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Amanda HawkinsDeep Cover: A disguise never felt so deep…
~

“Your wife, Mister Orlov, has been selected for a deep-cover assignment. I regret

to inform you that she will be out of the country for quite some time.” The man’s

voice was deep and decisive, dripping with authority. “I realize how difficult this

will be for you, on a personal level, but it’s quite a feather in Nancy’s cap. How

you choose to support her in this matter is critical to her success.”

I hardly knew what to say. It was my wife who had called and asked me to meet

her here; she didn’t say a word about talking to her boss. “But—isn’t that the kind

of job field agents get? I thought she was an information analyst.” I tried not to

sound too whiny, but I probably did. I’ve been told, mostly by Nancy, that I do

that too often and I should just man up and—well, be a man. Three guesses who

wears the pants in our marriage.

Simon Lestrange studied me, like a school principal evaluating a student who just

couldn’t measure up. He was a big man with a dense black beard, and the suit he

was wearing probably cost more than the advance from my last book. “Nancy is

well qualified for the mission; let’s just leave it at that. I’m not worried about her.

My concerns lie with you, Adam.”

“Me?” In spite of myself, my voice squeaked. “I’ll be fine. I’m used to being on

my own. That’s what writers do.”

“Quite.” He leaned forward and clasped his hands. “Here’s the thing… We need

someone to replace Nancy while she’s away. This may sound a bit odd, but you’re

the only one who knows her well enough to do that.”

“Replace her? I don’t understand. I write middle-grade fiction.” I couldn’t see

how my skill at creating likeable characters and building a logical plot arc could

be of any use whatsoever to the Central Intelligence Bureau.

“It won’t be difficult. All you have to do is come in to the office every day, just as

she did, sit in her office and do your work. You can write your stories and get paid

like a federal employee. Sounds like a pretty sweet deal to me.”

I still didn’t see how that was supposed to help Nancy, and mumbled something to

that effect. Lestrange nodded, his eyes narrowing. “Nobody can know that Nancy

is out of the country. We don’t know for certain, but it’s possible somebody in this

building is leaking information to our adversaries. If that’s the case, all they’ll see

is Nancy coming to work every day, same as always.”

What wasn’t the man telling me? “If she’s away, how’s anyone gonna see her?”
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He smiled, looking smug. “Because, Adam—you are going to be Nancy.”

~

I was still reeling as Lestrange’s secretary left me at the entrance to the Special

Operations department. True, Nancy and I were close to the same size; five-foot-

nine was on the tall side for a woman, short for a man. But to imagine that I could

impersonate her? My wife was a very attractive woman, while I could generously

be described as nondescript. Need I say more?

Lestrange had waved off my objection. “Let us worry about that. Looking like her

won’t be an issue. Neither will not knowing what your wife actually does around

here. For security, we tend not to talk shop, and I’ll put it around that Nancy is

working for me on a special project. I’m more concerned with subtle things like

body language and nuances of speech. To a trained operative, details like that can

give the game away in seconds. The folks down in Special Ops assure me they’ve

got the problem licked, but we’ll see.”

He must’ve sensed some reluctance on my part, because veiled threats followed.

“Let me be perfectly clear: this is going to happen, regardless of how you feel.

There’s really no choice, for any of us. If you don’t cooperate, you’ll be placed in

detention until Nancy’s return—which could be months. Nancy would likely be

demoted, and certain payback clauses in her contract would come into effect. It

would all be in the hands of the lawyers, I’m afraid. I hope you understand.”

All too well. I knocked on the door.

Special Ops resembled a cross between a theatrical warehouse and a physics lab,

with a dash of medical clinic thrown in for luck. A middle-aged Asian woman met

me and introduced herself: Louise. “I’ll be in charge of your transformation.”

Across the room, her young blonde assistant, Tess, was shaving someone’s head.

Other than that, we were alone. “The fewer people who know about this, the

better,” Louise said. “That’s straight from the big boss.”

I was wishing I didn’t know. “I’ve never done this before,” I told her, as she led

me toward the theatrical side of the space. “Dressed up as a woman, I mean.”

She looked surprised. “You never cross-dressed? That’s too bad. With a body like

yours you could pass, no problemo.” A shrug. “We might have to give you more

conditioning to compensate, but otherwise it won’t matter.”

Someone else spoke: “I’m glad you came, Adam.” Was that Nancy?

I turned, and my jaw dropped through the floor. I could barely recognize my own

wife: it was her head that had just been shaved!
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“Nancy? What the hell—?” My eyes drifted to a large pile of brunette hair coiled

on the ground near her feet. Part of me wanted to cry: her beautiful hair, gone!

A wry smile crossed her face. “I know, I know… but sacrifices have to be made.

The mission comes first. Simon says it’s for the good of the country.”

“I didn’t know you even did missions.” It’s no fun, being left out of the loop.

She took my hand. “I’m sorry. I would’ve told you if I could.”

Louise tapped me on the shoulder. “You’re next, mister. We have to shave you as

well. As in, all over.” She escorted me to a changing area and told me to strip.

I peeled my clothes off. “Is this how I’m supposed to impersonate my wife? Shave

my head so we’re both bald?”

“Not exactly.” She collected my stuff as it became available, ending with a pair of

white briefs. Her assistant arrived to give me a quick buzz-cut. Next stop was the

shower stall: I was to get in, spray myself with the contents of an unmarked plastic

bottle, then wait fifteen minutes and rinse. The assistant timed me.

Back in the main room, Nancy embraced me. “Thank you for doing this, darling.

It’s a real load off my mind to have you covering for me.” We were both naked,

both freakishly hairless, but Nancy was still an attractive woman. With her firm

breasts pressing into me, my little soldier thought about saluting—but then it

remembered that other eyes were upon us and it could only manage some feeble

twitching. Which was too bad, considering what happened next.

Louise told us to close our eyes, then squirted us all over with some kind of slick

liquid. “It won’t stay slick for long,” she said. “Let’s get you into the suits.”

That’s when I noticed what appeared to be a pair of shrunken human skins, laid

out on a table: one obviously male, the other female. A long mane of brunette hair

spilled over the edge of the table, but otherwise they didn’t really look like people

at all. They looked like costumes.

“You want me to wear that?” I could imagine people in the office seeing me in a

female skin and falling over laughing. Or fleeing in horror.

Louise picked up the female of the pair. “Trust me, kid, it’ll work out. We scanned

Nancy at the sub-micrometer level last week, to build this thing. If you don’t walk

out of here looking exactly like her, I’ll sign over the deed to my house. It’s got a

pretty sweet lake view too.”

Nancy and I stood facing each other while Louise and her assistant helped us into

what they called our ‘skinsuits’. The legs went on one foot at a time, then slid

effortlessly up our thighs. My suit’s legs were just as bare as my own, but differed

subtly in shape. Somehow, they managed to look more feminine.
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“Excuse my reach,” Louise said, as her fingers groped me. “There’s a small sheath

in here for your dicky-bird, and I need to stuff it inside before that chemical bath

you’re wearing gets too tacky.” She flashed me a grin. “You’re a sitter from now

on, babycakes, and you won’t have to worry about those nasty stiffies men get

either. The fabric in the sheath is impregnated—ironically—with a drug that will

inhibit the production of nitric oxide in penile tissue. Essentially, we’re giving you

a serious case of erectile dysfunction.”

“Funny thing,” Nancy said, as her crotch grew a one-eyed monster. “My suit does

exactly the opposite.” It was only then that I realized: Nancy’s deep-cover

assignment was to be a man! Her legs were hairy and decidedly masculine.

I watched my dicky-bird slither into the nether regions of the skinsuit. In its place

sat a female vulva topped with a neat patch of short brown hair. A slit in the center

hinted at the presence of a vaginal channel—but of course that was impossible.

Appearances can, and in this case do, deceive.

My arms slipped easily into the sleeves and my hands popped into the skinsuit’s

gloves. All of a sudden my fingers were graced with quarter-inch almond-tipped

nails, complete with my wife’s familiar ‘We the Female’ dark red polish. Across

from me, Nancy flexed arms covered in fine dark hairs. Her hands looked rougher,

with short, plain nails. Her real fingernails must have been trimmed back almost

to the quick.

“Suck in that gut.” Louise’s fingers touched the small of my back, gathering the

edges of the seam together. Slowly, she zipped the gap closed—although it wasn’t

technically a zipper, she informed me. More of an inter-molecular bond, whatever

that meant. Tess was doing the same for Nancy.

It was odd, seeing breasts arise on my chest that looked exactly the same as those

erased from Nancy. Hers disappeared under a flat and hairy chest, while my bare

bosom now possessed the kind of cleavage that would’ve done a Playboy model

proud. I had often admired it on my wife, but seeing it from this angle was like

staring down the barrel of a gun—one aimed straight at your face.

As it contracted against my body, the surface of the skinsuit became increasingly

lifelike—and when the zipper, or whatever it was, settled into the back of my

neck, I realized anyone seeing me now would assume I was genuinely female. I

could hardly blame them; the skinsuit took realism to a whole new level. Hell, I

myself half believed it was real, in spite of knowing better.

Disturbing as that was, watching Nancy turn into a man was worse. She appeared

to be completely male, right down to the meaty three-piece set dangling between

her legs. It wasn’t my imagination: she was bigger than me down there!



5

Our heads told a different story; we weren’t explicitly male or female, just utterly

hairless: bald and clean-shaven, lacking even eyebrows for definition. Nancy’s

head looked like a blank canvas. I suppose that was the whole point.

The headpiece of the skinsuit came separate from the rest. Being empty, neither of

them looked like anybody in particular, although the long hair attached to one did

resemble Nancy’s. My wife picked up the male mask, blew me a kiss and drew it

over her head.

Louise tipped my head back. “Hang on, this is gonna be a tight fit. You’re still

slick and it’ll stretch, but even so…” She pulled the mask over my head. My eyes

closed. I felt her poking at my face. “I juuust have to… align your facial features

with hers… like so. There!”

It took me a moment to realize what I was seeing. The man with the sly grin who

was blatantly checking me out—was me! And yet, it wasn’t quite like looking into

a mirror. The guy was in much better physical shape, with less body fat, more

muscle, and quite a bit more ‘masculine potency’, so to speak. But his face left no

doubt as to their intentions: Nancy’s disguise for this deep-cover assignment was

to become the one and only Adam Orlov.

Which left the role of Nancy Singleton to yours truly. I should’ve seen it coming.

If I was to be her, to cover for my wife in the office, why not turn Nancy into me?

No one else would be using my identity, so why not? She wouldn’t even have to

act like me, as such, to be able to use my passport and pass any biometric checks

that came her way. That explained his enhanced physique—meet the new and

improved Adam Orlov. The fact that Nancy made a better man than I did was a lot

to swallow, but it wasn’t that much of a surprise. She’s better at everything.

Louise led us to adjoining couches where we lay down to give the skinsuits time

to further adapt our bodies. There was nanotechnology involved, I was told, which

was already soaking into my skin, as well as bio-active chemicals embedded in

the fabric, and microscopic actuators to tighten certain areas of the body, notably

my waist, while padding in the skinsuit enhanced other areas. My new epidermis

came alive, in a sense, in the way even the lightest touch was transmitted through

to my own skin. It all struck me as remarkably invasive.

I did wonder if the process was reversible, but Louise assured me that it was.

A screen was positioned in my field of view, presenting a kaleidoscope of ever-

changing fractals, along with an audio track: pulsing music and a female voice

whispering commands to my dreaming brain, through a pair of earbuds. It was

curiously relaxing, and when someone came along to stick a needle into my neck

and a claw-like instrument down my throat, I barely noticed.



6

~

I have no idea how much time passed,

but when my awareness returned the

other couch was empty. Louise helped

me up. “Don’t try to talk just yet. We

wouldn’t want to damage your

lovely new voice.” She shushed

me with a finger against her lips.

Reflexively, I copied the gesture.

I looked down at the body I now

wore. It was dressed in a simple

hospital gown, but a large bulge

in the chest area fairly screamed

female. Loose swirls of brown

hair lay coiled atop my bosom.

Louise sounded pleased. “That

session included quite a bit of

speech therapy. The voice you

heard was your wife’s, teaching

you how she speaks in various

contexts, along with a hypnotic

subliminal to induce you to talk

the same way. It’ll make your

impersonation of her that much

more effortless. You’ll receive

further conditioning later, but

for now let’s get you dressed.”

She led me back to the changing

area. My old clothes were gone,

replaced with women’s lingerie and

a black lace cocktail dress. Tess helped

me with the strapless bra and made sure 

everything else went on the right way.

Belatedly, I recognized the exact outfit my 

wife had worn that very morning, before 

going to work. I thought at the time that it 

seemed a bit too dressy. Never could I have 

imagined that I’d wind up wearing it myself!
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Louise peered down my throat with one of those pointy lights doctors use to peer

into people’s orifices. She pronounced herself satisfied. “Clear your throat, luv. Be

gentle… All right, now try to say something.”

“I’m not sure—” My lips snapped shut. That was a woman’s voice!

She grinned. “That sounds about right. Take it easy for the rest of the day, though.

No yelling or screaming or acting out. Just relax and be the girl.”

We returned to the main room. I was walking in high heels for the first time, but it

wasn’t too bad. They were among Nancy’s more practical shoes, with a modest

heel. My center of gravity was a bit off, but it was manageable.

Then I saw him. Adam was leaning against a workbench with his arms folded,

wearing the clothes I had discarded earlier. When he saw me, he grinned. “There

she is. Just like a woman to take her sweet time getting dressed, huh?”

He sounded like my old self as well, and the slightly bewildered look he gave me

was all too familiar. “This is so strange,” I said in Nancy’s melodious voice.

He cocked his head. “How so? After all, we’re still us.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. Louise saved me the trouble. “May I remind

you,” she said, looking straight at me. “For our little secret to stay secret, you have

to remain in character at all times, even when there’s no one else around. Even

when you’re alone—is that clear? Loose lips sink ships.”

I nodded, then looked at my husband. “I think I’d like to go home now.”

~

It was a quiet drive back to our apartment. Adam talked about his upcoming trip to

the Ukraine, where he supposedly had family, but that trailed off when I failed to

respond. He threw me a quizzical glance. “Nancy? Is something wrong?”

Well, duh. I was her and she was me. My whole life was upside-down and I

couldn’t even talk about it. For the good of the mission I not only had to be Nancy,

but I had to act like I’d always been her. And wearing Nancy’s body was only half

the battle; speaking in her voice was important too, and thinking like her seemed

to be my ultimate goal. I was still coming to grips with that.

How, I asked myself, would a man’s wife feel if he was going off on some mission

as a spy? “I guess I’m not entirely comfortable with your ‘trip’,” I said at last.

He shrugged. “Can’t imagine why. I’ve only been planning it for the last year or

so. I haven’t seen the folks back there since I was a little boy. I’m between books

at the moment, so the time is right. I’m just sorry you couldn’t come.”
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Yet another lie: I wasn’t between books, I was right in the middle of writing The

Mystery of the Serendipitous Parrot. I was hoping to get back to it in the morrow,

after Adam left for the airport and Louise had put me through a few more hours of

mental conditioning. I chewed my lip. It was a small thing, that lie, but it bothered

me. Our whole marriage—now—was built on falsehoods.

At home, Adam immediately began packing. I hung my coat in the hall closet, and

for the first time found myself face to face with a mirror. Nancy stared back at me,

every bit as gorgeous as the day I married her, only she looked terribly frightened.

She also copied every move I made, and mimicked every fleeting expression that

crossed my face. It was true: I was her.

As a duplicate, I wasn’t quite perfect. I didn’t have Nancy’s confidence and air of

command. For his part, the new Adam wasn’t nearly as subservient as the old one.

Nancy would never go that far in her impersonation. The only question was, how

far would I go? How far could I go?

I struck a pose—my weight on one foot, hand on my hip—and tried to relax. I was

supposed to be a woman now. Hell, I had to be a woman; it was no less than a

matter of national security. It was time to start acting my gender.

What would Nancy do right now—a woman whose husband was about to leave on

a trip that could last for months? Call it woman’s intuition, but I knew what to do.

Even so, I did wonder whether all that hypnosis had something to do with it.

I stepped into the bedroom, where Adam’s suitcase was open on the bed. He was

folding his underwear into a neat stack when I came up behind and hugged him.

“Hey, Sugar Bear… How about you finish doing that later, hmm?”

He turned, surprised. “Uh, sure… what’d you have in mind?”

I slid into his arms. “Well, you are gonna be away for awhile. Don’t you think you

should leave your wife something to remember you by?”

He touched his lips to mine. “That could be arranged. Would rocking m’lady’s

world for the next hour or so do the trick?”

I flashed a playful smile. “A whole hour? I don’t know… that sounds like a lot to

ask, even for a manly guy like you.”

“Don’t be too sure. I’ve been working out. Would an hour be enough?”

“I’ll let you know, if we ever get there.” I was in full Nancy-mode now, as playful

in foreplay as she often was. I turned to let him unzip me, then folded my dress

and lay it on the ottoman. While Adam disrobed, I returned my pumps to the shoe

tree and tossed my lingerie in the hamper. That way, there’d be nothing to tidy up

afterwards. Nancy was nothing if not organized.
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Adam doused the lights and we rendezvoused between the sheets.

I touched his chest and began stroking his body just as Nancy often did for me.

That included letting my fingers dance up and down his engorged shaft, while our

lips moved in unison and our tongues entwined. For his part, Adam’s arm snaked

around my waist to hold me in place, while his other hand slid into my hair like a

comb, gripping the back of my head. I recalled doing that myself, long ago: hold

your woman firmly, so she can’t extricate herself from your embrace—or your

kisses—even if she might want to. Only to a point, of course.

Not that I wanted to get away—far from it. The only thought in my mind was to

push myself to be as much of a woman as possible, for my husband. To that end, I

made myself believe that I’d always been female, that I’d made love before as a

woman, and that this was not my first time in bed with the man I loved. I was just

as eager and playful as Nancy had been during her first time with Adam.

After a time, he moved his hand down between my legs and stroked my pulsing

womanhood, all the while smiling down at me. “Adam loves Nancy,” he said,

between a pair of very long kisses. “In fact, he adores her.”

When I was able to, I told him, “I need you inside me.” Nancy often said that,

when she decided the foreplay had gone on long enough. Part of me wondered if

‘inside’ was even possible, but hopefully Adam would know what to do.

“I know what you want,” he whispered. Then he rose to his knees, lifted my legs

and pulled me toward his pelvis. I didn’t know what he was up to until Mister

Happy knocked on my back door and proceeded to give me the wedgie of a

lifetime. Mystery solved.

I did my best to keep up: wiggling my hips, smiling and moaning. But I was out of

my depth. I was neither as energetic nor as carefree as Nancy was, and this Adam

was far more assured in his lovemaking than I ever was. The truth is, he bred me

like a filly in heat. Over an hour later, when the deed was done and we collapsed

in exhaustion, I felt female in ways I never thought possible. It was also hard to

believe that the man who’d just made me his woman was once my wife.

~

The next day, new-model Adam kissed me goodbye as though I’d been his wife

for years, then departed for the airport. I dressed myself precisely as Nancy would

have and headed for the office. Louise was waiting for me in Special Ops.

“Morning, gorgeous. Ready for another restful session of hypnotic mind control?

It’s a tough job but somebody’s gotta do it.” She guided me to the same couch I’d

used the day before.
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I hesitated. “Is this really necessary? I can already pass as Nancy.”

She chuckled. “To the casual observer, sure thing. But hang out with other people,

especially women, they’ll suss out that you haven’t been one of ‘em for very long.

These sessions will help instill the proper mannerisms, body language, gestures,

etcetera. And you’ll receive more speech therapy as well, to give you the same

inflections as Nancy, the same choice of words, that sort of thing.” Deftly, she slid

a needle into my arm. “Just a little something to help pass the time. This work can

be a bit tedious. It’ll also make you more receptive to hypnotic suggestion.” She

triggered the video and left me to absorb whatever it had to offer.

That set the pattern for the next two weeks. A conditioning session in the morning,

of which I could recall very little, and an afternoon of writing in Nancy’s office.

Simon Lestrange dropped by on the first day to inform me that they’d removed

Nancy’s security clearance, so I wouldn’t have to worry about stumbling across

anything online that I wasn’t supposed to know. At lunch, I’d pop down to the

cafeteria for a salad and a chat with Nancy’s work friends before returning to my

desk. I spent weekends at home, doing the chores my wife used to do. Being

Nancy felt as natural as being Adam ever had.

On my first day without psychedelic hypnotherapy, Lestrange—clearly in a good

mood—called me into his office. “Hello, Nancy. My, don’t you look lovely today!

Being female certainly agrees with you. How are you settling in?”

I shrugged. “Fine, I guess. Once you get the hang of dressing yourself, and the

hygiene stuff, being a woman isn’t that different from being a guy.”

“I’ll take your word for it.” He smiled, then leaned back in his seat. “I wanted to

tell you—I’ve ordered Louise to continue your conditioning sessions.”

That surprised me. Ten three-hour lessons in womanhood wasn’t enough?

“It needn’t be every day; twice a week should suffice. It’s important to reinforce

what you’ve already learned—and to really push it deep into your subconscious

mind, so that feminine behavior becomes entirely automatic.”

I doubted whether that was necessary, but who was I to say? Lestrange was the

boss, I was new to the spy game, and besides—what choice did I have?

“There’s more.” Lestrange fixed me with an intense stare. “I’m sorry to say this,

but it’s best you hear it from me. Your wife has been having an affair; an office

romance, if you will. It’s been going on for quite awhile—the better part of a year.

I believe she meant to tell you, but never found the right moment.”

It felt like being hit by a truck. The breath went right out of me. “Who—?”

His eyebrows lifted. “I’m afraid it’s me.”
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“You?” Of all the clichéd twists—Nancy was sleeping with her boss?

He leaned forward. “I understand how you feel. You’re angry, you’re hurt… You

feel betrayed. That’s normal, but you’re going to have to put those feelings aside.

We’ve got a serious situation on our hands.” He looked thoughtful. “Actually, you

might want to mention those unpleasant feelings to Louise; she can tweak your

conditioning to make all that nonsense go away.”

If the man wasn’t twice my size, I would’ve punched his lights out—or at least I’d

have tried. As it was, I sat with hands clasped tightly in my lap and thought about

how I was Nancy and did that somehow mean I had betrayed myself?

“The thing is… This affair hasn’t exactly been what you’d call discreet. Everyone

around here knows what’s going on, and it would look a little odd if it were to all

of a sudden… stop. Do you see what I’m getting at?”

I’m no fool. Naïve perhaps, but not dumb. Our eyes met, briefly, before my gaze

dropped. “You want me to pretend like the affair is still going on.” I heaved a sigh.

“What do I have to do? Kiss you so everyone can see us?”

A sly grin crept across his face. “No pretending necessary. We’ll simply continue

the affair, just as the real Nancy would have, were she here.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You want me to sleep with you?” I shook

my head. “No way, not a chance. I draw the—”

“Let’s revisit the issue next week, shall we? You may feel differently by then.” He

opened the door for me. “By the way, I can assure you that I am a gentle and

considerate lover. You won’t be disappointed.”

~

“What did he tell you to do to me?” I was back in Special Ops, lying on the couch

with a brand new psychedelic video cued and ready. Louise loomed over me,

brandishing a needle. She looked embarrassed.

“I wish I could say. The content of these sessions is classified. But—look here.”

As if in pain, she pinched the bridge of her nose. “Nancy and I go way back. I’m

very fond of her, and I like you too. I would never do anything to hurt either of

you. I wouldn’t do so even if the big boss asked me to—which he hasn’t, by the

way.” The needle touched my arm. She placed a hand on my shoulder. “Try to

relax, sweetie. You’ll feel better soon. That’s a promise.”

Surprisingly, a few hours later, I did.

~
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A week or so passed, along with three more sessions in Special Ops. One day,

after a solid stretch of writing, I broke for lunch and, on the spur of the moment,

decided to wander up to Lestrange’s office. I marched straight past his secretary,

who gave me a cool nod like I was expected. I opened his door and leaned in, my

hair dangling. “Hey there, big fella. Feel like joining me in the caf? I think it’s

time we set some tongues wagging, don’t you?”

He smiled. “Lovely to see you, my dear. However, I have a better idea.” He told

his secretary we’d be taking lunch at the bistro. Then, arm in arm, we strolled

through the halls, past the cafeteria in full view of anyone and everyone, and out

the front door. His vintage Aston Martin was parked nearby.

We dined in a small French bistro where Lestrange was obviously a regular. “It

may have slipped your mind, but we’ve been here before. Several times, in fact.

Your favorite dish is the Confit de Canard.” Duck cooked in its own fat… yuck. I

wasn’t fond of duck, but Nancy liked it—and since I was Nancy I let my paramour

go ahead and order.

He seemed amused. “So, what changed your mind?”

I sipped from my glass of Chalk Hill Chardonnay. “About what?”

“Us, of course. You seemed rather reticent about it last week.”

I scoffed, taking the opportunity to toy with my hair. “What, you’ve never heard

of a girl playing hard to get?” I drained my glass. “The way I see it, this has been

going on for goodness knows how long and my so-called ‘husband’—” I added

the air quotes. “—still hasn’t figured it out, so what’s to stop me?”

He laughed. “Remind me to give Louise a raise. She really is a genius.”

“I’ll tell her when I see her. In the meantime, I think I’d like to be properly wined

and dined. This weekend, perhaps?”

“As you wish, my sweet. Perhaps you could wear that lovely blue gown from the

Christmas party two years ago. It was all I could do to keep myself from ravaging

you right then and there. Were it not for your husband, of course.”

I smiled back. “Well, rumor has it that Adam is overseas at the moment, so it looks

like we’re clear for liftoff.” In the back of my mind a small voice tried to remind

me that I was still—you know—a guy? But I ignored it.

~

Lestrange’s secretary booked the appointment, and I spent Saturday morning at a

high-end salon where a team of beauticians re-styled my hair and gave me an

evening-out makeover that transformed me from attractive to flat-out spectacular.
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I then spent a leisurely afternoon in my boudoir, half

believing I was Nancy, splitting my time between an

abstract music video Louise had given me and trying

on most of Nancy’s wardrobe, before finally settling

on the dark blue gown Lestrange had requested. It

was a floor-length dress with a translucent lace bib

and three-quarter sleeves. I added a pair of silver

stiletto sandals so I’d at least measure up to the

level of my date’s chin. As the female, I fully

expected to look up to the man I was with—

in fact, I craved it—but I didn’t want to feel

like a little girl while doing so. I’m a grown

woman—and I expect to be treated as such.

I needn’t have worried. From the moment he

showed up at my door, Simon treated me like

a lady. He praised my beauty, stopping short

of being overly effusive, while in the back of

his limousine he drew me into his embrace

and I had to plead with him not to ruin the

makeup my chicas at the salon had worked

so hard on. “You won’t be able to use that

as an excuse later,” he said, “at my place.”

“By then, I suspect makeup will be the last

thing on my mind.” I ran a single manicured

fingernail down the seam of his crotch, which

twitched delightfully in response. I lifted my

face to meet his and, very gently, we kissed.

“Forgive me for being so blunt,” he said, idly

running a finger through the brunette tresses

 that lay coiled atop my shoulder, “but there

isn’t a woman on earth who could turn me

on half as much as you do at this moment.”

I laughed, not unkindly, then took his hand

in mine. “Wining first, Simon. Then dining,

perhaps a little dancing. We girls need that

sort of thing. A man has to show us that he

cares.” I smiled up at him. “You’ll get to

open your prize tonight, and I promise you

this: your Nancy will be worth the wait.”
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The evening passed quickly. Simon was a delightful companion and I was pleased

that he never let me forget who the woman was—me, of course—and a lovely,

sexually desirable woman to boot. Back in his penthouse suite, he didn’t waste

any time. The moment his bedroom door closed, he swept me into his arms and

forcefully reminded me that I was now the focus of male ardor.

I found myself eager to oblige. Simon unzipped me, just as Adam had, but I was

given no chance to fold my clothes; they were left scattered on the carpet as we

tumbled headlong into bed. He proceeded to play my body like a saxophone, our

mouths joined while one strong hand stroked my breasts and the other worked its

artistry between my legs. It didn’t seem to matter that my lady parts weren’t the

real mccoy; my body stiffened and arched to his touch, while my own slim fingers

played a skin flute noticeably larger than my husband’s. I did my best to keep up

but it was a losing battle. The man was a machine.

With my eyes shut and breath coming in spurts, I found myself unable to recall a

time when I wasn’t a woman. It was though I had always been female, and sharing

a man’s bed was simply what girls like me were supposed to do.

I have no idea how much time passed, but as befits a machine Simon never let up;

he merely paused long enough to turn me over, onto all fours, before mounting me

from behind. I wiggled my hips and moaned, calling him a stud and so much more

of a man than anyone else I knew, but my efforts hardly seemed necessary: he

never stopped moving, like a Terminator repurposed for love-making. I reached

the heights of passion twice before he did, and thence collapsed in his arms—too

exhausted to do anything but slip off into sleep.

I thought I heard him say “you’ll always be a woman” before I was swept into the

arms of Morpheus—but I was barely conscious at the time. I may have misheard.

Maybe the clock radio was playing Billy Joel.

The next day, returning home, I found myself amazed at how much I’d changed—

in the space of a single day. How could I ever be a man again, after knowing this

much female passion? Being a woman isn’t just a matter of what you’ve got

between your legs, it’s also a state of mind.

My thoughts were no longer my own. No one told me that was gonna happen.

~

“What did you do to me?” I was back in Special Ops, refusing to lie down.

Louise just stared, needle in hand. Her face was a mask. “That’s need-to-know,”

she said. “Classified information.” I told her how I’d given myself to Lestrange;

of the shift in my sexuality, how I no longer felt like a man, for God’s sake! She
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only shook her head. “I don’t make the rules, sweetheart. Just lie down. You’ll feel

better, I promise.” Without waiting, she stuck the needle in my arm.

The woman makes a lot of promises. I rubbed my arm, then lay down.

She stroked my hair. “Here’s a thought: we should talk, you and I. Just us girls.

How about we get together for a drink, after work? I’ll find you.”

She found me in the parking lot as dusk fell. We took my car. “Just drive,” she

said. Thirty minutes later Louise directed me to a pub that turned out to be owned

by her cousin. “It’s safe,” she said, steering me to a table for two wedged into a

gap between two massive wooden pillars. “No one from the agency will hear us.”

I ordered a white wine spritzer. “I suppose you’re gonna tell me how these

hypnotherapy sessions have altered my subconscious, so I’m now female in mind

as well as body.” Horribly invasive, of course. If it wasn’t against the law, it sure

as hell should be. I only wished I could get more upset about it.

Louise pulled on her stein of lager. “How many times do I have to say this—it’s

classified. I could lose my position just for telling you it’s classified, because that

kinda spills the beans right there.” She glanced behind her, but the nearby tables

were unoccupied. “I told you about these skinsuits, right? How they work, in basic

terms, and what they’re capable of? What I didn’t tell you—because orders—is

this: the skinsuits you and your partner were given are third generation, which is

good, in principle, but they’re still sort of experimental. That’s not so good.”

Why was I not surprised? Lestrange didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who’d let

a little thing like ‘experimental’ get in his way. If the skinsuit gave his agent the

edge she needed to pass biometric checks in a foreign country, he’d say damn the

torpedoes and stick her in the goddamn suit!

“Don’t get me wrong: the latest high-tech add-ons work, we know that—they’re

not experimental in that sense. The nanotech integration with the wearer’s skin is

a real game changer when it comes to impersonation.” Louise sighed. “It’s getting

the damn things off that’s proving to be a wee bit tricky.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? You can get them off… can’t you?”

“In theory, sure. You just—” She grinned. “I better not say. But testing the theory

is another matter. We’re nowhere near finished. And it’s not obvious when that

will be. The process needs a lot of tweaking.”

Terrific. That meant returning to my male self wasn’t going to happen in the short

term, and might not be an option at all. Even if Louise could someday remove the

skinsuit, I might be left with a female mind stuck in a man’s body. I said as much.

“That’s about the size of it,” she said. “I thought you should know.”
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“Thanks loads. I assume Simon knew all about this before he gave the order.”

Louise shrugged. “I’m no mind reader. He knew that these new nano-particles are

aggressively invasive, and that they tend to alter the wearer’s body to conform to

the shape dictated by the skinsuit, but… did he figure it might be a one-way trip?

Sorry, can’t claim to know. I just do as I’m told.”

“Maybe he doesn’t give a damn,” I said, biting back anger. “All he cares about is

the mission. Agents are expendable. So am I, for that matter.”

“Sure wouldn’t be out of character.” We drank to that.

~

Lestrange had been treating me like a lady in public and a sex object between the

sheets, and that kind of positive reinforcement is hard to resist. There were times I

spent entire days without thinking about my former life, and it didn’t help that the

pen name I wrote under was also female. But that night, while brushing my hair, I

had to face the truth: I’d been so thoroughly feminized that nothing Louise could

do now could make me any more like Nancy than I already was. I had effectively

become my wife. And there might be no going back.

But I didn’t just possess her physique, her voice, her mannerisms and her taste in

men—I now owned a sliver of her confidence, her self-esteem. For me, that was a

big step up. So I made the choice to stop going to Special Ops. A modern woman

should be able to make her own decisions, instead of having them drilled into her

by CIB fiat. I didn’t blame Louise, but I was done being pushed around.

After two missed sessions, I was summoned for an audience with the boss. I had

just completed a particularly satisfying scene where my lady detective faced down

the villain who was threatening her client—taking him out with a well-placed kick

to the nads—so I marched into Lestrange’s office and did the same thing in verbal

form. I told him it was over: the mind control, the affair, everything. “I don’t exist

for your amusement, Simon. And I could not care less if this makes us the talk of

the office. After everything you’ve done to me, I don’t see how anyone could ever

doubt I’m Nancy. I half-believe it myself.”

Surprisingly, he took the news in stride. “All good things, eh? Well, we had a good

run.” He leaned back, feet on his desk. “It’s probably for the best. Adam signalled

us that his cover’s been blown. He’s on his way home.”

I didn’t have to sit around chewing my nails for long: two days later I returned

from a solid afternoon of writing to find Adam lounging in the living room, beer

in hand, watching TV. It was a creaky old Dukes of Hazzard rerun, something

neither of us had ever been interested in before.
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Apparently, things had changed.

Adam leapt up to embrace me, referring to me as “wife”. He was still role-playing

the husband, even though the mission was over—because rules, I figured—so I

fell in line and stuck with being the wife. That led naturally to a romantic dinner at

a cozy little pub, a bottle of Chianti and early to bed.

He quickly stood to attention and cut corners on the foreplay, which came as a bit

of a shock. When I was the man, I’d always been quite attentive to that sort of

thing. Then again, he was bigger than I was, down there, and that partly made up

for it. He had a lot more stamina too. But at last he cried, “Ah, masculine release!”

And then he cut loose, leaving me wondering what the hell?

It was only when he pulled out that I realized how and where I’d been penetrated:

not via the back door, as before, but in front. Which meant the changes inflicted

upon me by the skinsuit had taken another giant leap forward.

The next day we drove in together to CIB headquarters. Adam expressed surprise

that his wife would accompany him to his workplace, but at the same time seemed

flattered by the show of support. When we arrived in ‘our’ office he wondered out

loud what I was doing there. Like he didn’t know? “Your boss wanted me to come

in every day and work at your desk so your coworkers would think I was you.”

Adam laughed. “They’re supposed to think you are me, just because you sit at my

desk? Ridiculous!” He fired up the laptop and began typing. I wasn’t sure what he

was up to, but from what little I could see, before he angled the screen away, he

appeared to be writing computer code. That went on for fifteen or twenty minutes.

Eventually he stopped typing and began clicking around the network. Then he

frowned. “Why cannot I access core systems?”

I shrugged. “That isn’t your old account. They archived that one and created a

new account for me—same name but the clearance is lower than low.”

He got angry, fast, which wasn’t like Adam at all. He snapped the laptop shut,

picked it up and headed for the door. “I fix this,” he said. “You wait here.”

Do I look like a waitress? Something weird was going on. This wasn’t the Adam,

or the Nancy, that I knew. So I followed him.

I couldn’t get on the elevator with him, but I watched the indicator descend all the

way to the subbasement. Of course, Special Ops! Word around the office held that

Louise could fix anything. I hopped the next car going down.

I paused outside the door to Special Ops, unwilling to barge in. What would Adam

say if he knew I was questioning his actions? What would he do?

A broken cry from inside made up my mind. I cracked the door open.
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Adam was on the far side of the room, barely visible. I slipped inside, closing the

door quietly. Ops was a cavern, jammed with workbenches, storage lockers and

equipment galore. I slid between two tall cabinets, squishing my breasts, and tried

to see what my husband was doing. Moments later he strode past, on his way to

the entrance I’d just left. Besides the laptop, there was a gun in his hand.

What on earth was going on? I waited until the door clicked shut behind him, then

made my way across the room. Two women lay sprawled on the floor. Louise was

still breathing, but her assistant was decidedly not. A broken neck will do that.

Louise heaved herself upright, holding her head. She looked at me and grimaced.

“There’s something wrong with that guy—with her, I mean.”

I helped her to a chair. “Is it actually Nancy? Could she have been replaced?”

Louise shook her head. “If I can’t remove the skinsuit, I doubt anyone else could.”

She had x-rayed Adam, part of the standard exam for returning agents, and found

female parts: a womb and ovaries. “It has to be her. She must’ve been captured

and subjected to some kind of hypnotic control.”

I explained what Adam had been doing on the laptop. Louise looked grim. “He’s

working for them now. Probably trying to inject a virus into our network, to steal

data or even crash the whole system. I’m calling Security.”

Fear engulfed my mind. The guards would no doubt shoot first and worry about

the paperwork later. To them, Adam was the enemy—but underneath the skinsuit,

that person was still my wife, my partner. “I have to find her.”

Louise grabbed her phone. “He took my gun. You better take that.” She pointed to

a sleek-looking weapon on the floor, not far from her assistant’s body. “Tess was

trying to use it when he got her. Poor kid.” I retrieved the weapon, which fit neatly

into the palm of my hand. “Wireless stun gun,” Louise said, shifting the phone to

her ear. “Low-intensity laser ionizes a path to the target. Discharge travels along

that path. Only one shot—better make it count!”

I ran for the elevator, far down the corridor. The indicator was parked on the top

floor, eight levels up. Of course—only Lestrange could authorize the kind of

network access Adam needed.

The car took forever to return. As it rose through the building an alarm began to

wail. I found Lestrange’s secretary crouched in an alcove around the corner from

his office. “Adam Orlov barged past me with a gun. He’s in there now.” Her gaze

came to rest on the stun gun in my hand. Maybe she thought I was in on the plot

with my husband. Might as well go with that.

I opened the office door a sliver. “Adam, it’s me—it’s Nancy.”
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I saw him standing in front of the desk, gun in hand. Grinning, he beckoned me

inside. “You see that?” He sneered at the person behind the desk. “A loyal wife at

my side. That is the true measure of a man, my friend.”

I edged inside, the stun gun concealed. Lestrange was behind his desk with his

arms in the air. He eyed me curiously. Adam waved the pistol. “I demand full

access to the information superhighway! Make the call, sir—now.”

I turned my hand slightly, flashing what lay within. Lestrange nodded and reached

for the phone on his desk. “All right, you win. I’ll call the IT department.” Before

he could say another word, I raised the stun gun and fired.

The beam struck Adam in the back, straight into his spine. He spasmed like a rag

doll, fell forward and sprawled across Lestrange’s desk.

The phone squawked. “Never mind,” Lestrange said. “We got it sorted.”

~

“Can you reverse what they did?” I was chatting with Louise, after checking on

Adam. He was being held under guard, in a secure suite near Special Ops, while

she and her team worked to restore him to some semblance of normal.

Louise sighed. “There’s no telling. We’re dealing with a brain that’s been fed a

whole pile of contradictory facts. Problem is, their hypnotic conditioning assumed

that Adam had always been male, so they built a new male persona on top of that.

Moreover, that skinsuit is probably never gonna come off. I’ll keep trying but…”

She grimaced. “It’s unlikely we’ll ever be able to recover the old Nancy.”

I bit my lip. Given my own burgeoning womanhood, I’d suspected as much.

“Bottom line is that we’re better off aiming for a new version of Adam Orlov. One

who knows who he used to be, but is completely comfortable with being a man—

and of course is on our side. Sadly, he can never be trusted as an agent again, but

Simon says they’ll find him a good job in some other, less critical agency.”

I hugged myself, feeling empty. “And I’ll be his wife.”

Louise put her arm around me. “I think you’re up to the task, babe. In one sense,

it’s simple: the two of you get to stay a couple, you just switch identities. You’ll

each have the other around to cover for any gaps in your knowledge.” She walked

me across the room. “As the years go by, being the woman will seem more and

more natural to you. Like it was meant to be this way.”

We stopped next to the couch where I’d received numerous sessions of hypnotic

conditioning. “Neither of you are fertile,” she added, “but in every other respect

you’re indistinguishable from a real man and woman.” She helped me lie down.
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I looked at her, puzzled. “Er, Louise? What am I doing here?”

She fetched a hypodermic. “One last deep-conditioning session… Simon’s orders.

He says it’s terribly important, going forward, that you fully assimilate into your

new life as a woman. This will help you do that.”

I watched the needle sink into my arm. “I’ll still be me, won’t I?”

“Of course, there won’t be any memory loss. You’ll simply wake up believing that

you should have been Nancy all along, and this little skinsuit mishap merely set

things right. You’ll also find yourself unable to tell anybody how all this came

about. But hey, who would you want to tell anyway? It’s not like anyone would

believe a story like that.” She chortled. “I mean, c’mon.”

So true. Defeated, I lay back and let the music carry me away.

~

When I awoke, the music had stopped, the screen was dark, the room was full of

shadows. I still remember everything Louise told me, yet my mind is crystal clear.

I know who I am. My name is Nancy Singleton, and I am a woman.  


