attracted your first man and did whatyou had to do that very first time for Uncle Sam?�
I didn�t remember shivering as I lay beside Thierryin my thin nightie, feeling his hand stroking my thighand my hip, my panties tightening about me. I lis-tened to Thierry telling me that that was how it was. Icouldn�t remember it at all. It probably didn�t happenat all, I know now, knowing Thierry so much better.
�No,� I�d said to that recitation of lies, which I had-n�t known. I�d rolled over into Thierry�s arms andkissed him, so he said, letting him caress my breastsas I reached for his aroused, masculine member. Itwas one time when I straddled him and pushed my-self down on his maleness, mauling his face with mylips, or so Thierry said.
Thierry�s stories of what I�d been and what I�ddone, he claimed, always left me shaking and starvedfor sex. He was happy to requite me in any way Iwanted. But I definitely wanted �it�, he claimed. Wemade love fervently, very often, as I wanted to makelove with someone who truly did love me. And Thierryclaimed he did. He said that I didn�t have to do forhim what I did for �clients�, those whom we set a trapfor and who were always dispatched, one way or an-other.
I seemed to have been quite a nymphomaniac, byThierry�s accounts, loving the �missions� I did, that allseemed to involve me having sex with someone, onceseveral someones, all at the same time. I guessThierry was just working out his fantasies when hewas talking to me about what I�d done.
I believed him but it wasn�t like anything that wenton in the honeymoon suite where I first went to bedwith him, a second time, he said, as Lise Dufresnoy. Idid have to sleep and I�d only nightdresses and pant-ies to wear, unless I stole some of Thierry�s under-
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pants. He didn�t have any such thing as pajamas inhis suitcases.
Once I�d let Thierry up from the floor, he instructedme on what I had to do to get ready for bed. �You al-ways braid your hair, or put it in two pigtails at yourneck,� he told me and actually helped me to do it. Isat in front of the mirror, shaking as a man showedme, me a woman in a thin, black, silky nightdress,how to remove my makeup and showed me which lo-tions I always put on my face before I went to bed.
�And the Chanel goes here,� whispered Thierry,making me jump as he sprayed between my breastsand along my neck and shoulders.
�Do that again,� I said shakily to him, �and I mightthrow you out the window.�
�I�m not doing anything I haven�t done a hundredtimes before,� complained Thierry, looking at me withbig, sincere eyes as he stood up and opened the bedfor me. He clearly thought I�d just fall in there withhim and be his woman as, apparently, I�d been be-fore. He didn�t seem to understand that my mind hadchanged since I�d hit my head.
I was shivering in distress as I stood. Femininesoftness swept about me for just the couple of stepsto get into the bed. I lay back on the feminine, silkand satin pillow and, there, on the ceiling, in the mir-ror, there was a picture of me in a nightie, my breastsclearly showing through. I was so obviously awoman.
I stared upwards in dismay as Thierry slid into thebed on the other side. He darkened the lights, onlyvague shapes in the darkness above me.
�Most honeymooners love to leave the lights on,�Thierry murmured, staying securely on his side ofthe bed.
�I don�t want you to touch me at all,� I told him.�Touch me and I�ll break the hands or fingers that dothat.�
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There was silence in our bedroom then for a littlewhile. �You�ve really changed,� murmured Thierry.
�I think I must have,� I said with a shiver. �I can�tbelieve what, what I�ve become, what I did withVernon, what I did to Niccolo and the others on theboat that rescued me.�
�On the boat that ran you over, nearly killed you,and left you impaired,� said Thierry gently fromacross the bed. �Besides, they were drug smugglersand, from what you�ve said, would have killed you,probably after they�d used you as a woman, rapedyou, first.�
�But you can�t �� I began and really began toshudder as I thought about it. You can�t rape a man, Iwas going to say. But a graphic scene seemed tocome to my mind, of a woman with a penis, being at-tacked by aman who was holding her down. It almostseemed as if it had occurred in a room like this, meviewing it in the mirror as it happened to me.
�Look, Noelle,� said Thierry softly. �Don�t think ofit. We�ve both found out today what can happen toany man who touches you when you don�t want himto, haven�t we? The only thing I have to say is thatyou don�t have to worry about touching me. I�m notgoing to go for my gun or do anything stupid.
�You can touch me any time, any where, for anypurpose,� he went on softly as I shivered in the longnightie caressing me in every movement I made. �Welove making love to one another, we really do,�Thierry insisted.
�But there�s one thing,� he finally said. I grimaced,expecting him to say something terrible then aboutthe way we made love. �We, we don�t say, I love you,or anything silly like that to one another, because ofthis business we�re in. You have to go with someother guy from time to time but it doesn�t mean that Idon�t � well, you understood.
�We couldn�t have been on the same team, regula-tions and all that, if we, well, if we ever said it in pub-lic. So, we just agreed not to say it, to make ourselves
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uncomfortable at what you�ve had to do at times. Cecand Frank know we�re a pair, anyway. And we arethat, darling Noelle. We�re a pair.�
�We shouldn�t be in bed together?� I had to askThierry. �There�s a regulation against that?�
�Most definitely,� laughed Thierry from out of thedarkness. �If you were to tell Jackson about usshacking up ��
�We�re never going to be shacking up as a pair,� Isaid frantically, quivering all over in my nightie, as Ilay beside this man in one bed. �I, I�m not ��
�Not that kind of girl,� said Thierry softly.
I rolled to the outside of the bed, putting as muchspace as I could between Thierry and me. I don�tthink he touched me all night long. I was still lying onthe outside of the bed in the morning, listening tobirds chirping, kicking up a terrible row, before real-izing I was awake, in a woman�s nightie, in bed with aman, when I felt Thierry move and the bed felt lighter.
He went to the bathroom. Soon I heard the showergoing. A light went on finally across the room. I heardhim opening suitcases, taking out clothes.
�You can get up, Noelle,� Thierry said to me, thestretching of the last sound in the name making itsound so feminine as was done in French. I sat upand looked at him. He was already in a shirt andpants. He smiled at me and raised his hands as if insurrender. �I didn�t touch you, one whole night long.�
�Thank you,� I said as I felt the pigtails at my neckand the bounce of my breast. I glanced up and shud-dered at the girl looking down at me.
�Not that I didn�t want to,� said Thierry. �I didn�teven get my goodnight kiss, did I? How long�s it beensince you didn�t kiss all of us, even grumpy Cec, be-fore you went for your beauty sleep?�
�I thought that you said I was sleeping with you,� Ibegan, a lump coming to my throat as I had to finishthe thought, �as, as if I was your girl friend.�
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�You are my girl friend, Noelle,� said Thierry with asmile. �Now, go and soak in the scented bath I ran foryou. And don�t take hours enjoying it, Noelle, as it�sgoing to take us forever to get you primped as a girl,the way you love it, if I have to be the one to help you.�
I was shaking again as I went into the bathroomand slipped out of my nightie, the sight of abare-breasted woman, me, making me break out ingoosebumps. I took off my panties and covered mymaleness with a hand. It was terrible! My figure wasso feminine, my hips and thighs so rounded, mywaist so narrow and my chest bouncing! It was likewatching a goddess or a film actress entering the wa-ter for her bubble bath photo shoot. No, no showersfor me now I was a woman, I supposed. That was oneprediction that remained true all of the time I waswith Thierry as his girl friend.
Thierry didn�t have to put makeup on me, style myhair or select my jewelry for me. He had rumpled thebed so that it looked as if a most vigorous romp hadtaken place there. He had me sit at the huge dressingtable in the long white robe the hotel provided, hav-ing made sure that I was taped, in white, silky pant-ies and a matching bra before letting in a beauticianwho worked in the hotel.
Oh, what fun she had with me. Denise was therefor me whenever I entered the hotel. She made sure Iremoved everything I wore perfectly, squealing in de-light as she found more and more things, ultra femi-nine and frilly, in my pink suitcases, in which todress me.
I had so many people come up to me in the diningroom, which had a combo and dancing for those whowanted to stay in or visit the inn in the evenings, andask my �husband� if I could dance with them. Itseemed to be lucky to dance with a bride. I was con-gratulated all the time on being a new wife. I blushedlike a girl, I suppose, as I had to show off my rings toeveryone.
I was Madame Dufresnoy, shown off everywhere inthe town of Cassy by mymost affectionate husband. Ithought that Thierry was just getting his own back at
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me for putting him down that first night but soon Irealized it was a custom of the �honeymoon� town towelcome new wives as they did me.
I danced with all the men who came to the hotel,their wives applauding me and begging to take pic-tures of me kissing their husbands. �This will keepthe old goat satisfied,� said one woman. �He�ll belooking at your picture when he�s making love to metonight!�
�I�m so sorry!� I gasped, looking at the �old goat�,the town�s bank manager, showing off his picture tohis friends. �I shouldn�t have kissed his cheek as Idid!�
�Oh, you should have kissed more,� the womanlaughed to me. �Makes the old fellow fantasize he�smaking love to you. Makes me remember how it usedto be. Bet you and your husband don�t have thattrouble, do you?�
I was so flustered that I agreed with Thierry to re-tire early. Oh, the knowing looks and the smiles wegot, as, me flushing, we left the dining room early andretired to the honeymoon suite. The plaudits for usleaving early �as we should� were cringe-inducing.
�This will be our last night,� said Thierry, as he ledme into the beautiful, prepared bedroom again. We�dspent five days, wandering through the town, melearning to walk as a woman again, clinging to myhusband and, yes, acting as the loving wife, evenkissing him on occasion, especially when I was askedto by the older members of the town.
�Last night?� I repeated stupidly.
�Got a call from Jackson,� said Thierry. �Sendscongratulations on a job well done with Vernon andfriends. The usual commendation, the world is asafer place because of what you�ve done, the usualdrill. But he has something else for us. We need to bein Paris tomorrow to receive the target for the missionand his suggestions on what he wants us to do.�
�I have to kill someone else,� I said soberly, as I un-did my necklace and put it into the pink, jewelry box.
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My earrings followed as Thierry came behind me andundid and opened my gown for me.
�It may not come to that,� said Thierry lightly. �Butmost likely it will. You are the �asset� on our team. Ihate that word, �asset�, don�t you? It sounds as if wewere in a movie or something. I hate using jargon tomake what we do sound as if it�s something differentfrom what it really is.�
�The asset is the assassin,� I said slowly as Ibrushed out my hair as Denise had showed me Imust do each day. �A murderer.�
�Not necessarily,� said Thierry, stripping to hisshorts easily. He smiled as he crossed behind me tohelp me with my bra and to arrange my lotions forme. �What you do with me on our team, Noelle, isplan the operations. Yes, we all have input, but youare the one who�s the genius in planning the opera-tion so that it looks so natural, as if it wasn�t an exe-cution at all. The film kind of �asset�, the assassin, isa dime a dozen. Cec and Frank are like that. They�llgo out and do exactly what we tell them to do, killanyone in any way we tell them to.�
�So what kind of asset are you, Thierry?� I askedhim as he lifted the red, silky nightie and put it overmy head. Its touch caused me to shiver and almostinstinctively, I lifted my hands to cover my breastsfrom his glance. He always looked at me so greedilywhen I disrobed, I�d noticed. I was getting used to itbut this time he deliberately didn�t admire my female�assets�, or so I thought.
�The very best kind of asset,� said Thierry with alaugh, looking at my painted eyes in the mirror. �I tellyou what�s to be done and encourage you to do it, us-ing all my special skills.� I shuddered as I looked upat him and knew very well what he meant by his �veryspecial skills�. He�d used them on me all the time aswe visited the honeymoon stops and sites aboutPoint Cassy.
Thierry had made me familiar with his mouth, hiskisses, the gentle and the demanding kind. I wasused to the touch of a man�s hands on all parts of my
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body, particularly my tush. But if he�d done any ofthat here in the bedroom, well, my little threat stillwas in force; and we both, I think, knew it. �I consoleyou after a mission, pick you up and congratulateyou, give you a little break ��
�As this has been,� I said, standing and unhookingmy stockings and letting them fall onto my high heelsand my garter belt. Oh, how that induced the strang-est of feelings in me. I turned and Thierry was staringat me, at my feminine legs. He licked his lips beforegoing on having made me shiver and feel as if I wasreally this Noelle that I�d been pretending to be allweek. �A break,� Thierry agreed. �But when we getback, I have to report in.�
�Report I�ve changed after the blow on the head,� Isaid, feeling more than a little disturbed at his in-tense stare. Thierry jerked as if he was going to reachout and caress my shoulder. He�d done that when I�dput on my lovely gown but now he stopped as if hecouldn�t. I could have told him I wouldn�t haveminded, Noelle wouldn�t have minded, but I couldn�t.I just quivered and shook the silky nightie about mybody, easing my breasts, with very nervous fingersinto the lacy cups meant to support a woman�sshapeliest attributes.
�You do have a total amnesia on what happenedbefore, don�t you?� asked Thierry, still staring at me.�You need to be in one of our special hospitals. Weneed a replacement for you.�
I slipped into the silky bed. It was for the last time,Thierry had said. He slipped in on the other side. I�ddone nothing else but women�s tasks in the last fewdays. I dressed like a woman, I acted like a woman, attimes, such as when we were in groups of othernewly-weds, holidaying like us.
Then, I�d let Thierry be affectionate. I responded asI saw the excited girls with us do as well. In theparfumerie, choosing fragrances for me, I�d forgottenfor a long stretch of time that I wasn�t really a woman.The experience of trying different, feminine fra-grances, being praised and being kissed by my hus-band, had been so real. I�d really felt I was Noelle,
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that is Lise. Yes, I�d thought, amazing myself, thiscould be real.
I eased slowly across the bed. �I always kissed yougood night?� I asked the man lying in the bed withme.
�Always,� he said, lying to me, I found out so muchlater.
I felt so womanish. I let Thierry put his arm aboutme, as he had all day long, and snuggled to him aswe�d done so many times for people in the honey-mooners� town, I�d finally realized. They all thoughtthey were making the honeymoon so real for me! I�dwant to come back again and again to re-live the hon-eymoon thrills I�d experienced.
Thierry slipped his arms about my slim waist. Ishivered as I kissed another man fully and com-pletely, enjoying the tingles and shakes passingthrough me. See, I told myself, that wasn�t so bad,was it? It wasn�t awful. Noelle would have liked theway that Thierry kissed �her�.
His hand brushed my breast, as he moved to kissme more. I froze as womanly feelings swept all overme. Wow, I trembled. This must be how a woman re-ally felt when a man like me touched her. Thierrystopped moving, probably afraid I would break somepart of him, but I knew the touch and reaction wasn�this fault.
I leaned against him and kissed him softly, feelinganother strange surge as my breasts touched hischest. I felt as if I was Noelle. I let him kiss me moreforcefully and responded to him, feeling so feminineas my breasts squirmed against him as he sighed.
I lifted my arms about Thierry�s neck as he hadmade me do on the bridge where the woman from theparfumerie had wanted to photograph us. Now, inbed with me, he gently kissed me, my body resistinggetting any closer to him. You dope, I tried to tell my-self. This is a man you are kissing. He thinks he�skissing a woman. You are perfumed like one, I re-minded myself. You must feel like a woman. Oh, his
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hand pressed my hair across my braid. How had itcome undone?
�I love you, Noelle,� my so-called husband whis-pered to me as I rocked in his arms. But we don�t saythat, I thought wildly, as I threshed against him ashis feet and legs touched against mine. I took a fur-tive look above us and, yes, the mirror showed methat there they were, a man and a woman, caressingone another, for all the world like a husband and wifein bed.
�I, I can�t do more!� I said with a shudder, images ofVernon and what I�d done for him, was it really me,coming unbidden to my mind. Is that what Thierrywanted from me? I�d done it for one man, hadn�t I,aroused and sated him with my mouth. Ugh! I could-n�t do that again! I wouldn�t. I was never going to dothat again!
Thierry�s mouth closed so sweetly on mine, mak-ing me shiver openly as I considered all I�d done, thatI knew I�d done. What had I done? I�d made a man feelso wonderfully masculine as I rolled and wriggledfemininely around my victim. Thierry had told methat I�d make a man think I was a woman. I was verygood at doing that.
I know I let the last target, Vernon, almost swallowmy breasts, counting the seconds to the time whenI�d make him pay for the indignities he was doing tome. No, that wasn�t true. I was a girl called Simone. Iloved what I was doing with Vernon, to him and forhim. I�m sure he did as well.
I was laughing and giggling as I fooled Vernon intothinking he was being made love to by a woman. He�dloved taking off my panties, even though I was ca-ressing his erection with my lovely tush. I�d turned tohim and taken his manhood in my mouth as I�d donehim before. He had been laughing and telling mewhat I�d promised, trying to put his hand inside thecache-sexe I�d worn.
When Vernon realized what he was caressing, helooked at me in horror and anger. I spat the contentsof my mouth onto his face. I wrapped my scented
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panties around his neck, cutting off his screams, as Ichoked the life out of him with pretty, black lace.
Why had I called him �pervert� then, or was it my-self I was saying that to?
I buried my head into Thierry�s shoulder, trying todrive the images of loving a man so shamefully, andkilling him so barbarically, out of my thoughts.Thierry seemed to sense my distress. He hugged meand kissed me again, his gentle, loving mouth help-ing me eliminate the strange images from my mind.
This was Thierry, my fellow worker, who called meNoelle, told me he loved me, despite all I�d done. Mybreasts were hurting me. I wanted them caressed.Thierry did it easily. I wanted him to kiss my rampantnipples. He obliged me. He rolled on top of me as I felthis hardmanhood onmy panties. Oh, but my pantieswere so agitated as well.
�I never did this with you in bed!� I protested, try-ing to push him away and not break anything on hisbody.
�Yes, you did, my darling,� whispered Thierry. �Ithought that it was all coming back to you, Noelle,that you were my woman again as I want you to be.�
My nightdress was being eased down my so femalebody. Thierry dropped his head from my breasts tokiss my navel. Oh, how that excited me. I wiggled un-der him, the surges of excitement and femininethrills overpowering me. Oh, women didn�t want this,I thought, as my own little manhood burned.
�What did we do �?� I gasped to my lover, hismanly, muscled, male body caressing my feminizedone. �I didn�t �� I wanted to tell him how much Ihated the very thought of rousing him as I hadVernon. �I don�t want to blow ��
�Shush,� said Thierry. �We never did that. At least,you never did that to me, Noelle. We just did it thatonce, right before you went with Vernon, so thatyou�d know what to do, make him love you for doingit, and take you with him on his plane. That was the
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only time for you. No, we made love as man andwoman.�
�But,� I gasped as his mouth touched my burgeon-ing maleness. I gyrated beneath him about to throwhim off me. No! I couldn�t let another man touch meas I touched myself!
�Let me show you what you loved to have me do,�murmured the man who claimed I�d been his girlfriend for so long. He snagged my panties and pulledthem from me, then spread my legs wide apart whilereaching for something under his pillow. I put myarms back about his head, keeping his mouth fromanywhere but my own.
I could stand that. I could stand the caresses of mybreasts and hips and I could even let myself shiver inpleasure at his touch. He was putting some lotion orcream on his fingers, on his hand. He lifted meagainst him and reached around me, pressing myaroused breasts against him as I desperately kissedhim.
His fingers were cold and greasy as they touchedmy tush. I squealed as Thierry touched and caressedthe opening there as I wriggled and writhed beneathhim. I�d known I wanted sex. I�d have done the soli-tary act for myself that any man does. This had beenso odd, so far, so pleasantly weird to be Noelle and towant to be kissed and touched by another man.
�No, I can�t ..!� I screamed as Thierry kissed meforcefully, pressing against me, my nipples on fire.He caressed my breasts, his legs were on my thighs,spreading them, his hands lifting me.
�No, I�m not that kind of �� girl, I was going to say,but his mouth wouldn�t let me say it. And it was un-true. I wasn�t that kind of man, I wanted to protest. Iwasn�t gay. I should break his neck for what he in-tended to do to me. I couldn�t have loved doing thiswith him! I couldn�t!
Thierry penetrated me. I hung onto him so hardthat I might have strangled him. I might have brokenhis neck. He was such a brave man to go on with
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what he was doing while I clenched my legs at hissides, squealing as one of his hands began to do tome what I would have done to my own penis if I�dbeen alone.
Thierry was gasping for breath, still kissing andfondling me as he began to plunge into me, into mytush, lifting me and making me accept him as if I wasa woman. It was such an incredible, different feeling,unlike anything I�d imagined. I was a woman, takinga man inside me!
I know I screamed again and again as he kept go-ing back and forth, calling me �Darling Noelle�, whichis what I was, I supposed, and telling me he loved me,such a beautiful, fantastic woman. There was a mo-ment, as I ejaculated in one of the most stupendousclimaxes I�ve ever had, Thierry bucking in and out ofme, filling me as well, that I actually thought it wastrue. Yes, I actually joined in with his gyrations andkissed him in a frenzy as I found out what it was liketo be a real woman. So Noelle told herself.

**7.What I can never tell anybody**
Thierry sat by himself in the interrogation roomand thought about the message from Noelle and whatit implied. She�d sent him a message and his braincouldn�t remember enough to unscramble it. He did-n�t think for a moment she really wanted to kill him.But she knew everything, she�d said. That numbedhim. She knew now he�d never slept with her as awoman before he�d taken her to Point Cassy and liedto her about all he�d done with her.
Noelle must have found out that she hadn�t arrivedin France as a travesti at all. It was something thatJackson and he, Thierry, had persuaded her to do inorder to get that perverted swine, Craznour, who didlike she-males, transvestites, crossdressers, but nottranssexuals as he wanted a �girl� with an active cock.
That had been so hard, persuading Johnny, that�swhat he�d called her then, his darling Noelle, that thejob could only be done by a good-looking boy like
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himself who could dress up like a girl and fool anugly, hard-bitten pervert like Craznour.
Jackson had arranged for the women who�dtrained �Noelle�. There was one who had once been aman and knew exactly what Craznour would wantfrom a girl like Noelle. She�d been the one to train theshocked, embarrassed boy into being a travesti whocould have worked the stage at Chez Nous or Le Car-rousel.
�Why can�t I just go into the men�s room after himand shoot him, stab him, or break his neck?�Johnny, Noelle that is, had asked. �I could take himout on the Metro and make it look like an accident!�
�His associates know his tastes,� Thierry had toldhim patiently, admiring the �girl� in the short, blondewig, in her stylish dress, staring angrily at her imagein the mirror as she spoke to him in her mannishvoice. �If one of the girls whom he was seen leavingwith takes him out with her pimp, as part of a rob-bery, they�ll nod and go on to whatever else they�replanning. Jackson�s plan is that another team isready to move in on his associates with a weaponsbuy as soon as you�ve taken care of Craznour.
�Craznour�s associates can�t be spooked by think-ing it was an arranged hit. They have to believe it wasall an accident and keep on going. It�s why you�rehere, Johnny, isn�t it? You�re the expert on setting itup to look like a real accident, aren�t you?�
�My name isn�t Johnny,� he�d said with a scowlthat looked so incongruous on his red, gleaming lips.The woman who�d worked on him had done a magnif-icent job of making him look like a real girl. Thierrywas really, really impressed. Now, if only they coulddo something about the voice.
�It isn�t Danielle, or Noelle, or Simone, either,�Johnny had protested.
�It will be,� Thierry said to him, thinking of the newpassports he�d received from the embassy. Therewere French, Belgian, Swiss and US passports in avariety of female names. The �Noelle Mercier� pass-

Page - 58

IDENTITY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



port had been on top. That was why he began to callher �Noelle�, just as he�d called him �Johnny�, becausefour of his fake passports, useless now, had thename John either first or second in the alias.
�After Madame Retoullier has done something withyour voice,� Thierry reminded his protesting agent,that lesson set to take place in the evening. It wouldlead inevitably, at Madame�s insistence, on �Noelle�going out on the town to practice whatever it was thatthe different Madames had taught �her�.
Johnny grunted and sat down, his legs wide apartmannishly.
�Now, now,� Thierry said to him pleasantly. �You�repouting like a girl.� Thierry had said something simi-larly to him, a month before, when Johnny had ob-jected to going back to school as a teenager. Thierryhad said �as a boy� then, of course.
Johnny went in the end, did a fantastic job asusual and had all kinds of girls who wanted to makeit with him. They called the phone he�d used allthrough the following week when his mission wascompleted. Thierry finally had to smash it himselfand set Johnny to work on being �Noelle�.
Thierry had been on the phone to Jackson, tellinghim what a stupid idea it all was, to have an asset dowhat Johnny was doing, when �Noelle� walked in withMadame Soullet, who was training her to be a girl.�Oh, man,� Thierry remembered he�d thought, get-ting a stirring in his pants just looking at �her�, at thechanges Renee had made to �our schoolboy� as he�dbeen calling Johnny to Jackson.
�I change my mind,� Thierry had told Jackson.�This is going to work. We�ll get on the operational de-tails right away.�
It had been quite the most thrilling time ofThierry�s life as Johnny was transformed, protestingall the way, into Noelle. Thierry had loved taking herout in the evening, her makeup so perfect, the Ma-dames saw to that. There she was, on the dance floor,Noelle, whom no-one would have ever called a girl. It
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was a wonder they ever got Craznour interested in�her�.
�Thank goodness that�s over,� Noelle had said inher lovely, feminine voice as she sat beside Thierry inthe taxi, his arm about her, Craznour�s bewigged,corseted body hanging from the open closet ofwomen�s clothing, clearly in a perverted sex arousalgame gone wrong. The opera stocking around hisneck was the crowning touch.
Who, but the most conscientious of policemen,would come looking for a girl who wasn�t a girl, every-one would guess, who�d gone to Craznour�s home for�fun and games� as he�d told his bodyguard. That poorguy was sleeping lightly against the door frame, hiscoffee lightly doctored. He�d be able to make the dis-covery himself that he�d slept on the job.
It didn�t matter if he recognized �Noelle� hadn�tbeen a girl. Everyone knew Craznour�s tastes in sexpartners, if not that he was into really kinky stuff.
�He was pleading with me,� Noelle had whisperedto Thierry, when he�d entered the house and was ledto the scene in the bedroom. �He still wanted to havesex with me when I had him hanging there.�
�I notice he�d ejaculated,� Thierry told her, thoughhe hadn�t. �The whole scene will be very convincing.�
�Do you think they�ll off the bodyguard?� she�dasked in her still girlish voice.
�I would think so,� said Thierry. �If I was him, I�drun as soon as I saw the bedroom. He could get acouple of days� start before anyone has the nerve togo in there and brave the alarms that we set.�
�If he re-set the alarms,� said Noelle gloomily.
�Of course,� agreed Thierry.
�Can�t wait to get out of these clothes,� Noelle saidas the cab driver dropped them, two blocks fromwhere �she� lived. Thierry insisted they have a drinkin the quiet, little club on Rue St Devan. She held hisarm properly, nevertheless, and minced in her high,
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black, women�s shoes into the club, even smilingprettily at the waiter who called her �mademoiselle�.
�I�ve got to get my hair fixed as well,� Noelle said,smiling at him over the rim of her glass. Thierry hadwondered if she knew how pretty she was, with hereyes made up so beautifully, her lips so fresh withlipstick and her false fingernails gleaming so attrac-tively.
�You don�t need to,� said Thierry. �There is thisother job that Jackson wants us to do.�
Noelle went very still. �Like this?� she asked.
Thierry nodded.
�No,� she�d said. Thierry remembered it clearly.�The next time, you can wear the panties and thedress; oh, and the damned corset!�

*****8. Life begins and ends in Paris****
I was on edge all that morning as I dressed againas a woman and had breakfast with my husband,said goodbye to all the staff who�d attended to us, es-pecially Denise. She�d helped me so much with mymakeup and clothing. Thierry had magnificent tipsfor them all. After that, my suitcases of female cloth-ing once more loaded into his Lamborghini, we wereoff to Paris.
�Another identity established,� murmured Thierryas we went along. I realized then that the whole inter-lude had been part of some new mission. I wonderedif he would call me �Lise� now until I�d done what hewanted me to do. �We�ll be meeting the Cabernets inParis tomorrow evening. Jackson has sent us thefile.�
�So when they check up on us,� I said slowly.
�Yes,� said Thierry with a frown. �Oh, I keep forget-ting. You don�t recall that you were the one who sug-gested this, serving two purposes.� He smiled atsome secret thought. �Of course, I didn�t have as
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much sex or as much lovemaking as you promisedme.�
�Do you ever think of anything else but that?� Iasked him with a flush, my sunglasses and scarf dis-guising my emotions, I hoped. It was a silly thing tosay as I hadn�t been thinking of anything else butthat since we�d left Point Cassy.
�No, I don�t,� said Thierry with a charming smile.�With such a beautiful wife as you, my darling Noelle,how can I think of anything else but getting you backto our apartment in Paris? The bedroom, all in pink,do you remember that, that you and your interiordecorator designed. It makes the honeymoon suite atPoint Cassy look downright dowdy.�
�You�re just saying that,� I said with a shiver. Ican�t be this girlie, I thought, dismay coming over me.I can�t be sitting here, my legs crossed, just wishingthat we could stop at some hotel and go back to whatwe were doing most of the night at the Hotel PointCassy.
�The third time was the charm last night, wasn�tit?� Thierry asked me, reaching out and taking myhand, with the beautiful rings in place, in his. Invol-untarily, I squeezed his hand, blushing as I glancedat him. He looked so smug. I suppose he had everyright to, after what he�d awakened in me and what I�ddone for my so-called husband, my lover and boyfriend, as he called himself, in our honeymoon bed.
�It was all,� I began as he raised an eyebrow,checking the road, waiting for the compliment I�d payhim, �pretty devastating,� I finishedmeekly, girlishly.
�Devastating!� Thierry was shocked. �It was in-credible, fantastic, unbelievably wonderful! I�venever, ever, made love to such a woman, a womanwho can love a man so �Oh, you were putting me on,weren�t you, my adorable, little pussy!�
�As good as it was before between us?� I askedhim, trembling at the word he used for me. There wasnervousness in my voice as I knew what he meant.
�Oh, a hundred times better,� Thierry enthused.
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�A hundred times?� I gasped. Then, a teasing ideacame to me. I couldn�t resist. �Was I that bad at mak-ing love to a man before we were married?�
Thierry laughed heartily at that one. �No, my dar-ling wife,� he said, reaching over. I had to move to lethim get his arm about me. �You never sucked at love-making, my darling, never. Hmm, I shouldn�t haveused that word, should I, because you never did thatbefore �!�
�But you said,� I had to retort, thinking of thatthird time when he�d laid back. I�d worked andworked girlishly to arouse him and finally I had.Then, I�d sat, basically, on his erect male member,being so sexually female, and ridden him, gaspingand squealing as he caressed and fondled my breastsand my hips.
Oh, how I�d convulsed and fallen on him in ecstasyas he filled me. I had this strange, wonderfullystrange climax, that made me jiggle and shiver every-where on my body, falling onto him to beg his ca-resses to make the incredible surge of pleasure keeppouring through me.
Thierry had said that it was my orgasm, my femaleorgasm. He used those words. I�d had them all thetime before when we made love. If I hadn�t arousedhim so well with what I had done to his manhoodwith my mouth, he wouldn�t have realized what itwas he was really missing, me being an orgasmicwoman. His words had set me off to doing it all againfor him. Yes, I did become, eventually, an orgasmicwoman again, though my husband was less helpthan he claimed afterwards that he had been.
�I said that it was wonderful, wonderful, fantastic,what it should be between a man and a woman, theway that you loved and aroused me,� said Thierry,hugging me, letting me kiss his cheek even thoughwe were speeding along the national highway. �I wantto do it all again, tonight, but I�m a man, darlingNoelle. I�ll have to stop and buy some chemicals tokeep going again, I think.�
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In the rest of our conversation, I gathered that Iwas just a woman. I could lie there and be aroused bymy partner. He had all the work to do, being the man,Thierry spouted off to me. I didn�t mind what he wassaying. I was tingling all over as I listened to him call-ing me �woman� and �darling Noelle�. I was beginningto believe that, yes, I was both of those things.
The Parisian apartment was everything Thierryhad said it would be. It was definitely a woman�sapartment and it was mine. Thierry didn�t even takethe time to bring up our suitcases before he had meinside, in our bed, I pleasuring him as he pleasuredme.
�Thierry!� I�d protested as he pulled my skirt down,then my panties, but my erection betrayed me asmuch as his did, showing how we wanted each other.I know I had misgivings but they were all swept awayas my lover lifted my legs about him. There I was, inanother overhead mirror, my legs high over mylover�s back as I wiggled and gyrated like a woman,my mouth mauling the man making love to me,working so hard. He kissed my nipples and my con-vulsions started. Oh, I was orgasmic! It didn�t takeme arousing him orally at all.
I squealed and held onto him as he drove anddrove into me, his woman. I spasmed again. It was sowonderful to be female, girlish ecstasy on my face inthe mirrors as we went on and on, loving andpleasuring one another.
�I love you, Thierry,� I had to tell him, delightingwhen he told his woman, me, how he loved me aswell. When he released inside me, I felt so delightfullyfeminine, rutting with my husband, the passion andecstasy so intense and enjoyable as I teased him ashe caressed and fondled every part of me. I giggled infemale bliss as my orgasm took hold of me. I could donothing for an age as I was in love as a woman withmy wonderful husband.
�I do have to check in,� Thierry insisted, after I hadmade him do me again, the lovely pink counterpaneon the feminine bed quite ruined by the emissionsfrom man and woman in their lovemaking.
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�Oh, I�m a mess,� I said, looking into the mirror atmy hair and makeup. My boy friend leant over meand caressed my breast, his mouth on mine, de-manding further kisses.
�If this is a mess,� Thierry murmured to me, stand-ing naked in front of me, �I love you being a womanlymess. I�m proud to have done this to you, my woman.I love you, my darling Noelle.�
I felt so girlish as I rose beside him, as naked as he.Thierry slapped my tush and pushed me to the bath-room as he said he had to call in. It was important.
The bathroom was gorgeous, full of feminine prod-ucts, scents and lotions. I descended into a foamybath and tied up my hair as I removed all of mymakeup. I luxuriated and was half asleep whenThierry climbed in with me, wrapping me in his mus-cular arms.
I hadn�t thought of making love in a bath. But,again, it was rapturous, my legs so high in the air, mesquealing like a stuck pig, a very apt analogy, as myboy friend whispered that the pills he had stopped tobuy were kicking in. I was in for a most unbelievable,womanly night.
It was amazing I survived it. Thierry�s ravaging ofme was endless. Even all the lotions and grease in mytush didn�t save me from feeling sore all over when Ifinally awoke the next day, my tush against him. Icould feel a flicker of life there even before he awoke.
I began to slide from our bed, my bra, my pantiesand my stockings looking so obscene where they hadbeen tossed to the floor as they were mixed in withThierry�s male clothing. I slid out a bare, hairless leg,trying to hook the panties so that I wouldn�t emergenaked but that slight movement woke my boy friend.His arm tightened about my waist.
I felt a stubbly man�s face on my neck, his headlifting my hair to one side so that he could kiss me.Ooooo, there it was, the feel of his manhood betweenmy legs, at the back of my thighs as Thierry arousedhimself against me.
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�Again,� was all I could think of to whisper as hisfamiliar hands now caressed my breasts and beganto really awaken me as well, readying me for anotherround of being Thierry�s girl friend.
Thierry half moved me so that he could stay at mytush and yet kiss me as well on my lips as my breaststiffened under his fondling, womanly feelings fillingme once more.
�Surely, we weren�t like this all the time, ever sinceJackson sent me to Paris,� I murmured to the manwho was making love to me again, his manhood ris-ing lovingly against my tush. He prepared to impaleme on his pole while one of his hands reached aroundme and took my own arousing pecker and began toencourage it to rise more as he began to penetrate mein a way that felt so right these last couple of days.
Yes, that�s all the time it had taken for the atten-tions of an expert male lover to make me all girlie andcutesie, wanting his male attentions and compli-ments to my girlishness never to stop.
�We were worse,� said Thierry between passionatekisses that made me stretch out my feminine bodyagainst him, his hairy legs working to caress minethat were so bare and so shapely compared to his.
I smiled and kissed him, swishing my hair acrosshis face, delighting in the thrusts he made into me. Ijiggled in his lap and held onto his face, not lettinghim stop caressing and rousing me to such wonder-ful womanhood. I tried to get him to stop rousing mything with his hand but he wouldn�t. Then, I felt hewas right as I began to feel my femmy orgasm takeover me again.
�Oh, yes,� I breathed to him. �Oh, yes, Thierry! Oh,do me, do me, my darling man! Oh, I love you so,Thierry. Noelle really loves you.� I clamped my mouthto his and let passion take over me. I bucked andbounced on his pole and felt his other hand on mylegs, on my thighs, stroking me as I touched my ownbreasts and let the climax that I couldn�t hold backsoar all through me.
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I twisted and bounced, writhed and wriggled on histhrusting, piston-like manhood. Thierry filled me, ex-ploding into me. I squealed again as he grabbed at mybreasts and agitated my nipples so that it seemed asif my body was in spasm. It felt so fantastic that Icouldn�t stop. I wouldn�t let him stop even when hegasped and tried to hold me tighter against him sothat he could stop my vibrating.
No, I didn�t want that. I just wanted to be boffedand boffed some more, as men said that they did togirls like me when I was at school.
I use �boffed� because I hate the �f word� but it wasthe one I should use as I knew that that was whatThierry was doing to me. Yes, he was fucking me! Iwas in female bliss as he did it. I didn�t want him everto stop doing it, no matter how sore my tush was, nomatter how I was grinding down on him. He had toarouse the last iota of feminine feeling as my boyfriend made love to his woman. There, I used theright words for me, his woman.
I�d bathed with Thierry in our honeymoon suite.Was that only one day before? It seemed like an agesince he and I had threshed around in the bathwater.He�d smelled so good for most of the day following.
We bathed together again, mostly just kissing andfondling one another as we were both too sore for an-other all-out session of lovemaking immediately.
�Tonight,� Thierry promised me. �After we havebeen to the Grand Ball in the Tuileries.�
�The Cabernets,� I said with a shudder as we lay inthe bath and kissed, his caressing and fondling of mybreasts and woman�s body almost unceasing, even ifit was gentler than the night before.
�Yes,� agreed Thierry. �You�ll be at Dominique�sthis afternoon, having your hair done, long exten-sions put in.�
�Extensions?� I asked my male lover who washolding me so close to him. His meds must be cuttingin again, I guessed, as I felt a hardness against mythigh.

Page - 67

RELUCTANT PRESS



�Yes,� he groaned. It did seem that he was in greatagony. �The target is Gilbert Cabernet who reallylikes women with long, golden hair. So, you�ll get adye job this afternoon and hair extensions. You�ll getyour makeup done as exquisitely as it always is, justlike it was for Vernon and his friends. I�m the onewho�s going to be in agony while you flirt with Gilbertand tell him all kinds of lies like how you only mar-ried me, Lise Dufresnoy, for the money I have. Now itappears I don�t have as much as I bragged I did.�
�And he�ll take me off to some seedy hotel,� I beganwith a shiver.
�Not with his wife right there,� said Thierry with alaugh. �We�ll come home together tonight. But in afew days or so, he�ll arrange to have me visit him for abusiness meeting, which he won�t be there for, be-cause something came up, his pecker actually. He�llbe meeting my darling wife in some fashionable hotelwhere nothing fancy is going to happen, not rightaway. The virulent strain you pass to him won�t man-ifest itself for a week. Then it will move quickly towreck him.�
�Making the world a safer place,� I murmured.�But what, what if what he wants is a beautiful,long-haired blonde for a fling, but it isn�t me? Whatdo I do about what I really have between my legswhen it comes to me consummating an affair withthis Gilbert Cabernet?�
�You don�t recall doing the research on this al-ready, Lise?� my husband, I had to get into pretendmode as well as he did, asked me as we stood to-gether and dried each other, so different from one an-other. We clearly, as I covered myself all the time,were not of the same gender, not the way that welooked together.
�You know I don�t,� I had to tell him again.
�He�s deathly afraid of contracting AIDS,� Thierrysaid. �You talked to the other girls at the service wehave you work for. And he�s the one who is oral only,double O, in all the records. Generous, but loves it
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when he doesn�t have to pay and can screw anotherman�s wife.�
I shivered as Thierry talked to me all the time that Ire-dressed as a girl, the light quite going out of an-other womanly experience as he told me all thethings I�d done and planned to take care of GilbertCabernet. There was a backup plan, a remote callingtransmitter which I could use to call either Thierry orCec, who�d be on hand.
�Cec doesn�t know �?� I asked. Thierry shook hishead.
�Nor Frank,� he said, kissing me, Thierry�s kissseeming so cold as we planned for me to make love toanother man and infect him with a disease thatwould kill him very soon. And I planned this, Ithought bleakly. I�m really not a very nice person,whether I�m a man or a woman.
How could I be �nice� when I�m an assassin, Ithought, kissing the man who wanted to kiss me, thepassion not there, even when he strokedmy tush andmy panties that held me so tightly. How did I evercome to this? How did I come to be an assassin? Howdid I ever become a travesti? I seemed to love makinglove to Thierry, as he had said I did. How could I be akiller and a girlish lover, at the same time?
If I ever got to talk to this Jackson, I must ask himwho I really was, I decided. I shuddered as I realizedwhat I wanted to do, really. I wanted to go back to theperson I was who wasn�t involved in all of this killingand stuff. I wanted to go back to Point Cassy with areal husband and make love to him as Thierry hadloved me so gloriously these past few days.

**9. Tell us why she�s going to kill you**
Virginia Shepherd had listened to the recording ofNoelle�s phone call and clearly was puzzled. Therewas that look on her face as she strode into the inter-rogation room after breaking off from some otherphone call she�d been making. �Do you really thinkshe�s come back to Paris to kill you?� she asked

Page - 69

RELUCTANT PRESS



Thierry tersely, even as Jack Reynolds followed herwith coffee cups for the three of them. She had to goback and hold the door for him.
�No,� Thierry said firmly.
Ginny and Jack exchanged glances. �Explain,�said Ginny.
Thierry sipped on the hot, black coffee and won-dered if he should talk about the codes they�d used.But Ginny Shepherd was staring at him, as if readinghis mind. Somehow, she succeeded.
�Angelique for Geneva,� said Virginia.
�You have very suspicious minds,� said Thierrywith a shrug, taking a further deep draught of thecoffee, letting it burn his throat. Let them think thatthe winces he made were from that, not from howclose they were getting to enlisting him in the huntfor Noelle. He still couldn�t bring himself to tell themwhat he should about Noelle.
�She didn�t send me any secret message, if that�swhat you think,� Thierry went on, almost wishing hecould say Noelle had come back to kill him. She did,after all, have ample reason, no, reasons, to killThierry if she�d really gone to someone with authorityover Jackson. Not the least for the lie that persistedthat she was supposed to have killed him.
If Noelle was in touch with someone who�d beenJackson�s director, that person could have told herwho she really was. Perhaps that was it. She was in-volved with someone else in the agency back in theStates. Thierry had told her to run from that butwhen had she really ever listened to him, save towriggle more girlishly in her lovely dress and swirlher hair about him as he took down her panties, fon-dling her breasts, before he lovingly fucked her?
�Did she kill Jackson?� Virginia asked into thepause as Thierry gathered his thoughts. �You yelledthat he was dead, into the phone, Thierry. You thinksomeone�s trying to set her up, someone beyond ourpay grade. If it�s something like that, is it because shereally didn�t kill Jackson?�
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�What did Cec and Frank say about that?� askedThierry with a straight a face as he could make.
Ginny looked knowingly at Jack. �I think you�reright,� she said. �Thierry Bouchard isn�t going to helpus find Noelle Mercier. I think we need a heavy teamto get the answers we want.�
Thierry paled. This wasn�t going the way he wantedit from the very first. Sooner or later, he was going tohave to tell all. He�d have to tell Ginny what shewouldn�t believe at all about Noelle Mercier.
�Why isn�t she working for us any more?� askedJack Reynolds as if he was trying to give Thierry onelast chance to be straight with them.
�The Kushtun mission,� said Thierry with a sigh,glad for a change of topic.
�She failed on that one, we were told,� said Ginnygrimly.
�She took out the three main targets,� protestedThierry. It was great to hear her still call Noelle, �she�.Maybe there wasn�t anyone, save for Noelle herself, toprove to his listeners what a �pervert� he was - asThierry had been called by Noelle, when he did thingsto her she didn�t like. There was nothing, of course,that she did that he didn�t like.
�It was a disaster as a clandestine mission, wasn�tit?� persisted Virginia Shepherd, her arms folded.She was in her Section Chief mode, brooking no ar-gument with Thierry over �disaster�. �She was sup-posed to engineer an accident at sea. And what didshe do? Loaded the families ��
�Women and children only,� Thierry pointed out,
�� onto lifeboats so they could sail into Marseillesand accuse us of acts of war and piracy on the highseas. Not what she was told to do. She left thatscreaming third or fourth wife of old man Kushtun totell the world how she begged the American womanagent who�d killed her husband for her innocent chil-dren�s lives!�
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�What was she to do?� Thierry countered, this con-versation eerily like the one he�d had with Jackson.That, in the middle of another mission, had precipi-tated the director of the �European project� to come,unexpectedly, to the apartment in Paris to demanddifferent answers to those Thierry had given him.�Blow the ship? Kill them all? Some of those childrenwere still in diapers.�
�She should have taken out the whole family,�snapped Virginia. �That Halifa woman is poison.She�s on every Arabic news channel, spewing aboutthe martyrdom of her family of bombmakers and ter-rorists, turning whoever she can against us.�
�Noelle couldn�t know that,� argued Thierry. �Itwas a deckful of sleeping children and their mothersshe saw after she�d set the bomb.� But Noelle hadbeen spat upon and slapped by the Halifa woman.She�d shook as she�d told that to Thierry and how thewoman clung to the baby she was holding as she didit.
�I should have killed her,� Noelle had said with ashiver. �I�m sure she�s going to be a pain in the fu-ture.� And, of course, Halifa Kushtun was just thatnow.
�She couldn�t take failure,� said Ginny. It soundedto Thierry that she was quoting a report or someoneelse who�d briefed her on the �failed� mission. Which itwasn�t, Thierry still insisted to anyone who�d listen.�She argued with Jackson here about it, on thestreets. He grabbed her, threatened her with his gunwhich she took from him.
�She downed Jackson�s security, before shedanced off down the street and got Cortez to drive heroff on the Belov-Belanger, mission. That�s the wayCec Cortez described it. He and his driver went tohelp Noelle but the air was thick with bullets, Noellewas screaming about being on the same side but sheran to him as the French police arrived. And Jacksonwas laying in the gutter, dead, with two bullets in hishead. �When you were interrogated, do you remem-ber what you said, Thierry?�
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�I think Noelle�s given in her quitting notice,�Thierry said, remembering all that went on, theshouted threats and insults before Jackson haddrawn on Noelle on the street.
Thierry had been as astounded as Noelle that it allcame to a head. An enraged Jackson had appeared inthe Paris apartment, after two years of uninterruptedsuccess by Noelle on her missions, to ask why thewhole Kushtun family hadn�t been wiped out as he�d�ordered�. And to see �her�, the woman he�d had cre-ated, Thierry knew, shocked into silence as Jacksonstudied the gorgeous Noelle.
�Jackson raped her,� Thierry said to the accusingfaces then, shocking them. �He deserved what hegot.�
Bursting into the apartment, Jackson hadlaughed at the two of them, Noelle in a black, sultry,low-necklined, swirling cocktail dress. Thierry hadunwound from her loving caress. �Who the hell is thislovely brunette girl on your arm, Thierry, flauntingher tits?� Jackson asked with no preview. Noellequivered as their �boss�, a man she didn�t know,touched her soft-skinned face.
But Jackson knew �her�, Thierry had thought,stunned, as he watched the man from America fondleand caress the lovely girl, pretending he didn�t knowwho �she� was.
Jackson had come all the way from the US to talkto Stevie specifically about the Kushtun failure, hesaid. Why wasn�t Stevie answering his pages? Whywasn�t he in the apartment they�d provided for him?Was Thierry living with this cute brunette bimbo? He,Jackson, would take her for the night. She couldkeep him happy!
Noelle had come awake from her stunned amaze-ment at what Jackson was saying, only when Thierrytold her who the man was. She�d tried to tell Jacksonshe was the guy he�d sent from the US. �Is my realname Stevie?� she�d asked so adorably. Jackson�sface had made an unbelievable grimace as he looked
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at �her�, at the obvious changes in her figure now somuch a part of �her�.
�Noelle is working tonight!� Thierry had finallymanaged to interrupt. �She�s dressed like a model asshe has a date with your target, Jackson. It will behis last!�
Jackson had turned on Thierry, wanting to knowhow Thierry thought they could trap a Russian mil-lionaire arms dealer with an effing drag queen.
Noelle had broken free from him then, swishing inher pretty dress, her breasts so perky and female.Jackson seemed at last to realize that this was hisStevie Wonder; and that, two years since she�d re-ceived her breasts and rounded tush, she, Noelle,Stevie, still had them.
Noelle clearly wasn�t the �asset� Jackson expected.
�You gave us the target. We�re doing the job to-night, if you let us,� Thierry had implored the furiousSection Chief. The gorgeous girl Thierry had madelove to for so long just stared at him as she began towork out how Thierry had lied to �her�.
�Instead of going off on those daydreams of yourgirl friend,� said Ginny harshly, �just tell us abouther, Thierry. Tell us how we can contact her in Paris.�And take her out, was unspoken.

*****10. You can�t go home again*****
I�d used the credit card in London, laughing to my-self as I thought about Thierry. Well, he�d come andmeet me, wouldn�t he? He�d expect to see me again asa woman. It would be like old times as I got him tohelp me take care of Barrouqi, as soon as he arrivedfrom the States. Thierry had told me I shouldn�t everuse a credit card anywhere in Europe as the French,German, Russian and English knew as soon asThierry did, which was almost instantly, where I wasand what I was purchasing. We�d see if that worked, Ithought in amusement.
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�Only if they�ve flagged the card,� I�d laughed athim then. �So give me something that�s never beenused. No-one will know it�s me. I do stick out, youknow, Thierry darling, whenever I have to use moun-tains of cash instead of a credit card like everyoneelse.�
�I like you to stick out,� Thierry had said, holdingme, kissing me and caressing two appendages onme,making them stick out a lot more.
�You beast,� I�d said to him, repeating what I�dheard another girl say to her boy friend affection-ately.
�Hmm,� Thierry said, getting all worked up as wekissed some more. I wiggled my hips against him ashe touchedmy tush and panties. �We�ve got time for aquickie.� He pushed me towards the bedroom.
I pouted and pretended to protest. But I didn�tmind at all. We�d done several jobs with Cec andFrank but I hadn�t had to seduce anyone, with ablowjob or anything else, in six months. So I wasmore in female love with Thierry than I�d ever been. Irecognized he was keeping his affections just for me,too, his woman. I loved him for it. Ooo, I always hadtime for a quickie. Ooo, I felt so much like a woman asmy femmy clothing tantalized me as my mansquirmed his way into me, kissing and fondling me,as a man should a woman.
The only way I could show him I loved him, me,Noelle Mercier, pretty girl, was to let himmake love tome at any time of the day. I�d learned to be ready.Whenever I turned my back on him, his hands wouldsnake aroundmy thin waist, my skirt would be lifted.Before I knew it, I was impaled, his manhood insideme. Ooo, I couldn�t stop at just one �girlish� penetra-tion! I had to have him face-to-face, bucking underhim until my passion to be an orgasmic woman wasmet and sated.
Those were such wonderful days in our lovelyapartment. It was such a thrill to go out with such ahandsome man as Thierry, to dance in his arms andbe more girlishly frivolous and flirty than any girl we
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met. I loved dress shopping and, oh, how I tormentedmy boy friend with my teasing and fondling, insideand out of the house. In the apartment, away fromthe crowd we cultivated as a boy-and-girl couple, hewas able to have all his male needs and desires ex-plored by his loving, wiggly girl friend.
And yet, all that heavenly time as a woman came toan end with such a crash. It was more of a surprise tomy lover, Thierry, than it was to me, as I didn�t recallJackson at all, not even when he�d said he�d recruitedme as I was a �good man� in Iraq.
Oh, how I first squealed so girlishly at Jackson,thinking that Thierry wanted me to come on as a girlto his friend! The blinds dropped from my eyes whenJackson called me �Stevie�. I�d sort of put it on theback burner, finding out who I really was. I loved be-ing Noelle, Lise, Simone, or Jeannette. My male iden-tity hadn�t been important any more as I made pas-sionate love, every day, to Thierry, whom I loveddeliriously, me having become totally a woman, in ev-ery thought and desire.
�You didn�t come over here to be a girl,� Jacksonsneered at me. I still didn�t remember leaving the US.I stood there in my strapless, black evening gown, mybeaded purse in my hand, shimmying as Jacksonput his arm about me in a caress, wondering if Ishould go for the gun attached to my garter on mythigh, to protect my boy friend from this Ugly Ameri-can who�d invaded my feminine apartment.
But the laughing American had told me he was myboss while Thierry stood there, white as a sheet, asthis Jackson, exposed all the lies Thierry had told meabout myself as a woman.
I�d been a boy, totally, or so said this Jackson, thefirst time I�d seen him in the flesh. I was really a man,a soldier, I should say. Jackson had recruited me. I�dbeen a helicopter pilot. My death had been faked sothat I could work for Thierry as an �asset�. Jacksonkept using that term although Thierry and I hadstopped since it was, as I�d seen in the Bournemoviesin Paris, a part of film jargon for spies.
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I did go through sniper training, as an asset, I�dlearned from Thierry, but I didn�t do any of that typeof work for him. Now, Jackson was sneering at me,asking me if I�d kept up with my training or was I justintent on graduating from the Crazy Horse chorusline to being a high-class whore in sexy women�s un-derwear.
After reports, Thierry always said Jackson wantedme to be who I was, Noelle. But right there, meetingJackson for the �first time�, Jackson shook his headevery time he looked at me, in my evening dress, glit-ter, long hair and femininity.
�I, I�m here, in Europe, to plan missions,� I whis-pered girlishly to Jackson. I must have seemed awfulto him, his �man� in a tight-fitting, glittering eveninggown, made up exquisitely like a woman, on the wayout on a date, to be kissed and caressed by anotherman who thought I was a real, attractive woman.
I stood there, a shapely, long-haired woman, tomake love to the target Jackson wanted dead. I sawthe sneer on Jackson�s face, sensing I�d been lied to,a lot, about the Section Chief.
�I�m on my way to kill Belanger,� I said, watchingthe shock in Jackson�s eyes at the way I spoke in awoman�s lilt. He�d ordered the kill. �I have a date withhim, the Russian,� I pleaded with him. �It�s tonight inhis hotel room!�
After his date with a beautiful, brunette woman,an escort, the police would find Belanger, Russiandespite his name, dead from his exertions in makinglove to his whore, that is, to me. That seemed to dis-concert Jackson the most. I tried to explain in mygirlish voice what I was going to do, but all I could seewhen I looked at him was that Jackson was staring atmy breasts, so tightly bound by my uplift bra.
�Our waiter, Frank, will pass me the drugs in a sy-ringe,� I tried to go on, doggedly explaining the opera-tion to a man who could stop it with a word. I�d havebeen patted down by Edouard�s bodyguard already,the touch of another man�s hands all over me stimu-lating me for my real target. Edouard knew that. I�d
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let finally let him, Belanger, kiss and maul me for awhile.
I didn�t tell Jackson I�d be stripped down to myblack corset, black panties and stockings, my garterbelt attachments being what Belanger liked to touchand play with as he stroked my panties while wekissed. I already knew that, from my last �date�.
I did tell Jackson we�d send a drink to the Rus-sian�s bodyguard, who�d awaken eventually to findhis employer dying, the lovely escort girl in tears, anda doctor called by the hotel. Cec, the doctor, wouldtell the police the man had died making love to me.
�He should never have bought such a lovely escortand got himself so worked up, making love to her,�Cec would say. I twirled femininely in my gorgeousdress. Jackson could see how our story would be be-lieved.
I shivered as I said the last part, swaying in mylovely dress, a day in the spa preparing me for thisnight as a new woman, in my finest, frilly lingerie. Iwas just the woman Belanger wanted. �This is myjob, my mission,� I said nervously, girlishly, to Jack-son who laughed when I added it was the operationhe�d approved. The air bubble, as a last resort, fromthe syringe would make it look like our man had diedfrom an embolism.
�He approved, didn�t he, Thierry?� I asked, mydress swishing as I turned to draw my boy friend intothis weird confrontation. Jackson seemed furiousthat I wasn�t a boy, that my hair was so long, flowingdown below my breasts, that I hadn�t gone back tosome clinic he�d paid for, hadn�t he?
The last was directed solely at my boy friend.Thierry was my control as well as my lover. He got thetargets from Jackson. He said that Jackson loved theway I worked as a woman. Jackson wanted me tostay in Paris, doing jobs requiring �wet� work from awoman.
We did our missions, Thierry and me. We just didas we were told and made love when we weren�t kill-
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ing others. We planned operations. I was always thewoman now if one was needed; and a woman alwayswas. Ooo, I loved all the exotic, female clothing I hadto wear and the way I was treated by men who adoredme. Oh yes, I loved ridding the world of men likeBelanger, arming children in Africa to fight, after I�dmade him ride me, of course.
I didn�t know what Thierry had said about me as Istood in my lovely dress, facing a man grimacing atme, dressed totally in women�s clothing. �You or-dered this,� I whispered again, feeling my long skirtsso wonderfully against my stockinged legs. But Jack-son started complaining about the Kushtun missionbeing an effing, tranny-sized cock-up.
�I became a girl because you ordered me to,� I fi-nally screamed at Jackson. As far as I knew, Jack-son, according to Thierry, suggested I be a girl on allmissions, with the success I was having.
�Not a real girl,� Jackson snarled at me. But that�swhat I am, I wanted to say. I was a �real� woman as Istood before Jackson. I tossed my long hair over myshoulders as I looked at my boy friend and lover, mybreasts on show, as they would be for Belanger,who�d be lost in mauling them, allowing me to takehim out.
�I�m beginning to understand the Kushtun job,�sneered Jackson. �You�ve become soft, perverted,haven�t you? Look at the she-male you�ve become!You like the effing tits you only needed to get on thatplane with that Vernon guy!�
Jackson grabbed me, feeling my breasts, confirm-ing they were real. Thierry did nothing to my amaze-ment. I took Jackson�s thumbs off my nipples andbent them so that he let go of me. I had to re-arrangemy bra and my dress to be the girl I was supposed tobe for Belanger.
�So you�re soft and girlie now,� Jackson snapped.�You don�t follow orders any more.�
I�d been told to kill all of the Kushtun family, butsurely he didn�t know about the women and children
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on the yacht. I�d had to get them off, despite the slap Itook. I looked to Thierry, expecting him to explain ashe�d said he would. He�d said there�d be no problem.We had another mission, the dealer Belanger, justperfect for a woman like me. I could wear my strap-less St Laurent and Givenchy dresses.
But the look on Thierry�s face told me he hadn�t re-solved anything with our boss at all. �There was areason why we wanted that rat�s nest cleaned away,�Jackson went on. �Now, we�ve a worse mess. We�vethat Halifa womanmaking all kinds of noises. Our al-lies are asking if we have some kind of wet squad overhere carrying out assassinations, all because our lit-tle fem here got his panties in a knot and couldn�tcarry out his frigging orders!�
Thierry had told me I was the one begging Jack-son, before I hit my head so badly, to keep my job inParis, loving the feminine benefits of such a location.Jackson didn�t say anything about me talking to him.I think Thierry had made me his woman against or-ders.
According to Jackson, I�d done four or five mis-sions as a queen or in a dress before I did the onewhere I was the showgirl, Simone. For that one, I hadto have breasts, a rounded tush and my facial fea-tures subtly changed, made a little more feminine.Vernon had to believe I was a woman and so I wentinto �training�.
Shaking all over, I heard Thierry �reassure� ourboss that I wasn�t gay but Jackson only growled, �Itwould be better if the kid was. He got the augmenta-tions, the T and A, the Madames to teach him how touse his attributes properly, but, as soon as you gotback, you were supposed to put Stevie Wonderthrough the clinic again, Thierry. We�ve a sharp-shooter job I need him for.�
�You want me to become a man again?� I�d had toblurt out at Jackson. �But I came to Paris to work likethis.�
�Bull,� shouted Jackson. �Where�d you get your in-formation, lieutenant? Yes. Lieutenant Stephen
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Nixon, helicopter pilot, in Iraq. We faked your deathand trained you to become the assassin you are. I ex-pected to meet a real man over here, a killer, not apussy who�s letting every pervert in Europe fuck himlike a woman before he kills them!�
�I was a normal guy?� I gasped.
�You were a very normal male recruit up to thetime you came over here,� snarled Jackson, making aface at the silent Thierry.
�But, but, Vernon, and the airplane,� I said with ashudder.
�Your plan,� sneered Jackson. �We thought it wasbizarre to do what you did to become �SimoneDussault�. You actually went to a clinic where youwere given breast augmentations as if you were awoman, as well as having your tush rounded andyour nose, chin and brows shaped! Above and be-yond, soldier! But we wanted Stevie Boy back! Youliked it too much, didn�t you? Changing into a womanon Uncle Sam�s dime?�
All the lessons I supposedly took! The Madameswho�d �trained� me! That was true! I reeled and almostcollapsed on my high heels, in my swishy dress, mylong hair swirling about my exposed breasts.

*****11. Getting even with Thierry*****
Oh, I had so much to settle with Thierry Bouchard,I said smugly to myself as the express train pulledinto Paris. And yes, there he was, as he should be, onthe platform, out there where I could see him, outthere where I could just march up to him and shakehis hand, or kiss him if I was brave enough and didn�tmind scandalizing the nuns who were just behind meleaving the train.
But it didn�t take me ten seconds to see the trap I�dbe walking into. There were men all over the plat-forms, watching Thierry and undoubtedly looking forme as well. There were even snipers in the screeningabove the exits from the platform.
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Thierry, Thierry, I thought sadly, but I didn�t lookat him at all as I struggled with my soldier�s pack andscowled at the inspector, the only one to look at meclosely. Still all the hair I�d plastered over my faceworked. I got out without incident. Then it was myturn to do a little hunting.
�Negative,� the goon at the entrance to the latrinewas saying, ignoring me as I huffed and puffed pasthim. He didn�t expect the pack, and the metal box in-side, that laid him out. That assault gave me a radio.It didn�t take long before I was on the circuit andcould hear just who was out there against me.
I�d been grunting for so long, trying to close up myvocal cords that it wasn�t easy to talk like Noelleagain. Thierry was startled to hear me tell him why Iwas in Paris. Yes, I felt like killing him. If I�d had myarms around him at that moment, I think that I�dhave kissed him and killed him. I hope in that order.
The procession of Americans, the French appear-ing out of the shadows and shooing them off, I couldsee, was easy to follow. I boosted a car a fussy pas-senger fussed over locking up for a day while shewent to her office or something. I brooded for quite awhile about whether to save Thierry or not.
Since my tracker led me to a place that wasn�t theembassy, I didn�t doubt they�d interrogate him �hard�.We�d all gone through that in our training. I remem-bered some of the filthy things they�d done to us men.I wondered if the women�s training was different.Thierry had said something about there being an in-stitutional bias about putting women into kill-setslike ours. Which accounted for me in the summery,white dress I�d worn that day, my legs bare, smoothand tanned, toenails so red in my white high heels.That made me figure that there were others around,like Thierry and me.
It wasn�t a large building. There weren�t a hundredentrances and a million electronic locks. By nightfall,some would leave as I saw the woman, Virginia Shep-herd, and several others do. Some would be sleepingand the direct approach was sometimes the best.
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I�d stolen enough equipment from Ezra Marsh�shome and office to fake a few official looking enve-lopes, computer disks in shiny sleeves. Ezra wasJackson�s superior, a deputy director, who�d lovedthe Noelle Mercier I�d become. He loved me sitting inhis lap and wriggling girlishly on him. Apart from theobvious, what he �gave� me in out lovemaking, hethought he was humoring me with the few files he letme access.
Ezra didn�t know howmuch Thierry had taught meabout stealing files from a superior. It was well worththe torrid love I could so easily coax out of Ezra, feel-ing still so much of a woman, as I finally read and de-leted my history with the agency.
A few documents with references to codes were al-ways compelling, particularly the ones ordering who-ever I approached to detain me in a secure office untilreplies to enquiries were prepared for me, a boyish of-ficer, by Virginia Shepherd. It took me longer thanputting on my makeup now to �become� a man. Oh,how my breasts, taped so cruelly, hurt me. They hadto stay that way until I was released.
I had a gun in my hand, reversed, that I handed tothe guard with a smile, before I remembered who Iwas. He muttered �Fag,� under his breath and toldme to stop where I was. I held out the butt of my gunand showed the courier insignia I�d covered in theraincoat I�d worn over my manly uniform.
�Lieutenant Nixon,� I said to the stiff. �You�re to de-tain me while this package goes to your SectionChief.�
The usual occurred. I asked for a bed, saying I did-n�t mind a cell, if that�s all they had. All I wanted wassleep. They could wake me when the brass decided Icould go. They took my gun and gave me a cell after acursory pat down I interrupted a little as I took off thetie I�d worn. If they�d found what they shouldn�tabout me, I�d have had to start my little war a fewhours earlier than I wanted.
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�Turn out the lights,� I said with a yawn as Istretched out. The security with me asked me where Ithought I was, the Ritz.
�Been there,� I murmured. �No better than this.�

**12. Tell me why they�re after me**
Thierry sagged and couldn�t stop himself from ly-ing on his arms on the table.
�Get him up,� he heard Jack Reynolds say in anexasperated voice.
Sleep deprivation, thought Thierry, and continualquestioning by four of them, badgering and hectoringhim, not caring what he answered. They knew thetime for him to confess wasn�t yet. The heavy squadhadn�t arrived.
�Where is she?� Reynolds kept intoning, not both-ering to state �her� name, Noelle. �She couldn�t haveleft the train, anywhere. And she definitely got on it.�
Thierry thought of Noelle, smiling so prettily, mak-ing his heart thud with desire for �her�, bouncing inher nightie, teasing him with a smile, her fingers, lift-ing her panties as if she�d take them off. No one eversaw what he did, that she was entirely a woman.
Thierry shocked himself as the implications ofwhat he�d thought reverberated in his head. Noellewas a man, Stevie Wonder. She�d always been such awonderful actress when she put her mind to it. Shecould imitate him, or Cec, perfectly, even though shelooked so sweet and adorable, putting on hermakeup. Oh, gods, they hadn�t looked at any of themen coming off the train, had they?
Thierry thought of Noelle smiling at a porter, huff-ing and puffing with her luggage. What pretty dressesmight she have in there? They knew nothing aboutNoelle. They didn�t know she was a man!
There was a thud and a sudden indrawn breathbehind Thierry. Then, another thud. Thierry didn�t
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care what they were doing. For a moment, no-onewas yelling. It was as if he was finally in dreamland,watching the girl he�d created, smile at his avidwatching of her, doing her imitation of a Can-Candancer, flipping her petticoats over her back to tempthim into making passionate love with her.
�You want to stay here till the heavy squad ar-rives,� said a soft, familiar voice in his ear.
Thierry jerked backwards as someone moved awaybehind him. The first things he saw as he half rose tohis feet were the bodies on the floor. Jack Reynoldstwitched which he didn�t care about at all. He lookedto the open door to the interrogation room and cameface-to-face with a young, boyish soldier, stubble onhis face, watching him, a look of amusement in thekid�s blue eyes.
The kid�s blue eyes. Thierry almost threw upthough he�d not eaten or drunk in hours. �You,you�ve changed back!� he gasped.
�Sure!� said the kid. �How d�you like me now,Thierry?� He, the kid, struck a pose like a femalemodel, smiling at Thierry. The older man stared atthe �boy�, seeing some resemblance to the girl he�dknown so intimately. But there was something abouthim. No, not the way he stood, in a girlish stance,hand curved on his hip. It was the voice. It wasn�tquite the same as Thierry remembered. It was sort ofneutral. He, the kid soldier, had thicker eyebrowsthan Noelle. There was the stubble, of all things, darkhairs on his, �her� face.
�Not quite what you expected, darling?� askedSteve Nixon.
Thierry shuddered as he looked at the slender �boy�he half-remembered. �No,� was all he could think tosay.
�Let�s get out of here,� said �Stevie�, as Jackson hadcalled him. Would that be what �he� would want to becalled, thought Thierry.
There were bodies lying at crucial entry and exitpoints to the outside. The alarms outside the interro-
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gation room were going wild. A desk was wedged be-neath the front door portcullis, holding it up. Theywere able to slide out easily.
�I thought you were here to kill me,� said Thierrylightly as the boy moved as economically as Thierryrecalled, whether �Johnny� had been dressed as a girlor a boy.
The smile on the kid�s face sent more shiversthrough Thierry. He knew that smile and had loved itdirected at him. �Maybe tomorrow,� Steve Nixon said,taking Thierry�s hand as if he was a girl, leadingThierry across the street. The car was several blocksaway. Red, blue and green lights were flashing alongsome streets as Stevie eased the car from one alley-way across to another.
�Where to?� the young American soldier askedThierry in Noelle�s voice, sending shivers up Thierry�sback as he looked at �him� and heard �her�.
�I have a �pension�,� said Thierry, awake as he hadbeen at the start of the long day. �In the Arab sec-tion.�
�Will they steal this car?� the soldier asked in thelight tones Noelle used.
�Definitely,� said Thierry. �Especially if you leave itunlocked.�
�Good,� said the kid in Noelle�s tones again.
Soon, they rolled into a quarter where Thierry hadto direct the driver. When the car was parked, backfrom a streetlight, Steve Nixon took a duffel bag fromthe trunk, deliberately left the car doors unlocked,tossing the keys into a weed-infested garden area. Hewas grinning as he walked up to a stiffening Thierry.
Thierry gulped, thinking of the sway in the sol-dier�s walk, put on, no doubt, because he was beingstared at by Thierry.
�Lead on, darling,� �she� said, though he was stillthe soldier, putting his arm through Thierry�s. Hecouldn�t believe what he was doing, leading another
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guy through back alleys to the �hole�, the room hekept for just such an emergency as this. Yes, Thierrythought, unable to spot anyone watching the front ofthe �hole�. The entire American community of spies inParis was going to be out looking for him. And for�Johnny� as well, he was sure.
�You look trashed,� said the soldier, taking off theuniform jacket and tossing it onto an old chair. �Takethe bed, Thierry. No questions till tomorrow, please.�
Thierry stared at �him�, at this strange re-incarna-tion. It was as though he was living part of his lifeover again. �I, I have to know,� he began, staring infascination at the stubble on the young man�s facethat, crazily, to Thierry�s eyes, the young man wasnow peeling off his face.
�No, I�m not going to kill you,� said Noelle, gaspingas she took off what must have been a terribly tightcap on her head, unpinning it so that her longish,bouncy hair could spring free. �No, I haven�t recov-ered any of my memories or what I did beforeVernon�s plane. As I told you, I remember wigglingout of a car and jumping into Vernon�s arms andkissing him. I remember grinding my tush againsthim. He spanked me and told me, Simone, to go tothe cabin bed. He�d meet me and take me to heaven.That�s still as far as I go back.�
�Your eyebrows,� said Thierry, laying out on hisbed, sliding out of his shirt and pants and beneaththe sheets.
Noelle smiled and peeled off the eyebrows. Thereshe was, his lover, his girl friend, her eyebrows femi-ninely thin as he remembered, looking down at himover a rough, military shirt. �Touch me, you unmiti-gated liar,� �she� lilted at him, �and I�ll break yourwrist, Thierry.�
�You, you didn�t come back to, to be my woman,then?� Thierry asked.
�Let�s discuss that in the morning, shall we?�Noelle whispered, doing her femmy wiggle so per-fectly.
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�A goodnight kiss would be worth a broken wrist,�said Thierry, feeling the weariness sweeping over himas he sank into the bed, she still in the uniform,watching him, her face without makeup but unmis-takably female, he�d have said.
�I should tie you to the bed, should I?� she asked,her voice imitating him. She�d teased him like that,had Noelle, but Thierry had the idea that, this time, ayear since he�d seen her, she wasn�t joking with himany more.
�I�ll be good,� he whispered.
�In the morning, darling Thierry,� she said after alittle while. At least, that�s what Thierry thought heheard Noelle say, but sleep came too quickly oncehe�d closed his eyes, she kissing him so sweetly, sofemininely.

*****13. Getting things straight*****
�You think this is the frigging way I want you torun things over here!� Jackson snarled at Thierry,poking him savagely in the chest. I�d pulled out ofJackson�s �embrace�, swishing over to my boy friendfor protection, as a woman should. �You think I wantmy best operative to be dressed up as your sexualfantasy!�
I stared at the long mirror on the back of the en-trance door to our apartment and looked at myself.I�d had my long hair dyed black, as Belanger lovedgirls with black, shiny hair. Blondes, Thierry had toldme, just didn�t turn him on. Belanger thought thatblondes just lay back and wanted to be amused. He,as the man, had to do all the work. He preferred bru-nettes like me. I was Belanger�s sexual fantasy.
Thierry had been posing as a friendly customer ofBelanger�s. He let slip that I wasn�t his wife or girlfriend after Belanger admired me at the �affair� we at-tended at some millionaire�s house in the Bois duBoulogne. I was �powdering my nose� at the time.
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Later, as I was admiring an early Picasso, Belangerleaned over, stroked my soft-skinned shoulder andwhispered in my ear that he�d like an evening of mytime just as Thierry was having. I�d smiled flirtily,taken the pen from his pocket and written the num-ber of my �escort agency� on his sleeve.
That was why I was the shapely brunette, my hairlong, falling seductively down my back. It was why Iwas wearing such a tight corset, my breasts pushedupward to accentuate my womanly figure. It was whymy dress was strapless and my feminine undercloth-ing so silky and refined. I�d spent a day in a spa as awoman and had my face and body feminized bywomen who believed I was a woman, just like them.All the time I luxuriated in female fantasies, I believedI was female.
I knew I�d be the right woman for Edouard, thename Belanger had used to hire me. I�d play my part,putting on girlish mannerisms and teasing Edouardas any girl would do. When he wanted to love me, I�dpretend it was Thierry trying to make love to me innew and daring ways. It didn�t matter, after all, if Islipped up, if �Edouard� discovered I wasn�t entirelythe woman of his dreams. He was a dead man any-way.
�Enjoy yourself,� Thierry would have said to me asI was leaving. He did each time I went out on a mis-sion that involved enticing aman to make love to me.
Jackson wouldn�t let me go. �Look at you,� he said,grabbing my hands and turning me to face the at-tractive girl in mirror-tiled wall. He caressed me,about my waist, his hands on my breasts. He kissedmy neck. I jumped, sensing, despite all the things hewas saying, that he wanted me, wanted me to be hiswoman. I looked frantically to my darling Thierry forhelp but he was just watching me, a sick look on hisface. I had to struggle to control my womanly feelingsand not drive a fist through Jackson�s, or Thierry�s,balls.
I recovered, swishing my dress back around me,loving the feel of it about my stockinged legs. Iminced away from Jackson in my high heels, my
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dress parting as it should at the hem, revealing mystockings, my lovely ankles and the anklet I wore aswell as my delicate, strappy, five inch high heels. Yes,Edouard was a very tall man. He�d requested I wearreally high, femmy heels.
But it was Jackson who pulled me back, who drewme close and wanted me to kiss him.
�You are a woman, aren�t you?� Jackson mur-mured, making my hair and earrings dance againsthis neck. �And women are too effing soft to be in thisbusiness. They�ve got all kinds of foibles �!�
�Noelle is on her way out to do the job onBelanger,� Thierry at last spoke, cutting across Jack-son�s arousing caresses. �You said it was urgent.She�s ready to do it, no problems. You can have herback ...�
Jackson pulled my shaking, feminine body againsthim. �Not yet,� burst from his lips. �She has to proveto me she can do what you said. She�ll fuck him first,won�t she? Yes, she�ll have her fun, won�t she? Fuckit. You can do me first, Noelle! Thierry, send in a killsquad and get the job done.�
�But you can�t!� Thierry called out as Jacksonpushedme, opening my dress, his mouth at my neck,rousing womanly feelings in me. I was flung into thebedroom, Jackson frenziedly sweeping my dressfrom me so that he could caress my panties, my gar-ter belt, my stockings and kiss my breasts as he re-leased me from my bra.
�We have explicit orders from the top!� calledThierry hoarsely, not stopping our boss, our supe-rior, from taking me as if I was a woman. �We can�tever let anyone find we�re here or how we operate!�
Jackson shoved Thierry out of the door.
�Stop!� Thierry shouted. Jackson turned me over,spanking my wiggling tush until I reared up for him.
�Oh, what a lovely ass,� Jackson said as he pushedmy panties aside and entered me, his hands stretch-ing about me, one caressing my breasts, the other my
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clit. I couldn�t believe how aroused and hard hismanhood was. In seconds, he was inside me, rockingme back and forth. Ooo, I was a shivering woman ashe turned my head and kissed me ferociously, bury-ing his tongue in my mouth
�D-Don�t!� I squeaked girlishly. Oh, but the ca-resses were so firm, so masculine. And I was such aweak, little girl, wasn�t I? Thierry told me I had to beall the time. Ooo, I loved it as Jackson proved to me Iwas just a weak, silly girl who�d do anything for aman!
Ooo, Belanger would never have me like this! Irocked and rocked, encouraging my lover to insemi-nate me more and more. I twisted about and madeJackson face me, caress me as I wanted, as I didthings to him that Thierry loved. Oh, yes, we werelovers, man and woman.
I made Jackson come again, listening to him curs-ing as he pumped me full of his male essence. Ishifted my lovely lingerie in my manicured hands,making him come and come, writhing femininely allover him until he flagged. He suddenly cursed, pulledaway from kissing my breasts and left me.
I heard the two men arguing over me. �You rapedmy girl friend!� Thierry yelled. Oh, how it hurt whenJackson jeered at the words Thierry used. I found myway to the dressing table. Trembling, I did mymakeup, re-scented and re-dressed, becoming thewomanly escort Belanger expected. The lacquer onmy femininely-shaped fingernails gleamed againstthe dark, silk of my strapless dress, my breastsbouncing as I didn�t wear my bra. I definitely wasbouncing as I rejoined the �men�.
�Jackson?� I asked, knowing my voice was asbeautifully feminine as the rest of me. He wasn�tthere.
�Gone to order the kill,� said Thierry, trying to holdme, kiss me. I broke free easily. I minced down thesteps onto the street. Jackson turned, a sneer on hisface as I appeared. There were two other men, movingtowards him, his bodyguards. Cec, across the road,
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was with my chauffeur, probably explaining the fi-nancial arrangements with Belanger. I was, after all,supposed to be a high-class, highly-paid prostitute.
Jackson stepped towards me. �I don�t want youwith faggots!� he hissed at me. �Tell your faggot boyfriend he�s finished here. He�ll be dead if he gets inthe way of this operation.�
�It�s not what you think!� I protested. �Let me dothe job!�
The puzzled, frowning men with Jackson movedright up to him, one reaching for a weapon, staring atme, still holding up my dress, my legs exposing thelovely stockings I was wearing.
Thierry came out the front door. �You rapedNoelle!� I heard him say.
�Faggot!� screamed Jackson at him. �She lovestaking it like a woman, like you!�
I could see the bodyguard looking at me with wid-ening eyes. Flushing, I tried to stop the enragedJackson. I did what I was trained to do. I kicked up-ward, showing off my panties, garter belt and corsetfor sure as I dislodged the bodyguard�s gun. It wentoff, as it hurtled across the street. Jackson pulled outa gun. I dropped him with a quick slap over his wrist,twisting his gun from him, using an elbow to put himdown.
The second bodyguard started yelling, telling me toput down the gun. I did as I saw Cec and the manwith him jerk into action. The second guy saw themand opened fire, hitting the man supposed to be mychauffeur. Cec fired as he ran behind a car. I startedscreaming, in as high a girlish voice as I could.
�We�re all on the same side!� I squealed.
Lights came on in the building behind us. �You id-iot!� I squealed at the groaning Jackson. �Gunshotson a Parisian street, a body over there! You can�t ex-pect us to clean this up! The cops will be here in twominutes!�
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�Get out of here, Noelle!� hissed Thierry, comingdown the steps behind me.
�On the date?� I asked him unsteadily.
�Cec will get you there,� said Thierry, motioning toCec to bring the car, ruining my lipstick with a fiercekiss.
Jackson recovered, berating Thierry, lifting mylegs and high heels into Cec�s car, showing off mygarters to him!
�What about Bernard?� I asked Cec, who easedaway, blue lights flashing at the end of the street.
�He�s a goner,� said Cec succinctly. �Belanger?�
�Yes,� I said to him, shivering a little as I�d comeout without a wrap and the night air was cool.
�Why was Jacko calling Thierry those names?� Cecasked me, noting my wobbling breasts and frowning.�Shouldn�t we abort this mission?�
�We do it,� I said to him. �Jackson wanted to sendyou, Frank, and Bernard, I suppose, on ashoot-on-sight mission, Belanger and whoever�s withhim. I�ll take Bernard�s place.�
�Not in my book,� growled Cec, a smile playingalong his thick lips as he looked at me and deliber-ately licked them. �I guess we�ll do it the way Thierryplanned.� He sighed. �Monsieur Belanger doesn�tknow what a lucky man he is.�
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*****14. Tell us what�s going on*****
Thierry awoke. There was a young woman in hisapartment, sitting, legs crossed in the chair near thewindow. She had command of all the entrances, win-dows and doors, to the apartment. A coffee cupsteamed beside her hand, her bracelet shininggolden in the sunlight. It was like her hair, brushedand waved behind her ears, a chic and elegant stylefor her, Noelle Mercier.
Noelle was reading the delivered newspaper. Shelooked up when he made a slight movement andsmiled at him. �Coffee?� she asked and stood up toget some for him, her figure in her straight skirt andstiff, white blouse, so beautifully female.
�So,� said Noelle, leaning over so that he could geta good look at her pretty bra and even prettier,shapelier breasts, �why were you standing there onLe Gare du Nord with a ring of steel around you?�
�Ring of steel?� asked Thierry, his undershirt andpants rumpled as he got out of bed. He felt uncleanbeside her sparkling femininity. He so much wantedto touch the lovely legs that were crossed so femi-ninely opposite him. He was surprised to see it wastwo o�clock. It had been an age since he�d risen in theafternoon. The last time had been with Noelle, whenshe�d returned from the Kushtunmission. He�d spenthalf the night loving and consoling her, telling hershe was right in what she�d done. He�d make it rightwith Jackson.
Which he hadn�t done as Jackson had lit into himin the post-operational report, sarcastically askingThierry what part of his instructions he hadn�t un-derstood. �Thirty years, that family has plagued us,�Jackson had thundered before Thierry had been ableto get a word in. �I promised they�d never be a thornagain and what do I see on BBC World but thiswoman!
�There she is, screaming about husband and par-ents being assassinated by American agents, one ofthem a woman who set her adrift in a boat, to besaved by the French coastguard!�
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Thierry hadn�t said anything about Noelle, con-fronted with a deck load of tiny children and teen-aged mothers.
�Surely you noticed,� Noelle was going on asThierry thought of the things she�d said when he�dpicked �Lise� up from her interview at the police sta-tion after Belanger was found dead. She�d played itperfectly. The inquest was perfunctory. Death by nat-ural causes, an embolism Edouard Belanger hadn�tknown about, was the coroner�s opinion. The sexyprostitute who�d caused the death wasn�t called incourt to save relatives from public embarrassment.
�Surely you noticed,� said Noelle sharply, breakinginto Thierry�s daydream, �the snipers above and be-tween the posters, the hunters all over the platform,looking for me! How would they have known I wascoming in on that train, Thierry darling, if you hadn�ttold them?�
�I didn�t,� said Thierry. �One of those bright boysoutside the interrogation room twigged onto it andburst in on us, all excited. You�d used a credit card I�dgiven you. We all had to rush to the station to see ifwe could catch you.�
�You were there to trap me,� Noelle said, raisingher cup to her lovely, painted lips. She didn�t look atall like the boy from yesterday, Thierry could see,thankfully. He smiled as she wrinkled her nose at thelipstick she left on her coffee cup. She hated washingsuch cups, he knew.
�I�ve been out ever since Jackson,� said Thierry. �Itold you I would be. I was picked up yesterday, beforebreakfast, by a Section Chief of all things, right onthe street, because of what you did, here in Paris.�
�And what did I do?� asked Noelle, looking genu-inely puzzled to Thierry�s eyes.
�Assassinated the Barrouqi brothers,� saidThierry, watching her stiffen and stare at him, thecoffee cup motionless in her feminine hand. �Theyfound prints of yours on the bullet and on some
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alarm. Where I was being interrogated, there werephotos from the killing.�
Noelle set down her cup. �I thought it strange,�Noelle said in her lovely, lilting voice, �that someonehad blown their faces off. I thought it was someone ina rage. Reminded me of Jackson.�
Thierry stiffened at that. Yes, well, she�d have seenor heard about Jackson, wouldn�t she, if she was �in�again. She�d run, as he told her to. She must knowthe official version now was that Noelle had killedJackson. It wasn�t an accident any more, bodyguardsshooting at each other.
What could Thierry have done, with what Jacksonwas spouting so loudly? Thierry wasn�t a killer, washe? Noelle was the �asset�. Jackson hadn�t thoughtThierry a threat, hadn�t seen the silenced gun inThierry�s left hand?
Despite having made love to Noelle, Jacksonthreatened her existence even after Noelle had leftwith Cec. The section was closed, finished, he�dyelled, sirens concealing what happened. Thierryfired twice into his superior�s head, tossing the gunclose to Bernard�s body. Thierry departed quickly, asa coward would have. Everyone knew he was anon-combatant. It couldn�t have been him who�dkilled Jackson.
�Not going to say anything about that?� laughedthe adorable, ultra-feminine woman oppositeThierry. �What did you tell the estimable VirginiaShepherd about me?�
�That you�d never do a mission like that,� saidThierry. �You never left evidence even on a messy job.Besides, I asked her how the French had your finger-prints so fast.�
�Well done, Thierry,� said Noelle with a smile. �Mychampion. They didn�t buy it?�
�They knew I was suggesting they look higher upthe food chain,� said Thierry, staring at Noelle, ad-miring how lovely she looked, so perfectly female inthe most unromantic type of setting. �Someone�s try-
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ing to frame you, getting the French to do the dirtywork ��
�Didn�t want me talking about what I�ve done,�murmured Noelle thoughtfully.
�Shepherd really wants to find you here in Paris,�Thierry went on. �Figured you�d coded me andwanted that out of me. You got to me before the realheavy work began.�
�Twelve hours,� said Noelle bleakly. �I figured youfor that.�
�You figured wrong,� said Thierry with a grimsmile. �All they had to do was to take out a pair of pli-ers and wave them in front of me. They�d have hadanything they wanted. But they followed theplaybook.�
�Lucky us,� said Noelle. �You know we�re on therunning list now.�
Thierry nodded. �And so that you know, darlingThierry,� said the blonde girl, moving the waves ofsoft, womanly hair across her left cheek back behindher left ear, her earring moving and glinting as shedid it with a fingers vividly painted in red polish, �Iwasn�t in Paris at any time before yesterday since Ileft you on Rue de Garonne, a year ago.
�And the Barrouqi brothers? I entertained Ahmedin New York a couple of months ago for, for a friend inour business. He thought I was a gift for him. I brokehis right hand which he put in my panties. Did eitherof your victims have a broken right hand? He waswearing a sling when he complained about me to thedeputy director. I was sent here to kill him. Yes, amission needing a woman of my special qualities!�
Thierry stared at the girl across the table from him.�They sent you here to be eliminated!� he said in fury.�Jackson. They�ve hung that on you!�
Noelle gave him a wry smile. �Looks that way,doesn�t it?� she said.
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�What are you going to do?� asked Thierry finally,scratching his beard and knowing that he had toclean up right away.
�Find my enemy,� said Noelle with a brief smile.�More to the point, what are you going to do if notrun?�
�I�m going to shave, have a shower, and put onsome clean underclothes if only for a few minutes,�Thierry said, standing and moving towards his bath-room.
�Why for only a few minutes?� asked Noelle with alittle frown making her feminized face look so beauti-ful. Thierry had always loved it that he could makeher do that on occasion.
�Because, before I go running off anywhere, thefirst thing I am going to do after I�m clean, is to makelove to the most beautiful woman in the world, mydarling Noelle,� said Thierry. He looked meaningfullyto the bed. �You could change the sheets, darling,while I make myself ready for you.�

****15. Breaking up is hard to do*****
Thierry manipulated me again. He said he hadn�thad a woman since I�d left. I didn�t ask him, eventhough it was on the tip of my tongue, to ask if he�dhad a man.
It wasn�t a long time for me without sex. Yes, I letmen caress me. Yes, I let them partly undress me, letthem kiss and fondle my breasts. Some, I stoppedfrom taking my panties from me. With Thierry, orEzra, I didn�t have to stop and it was so wonderful. Ireally did feel as if I was a femmy woman as Thierryeased my panties from me, spread my legs and liftedthem about his waist. I�d forgotten how wonderful Ifelt to be an orgasmic woman as my lover penetratedme time and again.
Well, I couldn�t just leave, could I, not with such awilling and unsatisfied man with me. Oh, he musthave taken a few pills while he was away in the bath-
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room. I took full advantage of him, my darlingThierry.
And no, I didn�t kill him. I broke my word. I madelove to him for a day and finally left him. I had an-other man in mind who�d betrayed me just as muchas Thierry. That one, I promised myself, I really wasgoing to kill. I gave himmy silent word as I tossed andturned on Thierry�s really magnificent male append-age, feeling so like a woman with his whispered com-pliments on my femininity.
I�d not forgotten, either, how wonderful multipleorgasms can be to a sexy, passionate woman my liarof a lover had made me into. I so loved getting up andputting on my frilliest panties, my softest bra, mysexy garter belt with nude stockings, and petticoatedskirts that I quite forgave Thierry for dumping Jack-son�s murder on me. Yes, who else would have putbullets into the back of Jackson�s head, after all?
*****end of part one*****
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