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Call me Anderson.  It is not my real name.  People in my business do not have real names.  Real names always lead to trouble.  One of Shakespeare’s better characters asked, ‘What’s in a name?’ and nothing good came from that.  Anyway, my story is not about names or my many names.  It is about the most remarkable woman I ever met.  I never knew her real name.  I gave her the name Rachel as an inspiration.  A friend later told me that the name Rachel had been used in the Old Testament of the Bible, but that is not where I got the name for her.  My Rachel was five-nine.  She had long, black curly hair, flashing black eyes, a knockout figure and a face right out of the high fashion magazines.  I cannot imagine the biblical Rachel as having anything but her raven-black hair.

I was driving through downtown Los Angeles when I rammed the brakes.  On the street corner was a female vision holding a white sign with bold black letters that read “Ride?”  Well, now.  Let’s see what we have here.  I gestured for her to climb into my Jaguar.  She smiled as if she were ascending into heaven.  She danced in front of my car to reach the passenger side and climbed aboard.  When seated, she gave me a direct, appraising look.  She was dressed in ragged blue jeans, a white T-shirt and old fashioned high top Keds.  For flair, she wore a red bandana tied around her neck.  She wore no makeup, and her hair was made into two braids.  In her lap was a denim sack tied at the top with a drawstring.

“Mister, thanks for picking me up.  You have a nice Jag.”

I nodded appreciatively while I admired her.

“Right up front, I have no home and no family and no diseases that I am aware of.  I have been standing on that stinking corner all morning long, and I hate being on my feet.  I’m dead tired, dead broke and downright famished.  Now that you know all about me, where do we eat?”  

I felt a bit frazzled by the information overload.  The honking horns behind us were like an infernal fanfare, so I pulled off slowly and considered the options and the odds.  

“All righty then, we’ll begin at the nearest hamburger joint and go from there.”

The woman was bouncing up and down like a little girl all the way into the restaurant.  I told her to order whatever she wanted.  When she did that, she excused herself to go to the john to pee.  She found me with our food at a table in a dark corner away from the windows.  Her seat put her beautiful face in full view. From the ravenous way she dived into her meal, I thought that she might not have eaten for at least two days.  I remained silent while she ate to give her time to get used to my presence.  She did not seem to mind my eyes watching her natural grace and total lack of inhibitions.  

She did not focus on me at all until she had finished her triple cheeseburger and fries and was working the straw in the last half of her giant Coke.  

“Do you always pick up girls on the street?” 

“I always pick up women like you, but you’re the first one ever.”  She genuinely laughed.  

“So, well, why did you pick me up?  To get me into bed?  You’re pretty good looking, and you look straight, I guess I owe you that much for this meal.”  She was smirking, half seductively.

“I’ve something much more complex and interesting in mind than leaping into the sack with you.” 

“I definitely don’t like the sound of that, mister.  What do you mean?”

“Look, I’m not a pimp or a criminal.  I’m a talent spotter, but not for the movies.  I don’t know precisely how to say this, but you’ve got talent that would not look right on a typical resume.  I want to walk through an idea with you to see what you think about it.”  

She considered this for a moment and bit her lip.  

Then she asked, “Can we talk about it at a motel where I can shower and sit in a chair with a cushion?”  

So we split from the hamburger dive and went back through the tyrannous Southern California sunshine to the first seedy motel we spied.  We checked in there as Mr. and Mrs. Smith.  Our room was painted a dingy brown and looked like it had been decorated by Bram Stoker.  It did have a shower that worked, and that was enough for my female companion, who ran the hot water, stripped all her clothes off without a moment’s delay right in the main room in front of me, to my utter astonishment and delight, and stepped naked into the clouds and rain of the enclosure.  The enclosure door snapped shut, but I could follow her motions through the glass like an abstract art color video.

Ace intelligence operator that I was, I noticed that my initial impression was correct.  She was most certainly a woman.  She had all the right equipment in all the right places.  The way she moved and walked, she was a natural with no consciousness of her effects.  I, on the other hand, was very much conscious of her effect on me.  I was visibly aroused and thinking of ways to maneuver this living, breathing goddess into the waiting, freshly made bed.  But wait a minute.  My aim is recruitment, not self-indulgence.  I told the woman that I had not intended to bed her, but that was in the street and this was different, wasn’t it?

From the enclosure the woman asked, “Care to join me in the shower?”  

I didn’t ask her whether that was a trick question.  Instead, I gallantly said, “I’ll wait outside for you to finish and dry yourself.”  

In a cheery voice she said, “Your choice!  Last chance!”  

I watched her step out of the shower and dry herself unselfconsciously in a timeless process that might have been captured by Renoir or Degas, or by Lysippus the Greek.  The vision of her toweling herself after her shower alone was worth the cost of the meal and the motel.  When she had finished, she wrapped one large terrycloth towel around herself and secured another around her still-damp hair.  She ran water in a glass and came to sit in the comfortable chair by the window with her glass of water.  Sitting in the chair with her legs buckled back underneath her behind, she made direct eye contact now with a look of confidence and pride.  While she shook her head and cocked it to look at me appraisingly, the woman seemed self-assured and took out one of my cigarettes and let me light it for her.  

“Thanks for the meal and the shower.  I feel almost human again.  So tell me, what’s your idea?”  

“I’ll lay out the idea and while you’re thinking about it, you can take a nap.  Meanwhile, I’ll go out and buy you some new clothes.  The clothes you just took off are the worse for wear.” 

She smiled a crooked smile and nodded.  So I began with my usual line. 

“Some work is necessary but cannot be advertised.  The work I have in mind for you requires special people who don’t like leading the normal lives of normal people.  

“Well, that describes almost everyone, doesn’t it?” She seemed amused and twisted her hair between her fingers.  She was not dumb, my Rachel.  I patted myself on the back for choosing a tigress.

“My work is very secret.” Rachel nodded, expecting that.  So I went straight to the point.  

“You have all the physical qualities that would be needed for a special job I have for you to do.  If you do well, we’ll discuss your doing further work with me.  If you want out, you can just walk.  The only proviso is that you can never tell anyone what you have done or that you were connected to me when you did it.  Do you have any questions?”

“Tell me straight up, will I have to kill anyone?”  She said this hesitantly.

“That would depend on the circumstances, but the choice would be yours, not mine.” 

“What do you intend to pay me?”  This was a good sign that she was seriously considering what I was telling her.

“I’ll pay you fifteen thousand dollars in cash in unmarked bills for three nights’ work, whether you spend all three nights doing it or not.”  

“Hmm.  Will the job require rough sex, blue or brown sex, or violence?  Group sex or sex with women?”  Her questions were asked in a matter-of-fact manner.  She knew the lingo and apparently wanted the rules of engagement spelled out.  She wasn’t smiling now, and her eyes locked onto mine.  She leaned forward for my answer.

“You won’t necessarily encounter any of these things.  You’ll have to ingratiate yourself with the target and to perform sex with him as if you were deeply and passionately in love.  I do want to warn you that you will be in some danger, but I’ll back you up and take care of any problems that arise.  So are you interested in the job?”  I thought she relaxed a little at my concern for her safety.  She recrossed her legs and sat back a little.  Her eyes softened and she drummed her fingers animatedly.  I was now cautiously optimistic that we were close to a deal.

“I’ll naturally need to know more, but I’m willing to listen further.”

I spent some time describing the work she was to do, including my expectations that she would always use her initiative to gather information about her target by any means.  She understood what I said about gathering intelligence, periodic reporting and working so that she would not be suspected as a spy.  Essentially, I briefed her on Intelligence 101 with a particular focus on her immediate assignment.  She appeared to be following everything I told her.  When I was sure she knew what she needed to know for tonight, it was time to arrange for her costume.

“Look, I need to buy your clothes now, so I need your measurements.  Fair enough?”  

“That’s the first ridiculous thing you’ve said.  No man could ever buy what I need.  I’ll take a few minutes to shave my legs and dress in my old clothes.  Then I’ll go with you to shop for my new wardrobe.  Fair enough?” 

“I’ll absorb the cost and the amount I spend on your clothes will be in addition to your pay.  We’ll also go to a salon to have your hair shampooed and done up and for you to have a mani-pedi.  We’ll have you made up in a natural fashion because that will please your target.  Before we start out, by what name should I call you?”  

She hesitated and bit her lower lip.  

“I’ll call you Rachel.  Okay?” 

She smiled, thought about the name for a minute and nodded—and that was that.

Our day downtown yielded a complete makeover for Rachel: evening wear with stockings, heels, jewelry, a comfortable daytime outfit with flats, and jeans with a T-shirt and kerchief that matched what she wore when I picked her up.  After her makeover, Rachel appeared completely natural—and ravishingly beautiful.  Rachel was a knockout in her new blue chiffon evening dress with the topaz necklace.  When she paraded her dress for me at the store, she might have stepped right off a high-fashion runway.  Before we left the store, Rachel had changed into the new jeans, T-shirt and Adidas running shoes that I had bought for her.  She wanted to purchase a handbag and toiletries, and I gave her the money to do that.  My expenses for the day were under three thousand dollars.  We threw her old clothes into a handy donation bin.  

When we returned to our motel, we were ready to plan Rachel’s mission in earnest.  I ordered in the Chinese language for us both and said we would eat with chopsticks.  While we ate, I explained what I wanted her to do for me.  

“The action will begin at nine p.m. tonight at an expensive martini bar off the strip.  This motel room will be our fallback rendezvous.  It is also the place where you’ll be paid.”

She nodded as she ate a broccoli floret with beef gravy.  

“I expect you to make contact with your target in the bar.  You’ll go to his home tonight and stay there for the next two days and nights.  All you have to do after you make contact is keep the target engaged and watch for anything that he has to do with a Mexican named Delgado.  I’ll be watching the entire action, but you won’t see me.”

I stopped at this point.  I held up a cell phone and passed it to her.  “Here is a special cell phone.  My cell number is set as speed dial number one.  When you call me, press the pound sign just before you speak the first time.  That makes our calls secure.”  

She considered this for a moment, then asked, “Do I press pound when you answer?”  I nodded affirmatively.  “And I don’t need to press pound at the end of the call?”  I shook my head indicating that she did not.

“Unless you have any questions, let’s finish our dinner and then get ready to go.”

David Hartnet, a clean-shaven, dark and handsome man, was sitting at the bar alone drinking tequila with ice and looking glum—as if he had just lost his only friend.  I walked into the bar with Rachel and turned her towards David.  It was that simple.  Rachel homed in on her target.  She closed right inside his personal zone, batting her eyes at him mournfully as if she were in distress and looking for his attention.  In seconds, Hartnet recognized her presence and looked up in amazement.  She told him something and looked down at the bar and waited.  He waved at the bartender to bring her a drink and him a refill.  He was suddenly smiling at her and tucking his fingers under her chin and raising her eyes so he could see them while he spoke.  He had taken charge, and she moved even closer to him, brushing her leg against his and making him straighten his back.

To observe them, I kept well back as if I were waiting for someone else to arrive.  I tried not to make my surveillance of them obvious, but they were entirely engaged with each other now and oblivious to their surroundings.  

David and Rachel spent an hour talking quietly with each other, and then they left on an odyssey that included four other bars and a late night restaurant before they returned to David’s house on the beach.  There the lights remained on for a while, and then they retired for the night.  The next day David left early, and Rachel remained at his house.  

Rachel phoned me at noon on the cell phone I had given her and established secure communications by pushing the pound sign as I had instructed.  

“The man named Delgado left a message on David’s house telephone answering machine.  I heard the message saying that the meeting was tonight at 11 p.m. at the warehouse in San Pedro.  Delgado said to come alone.”  She delivered this priceless intelligence in an even tone.  I was ecstatic about this critical break in our case.  I eagerly awaited more.

“Delgado said he would call David on his cell phone to give further details and see him later tonight.  Got all that?”  She sounded like she knew the value of what she was imparting.  Her tone was businesslike, like a professional spy reporting to her agent runner.

“Yes.  Excellent.  Anything else?”

“Yes.  I searched David’s house and found a laptop with a file containing names and many numbers that look like shipping numbers.  His laptop has no security that I could detect, so I used one of David’s thumb drives to download a copy of this file.  I also found a collection of picture files of good looking women.  Should I download those to the thumb drive also?”  

“Yes, do that if enough memory remains on the stick.”

“If that thumb drive doesn’t have enough memory left, I’ll use another.”

“Thanks, Rachel, for taking the initiative.  Be sure to clean everything and wipe your prints from his computer so that David won’t sense your intrusion.”  

I might have pulled Rachel immediately because her part was now done, but on a hunch I hesitated.  I did not know what else Rachel could learn, but I wanted her in place as an ace in the hole if Hartnet managed to escape during our raid on the San Pedro warehouse. 

My team and I knew precisely where the warehouse in question was located, and I had long wanted information on a shipment destined for it.  Now from Rachel we had the time window we needed.  Hartnet and Delgado would both be on scene.  I figured that we could take them both down.  That was huge.  I, therefore, dialed a unique number on my cell phone to alert my operational team.  

“Sammy, we take Hartnet, Delgado, and all their people down tonight at the warehouse.  Yes, they will all be there.  I’ll be on scene to lead the raid.”

“Anderson, Kerry won’t be back in time to join us.  Phil will take his place.  Okay?”

“No problem.  By the way, I’m also arranging for a helicopter with a searchlight as our over watch.”  

“That’s sweet music.  So take everyone down with no prisoners and no escapees.”

“Those are our orders.  We have the findings, so we’re clear and good to go in with weapons free just like we rehearsed at Langley.”

“Yeehah!  We’ll come locked and loaded.  See you then.”

David Hartnet did not return to his house that evening.  He called Rachel on his house phone and left a message that he would not be coming home that night.  He said that she should stay if she could because he would return early the next morning.  With that intelligence, I thought that we would find Hartnet at the warehouse, but he never showed up there.  This disappointment aside, our raid was flawless.  We did find Delgado at the warehouse with five of his thugs, all armed.  

“Delgado, this is Anderson.  We have you surrounded. You cannot escape.  Have your men drop their weapons.  You drop yours.  We’ll talk.”  I stood tall and spoke confidently and authoritatively.  Delgado stood tall too, with his back straight up like the macho man he was reputed to be.  He had his men to impress, after all.

“Señor, you are making a big mistake.  You drop your weapons. Manuel, you shoot the helicopter.  I’ll take out this gringo.”

The gang’s shooting started almost instantly after Delgado uttered the word ‘gringo.’  My team returned fire.  In less than two minutes, all of Delgado’s men were slain.  I ducked and rolled forward, shooting Delgado four times in the chest before he hit the ground.  I raced up to kick his gun away and felt for signs of life.  There were none.  The helicopter shone its searchlight all around the area looking for hidden targets.  

Sammy called out, “Six down including Delgado.  None of ours hit.”

“Check out the merchandise in the warehouse quickly.  Everyone inside!”  

“Whoa, Anderson, I’ve found chemical weapons, protective clothing, explosives, and timers.  The chemical weapons have Syrian markings.”

“Bill, call in the weapons of mass destruction team and have them secure the WMD in this warehouse.”  Bill got on his cell phone and started barking out instructions.

“Sammy, get our Agency cleaners in here to take care of the corpses.  Is any of the bodies David Hartnet?” 

Sammy shook his head.  “No, boss.  Hartnet is not here.  He couldn’t have escaped.  He just never showed.”

“Damn.  Sammy, take charge.  I’ve a couple of calls to make.”  Sammy took charge immediately.

“You’ve got it.  Dick, Clem, and Rudy, cover the WMD.  Bill, get me an ETA for the WMD team’s arrival.”

“Sammy, they’re inbound, arriving in five.”

“Great.  Let’s get a leg up on the bodies.  Cleaners inbound, arriving in two.”

Fortunately, we suffered no casualties.  As far as I could see, Delgado and his cohorts were taken by surprise, so none of our targets used his cell phone.  Where the hell was David Hartnet?  Why had he not shown up?  Did we have a leak somewhere?  Did Hartnet have a sudden fit of prescience?  What about Rachel?  I figured she’d be okay in any case, but I wanted to be sure.

I texted Rachel, “RUOK?”

She texted back, “IMOK.  RU2?”

“Y. Inform me ASAP when David comes back to the house.”

At 5 a.m. she texted, “David has returned.  He’s taking a long shower after what he had called a hard night’s work.  David is asking me to join him in the shower.  I gotta go now.”  Then she signed off.  

That evening, as if nothing whatsoever had happened to affect David’s fortunes, David and Rachel were back at the martini bar where they had met the night before.  Their pattern was identical to the previous evening’s procession from bar to bar, to the small restaurant and then to his house.  

According to Rachel’s later account, “We made love all the rest of that day, with brief intervals for showers, rub downs, and catnaps.  I became comfortable with David, and he was, I think, entirely smitten and very attentive and gentle as a lover.”  She paused to gauge my reaction to this candid account.  

I played it deadpan and told her, “Please go on.”

“David received a disturbing call on his cell phone early the next evening.  He seemed alarmed and said he wanted to be alone to discuss a few matters with business associates.  So David asked me to take off my heels and take a long walk on the beach in my bare feet.  He said he’d catch up with me in five or ten minutes.  I did as he asked, taking my purse with my cell phone and the thumb drive with me.  I called you to report what was happening.”

“I remember.  I wasn’t pleased with the turn of events.  I told you that you might now be in danger because for the first time David had wanted to distance himself from you to take his call.  Something wasn’t quite right.  Did he have information coming that might involve you?  As you’ll recall, I told you to find a place high up along the beach to stash your thumb drive and to keep walking up the beach to the North at a brisk pace.  I told you that I would intercept you as soon as possible.”

“I intended to do exactly as you said, but you know what happened next.”

In hindsight, I did not have to worry about Hartnet chasing after Rachel in fury to kill her after hearing from his informant.  Just after Rachel had called me, David’s entire house suddenly exploded and burned to the ground with him inside it.  Rachel heard and then saw the fiery explosion.  She called me again and told me what she saw.  She did not stop to hide her thumb drive but continued walking north on the beach until I found her.  

After frantically searching, I found Rachel high up on the beach by a sand dune.  She saw me, and half in shock, she flew into my arms.  I held her tight and told her that it was all over now.  

“I might have been in the house when it exploded.”  She was sobbing quietly.

“Yes, darling.  But you weren’t.  I’m so glad, so very glad.” What else could I say?  I held her close until her trembling stopped.  She finally breathed regularly, and we walked for a while on the beach together, my arm around her, her head down or looking out to sea.  The sirens sounded and the fire trucks and police surrounded the house with flashing lights and spotlights.  People came out of nowhere to watch the blaze.  After that, we returned to our motel room.  

While Rachel showered and changed, I left to buy a bottle of excellent wine.  When I returned, she was dressed in her jeans and T-shirt.  We drank wine out of the motel’s plastic cups while I debriefed her.  

The paper cup shook as she held it and she nodded and blinked her eyes, reliving the moment of the explosion.  

“I have no idea why the explosion happened.  We made love.  He told me to leave.  I left.  I looked back at the house.  And bang.”

“Rachel, David had been dealing with some very hard men.  Those men killed him, but I don’t know why.”  

At this, Rachel became enraged and accusatory.  In a harsh voice she fulminated, “You do know why.  Your people knew.  You had staked him out and watched him.  You knew where to find him so I could ensnare him.  Tell me.  Tell me now.”

“Rachel, you’ll have to trust me that I did not know that they were planning to kill David.  You’ve done commendable work.”

Rachel calmed down.  Her shoulders fell.  She looked down, trying not to cry.  

“Look here, I brought the cash that I promised you. I’m going to count it and give it to you, and then I want you to count it to be sure.”  

“Thank you.  I’m grateful.  Thank you for the opportunity.  Perhaps I’ve been unfair.  We only met a few days ago, but now I feel that I’ve known you all my life.  I had nothing better to do with myself than to work with you.

We drank wine for a while without discussing anything.  I finally set my cup down.

“If you want to work with me in the future, we have to discuss a few details about this first mission.  Many things about my work seem disconnected from everything that normal people would expect.  Some things happen for no apparent reason.  Other things that are important crop up suddenly and no one could have predicted that they would have any importance, but they do.  The feeling you experienced when you saw the house blow up with David Hartnet inside it is not aberrant but typical.  When you work with me, your life will be in danger constantly.  You were lucky on this occasion, but you might not be lucky later.  I can’t make the danger go away completely.  You’ll have to take the risk that you might die or be harmed.  In this case, David inadvertently saved you from death, not me.  I had no way of saving you if David had not told you to walk.  You might have died if you had refused to leave him.”  

Rachel looked into my eyes, and as the choirs of angels sang in my ears, she rose and kissed me gently on my lips.  I rose and hugged her close and kissed her hard.  Then I held her arms and told her that we were going to get back to this, but first I had some other things to say.  We sat back down.

“Please describe for me in as great detail as your memory permits everything that you and David did from the moment you walked up to the bar and got his attention.”  

“Everything?” 

“Yes, tell me everything, every single detail that you remember.  Every ordinary action, every intimate action, every name of a place or a drink or a person.  Tell me what you did when you searched his house.  Take me everywhere you went, and let me look over your shoulder as you go there.”

Rachel did that, and I elicited details by questioning what she did not directly say.  Her account was remarkable because she remembered everything.  She remembered the names of each of the bars and restaurants they had visited.  She remembered the names of the people David Hartnet had addressed.  She remembered having taken calls, their time and the number of minutes that they took.  She remembered details of what David had said and what the other parties had said.  She remembered every detail of David’s house, and she took me through each room with such vivid descriptions that I felt I had been there myself when she was through.  She did not have to strain to recall details.  As I looked over her shoulder, she directed my attention to things I might not have seen if I had been there.  Her memory was so prodigious, I wondered how it had been trained and what had happened to make her appear ragged on a street corner for me to meet her.

“Rachel, you’re like Kipling’s Kim with your prodigious memory and discernment.”

She smiled and cocked her head at me without making a statement.  She was at that moment an enigma.  When I asked her what other files were on David’s laptop computer besides the files she copied to his thumb drive, she named every file in the order that she had opened them.  She had found printouts from some of his files and remembered which files they came from and what their contents were.  Rachel remembered that she saw in David’s bathroom a single long blonde hair matching another long blonde hair that had lain on the pillow of his bed when he first took her to it.  A third such blonde hair lay on the lapel of one of David’s suits in his closet.  These three hairs went into her purse—and she fetched and showed them to me.

“As for lovemaking, David was experienced but distracted.  He seemed to like me well enough, but he was never focused on me enough to take full advantage of what I had to offer.  I had to do some very extraordinary things to get David’s attention.  He had no gift for curiosity or for passion.  David was fastidious about being clean, and that was good for me.  David was not the world’s best kisser, and I had to be careful when I led in anything that I didn’t bruise his ego.” At this, Rachel shook her head and laughed.  

“Why are you laughing?”

“I took him past all limits he had set for himself.  He said so.  In the end, David had a great imagination but no daring.  He didn’t have the courage to persevere.”  

Now Rachel was looking at me with a stare that I later recognized as her signature.  She was daring me to be worthy of the perfect male in her imagination.  

“Are you the one?” That was the expression in her flashing black eyes, their pupils dilated to the point where they seemed to swell beyond their natural limits.  In a silent conversation, Rachel said, “I want to devour your insides with the power of my eyes.”  

My eyes silently said, “You are becoming better and better as a prospect with every word that comes from your ruby mouth.”  

Her eyes looked at me expectantly: “The next move is yours.  So go ahead and make it.  I’m waiting.”

I made the move, went to her and lifted her from her seat to the bed in a single motion.  Then I lay beside her and kissed her hard on the mouth.  She responded, and for a while we explored each other, fully clothed, with our hands.  Her challenge about hand language needed a response, so I rose to meet her challenge, and she saw me rise and smiled.  We had no trouble removing each other’s clothing piece by piece, lingering to trace a finger here or there.  

We wanted to savor each other and to see our effects in a raised brow, a faraway gaze, a look of fierce intensity or daring, a yearning or a triumph.  We kissed long and arduously, and then we moved together in a rhythm that I established and she answered.  We hugged each other as we moved together and then almost apart and then together again.  We now agreed without a word to press to the summit, and we drove and retreated almost and drove again, and inside we had a dialog of softer parts rubbing together.  Her eyes dilated and her mouth opened just as inside I felt her open wide, and I knew she was coming when she began involuntarily squeezing and throbbing deep inside and all along me.  

“Ooooh.  Ahhh, Nghhh, Yes!” she moaned and pressed up against me insistently.  

“Mmmmm.” I groaned and thrust downward into her as my back arched upwards. 

She came, and her eyes asked me to join her.  Not yet, my eyes replied because I wanted to push her beyond her expectations.  She was delighted to be taken where she had never been, and we left our base camp and pressed for the summit together.

We held like a wax figure composed of arms and legs in contraposition, writhing within a narrow pass and spending energies that flowed from one part to the other.  

My eyes said, “Come with me,” and we worked slowly to build up our rhythm now that we were one being so that we could together rejoice.  She arched and came.  I arched and, answering, came also, and came again.  And she came again.  Both smiling, we knew we had broken through all barriers and achieved what we had intended.  

So now the game took another turn, and we descended slowly, not pulling apart but gently as we came down and she trembled slightly and shivered.  I juddered and shuddered and called her name, “Rachel.”  And she said, “Yes.”  Again she said, “Yes.”  Was she acknowledging her given name?  Was she talking to her soul in a dialog that I only half heard?  Her eyes said that she and I were one.  I tried to answer her with my gaze.  Then I fell upon her and held her.  Finally, I slipped to her side.  We smelled now like musk and sweat and sweetness. Her hand fluttered over my side.  My hand caressed her breast.  We kissed sweetly.  Then we slept.

In the morning, the Southern California sunlight peeked through a crack in our curtains to reveal us tangled in our wet sheets.  We stirred after a profound rest.  Rachel rose on one arm, her raven black hair tumbling on my face.

Rachel said, “I had a good time last night.  Looks like it’s morning now.  Want to get up yet?”  We decided that we were famished and needed to eat and drink. 

When we had both dressed and she was drying her hair with the motel hair dryer, I told Rachel, “I’ve arranged for you to stay in the motel as long as you like.  You’re on my payroll now, so you don’t have to worry about your expenses.”

She laughed and asked, “Does that mean I’m your mistress?”  

“I don’t care what you call our relationship.  As far as I know, neither of us has spouses or fiancés.  Besides, I have another important mission for you, and it’s going to take some coordination.  Are you in or out?”

She smiled her crooked smile, crossed her legs and said, “I am all the way in.  Until I am out, that is.”  I smiled appreciatively.  “I’ll let you know as we go.  So far, we are good to go, Anderson.  That is your real name?”  I shrugged and looked doubtful.  “Oh, then it is like Rachel, a name someone gave you.  Hmmm.”
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Rachel Attains Nirvana
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The Agency wanted to give me a commendation for interdicting a nasty threat involving chemical weapons right down in the warehouse district of San Pedro, California.  Many heads were on the block for that escapade.  Nearly everyone had missed the fact that a whole cache of formerly Syrian chemical weapons had somehow crossed the U.S. border somewhere and went undetected.  They remained undetected until I called in the raid on the warehouse, taking out Delgado and his thugs with no casualties on our side.  That action opened the door so that our Federal Emergency Management Administration weapons of mass destruction experts could take control of the chemicals and put them in a secure place where terrorists could not get them.  Of course in the Agency, as in every other U.S. government organization, no good deed goes unpunished.  So now, the most indolent and incompetent people wanted to know how I knew that the chemical weapons were at the warehouse and why I had not informed the proper agencies before moving in to seize them.  They did not appreciate cowboy warfare like my rogue, cowboy-style operations any more than they liked chemical weapons.  
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