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High Heeled
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"Put down the pink feather boa and back
away," Jenna heard faintly over the thumping throb of the
music.

Jenna stumbled to a stop on her stiletto
heels and peered into the dim bar, shielding her eyes with her hand
from the glare of the stage lights. She could make out her dance
instructor and her boss standing among the tables and chairs about
half way between the stage and the bar.

"What?" she shouted, cupping her hand behind
her ear.

The music stopped. The silence seemed to
blast her like a thunderclap as it rushed to fill the void left by
the absent beat. "What did you say, Chief?" she said.

"What you were doing," the Chief said while
making motions with his hands to mimic what Jenna had been doing
with the boa moments before. "You should drop the end of the boa
and wiggle backwards, pulling it toward you."

Breathing hard and wiping the sweat from her
forehead with the back of her hand, Jenna walked to the edge of the
stage, "If you think it's so easy to stand here wearing less
material than I wore when I was an infant while wiggling my hips,
undulating my stomach, shaking my chest, licking my lips to keep
them moist, pouting to look alluring, half closing my eyes so they
appear smoky, but not too much that it looks like I'm squinting,
and doing this all on five inch stiletto heels in time with the
music, then you take the assignment and get up here."

She reached down, picked up her water bottle
from the edge of the stage and took a drink. She was breathing
heavy from dancing, her skin glistened under the lights, sweat
beaded and rolled down her skin.

"Now, Jenna, I didn't mean to set you off.
You know I can't take this assignment. The first two agents we sent
in never even reported back. Granted it's not the normal cover, but
you will be less likely to be spotted if you are a convincing
entertainer," he said.

"Wiggly girl, Chief," she said. "I have to
learn to wiggle convincingly, and then after I get to the moon,
keep the locals from pawing me to death. Not really what I consider
an entertainer."

"No, but we're lucky that there are some
forms of entertainment that are still best live rather than on
vid," said the Chief.

Jenna kicked off her high heels, and dropped
from the stage to the floor. She grabbed a robe from the back of a
chair and slipped it on as she walked over to the Chief and sat at
the table next to where he was standing. It was about a foot in
diameter and designed to hold little more than a couple of drinks.
Her water bottle almost filled the entire surface. She began to
massage her calf muscles, alternately rubbing each deeply with her
fingers.

The Chief sat at the table across from her.
She watched as Neil, her company sponsored dance instructor, walked
over and turned up the house lights.

"Jenna, I need you on this assignment," the
Chief said.

"I know, Chief," she said, her voice softer,
concerned. She stopped massaging her legs and looked across at him.
"Stan and Amy were friends of mine, too. I want to find out what is
happening on the moon as much as you do. I doubt they are still
alive, but if they are, I plan to find them."

The Chief leaned forward. "That is your third
objective. Don't forget your first objective is to confirm the
suspicions of industrial espionage and who is behind it if it
exists. Your second objective is to determine what you need to do
to resolve the first problem. Don't let your friendship make you a
statistic too."

"Anything more from our office mole on the
moon?" Jenna asked.



"They've found more files on the backup
server of our guidance system and compact rocket fuel projects that
have been accessed. They still can't figure out who is doing it or
how they're getting into the system. They're afraid that if they do
too much more whoever is hacking in will be tipped off. That’s also
why you can’t use them while you’re there. They’re not a trained
agent, just someone in computer operations that noticed something
odd."

Jenna took another drink of her water. Neil
walked over and draped a towel over her shoulders, pulled a chair
from the next table and sat down. Jenna smiled at the contrast
between the two men. Neil was in his mid twenties with short black
hair. He was average height for a man, but with the limber lithe
build of a dancer. The Chief, however, was at least thirty years
older with gray hair. His forehead was lined with creases put there
by years of clandestine assignments, and his once trim body had
picked up a few pounds in recent years from desk work while the
younger crowd played in the field.

The Chief looked at Neil. "How much longer do
we have the club?" he asked.

Neil checked his watch. "About an hour. Then
the staff will be back to prep for tonight."

"Do you feel ready?" the Chief said to
Jenna.

"Don't worry about her dancing," Neil
interjected. "She's come a long way in the last five weeks. She's a
good dancer and has her routines down cold. The only thing she
lacks is the confidence in her ability to improvise. But once she
gets in the lower gravity on the moon, she won't be able to keep
from improvising."

"Great," said the Chief. "Jenna, your cover
has been established in the appropriate computer systems. We've
double checked the other members of the dance company. They all
look legit, but be careful."

Sitting back Jenna said, "No problem Chief.
Despite Neil's praise, I think I have to do something the next
couple of nights to finish off my training and improve my
cover."

"What's that?" asked the Chief.

She had both of their attention. "I've never
danced with a real audience. We leave in three days and I think I
need to wiggle and peel for a couple of nights so I don't look too
much like a novice when I get to the moon," she said.

The Chief looked uncomfortable. She had
trouble catching his eye to see if he agreed. He shifted in his
chair. Coughing a couple of times into his hand, he was making eye
contact with the table in front of them. "You're right. Neil, can
you work her into the line up the next couple of nights?"

Neil smiled at Jenna. "Can do, Chief."

***

Jenna stared at the advertising salesman
sitting across from her. She watched as his eyes roved over her
body while he spoke. Pretending not to notice, she stared at his
face, her eyes wide with feigned wonder as he told about the deals
he had in the works. He made himself sound like he ran the company,
but the look of his suit told Jenna he was a junior executive at
best. Jenna let little breathless monosyllables serve as her part
of the conversation.

Her watch chimed. "Zeeker, I have to get
ready for my next show," she said. Without waiting for the
obligatory request to meet later, a request she had received from a
hundred men and a handful of women since she arrived on the moon,
Jenna lightly bounced to the stage door. Two weeks, and she hadn't
uncovered anything that might resolve the big mystery.

Jenna stepped backstage and headed for the
dressing room. She heard a noise that sounded like a shoe scraping
against the floor behind her, and then she was hit on the head.

***

Jenna woke up. She remembered to put on her
wiggly girl personality before sitting up. She held her head with
her hand, trying to quell the dizziness as she sat up. She gazed
around the room with a wide eyed look of wonder. She was in an
office she didn't recognize, laying on a couch. The desk made of
real wood polished to a high gloss shine spoke of wealth, the grim
faced man sitting behind the desk didn't speak at all. He stared at
Jenna, his dark eyebrows, deepened by his frown, almost touched.
His hair was cut short and neat above his ears and his eyes were
inset deep, and dark. The suit was not purchased off the rack.

"Ooh, what happened? Did I trip?" Jenna
asked.

"No, Miss Stevens," he said. "On the moon,
tripping is not the hazard it is on earth. You were brought here by
a subordinate, at my request. I'm sorry if he was a bit over
zealous."

Jenna swung her legs around so she was
sitting on the couch, facing the desk, and the man behind it. "Why
did you do that? If you're a fan, I'd be happy to talk with you
between shows at the club." Jenna remembered to smile through her
pain, her wide wiggly girl smile the customers seemed to like so
much.

The man stood, and walked around the desk. He
leaned against the front of the desk, looking down at Jenna from
across the room. "You can drop the act Miss Stevens, or whatever
your real name is. In fact, what is your real name?"

Jenna stopped rubbing the back of her head,
and stared at the man. Her mind worked to determine which fall back
she needed to use. "What do you mean? Who are you?"

"I'm Colonel Shuman, with Lunar Security," he
said. "Now, who are you, really? I know you are not Jenna Stevens
and that you are not a dancer from Miami."

"You didn't call my mother, did you?" Jenna
asked, letting a sense of panic into her pleading tone. Jenna
tensed her body and scooted to the edge of the couch as she looked
around the room as if expecting her mother to pop out of a cabinet.
She let her heart rate and breathing increase. She had to assume
they had already taken finger and eye prints, and possibly a DNA
sample. They were probably monitoring changes in her vitals with a
remote sensor.

Shuman looked surprised by what she had said.
After a moment he asked, "Your mother?"

"Yes, my mother. Please tell me you didn't
call her."

Shuman had recovered his grave face. "I
haven't called her yet. I wanted to give you a chance to explain
yourself."

"Oh thank you," Jenna said with a tone of
relief. She relaxed her posture and settled back onto the couch.
"I'll tell you anything, everything, but please don't let her know
where I am. My life would be an even worse living hell than before
if she finds me."

"Why don't you start from the beginning. Tell
me why you are using fake identification and I'll see what I can do
about making sure your mother isn't told where you are," said
Shuman.

Jenna could see that she had caught him off
guard. His gruff demeanor gone, Shuman looked like he really wanted
to help.

"My real name is Jenna Bookerstrom," Jenna
said. Her eyes widened as she brought her fingertips to her lips.
"Oh, but you already know that, don't you? I'm not sure where to
begin."

Shuman smiled at her, "Just tell it in your
own words. Don't worry about repeating things we already know."

"Okay," Jenna said, now knowing they didn't
know everything. "Anyway, my real name is Jenna Bookerstrom and I'm
from Des Moines, Iowa. My mother owns a boarding house in the
historic district. You know, the part where everyone has to dress
up in nineteenth century clothes and you can only do things they
would back then?"

Jenna looked up at Shuman, her eyes wide. He
smiled and nodded for her to continue.

"Well, she couldn't keep anyone working
there. She'd hire people during the peak tourist season, but they
wouldn't stay longer than a couple of months. It's hard work and
mother couldn't afford to hire anyone during off season. But I was
there all the time and had to do the work. And I had to work
constantly. I begged mother to hire someone and let me get out on
my own, but she refused. She said she couldn't afford it. Of course
it wouldn't have hurt her to help with the chores, but she was
always too busy acting the part of house matron. Finally I get sick
of it and left."

"You left?" asked Shuman.

"Yes, I left. At twenty-six I don't think
it's really running away from home, but that's basically what I
did. I went to Florida, changed my name, and got a job. It didn't
pay much, but I was free. Then this woman I worked with left to
become a dancer. I couldn't believe how much money she was making,
so I became a dancer too."

Jenna stopped and looked at Shuman
expectantly. He was looking at a display on his desk. He seemed
satisfied with what he saw. Jenna could see his body relax
slightly. Whatever the display had said, it was apparent she was no
longer considered a threat. It was amazing how half truth is often
accepted for the full truth.

Shuman walked across the room and sat on the
other end of the couch, turning to face her. "So why are you on the
moon?"

Jenna gave him her full face smile.
"Adventure. I was working one night when this guy bought me a
drink. He said he was a talent scout, a story I'd heard often
enough, but he said he was looking for dancers to go to the moon.
It seems that there are some entertainments that are still
considered better live than by vid feed."

Jenna giggled and Shuman grinned, as if they
were sharing an inside secret.

"Jenna, can you tell me why you were hanging
around the SoluTech buildings?" Shuman asked.

"Did I do something wrong?" Jenna asked, a
hint of pout in her tone and lip.

"No, nothing like that. It's just that you
were spotted hanging around and that is a very security conscious
company. A check into your papers came up with some
inconsistencies," Shuman said. He lowered he voice a bit and
continued, "I'd suggest that next time you assume a fake identity
you contact one of the professional agencies."

"I wasn't hanging around, really," Jenna
said. She had been reconnoitering the building for her clandestine
activities at night, but she couldn't tell him that. "I was hoping
I could find a job. My entertainer's visa is good for only six
months. I like it here, and I don't think my mother can find me
here, let alone make me come home if she does. I was looking for a
permanent job so I could stay."

Jenna watched Shuman's face. He was looking
at her with a puzzled expression. Jenna began to wonder if she had
screwed up, pushed her story too far, and was now under suspicion
again.

"Jenna, you do know that you can renew your
visa?" Shuman said.

"I can?" Jenna asked, excitement in her
voice.

"Of course. You can renew for as long as you
want. The six month period is to check that you are employed still.
From what I hear, you should be able to keep working as a dancer
for several years."

Jenna clapped her hands together like a child
given a new toy. She lunged at Shuman and planted a kiss on his
cheek. "Oh, thank you, thank you."

Shuman seemed a little uneasy, but not
unhappy to find Jenna snuggled next to him. He took her hands in
his and slid off the couch, pulling her up with him and then
letting Jenna's hands drop.

"I'll have someone take you back to the
club," Shuman said as he led her to the door. "Again, I'm sorry for
the way you were brought here. I'll speak to my subordinate."

***

Jenna walked down the darkened corridor of
SoluTech's main facility. She had just enough time to get back to
the club for her last show, if she could stop stumbling. She was
hampered by trying to walk fast in low gravity. It was different
than dancing in high heels. That was now something she could do
without thinking. Now she needed forward momentum more than
wiggles.

Jenna stopped and took a deep breath. The air
tasted stale coming through her black privacy mask. She forced
herself to calm down. She knew part of her problem was the
excitement of finally finding out more information of who had
accessed the classified project files. After her visit with Colonel
Shuman Jenna had waited three days before attempting to get into
the building. Jenna decided it was better to lay low for a bit
rather than have Shuman have her on his mind if anything went
wrong.

Bypassing the security systems to get into
the empty building had only taken seconds. Jenna would like to
think she was always that good, but knew it was because she'd been
given inside information from the home office. Other passwords from
the same source had quickly given her access to the computer center
and the computers holding the files that had been accessed. Once on
the actual machine it was simple to trace all access requests to
their points of origin.

What she found had surprised her. All file
requests had come from the workstations of people with authorized
access. All except one, that came from within the company. That was
probably the file touch that had brought the problem to the
attention of their inside contact. Jenna had expected it to be from
an outside source, a public terminal or hotel. Instead it came from
a remote company facility on the far side of the moon. A facility
that should never need access to the files.

Jenna was almost to the exit when one of the
office doors between her and the exit opened and a man stepped into
the corridor. Instinct told her to jump next to the wall and hope
her dark clothing would let her blend in with the deep shadows. Her
instincts were good, but not adjusted to the moon. She moved too
fast and bounced against the wall, falling back onto the floor. The
noise alerted the man, who stood staring at Jenna.

"Who are you?" he asked.

Jenna responded by leaping from her crouched
position, going for distance with little height. As the man turned
to run, Jenna landed on his back. On earth her tackle would have
knocked the wind from her victim, perhaps even cracking a rib.
Here, she was only able to stop him from running. Before he could
turn, Jenna hit him again, this time knocking him out.

Jenna left the man where he lay and rushed
from the building. She banged against the wall a couple of times,
but now needed to be away from the building rather than quiet.
Reactivating the security systems took only a second and Jenna was
on her way back to the club. She arrived in time for her last show
of the night.

***

It was a month before Jenna could get to the
remote site with a plausible reason for being there. The first week
she spent working up a plan while she made sure no one followed her
or asked questions about where she had been the night of the break
in. During that time she was happy there were no further taps on
the back of her head. She hated not being able to take more
precautions, but she had to stay in character. Anyone who looked at
her saw a beautiful woman, a dancer, a wiggly girl. Jenna flirted
with the customers as she brushed off their proposals and
propositions. She danced her sets and complained with the other
dancers about the poor tips. It was the after hours grousing that
gave Jenna the idea for her plan.

The illegal data access had come from a
remote company research site. There were several such sites dotting
the moon. A small community of a couple hundred people to staff a
company or government laboratory. Due to the distance, they lived
there as well, traveling to one of the larger population centers
every few weeks. It wasn't the sort of place Jenna could just
happen to walk past. She had to have a reason to go. One that would
stand up to scrutiny.

It didn't take much behind the scenes
manipulation. Come up with an idea that will make money and there
will be people willing to fund it. The club owner was one such
person. Jenna planted the idea that since the customers were sparse
during the middle of the week, the club could operate with fewer
dancers. The other dancers could then be hired out as a traveling
show, performing at the remote sites. The club dancers would make
more money since there were fewer dancers working, and the
traveling group would make even more money from an audience
grateful for such a titillating diversion from their monotony.

Bookings started coming in minutes after the
first advertisement was broadcast. Jenna continued to act the
dancing wiggly girl part, dancing at the club, and going to remote
sites when it was her turn. It took three weeks for the SoluTech
remote site to come up on the schedule. Jenna made sure she was
scheduled for that booking.

"Welcome to SoluTech Isotope Research, I'm
Bill Borne, the facility director," said the small balding man that
met Jenna and the others when their shuttle arrived.

"Thank you, Sugar," said Teresa. "I'm Teresa,
and this is Jenna and Carlos."

Hands were shook all around and Bill ushered
them from the reception area. Another man about Jenna's age picked
up their bags and followed. Jenna didn't think his normal job was
stevedore, but based on the grin on his face she didn't think he
minded hauling the bags. Jenna wondered if he had paid for the
privilege or won the lottery.

"We've got a suite for you. It's normally
used by company executives when they bother to venture out this
far, but it's very comfortable. If there's anything you need, just
let me know," said Bill. He was fawning over them, just like his
counterparts at the other facilities had done when the dancers
arrived.

"Just a place to crash for a few hours,
Sweetie," said Teresa, hooking the director's arm in hers and
leaning against him. "We worked last night and sleeping on the two
hour shuttle ride just doesn't cut it."

"Of course," said the director. His voice
quavered as he looked at Teresa on his arm.

The walk to their suite took a few minutes.
Like the other remote sites she had been to, this one seemed to be
all on one level. The main room of their suite was large enough for
a dozen people to sit and socialize without being tagged by moving
elbows. The furnishings a little better than average, but nothing
five star. The doors off the room lead to two bedrooms and a
bathroom.

The director moved through the room and
showed them each feature. The bar that also served as a minimal
kitchen, the vid controls, and the com station.

Jenna watched Teresa work the director,
exclaiming in excited giggles and wiggles as the nervous man
explained how to work everything. Jenna turned and noticed that the
other man was still holding their bags next to the door, his grin
even bigger.

"Oh, you can put those down anywhere. What's
your name, Honey?" she asked as he had put the bags on a chair.

"Tom," said the man, his eyes staring at
Jenna, his grin still in place.

Jenna walked over to him, making sure to
slide, slink, and undulate. She leaned in kissed his cheek. "Well
thank you, Tom for being so sweet and carrying our bags. I hope
you'll come to our show."

Jenna watched Tom's grin get even bigger,
pushing it into the range of goofy. His head bobbed up and down in
agreement.
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