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    FRESH NEW LOOK 
 
    Mitch’s sister, Hailey, has always been there to bail him out of trouble, saving his ass more times than he can count. But this time, Mitch messed with the wrong gangster. Now, there are trained killers out looking for him. So of course, he goes to his sister for help.  
 
    Mitch’s case seems hopeless, but Hailey has one idea: transform Mitch into a woman until the whole thing blows over—assuming it ever blows over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I can’t count the number of times my sister, Hailey, had bailed me out—one time she even literally bailed me out, after I was caught by the police, breaking into a teacher’s house to put saran wrap over his toilet seat. It was a simple, silly prank, but that didn’t stop the cops from charging me for breaking and entering. I would have been thrown out of school, too, had it not been for my sister, who sweet talked the principal into letting me stay. I don’t know how she did it, all she told me was, “I’m not proud of what I did—and now you owe me one.” Thank God she never asked me to return the favour. 
 
    She always seemed to be there as soon as I got into trouble, and she always knew how to save my ass. I made the mistake of hitting on a girl at a bar—whose boyfriend was some semi-famous UFC fighter, who dragged me by the hair out to the parking lot. Hailey showed up seconds before I got a broken nose and probably broken lots of other things. The guy’s arms were like tree trunks. But Hailey pulled the guy aside and talked to him, managed to calm him down, which none of my other buddies had been able to do. So I walked away from that bar without a scratch on me.  
 
    “One of these days I won’t be around to save your ass,” Hailey always said to me, and she was probably right. After all, we were just months away from moving out and going away to different colleges. Hailey was going to Oregon, I was going to New York—a few thousand miles of separation—too much of a drive to swing by the police station to put up bail. I’d been meaning to get a grip of my life and start cleaning up my act—and I was doing a good job, too, until I met Mike. 
 
    Mike was a new guy in town, and everyone loved him. I started talking to him at a bar about a hockey game that was on the TV. We both liked the same team, and he knew his shit. By the end of the game, there were three women hanging over him and he was buying them expensive drinks like it was nothing. “What do you do for a living?” I asked, and he just smiled. 
 
    “Want to see my place?” he asked, so we finished our drinks and got into a cab destined for his house, along with two very beautiful girls that looked like they wanted Mike, but would settle for me if it made Mike happy. 
 
    Mike’s house was insane—four stories on ten acres, with a giant swimming pool in the back that lit up. “Okay, now you really need to tell me what you do for a living,” I said. “And tell me how I can get in on it.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you later,” he said. Whatever he did, he didn’t want to tell me in front of the girls. I knew right away that he was some sort of gang guy, maybe part of the mafia. He was too young to have made all of his money legitimately. He must have been involved with drugs or prostitution. 
 
    We each fucked our girl and then we went up to his study and smoked a couple of cigars. “Want to know what I do?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “More than anything.” 
 
    He was silent, keeping me in suspense as his grin grew larger and larger. “You have to promise not to tell anyone,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, fine, tell me what you do,” I said. His delaying was starting to make me angry. I was never fond of braggadocios, arrogant people. But I liked the idea of making lots of money and I was extremely curious to know how Mike did it. So I bit my tongue and waited through his torturous teasing. 
 
    “I steal from charities,” he said, and then he started to laugh uncontrollably, as if it was the punch line of a joke—and I thought it was, so I started laughing with him. 
 
    “But seriously, what do you do?” I asked. 
 
    He looked at me curiously. “I just told you,” he said, and I suddenly realized it wasn’t a joke, he really did steal from charities. He even went on to explain the process: he used a simple piece of software that was able to hack into the charities’ bank accounts (a piece of software he developed himself) and he would take small amounts out, a few times every day, that wouldn’t be noticed, from nearly a thousand different charities. “I probably make close to ten grand a day, and they have no idea.” He showed me his computer, as it was withdrawing from a children’s cancer charity. I felt a combination of nausea and anger. I wanted to beat his ass, but he was much bigger than me and probably would have destroyed me.  
 
    “What’s wrong with you?” he said, as if what he was doing was completely normal and totally understandable.  
 
    “Nothing,” I said, biting my tongue. 
 
    “I’m going to sleep. You’re welcome to stay the night,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    He showed me up to one of his many, very luxurious guestrooms, and told me to make myself comfortable. About an hour after he went off to sleep, I got up. I went to his computer, which he’d left open and logged in. It was still running, still skimming money from the charity bank accounts. I spent about fifteen minutes examining the program. I wasn’t much of a tech person, but the software was made ridiculously simply, with big buttons, as if designed for a child. In the top corner was his bank balance: $16,030,141. There were three main buttons: Begin automatic transfers, halt automatic transfers, and custom transfer. I clicked on custom transfer.  
 
    It gave me a list of charities. I clicked on the Children’s Cancer Research Fund, and it asked me how much I would like to withdraw. I did a little experiment, entering ‘-$100’. Sure enough, one-hundred dollars disappeared from that top corner, from Mike’s bank balance. So I did the same thing again, this time putting in ‘-16,030,041’. Two seconds later, his entire bank account was gone, and the number in the corner read ‘$0’. I clicked the halt transaction button for each charity (which took a long time), and then I went home.  
 
    When I woke up the next morning, I thought about calling the police, but I was afraid I would get myself implicated, so instead, I sent an anonymous e-mail to a few of the different charities I remembered from his list, letting them know what was happening, and I asked them to notify the other charities.  
 
    And for the next few weeks, life went on as usual, as if nothing had ever happened. At least, everything seemed normal, until I was awoken one night by the muffled sound of breaking glass.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I got up and quietly made my way into the hallway. It was dark, but I didn’t want to turn on a light and give away my position, in case there really was an intruder in the house. I crept down the hall and peeked around the corner. There was someone standing in our living room, with a black mask on his face and a gun in his hand. He had his back to me. I was frozen with fear for a moment, and then the man started to turn around and adrenaline started to pump through my veins. I hopped back quietly and scurried back to my room. 
 
    I called the police and whispered my address to the dispatch woman. Then I could hear the man coming down the hall. I pressed my back to my locked door, in case he tried to kick it in, but then I thought about my sister, and my parents. Their rooms were almost definitely unlocked. What about them? Should I shout? Should I run out and try to scare the man off? I couldn’t possibly just hide myself in my room and let them fend for themselves. I needed to think quickly. 
 
    I had an idea. I ran to my laptop and quickly hooked it up to my speaker system. I did a quick internet search for siren noises, and then I turned my volume down to zero before playing them. Then, as the intruder tried my door handle, I started to slowly turn up the volume of my speakers.  
 
    The intruder gave my door a good few tugs and then he froze, the sounds of the sirens getting louder. “Shit,” I heard him mutter. He gave the door a good kick, trying to break it in, trying to get whatever job he came for over with before the cops showed up. My heart was racing. I jumped across the room and threw my back to the door as quietly as I could, hoping he wouldn’t hear the thud of my body. He gave it another kick, jolting my body. I could hear the door splintering. “God damnit,” he said, and then he backed away from the door.  
 
    “Who’s there?” I heard my dad call out.  
 
    My heart couldn’t possibly start beating any faster. I ran back to my sound system and I cranked the siren noises even louder. And then I heard the back door slam shut and I went to my window and watched as a silhouetted figure darted across our lawn and made off on foot.  
 
    There was nothing stolen—not even my dad’s wallet, which was sitting on the counter, right next to where the man broke in. My sister’s laptop was untouched, which the armed invader must have passed on his way to my room. There was even a hundred dollar bill on the fridge with a sticky note that said, ‘For next month’s electricity bill’. The police didn’t take long before they said, “Whoever broke into your house wasn’t here to rob you.” 
 
    “So why were they here?” my mom asked. 
 
    The cop looked at me. “You said you saw him holding a gun? It wasn’t holstered?” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    The cop looked at my parents. “You don’t have any enemies, do you? Anyone who might want to hurt you? Have you ever been involved in any way with someone you suspect might have been a criminal?” 
 
    My mother looked mortified, and both of my parents were quick to say, “Of course not!” in near unison. My dad had his arms crossed with a big frown on his face. Even if he did have enemies, he was too stubborn too admit it. He even scoffed at the suggestion. “Enemies…” he muttered under his breath. “It was just some crack head looking for a fix. It’s nothing to get worked up over.” He huffed and puffed and then insisted that the police officers stop getting his wife all worried and worked up. “I’m not cancelling our vacation over this,” he said in a matter-of-fact voice, announcing it to everyone in the room, very clearly. 
 
    The police officer looked to Hailey and me. “And the two of you—no enemies? No one who might want to hurt you?” 
 
    “No,” my sister said. I just nodded in agreement with her, the lump in my throat preventing me from making my own response.  
 
    My heart was somewhere deep in my gut. I could feel the blood and colour rushing out from my face. That armed intruder was there to kill me—sent by Mike. There was no doubt in my mind.  
 
    I hadn’t even thought of Mike much after that night at his mansion. I never told him my full name and I never assumed he would know that it was me that screwed around with his program. I don’t know why I didn’t assume someone who had more than sixteen million dollars wouldn’t have the means to track someone down, and I suppose it was quite obvious that it was me, seeing as I was the only person he showed his computer to the night all of his money vanished.  
 
    It was probably pretty stupid to assume he wouldn’t continue to come after me until I was dead. There was nothing I could offer up in exchange for what I did to him—I didn’t have anything worth a thousand dollars, never mind sixteen million. Even my family’s entire, combined net-worth was probably under a million dollars. I was totally doomed. 
 
    My sister was looking over at me curiously. My face must have been so pale and my eyes must have been so wide. She could tell there was something I wasn’t saying. She waited until the police were gone before confronting me in my bedroom about it. “What do you know, Mitch? What didn’t you tell the police?” she asked. 
 
    I thought of keeping it a secret, but I was overwhelmed by guilt—guilt that I was putting her life in danger as well as my own. And Hailey had always been able to figure out my problems for me—to be fair, I’d never had a problem quite like this one. I would have taken a beating by a UFC fighter to get out of this one—I would have spent my week in jail and paid the hefty fines to clear things up with Mike. So I told my sister everything, and I watched her face turn white as she listened.  
 
    “They’re going to kill you,” she said, as if I didn’t already know it.  
 
    “We should just tell the police, right?” I said. 
 
    She stared at me, trying to process all of the details I’d just dumped on her. “Was it this Mike guy who broke into our house?” she asked. 
 
    “No, Mike was taller, and broader,” I said. 
 
    We went online to see what we could find out about Mike. Apparently, he’d been arrested a week earlier after an investigation into his charity scams—arrested a week before the break-in. “I don’t think it will matter if we tell the police,” my sister said. She bit her bottom lip and looked at me as if she was looking right at a dead man. She was right, with Mike already behind bars, it probably didn’t matter. He had his connections and he could apparently operate just fine from inside the slammer.  
 
    “So what the hell am I supposed to do?” I said. 
 
    My sister’s eyes grew wide. “I have an idea.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The next morning, my parents left for their month-long vacation to Europe, which they’d been planning for over a year. I don’t know whether my dad really did believe the intruder was just some drug addict, looking for a fix, or if he just really wanted to go on his vacation and he didn’t want some murderer to spoil it for him. Even though he was quite possibly the most stubborn man on the planet, he must have considered the possibility the killer would come back, so before he left, he had a fairly expensive security system installed, and he put new, stronger locks on all of the doors. Before leaving for the airport, he told us, “Be sure to keep your bedroom doors locked when you go to bed.” 
 
    A few hours after my parents took off, my sister brought me into her bedroom. “We can’t take any risks,” she said.  
 
    I looked around. On her bed, a number of girly outfits had been laid out. On the floor next to the bed was a line of women’s shoes. Across the room, on her desk, was a wig and a prepped makeup kit.  
 
    “What’s all this?” I asked. 
 
    “Until we find a way to get this Mike guy off of your back, you need to disappear,” she said. 
 
    “Okay, so what’s all this?” I said again.  
 
    She smiled. “This is going to be your new persona.” She turned and motioned towards the sprawl of dresses and skirts. “I was thinking your new name could be Jess. What do you think? I think it has a good ring to it.” 
 
    My heart stuttered. “You want me to dress up like a girl?” 
 
    “No, I want you to be a girl. Mitch, someone broke into our house with a gun and tried to kill you. This is a matter of life or death. Unless you have a better idea, then I suggest you put on the wig.” 
 
    “Can’t I just get a fake moustache and dye my hair a different colour?” I said. 
 
    She shook her head. “That’s what they’re going to assume you’ll do. We need to think one step ahead of them. It won’t be so bad. Now c’mon.” She walked over to the desk and picked up the wig—made from long, brunette hair. She tossed it over to me. “Put it on,” she said, “and let’s get started.”  
 
    I put the stupid wig on my head. It seemed way too long, nearly touching my butt when I leaned my head back. It made me look like a crazy person, especially with the beard I’d started growing a few weeks before. I looked a little bit like Charles Manson, after he’d been locked up for a few years. “You need to shave,” my sister said. 
 
    “You think?” I went to the bathroom and got shaved, doing a few passes with the razor to make sure I was shaving as close to the skin as possible, so I wouldn’t end up looking like the bearded lady. The shave alone made a world of difference. I’d always had a ‘baby face’ with soft, smooth features. My sister insisted I let her pluck my eyebrows, to make them look more “feminine,” as she put it. She reminded me there was an angry criminal who wanted me dead, so I let her pluck away. I couldn’t help but notice the grin on her face as she worked the tweezers, getting a kick out of sissifying her brother. “You’ve got great eyebrows,” she said. “I’m jealous.” 
 
    She turned a mirror towards me, and I have to say, with just the few little adjustments we’d made, I already kind of looked like a chick. 
 
    “I’m going to teach you how to put on your makeup. I can’t do it for you every morning, so pay close attention,” Hailey said, holding up a little nude-coloured tube of something or another. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” I said. 
 
    “I’m serious. This is what will make you truly unrecognizable—not just to Mike and his gang, but to our neighbours and our friends.” My gut turned. I hadn’t even thought about being out in public, possibly being seen by people I knew, and God forbid recognized. Not only was it dangerous to be recognized (who knows if any of my friends know Mike or someone in his gang), but it would be painfully humiliating, especially because I couldn’t exactly explain why I was dressed up like a girl without giving away my cover. 
 
    Hailey explained every little makeup supply in great detail. There were so many things, they all started to blur together after a while. “Can’t I just have a natural look?” I asked. 
 
    She sighed. “Natural look is one of the hardest to pull off,” she explained. She made me do a trial run, watching me closely to make sure I’d been paying attention to her lecture. I didn’t even make it fifteen seconds before she had to stop me. “Why are you putting the concealer on? What did I tell you goes on first?” she said, but I couldn’t remember. There was too much information. How do girls remember all this shit?  
 
    It got even more complicated. Once I had all of my makeup on, Hailey pulled a drawer open and pulled out a bunch of tools with long cords attached to them. “Now let’s do your hair. I’m thinking loose waves. What do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know what that means,” I said. 
 
    She shook her head. “You know, you’re going to need to know all of this stuff. These are the kinds of things that girls talk about, and you’re going to stick out like a sore thumb if you aren’t privy.” She showed me the difference between a straightener, a curling iron, and a crimper. She explained that the straightener could be used to curl hair as well, with the right technique, and then she showed me. It was actually quite simple, and the effect looked nice. We used one of her bigger crimpers to make nice, big waves in my hair that gave me a sort of country-girl look. 
 
    It gave me an idea, to try out a makeup style I’d seen girls sporting down at the country bar near out house: dark eyeliner with a dark smoky effect around the eye, and plenty of lip gloss. Getting the eyeliner just right was the hardest part—making smooth lines isn’t as easy as you would imagine, especially when you’re trying to make them bold and thick. But after a few attempts, I got the look down nicely, and I actually looked pretty good.  
 
    “Now get undressed and let’s see what looks good on you.” I stripped down to my boxers and waited for Hailey to toss me my first dress. I felt like a vulnerable idiot, standing half-naked in my sister’s bedroom, waiting to try on her clothes, while she watched no less. I felt even more vulnerable when she tossed me the lacy black panties and said, “Put those on first.” 
 
    “Why?” I said, feeling suddenly defensive, as if the panties were the final toe across the line. I couldn’t put on women’s panties! The thought alone was deranged and perverted, leaving a nausea growling deep in my gut. 
 
    “You need to wear something discreet under your clothes,” she said. She explained that boxers would bunch up and be plainly visible against the tight dresses and the leggings she wanted me to try on. “And if anyone were to see up your skirt, you would look totally ridiculous,” she said.  
 
    So I turned my back to her, slipped down my boxers, and I stepped into the tight panties—and they really were tight, squashing my dick and balls firmly against my body. I couldn’t seem to keep my balls in the thin strip of fabric that the panties offered. It took a few adjustments to find the sweet spot, and even still, a sliver of my ball sack hung out the side. “Don’t you have anything with more coverage?” I asked. 
 
    “That is the pair with more coverage,” she said with a smirk. “And by the way, you need to start practising your girl voice. I don’t want to hear anymore of this manly voice—it’s actually kind of creepy, with you all dressed up like that.” 
 
    There was a cold pressure in my chest. I hadn’t even thought about doing a voice—but now that she mentioned it, it was so obvious. I had to bite my tongue and take a few deep breaths before I was able to swallow my pride and try on a voice. “How does this sound?” I said reluctantly. 
 
    “It sounds awful,” she said, cringing and turning her head slightly away from me. “Keep trying different things.” 
 
    “Like what? How’s about this?” I said, trying a different inflection. 
 
    “It’s still pretty rough, but better. Maybe don’t force your voice so high. What girl has a voice that high?” 
 
    I cleared my throat and tried yet another voice. This one got a raised eyebrow out of her. “Not bad, not bad,” she said. She gave me a few tips, and we continued to work on the voice for the rest of the night. Occasionally, she would say, “That was perfect. Keep doing that,” and then I would lose it a few seconds later, unable to remember what exactly I’d done differently. But those occasional moments were becoming more and more, and by the end of the night, the voice started to feel pretty natural. 
 
    I tried on a series of dresses, skirts, leggings, blouses, sweaters, and tank-tops. Hailey gave me one of her old bras (we had to make some DIY modifications to it to make it fit) that she had when she was younger, before her breasts started to develop. I laughed as I looked at the thing in my hands, with its cups heavily padded with gel inserts. “What?” she said. “The other girls got boobs before me and I wanted to fit in. It’s not like anyone could tell the difference.” I tried the bra on, and it looked surprisingly good, even without clothes covering it up. Somehow, it even gave the illusion of genuine cleavage, or maybe that was just my subconscious filling in the details. 
 
    Wearing a little black dress and a pair of black heels (embarrassingly enough, my feet were about the same size as Hailey’s), I stepped back and took a full look at myself in the mirror. “I think this is really going to work,” Hailey said, looking about as stunned as me. 
 
    I could hardly believe what I was seeing: a pretty woman—but it was me. The beautiful lady in the mirror moved as I moved, as if she was my reflection, because she was my reflection. Mike and his cronies would never be able to recognize me—not in a thousand years. I didn’t even recognize myself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    The very next day, Hailey and I went to the mall together. She called it “woman training,” but I was fairly certain she was just looking for an excuse to go shopping. “Women love shopping, so it’s important that you learn to love shopping,” she said. I hated shopping. Whenever I needed something from the mall, I would make a point of parking as close to the store I needed as possible, and I was in and out within minutes. There was nothing more tedious than browsing through stores, gazing through shop windows, trying on clothes—especially ones you have no intention of buying. But that was what we were at the mall to do. 
 
    I did my best to pretend like I was having a good time, but in reality, I was in pain. She had me in a pair of white, strappy heels, and although they looked super cute, they hurt like hell, especially after two hours of aimless wandering. We went into just about every store, save for the video game store and the hunting gear store (the only two stores I actually wanted to go into). Hailey had me trying on everything—we didn’t go into a store without her finding a half-dozen items she thought would look “super cute” on me. In her defence, a few of the items did look ridiculously adorable on me. 
 
    There was one skirt in particular that I liked so much, I even bought (I figured if I was going to be a woman for the foreseeable future, I might as well wear clothes I liked). It was white with big pleats and a lacy lining. I don’t know what drew me to it—maybe I thought it would compliment my country-girl style that was quickly developing itself.  
 
    I bought a few other items: a couple of tank-tops, a sexy red dress, and a pair of black heels. I also bought myself some of my own panties, which were surprisingly sexy. There was a pair of fishnet stockings I really wanted to buy, but I pretended not to notice—what would Hailey think if I started admiring lingerie? 
 
    Was I getting carried away with the whole female persona, or was I doing what I was supposed to be doing? The more in character I got, the safer I was from being recognized, right? At least, that’s what I kept telling myself. 
 
    We were walking up to our front door when we both noticed a man standing at our front step. He had short hair and a thicker build, much like a stereotypical army guy. We watched him ring the doorbell a few times as we made our approach. A chill ran through my body. “Let’s keep walking,” I said. 
 
    “Why? Is that Mike?” my sister asked. 
 
    “No, but I don’t know who it is.” 
 
    The man turned around and looked at us. After a few seconds, he waved. “Hey!” he called out, as we walked by our house. 
 
    We didn’t have much choice. We both stopped. 
 
    “Hey, you’re Hailey, right?” the man said. 
 
    “Sorry. Do I know you?” Hailey asked. 
 
    “My name’s Kent. We met once at a party, a few years back.” 
 
    My sister’s eyes narrowed and then she shook her head. “I’m sorry, I don’t remember.”  
 
    He laughed. “I was a lot smaller back then, with longer hair. This is your place, right?” he asked. 
 
    Hailey looked at me and then back to the man. “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “I’m looking for your brother. We used to be good friends until I moved away a couple years ago. I’m back in town and was hoping to touch base, see how things were going,” he said, and then my heart sunk into my gut. I’d never seen the man in my life. I’d never even met a Kent before. This guy had red-flag written all over him. My sister looked at me and I did my best to keep my cool while casually shrugging to let my sister know I had no idea who the stranger was.  
 
    Hailey turned back to the guy. “My brother moved out a while back—to a different state.”  
 
    “Really? Which state? How long ago was this?” 
 
    “A few months ago.” 
 
    “And sorry, which state did he move to?” 
 
    My sister was silent for a moment. “Arizona,” she said, “for school.” 
 
    “Arizona’s a beautiful state, I bet he’s really happy there. Hey—I’m going to be in Arizona in a couple of months. Think I could grab his number from you? Or better yet, his address? Maybe I’ll just pop in and surprise him. We go way back.” 
 
    “I don’t have it handy, but why don’t you give me your number and I’ll text it to you,” she said. 
 
    The man was silent for a moment. He stared at my sister with slightly narrowed eyes, as if his brain was just catching on. He looked over at me for a moment. I was taking slow, steady breaths, trying to regain control of my excited heart rate, trying to look as cool and calm as humanly possible. My eyes drifted down to his chest, where there was a slight bulge on his left side. A gun, possibly? He looked back at my sister. “You know what, I can probably just look him up on Facebook or whatever. Thanks though.” He stuffed his hands into his pockets and he took off. 
 
    Once he was out of sight, we went inside. “I’m really going to have to move out of the state, aren’t I? Maybe even out of the country.” 
 
    “No, we’ll think of something. They’ll give up sooner or later.” 
 
    “But when? And how will we know it’s safe for me to go out as me again?” 
 
    My sister just stared at me in silence. I could tell that even she was starting to think I should leave the country. They would never find me in Canada or Mexico, especially if I changed my name and saved up some money for a nose job—maybe invested in some colour contact lenses. But I didn’t want to live in Mexico or Canada, and I didn’t want to spend my life looking over my shoulder. I wanted to put an end to it all—to the constant fear.  
 
    I didn’t sleep that night. I hadn’t slept much the night before, or even the night before that. It was starting to get to me. I couldn’t think straight without my mind wandering. I started thinking I really should just get up and leave the country—not tell anyone where I’m going, not even my sister. I could make a fake persona, delete all of my online profiles, and be a beach bum for the rest of my life. It didn’t sound like the worst compromise ever—I hear Guatemala is pretty nice all year round. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was becoming increasingly paranoid—understandably so. I sat by my bedroom window with my curtains mostly closed. Every time someone walked by our house, I would sink down and my heart would begin to race. Whenever someone would look over at our house, my hands would begin to shake. A few days went by, but the issue only got worse.  
 
    That man who called himself Kent came by again, knocking at the door. My sister was out with some friends and I was home alone. I nearly threw up. I went to my bed and grabbed the knife that I’d been keeping under my pillow. Kent walked around the house and looked in through the windows before leaving. I was a trembling mess for a good hour. If he broke into the house and saw me, even in my female disguise (which I kept on all day and night), would he kill me? What if he broke in and my sister was home—would he kill her? 
 
    I needed to get out of the house, so I made my way down to the bar, a few blocks away. I was desperate for something to take the edge off—anything. But as I stepped into the bar, a news segment started to play on the television, with Mike’s mug prominently featured. Apparently some new evidence had surfaced and he was now facing life in prison. Unsurprisingly, he had been accused of ordering a hit on someone who was found dead just a few weeks later. They showed the victim, who coincidentally looked a lot like me.  
 
    I wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved Mike might be locked up for the rest of his life, or anxious at the fact he’d successfully murdered people before. 
 
    I took a seat at the end of the bar, away from the crowd of regulars who were chatting and drinking and dancing. The bartender came by and I ordered a double whisky, neat. I needed it. 
 
    I finished the drink quickly and then I ordered another. As soon as the liquor worked its way into my system, I relaxed just a little bit for the first time in many days. So far, everyone had been fooled by my feminine disguise—everyone at the mall, everyone in the streets, even everyone in the bar. A guy took a seat next to me, bought my third drink for me, and then started to tell me how beautiful I was, and how couldn’t believe such beauty could exist in such a town. It was sweet, but he was drunk, and a bit too forward for my taste.  
 
    I entertained his conversation. It was nice to talk to a stranger about something that wasn’t Mike and my threatened life. The man was an oil worker who was currently on his week off before heading back up to the oil rigs. He was recently divorced, no kids, and he loved to talk about his gun collection. “Do you like guns?” he asked. 
 
    “I can’t say I know much about them,” I said. 
 
    “Have you ever fired a gun?” he asked. 
 
    “Can’t say I have.” 
 
    “Want to fire one of mine?” he said, lowering his voice and leaning in close. I couldn’t tell if he was talking about a firearm or his cock. I thought it was cute, so I smiled. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. 
 
    He wrote his phone number down for me, and said, “Call me and we can go shooting.” He paid his tab and staggered out of the establishment, leaving me once again alone at the bar.  
 
    I have to admit, the attention I got as a lady was nice. Sure, the free booze didn’t hurt, but the real treat was all of the compliments. It goes without saying that men treat you differently when you’ve got a pair of tits. I’d lost count of the number of times men bought me drinks, gave up their seats on buses, held doors for me… I could probably count the number of times someone held a door for me as a man on a single hand. Even the little things, like the smiling—as Mitch, no one ever smiled at me, unless they were slightly insane. There were things I was going to miss when it all blew over—if it all blew over. 
 
    I still could see no end in sight, no way of making things right with Mike. As I sat at that bar, I racked my brain for a solution—what could I possibly do, short of leaving the country? 
 
    I got up to use the bathroom—which I would also miss if I ever got to return to being a man (the girl’s bathroom was like a palace ballroom compared to the men’s)—and when I came back, a couple of men had taken the booth behind my seat at the bar. As I approached, I recognized one of the men: it was Kent. I took my seat and quickly turned my head away, before he recognized me. 
 
    I had to give my heart a moment to calm down, so I could hear anything over the sound of it thudding against my ribcage. I recognized his voice. “I know the bitch lied to me. But I’ve been watching the pitch for days now and home base just isn’t coming out.” 
 
    “You sure home base is even there?” 
 
    “I’m starting to think maybe he’s not. But where else could he be? I tried his friends—they haven’t heard from him for a while.” 
 
    “So he’s totally MIA?” 
 
    “Yeah. Had Hector not fucked up the first pitch, we would already be out of this shithole town. I can’t go home empty-handed, man. Not again.” Their baseball lingo wasn’t too hard to decipher.  
 
    “If he’s really MIA, just tell Mike you got him to strike out. Mike’s behind bars now, and it’s looking like for good—didn’t you hear? He won’t know whether the hitter struck out or not.” 
 
    “He’s still got eyes on the playing field.” 
 
    “Look man, if you can’t find him, no one will be able to find him. And once they ship Mike off to maximum security, he’s going to lose his eyes on the playing field. Besides, the guy has no money. Francis said he went to cash a cheque the other day for a few G’s and it bounced.” 
 
    “Yeah, well I already cashed my cheque and it cleared, so that’s no excuse for me. I have to finish the game. I won’t be able to sleep at night knowing I forfeited early.” 
 
    “There anyone else on the job? Competitive contract?” 
 
    “No, just me and Hector. We got full rights, the hitter’s all ours. And seeing as Hector had to skip, it’s all on me now. I’m going to do it—I’ll find the little prick one way or another.” 
 
    “I guess that’s up to you. But if you want my two cents, I say take the money and run.” 
 
    The men turned their attention up to the hockey game playing on the television and they started talking about hockey. As far as I could tell, there were no more metaphors or hidden messages; they were just hockey fans as well as trained assassins.  
 
    If what the men were saying was true, there was a small sliver of hope. With Mike broke, he couldn’t afford another hit man, which meant I only needed to survive the one. And if I could keep tabs on him, then I would know when I could finally go back to being myself. All I had to do was stay hidden long enough for the guy to lose his patience and leave. He wasn’t even from our town. 
 
    Or better yet, if I could convince him to leave… How could I do it? Ask nicely? Scare him into leaving—tell him the police were going around asking for him. But would he believe me, or would it just implicate my feminine persona into this who debacle? Or what if I got him arrested? If I could get him on tape admitting to being a hit man, I could take the tape to the police along with his picture. It was a long shot, but it was the only shot I had. 
 
    I turned my phone’s recorder on and placed it discreetly on the edge of the bar, facing the criminal duo. But even if I caught them speaking in their baseball slang, it wouldn’t be enough to incriminate them. I needed to get them to speak openly and honestly. But how could I do it? 
 
    I had an idea. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was exhausted and it was getting late. The hit men were still going strong, still watching the hockey game, still pounding back drink after drink. The topic of my murder never came up again, but at one point they did mention Mike’s full name, which could have been used as a small piece of evidence to link them to the incarcerated criminal. I needed more. 
 
    When Kent got up to use the bathroom, I took a deep breath. I gave him fifteen seconds, and then I followed, waiting around the bend from the bathrooms, out of sight from his friend. My heart was racing—I was going to confront him. He’d probably studied photos of my face—and even though he hadn’t recognized me the first time we came face to face, who was to say he wouldn’t this time, when I actually opened my mouth to speak to him? 
 
    I heard the bathroom door open. I took another deep breath, and then I turned around the corner, timing my plan perfectly. I bumped into him. “Oh, I’m sorry,” I said, putting my hands on his hips as if to stabilize myself from falling over. He smiled.  
 
    “No worries, cupcake,” he said, and then as he was about to start again for his table, he paused. “I’ve seen you before.” 
 
    I looked at him for a moment, counting the seconds in my head. And then I said, “You’re Hailey’s friend, right? Or—her brother’s friend.”  
 
    His sly smile appeared crooked. “That’s right. You’re Hailey’s friend,” he said. “You were with her the other day.” 
 
    I walked up to him and extended my hand. “Jess,” I said. “Did you end up getting in touch with Mitch?” 
 
    “No, but I’m definitely going to hit him up next time I’m in Arizona.”  His grin grew bigger. 
 
    “How long have you known Mitch for?” I asked. 
 
    “A long time. We go way back. Do you know him well?” 
 
    “Pretty well,” I said. “He used to hang out with Hailey and me quite a bit. I just talked to him the other day on the phone. He’s taking a few of the same college courses as me.” 
 
    Kent’s eyes lit up. “You talked to him, huh? What college is he going to?” 
 
    “U of A,” I said. 
 
    “And what course is he taking?” 
 
    “Engineering,” I said, spitting out the first thing that came to mind. 
 
    “Ah, he always said he wanted to go into engineering. Good for him. I can’t wait to see him. I should get back to my buddy.” He turned around and started to make his way back down the hall, back towards the bar.  
 
    I jogged up to him and stopped him. “You know, I used to hang out with Mitch and a lot of Mitch’s friends, but I don’t remember ever seeing you,” I said. 
 
    “Really? Weird—Mitch and I hung out all the time. We went to all the same parties. I used to be a lot shorter, and my hair used to be longer. Maybe if you saw a picture of me, you’d recognize me.” 
 
    “I feel like it would be hard not to remember your face, seeing as you’re so…” 
 
    “So what?” he said. 
 
    I bit my lip and smiled. “Handsome,” I said. 
 
    I watched his eyes light up again. His cheeks turned red. “Is Mitch like your boyfriend now or something?” he said. 
 
    “Just friends. I’m going to talk to him this weekend though—if you’ve got any embarrassing stories, I’d love to throw them in his face.” 
 
    He laughed deeply. “Embarrassing stories? I’ve got tons. Hell, he’s probably got tons on me, too. But hey, when you talk to him this weekend, do me a favour: don’t mention me to him—I want to surprise him when I get to Arizona. If you tell him I came around asking about him, it would ruin the surprise, you know?” 
 
    “No worries at all—consider it done.” I took a step closer to him. “You mind if I feel your muscles. I’ve been staring at them this whole time—they’re driving me up the wall!” I put my hand on his arm and ran it down. He was surprisingly ripped—his arms feeling like large slabs of warm stone. “You must work out a lot.” 
 
    “A bit, I guess,” he said, his cheeks becoming redder. 
 
    “What do you lift?” 
 
    “I can bench three-fifty,” he said. 
 
    “Is that a lot?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged. “It’s about three of you.” 
 
    I laughed. “You must be strong.”  
 
    He bit his bottom lip and checked out my body. My attempt at flirting with him—my first attempt at flirting in my life—was so far a complete success. “What are you drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “I’ve been drinking gin and tonics, but if I have any more I’ll probably end up broke,” I said. 
 
    “The liquor here is way overpriced. You know, I’ve got a bottle of gin back in my hotel room, if you’re interested in having a couple of drinks for free.” 
 
    “That sounds lovely, but what about your friend.” I found myself feeling Kent’s chest, running my finger down his heavy pecs, and down his rippling abs. I have to say, I was somewhat curious to see what he looked like with his shirt off—to be able to bench three-hundred and fifty pounds—that takes a lot of muscle.  
 
    “He’ll survive,” Kent said. 
 
    If I could get him alone and speaking openly, maybe I could get him to say something he would regret. My recorder was still running in my pocket, still recording every word he said. It was a long shot, but it wasn’t totally out of the question; Mike had admitted his entire scheme to me after only knowing me for a few hours, after all. 
 
    Kent took me out to his car and opened the passenger door for me. “Hop in,” he said. 
 
    My heart was pounding aggressively. I was getting into a car with the man who was looking to kill me. All I had to do was make one little slip—accidentally let my voice slip, nudge my wig out of place—even smearing my makeup could be fatally dangerous. I needed to be extra careful. 
 
    And what was my plan when he wanted to do more than just drink? He was almost certainly expecting sex—was I just hoping he would implicate himself before he got that far, and I could make an escape without him asking any questions? It’s not like I actually had the pussy for him to fuck, or the tits for him to squeeze. If he found out I was really a man, even if he didn’t realize I was Mitch, he would probably still kill me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    When we got to Kent’s motel, he asked me to wait outside for a moment while he went in and “cleaned up a little bit”. One of his neighbours pulled up a moment later and smiled at me as he went into his suite. I looked around the motel. There was a camera pointed right at me. I wondered if it was actually recording, or just there to make sure no one tried to break in. When Kent finally let me in, he apologized. “Sorry, it wasn’t in a very lady-friendly state. I wasn’t expecting any company.” 
 
    “It’s no problem—Looks clean enough to me,” I said. 
 
    He went straight for the liquor, which was conveniently out on a small table next to an old television set. He looked around for cups, and ended up grabbing a little ceramic coffee mug. “I hope this is okay,” he said. 
 
    “It works for me,” I said. I was still feeling buzzed from my drinks at the bar. I needed to be careful not to get too drunk. It was very important that I stay in control. Kent’s eyes were all over my body. I didn’t have long before he tried to make a move, so I needed to get whatever confession I could, and I needed to get it fast. “So what do you do for a living?” I asked. 
 
    He smiled. “Public relations,” he said. 
 
    “Sounds vague,” I said. 
 
    “It is vague. I get hired by different people and different companies to travel around and… fix public relations issues.” 
 
    “So you get to travel? That sounds nice,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not bad. The pay is good.” He motioned for me to take a seat on the edge of the bed. “Feel free to turn on the TV and put on whatever you’d like,” he said. 
 
    “I’m okay with just me and you,” I said, looking into his eyes. He was surprisingly handsome, considering it was his job to murder people. I’d always imagined hit men as blunt-looking, bald-headed, emotionless thugs, but Kent was surprisingly normal—he looked like he could have been an actor or the president of some company. He had a charisma to him that you wouldn’t expect from someone who had very little professional use for such a thing. 
 
    I noticed a black duffle bag on the ground with a shirt draped over it. The bag was bulging, as if filled with heavy, metal objects.  
 
    As I noticed the bag, Kent put his arm over my shoulder. “I usually stay in nicer places than this,” he said. “This job I’m on now, it’s not paying much. I’m doing it more as a favour than anything.”  
 
    “How long are you going to be in town for?” I asked. He looked me in the eyes. He was so close to me—more than close enough to recognize the defining features of my face. As a professional hit man, I could only imagine he was trained in facial recognition. I looked away swiftly as the thought occurred to me. 
 
    “It depends on when I can get the job done—everything okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. You wouldn’t have any ice, would you? For my drink.” 
 
    He looked around. “I can grab some from the icemaker down the hall,” he said, springing up to his feet.  
 
    “Would you?” I said. 
 
    He grabbed the ice bucket and said, “I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    I’d noticed the ice maker when we pulled up to the motel, at the far end of the establishment. I knew that I could buy myself some time by sending him to get some ice—some time to snoop around his room a little bit, trying to find some evidence. As soon as the door shut behind him, I sprung to my feet. I pulled my phone out, switching on my camera, and I went straight for the black duffle bag. I pulled away the covering shirt. The bag wasn’t even zipped closed (stuffed far too full to be able to close), and it was filled with weapons, including what appeared to be a short-barrelled assault rifle, which was a restricted firearm. Was owning a restricted firearm enough of a crime to have Kent put away? Probably not, but my evidence was adding up. 
 
    My heart stuttered. There were hundreds of rounds of ammunition in the bag. How much firepower did he need? You only need one bullet to kill a person—maybe a few spares in case you miss. But hundreds of rounds with various guns? I snapped a photo of the contents and then I replaced the shirt and returned to my seat on the edge of the bed.  
 
    Kent re-entered the room a moment later with a bucket full of ice. He placed it down on the television stand and then brought me a few cubes for my drink, taking a seat next to me. He put his arm back over my shoulder. “Where were we?” he said, and then he looked over at his duffle bag. A panic filled my heart—what if he could tell I moved the shirt from over the bag? What if the wrinkles weren’t quite the way he remembered them, or I had the shirt placed upside down. I should have made more of an effort to remember exactly how it was before. Could he tell? He was still staring at it, becoming exceptionally quiet… 
 
    I put my hand on his chin, turned his face towards me, and I kissed him. It was all I could think to do to get his attention away from the bag. He kissed back, raising his hand to the side of my head, slipping his fingers into my hair. My heart stuttered again—if he wasn’t careful, he would nudge my wig out of place. Another instinct kicked in, and I grabbed his hand from my head and moved it to my breast. He didn’t waste a second, squeezing as soon as his hand was on my tit. Luckily, he couldn’t tell the tits were fake—in his defence, they felt surprisingly real. He squeezed firmly, his body getting hotter, his breathing becoming deeper. Testosterone was filling his body, radiating off of him in a powerful aura. 
 
    He lowered me down on the bed and then he started to kiss my neck. One of his hands slowly made its way down my belly, towards my cock. I quickly grabbed his hand, stopping him. Maybe kissing him wasn’t such a good idea—now I had a serious problem on my hands. I needed to get out of there before he got too carried away, before he decided to reach up my shirt for a better grip on my tits, and before he reached up my skirt and found my cock. 
 
    But with every second that I hesitated, he was becoming more aggressive. “Hold on,” I said. He didn’t listen. “Kent…” He continued to ignore me, sucking my neck, exploring my body with his hands. He was keeping his hands away from my cock—for the time being, probably trying to pace himself. I needed to buy myself some time, to think of a plan—but what could I do? He wasn’t listening to me. I tried to squirm out from underneath him, but he was too strong, holding me down. 
 
    I bit my tongue—it was life or death and I needed to act. I reached down and slipped my trembling hand under the waistband of his pants. Carefully, I slipped my fingers around his warm, bare cock. Finally, he became still. A grin came upon his face. I started to massage his member, feeling it throbbing hard as it quickly grew. “You like that?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said with an elated exhale. 
 
    I bit the corner of my lip and then I rolled on top of him. He became docile, submissive, excited to let me do what I wanted to him. I carefully sunk down, pulling away his belt and slipping his pants down to his knees, letting his big cock spring free. It was already erect, already pulsing and ready for some action. I took it in my hand again, stroking it gently. He sighed. 
 
    “Suck it, baby,” he said. 
 
    I looked at the throbbing member, its veins bulging. It was an intimidating thing, and I’d never sucked a cock before. I’d never even seen another man’s erection before! But I needed to buy myself some time, and I couldn’t think of anything else. So I slowly lined the bulbous tip up with my lips and then I sunk his manhood into my mouth.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    His cock actually felt kind of nice, cradled in my tongue, slipping back and forth, inching closer and closer to my throat. There was something about the way it throbbed so warmly, the way it fit so perfectly through my lips—a strangely comforting, satisfying sensation. Every time I ran the tip of my tongue along the base of his heavy shaft, I could feel his body tensing as I sent shockwaves of pleasure through him. After a minute, he’d somehow gotten even harder and even bigger. Still, I continued to suck. 
 
    What was I going to do? After the blowjob, he was going to want sex—and that was something I couldn’t give him, or could I? I didn’t have a pussy, but I did have an asshole. Was there a way of getting him into my asshole without exposing my cock? I’d never been penetrated in the rear before, and I had a feeling it was going to hurt. But it wouldn’t hurt as much as a bullet to the head. If I moved quickly enough from blowing him to mounting him, he wouldn’t have a chance to undress me, to explore my pussy. Hell, he might not even notice he was in my asshole instead of a warm cunt.  
 
    Continuing to suck him off, I looked up at him. His head was back on a pillow and his eyes were closed. I carefully spat into my hand and reached around myself, slipped my fingers under my panties as I lubricated my tight hole. I was going to need all the lubrication I could get if I was going to pull the move off. In an attempt to prepare myself for penetration, I tried to stick a finger into my own ass. My anus automatically clenched, not allowing my finger to sink more than a half-inch deep. If I couldn’t even get a finger in, how was I going to get his giant, throbbing erection in? 
 
    The black duffle bag was teasing the corner of my eye. If I could get him to leave again, I could grab one of his guns and shoot him. One of the guns in the bag had a silencer on it—no one would hear a thing, giving me plenty of time to wipe my fingerprints off of anything I might have touched. It would be strangely perfect, seeing as I was seen by one of Kent’s neighbours when we arrived, and I was also seen by the camera. Once they found Kent’s dead body, the police would be out looking for a woman.  
 
    But I didn’t think I could do it—I didn’t think I had it in me to kill a man, even if that man was out trying to kill me. It still felt wrong, as if he somehow didn’t deserve it. He was just doing his job, after all—what he’d been paid to do. Was that a fine excuse to go around killing people? Of course not, but it didn’t help me feel any less guilty for having the thought—so what could I do? 
 
    The sweet taste of pre-cum found my tongue. Kent’s cock was throbbing even harder now. At any second, he was going to want penetration. I needed to think faster. What could I do? I thought for a moment, my heart racing. Unless I was feeling confident enough to kill a man, then it was looking like I was going to take it in the ass. I sat up, letting his saliva-soaked cock slap against his stomach. I reached down, under my skirt, and pulled my panties to the side. Then, without missing a beat, I lowered myself down, taking his cock firmly in my hand and lining it up with my tight hole. 
 
    I began to push him into me. My asshole clenched before half of his tip was inside, but I couldn’t falter, I couldn’t give him an excuse to take control of the situation, so I took a deep breath and let gravity take over, sinking down despite the pain of his thick cock stretching me wide. I bit down on my lip and tried my best not to squeal like a pig in pain. “Holy shit, you’re tight,” he said with a deep exhalation.  
 
    I sunk down deeper and deeper until he was completely inside of me, stuffing me tight. I froze, consumed by a sharp pain. I need to power though, I told myself, but I just couldn’t do it. I was rendered completely frozen. So Kent took over. He placed his hand on my hips and he started to thrust up and down. I’d never clenched so hard in my life, but it didn’t stop him. He pushed through the tension, forcing himself inside of me, over and over. “Oh fuck!” I screamed. It hurt like hell, but I needed to get through it… 
 
    At least, it hurt like hell at first. But once I was finally able to regain control of my breathing and relax my anus, the pain went away in a mere instant. Suddenly, the constant penetration actually felt kind of nice, as if his thick cock was pressing up against some hidden pleasure spot, sending warm vibrations through my body. “Oh shit, right there,” I said. 
 
    The warm tingling was quickly becoming intense and overwhelming. A trembling filled my body, so I leaned forward and placed my hands on his chest for support. “Baby, you’re so fucking tight,” he said into my ear.  
 
    “Fuck me harder,” I said, and he did, grunting with every thrust, slapping his muscular pelvis against my butt with each penetration. 
 
    That overwhelming tingling was beginning to migrate into my cock. It felt so amazing, I didn’t want it to stop—but it was making me hard. My dick was beginning to rise up, thicken, harden. My sudden erection was growing quickly. As long as it stayed tucked in my panties— 
 
    With a swift thrust, my cock slipped out from my tight panties. It pushed out into the light skirt of my dress, propping it up like a tent. My heart sank into my gut and a cold shiver ran through my body. Kent didn’t seem to notice the big erection as he continued to plunge my ass. 
 
    I should have reached down to hide my cock, slip it back into my panties, but I couldn’t fight through the euphoria that had begun to take over my body. I kept my hands planted on his chest, and I continued to bounce on his big, hard rod. He reached up my skirt, probably to rub my clit, and his hand found my cock. His fingers moved up and down my erect shaft for a moment, and then we both froze. Carefully, he lifted up my skirt to take a peek.  
 
    I’m not sure my heart was still beating. I tried to take a breath in, but I was paralyzed. “You—You have a cock,” he said, his lips remaining parted.  
 
    I wanted to apologize, to attempt to explain myself, but I was completely rigid, paralysis overtaking my whole body. 
 
    “You’re a man,” he said. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out. He looked up at my face, and then a moment later, his eyes narrowed. “Oh my God…” he said. As his face turned pale, I knew he recognized me. My picture was, after all, in that duffle bag along with all of his weapons. “You’re…” 
 
    I tried to spring up to my feet, but he was too fast. He grabbed me and threw me down onto my back, pinning me to the bed. “Then you know who I am,” he said, “and what I’m here to do—don’t you?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, finally breaking my silence. “Please don’t kill me.” 
 
    “What were you trying to do? Why did you come here? Were you going to try and kill me?” 
 
    “No—I just… I don’t know. I just don’t want to die.” 
 
    “I don’t get paid unless you disappear.” 
 
    “Then I’ll disappear, okay? I’ll vanish—just don’t kill me, please.” 
 
    My heart was pounding so hard; I’m surprised it didn’t explode in my chest. He looked down at my cock, which was out in the open now, the skirt of my dress flipped over my tummy. “I don’t understand…” he said. “How can you be a man. You’re so…” He didn’t finish his sentence, strangely transfixed by my cock. 
 
    I became frozen once again, that lump returning to my throat, preventing me from speaking. 
 
    He ran his fingers along my shaft, as if to see whether it was real. “You really are him…” he said. The room became silent. Kent bit his bottom lip. His face was red, but he couldn’t keep his eyes off of my cock.  
 
    “Please don’t kill me,” I managed to say again. 
 
    He looked into my eyes and then he bent forward and kissed me. “I’ll think about it,” he said, and then he shimmied in between my legs, taking his cock in his hand and lining it up with my tight asshole. After a deep breath, he pushed in, penetrating me again, sending a pulse of warm ecstasy through my body. How was it possible that I was able to feel such an incredible pleasure in what I assumed was my last moment alive? I should have been so devastated, so crippled with cold anxiety, knowing my dead body was going to be found in a dumpster, dressed up like a girl, probably with a stranger’s cum in my ass. How humiliating of a thought is that? But still, I couldn’t help but succumb to the intense euphoria buzzing between my legs. 
 
    He took my cock firmly and stroked it off while he fucked me in the ass. “How does that feel?” he asked. 
 
    “It feels good,” I said, biting down on my lip in an attempt to stop myself from moaning. It was a futile attempt. 
 
    He tightened his grip and started to beat me off faster, thrusting harder into my ass with his own cock. “How’s about that?” he said. 
 
    I was moaning too hard to answer, my head rolling from side to side, my body melting into the motel mattress. “I’m going to come in your tight little asshole,” he said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Come in me,” I managed to moan. 
 
    He grunted loudly, pumping my cock harder. I beat him to it—cum blasting out of my cock, all over my chest, my tummy, and his clenched fist. A moment later, I felt his hot load, filling me up deeply. I screamed, the pleasure too great too handle. He pushed in all the way, slamming his pelvis against my tush, his ball sack pressed into the crevasse of my butt.  
 
    A moment later, he stumbled back and slouched over, totally exhausted, limp on the bed with a big grin on his face. I should have made my run for the door, but that euphoria was still swirling inside of me, fogging my brain and making me weak.  
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” he said after a long series of deep breaths. He took another few breaths before continuing. “I won’t kill you if you stay like this—like a woman,” he said. “I’ll tell Mike you’re dead. I come through this town every few months, and I’ll check in—and maybe we can… you know…” 
 
    It wasn’t a terrible deal. In fact, as I lay there and thought about it, it actually seemed like a pretty good deal. I enjoyed being a woman, far more than I ever could have imagined. And if Kent wanted to fuck every few months, I had no problems with that either—sex with Kent was by far the best sex I’d ever had.  
 
    And the idea of a fresh start didn’t sound so bad, either—a new life, new friends, a new job. I even got a bit excited thinking about starting a new life—a real life—as a girl. Besides, I looked pretty damn good with long hair and some tits.  
 
    I told my sister about the proposal, about how I ran into the hit man and negotiated for my life (I didn’t tell her about our little romp). She smiled and shook her head. “I knew you were enjoying this girl thing a little bit too much,” she said, obviously able to see my excitement. Not only was she on board with the idea, she was excited to have a sister. She even looked up a few local clinics that specialized in breast implants. As for my cock, I thought about keeping it—I still haven’t made any decisions there yet. 
 
    For once, I felt like I had my whole life ahead of me, all thanks to receiving a fresh, new look.  
 
    THE END 
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