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  Story Summary:


  In World War II Washington, Miss Della Davis toils on the night shift in the President's typing pool. She likes the quiet as she goes about transcribing sensitive documents into an embarrassingly erotic government code. She also likes a certain Secret Service Agent Jones, who frequents her lonely office with a debonair smile and a sack of hamburgers. But Della wants more. She yearns for intrigue and danger. To be a woman for her country. Agent Jones has one thing on his mind--to make Della forget about her career and yearn only for him. He sets up an elaborate sting. Will she take the bait or are women the smarter sex?
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  DEDICATION


  To every woman who has served her country.


  



  July 1944, The White House, Washington, D.C.


  



  Miss Della Davis yanked the pages from her well worn Royal typewriter and separated four onion skin papers from the carbons. She slipped the documents into a manila inter-agency envelope and shoved it into her grey metal out-basket. A breeze wafted in from the huge Palladian window. She leaned her long neck back and inhaled. Finally some relief from subtropical summer in the District of Columbia.


  She pulled a picture postcard from the corner of her desk blotter. A photo of the snowcapped Swiss Alps. She flipped it over.


  


  Dear Della,


  The chocolate and cheese are delightfully divine and so are the gentlemen. I think of you every time I see a cuckoo clock. Wish you were here.


  Smooches, Gert.


  



  Della sighed. Her cousin Gertrude lived the life she dreamed of. A secretary for the state department. A different embassy every year. Gertrude was seeing the world, experiencing everything Della longed to.


  She glanced at the calendar. July second. They should be posting the interagency transfers soon. Della squeezed her eyes shut. Please don’t let them pass over me again. One of these days, she’d get a good government job that let her see the world too. But not as a secretary in a foreign embassy. A position with the Office of Strategic Services. She would dabble in intrigue. Della longed to be a secret agent. A spy. Code Cracker. A woman for her country.


  Bending down, she fished her navy blue pumps from under her desk and shoved her swollen rayon-stockinged feet inside. Damned war. All nylon was now used to make parachutes. These ugly rayon stockings were tight at the ankles and baggy at the knees, and though her legs were admittedly chubby, she did not have disproportionately fat ankles. She stood up and stretched, yawning.


  As she made her way over to the window, distant footsteps on the marble floor approached from the corridor. After checking her brown hair in the reflection back from the glass, tucking an errant strand back into the chignon, Della peered out at the big summer moon illuminating the White House lawn. Two young marines patrolled the grounds. She watched as Fala, the President’s mischievous little black Scottish terrier, sniffed around the trees, accompanied by Mr. Roosevelt’s Oriental valet.


  The footsteps arrived.


  Della’s heartbeat quickened. She inhaled deeply as her mouth watered. The greasy aroma of hamburgers wafted sensuously, beckoning the twenty-two year old secretary.


  “Hello, Miss Davis.”


  Smoothing her wrinkled floral shirtdress, she turned toward Secret Service Agent Ashley Jones. Damn he was a looker in his navy pinstriped suit. Around six feet tall. Blond crew cut. Impossibly blue eyes. Broad shoulders vee-ing down to a trim waist. And single.


  “Good evening officer. It appears to be a beautiful night out there. Is it?”


  “Hot and muggy. Full moon. Mother’s Day.”


  Della loved his deep voice. So masculine and full of testosterone. Whenever he spoke, she smoldered.


  She on the other hand, had a meek voice that tended to crack. “It’s not Mother’s Day.”


  “Sure it is. First payday of the month. That means the liquor stores are doing a bustling business. Add the full moon and that means trouble.”


  “But why the Mother’s Day reference?”


  “Copper speak. When the fistfights and robberies and fornication ends, some will be crying for their mommies.”


  Della tried not to screw her face up. Not the kind of conversation she was interested in having with such an eligible bachelor. “What’s in the sack?”


  “Come closer and you can touch it.”


  She blinked her long brown lashes which felt like they had clumped from the mascara she’d brushed on thirteen hours earlier. Miss Davis sashayed her voluptuous body across the tan carpeted floor. Stopping in front of him, very close, she looked up into those dreamy pools of blue that he was ogling her with. She felt his hot breath as he parted his lips, revealing slightly crooked front teeth. A guy with an overbite. Oh they were the best kind of kissers.


  Agent Jones grasped her hand, rubbing her wrist with his thumb.


  Miss Davis felt weak at the knees.


  “Have they posted the transfer list yet?” he asked.


  “No,” she lamented.


  “Well, everything crossed you’ll get the position you want. But I’m sure going to miss you...”


  Della blinked and smiled. “Thanks.” She snatched the paper bag from him and turned, spilling the contents out onto her desk blotter. Eight little bundles wrapped in newsprint tumbled out. Rolling her eyes and smiling demurely, she sensually unwrapped a tiny hamburger with onions and catsup on a roll. The hungry secretary paused to admire and inhale the aroma of the heavenly feast.


  “Come on now, don’t be hoggish. I haven’t seen the boss yet.” He teased.


  “You’re too late. Mr. Roosevelt is upstairs having cocktails with the Hitchcocks. Done with business for tonight.”


  “How do I know you’re not pulling my leg, just so you can gobble all of my burgers?”


  She giggled and plopped down in her rolling desk chair, propelling it back far enough to cross her long legs. She glanced up to see Jones enjoying the show.


  Della made yum noises as she took tiny bites, savoring the salty greasy meat. The little fried onions had just the right crunch. She made eye contact with Agent Jones as she licked her lips and ran a finger across her bare skin peeking from the square neckline of her summer linen dress.


  “Thanks.” She wiped her hands with a pink cotton hankie.


  “Have another,” he offered.


  “No. I’ve got work to do.” She loaded the remaining hamburgers into the sack and stapled the top shut. To keep her from eating another. She handed it to Agent Jones. “Here you go. I know how much the President appreciates you sneaking these little heart attacks in a sack to him. That diet the doctor has him on makes him mighty cranky. I can’t see as I blame him. I mean, gee, he’s the leader of the free world and some peon doctor is telling him to eat poached skinless chicken and celery sticks.”


  “I agree. Poor guy. How come you always pull the late shift?”


  “Low girl on the totem pole. Besides, I like working after hours. I can get so much more accomplished. The phone doesn’t ring ; the other secretaries aren’t here to gab drivel.”


  “Gab drivel?”


  “You know how they get. Going on and on about shoes or recipes or men.”


  “And you’re not interested in shoes or recipes or men...”


  “Exactly. I’m focused on my career. Advancement. I’m serious about serving my country.” She glanced wistfully at the postcard.


  He said, “Yeah, there’s a lot of that going around. Just the other day, Rosie the Riveter was in here eating burgers with me. And now she’s been promoted to screwing--”


  Fala yelped as if in pain then barked insistently outside the window. Miss Davis and Agent Jones hurried over and peered out. They observed two marines chasing a figure across the lawn.


  Agent Jones exited the office and ran outside.


  Della pulled her top desk drawer open and removed a pair of scissors. She haphazardly chopped the used carbon paper and crumpled it into the drab green metal waste basket, shoving it way to the bottom, covering it with benign trash.


  She snatched the inter-agency envelope and made a beeline for the map room. Before she could reach the hallway, a sharp pain hit her in the back. Della froze. She turned her head. No one was in the room. Slowly reaching her right hand over her left shoulder, she felt the sticky liquid. Pulling her hand in front of her face, she screamed at the sight of her own blood.


  Focus! Focus, Della Davis. President Roosevelt is upstairs. Must get him to safety. First, sound the alarm. She ran to her phone and picked it up.


  “Good evening, this is Beth, how may I direct your call?”


  “Beth! It’s Miss Davis. Loose Lips Sink Ships in my office. He’s upstairs in the family gathering area. I think.” Her voice cracked.


  “Keep it under your Stetson in the family gathering area!” the switchboard operator replied.


  Miss Davis dropped the phone and ran. She took the stairs two at a time to the informal seating area at the end of the hallway just outside the family quarters. President Roosevelt was at the tea cart mixing his special blend of gin and vermouth. Music wafted from the radio. Something heavy on the clarinets. She dropped the manila envelope on his lap and seized the back of his armless wooden wheelchair. “Loose lips sink ships!”


  He responded to her code with, “Set free a suffering humanity.”


  She shoved him past Alfred and Alma Hitchcock who were seated on a red velvet loveseat munching tuna fish sandwiches.


  “Miss Davis, where are you taking him?” Mrs. Hitchcock asked, wiping her mouth with a blue linen napkin.


  “Evacuate!” She turned her head toward the Hitchcocks and implored them to “Follow us!”


  Della shoved her boss’s chair to the closed door of the Monroe room. He twisted the doorknob. They burst into the small sitting room Mrs. Coolidge had decorated as a memorial to President Monroe. The Hitchcocks were right on her heels. “Close the door behind you!” she whisper-shouted.


  Alfred did.


  “Barricade it!” Tears slipped down her face. From the pain of her bullet wound, and the sheer 
   terror and shock of living in this horrible moment in history. She must get the President to safety. She just had to.


  Mrs. Hitchcock wedged a Windsor chair under the knob as Miss Davis opened a hidden panel next to the fireplace. The President stretched his arm inside and fumbled on the wall to switch the light on. They entered the hidden passage and descended down a wooden ramp to the basement of the White House. From there, Miss Davis maneuvered them through the labyrinth of underground Washington. The path was familiar to her; she’d drilled on this dozens of times. Every White House employee had been trained how to evacuate the President in times of attack.


  Miss Davis flipped a new light switch on and the previous one off as they passed through each chamber. Their footsteps echoed in the dank cobwebby catacombs that were once the original aqueduct for the city built out of a swamp. The whole town was built atop a giant grid of honeycombs. One could surreptitiously emerge anywhere in the District of Columbia.


  Panting, the portly Mr. Hitchcock wrestled the wheelchair out of Miss Davis’s grip. “I shall propel Mr. Roosevelt as I have more ballast behind me.”


  Lightheaded, Miss Davis didn’t fight with the British civilian who had assumed her duty. She grasped the back of his black suit jacket, his wife took hold of the back of Della’s dress and they stumbled onward, like a drunken caterpillar.


  Mrs. Hitchcock leaned close to her ear and said, “Miss Davis, I do believe you are bleeding, my dear. From your shoulder blade.”


  “Why do you think I’m evacuating the President? I’ve been shot!”


  “What’s that? You’ve been shot you say?” Alfred asked. “Lord Jesus, help us to safety!” The old boy found momentum and picked up the pace.


  Finally reaching the basement of the Bureau of Engraving and Printing, where United States currency is manufactured, Miss Davis let go of Mr. Hitchcock and shoved ahead. She grabbed the envelope from the President’s lap. “Stop. Wait here. I have to make sure the train is secure.”


  She ran across dimly lit concrete and up the platform ramp where the President’s train sat ready. He routinely boarded here, out of the eyes of the general public, hiding his disability. Out of breath, heart thumping wildly, she winced in pain when she grabbed the handrail of the olive green presidential rail car and hoisted herself up the steps. She opened the observation car door and entered the dark board room. Dizziness overtook her and she dropped to the floor, out for the count.


  * * *


  Della felt the forward momentum as she opened her eyes. Blinking at her surroundings, she saw the glow of a gaslight on the wall of the cramped room. She observed a desk, typewriter, and a little fan oscillated in the corner of the ceiling. Her nose wrinkled at the scent of mothballs and Ivory soap. Shadows zoomed by the window. She realized was on a moving train.


  She shivered. Cold, I’m so cold. As she tried to hug herself, her arms wouldn’t move. They were tied to a bedpost. “No!”


  As she writhed against the bondage, she noticed her nipples standing at full attention. She was dressed in her white garter belt, stockings, fancy red stilettos she’d never seen before and as she kicked her leg up to examine one, she realized the stockings were silk with a perfect seam in the back. A wave of fear, embarrassment and confusion passed through her. She seemed to be in a fog, her brain felt woozy as if she’d been sipping champagne.


  The door from the adjoining compartment flung open. With great relief, she identified Secret Service Agent Ashley Jones. “Hurry Jones, hurry. Untie me.” Oh, no! I’m naked!


  He shut the dark wood door behind him and smiled as he leaned against it. His eyes lingered over her generously proportioned breasts as he approached the bed.


  “Is the President all right?” Della asked, fearful of the answer.


  “He’s fine. The train will reach its appointed destination intact  and on time, so long as you cooperate.”


  “What? Untie me. No! Cover me up first. Then untie me.” What’s he talking about?


  “Nah, not in the plans.” He licked his middle finger and ran it from her hairline to her chin.


  “What are you doing?” She tried to pull away and felt her shoulder tingling. “I was shot!”


  “Yes you were. Just a graze. We cleaned you up and gave you a little injection to help ease your...”


  “Ease my what? Who cleaned me up? Who tied me up? Where are my clothes? Who shot me?” She let out a loud wail which he silenced with a wadded silk stocking. Not shoving it into her mouth deep enough to cause her discomfort, just far enough to muffle the noise.


  “Now, there will be no more of that. Nobody will come to your aid. Nobody is here in the passenger car except of course the President and his two guests. Would you like them to come to your rescue and see you in this provocative pose?”


  Della shook her head and squeezed her eyes shut. She crossed her legs and clenched her thighs. She’d absolutely die of embarrassment if President Roosevelt or Alfred Hitchcock found her all tied up and dressed for...for dirty sex. Well, there was a thirty-three and a third percent chance Mrs. Hitchcock would be the one to come to her aid. Della writhed on top of the cold white sheet. As if that would be any better. Mrs. Hitchcock would probably faint dead away from the shock.


  He removed the gag.


  “Turn the fan off. Why is it so cold, it’s still July isn’t it?”


  “The low temperature becomes you, Miss Davis.”


  Focus. Focus, Della Davis. What does Jones want? Make him think you’ll give it to him and find an opportunity to knock him out and flee.


  She opened her eyes. Agent Jones shook out the silk stocking, moist with her saliva, and dangled it over her breasts, tickling her nipples.


  Miss Davis squirmed, trying to get away from it. “What’s going on, Jones? You could have asked me on a date and at least bought me dinner and a movie if you wanted to make whoopee. This is a little too theatrical, don’t you think?”


  He lowered his head and softly pressed his lips against hers. She didn’t return the pressure. He pulled away and smiled. “No time for dinner and a movie. We have so much work to do.”


  “Work?”


  “Of course. This mission is of the utmost importance. Top level hush-hush.”


  “Mission?” Della searched the murky cobwebs in her mind. Nope, there was no mission that she had been privy to. Maybe she was dreaming. Yes, that was it. She was dreaming she’d gotten the promotion to the O.S.S. and was a woman for her country.


  He took the manila envelope from the desk chair and unwound the red thread closure. He removed the onion skin pages and fluttered them over her stomach. Then down over her crotch. The soft breeze carrying her scent caused her to squirm. Hmm...she’d never smelled anything in a dream. Okay Della Davis. You’ve been kidnapped. And drugged with something or the other. This is no naughty nocturnal mind interlude. It’s real.


  Agent Jones interrogated her. “Just what was it that was so important to keep you so late at the office typing?”


  Denial. Plausible denial. It’s all in code. No way could he know about the impending siege in the Northern Mariana Islands.


  “You caught me. I have a side job typing smut for...” think Della Davis, think... “Mr. Hitchcock pays me handsomely to type up scripts to stag films.” Yeah, that’ll work.


  “Is that so? Well now, I’d never suspect the stodgy old bloke of such mischief. Hiring the President’s secretary for such a tawdry task is just deplorable. I shall bring this to the Commander in Chief’s attention right away.”


  “Wait.” I can’t get Hitchcock in trouble. It would ruin him. And I adore his films. If only the President had been apprised of the current cryptology in use... But, no, gosh, of course he could never be. What would his wife think? Oh, his wife is the salt of the earth. She’d understand it’s for the good of the world. Wait a minute; my thoughts are way off the task. “What was it that you asked me?”


  “Exactly.”


  “Hunh?” She was so cold. And thirsty. “I’m really cold, will you be so good as to untie me and direct me to my clothes and get me a drink of water? No, hot coffee. Yes. Be a dear and go down to the dining car and fetch me a pot of coffee and then when you return, I’ll be dressed and we can discuss this matter like the routine business...government business which it is.”


  Agent Jones cupped her breasts in his large hands and kneaded them in an erotic circular motion as she lay still, bracing herself.


  He said, “I’ll warm you up in the way you’ve been dreaming I would.” His voice meant business.


  Isn’t he full of himself? Not that she hadn’t had a few rouge fantasies  about him late at night, coming to her office with his predictable sack of Tiny Tavern hamburgers. But he couldn’t know about that. Could he?


  “Stop. Please stop. I need to get dressed and we’ll have coffee and talk like two coworkers, colleagues, fellow patriotic Americans. It’s really a simple, cute story.”


  Her heartbeat quickened as did her breath. She tried to keep her mind off of her captor’s unwanted abuse, but my, was he skilled. She fought the pleasure as the compartment magically warmed.


  “Please remove your hands.”


  He did. “For now. But you’ll be begging me for them later.”


  “Be a good boy and untie me and produce my clothes and fetch me a hard drink...hot drink, I mean...”


  “Down girl. So you want a hard drink do you now?” He pressed his midsection against her leg and she felt his patriotic member as he lightly slid it down her thigh, stopping at the knee.


  A zing of desire ran through her. Good girls didn’t taste what she suddenly craved. “No, I meant coffee. Or tea will work. Hot cocoa? Broth? Any hot beverage will do.”


  Agent Jones pivoted to the closet, opened the door and removed an oversized ice bucket chilling a six pack of beer. He set it on the floor, removed a circular ice cube and traced the waistband of her garter with it. She gasped and trembled as melted water ran down her sides.


  “I said I was cold. I need to cover up and...”


  “Miss Davis, you’re mouth says cold, your curves say molten.”


  “What exactly is it that you want from me? You have the script.” Her voice cracked again. “You caught me. I’m a bad girl. Why this elaborate interrogation method? Don’t you realize what trouble you’ll be in when they find out you’ve kidnapped one of the President’s secretaries?”


  “Oh, they know.”


  “Who knows?”


  “They do.”


  “They who?”


  He leaned down and whispered, “You’re being filmed, Miss Davis. Make sure you put in an extra good performance if you want your Academy Award. Make lots of pleasurable expressions. Talk dirty to me.” He licked her earlobe, tracing the small fake garnet earring.


  She shuddered. No. He has to be joshing me. Or is he? Oh my God, Does Alfred Hitchcock really direct those kind of movies? Eww! Is that fat bald man watching me?


  Agent Jones unbuttoned his suit coat, grabbed her waist and lifted her behind off of the bunk, pulling her toward the edge of the bed.


  “Stop. What are you doing?” He is so strong.


  “Making room.”


  “Making room for what?” Her eyes swept the small private train compartment, searching for the camera lens. He is just fooling with me. Messing up my mind. So that he can have his perverted way with me. How long until I can escape? Do I want to escape? Why didn’t I listen to Mother and get a job at the airplane factory?


  “I’m making room on the mattress for the typewriter.”


  “What?”


  “You’re going to type out exactly what you did this evening and then below it you will decode it.”


  “But I don’t have a copy of the encryption key from the girls at the Office of Strategic Services.”


  “Surely you remember the gist of the communication.”


  “Nope. Can’t help you. Won’t help you.”


  He rolled a sheet of paper into the carriage and moved the typewriter to the bed.


  Della watched in disbelief. My whole life is typing. I can’t believe I even have to type when I’m kidnapped. It’s just not fair. Not fair at all. I can do other things besides type. I have a very clever intellect. I just need an opportunity to blossom.


  Jones shoved a beer bottle in the pewter opener screwed into wall near the closet door. He popped the cap off and tossed it into the typewriter keys. His eyes met hers as he took a long pull.


  The train honked and whistled through a grade crossing. As it picked up speed, Della shifted her weight, trying hard to stay on the edge of the bed as the locomotive bumped and jostled her and the typewriter around.


  “I can’t type with my hands tied up.”


  “Now, see, you’re thinking logically. I knew you’d come around.” The emphasis he placed on the word come made her very uncomfortable.


  He took the first page of the document and held it over her face, an inch from her nose. “Read this to me.”


  She shook her head and wriggled, kicking him down as she fell off the bed. Her arms were above her head, tied to the bed rail 
   by two pairs of stockings knotted into long tethers. The silk slid down the brass rail as she landed on top of him, her rear end firmly planted on his chest.


  Thrashing with the silken bondage, Della struggled to loosen the ties sufficiently for her escape. She finally stopped trying when she realized her bottom now hovered over his face. He circled her inner thighs with his tongue, exploring the outer reaches of her secret universe. A jolt of feminine awareness singed through her. She raised her bottom.


  “No! I mean...I’m sorry. Excuse me for sitting on your face.”


  She clambered off of him, contorting and twisting her arms. Her injured shoulder screamed. She winced.


  He rolled from under her and helped untangle his captive by releasing one tether, the arm closest to her wound. He helped her stand up. “How is that feeling?”


  “It hurts. Are you sure it was just a flesh wound?”


  “Yup. Here, have a beer.”


  He removed a second bottle from the melting ice and opened it. He handed her the cool alcohol and tossed this cap into the typewriter keys too.


  She took a long guzzle. The Miller High Life tasted so good. It occurred to her that she could untie her other hand.


  He removed his navy blue suit jacket, revealing a pistol in his tan leather shoulder holster.


  Perhaps she shouldn’t untie herself just yet. She certainly didn’t want to be shot twice in one night. Della felt ninety-nine percent sure Agent Jones meant no violent harm to her. She wasn’t quite sure what this game was, nor if she was completely offended by it. Honestly, this was a rush. Her fantasies coming to life. She loved the smell of danger in the air. And it smelled like Secret Service Agent Ashley Jones. Like Ivory soap and lime aftershave. The mothball scent had dissipated, thank goodness.


  He hung his coat on a hook on the back of the closet door and removed his black necktie. It was a clip-on. Cops wore clip-ons so thugs couldn’t strangle them. He tucked it into a pocket of his jacket then unbuttoned the top button of his white shirt. Grabbing his bottle from the floor, he guzzled the cold beer as he stared at her lips around the neck of the brown glass. His gaze shot down her body, lingering on her crotch, then down her legs to the harlot stilettos.


  Her crush on Agent Jones had begun the very first day she’d laid eyes on him. He had been snacking on hamburgers and martinis with President Roosevelt in the oval office when she walked in to deliver a Congressional bill. Della smiled, remembering the bolt of electricity that rumbled through her at the first site of his chiseled face. She wanted to feel the zing again. She wanted him to touch her. Down there.


  Della decided to go along with his program and see how it played out. “I’m not going to be able to type on that thing if you keep throwing things on the keys to jam them up. I’m good enough at jamming them myself when I get going. I type a hundred and twenty words a minute you know.”


  “Do you now?” He smiled. “Are you that fast in your love making as well?”


  “I’m not that kind of girl.” Della was emphatic, even though she secretly wanted to be that kind of girl.


  “The evidence begs to differ.” He picked up page two of the document and read “Lillian begged, ‘Throw me over the radio and take me like a rabbit, big mariner.’”


  She blushed. “You don’t understand. That’s code. It’s just a boring little memo. You know everything is encrypted while we’re at war. It’s not what you think. I can’t help it if the girls at the Office of Strategic Services got bored and came up with a pornographic lingo.”


  “So says you. Maybe you, Miss Davis, are the bored sex-a-tary who sat at her desk into the wee hours of the night, typing up your fantasies, waiting for an unsuspecting cop to wander in so you could have your way with him.”


  How’d he guess? No, wait a minute...the code really is pornographic. “Oh, you’d just love to be that innocent cop, wouldn’t you? You think I sit at my desk, hoping you’ll come by and feed me hamburgers and make wild animal love to me?”


  “You admit it. But I have to be persuaded, I’m not the type that just gives it to any horny fat girl.”


  Anger rose up inside Della. Schoolyard taunts replayed in her brain. “That was mean.”


  “What was mean? Me defending my scruples?”


  “You know very well what I’m talking about. I can’t help it, I have a glandular problem.”


  “Me too. My glands are working overtime sending the signal to sew my seeds deep into the most luscious creature I’ve ever met.”


  “What?”


  He grabbed her derrière. As he plumped her cheeks he whispered, “You have the most perfect T and A I’ve ever seen. You don’t know how long I’ve craved you. The things I’ve dreamed of doing to you. For you. Because of you.”


  “What kind of masher are you? Stop it!” She gyrated and turned away to scramble back onto the bed. Before she could climb on, he maneuvered behind her and pressed his erection up against her plump rear end. She froze.


  He whispered, “Type the first line and read it aloud to me.”


  “No.”


  “You don’t want to be uncooperative, Miss Davis. Type and read me the first line. Again and again. Type dirty to me...” His voice was low and seductive with just a hint of malice.


  She grabbed the memo from the bed and placed it next to the typewriter. She spread her feet shoulder width and bent over to reach the keys. Miss Jones began typing as she cleared her throat. “Throw me over the radio and take me like a rabbit, big mariner.” Her voice cracked.


  He moved his hands to her breasts and rolled her nipples between his thumbs. “Type it again. Read it again. Type dirty to me, Miss Davis...”


  She arched her back, sucked in a breath and repeated as the keys jammed, “Throw me over the...big mariner.”


  “You left out some words, Miss Davis.” One hand slipped down to her dark curls. He traced the perimeter.


  She felt blood rushing to her feminine zone. Tingles singed her legs. Miss Davis spread them slightly, getting a firmer stance in the high heels. She peeked at his hand on her womanly need and the white garter and sexy stockings. Oh yes. She was going to participate in his perversion. Her perversion. She was up for whatever he desired.


  “Tell me what it means.” Agent Jones demanded in a guttural voice.


  She panted, “It just means the Army and Marines are going to invade Saipan. In the Northern Marianas Islands.” Oh no, I’ve divulged military strategy. I’m going to be fired or hung for treason. I don’t care. Tonight is my night. Our night. I can’t believe this is happening.


  “That is not what it means. You want me to give it to you doggie style, you dirty little girl.” His voice turned husky with sexual hunger as his finger settled on her clitoris. “Type dirty to me,” he commanded.


  The circular motion of his touch and the side to side swaying of the train clouded her thoughts. Della tried to remain professional. “Sure it does. The whole document is about the battle plan for the rest of the allied invasion. You must have read it. All the stuff about Lillian being juicy and trouble is just military strategy to surprise the Japs.”


  Agent Jones slipped his other hand between her legs from behind. Miss Davis’ juices flooded his fingers as he rubbed her engorged vagina. She gasped and threw her head back against his chest.


  “Tell me some more, Lillian. My juicy Lillian.” He insisted.


  Her knees were weakening. She felt light headed and shocked at the sensations. She swallowed. “Lillian is dreaming of blowing his little member.” And so was she.


  “I can’t help you with that.” He pressed his still clothed big member harder against her and began grinding it into her rear end.


  “Little member. The Japs.” She panted and reached one hand behind her and placed it as a barrier between her bare bottom and his trousers. Palm side against him, she shocked herself as she betrayed her good girl instincts and closed her hooded eyes as she traced his contours. “Oh yes. Her boyfriend, Big Bruno, is gonna be mad when he catches them.”


  “Who is Big Bruno?” He sucked hard on the right side of her neck.


  She tried to pull away, knowing he would leave a love mark. July in Washington was way too hot and humid to wear a high necked ruffled blouse to work.


  She located the tip of his phallus below the crotch on his left thigh. She playfully pinched it.


  He groaned. “Who is big Bruno?”


  “You are. The Americans. You are the Americans. You are my American man. My Big Bruno.” She moaned breathlessly.


  He twisted her around and kissed her. Shoving his tongue in, he took command of her palate. The train pitched hard to the left and knocked her head against the window. It separated them.


  “Oh Miss Davis, are you all right?”


  “Yes. How about untying me?”


  “No. I can’t do that until the mission is complete.”


  She ran her tongue across her swollen lips. Tasting caked on lipstick. “What is the mission?” She unbuttoned two of his shirt buttons, then ripped it the rest of the way open. No undershirt. Strong chest. Dark hair in just the right thickness. She ran her hand across his pectoral muscles and captured a male nipple between two fingers. She teased it taught and leaned her head down to lick it. “What is the mission, Agent Jones?”


  He unbuckled his trousers and unfastened them. They pooled around his ankles. He kicked his brogan shoes off and awkwardly stepped out of his pants.


  This erotic vision was just too much for a good girl to handle. A cop with his armed holster still on, his shirt ripped open showing the most amazing male chest and heaven help her but she wanted him to take his shorts off. Miss Davis ran her hand down to the waistband of his white drawstring shorts and slipped a finger inside, tenderly stroking the mass of fur.


  He pulled the string and the shorts dropped to the floor. His big, big Bruno sprung upright.


  So that’s what it looks like. He’s amazing. She took one step back and admired the whole package. This was so surreal. Better than any daydream she’d had of him. “What is the mission?” Della slipped her hand down to his family jewels and caressed them in the cleft, careful to be very gentle. They were warm and soft. She liked touching him there. So intimate and naughty.


  He moaned. “To make a training film.”


  She closed her eyes, “There is no camera in here. Come on...tell me the mission.


  “To make a training film for the cryptographers.”


  He was working her breasts again, so eloquently she felt the connection to her clitoris, something Mother had never told her about. Fine, I’ll play along. “Well I guess I flunked out, hunh?”


  “What do you mean?”


  Her hand trailed up and down the length of his erection. It felt hot and smooth and very hard. “I gave up the secrets. Dang, I should have bit down on the cyanide capsule.”


  “No, you most certainly did not flunk and I know you don’t have a cyanide capsule in your mouth. I thoroughly searched it, remember?”


  “Perhaps you need to use a different probe?” She couldn’t believe she’d just suggested such a thing.


  He groaned. She felt a drop of pre-ejaculate drip out. She wiped it with her fingertip and ran it across her lower lip. Her tongue nipped at it. Hot and salty. Yum. “What is the mission?”


  “To make a training film for the cryptographers to determine if their code words make sense. If they make it seem like a plausible way to make love.”


  “All the cryptographers I know are women. They wouldn’t want to watch me... Oh, but I see, they’ll be watching you...” She snorted. “There is no camera on this train, why am I even going down this fantasy road with you...?”


  He hoisted the typewriter back onto the desk. Agent Jones untied Miss Davis, kissed that wrist, and lifted her onto the bed. He locked his eyes with hers as he shoved her legs back against her shoulders. She grabbed her knees, splaying her legs further open. He knelt beside the bed, placing one elbow on each side of her waist before he kissed her. She let go of her knees and ran her fingertips over his scalp, circling in sequence with their tongues.


  He cupped her breasts and pulled his mouth away. “Miss Davis, may I make love to you?”


  “Sure.” She yanked his face back to hers and kissed him like she’d longed to all these months.


  He thrust his manhood into the entrance to her secret keeper. She pulled her mouth away and gasped as her body stretched and pulled to accommodate him.


  “Hurting?” he asked, searching her face.


  “Just a little...I’ll be...”


  He pulled out and repositioned her on the bed and slowly mounted her missionary style. He eased in gently and saw the smile on her face as she began to rhythmically meet his thrusts.


  She wrapped her legs around his ankles and felt the soft knit of his socks against her silk stockings. The friction would probably snag them, but it just felt right to cuddle closer to him.


  Della dug her nails into Ashley’s shoulders as a spasm shot from her toes in the tight shoes all the way to her hair. She dug here heels into the sheet as she screamed into his mouth, trying to pull away, but he wouldn’t allow it until she shuddered and lay still.


  He pushed himself up a bit and searched her face. “Are you all right?”


  She softly moaned and closed her eyes.


  He held himself up on his elbows and thrust furiously. She gasped and moaned until he climaxed and dropped down onto her. He lay still.


  She tapped him on the back. “Hey, umm...you got heavy when you stopped moving.”


  He pushed up and withdrew. “Sorry.” As he stood up, he noticed a red smear on the sheet. “I hurt you! I’m so sorry. All you all right?”


  “It only hurt a little in the beginning. The other girls were right. I’m fine, don’t worry.”


  “I had no idea...I mean I never would have if I had known...”


  “You thought I was a bad girl.”


  She sat up; inspecting her wrists and the stockings she’d been bound with. Her fingers were a little tingly, but there were no chafing marks. She unfurled the stockings. “Rats, they’re both snagged. Where did you get these anyway?”


  “The President’s valet, the little Oriental guy. His wife deals them on the side.”


  “Can you get me a fresh pair?” She sighed as she detected runs in the pair she was wearing.


  “Sure. I’ll get you half a dozen.” He opened the bathroom door and cleaned himself up in the sink. After drying off, he returned to her and slipped his underwear back on and finished getting dressed.


  “What’ll it cost me for the silk stockings?”


  “How are you at cooking and keeping house?”


  “I will not be your maid. And by the way, who shot me?” She shoved past him and yanked open the closet and retrieved her clothes. She dressed in the bathroom.


  He was tidying up the compartment when she emerged. She said, “Well, who shot me?”


  “One of the girl secret service agents. Lambert. She was practicing.”


  “Practicing on me with live ammo?” Della was stunned and angered. “Chloe Lambert is one of my housemates. I curled her hair this morning. How dare she--!“


  “It was just a poisoned barbed bee-bee. Well not exactly poisoned. It was more of a medicated pellet.”


  “Why would she shoot me with drugs? Hey, I was bleeding!”


  “Really? Good. No, I don’t mean that how it sounded. The Chloral Hydrate was mixed into some red food coloring to mimic blood.”


  “Chloral Hydrate? She slipped me a Mickey? But that should have taken effect almost instantaneously. I was able to propel the President all the way to the B.E.P.”


  “To begin with, it was only three-quarter strength, and to end with, the drug dose was further weakened because half the pellet was stopped by your brassiere strap. I’m afraid we couldn’t bleach out all the dye, but it’s not noticeable in the pattern of your dress.”


  She’d already put the bra on and hadn’t noticed any stain. She stepped into the bathroom. Pulling the sleeve and neck open on her dress she turned around and tried looking at it in the bathroom mirror. She saw a Band-Aid and a brown stain on her bra strap. He was right; it blended into the colors on her dress. She sighed and emerged as he was tying his shoe.


  She realized the train hadn’t been moving for a long time. Sunlight peeked through the heavy blue drapes. She kicked off the red stilettos and looked out the window. “Where are we?”


  “Potomac Yard. Alexandria.”


  “We should be in North Carolina by now.”


  “Not for routine maintenance.”


  “This was just another drill, wasn’t it? The President isn’t even on this train.”


  “Exactly.” Agent Jones smiled.


  “Then he knew about it ahead of time. That’s why he wasn’t surprised.” She gasped. “He doesn’t know...”


  “Of course not. Come along now. Put your shoes on.” He gathered the silk stockings, the sheet, beer bottles and red shoes into a paper sack.


  “I’m starving,” she said as she slipped her own shoes on.


  He opened the compartment door and led her down the corridor and helped her descend three steps to the platform. The engineer was boarding the locomotive. Agent Jones waved to him and he waved back. So did Miss Davis.


  “There’s this great little diner over on King Street. Just a couple blocks away. I have something to ask you over a hearty meal...” He offered his arm and she took it. As they walked away, a nagging little feeling caused her to turn her head.


  No, it couldn’t be. She could have sworn she’d seen Alfred Hitchcock waddling alongside the train with a film can tucked under his arm.


  “Agent Jones, is that Alfred Hitchcock back there? Was he on our train?” She panted in fear.


  They stopped at the curb. He didn’t look back. “Agent Jones? My you sure are formal, Della. I should think after our little game on the train you would call me Ashley. Actually what a nice thought that conjures up. Soon you’ll be screaming out my name every time I take you to heaven.”


  “But aren’t you concerned there might be a movie of what we did? My goodness! I’ll be ruined. My reputation will be despicable. I’ll never work in this town again.” Della felt the sourness churning in her stomach. Wait a minute, what was it he was asking me? Does he think I’m going to make love with him willingly? Wait, I was very willing. He asked permission and I granted it. And it was tons better than I had even dreamed of. And my goodness, what a catch he is.


  They crossed the street as the light turned. A black Plymouth sedan sped towards them through a red light. Jones hurtled Miss Davis onto the sidewalk and they rolled to the grass. The car disappeared around the corner.


  “Come on!” He yanked her to her feet and they ran up the concrete steps toward the George Washington National Masonic Monument.


  They rushed inside through the front door then ducked into a stairwell without seeing anyone else. Della’s throat was dry and she was stumbling up the stairs behind him, grasping for the railing with one hand as he yanked her onward by her opposite wrist.


  They finally stopped when the stairs ended. He handed her the paper bag. With his service weapon drawn, Agent Jones shoved open the door and stuck his head into the unlit corridor. There were no windows.


  He pulled her through and quietly closed the door behind them.


  Della didn’t dare speak, not that she could say much of anything with her dry mouth and absence of much oxygen to her lungs.


  He maneuvered them into a room and locked the door. Agent Jones struck a match and walked along the walls until he found the mantel. He lighted two oil lamps, then threw the match into the fireplace as it singed his finger. A tiny dry twig caught the flame.


  He turned his attention to Miss Davis. He took the bag from her. Dumping the shoes, beer bottles and sheet out, he placed the paper sack over her nose and mouth and said, “Breathe into this. You’re hyperventilating. Calm down.”


  She complied and her respirations returned to normal. “Thanks.”


  He tossed the sheet onto the pile of oak in the fireplace. It went up in smoky flames, burning just long enough to ignite the other kindling and persuade the oak to smoke before catching on fire.


  He used his pocket knife to pry the lids off of two warm beers. He offered her one. “Here, drink this.”


  “Thanks.” She coughed a little on the first gulp, then drank half of the bottle. “Hey, what time is it anyway? Respectable ladies don’t drink alcoholic beverages before breakfast.”


  “Respectable ladies aren’t being chased by thugs.”


  “Who are we running from?”


  “You tell me. What have you done, Miss Davis and who have you done it to?”


  “What? I don’t like what you are insinuating. I have done nothing that would cause hooligans to run me down in broad daylight.” She wracked her brain, trying to think of anyone she’d irritated lately. She had gotten a little catty with one of the lady secret service agents, but that was all good clean fun. No, not really, because deep down she’d meant the insults. It wasn’t fair the other girl got to carry a badge and a gun and flit off secretly on missions. While she was stuck in the humidity, typing until her fingers cramped up. Her thoughts turned to typing dirty for him...


  “Miss Davis, think. What have you done that would cause someone to want to do you harm?”


  “Nothing. I’m a good clean girl.”


  “Yes you are. I love your scent. And it’s even better now...”


  Della’s face flushed. She was aware of the dampness in her undergarments. She really needed a proper soak in a bubble bath to cleanse the...the loving away.


  She looked at him as he poked the fire with an iron. He’d removed his suit jacket and rolled his white sleeves up. Her tongue moistened her lips as she studied his arms from his defined biceps down to his long fingers. To match his...


  She shook her head. She needed to focus. “Where are we anyhow?”


  “The top of George Washington’s Masonic temple. It was designed in the style of the lighthouse in Alexandria, Egypt. They administer the master Mason rites up here to the Freemasons, in the next room.”


  “George Washington owned this place?”


  “No, this was built in the thirties. An expression of the Masonic fraternity's faith in the principles of civil and religious liberty and orderly government. George was a Freemason. As was Benjamin Franklin. It was Franklin’s Masonic contacts that got France to fight on our side in the revolutionary war. Masons are a tight nit, fiercely loyal order.”


  “What’s the master Mason rites business?”


  “The highest level of Masonry. The initiation takes place next door.”


  “What is it?”


  “Something secret. Can’t tell anyone.”


  “What could be that big of a secret? Is the holy grail in there? A man from Mars? Mother Nature planning the weather?”


  “Something like that. Come here, Miss Davis.”


  He pulled her closer to the flames and shook his jacket out, dropping it onto the old hardwood floor.


  He took her face in his hands, smiled and kissed her. Just as she was reaching her arms around his neck, he pulled back. “I love you. I’ve loved you for a long time now, you know.”


  Della smiled. “Wow.”


  “Well? Do you love me?”


  “Okay.”


  “That isn’t the reply I’d hoped for.” He sounded hurt.


  “Yes, Agent Jones, I love you too.” She didn’t really. Did she? This was just happening too fast.


  Her response pleased him and with that he kissed her possessively, until she was gasping for air again. He pulled his mouth away and tugged her down to the floor.


  Della asked, “Do you want me to wear the red shoes again?”


  “Would you?” He ran a finger up her silk stockinged leg, stopping at the garter.


  “Sure.” She reached toward them, kicking her blue pumps off.


  He said, “Allow me.” He gently wedged her feet into them as he raised an ankle to rest on his shoulder. She lay on her back, waiting and wondering.


  “You are so beautiful here in the firelight. So beautiful on the train. So beautiful in the White House.”


  “Thanks. You’re not so bad yourself.”


  He rubbed his face on her inner shin. His unshaven face rustled against the silk.


  “You’re probably putting snags in the hose. Don’t worry thought, they’re all ready ruined. Do you wanna take them off and tie me up again?”


  “Do you want to be tied up?” He kissed the inside of her knee and ran his tongue up her inner thigh.”


  She shivered and squirmed. “Sure.”


  He buried his face in the crotch of her panties, tonguing and blowing.


  She grabbed his shoulders, at first trying to pull him off of her, then trying to keep him just where he was. As she thought she was almost at the point of no return, he pulled away and grabbed her hands.


  “No. You don’t know what you want yet. Don’t try to control me. I know how to please you. Just let yourself go.” He looked around the room and sized up the sparse furnishings. A Windsor chair. A tall secretary’s desk. A radiator and the fireplace. “Take off your stockings.”


  She unsnapped her garters and nearly ripped the stockings as he slipped a finger in one of the shoes and slowly removed it. She noticed he had one heel in his fist, pulling it in and out. He met her gaze, smiled and removed the mate. After he accepted the stockings from her, she followed him across the room.


  “Unfasten your dress.”


  She unbuttoned the front of her dress down to her waist. As she started unbuckling the belt he said, “No, that’s far enough.” And he pulled her arms out of the sleeves, folding the dress back over her waist. His breathing quickened as he fumbled with her brassiere.


  She said, “Here, let me.” She unhooked it.


  He took it from her. “Face the radiator.”


  She did.


  He gently tied a silk stocking around each of her wrists, then tied the opposite ends around the legs of the radiator on both sides. This cause her to bend in half as she tried to remain standing as she wrapped her fingers around the top of the radiator.


  “Don’t you want me to lie down on the floor or something?”


  “No. We don’t have a radio to bend you over, so the radiator will have to do, juicy Lillian.” He flipped her skirt up to her waist and yanked her panties off. She stepped out of them. He licked the cotton crotch and tossed them toward the fire. They landed on the edge of the hearth, sizzling before igniting. He helped her bare feet into the red shoes. She spread her legs, getting a good footing.


  Kneeling, he took her brassiere and looped one strap around her left ankle, then pulled her other leg close and looped the other. “Comfortable?”


  “No, not really. I feel like a rag doll, trying to stand up.”


  “Are you in discomfort then? Let me know and we’ll regroup.”


  “No, I guess I’m okay.”


  She felt his whiskers against her thighs, briskly rubbing as his hands grabbed her rear end, squeezing the plump flesh then pulling it apart in the center. “You are so beautiful Miss Davis.”


  She shivered. Scared of what was to come. Embarrassed at his view. Validated that the right man had finally said I love you. And even if he didn’t mean it, she needed to hear it. And even if she didn’t mean it, he needed to hear it.


  “What if the radiator kicks on?” she asked. She turned her head away from it.


  “Doubtful. It’s summertime.”


  Della giggled. She heard the sucking noises as his tongue lapped in and out of her secret keeper. Deeper it went each time. She was sore and this soothed her newly used muscle. He pulled his tongue out and slowly licked upwards, momentarily lingering over her other orifice. She shuddered.


  He slipped a finger inside her frothy womanhood and said, “Relax Miss Davis. There is nothing to be afraid of. I love you. I will never ever harm you.” He maneuvered a second finger inside and then began working her clitoris with his thumb.


  She swayed and cooed. Embarrassed and loving it. “How do you know so much?”


  “I was made to love you,” he said in his oh so sexy low voice.


  She whimpered when he pulled his hand away.


  Agent Jones sat on the floor with his back to hers, untied her feet and grabbed both of her ankles. He pushed his head between her knees, shoving it up to her crotch. She sat on his shoulders. As his mouth sucked on her clitoris, his hands found her breasts. He squeezed them in a circular motion as she moaned and writhed. He pinched both nipples as she screamed in pleasure. He body trembled and she went limp with her face smashed against the peeling paint on the radiator.


  “Are you all right?”


  “I love you. I love you. I love you.” She did.


  He untied her hands. He scooped her into his arms and carried her to the fire, gently lowering her on her back, centering her bottom on his jacket.


  He brushed the hair from her cheek and kissed her forehead.


  “I wish I knew how to do wonderful things for you. I mean I know how, well, I’ve heard how, but I haven’t really...much...I’m a good girl.”


  “You’re my good girl, Della. You can suck my big mariner if you wish.” He peeled his trousers, shorts and shoes off. Kneeling beside her, he put her hand on his throbbing member. His head dropped back as she squeezed it. He guided her hand up and down the shaft from the base to the tip and back down again. “Suck it.” He straddled her.


  She held herself up on her elbows and took it in her mouth. Just the head.


  “Take me deeper. And use your hand.”


  She wrapped her fingers around his phallus and opened wider, but didn’t want to gag. Her mouth wasn’t nearly deep enough to accommodate him.


  “Swirl your tongue around it. Suck. Keep up the friction with your hand.”


  Too many directions.


  He said, “Never mind, I’ll do the hand part.” They fell into a rhythm and she was soon surprised by the stream of liquid gushing into her mouth. He fell back onto his legs then rolled off of her.


  She swallowed and lay there wondering if she had disappointed him. Why couldn’t she coordinate her hand with her mouth?


  He pulled her into his arms. “I can’t wait to teach you everything.


  They fell asleep, contented and sweaty.


  * * *


  Della dreamed of spaghetti. Spaghetti and meatballs in sauce simmered all day by her landlady, Mrs. Grogan. Just as she was twirling the long noodles around the tines of her silver fork, those pesky skinny girls that lived across the hall came in and stole her plate. Before she could protest, she awoke.


  Grumbling, Della opened her eyes. She wasn’t in her twin bed at the boarding house on Nichols Avenue. She was lying on something hard. And something hard was pressed against the small of her back. She scanned thorough the darkness, up to the oil lamps flickering on a mantel. Oh yes. She remembered where she was. And who that thing pressed into her back belonged to. She resisted rolling over and kissing him. The fairy tale would end and he’d kick her out. It had to be a fairy tale, didn’t it? A dream of some sort? She’d blink and find out she’d just fallen asleep on the job at her typewriter again.


  


  Might as well get it over with. She blinked once, twice, then thrice and she was still in the little dark room at the top of the Masonic temple.


  Della gazed around. Beer. Red shoes. His pants. Her bra and ruined stockings. Darn him, he burned my underpants. How was she to get back to DC with no underpants on? Well, her dress was long enough, she’d just have to be mindful and keep her legs together when she rode the streetcar. Boy did she have a story to tell Shirley and Orpha and that new girl Chloe. No, she couldn’t tell them. They’d spread rumors she was tawdry. They’d think low of her. But they always bragged about their escapades. Especially that Shirley, she’d done everyone. The mailman, the garbage men, and now she was bragging she was doing the director of personnel at the Bureau of Engraving and Printing. Myron. Della chuckled. He must be a real looker with a name like that. He was Mrs. Grogan’s stepbrother.


  Agent Jones jerked and rustled behind her. He pulled her closer and nuzzled her neck. “Good morning, my love.”


  “No, it can’t be morning! You mean I didn’t go to work yesterday? What time is it? Do you have a watch? Yes, I know you do, I was studying your arms last night....morning...a few minutes ago?” She flipped over and grabbed his wrist, twisting it around in the dim light. “Ten thirty! But is it today or yesterday?”


  He grunted and pulled his arm back. “Relax. I’m sure it’s still today. I mean we only dozed off. Look, the embers are still glowing.”


  She exhaled as she studied the charred wood. He kissed her and placed her hand on his erection. “My embers are still glowing for you.”


  She kissed him as she traced the contours of his phallus.


  He touched her sweet spot and it gushed with desire.


  Ashley positioned his woman, centering her bottom on his jacket. She offered her hands to him. He kissed her fingers then took both wrists in one hand, pulling her arms over her head. He held her wrists as he kissed her. He gently eased himself inside her.


  She squirmed awkwardly a moment, then her hips fell into rhythm with his thrusts. He used his free hand to stimulate her clitoris. She screamed into his mouth as he tried to silence her pleasure. Satisfied she was done, he let go of her wrists and concentrated on his own enjoyment. She ran her fingers along his hips, sending him into ecstasy. He quietly grunted and went limp.


  She patted his shoulders. “You get heavy when you stop moving.”


  “So you tell me. Sorry.” He rolled off of her and said, “We need to get dressed and get out of here.” He found his clothes and quickly donned them. She wriggled into her bra and buttoned her dress. As she slipped her blue shoes on her bare feet, she asked, “So is the coast clear? I really need to run home and bathe. I’m due at work by three.”


  Agent Jones asked, “Why do you really want to join the O.S.S.? Do you think it will be all danger and adrenaline?”


  “Of course not. I mean, I know most days it’s all very hum drum. I’ll be working in a cramped old windowless office somewhere, trying to fend off a headache as the boss turns the screws on me to crack the code. But occasionally I’ll make money drops and document exchanges. You know, say the secret catch phrase and wait to see if the turncoat operative returns it correctly.”


  “I should have gone into the O.S.S. myself.”


  “Why don’t you apply for a transfer?”


  “Body guarding the President and his wife are the pinnacle of my job aspirations.”


  “You are so boring, Agent Jones.”


  “Hey, now that is not nice. I tried very hard to give you a preview of a spy’s life.”


  “Why?”


  “To get it out of your system so you can focus on life. Mundane, routine life. And get a life. A social life. A red hot social life.”


  “Do you mean to tell me...no wait, let me guess. There are no bad guys after us. That was just another one of your friends? Driving that car? Was it another lady agent? Should I be jealous?” Della sniffled.


  “Sorry if it disappoints you, my dear. Don’t go getting watery on me. I did it because I love you.” He brushed the hair back from her shoulders.


  She wiped a stubborn tear. A tear of hurt for being tricked but it was mixed with flattery that he’d go to such extremes to entertain her. “How did you get use of this room?”


  “I’m a master Freemason. It has its perks.”


  “So that’s what the Mason’s do up here? After they’re initiated next door, they kidnap a woman and bring her up here for wild fornication?”


  “Sure. Why not?”


  Della was disappointed, and hurt. Here she’d fallen for the whole bit. “I’ll never get that job. I’m way too gullible. What was I thinking?”


  “Do you really want the job?”


  “Of course I do. I’ve wanted it since I was a little girl stuck in school. I didn’t belong there you know. I was way too mature. It was sheer drudgery sitting there listening to all the nuns had to say, doing the rote work and being a quiet little good girl.”


  “If only the good sisters could see you now. My, what a fine young lady they brought up.”


  “Shut up.”


  “Now you don’t mean that, Miss Davis.”


  “Just get me out of here. I have to go home and bathe and get dressed and I need to eat.” I can’t believe I’ve laid out all night, having a wild encounter with a coworker. One who said he loved me. That I love to. Oh why did we go and ruin it? Our flirting was so fun. Things will never be the same between us now, they can’t be.


  “No time for that yet. We need to ride the train back and secure it.”


  “Remember, I know the game is over. It’s not my job to fool with the stupid train. And no way am I interested in any more of your shenanigans.”


  “Fine, you can sit in the boardroom.”


  “You can. I’m not getting on that train. Wait. Where are the documents?”


  “Still in the compartment.”


  “You did that on purpose, didn’t you? You left them on the train, while you packed up everything else. Just to make sure I’d get back on. Well all right, I will. I have to collect those papers and give them to the courier tonight. But you are not having your way with me again.”


  “Until you change your mind...”


  “I won’t. I am a good girl. That never happened. Your word against mine and of course with my reputation, I will be the one they believe and you’d better not tell a soul.”


  “I would never do a thing to stain your reputation Miss Davis. As you wish.”


  * * *


  They rode the train back to the basement of the Bureau of Engraving and Printing. Miss Davis collected the documents and stepped off the locomotive. Agent Jones followed her. He offered his arm.


  “Which way are you going?” she asked.


  “Through the labyrinth. Allow me.” He again offered his arm.


  She rolled her eyes and marched over to the wall in the Bureau of Engraving and Printing and shoved a door open. She pulled it shut behind her and made her way through the bowels of the federal building, past overhanging pipes and up a stairwell. She arrived in a darkened corridor. Peeking in a door window, she made out pallets of uncut hundred dollar bills. This was a work day. Why was everything dimly lit and shut down?


  Stopping to fantasize, she looked both ways and saw that she was still alone. She tried to turn the knob. It did.


  She stepped into the room and walked over to the money. Miss Davis fluttered some of the paper edges in the stack between her thumb and finger. Oh the smell of money. There must be a million dollars here. Wonder if they’d notice if she borrowed just one measly sheet? It would look so good on her wall. Della smiled. Of course she would never do such a thing. She sighed and turned to leave. The light switched on. Busted.


  Della thought, plausible denial, plausible denial. What could her excuse be for being here? She’d escaped from a kidnapper and was on her way back to the White House? She couldn’t get Agent Jones in trouble. He might stop bringing her hamburgers. Besides everyone was in on the stunt. The President, the Hitchcocks, her housemate Chloe Lambert and whoever was driving that car. And whoever patched her up. The White House doctor? Maybe one of her other housemates, the nursing students? Della felt so ashamed.


  An odd fragrance filled the room. Kind of reminded her of Christmas Eve mass. Frankincense and myrrh?


  “The camel spits at midnight,” said a foreign feminine voice. Della turned to see a beautiful exotic woman. Dark hair, kohl makeup around her eyes, ruby lips and an exquisite figure clad in lavender silk.


  “Big Bruno will kiss you next.” Della replied.


  “Good. You have something for me?”


  Della giggled.


  “Give me the documents,” she demanded.


  This was crazy. Another one of Ashley’s dumb spy games. He thought of everything. The son of a gun. “Fine, take them. Who shall I say was calling?”


  “They call me the Thousand Dollar Pharaoh. If you’re ever in Cairo, look me up. A girl like you could have a lot of fun with my him-em.”


  “Him-em?”


  “Male harem.”


  Della busted out laughing as she left the room and made her way to the street. She didn’t have any money or streetcar tokens, so she ended up walking home. And what a long walk it was.


  * * *


  Della carried her shoes the last three blocks. The site of the yellow painted Victorian house in the middle of Nichols Avenue welcomed her like a cool set of sheets under a ceiling fan. If only there were time to sleep for a month. She stopped at the mailbox and pulled out three letters. One to Mrs. Dolly Grogan, from the telephone company. One to Miss Chloe Lambert, from her mother in North Carolina. And one to Miss Della Davis, from the United States Government. Her stomach churned. They wouldn’t be sending me notice I’d been rejected for the promotion. She didn’t get one last time. It had to mean...or else it could be something totally unrelated. Like she’d been drafted or the I.R.S. was auditing her. She climbed the steps to the porch, opened the screen door and stumbled in, letting it bang shut. She dropped her shoes and kicked them under the foyer bench.


  “I’ve told ya a hundred times to close the door gently, don’t ya know,” Mrs. Grogan said, as she stepped out of the kitchen, a potato and a small knife in her chubby hand. “Sakes alive, Della. You look as though you’ve been ridden hard and put up wet. Where have ya been all night?”


  Mrs. Grogan had used that cliché many times, she was referring to a horse, not illicit sex. If only she knew how right she was.


  “I’ve brought the mail in.”


  “Thanks, darlin’. Just place it on the table there, my hands are wet with spud starch.”


  “Who else is home?”


  “Chloe is napping. Shirley and Orpha are at nursing school. Now, ya haven’t answered my question, where have ya been all night?”


  She had to tell somebody, and Mrs. Grogan was the dearest friend she had. She mothered her girls at the boarding house.


  The landlady plopped herself onto a chair with a groan and commenced peeling the potato. “There’s lemonade in the Frigidaire.”


  A drink. Yes, she was so thirsty. “Thanks. Would you like some?”


  “That’d be sweet, darlin’.”


  Della a dropped the mail on the kitchen table and filled two canning jars with lemonade. She set one near Mrs. Grogan and guzzled half of the other before sitting across from her in a ladder backed chair.


  “I didn’t mean to worry you. I would have called if I had been near a phone. You know how badly I want to get into the O.S.S. like Julia?”


  “You and her were close. I got a postcard from her ‘tother day. From Australia. A kangaroo. I placed it out on the table by the divan.”


  “Anyhow, there’s this guy at work. Ashley Jones. He comes two or three times a week and brings me hamburgers from the Tiny Tavern.”


  “Best around.” Mrs. Grogan quartered the potato as it dropped into the pan of water.


  “Anyhow last night, he arranged this elaborate spy game. I fell for it. Then I felt like a fool when I finally figured out this morning that I’d been had. But by then it was too late.”


  “Too late for what?”


  Too late to save myself for my future husband. Too late not to crave a man for the rest of my life. “Too late not to fall in love with an incorrigible rogue. Too late to keep my intellectual persona. Too late to stay focused on my career.”


  “Now, don’t ya go on like that darlin’. Fallin’ in love outweighs any other dreams in this here life. And of course ya can have your career. You’re doin’ well with your secretarial job. Married ladies can stay workin’ these days until the stork announces he’s come to call.”


  Della’s eyes grew big. Married? Stork? No way. Un-unh. She eyed the government letter and dropped her hastily peeled potato into the pan. Water plopped up at her. She rinsed her hands at the sink and dried them. As she picked up the letter and ripped it open, Mrs. Grogan hummed.


  “I got it! I got the promotion! I leave...immediately!”


  * * *


  Three months later, inside the great pyramid of Giza in Cairo, Egypt, United States Office of Strategic Services Agent Della Davis smoothed her orange silk dress as she checked her kohl eyeliner in the mirror of her compact. She felt silly, wanting to look her best, well better than that gorgeous Egyptian woman she was passing the documents to. Della had been shocked to discover the incident in the Bureau of Engraving and Printing had been a real mission, and now here she was making another tricky connection with the Thousand Dollar Pharaoh.


  What if she invites me to come to her him-em? The thought both terrified and intrigued her all at once. Memories of Secret Service Agent Ashley Jones flooded her brain and body. She closed her eyes. She could almost smell his aftershave and Ivory soap, almost could feel his presence.


  Della shook her head. She didn’t even get to say goodbye to him. To thank him. It was awkward, they had exchanged I love yous and had never seen each other again. Oh well. Such was the life of a secret agent. She smiled big and hugged herself, holding in a jubilant squeal. Dreams did come true.


  “American money smells like camel droppings,” said a familiar feminine voice.


  Della opened her eyes and turned to meet the Egyptian operative. She was as gorgeous as always. “Big Ben tolls for Cleopatra.”


  “You are looking ravishing. The change in latitude becomes you,” said the Thousand Dollar Pharaoh.


  Della beamed. She handed a carpet bag to her. The operative snatched it, peeked inside to see the currency and said, “Come, I have a special treat for you.” She reached for Della’s arm and escorted her through the zig zaging corridor inside the pyramid. They stopped at a door. The exotic one slammed her fist against it twice, then three more times. It opened.


  Della felt heat whoosh over her and the heady scent of incense coming from a hippopotamus pot smoking in the center of the tomb. Pallets of green and gold silk lined the candle lit room. Pillows were strewn on the earthen floor. A low table held an elaborate cut glass decanter and two snifters.


  “Enjoy.” The Thousand Dollar Pharaoh left the room.


  Della nervously eyed the sheik as he lowered a board across the door. He was dressed in a dishdash, the long caftan-like shirt over pants, sandals and a scarf was wrapped around his hair and covered his face. Only his eyes were exposed. Blue eyes.


  As she swallowed hard and then sashayed across the tomb, her mind began reeling. Was it the surreal situation? Was she really in a pyramid about to be pleasured by the Sheik of Arabique or however the song went? Would she allow him? The scent from the incense pot registered in her brain. She’d been trained about drugs the first week on the job. Cannabis. Marijuana. She mustn’t let it cloud her thoughts.


  Della stopped abruptly and turned toward the hippo pot, inhaling deeply. What the heck. She just wanted to chat with him and see what information she could tease from him as she would flirt. They’d taught her flirting during week two. Practicing on the other girls wasn’t very realistic, but it was the best training they had. Would it work on a real man? Could Della be a woman for her country? Week three of training was Jujitsu. She could take care of herself if he got out of hand.


  He stepped up behind her and ran his moistened finger from her hairline to her jaw. She quivered.


  He spun her around. As she looked into his impossibly blue eyes, she nearly fainted, but he caught her as her knees gave out. He lay her on the green silk. The room began to spin. She ripped the scarf from his face. The chamber and time came crashing into focus.


  He offered her a glass of wine. She accepted and took a big gulp. “I have employment papers, a badge and training. I know I am really on a mission for the O.S.S. this time. Just what are you doing here, U. S. Secret Service Agent Ashley Jones?”


  He kissed her hard, his rabid lips nearly suffocating her as all of their passion past resurfaced. She pushed him away and breathed deeply, smiling.


  “I transferred to the Secret Service counterfeit division. I’m here undercover,” he said.


  “Should I really believe you or is this another fairy tale?”


  He took her glass and set it on the table. “Part of the mission. Play acting. Right into her own game.”


  “What are you babbling about? I’m here on a case, I just made a money drop to the Thousand Dollar Pharaoh.”


  “I know. She’s the leader of a counterfeiting ring.”


  “They didn’t tell me that!”


  “Shh! Keep your voice down. Nothing should be heard from this room but the sounds of pleasure.”


  Della blinked. She stood and removed her dress, letting it fall to the floor. As she stood naked in front of him, she said, “Very well. The things a girl has to do for her country.”


  



  The End
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  Sometime before midnight, freezing rain pelted out a maddening symphony on the window. Benjamin Franklin gazed compassionately from the bloody hundred dollar bill floating near Miss Chloe Lambert’s breasts. The redhead lay soaking in a claw-footed tub at Mrs. Grogan’s boarding house on Nichols Avenue in the District of Columbia. Her skin was flushed from the steamy water, but she was sure she’d never feel warm again. With eyes dehydrated from crying, Chloe stared at her black, blue, green and yellow bruises.


  * * * * *


  Earlier that night, across town, Mrs. Anna Eleanor Roosevelt’s footsteps resonated army-like as she stormed the west wing. A black Scottish terrier rounded a corner and scrambled toward her. “No, Fala, no!” Dodging his excited leap, she caught the fluffy sash of her emerald evening gown on the edge of a marble pedestal displaying the bust of Abraham Lincoln. She twisted and caught old Abe, but the taffeta tore. Eleanor replaced the sculpture, picked up the little dog and marched to an office.


  She shoved the door open. Stepping inside, Mrs. Roosevelt vigorously petted the wiry-haired pooch while closing the door with her back. It hit the jamb with an audible resolve. “Vera, I am well aware of your…your little game, and I’ve had quite enough of you.”


  Mrs. Vera Blandings stopped typing. The long-legged brunette stood, removed her librarian’s glasses and snuffed her cigarette in an overflowing ashtray. She blew a plume of smoke at the first lady before running manicured fingers along her starched beige shirtdress. A smirk twitched the corners of her scarlet lips. She crossed her arms and turned toward the wall.


  The first lady crinkled her nose and bent down. Fala leapt from the crook of her arm. He scampered over to sniff the closed door to the Oval Office.


  Eleanor rose, thrust her shoulders back and stomped to the rear of the desk, launching a rolling chair out of her way. She squeezed between her husband’s newest secretary and a portrait of George Washington.


  Vera took a step back, grinning.


  Mrs. Roosevelt demanded, “Just what will it take to make you disappear?” “A new job.”


  “Done.”


  “A role in the next Alfred Hitchcock movie.” Eleanor laughed.


  Vera glared. “I’m quite serious.” She cocked her head, retrieved her chair and tucked it under the desk. Pulling out the bottom drawer, Vera removed her reptilian pocketbook and gently shut the drawer.


  Eleanor silently seethed in the stale smoky air while composing a response. I will not allow this woman to slip me into unsavory territory. “Fine then. So be it. Pack your snakeskin. No more games in the interim or—”


  The magnetic purse clasp clicked when Vera opened it. After removing a pack of cigarettes and a box of matches, the President’s secretary sashayed out of the office.


  The first lady glanced at her diamond watch and groaned. She pulled the chair out and plopped herself down. It hissed as the cushioned seat compressed. She opened Vera’s top desk drawer and rummaged through stubby pencils, rubber bands, a loose deck of playing cards, a crumpled issue of True Romance magazine that was caught in the back, a piece of yellow police chalk and several pistachios. Eleanor briefly picked up the waxy chalk. What in the devil is she doing with this? The stuff they outline corpses with… She shrugged her shoulders and dropped it back inside with a clunk.


  Digging out a paper clip, the first lady wove the coiled wire through the soft frays of her ripped sash. It popped right off. She noticed a little chalk had transferred from her fingers to her gown. What else can happen?


  Yanking the middle drawer open, she found a stapler inside. After three squeezes and some creative tucking of the taffeta, she was good to go. When Eleanor replaced the stapler, a metallic glint in the back caught her attention. She opened the drawer all the way and pulled out a pearl-handled pistol. What the…


  Eleanor heard giggling. Her eyes darted around the office as she shut the drawer, shoved the gun under her waistband and covered it with the sash. She jumped up, wrapped her arms around her midsection and tiptoed to the open door to peek into the corridor.


  Eleanor watched Mrs. Stoneburner meandering toward the kitchen. Claude Fuji, the President’s valet, was finishing up a good bubbly laugh. “Hello Missus First Lady. You are so beautiful in jade.” She exhaled and stepped into the hall.


  He reached out to shake hands with Mrs. Roosevelt, as was his nature, but she awkwardly declined. “Thank you, Claude.”


  His face saddened at the slight. “Anything I do wrong to you?” “No, Claude, no…oh…come on to my study. Follow me.”


  Mrs. Roosevelt’s evening gown swished as they hurried to her private room.


  “Close the door, Claude.”


  He obliged.


  Eleanor gingerly peeled back the delicate folds of taffeta and yanked the gun out. “Look what I found in his secretary’s desk!”


  “Missus First Lady, please do not go waving that thing at Claude.” The valet snatched the firearm from her.


  Eleanor moved closer, hovering over him. Her stomach knotted as she whispered, “Is it loaded?”


  “Please step back,” he said with a sternness she’d never before witnessed. She complied.


  He proceeded to her small desk. An envelope flew to the floor as he shoved a stack of stationery away to clear a space. He emptied the chambers into his hand and then spread the contents on her desk. Yanking the chain on her desk lamp, Fuji picked up one nine-millimeter brass bullet and held it under the light. “Blanks.”


  “Blanks? How can you be sure?”


  “The ends of the casings are crimped down and sealed. Live ammunition is rounded and smooth. These are definitely blanks. Look.”


  Mrs. Roosevelt leaned down and examined the projectile as he twirled it slowly.


  Just what are you up to, Vera?


  Claude Fuji replaced the projectiles. “Put back where you got from. We watch her.” “You mustn't tell the President about Vera’s gun. I don’t want to upset him unnecessarily.”


  “What gun? No gun.”


  * * * * *


  President Roosevelt wearily stared at the excess ink dripping back into the well. He began dotting the Is on his speech just as his secretary strolled in.


  “Here you go, sir, this is the last one. The courier is waiting.”


  He signed six pages. Vera slipped them into an envelope and sealed it as she left the Oval Office. She gave it to the tired-looking young courier. He dashed off.


  The President placed the speech in his lap then gripped the gritty wheels of his armless wooden chair. He propelled himself out to Vera’s office and deposited his soon- to-be historical prose on her desk. “Sorry I kept you so late. Just leave this for one of the girls in the typing pool in the morning.”


  “Nights like these I appreciate living with my mother-in-law. She’s wonderful with the children.”


  “Come on up and have a martini with me before you go. The missus is out at a charity hoop dee doo and cocktails for one are no fun… I’ll put two olives in yours.” He winked.


  Stretching catlike, she placed her elbows on the desk and gazed into his eyes. “All right, F.D. You know I’m a sucker for your…olives.” Vera tenderly kissed him on his stubbled cheek.


  She arched her back, thrusting her chest to attention as she stood. Vera protected her typewriter with a vinyl cover and then strolled over to the mahogany rack in the corner. She grabbed her black wool hat and coat, releasing her smoky French perfumed scent while shaking it out, then returned to her desk to retrieve her pocketbook.


  They had a quiet ride on the elevator to the second floor. They heard only its low hum as they both smiled at the padded walls, mulling over the long day. The doors opened into an informal gathering area outside the family’s living quarters. The President motioned for his secretary to exit. She nodded and sauntered over to the seating area.


  He rolled his wheelchair to an ornate teacart where his valet had set up the martini fixings. Franklin concentrated with pride as he measured his secret blend of gin and vermouth into the silver shaker.


  Vera sat down on a comfortable red sofa and kicked off her pumps. Reaching over to the large radio, she flinched as static blasted when she switched it on. She turned down the volume and tuned in a station. Settling back into the soft couch, Vera caught his eye as she undid the three bottom buttons on her shirtdress, revealing her thighs.


  Beaming, the President wheeled himself the short distance. He handed her one of the two stemmed glasses entwined in the fingers of his left hand.


  Vera downed her martini.


  He raised his eyebrows. “Thirsty, darling?”


  She blushed and willed him to refill, but didn’t ask. Instead she smiled seductively and curled her long shapely legs underneath her. Vera nibbled on the olives.


  Franklin turned up the volume on the radio and tweaked the dial for a clearer signal. It was an upbeat cinema song heavy on the clarinets. Twisting a lock of nut- brown hair around her finger, Vera sang along in an exquisite alto vibrato. Franklin joined in the harmony. As the song ended, he refilled her glass. She drank it a little slower this time.


  He said, “Oh, ‘Ginger’, what fun. Wish I could’ve whirled you ‘round the dance floor.”


  “We’d make a grand team…‘Fred’… I’d have gone to Hollywood you know, if I hadn’t married…”


  “You’d have made it to the big-time too, Vera. But life—what will be—will be.” They both pondered in silence.


  The radio host announced the time was 10:30.


  The President ogled her legs as she slipped her shoes on. Swaying with feline grace, Vera walked to the teacart and deposited her lipstick-rimmed glass.


  She turned to him. “Thanks for the cheer.”


  “Vera darling, can you stay just a bit longer? I’ll get Mrs. Stoneburner to send up some tuna sandwiches…”


  “Not tonight, F.D.”


  He tried to hide a grimace as he stretched his polio-ravaged body to pick up her coat from the couch.


  She smiled warmly as she leaned down and placed her arms inside the black wool he held for her.


  “Well, then, have one of the Secret Service boys see you home. I’ve heard it’s quite slippery out. These blasted Washington ice storms. Why can’t it just either rain or snow?”


  “No thanks boss. I’ll make my way just fine.”


  He tugged on her sleeve and pulled her down to him. They shared a lingering kiss. She wiped the lipstick from his face before donning her spotless white gloves. Vera searched through her purse.


  “What are you missing, darling?” “My eyeglasses.”


  “They’re on your desk, Vera. Watched you put ‘em there before you pecked me.” “Thanks, F.D. I’ll pick ‘em up on the way out. Can I get you anything? Do you want me to push you to your quarters?”


  He squirmed and straightened his posture. “No. I’m perfectly capable—”


  She interrupted him, “Yes you are. Maybe I can find a copy of that song you like at the record shop. Would you like that?” Stupid! Why’d I have to go and say that? I’ve insulted his manhood. I hope changing the subject will cover it quick.


  “Absolutely. And bill it to me personally, now.”


  “I’ll do no such thing. I am a working girl you know. I have a hundred dollar bill or two lying around the house.”


  “Pardon me, Miss Rockefeller.”


  After a brief stop at her office, Mrs. Vera Blandings exited the White House and carefully footed her way down the icy brick driveway. Tiny snowflakes danced in the glow of gaslights. Peering around the shadowy grounds, Vera spotted the President’s valet accompanying Fala on his last outing for the night. Mr. Fuji waved to her. She called out, “Goodnight.”


  At the guard kiosk, the Secret Service agent on duty signed her out. “Goodnight, Mrs. Blandings, have a nice weekend.”


  “Thank you, officer. I intend to. Goodnight.”


  As she turned to leave, he said, “Ma’am, if you can wait five or ten minutes, I can escort you home. It’s really slippery out tonight.”


  Absolutely not! Vera twisted her head back and said, “Oh, I’ll be just fine. Don’t worry about me.”


  “My relief will be here any minute. I really should see you home, ma’am.”


  “No. Thank you, you’re very kind, but I enjoy the solitude. It’s my time to reflect and daydream a little. You understand?”


  “Sure.”


  Vera headed west on Pennsylvania Avenue then circled the block as fast as she could without slipping. She hunched behind a massive oak tree outside the northeast appointment gate, where she had just exited. She was breathing so hard that she put her hat in front of her nose and mouth so the vapor wouldn’t be noticed.


  Just before eleven o’clock, Ashley Jones, the night relief, reported to the kiosk carrying his predictable sack of Tiny Tavern hamburgers.


  As the Secret Service agents snacked and chuckled, Vera’s respiration returned to normal. She put her hat back on and snuck over to a gatepost. She pulled a brass letter opener from her coat pocket and ran it down a groove in the limestone, triggering the latch. A hidden door popped open. She dashed inside, closing it behind her.


  Crunching paint snagged roughly on her gloves as she hurried down a ladder to the tunnel entrance. She found the first light switch and flipped it. Vera shivered though puddles and muck. Her suction-like footsteps echoed in the cobwebby catacombs. The incessant drip-drip-drip from cracks in the mortar pound-pound- pounded in her head. Some of it spit in her face.


  At the end of each passage, she shut the light off before entering the next chamber. Every turn and switchback in the labyrinth was familiar. After all, it was part of her job description to know how to get the President out of the White House—in a hurry.


  Vera made her way to the train platform hidden below the Bureau of Engraving and Printing where FDR secretly boarded for his trips. A scream from behind sent her scrambling up the platform and into the presidential rail car. Springing through the darkened conference room, she bounced off the paneled walls of the narrow corridor and ducked inside the first lady’s bedroom.


  In the moments of seemingly eternal silence, clutching her purse so tight that her fingertips pulsed, Vera summoned her inner strength. She finally attributed the scream to either her nervous imagination or a house cat. And if it was a human scream, well, she wasn’t in a position to go and save the day. Vera crept back through the train, remembering. At least I got to ride this thing once. That’s more than most girls can say.


  After peeking out a window into the darkened loading zone, she inhaled deeply and sprinted out the metal door of the observation car. It clanged shut behind her.


  Dashing up concrete steps, she entered the Bureau of Engraving and Printing through a stairwell door, tiptoeing to a supervisors’ catwalk. Vera ignored the four foot tall pallets of brand-new United States currency stacked near the walls. She climbed the steps to the catwalk and gripped the railing as she hastened to the printing room.


  * * * * *


  Miss Chloe Lambert stepped off the streetcar at the corner of Fourteenth and C Streets. Frigid air played tag with her breath and steam from underground. Strolling carefully on the slippery sidewalk, she watched as Sergeant Bill Blandings hoisted the loading dock door and stepped outside the Bureau of Engraving and Printing. He struck a match to light the cigarette dangling from his lip then ascended the ramp, locking his gaze onto hers. Heart pounding, Chloe paused to refresh her lipstick. Bill sucked the smoke deep into his lungs as he watched and waited. Finally exhaling, he blew five smoke rings. She stepped up to him and scattered the circles with her blue gloved hand.


  He said, “You are one gorgeous dame tonight.”


  Chloe gazed into his midnight blue eyes. Nobody has eyes like Bill. He has the devil in them. They are so darned…irresistible. She brushed him aside.


  He threw down his cigarette and snuffed it out with one twist of his black steel-toed police boot. Powdery snow blew off the retaining walls as they walked down the salted ramp. Chloe and Bill entered the Bureau of Engraving and Printing. He lowered the door. It thumped against the concrete floor.


  She led the way through the cavernous federal building. The scent of floor polish wafted up from the pristine terrazzo.


  He confided, “We’re pretty much alone now. The bureaucrats departed hours ago. The charwomen came and went. Just the skeletal police detail is left. Me, Schwartz and Krankowski.”


  Bill followed Chloe into the printing room. He balked. “Jeez, this place is a pigsty.” In her sweet southern drawl Chloe said, “Alcohol was the most popular guest at our office party today, resulting in a whole run of botched hundreds. They didn’t change the plates. The same image is printed on both sides of the notes.” She pointed to the sloppily bundled currency and a big ink stain on the floor. “They ought not to have bothered working at all. As the currency inspector, I have to file a report. I feel like a lousy snitch.”


  Bill eyed her fur. “Hey, where’d ya get the coat from? It’s not from that weasel


  Myron in personnel, is it?”


  “Eww! No, Bill. It’s Mrs. Grogan’s. My landlady. She let me borrow it. I told her this was a special night.”


  Bill grabbed her collar. They kissed hungrily.


  Finally taking a much-needed breath, Chloe pulled away and smiled as she unbuttoned the full-length sable. She was wearing his favorite blue dancing shoes…and nothing else.


  “Jeez, Chloe—lay off of them doughnuts.”


  Before she could process the insult, Bill slipped his fingers under the fur. She shoved him away.


  Her voice trembled, “I won’t be your dirty little secret anymore. Divorce Vera.”


  There, I’ve said it.


  Bill ran his fingers through Chloe’s soft red hair. He knew just the spot to touch. “Lovey, we’ve been all through this. You know I can’t possibly divorce her while he’s in office. How would it look if the President’s secretary all of a sudden up and got divorced? The Republicans would go wild! And it’d be rough on my little girls. Just wait a little bit longer. Lovey, I promise we’ll be together soon. He ain’t gonna be Prez for the rest of his life ya know.”


  Chloe fought back tears. Whatever was I thinking? Momma was right. I should have stayed in the mountains. But eleven months ago, her country had called for good girls to fill the shoes of the boys at war. When I was still a good girl. I had no idea what I’d have to do for my country. It might as well have been eleven millennia ago. I can’t ever go back. Not now. She shoved her hands in the deep silk-lined pockets…where she felt the cold steel of a revolver.


  Five shots exploded down from the supervisors’ catwalk. Chloe dove under a metal desk, pulling in an olive drab trash can for cover. Bill slumped face down into a carelessly heaped pile of hundreds.


  Chloe peeked from behind the can. She watched a female silhouette blow smoke from the barrel and stroll back along the catwalk then out of sight. No! This can’t be happening. I’m in a bad movie. Bad dream. Bad world.


  Shaking, Chloe crawled to Bill and rolled him over. A C-note covered his eyes. She yanked it off and screamed in horror.


  Chloe ran through the building and slammed straight into the loading dock door. She struggled to hoist it high enough to crawl under. Rolling onto the ramp, she pushed herself up on hands and knees, then to full height. She put her hand on the revolver in her pocket and lit out running. As she looked back over her shoulder, she slipped on the icy sidewalks, battering her knees.


  Back on her feet, she forced herself onward. A dry lump ached in the back of her mouth, forced open from heavy breathing. Frozen rain stung her face. As Chloe tumbled again she pulled her hand out of her pocket, not letting go of the pistol. The cobblestones abraded her wrists as she broke her fall.


  As she scrambled up again, one blue heel snapped off in a snow-covered grate, propelling her face first into a police call box. Moaning in agony, tasting blood, Chloe looked over her shoulder. A lone car sped past. Forcing herself onward, she made it to the Fourteenth Street Bridge. Gasping for breath, Chloe leaned over the concrete railing and threw the revolver. It slid along the surface of the frozen Potomac River. “Damn it. I can’t even dispose of a gun properly. It doesn’t matter anyhow. It isn’t the murder weapon.” Murder weapon? “No!”


  An icicle fell from the lamppost above her. Chloe drew back as it seemed to shatter in slow motion. She looked at the hundred dollar bill still crumpled in her hand. Benjamin Franklin’s picture adorned both sides. The drunken printers should be ashamed of themselves for such a mistake. Chloe dreaded turning them in. But right now that was the least of her worries. She shivered almost convulsively as she clutched the paper to her heart. Tears blinded her as she buttoned the fur coat.


  * * * * *


  Half an hour later back at the White House, Eleanor Roosevelt emerged from the Monroe Room, startled to find her husband in the hallway.


  He said, “Babs! Didn’t see you come in. How was the hoop dee doo? Tell me, are the older ladies supportive of my efforts?”


  “Um…yes. Yes they are.”


  “So’d you get swept off your feet by some handsome Republican?” “Naturally…a baker’s dozen of ’em.”


  “Say, the Secret Service boys told me counterfeit money’s been turning up in the District, Maryland, Virginia and West Virginia.”


  “Oh? That’s…alarming… I’m really tired.”


  “I’m on my way for a long hot soak. Care to join me?”


  “Um…no, dear. I just want to get out of these shoes and get some shut-eye.”


  “So be it. Goodnight… I love you.”


  She leaned down. They kissed. “And I love you.”


  As she turned away, he grabbed her arm. “Babs, what’s that all along the hem of your dress?”


  “Hunh?”


  He seized the emerald taffeta near her waist and began hoisting it up. Eleanor’s green pumps were filthy. His gaze ran up her rayon stockings. They were tight at the ankles and baggy at the knees. Franklin examined the bottom of her dress.


  The first lady blushed as she looked over her shoulder. “Franklin! What if—” “Cobwebs. Well I’ll be. Rosie the Riveter must be older than I thought.” Eleanor pulled away, smoothing the taffeta down. She gave him the evil eye.


  Franklin chuckled as she walked off. He followed his pup into the Monroe room. Looking around the sparse spotless room, he wondered what his wife had been up to. Fala sniffed the paneling along the fireplace wall. Mr. Roosevelt heard a voice in the corridor.


  “Sir? Sir? Where you are?”


  Fala jumped into his lap. The President rolled into the hallway. “Ah, I was looking for you, good fellow. Come and draw my bath now. So tell me, Fuji, how is that stunning creature you hoodwinked into matrimony?” Tired and aching, Mr. Roosevelt allowed his valet to push his wheelchair to the Presidential bedroom.


  “Traveling again. But Mrs. Fuji did send special package you requested.” “Perfect timing, son.”


  Fala leapt from his master's lap to the chair at the foot of the bed. He circled twice and kneaded his paws into the upholstery before curling up to sleep. As was their usual routine, the President began undressing.


  The valet stepped into the adjoining bathroom and turned the spigots on. Fuji adjusted the temperature and then told his boss, “Be right back,” as he dashed out of the suite.


  Fuji soon returned with a brown interagency envelope. He delivered it to the President then mumbled, “I hope no overflow!” as he ran into the bathroom.


  Mr. Roosevelt unsealed the metal clasp on the envelope and emptied the contents onto his white bedspread. He grinned while inspecting the nylon stockings.


  “Okay sir, your bath is drawn.”


  President Franklin Delano Roosevelt replaced the contraband, wheeled over to a bookshelf and slipped the envelope behind an original edition of Poor Richard’s Almanac. “When’s the missus due back?”


  “Not for month. Wish we get delivery from stork and she stay home.” He pushed the wheelchair into the bathroom. Fuji removed Mr. Roosevelt’s trousers and torturous leg braces.


  The President smiled. “Careful what you wish for. Once that old stork finds your address, he might become a pest. He visited the missus and me six times in ten years. First a little girl, then five boys.”


  Claude Fuji laughed with the President.


  * * * * *


  Still high on adrenaline, the first lady changed into blue-and-white-striped pajamas. She left her bedroom and took her dirty clothes to the hamper in the hall closet, dropping them on top. She dug down and fished out her husband’s shirt. It reeked of French perfume and the collar had a scarlet-colored smudge. Tucking it under her arm, she trotted downstairs, straight to his secretary’s office. Looking over her shoulder, Mrs. Roosevelt ducked inside. She sat in Vera Blandings’ chair, rummaging through her desk. The first lady removed a tube of lipstick from the top side drawer. She straightened the small stacks of papers inside, then hurried back to her bedroom. Thank goodness no one saw me.


  Eleanor shut the door and locked it. She yanked the cap from the lipstick and twisted it up. Mrs. Roosevelt compared the color to the smudge on her husband’s shirt. It matched. Her stomach churned as tears welled in her eyes. Not again. All the pain from 1918 came rushing back. That Lucy Mercer had nearly ended their marriage. I will not stand for him to be involved with another secretary. Eleanor twisted the lipstick back down, replaced the cap and chucked it into a wastebasket. Then she shoved his shirt in with it. She stomped it down with her foot.


  Eleanor climbed in bed and picked up the telephone receiver on her walnut nightstand.


  The White House operator asked, “Yes Missus Roosevelt, how may I direct your call?”


  * * * * *


  Now past midnight, across town in Anacostia, the mournful winter wind harmonized horribly with the off-key singing from down the hall at the boarding house. Chloe lay shivering in cold water, unaware how much time had passed since she’d drawn the bath. It was her desperate attempt to wash the evil away. Succumbing to the incessant pounding on the door, she whimpered, “Orpha, if you and Shirley don’t stop that wretched caterwauling I’ll vacate the room.”


  Chloe stumbled out of the tub onto the cold pink and black floor. Lavender-scented suds slid down her legs and pooled on the flower-patterned tile.


  “It’s Mrs. Grogan dear. Did your special fella come through for ya tonight? I want all the romantic details.”


  Shivering, Chloe leaned over and twisted a worn but bright white towel around her hair. She shoved her arms into an old terrycloth bathrobe, wincing as the rough fabric abraded her sensitive skin. She pulled the frayed belt tight.


  Chloe jerked the chain on the tub stopper, releasing the dirty water. She stared at the hundred dollar bill. Slither away and leave me alone. It didn’t heed her will. She yanked the money out and wadded it up with all her might, then shoved it into the bottom of the wastebasket, underneath the bathroom discards.


  “Chloe? Can ya hear me darlin’? Did he pop the question?” the landlady asked.


  Chloe knelt on the wet tiles, dunking her hands into the dwindling water and flattening them on the bottom of the tub. Water poured from her cuffs when she pulled them back out. The cast iron drainpipe burped as the bathtub emptied.


  Twisting the crystal knob, Chloe opened the door and gagged at the stench of burnt eggnog. After switching the light off, she crossed the hall to her room.


  Mrs. Grogan gasped at the sight of Chloe’s legs and face. She followed Chloe in and shut the door. “Oh my God child! You were attacked! Or did…did he do this to ya? I’ll go and fetch Doc Morton. Or do ya need to go to the hospital?”


  “No! Don’t call anyone. You mustn’t tell! Promise, Mrs. G?” Chloe pleaded, nearly hysterical.


  “Shh… Calm down, now just calm down darlin’. Ya know I’ll do ya right.” The landlady pulled Chloe to her bosom and stroked the towel on her hair. “There there now. Everything will be all right.”


  “Ouch! You’re hurting me.”


  Mrs. Grogan let go. “I’m so sorry, sweetness. Forgive—” “No, I’m sorry, Mrs. G. I mean…”


  “Shh-shh-shh. Hush child. “ She tenderly ran a finger along Chloe’s cheek. “I’ll be back in a moment.” The landlady waddled off with purpose.


  Chloe located her big suitcase, wedged in the tiny closet. Determined to extract the luggage, she inhaled and heaved to the left. The suitcase dislodged, propelling a wire hanger with a pink cotton blouse. The hanger stung her chest. The blouse covered her face. She sneezed and dropped the suitcase as she grabbed her ribs. Dear God and Jesus in heaven. Please let me feel better. Please let me wake up in North Carolina. Forgive me of my sins. Amen.


  She heard panting as Mrs. Grogan swept aside the makeup and curlers on the dresser and deposited an aluminum tray. A waffle-sized powder puff fell to the floor. Chloe held in another sneeze and picked up the suitcase. Mrs. Grogan bent down with a groan and plucked up the puff, tossing it onto the dresser. She tugged on the suitcase but was unable to release it from Chloe’s grip.


  “Where do ya think you’re going on such a treacherous night? Young lady, ya just put that thing away and get under the covers. Here’s some warm eggnog and a couple of chloral hydrate capsules to help ya sleep.”


  “No! I have to get out of here, now leave me alone! I’ve messed everything up. What don’t you understand? I can’t stay in Washington. I have to disappear before it’s too late!”


  “Why? Just call the Metropolitan Police on the beast!”


  “No, you don’t understand and…I…I can’t explain it. I have to leave! Believe me and don’t ask anything! Please?” How much time do I have before they find out? What will they do to me?


  With a look of uneasy puzzlement, Mrs. Grogan questioned, “But where will ya go? Back home to your Mam in Carolina? Do ya want me to call her for ya?”


  Chloe dropped the suitcase onto the tapestry area rug, grabbed Mrs. Grogan’s chubby arms and stared dead into her chocolate eyes. “I can never go back to North Carolina now. Not in this—oh, I’ve said too much! All right… You have to help me. Please, Mrs. G?”


  Mrs. Grogan embraced her favorite tenant and affirmed, “I will help ya darlin’. Always. Now what is it that ya need?”


  Chloe paced the room. As she passed by the wobbly-legged desk, she brushed against an old tin of pennies, knocking it over. They tinkled like a gentle metallic waterfall puddling on the hardwood floor. The two women bumped heads as they squatted to pick up the coins.


  “Can you get my paycheck from the Bureau next Friday? And deposit it in my checking account? I’ll call in on Monday morning and tell them…oh, something!”


  “How ‘bout that your sister’s baby has come early and ya have to go to Baltimore to help out with her older ones?”


  Chloe’s stomach felt like it jumped to her throat. She knew she had to keep up the charade for Mrs. Grogan of having a sister. “No! Not that! I’ll tell them my Momma took ill and I have to go and look after her.” Chloe reached the last two pennies and plunked them into the can.


  Mrs. Grogan put a stubby finger on her fleshy cheek and began tapping. “But where will ya go? To make a new beginning. Hollywood? New York? Iowa? No, not Iowa…” Mrs. Grogan clambered to her feet. “I know! Miami Beach!”


  “Miami Beach?”


  “Yes darlin’, of course Miami Beach. It’s eighty degrees down there now don’t ya know. I’ll call Paddy and let him know to expect ya. He’s my late husband’s cousin. He owns a bakery, finest in southern Florida. He rents rooms out over top of the place. I’ll make sure he has a vacancy and if he doesn’t, then he’ll just have to make one.”


  Chloe sat cross-legged on the floor, adjusting her robe. “Don’t you read the newspaper, Mrs. G? The beach has been commandeered by the Army Air Corps for their boot camp. The hotels are being used as barracks, for heaven’s sake.” She rattled the pennies, staring into the can.


  Faint rays of sunshine broke through the vicious storm clouds in Chloe’s mind. Miami Beach. Warmth, yes, oh to be warm again. Bakery, yum. But soldiers everywhere? How depressing. Wait…soldiers everywhere, about to be sent off to war…scared and lonely men.


  Chloe stretched to reach the desk and shoved the tin can on top. She pulled herself up. “Yes! Mrs. Grogan, Miami Beach sounds…perfect. “


  The landlady plopped Chloe’s suitcase up onto the bed. She grabbed an armload of clothes from the closet and tossed them on the quilt. Removing the first dress from its hanger, she shook it out and rolled it into a tight cylinder. “Ya get less wrinkles this way darlin’. I read it in a magazine don’t ya know. “


  As Chloe touched up her bruised face with pancake and rouge, the Andrews Sisters’ snappy song, “Boogie Woogie Bugle Boy”, drifted in from down the hall. She coughed while smacking a powder puff all over her forehead. None of this happened. I don’t exist. I’ll just disappear into paradise and everything will be all right again. She turned to Mrs. Grogan. “How do I look?”


  “I shoulda married Max Factor. The man is a genius don’t ya know. Ya’d never guess what happened tonight. Don’t forget your lipstick darlin’, and you’re good enough to dance at the White House.” She hung the empty hangers on the wooden closet rod. “I’ll leave ya to dress, dear, and I’ll go call ol’ Paddy. And then, when he says yes, I’ll order ya a cab.”


  “The trains do run all night, don’t they?”


  “Yes darlin’. Now you get ready quick and be on your way. “


  When Mrs. Grogan stepped into the hallway, she hollered, “Girls, ya turn that racket off. I don’t care if ya don’t have your nursing classes tomorrow. We have rules in this house.”


  Chloe winced as she painted her scabbed lips a deep wine color. Her fingers got caught in a snarl as she combed through the carrot-colored strands of her hair. Satisfied, she packed her round makeup trunk.


  Chloe emptied out her desk drawer, packing her birth and baptismal certificates, high school and college diplomas, pencils and a ruler. Hmm, the Mickeys might come in handy… Chloe scooped up the chloral hydrate capsules, dropped them in an envelope, licked it shut and placed it on top of her rolled blue gingham dress. She stretched a sock over the can of pennies and sunk it into the bottom of her suitcase. Her hand trembled as she tossed in two pink envelopes, recent letters from her “sister”.


  As Chloe lay across the patchwork quilt on her twin bed, she was grateful the landlady had left and wouldn’t see the tears of pain as she struggled into her girdle. She finished dressing and then slipped her coat and gloves on. Chloe draped a beige cowl over her head and wrapped it around her neck.


  She looked all over the space that had been her home for the last eleven months. The furnished room for let seemed emptier than when she had first moved in. Chloe placed her key on the desk then turned off the light.


  She tiptoed down the dark narrow hall to the kitchen. Big band music blared from the radio in the back room. The taxi driver announced his arrival by leaning on the horn.


  Mrs. Grogan pressed an envelope into her hand.


  “Here’s Paddy’s address. He’ll be a-waitin’ for ya darlin’. He’s good stock don’t ya know. He’ll see that nobody harms ya there in paradise. Don’t ya worry none, I’ll take care of your paycheck. If Paddy fusses ’bout the telephone then ya call me person-to- person every week. And drop me some postcards. And if I ever get my hands on the beast who did this to you…so help me…”


  Teardrops spilled down Chloe’s face as she hugged and kissed her landlady. Her friend. She hurried to the cab, not allowing herself to look back. She was grateful she had slipped out without having to explain her departure to the other girls.


  * * * * *


  At Washington’s Union Station, the driver pulled the brim of his hat low, covering his eyes before he helped her out onto the shoveled and salted sidewalk. He retrieved her luggage from the trunk.


  With her hand still trembling, she held out a dollar. “Keep the change.”


  He hesitated before taking it. “Thanks. Would you want for me to carry the bags in, miss?”


  “No thank you.” She entered the grand domed building by way of a revolving door and zigzagged through the bustling crowd. At the Richmond, Fredericksburg and Potomac Railway counter, she joined the end of the queue. Chloe set her luggage down on the polished marble floor and ran her hands along the soft burgundy velvet ropes. Velvet. Like the choir robe I used to wear at The Church of the Good Shepherd. Back in North Carolina. Where I should’ve stayed.


  * * * * *


  Still outside, the cabby removed his hat and ran his fingers through his greasy white hair. He paced in front of the train station, peering in the brightly lit windows. Shoving through the revolving door, he made a beeline to a phone booth. He dropped a nickel and spun the dial. “She’s at Union Station at the RF&P desk. Shall I see where she’s headed?”
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  Thousand Dollar Pharaoh


  The Good Girls of Washington Series Book 2


  



  In 1945, a beautiful undercover secret service agent has a dangerous assignment. United States thousand dollar bills are turning up all over the globe. Bodyguarding the widowed former First Lady, Eleanor Roosevelt, Chloe must tread lightly and include her in what the first lady views as a thrilling cozy mystery. Can she protect Mrs. Roosevelt, unmask the counterfeiting ringleader and throw the swift fist of justice while traveling from Egypt to Washington to London with a royal mummy’s severed arm and a peculiar sand cat? Agent Chloe Lambert takes a bullet for her country and suffers the government's inexcusable intrusion into her private affairs. She will stop at nothing to complete this mission…
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  The Immaculate Deception


  The Good Girls of Washington Series Book 3


  



  After her SUV meets the business end of a deer, Oh-Donna is pulled into an exciting dreamland far away from her peon job and selfish siblings--where mystery, murder and romance take over. Her debonair angel takes her time traveling through the sordid pasts of her Secret Service Agent mother and her genius medical researcher father--who was obsessed with Marilyn Monroe. Oh-Donna discovers she is the first baby born from an ovarian transplant. She must sleuth out the dark secrets of her D.N.A. and close an unsolved murder.
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  The Master Manipulator


  The Good Girls of Washington Series Book 4


  



  After her father's death, socialite Tammy Payne returns to her suburban Washington, DC apartment to find she's been evicted. Realizing her black sheep sister Donna had control over the finances and must have cut her off, Tammy storms Donna's Virginia townhouse. Something is not right. The dog is emaciated. Donna is on the couch, in a coma. What Tammy doesn't realize is that Donna is in a special dreamland far from her miserable life, peon job and selfish siblings. A debonair dream weaver is romancing Donna through her family's sordid pasts, where mystery, romance and equality abound. Their pompous brother, Judge Perry Payne, has a family secret. He is playing both sisters against themselves in a dirty diabolical scheme which will net him billions--if it works out in the end.
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  Fully Involved Fire


  



  Have a tall drink of water handy to put out the fire when you read Fully Involved Fire, a poignant story of the after effects of September 11th. Johnny Newman is one of New York City’s finest; the Fire Department's most eligible bachelor. He’s been in love with his best friend’s widow for years. Johnny feels he has given her enough time to get over Brandon, but will his playboy reputation ruin his chances?


  Susan Cervini is caught up in trying to locate a missing cousin through a website for an aging pop star. When Susan begins to have irrational feelings for her best friend, Johnny, she is afraid she will ruin their friendship, but she can’t seem to stop feeling an overpowering need for his touch. Can they have a torrid affair and go back to being friends, or will the feelings they have for each other change Susan’s mind about love and marriage again?


  Johnny Newman is a real American hero; strong in his beliefs, dedicated to helping others, and loyal to the woman he loves above all others. He is sexy but unaware of his appeal, chivalrous without being conscious of it, and a wonderful friend; the way he unselfishly dedicates himself to Susan’s needs. She is a very caring woman who is afraid of losing again. Her restoration of faith was a long and hard journey but was well worth the wait. Her love for Johnny is a beautiful thing to behold, culminating in a climactic coming together.
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  Inappropriate


  



  By day, Sandra plucks trash off Cocoa Beach, points tourists to the restrooms and sometimes discovers dead bodies. By night, she’s a cozy mystery author wannabe. Sandra has an aversion to cops, one homicide detective in particular. They have nothing in common except pheromones. She was eighteen the first time he kissed her and the last. Five years ago, he answered his cell and ran off to work, leaving her panting on the kitchen table with a hurricane looming.


  Lieutenant Hottie is married to his career. He moved up the ranks early and engrossed himself in bringing murderers to justice. Serious relationships are out of the question, he’s too busy and not interested. The only woman he wants is off limits. He has built a wall around his heart and won’t let himself be hurt again.


  Sandra is attending a writers conference aboard private rail cars. It was organized by the wife of a popular televangelist. The writers are traveling alongside devout Christians on their cross-country crusade. Sandra's loving but hyper-critical mother has finagled a ticket to ride. The morning before departure, Sandra finds a dead sailor on the beach. On the train, Sandra must keep her lips off Lieutenant Hottie and unmask the murderer before another soul derails.


  All aboard!
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  Devil in the Deep Blue Sea


  



  Sail off with Jeanie in this short women's fiction with a paranormal twist. She is a shy child of the 70's, aching for attention. Surviving a near-drowning incident while babysitting with a friend, Jeanie tells no one. She buries the incident deep within her. Fifteen years later, Jeanie is married with a little girl of her own. She makes sure to dote on her own daughter, giving her all the love and recognition that her inner child still craves. Flying on a lavish vacation with her elderly mother, there is mechanical trouble. Jeanie must finally come face to face with the Devil in the Deep Blue Sea.
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