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CATCH ME IF YOU CAN

Crossdressing Man Becomes a Female Villain

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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There’s a cop in town who’s been on my case. Following my footsteps, trying to figure out how I do the things that I do. Thinking he can catch me.

It’s adorable.

His name is Randy Gray. Detective for the local police department. One of the few detectives in our small city. Not much crime happens around here, or at least it didn’t use to.

Now they had me to face.

Sarka.

A modern goddess.

Sarka is a name I’ve given to myself, but it’s so much more than a name. It represents me. My independence. My strength. Sarka coats me in a protective armor, guarding me when I leave my house to do wrong.

My main offence is theft. Ever since I slipped a compact foundation into my purse, I haven’t been able to stop. I went after bigger and more dangerous targets until I was standing in front of a teller at the bank, telling her to give me every dollar she had.

My little member had never been stiffer than when I watched that bag fill with dollar bills. It was the most money I’ve ever made in an afternoon, but I only go after banks when I’m feeling especially lucky.

There are only so many in a small city like Springdale.

I prefer other places, like bars and grocery stores. Anywhere people are too busy to notice me slip into the office and steal. I always have someone on the inside to give me the details. It’s incredible what people will share for twenty or thirty dollars or even for free if they’re gullible enough.

There are only a few banks, but there are countless eateries and stores with safes filled with money. Randy Gray has been driving himself crazy trying to catch me, but he’s at least three steps behind where he needs to be.

I laugh thinking about the poor man as I stare at myself in the vanity mirror. I’m hitting a laundromat tonight. It’s the night that they pull all the dollars out of the machines and count them before running to the bank in the morning.

Too bad those dollars will never get there.

They’ll be mine.

I powder my face. I’m going for a valley-girl look tonight. Bright cheeks. Contoured nose, even though my nose is already thin. Blonde, straight hair. I’m going to wear a thin white long-sleeve shirt with a pink skirt, white leggings, and white heels.

Last time I stole, I had jet-black hair with an all-black outfit. The time before that I was a redhead. I’ve also been a brunette. I’ve even dressed as an older lady, which was a ton of fun getting all the wrinkle lines and everything else just right.

I’m a bit of a chameleon. I like to keep Randy on his toes.

There are wanted posters of me all over the city, but I’m never the same person twice, and I’ve mastered at least five different feminine inflections. Femininity is my passion. My power.

If only I hadn’t decided to use my powers for evil.

I fought against the darkness in my heart when I first stole that compact, but it eventually won, and Sarka came to life.
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Randy Gray, head detective of the Springdale PD, stared over his casefile for the millionth time. He had a thousand different puzzle pieces but no way to form the image. It was maddening.

Sarka, as she called herself, seemed to change shape and sizes. Her hair was always different. Her breasts were never the same size. She had even passed as an old woman once, and Randy was convinced it was someone else until he saw the facial-recognition report.

No matter what Sarka was wearing, she still had those same big eyes and plump lips. She’d worn contacts before, but the almond shape of her eyes was undeniable. Her lips were also plump in a way that made Randy question his resolve.

He wasn’t the biggest ladies’ man. Sure, he had a badge and muscular arms, but he wasn’t the most outgoing guy. He’d been in a loving relationship with a woman named Eileen for nearly a decade until she left him for being ‘boring’.

She packed her bags and left Springdale, knowing Randy never would. He’d been born and raised in the town, and if he was going to protect anywhere, it would be Springdale.

There was still a photo of Eileen in Randy’s desk, but he never looked at it. He couldn’t bring himself to remember the happy days. The days before she developed a wandering eye.

There had been a few ladies pass through Randy’s life since, but none of them seemed to stick around. The longer Randy stared at pictures of Sarka, the more he wished he had a woman.

He was weak. He could feel it. Every time Randy caught a glimpse of the gorgeous woman, part of him wondered ‘what if’.

What if she wasn’t a criminal? What if he weren’t a cop? What if he could slide his manhood between those plump lips?

Randy slammed the folder he had shut, cursing himself for living in a fantasy land, even for the briefest of seconds. Cops had to live in reality. They had to see the world in black and white with only the subtlest hints of gray.

Randy never loved his last name for that reason. He hated that the world had any gray. He’d hated it since he was old enough to talk, telling everyone he met that it wasn’t fair that some people got punished for breaking the rules while others got off free, and he especially hated when rules were broken due to morally debatable actions.

Randy paced his office, pushing the indecent thoughts he had of Sarka from his mind. Randy pushed his fingers into his thick, brown hair and pulled on it. He stomped his feet, screaming through folded lips.

His phone rang as he was screaming.

“Gray speaking,” he said when he picked up the phone.

“Randy, there’s been a robbery at a laundromat. We think it was her.”

Randy cursed and slammed his fist on the desk. He screamed in a deep, throttling voice. The windows shook as the seconds passed. Randy slowly gathered control of himself. Sarka had struck again before he could put her behind bars.

“Please tell me this is a dream,” Randy said through gritted teeth.

“I wish it were, sir. We arrived at the scene but think you should get down here.”

“I’ll check out the photos in the morning.”

There was a long pause as Randy thought of how humiliated he would feel when his boss looked at him with pity and disappointment. Peggy Cox ran the Springdale PD with a firm hand, and she wouldn’t take well to another robbery happening in her town.

“It’s just… there’s a note here with your name on it.”

“What? Send me a picture. I’m heading out the door now.”

Randy’s phone vibrated with a message before he got to his car. There was a single napkin discarded in an empty safe. It took a second for Randy to read the writing on the napkin. He zoomed in to get a better look and cursed under his breath, a slight smirk crossing his lips.

He hated Sarka, but did hate ever exist without a touch of love?

Catch me if you can, Randy.
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I’m sitting at the end of the bar when Randy Gray walks into the room. He sits a few stools down from me, even looking me in the eye, yet he doesn’t see who I am. There’s pain all over his face, and I know it’s my fault.

My lips spread into a smile, but I lift my glass of bourbon to cover it. The alcohol burns as it hits my tongue and slides down my throat, but it tastes so good. Almost as good as watching Randy beat himself up over not finding me.

I stare at Randy, not at all concerned he’ll put the pieces together. I’m not wearing a wig. No dress. There’s not a piece of feminine fabric on my body besides the pretty pair of pink panties hugging my package.

Randy lifts his eyes when the bartender sets a beer in front of him. Then the bartender grabs a rocks glass and adds two fingers of whiskey. No ice. Randy picks up the stiff drink first, swallowing half of it in one gulp, looking utterly unphased by the burn of the booze.

His eyes meet mine. I lift my hand to wave. He offers a curt nod. I turn my attention to the baseball game playing on the TV. It hardly holds my attention, but Randy will become more curious the less I seem interested.

The truth is, Randy is a handsome guy, and I wouldn’t mind spending a night with him between the sheets, but he’s also the man who wants to throw me in jail. Watch me rot for driving him crazy trying to catch me.

Not everyone hates me.

The journalists love it. The local paper is probably selling more copies than they ever have, and I suspect tomorrow will be no different after what I pulled at the laundromat.

If only Randy knew he were sitting next to the legendary Sarka.

People whisper my name on the streets. Businesses fear they’ll be next. I’ve seen at least one or two stores pop up selling security equipment since I became greedy.

I wish I could stop, but the rush is too intense. Drugs aren’t really my thing, and neither is alcohol. I’ve been sipping this same bourbon for over an hour, just waiting for Randy to walk through the door.

I jump when Randy’s voice hits my ear. “Which team are you rooting for?” he asks.

Neither of the teams are too close to home. “Pittsburgh,” I say. “There’s nothing I love more than an underdog.”

“I’m a fan of the Pirates. My dad took me to Pennsylvania when I was a kid. We checked out historic landmarks in Philly and saw a baseball game in Pittsburgh.”

Randy is opening his heart, and we barely know each other. I have to work hard to contain my excitement that he would let such personal details slip so easily. What else might he tell me if he thinks I’m just another lonely guy at a bar?

“That sounds like a fun trip,” I say. “How old were you?”

“Ten,” Randy says. “It was the first and only trip my father took me on because he was always too busy with work, but I can’t be mad at him.”

“Why not?” I ask. “Plenty of guys hate their dads.”

Randy shook his head, eyes enlarged. “No, I could never hate my dad. He was a hero. He was a firefighter and a volunteer paramedic. He was the kind of guy who would stop whatever he was doing to help a stranger in need.”

“Sounds like a great guy. What’s his name?”

“Richard. He died a couple years ago.”

“Shit,” I say. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. We all have our time, and he lived a good life. My mom hasn’t been the same since his death, but she’s doing a lot better. Making friends. Enjoying—”

Randy falls silent, looking like he has committed a crime. I doubt he knows what it’s like to break the law, but he has certainly made a mistake by letting a stranger like me so close to his heart.

“Sorry, man. You could have told me to shut up,” Randy says and shakes his head, but I can tell he’s nervous. There aren’t many people in the bar, and a detective like him is always suspicious of strangers. “I’m going on and on about my life, and I don’t even know your name.”

“No worries, man. We all know what it’s like to have a rough day. I’m James,” I say and put out my hand.

Randy shakes it. His grip is firm but not too tight, like a gentleman’s should be. “I’m Randy.”

“Nice to meet you, Randy. Should we watch the game?” I ask.

“Yeah,” he says.

We both turn our attention to the TV, like friends watching a game at home. I sip my bourbon, feeling tingly all over with Randy by my side. He has no idea who I am. There are few times when I’ve felt this excited in life.

I finish my bourbon and request the check. They’re offering a special, so the drink is even cheaper than I expected. I leave a large tip and bid Randy goodbye.

“Hey, wait.”

“What?” I ask.

“Would you like to meet here again? Maybe watch a game?”

“Are you asking me on a date?” I ask in a playful voice.

Randy blushes. “No, man. Just friends. I like women.”

“Me too.” I love women and everything feminine, but my body belongs to men. Men who want me dressed up as a woman. “Here’s my number.”

I grab a clean napkin and the pen from my receipt and write the number to the new burner phone I purchased earlier in the day. I slide it to Randy and head out the door.
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Randy and I have hung out several times. I’m getting to know him better. What he enjoys. What he hates. There’s plenty that doesn’t swing him very far one way or another, like sports, for example. We haven’t talked much about them since the night at the bar.

My phone rings. It’s the burner phone I bought, and the only person who calls it is Randy. I have another one too for the woman he has yet to meet.

“Hey, Randy. What’s up?” I ask when I answer the call.

“Not much. About to call it a day at the office, but I was wondering if you wanted to hit up trivia night.”

“I wish I could! They asked me to cover a shift tonight for a sick worker, so I’ll be at the grocery store.”

“Damn! That’s too bad. I’ll probably go to the bar alone then.”

“Hope you win!”

“Thanks. Guess I’ll see you around.”

“Yeah, for sure, man.”

“All right. Bye,” Randy says and ends the call.

I turn my phone upside-down atop the vanity’s counter and look at myself in the mirror. A smile breaks across my face as I pick up a tube of lip gloss to complete my look. It’s a red gloss with a touch of glitter. Nothing too juvenile, but I love how the glitter makes my lips shimmer. I run the brush over my lips before heading out the door.

***

“Are you playing trivia tonight, ma’am?” the host asks when I walk through the door.

“What are the rules?” I ask.

The host tells me how to access the website they use on my phone while I scan the room. It doesn’t take long for me to find Randy in the corner all by himself. I drop my eyes before he notices me. I’ll go up to him eventually, but I’ll scare him away if I move too quickly.

“Do you have any questions?” the host asks.

I shake my head.

“Are you meeting someone?”

“It’ll just be me. Where do you suggest I sit?”

“The bar isn’t too busy tonight, so sit wherever you’d like.”

I take a menu from the host and make my way across the room. It’s been hot outside, so I’m wearing a white sleeveless dress. I have a rope tied around the waist, but otherwise the fabric is pretty loose and airy. I’m wearing a pair of black flats and a black beaded necklace.

The server comes over a couple minutes after I sit. I order a salad and a glass of white wine. I pull out my phone, which is also a burner phone, but it’s a touch nicer. It has apps and games. I curl my fingers to check out the French tips on my nails before opening a game to distract myself until trivia starts.

I’m hardly looking at Randy, but he can’t take his eyes off me. He’s staring in my direction each time I let my eyes sweep the room, and there’s no shame in his eyes. Part of me fears he knows it’s me, but the other part of my mind assures me he only sees a pretty woman in a dress.

I grip the stem of my wine glass and bring the rim to my lips, taking a dainty sip. The game on my phone bores me, so I close it. The server arrives with my salad a moment later. I glance over my shoulder in Randy’s direction. He’s still staring, so I wink at him to let him know I’ve noticed.

I stab a fork into the lettuce as the announcer gets prepared to start the trivia game. They ask a question, and everyone has to type the answer into their phone. People can probably cheat, but I hardly came here to play trivia.

I hold my phone with a relaxed wrist and poke at the screen with my long nails. Randy is watching my every movement, and I know it’s only a matter of time until he comes over to say hello.

“Are you alone?” he asks as the first round of trivia comes to an end.

“That depends,” I say in my sultriest feminine voice. “Are you refilling my wine?”

Randy smiles. “What are you drinking?”

“Pinot grigio,” I say.

Randy lifts his hand to call over the server. He informs them that he’s moved tables and that I’ll need another glass of wine. I smile and stare into Randy’s eyes, seeing if he sees me, but there isn’t a hint of recognition.

I breathe a little more easily.

The server comes by with a fresh glass and takes my old one. I’m only halfway through my salad, but I have the server take my plate and request the dessert menu.

“I know we’ve only just met, but I was wondering if you would like to share a slice of cake?”

“Yeah, sure. I’ll have a bite of whatever you order,” Randy says.

“You’re quite the gentleman, aren’t you?”

“I do my best,” he says.

I smile. The server arrives a second later. I take the menu with a light touch and only need a second to look over it before deciding on the flourless chocolate cake.

“That was quick,” Randy observes.

“I’m a woman who knows what she likes.”

“That’s a quality I can appreciate,” he says. “What’s your name?”

“Delma,” I say.

Delma is the name I’ve always used since I first started becoming a woman. I used to transform strictly for personal fulfillment, but then that compact foundation found its way into my purse. I still crossdress for pleasure, but I also do it to keep Randy and the other cops off my trail.

“What a lovely name,” he said.

I pick up my glass of pinot grigio and take a sip as I stare into Randy’s eyes, wondering how a detective who spent all day figuring out real-life puzzles couldn’t see that his number-one target was sitting right in front of him.

“What about you?”

“My name is Randy. Randy Gray,” he says and puts out his hand.

I take it and don’t add any pressure to my grip as we shake hands, and his grip is noticeably lighter than when we met at the bar, but he doesn’t realize that I’m James beneath the brown wig and painted lips.

“Nice to meet you, Randy. Looks like the next round of trivia is about to start.”

“Should we play together?”

“Okay, but let’s use your phone,” I say.

Randy holds up his phone for both of us to see. We debate some answers but agree about most of them. He submits the answers while I affectionately rub on his shoulder. I sneak my fingers to his ear and caress his earlobe. He flinches at first, but he doesn’t tell me to stop.

I wonder what’s happening between his legs.

Is his manhood growing from my touch?

The dessert arrives about halfway through the second round of trivia. We stop hearing the questions as we share chocolate cake. There are two spoons. I use mine to feed Randy, and he feeds me with his. More than a few people look at us, but I can only assume they’re jealous.

“That cake was so delicious,” I say after swallowing the last bite. “I almost want to order another slice.”

“We can if you want.”

I chuckle and shake my head. “My waistline isn’t this small because I order second slices.”

Randy grins and reaches over to grip my thigh. My dick is tucked and out of the way, so I don’t act bothered as his hand slowly creeps north. Randy has handsome blue eyes, a full head of brown hair, and a filled-out beard. I cup my hand on the side of his face and stare into those blue eyes.

“Don’t you wish we were in your bedroom?” I ask.

“You don’t hold back, do you, Delma?”

“It’s not in my nature. No.”

“I would take you home right now, but I stopped doing that about five years ago.”

I frown. “Why am I meeting you today then?”

Randy laughs, and I join him. I’m not really after sex. I wouldn’t mind sliding Randy’s manhood down my throat, but I came here to make the man fall in love with me. He’s getting close to catching Sarka, so I’ve made a plan to stop him in his tracks.

If Randy falls in love with me, he’ll never be able to put me behind bars when the time comes.

“I’m asking myself the same question,” Randy says.

I grip his hair and pull on it a little as I stare into those blue eyes. “So, when do you like to do the deed? Second date? Third?”

Randy chuckles and shakes his head. “I don’t time it like that. Honestly, I’ve had my share of one-night stands, but there’s something about you that’s pulling me in deeper. I want to get to know you before we do anything we’d regret. I’ve at least learned to keep it in my pants when I want to get to know a girl better.”

Randy’s hand is still tight on my thigh, but his grip loosens a bit when he says those words. He releases my leg and moves his hand to grab mine. He laces his fingers with mine as he stares at me.

“What do you say we have another date, Delma? A proper date.”

“I’d like that,” I say.

“So, you’ll let me take you to dinner?”

“And a movie?” I ask jokingly.

“We can do something else if you’d like!” Randy says in a defensive tone. “I only suggested dinner because—”

“Dinner would be lovely,” I say and place my hand over Randy’s. “I can’t wait.”
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Today’s target is a grocery store. They’re the competitor of the store where I work a few days a week, even though I don’t need to work at all.

I live in a house in the city, but my parents left me thousands of acres of farmland when they died. Hundreds are rented out as farmland, but most of it is untouched wilderness.

My parents loved spending time in the woods. Watching birds. Feeding deer. They weren’t the biggest hunters, but they went out a few times with my uncle. He loved hunting and still goes out to use the land every now and then.

I have tons of money and no real need for structure or regular employment, which led me to a life of crime. Before I started stealing, the high from transforming myself into a woman had grown dull. It became natural instead of giving me a rush.

I mastered being Delma, and the world turned boring. I got the job at the grocery store to keep myself off the apps, offering up my bussy to whatever guy who wanted it.

The plan worked for a while until working at the grocery store became boring too, which was right around the time I slipped the compact foundation into my purse while I was out for a stroll as Delma.

The high I felt walking out of that store with the stolen goods stayed with me and has only gotten stronger the more I steal. Having Randy hunt me, knowing he’s thinking about me every second of every day, only makes me work harder.

I keep toeing the line, playing with Randy like food before a slaughter, knowing there’s a chance I’ll get caught, but will he really throw me into jail once he gets a taste of my bussy?

He'll hate me when he finds out the truth, but tonight is all about playing with his mind. We’re supposed to have a date in three hours, but Sarka is about to strike again.

I’m in the alley behind the grocery store, wearing a uniform I bought off an ex-employee and a dirty blonde wig styled in a fashion that was popular in the eighties, big and poofy and dramatic.

My makeup is bright pink and blue. It’s a disguise I haven’t yet used. I’m ready to steal some money.

It’s the rush that counts.
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Randy was getting ready for his date with Delma, excited to spend time with a woman who made his heart sing. A woman he hoped he could learn to trust and love.

Delma had the body of a goddess and the voice of an angel. Randy often pictured her face when he was daydreaming on the job. He’d been looking forward to this date all week, so his heart dropped to the pits of his stomach when his phone rang.

“Detective Gray speaking.”

“This is Peggy, Randy.”

Peggy was the chief of police and the last person Randy wanted to hear from an hour before his date. If Peggy was calling, it meant there was no good to be heard.

“What can I do for you, Chief?”

“It’s Sarka. She’s struck again.”

Randy cursed under his breath. It’d been a quiet week, so he knew it was only a matter of time before his worst nightmare appeared. Of course it had to be an hour before his date with a woman he really liked. A woman with whom he’d already been imagining a future.

“What did that witch do this time?” Randy asked.

“Looks like she robbed a grocery store, wearing a getup from the eighties. I seriously don’t know how she finds all these costumes, but it’s becoming impossible to ID her. Everywhere she’s robbed has grainy security footage.”

“This one too?”

“They sent over the videos, and the quality isn’t so bad this time, but Sarka didn’t once look at the camera. They must have been obvious, and she knows how to hide her face.”

Randy’s jaw tightened. There was nobody he hated more in the world than this Sarka woman. He couldn’t wait until the day he caught her and put her in cuffs.

“Can I handle this in the morning, boss? I was on my way to a date.”

Peggy sighed. “I wish it could wait, detective, but I want you to examine the scene first. We need to get any clues on this woman that we can. She’s giving everyone in Springdale nightmares. Business owners won’t stop calling to ask how we’re going to keep them safe. I—”

“No need to explain, Chief. I’ll head there right now.”

“Thank you, Gray. Send me any information that might seem relevant. We need to bring this woman in!”

Randy nodded. “I’m on it, boss.” There was nothing he wanted more than to see Sarka in handcuffs. Randy hated that he would have to cancel on Delma. He pulled up her contact page and hit the green button to call her.

“Hey, Randy! I’m just about to walk out of the door.”

Delma sounded so sweet and bubbly. It crushed Randy that he had to make this call. He only hoped that Delma would understand. That she would give him a second chance.

“Actually—”

“Oh, no! Randy! This can’t be good!”

Randy’s heart broke when Delma shouted his name. He didn’t want to hurt her, but duty called. He was a detective first, and he’d known it would always be that way when he took the job. Most days in a city like Springdale weren’t insane, but Sarka had been giving him a run for his money.

“I’m sorry, Delma.”

“No! Don’t cancel! I forbid it!”

Randy sighed. “I wish I didn’t have to, but my boss just called, and she needs me on a case.”

“What could be so important that you can’t meet me for dinner?” Delma demanded.

“Have you heard of Sarka?” he asked.

There was a pause. “I feel like I’ve seen that name in the news. What did she do again?”

“You probably have. She’s the one who has been stealing from a bunch of different businesses. Long story short, I’m on her case, and she just committed another crime.”

“Shut up!” Delma hollered. “This Sarka is making you miss our date?”

“Yeah,” Randy said in an apologetic voice. “I understand if you don’t want to reschedule, but I would like it if you did.”

“Are you kidding? I would love to see you again, but if I see this Sarka person, I’m going to tell them how I feel!”

“She’s dangerous, Delma. I don’t want you going near her!”

“Oh, so now you’re trying to control me?”

“No, no. It’s not—”

“I’m just kidding,” Delma said with a laugh. “How long do you think this detective work will take tonight? Maybe I could pick up dinner and take it over to your place after you finish? We could watch a movie. Cuddle. You know.”

Randy didn’t miss the hint. It’d been so long since he had a woman over at his place, so the nerves creeping across his body were natural. What would Delma think?

He kept the house clean for the most part. His laundry room was a mess, but he could easily close the door and pretend like he didn’t have three weeks’ worth of dirty clothes to wash. It was the one chore he’d failed to do, but that couldn’t keep him from a night with Delma.

“What are you thinking, Randy?”

Randy was nervous. Afraid Delma wouldn’t like him as much as he liked her. He didn’t want anything to end badly. He’d been waiting a long time to start dating, and this amazing woman had seemingly fallen out of the sky and into his lap. He couldn’t miss his chance.

“I would love to have you over. Are you sure you don’t mind waiting?”

“Of course not! You’re out there saving the world. What’s sexier than that?”

Randy felt his cheeks turning hot. He couldn’t wait to spend his night with Delma once he got home from checking out the crime scene. It was probably the same as always. Emptied safe with some type of untraceable signature left behind. Last time it’d been a note on a napkin.

Randy couldn’t wait to see what Sarka had left him this time.

“You’re the best. I’m sorry this came up.”

“Don’t mention it, Randy! Text me when you’re close to being free, and I’ll pick us up some snacks from the store. Don’t forget to send me your address!”

“I won’t. Thanks again, Delma. I’m really looking forward to seeing you.”

“See you soon, handsome. Go protect us from danger!”

“Will do. Bye, Delma.”

Randy ended the call, feeling warm all over. Finally, he’d met a woman who understood him and could accept the unpredictability of his work. He couldn’t believe he’d gotten so lucky.
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My hands are on the steering wheel as I drive to Randy’s house from the grocery store. I have wine, dessert, sandwiches, and cold pasta, along with a fresh bottle of lubrication in my purse, in case things get a little saucy.

I will be happy to let Randy slide into my bussy, but he must know the truth first. I don’t want him thinking I have a pussy when I don’t. I’m proud of who I am. Delma, a fierce bitch, and that’s all Randy really needs to know.

I’m wearing one of my favorite outfits. A classic solid-pink suit with a skirt. I’ve paired it with white kitten heels and a pearl necklace I only break out for special occasions. A cream clutch purse is sitting on the passenger’s seat.

My cellphone guides me to Randy’s house, which isn’t terribly far from mine, fifteen minutes or so. My heart races a bit as I turn onto his street, realizing how crazy I am for going to his house. He’s the detective who’s hunting me.

I imagine my life behind bars, and it’s not what I want at all. I’ve come this far as a criminal. What would be the harm in turning around, going back home, and giving up stealing for good? I could start over. I could give back to the community instead of taking from it.

Move to a new area to become Delma full time, as I’ve always dreamed. I see both paths I can take as my GPS tells me that I’ve arrived at Randy’s. I throw the car into park, thinking if there’s anything on me that might lead Randy to Sarka.

I don’t want to go to jail, but I don’t want to stop.

Stealing is my life now. It’s the reason I wake up in the morning. It’s what gets me through the day. Life is so boring without the rush I get from accumulating stolen cash.

I reach over and grab my clutch purse from the passenger’s seat and the bags of food from the back.

I’ve come this far.

Why not push my luck a bit further?
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Randy’s house is plain with touches of masculinity. Dark and cool colors. Simplistic furniture. There aren’t any throw pillows on his couch. There are few decorations. I assume the ones scattered around the living room hold a special place in Randy’s heart.

He’s in the kitchen fetching us some drinks while I wait for him on the couch. I study the room, adding various details to my memory.

“I’m sorry I had to deal with that case. I can’t wait to put this Sarka woman in jail and her menacing rein behind me.”

“To putting Sarka in jail,” I say and lift my glass.

Randy clinks his glass with mine before taking a drink with a tense look on his face. He gasps as the brown liquor hits the back of his throat. I sip my ice water, acting like a woman who doesn’t have a secret in the world.

“Sorry for talking about work. I shouldn’t obsess about a criminal when I have a lovely woman here to entertain.”

I blush, pulling on the hem of my pink skirt as I cross my legs and lean towards Randy. The bag of food is sitting on the coffee table, but the only thing I’m hungry for is Randy’s cock.

Randy grins when I touch the side of his face. His smile grows as I move my lips close to his. A breath escapes his mouth just before I kiss him.

My girly cock stirs beneath my panties. They’re white and lacy, perfectly matching my bra stuffed with breast forms. They’re a b-cup and look incredible beneath the white blouse tucked inside my pink suit.

“You really think I’m lovely?” I ask as I set the glass of water on the table. I place my hands in my lap as I stare at Randy, batting my eyelashes and smiling gently. My entire aura is feminine. There’s nothing I love more, especially having Randy look at me with that smitten expression.

Being a woman doesn’t give me the same rush as robbing thousands of dollars, but it makes me content in a way stealing never could.

“You might be the loveliest girl I’ve ever met,” Randy says and moves closer to me on the couch.

I blush and touch my chin to my shoulder, hiding my face through hooded eyes. It will break Randy’s heart when he finds out the truth about me, but I don’t care. I might be as infatuated with this man as he is with me.

“I don’t believe you.”

Randy touches my thigh and squeezes it as he stares at me with those serious blue eyes. “Believe me, Delma. I’m crazy about you.”

I frown and turn my head away from Randy. He reaches out and puts his hand on my cheek to make me face him. I hide my face, but Randy lifts my chin.

“I’m serious. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this strongly about a woman.”

“It’s not that,” I say with a shake of the head.

“What is it?”

“There’s something you don’t know about me.”

Randy lifts his hand from my thigh and stares at me a long moment, like he’s finally seeing me for the first time, like he’s putting together the pieces of the puzzle, but he says nothing as I wait for him to call me out for all that I’ve done.

I’m a terrible person, and I don’t deserve a man like Randy. He’s honest, noble, and cares about people who have no relation to him. I deserve to be locked up in a cage for the bad I’ve done, but I’ll never turn myself in. I’ll never tell Randy the truth, but maybe I can put stealing in the past.

Maybe I can create a brighter future.

“Delma, whatever you have to say, I can handle it.”

“I’m not sure you can.”

“Please, tell me. I’m starting to think the worst.”

“That I’ve murdered someone?” I ask.

“Yeah, like that.”

I sigh. “It’s nothing like that. I haven’t harmed anyone.” At least not in a physical sense, but I’m not about to tell Randy about my criminal past. I’m not about to out myself when I have so much life yet to live. If Randy can give me a chance when I tell him the truth about my quasi transition to womanhood, maybe I can stop being bad. For him, this man who I’m beginning to love.

“What is it, Delma? Tell me.”

“I’m… trans. Not officially, but I’ve always dreamed of becoming a woman. It’s not often I meet a man when I go out as a woman, and I’ve never met a man like you,” I say and squeeze Randy’s bicep.

Randy doesn’t move away from me, but he says nothing. He doesn’t look at me. I can’t read what’s going on through his head. I’ve had this conversation with a few other guys, and it always goes differently. Men have yelled at me to leave. Others have embraced my trans identity like a gift bag from a Hollywood event.

“Randy?”

“Sorry, I don’t know what to say.”

“Do you want me to leave?”

Randy turns and grabs my shoulders, looking at me with those soulful blue eyes. I realize then how much I really like him. How much I’m willing to give up to keep him in my life. Maybe I’ve stolen so much as Sarka to bury the fact that I don’t have the confidence to become Delma. That I haven’t lived life like I want.

“Stay. It’s just… I guess there’s a question I want to ask but can’t bring myself to say the words,” Randy says and glances at my crotch.

“I can guess what you want to ask, and yes, I still have it. These breasts are actually fake. My hair is a wig, but I’ve been wanting to grow it out once I muster the courage to become Delma full time.”

Randy says nothing for a long moment before scooting closer and placing his arm over my shoulder. He pulls me close, and I can’t remember the last time I felt so loved. I place my hand on Randy’s firm chest and let out a long breath.

“There’s something else.”

“What?”

“You already know me.”

“I do?” Randy asks as I lift myself from his body to look him in the eye.

“Yes,” I say. “Take a look in my purse. You’ll find my ID.”

Randy grabs my cream clutch purse from the table and opens it, where he finds the ID with my name. It uses the address to my house in the city. I have the farm, where I keep most of my clothes for Sarka and a bunch of other stuff, but I also have a life in the city.

I work at the grocery store when I’m not all dolled up and out on the town or robbing some poor people of every dime they’ve got in a safe. Stealing isn’t something I’m proud of, but it’s something I do. It’s something I hope to put in my past.

“James?” Randy asks. “Is that really you?”

“It’s me,” I say in Delma’s voice. “But this is who I really am. Delma.”

Randy stands from the couch. I can’t blame him for being surprised. I would be too if I were the one in his shoes, but I’ve been perfecting Delma for years. It used to give me such a rush when I would transform myself and see Delma in the mirror.

“I… I… Shit, Delma.”

“Why don’t I step outside?”

Randy says nothing, so I stand from the couch and go out to his backyard with my purse. I sit in a chair on the patio and pull out my phone. I scroll through social media for a few minutes before Randy slides open the door and steps outside.

“Hey,” he says.

“Hi,” I say and slip my phone into my purse.

“Did you find me at trivia on purpose?”

I shrug. “Maybe I wanted to see if you would notice me.”

“How can you do that with your voice? It’s completely different.”

“Practice,” I say with a laugh. “Would you like to sit, or are you going to stand there by the door?”

“Sorry,” he says and takes a seat in the chair next to me. It’s almost like he’s a guest in his own house he’s so uncomfortable. “I’ve never been with a trans woman.”

“If you ask me to leave, I’ll go.”

“I want you to stay.”

“As a friend?” I ask.

Randy chuckles. “I thought about saying that, but no, I want you. I want to be with you. I’m curious what it’ll be like. Will you… want to…” Randy grunts instead of finishing the question, redder than I’ve ever seen him.

“We can do whatever makes you comfortable. There’s nothing wrong with a little exploration, though, right?”

“I guess not,” Randy says in a heavy voice.

We’re outside. Randy’s neighbors aren’t very close, so his deck is abundantly private. I stand from my chair and go over to his, sitting in his lap. I wrap my arms around his neck and stare into those serious, soulful blue eyes.

“Do you find me attractive?”

“Yes,” he says in an instant.

“Do you want to fool around?”

“Yes,” he admits equally as fast.

“Excellent. I want the same. We don’t need to overthink the rest. Why don’t we start slowly? Take it easy.”

“I’d like that,” Randy says as I move my lips closer to his. He moans when I kiss him. His moan deepens when I put my fingers into his brown hair and pull on it. His dick pushes up against his pants, pressing into my bottom.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” he says.

“What if we have a little fun right here?” I ask and move my bottom just enough to press my hand against his obvious erection. My bussy is aching to take his dick, and why shouldn’t I be able to do it right here? There’s lube in my purse.

“Here?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Are you afraid we’ll get caught?”

“A little, yeah.”

I chuckle and place my hand on Randy’s cheek. My girly cock is stirring at the thought of Randy sliding into my bussy while I hold the railing of his deck. I can’t get the image out of my head and need to make it happen.

“Your neighbors can’t see us.”

“They can if they walk out into their yards.”

“Hmm. Don’t you ever get tired of being good all the time?”

Randy smirks. “Maybe a little.”

“Don’t you want to have some fun?”

“Yes,” he says. “We could go inside, though.”

I make a doubtful expression, slowly shaking my head as I touch my finger to his chin. I don’t want to go inside. I don’t want to let another moment pass without getting a taste of Randy’s dick, so I move off his lap and slowly sink to my knees in front of him.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

I put my finger to my lips before moving my hands to the waistline of his pants, undoing his button, and pulling down the zipper. Randy’s face reddens in the darkness, but Randy doesn’t stop me as I shimmy his pants down his thighs. I pull them off his legs and toss them to the side.

“Don’t you just want to—”

“Shh,” I say and reach into the hole of his boxers to fetch Randy’s cock. It’s half erect when I pull it through the opening, and I’m stunned by its size. It’s not terribly long, but it’s incredibly thick. I hold it in my hand and stare, stroking it slowly.

“You like it?” Randy asks.

“You know I do,” I say and open my mouth to wrap my lips around his shaft.

Randy gasps and doesn’t say another word about us going inside as I bob my head along his thickness. He moans and pushes his hands into my wig, but I don’t worry about him knocking it off my head. Randy knows who I really am. He knows he’s getting his cock serviced by a girl who happens to have one herself.

My girly cock throbs between my thighs, so I squeeze my legs together, focusing my attention on Randy’s member. I hold his dick at the base and move my lips more quickly, taking as much of his thick cock into my mouth as I can handle, but it’s honestly hard to stretch my mouth enough.

I lift myself to catch my breath. “Your cock is so thick.”

“Yeah,” Randy says with a laugh. “You think you can handle it?”

“I would love to try,” I say with a smirk.

Randy grabs his cock and strokes it as he stares down at me with a lustful gaze. My ass twitches, and my cock jumps. I need Randy’s thickness inside of me, so I go over to my purse to grab the lube.

“Forgive me for coming prepared,” I say with a wink as I walk over to the banister to make my dreams come true. I lift my skirt and pull down my panties to expose my hairless bussy, ready to encase Randy’s cock with its warm pleasure.

Randy stands and comes up behind me. He puts his manly hands on my ass and squeezes it. “How can I be mad at you for offering up this beautiful ass?”

“You like fucking a tight ass?”

“I never have, but it’s always been a dream of mine.”

“Never? Why don’t you lather up that cock to feel what you’ve been missing?” I say and pass Randy the bottle of lube.

He opens it and covers his cock with the clear liquid, which is sticking out of his boxers. He has on his shirt, and I’m still wearing everything except my panties. We’re outside and can cover ourselves quickly in case anyone comes peeking.

I bend forward and grab my ass to spread my cheeks, revealing my hungry hole to Randy. Randy moans as he presses his slick fingers against my entrance, fingering me roughly as he beats his dick.

“Fuck me.”

“You sure you can take me? You’re so fucking tight, girl.”

“I’m sure! Put it in me already!”

My hard cock is dangling between my legs, vibrating violently as Randy fingers me roughly. All I can think about is taking him. Having him inside of me. I reach behind me and grab Randy by the dick, pulling him close to my ass.

I push my hole against the tip of his cock. Randy moans and squeezes my side with his right hand as he holds his dick steady with his left.

“Keep going. Fuck yourself with my dick.”

I lose all sense as I push my ass against Randy’s dick, stretching my hole with his tip. It’s so thick and is only getting thicker the more of his dick I let inside of me, but I want Randy so badly, and I know his cock will feel amazing once I adjust to his size.

“Help me,” I say to Randy.

Randy thrusts his hips, pushing his dick into me. I yell out and grip the banister, but I don’t tell Randy to stop. I beg him to keep going, so he does, stretching my hole more than I think it has ever been stretched.

“You okay?” Randy asks after slipping a couple inches of his cock into my hole.

“Yeah, keep going.”

Randy pushes deeper into me. I grab my cock because I’m afraid I’ll cum everywhere if I don’t. I pinch my tip to steady myself as Randy pushes the last of his cock into my hole.

“Fuck!”

“You like that dick?”

“I love it,” I say.

Randy holds my hips and thrusts more quickly. His thick cock stretches my walls, but it feels so amazing. I can cum in an instant, but I’m waiting for Randy to say the word. I want him to fill me with his seed while I cum myself and squeeze his walls.

“You’re so tight, Delma.”

“Not if you keep fucking me.”

Randy laughs, but his voice cracks. He holds my hips and keeps fucking me, but he’s thrusting a bit more slowly. I reach behind to grab the back of his thigh as he pounds my hole. I can only hold my hand there a few seconds before the fucking becomes too intense.

I grip the banister as my dick flops around, and I don’t even stop myself from cumming as my seed makes its way through my shaft. I scream into folded lips as the pleasure becomes too intense.

Randy reaches around and touches my cock just as I start cumming, and my sticky goo gets all over his fingers, but all he does is moan and push his thick dick deep, spreading my contracting walls to their max.

“Don’t pull out,” I say in a breath as my cum keeps shooting from my cock and painting the floorboards beneath us.

Randy moans and squeezes my sides as he pushes his dick to its base and holds it there. I moan and touch my cock to pull out the last bits of my load as Randy groans into my ear and fills my hole with his cum.

I squeeze my ass on his dick. He pulls out of me and stumbles backward as a laugh escapes his mouth. I feel a bit of his cum leak out of my bussy and run down my thigh. It takes everything I have not to beg Randy to fuck me again before his dick goes soft.

“Damn, Delma.” Randy falls into the chair where he was sitting. “What was that?”

“Nothing you can’t have again,” I say as I hike down my skirt. I pick up my panties and slip them up my legs. Don’t want any of Randy’s seed leaking out of my hole and ruining my skirt.

Randy pats his leg. “Come here.”

I sit there and wrap my arms around his neck to kiss him. “I’m glad you liked it.”

“Tell me you’ll spend the night.”

“I will,” I say and kiss Randy on his forehead. We sit outside and talk under the stars until we grow too tired to continue.
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Randy and I have been getting on so well. I’ve been spending more time as Delma than I ever have, and I couldn’t be happier. Randy and I go out to dinners. We’ve been to trivia a few times. Hiking. Gardening in his backyard.

He’s been growing herbs, peppers, and tomatoes this summer, and he’s taught me so much about how to keep them alive. I love going over to his house. I cherish his masculine body. Randy has even let me eat his ass and finger his hole. I pushed my cock into him, but it hurt a bit too much for him to handle.

We’ll work our way there, but I’m worried he’ll find out the truth about Sarka before I get the chance to completely stuff him with my cock. I’ve been on my best behavior, but I can already feel the itch to steal growing within me, and it’s only been a couple weeks.

Why am I so messed up?

Why can’t I stop stealing and be thankful that I’ve found a man who loves me for who I am?

If Randy finds out the truth… if he finds out that I’m Sarka, he’ll never forgive me. Whatever we’ve created with each other up until this point will be forever ruined. We’ll never have another magical night like the one we had on his porch nor another night like the one where I rode his thick dick while I faced him, wearing my bra and no panties. He stroked my girly cock and let me cum all over his chest.

I don’t want to lose that. I can’t. Randy is becoming my everything, but am I too messed up to keep the man I love most?

Part of me never wants to steal again, but the other half is begging me to drive to the farm to put on a new outfit and steal a fresh bundle of money. There are so many businesses left to hit in the city. Restaurants, department stores, gas stations, or anywhere else I feel might give me a rush.

There’s a car wash I’ve been passing on my drives over to Randy’s. They seem to do a decent business, and I bet they have a bunch of dollar bills stored away in that safe of theirs. I think about how easy it would be to slip into that tiny office. How easy it might be to bribe one of the workers.

My phone rings, shaking me from my thoughts. Randy is calling. It’s a much-needed distraction and a reminder of what I could lose if I let the evil part of my brain win. I can’t rob that car wash. It’s not worth the risk, but the risk is what excites me.

“Randy, I was just thinking about you.”

“You know what I just realized?” he asks.

“What?”

“I have two numbers for you.”

“Oh, that. Yeah, having two numbers helps me hide my identity. Wouldn’t you do the same?”

“I guess I would,” Randy says. “You’ve mentioned becoming Delma full time, though.”

“I’m glad you brought that up because I’ve been thinking about flying out to Los Angeles to get a boob job,” I say.

I leave out the part of my thinking that says I should go west and never return to Springdale. Randy is amazing, but isn’t it only a matter of time until he finds out the truth? Won’t I be safer if I start over somewhere else?

“Really? It’s your decision, but I’d support you one hundred percent.”

“Thank you, Randy. What are you doing?”

“I’m leaving the station. Do you want to grab dinner?”

“I would love to,” I say.

“Tell me where to meet you, and I’ll be there.”

“Okay, there’s this new Italian restaurant I’ve been wanting to try.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Randy says.
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The more I fall in love, the crazier I become. It’s been a week since Randy and I went to the new Italian restaurant and made love for over an hour when we got home. Randy slipped my feminine cock into his mouth. He licked my smooth balls. He even let me slip my cock into him, and I got much further before he was begging me to stop, but I was happy to switch positions and let him fuck me with that thick dick.

I have everything I’ve ever wanted, yet I can’t shake this desire to steal. The car wash is calling my name, and no matter how much I try to quiet the voices in my head, they can’t be stopped.

I’m at the farm, picking out clothes for Sarka. It’s time she come to life. I’ve already bribed a worker at the car wash to run across the street for five minutes. I didn’t provide much information, and he didn’t ask questions. He took the hundred dollars and acted like we’d never talked.

There were no messages.

No trail.

If I’m one thing, it’s a master of hiding in plain sight. I’m in love with the man who is after me. I stare at him with my legs in the air and his dick deep in me, yet I’m somehow able to separate my love for Randy and my love for stealing.

Or am I only in love with him because of the rush it gives me when I steal? I’m already tingly all over, thinking about how crazy it’ll make Randy when Sarka strikes again.

We have plans in the evening, but he might be busy figuring out this case. He might be busy trying to catch me, even though I won’t leave behind a single clue.

I never do.

There’s a red dress with white polka dots in my hand. I’m going to pair it with a blonde wig and heavy makeup. I want to look like an innocent woman. A person nobody would ever suspect. I take my time changing.

I pull a pair of white tights up my legs. I have on white panties and one of my white b-cup bras. It never fails to catch the attention of a few men when I go out in public. I pull on the red dress after my bra and tights are in place.

I do my face, using a foundation a touch lighter than my complexion. I use a red gloss on my lips and black eyeliner. I add blush to my cheeks and a touch of dark shadow on my eyelids. I don the wig once I finish with my makeup.

It’s a blonde wig with straight hair. I pull strands from each side to the back and tie a tiny rubber band around those. It’s a classic look. I can’t believe how different I appear when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror.

My look is nearly complete, but I can’t forget the jewelry. I put diamond studs into my ears. I skip the necklace, even though it’s calling my name. I slip on a pair of white flats. I almost never wear heels on a job in case I need to run, but I did wear heels when I stole from the orchestra. That was a special occasion.

I almost wish I had it in me to save this adorable look for Randy’s benefit, but I can already imagine myself emptying the contents of the car wash’s safe into my purse, and it feels amazing. I stand from the vanity at my farmhouse and go out to the barn where I keep my extra cars.

I usually use a sports car for Sarka’s adventures, but I’m going to take out the classic car. They’re all registered under people who aren’t me. People who sold their names for a couple hundred dollars. If only they knew what I really did.

I run my fingers along the hood of the car. It’s a light blue and endlessly adorable. I almost feel like a woman from a different time as I stand next to the classic car with my polka dot dress and flats with a buckle strap.

It’s a risk taking out this car instead of the one with all the horsepower, but I’m tired of playing things so safe. I’m tired of being the good girl, and I’ve only been doing it a few weeks.

I love Randy but fear I’ll never change.

How can I?

Living life on the edge is too delicious. I have yet to leave a trace, and I won’t today. Maybe Randy and I can build a life together while I keep living a secret one on the side. I would be far from the first person to maintain a double life.

I check the time. I only have forty-five minutes until the guy I paid is supposed to leave his post to give me the opportunity to rob the safe. The guy will probably lose his job. It’s the first time I’ve ever felt guilt about the fact that I’ve probably caused people to lose their livelihoods.

I picture Randy’s face, how upset he would look if he found out the truth, and it stops me cold. I stare at the steering wheel, imagining myself riding to the car wash with sunglasses covering my eyes.

I go between guilt and anticipation, hating that I’m split in two, like a pizza with one topping on each side.

My mind is chaos. I wish I could ignore the voices in my head telling me to steal. Telling me that I need to do something dangerous to feel alive. That I need to steal to make my life meaningful. To give myself purpose.

The evil voice wins out in the end.

No matter how much I try, I can’t resist the urge to be bad, and I’m afraid I never will.
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Randy Gray was in the parking lot of a car wash not far from his house. He’d gotten a call that a mysterious woman approached a worker at the gas station to pay him to leave his post. He took the cash but was smart enough to call the police and the owner of the car wash.

“Was this the woman?” Randy asked the car wash worker as he held out a photo of Sarka. It wasn’t a great photo, but it was the best they had. They had yet to get a clear shot of Sarka. She was a master at hiding her face from the camera.

The worker squinted as he stared at the photo. He was in his early twenties with buzzed hair and tan skin, like he spent most of his time outside.

“I don’t know. That might be her. She had brown hair, and it was curly. Looks black and straight there.”

“Yeah,” Randy said. “Our suspect always wears wigs. Either way, it doesn’t matter. I want you to leave your post when the woman asked. I’ll be here watching the entire time. If anything happens, let my team handle it. Okay?”

The owner of the car wash was standing next to the worker Sarka had paid to leave his post. “I trust you, officer. Do what you need,” the owner said.

“Thank you, sir.”

“No problem. I’ll be at the diner across the street until the dust settles. Good luck,” the owner said and placed a gentle hand on the employee’s shoulder.

They dispersed as Randy made his way back to his car. There was still a chance that Sarka wasn’t the woman who’d given the worker money, but Randy was ninety-nine percent sure he was about to catch Sarka in the act.

All his work. All the suffering. It came down to what was about to happen over the course of the next hour, but Randy was ready for the challenge. Sarka was his most elusive, cunning criminal to date, but even she would end up behind bars.

Randy had all his pieces in play, backup officers parked down the road, and a drone circling the skies. Randy wasn’t about to let Sarka get away, no matter what.
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I’m driving into town, a white scarf tied around my neck and stylish sunglasses over my eyes. The radio is set to oldies to match the mood of the car. I laugh and toss my head back, feeling on top of the world. One of my favorite classics is playing, so I sing along at the top of my lungs, not giving two fucks about the other cars on the road.

It’s still early in the afternoon. The day is bright. There isn’t a cloud in the sky. Summer won’t last forever, but the warm weather persists for now. People are still washing their cars.

I bet the safe is stuffed with cash.

My fingers tap against the steering wheel with the beat of the song. I’m only a stoplight away from the car wash, and my blood is starting to rush. I’m getting that lightheaded feeling I always get before robbing a store of all its cash.

The light turns green, and I take my time putting my foot on the gas. The car lurches forward. I frown when I look at my hands, wishing I had on gloves. They would really complete the outfit. I nearly turn around to get them, but the worker I paid will only be out of his post for ten or fifteen minutes.

The car wash isn’t overly busy when I arrive. About half the stations have people washing their cars, and there are a few in line for the automatic wash. I pull into a spot, checking out the scene. Everything seems normal enough, but there are always doubts in my mind.

What if this is the last time? What if they catch me? I’m a master at not leaving behind evidence, but even the best criminals get caught. We thieves are demented souls who can’t find pleasure in the regularity of life. Punching in at work. Paying for goods with paychecks we get from slaving away at whatever bullshit occupation employs us.

I judge people who come to the grocery store, spending everything they’ve earned to put food on the table while the owner of the grocery store does laps in his heated pool. If it weren’t for my inheritance, I would be poor, spending all my money at the very place where I work.

I would be mediocre.

Wasted.

Stealing shows me that I have more to live for than a paycheck. I have skills beyond tilling soil and balancing budgets. I have an entire police force looking for me, yet they can’t catch me.

Knowing that keeps me going and gives me purpose. My stealth makes me feel like I’ve accomplished something greater than myself, like I’m leaving behind a legacy that will live longer than I ever could. People in Springdale will whisper my name, Sarka, for generations to come.

This notoriety and the quest for infamy is what connects us criminals, more than the money and objects we gain. Earnings are part of the package, but the need to steal is psychological. It has been in me for as long as I can remember. An itch I can’t go without scratching.

I take a breath and open the car door. I turn and place my foot on the pavement. A few people look in my direction when I stand by the car. They seem more curious than suspicious, like they’re thinking ‘who is that woman in the classic car looking like a housewife from the fifties?’.

I close the door and hike my purse up to my shoulder. It’s one I picked up at a vintage shop. Cream leather to match my white flats with a buckle strap. The purse is on the bigger side with enough space to fit all the dollar bills from the safe.

I do my best to look flustered as I cross the parking lot and search through my purse. I pull out a twenty as I approach the small booth where the employees work. It’s empty as I asked, but I act frustrated that there is nobody there to break my bill, stomping my foot against the ground.

I glance over my shoulder as I place my hand on the doorknob to make sure nobody is watching, but I see an unmistakable pair of eyes in the distance. I keep moving my eyes to stay undetected, but I’m confident I recognize the man watching me.

It’s Randy.

My heart sinks as I release the doorknob and turn away from the office with the unguarded safe. Every part of me is screaming to open the door and step inside. To steal from the car wash like I’ve been craving for weeks, but I can’t.

Randy is watching me.

I can’t even let him look at me, or he might realize who I am. I’m wearing a wig he’s never seen and makeup the disguises my face, but we’ve made love too many times for him not to recognize me up close, and I’m not sure he’ll save me.

It’s against his nature.

He gets out of the car when I walk away from the door. I keep my head low and try to walk more quickly to my car without looking suspicious. Randy crosses the parking lot, getting closer with each step.

He’s going to intercept me if I don’t hurry. My heart is racing as I hold my purse against my chest and try to remain calm. I’m more afraid of losing that place I have in Randy’s heart than I am of going to jail.

The past few weeks with him flash through my mind, and the memories I’ve made with him are honestly some of the most wonderful I have. Randy loves me for me. He doesn’t care that I, Delma, have a penis. He doesn’t care that I use padded bras. He’s a man who would support me through every step of my transition, yet here I am throwing it all away.

“Excuse me, miss!” Randy calls.

I act like he’s talking to someone else and keep walking.

“Excuse me! Sorry to bother you, but I wanted to ask about your car.”

Everyone loves the car, and I’ve had plenty of strangers approach me to talk about it. Give me compliments on its condition. I keep my head bowed.

“You, with the polka dots!” Randy says.

“Sorry, I don’t have time.”

“Please, can’t you answer a few questions about the car?”

“No, I’m sorry. I have to go,” I say, doing my best to sound as different from Delma as I can. “I have a list of errands to run, and there’s nobody to give me change for a wash.”

“I can give you change,” Randy says and pulls out his wallet.

He’s making this extremely difficult. I can’t look him in the eye, but he’s only a few feet from me now, and it’s becoming impossible not to look at him. I’m acting suspicious. If I hadn’t slept with him, I would play dumb. I would have an out.

Why did I have to get cocky and go after the man hunting me? Why did we have to fall in love? I curse myself for making my life so complicated.

“Please, miss. I don’t mean any harm.”

“You’re being rather annoying. Please let me be.”

Randy takes a step back. “Fine,” he says in a suspicious voice. “Take care.”

My heart races as I slide into the car. He goes to stand in front of it, staring me down as I keep my head ducked and turn the engine. I throw the car into reverse and pull out of the parking space, and then I make the mistake of lifting my eyes.

Randy sees me.

All of me.

The shock on his face is unmistakable. He looks shattered. Betrayed. He looks even more disappointed than I imagined and seeing him like that breaks my heart.

It paralyzes me.

The car stops moving as we stare at each other. I want to get out of the car to confess. To beg his forgiveness. To tell him that I’ll never steal again and that we can find a way to work things out, but if there’s anything I’ve learned since becoming a criminal, it’s that silence is golden.

I will never admit to my crimes.

I will run before I go to jail.

I will forever be lonely.

Randy is shaking his head at me when I finally get the sense to put the car into drive and pull out of the parking lot. I glance at him through the rearview mirror before turning onto the main road, and I wonder if it’s the last time I’ll ever see him.

Staying in Springdale will be too painful. I need to get out of town. I need a fresh start. It’s time I stop fearing the unknowns and become Delma completely. It’s time I do something of value with my life instead of driving the man I love crazy.
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I drop the car off at the farm, shutting the barn door. The robbery wasn’t a success but seeing that look on Randy’s face shook me to the core.

I can’t steal again.

I won’t.

There’s no way Randy will ever let me back into his life now that he knows the truth, but I’ll be better. I have to be.

There’s so much evidence at the farmhouse. I decide to burn it. Every wig and outfit I’ve ever used to commit a crime as Sarka. The clothing used to feel like trophies, artifacts from the times I’d gotten away with a crime.

There are also vacuum-sealed bags of money buried around the farm, but I don’t have time to retrieve those. I bought a ticket to Los Angeles. I’m going to start over in the city where everyone gets a little plastic surgery. The city where I’ll be able to blend in with the crowd. I have enough money to rent an apartment, shop, and enjoy life.

Maybe I’ll meet another man who makes me as happy as Randy, but I doubt it. Deep down I know I’ve lost him and everything good we were building. I’ll have to start over, but maybe I can see counselors. Stop stealing. Live a healthier life. I can become the person I’ve always envisioned.

I take all the wigs and clothing outside to the fire pit behind the house. I toss them into the grass by the pit and go to where I keep everything to make a fire. I grab lighter fluid and some starter logs. Everything I’ve been using to live a double life will burn.

I start the fire before tossing the clothes atop the roaring flames. Tears run down my cheeks as I watch all my valued possessions burn, but most of my tears are over the loss of Randy. I’ll never feel him holding me. I’ll never feel him kissing me. Fucking me.

Loving me.

I ball my hands into fists and scream at the skies. I pull the blonde wig from my head as I fall to my knees in front of the fire. I hold the wig in my lap, running the hair through my fingers, hating that I have to throw it into the fire with the others, but it’s the only way to put the past in the past and keep it there.

“Why are you burning all that?”

I jump at Randy’s voice as he walks up behind me. My face must look crazy from all the crying I’ve been doing, so I hide it.

“How did you find me?” I ask in Delma’s voice, my truest voice. The one I hope to use forever once I leave for LA.

“I followed you.”

“I’m leaving town.”

“Why?” he asks.

“There’s nothing left for me here,” I say.

I’m careful not to incriminate myself. There’s no telling if Randy is wearing a microphone. I wouldn’t put it past him to put his duty over his love for me, and I wouldn’t even blame him for taking the high road.

Randy is an honorable man. Someone I’ll miss for years to come.

“Not even me?”

I shrug and toss the blonde wig into the fire. I fix my eyes on it as it quickly turns to ash. I stand and unbutton the dress, but Randy steps forward and places his hand on my arm to stop me.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

“I’m burning my past. These clothes represent a version of me I want to leave behind before I start a new life.”

“Were you going to leave town without saying goodbye?”

“After today, yes.”

Randy holds my arm. His grip is tight, almost painful. His eyes are heavy when I look at them. He’s conflicted, but I can’t ask him to understand. I can’t expect him to forgive me. I can only ask that he let me go. We both know he doesn’t have the evidence to take me down in court.

“Why?” he asks.

I look into Randy’s soulful blue eyes and shrug. There’s no way I’ll admit to being Sarka, even though we both know the truth. I step forward and place my hand on the side of his face before moving it to his hair. I let my body fall against his, soaking up his warm embrace.

“I’ll miss you, Randy.”

“We can work this out, Delma. I love you.”

His words further break my heart, which has already been shattered into tiny pieces. He releases me and paces back and forth. I love this man, but we’re too damaged to continue. I’ve made mistakes I can’t come back from, and there’s a chance I might make them again.

I can’t be with Randy knowing that.

“Randy, please. Don’t make this harder than it has to be.”

“You’re the one who made this difficult, Delma! I never in a million years would have suspected you were… her, but I should have known. I should have known you were only playing games with me, but I don’t care about that! You’re burning these clothes. Clearly you want to change. Let me help you, and we can—”

I press my finger against Randy’s lips and slowly shake my head. “We can’t, Randy. I love you too much to risk breaking your heart more than I already have. Let go of me. It’s what’s best for us both.”

Randy grips my shoulders as the clothes and wigs I’ve used to steal so much as Sarka burn. There are tears in Randy’s eyes just as mine dry. My decision is final. I’m leaving for Los Angeles in the morning, and I’m starting over. I’m going to live a better life, and it’s Randy’s love that has given me the strength.

“You’ve already done so much for me, Randy. You’ll always be an example of what’s good in this world. I’ll think about you as I try to find a better path, but I can’t stay here to do it.”

Randy shakes his head and wipes tears from his eyes. I hate that I’ve done this to him, and I hate him for giving me a second chance. This man is everything I’ve wanted in life. More than any rush stealing gives.

“Don’t leave, Delma. I can look past what you’ve done. You’re not a killer. I need you here.”

I say nothing as I stare into Randy’s eyes, crystalizing the image of his face in my mind, and then I smile softly.

“I wish I could stay, but we both know I can’t.”

“You’re breaking my heart.”

“Don’t wait on me.”

I kiss Randy one last time. It’s a lingering kiss. A passionate one, yet sad at the same time. We love each other, but we stand on opposite sides of the fence, and I can’t be certain I won’t stray. I can’t be certain I won’t stumble and find myself behind bars.

Randy could always have a change of heart if I do wrong.

“Delma,” he says.

“Bye, Randy.”

I walk away from the fire and get into my car, driving away from the farm and any trace of my life as Sarka. Randy can get a warrant if he wants, but they won’t find anything.

I’m a free woman, and I plan on staying that way.
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One Year Later

I lounge by the rooftop pool at the building where I live. My lease is expiring tomorrow, and I’m ready to return home. I miss the farm and cold weather and the city that has always been home, but this past year in Los Angeles has been wonderful.

I’ve made tons of friends who are transitioning and have eaten at some of the world’s best restaurants. I’ve enjoyed days at the beach and have gone on tours of Hollywood studios. Every day in Los Angeles has been an adventure, but my heart still aches for Randy.

He messaged a lot when I first moved out west, but I haven’t seen his name pop up on my phone recently. It’s been a few months at least. I don’t blame him for being distant, but I hope he’ll see me.

I’ve been going to therapy. My therapist thinks I used to steal to feel control over something in my life since I was living as a man when I was really a woman. I haven’t stolen in over a year, and I finally feel confident I’ll never do it again.

I’m Delma.

I’m as sexy and as womanly as I’d been hoping to feel over the years but never could. My breasts are mine. I still have a penis between my legs, but it doesn’t take away from my femininity. It doesn’t stop people from seeing me as a woman when I pass them on the sidewalk or stand behind them in line at the store.

My dreams have come true, but my heart has yet to heal. I thought for sure I would be over Randy after a year, but his face is the one I see when I close my eyes. He's the man I think about when I wake up in the morning.

I don’t know if I’ll stay in Springdale or if I’ll sell my farm and house and return to Los Angeles or maybe even move to Miami. I spent a weekend there doing nothing but dancing a few months after my boob job, so it’s a city I will certainly consider if Randy wants nothing to do with me.

Randy has every reason to hate me, and there’s a good chance he’s already moved on, but I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if I didn’t try. Randy’s the love of my life, and I finally trust myself to love him without screwing it up.
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Randy Gray was walking out of the diner when he saw a person across the street who stopped him in his tracks. He stood and stared, sure his mind was playing tricks on him until she waved.

Delma?

Randy’s heart raced faster than it already was, and he’d just had four cups of coffee with breakfast. Luckily he was chewing a piece of gum because all he wanted to do was press his lips against hers.

His woman.

It was wrong what Delma had done as Sarka, but Randy was confident she had her reasons. Nobody was perfect. They could find a way to right her wrongs together. Randy had thought as much since the day Delma packed her bags and left for Los Angeles.

Randy took a breath and told himself to tamp down the excitement. Maybe Delma had only come to say goodbye for a second time. Maybe she was in town collecting her belongings to continue her life without him.

Delma waited by her car as Randy crossed the street. She smiled brightly, looking fresher than ever. She was wearing a cream dress that beat against her knees from the breeze.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” Randy replied in a breath, still unable to believe his eyes. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to see you. I remember you like to eat here for breakfast, and I was hoping I would catch you.”

“You caught me,” Randy said with a laugh. “Are you here to stay, or are you just passing through?”

“Guess that depends on what the man I love says.”

A wave of jealousy hit Randy until he realized that he was the man Delma loved, and damn if he didn’t love her. He still had pictures of them together that he would stare at when he felt lonely.

“Have you… stopped?” he asked, terrified to hear the answer.

“Haven’t lifted anything with a five-finger discount since before I left. Those days are behind me. I had to be sure before I came back, but I would understand if you’ve moved on. I never expected you to wait.”

Randy felt lighter, but there was so much that could happen in a year. Randy had buried himself with work and movies and mystery novels, but Delma could have been with countless men.

“What about you? Have you… moved on?”

Delma smiled and shook her head. “There were a few dates, but none of those men were you. I need to know what’s going to happen with us before I can ever think about moving on with someone else.”

Randy stepped forward and squeezed Delma’s side before planting a firm kiss on her lips. Everyone had darkness in their past, but Randy felt confident he and Delma could create a brighter future as their kiss lingered. All the visions he’d had of them growing old together and bettering the community together came rushing back, and his kiss grew more intense.

Delma matched Randy’s intensity, and they were quickly getting carried away in a parking lot on Main Street. Delma broke the kiss as her cock grew stiffer. She didn’t want it making a tent in her dress.

“Looks like you’ve caught me,” Delma said in a breath.

“Probably not in the way you expected,” Randy said.

Delma shook her head. “No, but it’s much better this way.”

“I agree. Thank you for coming back to me.”

“There’s nowhere else I would rather be,” Delma said and gave Randy a long hug before he had to take off to finish his shift.
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I spend the day at the farmhouse and at my place in the city. There are still the faintest remnants of ash from when I burned all of Sarka’s things, but seeing those reminded me of how far she is from my present life. I’m no longer that woman, and I’ll never be her again. Now that I’m fully Delma, it’s like peace has washed over me.

It will take a lot to make up for my terrible deeds, but I will do better one day at a time. I will cherish every moment I have outside of jail because not everyone gets the chance. Most people would be locked up for doing what I’ve done, but I’ve left no evidence, and I’ll never make a full confession.

I stand in front of the mirror, wearing a black skirt and a pink blouse. I have it unbuttoned down to my bra to show off my girls. My loves. The roundness of my chest that makes me feel more complete than robbing safes ever could. I have on a light layer of makeup, and my hair is all natural.

I’ve spent the past year growing it out, and it finally hangs down to my shoulders, but I curled it after my shower, so it’s hanging down to my jawline. I turn away from the mirror and grab my purse before driving across town to Randy’s.

He grabs my hand when he opens the door and leads me to his patio in the back. I gasp when I see the romantic dinner that he’s prepared for us. He might have bought everything on his way home from work, but he’s taken the time to put the food on platters and light a candle at the center of the table.

“You did this?” I ask.

“I’m so happy to have you home, Delma. I thought we should celebrate. Make yourself comfortable, and I’ll grab the wine from the fridge.”

I sit at the table and suck in a sharp breath of fresh air. Randy has a large plot of land where his neighbors can’t see us. I stare at the patio’s banister where we first made love, and all I want is to do it all over again. Randy returns with the bottle of white wine and pours me a glass. We serve ourselves and chat about how the weather has been in town.

“It’s so great having you home,” he says.

“You don’t know how much I’ve missed it here.”

“So, how are you feeling? You had surgery and everything?”

“Yeah, just these,” I say and squeeze my breasts between my arms. “Also some stuff with my face, and I’ve been taking hormones.”

“You seem happy,” he says.

“I am. What about you? How have you been?”

“Keeping myself busy with work. Sarka has pretty much become a cold case since there’s next to no evidence, and she hasn’t caused any harm in the past year.”

“I’m glad she’s been behaving herself,” I say with a smirk. There’s a long pause, and I know what he’s thinking. “Are you sure you can forgive my past?”

“I already have, but we won’t be together if Sarka strikes again,” he says without hesitation.

I don’t love the ultimatum, but I would say the same if I were in his shoes, and the pain of not having Randy is greater than any gains I get from stealing. It’s time I lead a different life and use my talents for good. Teach self defense. Tell people how to protect their homes and businesses from thieves. I couldn’t imagine myself wanting to help others a year ago, but it’s my calling now.

“I respect that.”

“To a better future,” Randy says and lifts his glass.

I mimic his words and clink my glass with his. We take a sip as we stare at each other, but it’s been so long since a man has properly touched me, and I’m dying to feel Randy.

“What if we recreate the past?” I ask after setting my glass on the table, staring at the banister behind Randy.

Randy glances over his shoulder and smirks when he meets my gaze. “I wouldn’t be opposed. What about the food?”

“That’s why there are ovens and microwaves,” I say and walk over to Randy.

I kiss him fiercely before dropping to my knees. I stare up at Randy as I unhook his jeans and pull them to his feet. We don’t bother keeping on any lingerie or clothes this time as our bodies collide. I suck his dick. He licks my nipples. Then Randy fucks me until I’m cumming all over his floorboards just like I did a year ago, and I’ve never felt more at home.

We curl up on the patio after our lovemaking, sticky and naked, without a care in the world. I doubt anyone could see us unless they really tried, and Randy must think the same because we sit there with our backs against the banister and feed each other the cold food from the table. We sip our wine and kiss between bites.

“I’m so happy you’re home,” Randy says and places his hand on my thigh.

“I’m here to stay,” I say and squeeze my man.

“Good.”

Randy lifts his arm and puts it over my shoulder. I rest my head on his firm chest. We sit on the patio a bit longer and enjoy the breeze on our exposed skin, content to let the time pass without worrying now that we’re back together.
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