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Chapter 1

Walking briskly through the dimly lit corridor, common lighting for nighttime in a commercial building, I could see slightly ahead of me a balding man with unremarkable features wearing black frame glasses and a white lab coat.  He was running as fast as he could, which was not very fast in my opinion. 

I had planned to catch him in his office and neutralize him there but when I looked inside and saw he was not present I quickly backed out into the hall.  As I turned to the right, I saw he was walking down the corridor toward me, but as soon as he saw a figure dressed in black wearing a ski mask with a gun in his hand he started moving the other way very quickly. 

The next thing I knew he had gained about thirty feet on me had stopped and scanned his keycard and was bolting through a door which he wasted no time slamming shut.  Just as I put my hand on the lever, I heard a click and it was locked. 

“Fuck,” I blurted out, but then noticed that there was a small rectangular window with translucent glass in the door, so I busted it out using the butt of my gun, enabling me to stick my hand through, rotate the handle and pull the door open.

Sticking my head inside along with the gun I was holding in my right hand, I soon felt something crashing down upon my wrist which caused intense pain.  My weapon fell from my grasp as I tumbled to the floor.  The guy I was pursuing had taken a mop handle and had clobbered me with it.

What the fuck?  I thought to myself.  I’ve been a hit man for seven years and have never had my target attack me.  This guy has got some balls.

Locating my gun on the floor I picked it up it and started through the laboratory after him, but where was he?  The place was huge and must have had thirty rows of countertops all loaded with beakers and test tubes and bubbling concoctions, kind of like what you would see in some sort of movie, and I knew finding him was going to be a challenge.

Step by step I moved forward, and as I did, I would move past a row of cabinets, quickly scanning left and then right and then move onto the next row.  Knowing he had attacked me I kept my guard up, but I was hoping he had used up all his courage and would not try it again enabling me to smoke his ass and be done with work for the day.  However, as I approached the next row of counters and looked to the right, I saw him, and he immediately opened up on me with a fire extinguisher and did not stop spraying until I had fallen straight on my ass.  Temporarily blinded I lay there on the cold tile floor trying to regain my senses so I could kill this son-of-a-bitch once and for all.  Finally I was able to get back on my feet and I continued my sweep of the laboratory as before, only more carefully, because this guy was going to take me out if I wasn’t careful.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw him trying to make a run for the door and as he saw me raising my weapon he stopped, looked at me, and pulled the fire alarm on the wall and immediately all hell broke loose as extremely loud alarms were going off like crazy.  Well fuck, I thought to myself, this just got more complicated and I have no time left to complete this job and need to leave now.

He continued running toward the door and I was in hot pursuit.  Determined to finish this I took a shot at him which was muffled by my silencer also resulting in a variety of glass laboratory equipment shattering.  Firing again I hit him in the back, but he kept on going, though slower than before.  Finally, he stopped, looked at me, and then moved behind a very large glass container of a light blue substance just as I was ready to fire.  I pulled the trigger anyway, and as I did the glass shattered and the strange goo was released, flying all over me.  Despite the fact that I’d turned my head in an attempt to shield my face, I could feel that whatever was in the oversized container had gotten into my eyes.  Laying my gun down on the counter I pulled off my ski mask and tried to wipe the area around my eyes with my sleeve, which was stupid as it also had the sky colored substance on it and I only succeeded in swallowing some of the substance trying to clear my eyes.

Finally I could see and I grabbed my gun and mask and made my way to the other side of the counter where I could see my target laying on the floor gasping for breath as I’d put a hole right in the middle of his chest and blood was gushing out.

“You definitely didn’t make this easy,” I said to him as he begged me for mercy with his sympathetic eyes locked up on me.

Even though he was looking right at me, I took my piece and shot him right between the eyes and then three more times in the chest to make sure he was dead.  I’d had my mask off but put it back on in an attempt to shield myself from the cameras throughout the building as I exited, as the last thing a hit man wants is to have his identity discovered.

Finally exiting through a fire door, I was relieved to be outside and away from the infernal blaring echoing throughout the building.  Looking across the grounds of the facility I took off on foot toward the perimeter fence to the north. As I ran through the night toward the hole I’d cut in the wire to get into the property I heard the sound of fire trucks.  Briefly turning around I could see them rolling up the driveway toward the building I’d just left along with the rent a cops that patrolled the campus.

Even though the time it took me to get from the building I’d just left to the hole in the fence was only about two and a half minutes it seemed like an eternity, and as I crawled through the exit I’d created earlier I felt a sense of relief as I arrived on the other side.  Putting on clothes I’d stashed under a bush just before I entered the compound, I now had the look of a hippie from head to toe and had even put on a wig with dreads to complete the look.  With my weapon in my backpack I continued down the highway back toward town and my motel room where I would clean up and head home, God willing.


Chapter 2

It was good to finally be back home and after a good night’s sleep I woke up, got dressed and picked up a ride share via the app on my smartphone.  The guy driving me that night was operating a small economy car, some sort of hybrid I think, anyway I got in and he started to drive toward our destination.  He was not very talkative, so I just sat there looking out of the window thinking about my last mission as well as my life.

Born Gino Rossi I came from a nice Italian family and after high school joined the Army to serve my country.  Well okay it just wasn’t that, as I’d had a little trouble in high school when a friend of mine stole a car and I rode along with him after he procured the vehicle.  The judge was one of my Uncle Sal’s buddies from the Freemason’s who made the whole thing kind of go away.  I think it helped that the guy whose car was stolen also belonged to the same club.

While in the Army I started out in infantry and was a pretty good shot with just about any kind of weapon you could put in my hand.  I never thought much about it until one day I was asked if I would be interested in becoming a sniper and serving with a special unit that would be based out of Germany.  Hell yeah!  was my answer and I was soon on my way to Europe where I would spend the balance of my four years, sort of.  We seemed to spend a lot of time travelling to the Middle East participating in missions there, usually for several weeks at a time before returning to Deutschland.  I can’t tell you what the missions were about, and if I did, I would have to kill you.  Okay, sorry I even said that, I think it’s stupid when other people make that joke and as I finished saying it just now, I realized it was equally as lame coming out of my mouth.

So, after my time in the service I returned home and took a job in a neighborhood Italian restaurant where I worked in just about every position they had in the place.  The owner was Tony D’Angelo, who was also nicknamed Fat Tony, and if you’d ever met him you would agree it was appropriate.  He was not obese but what you might call pleasantly plump, nevertheless everybody called him Fat Tony.  He was early to mid-thirties, standard fare for the neighborhood you might say, with dark hair, was clean cut and always dressed well, which I assumed was to try and present a decent image for his customers. 

I noticed that he seemed to have a lot of people who would enter the restaurant, go in and visit with him, and then leave without eating.  At first I thought nothing of it, but the more I thought about it I wondered if he was in the mob, but after I talked with some of the guys from the neighborhood I discovered he was not affiliated with any of the families, if you know what I mean.

I’d been working there about six months and was staying late one-night cleaning the place up, when I knocked on the door frame of his office and peeked inside.

“Hey Tony, want me to sweep and mop your office?”

Sitting behind a rectangular shaped table that looked like it came out of a secondhand store he looked up at me and said, “No, that’s okay, but thanks.”

“Sure thing,” I said, and as I started to turn around, he called my name.

“Gino.”

I looked at him, smiled and raised my eyebrows.

“How long you been working here now?”

Moving my head slightly from side to side I said, “About six months.”

Nodding he said, “I appreciate your work ethic, in this day and time it’s hard to find young people like you who will show up and work.”

“Thanks Tony.”

“Your parents raised you well.”

Laughing I said, “Thanks, but I wasn’t always like I am now.  A tour in the Army helped me to gain some perspective and straightened me out.”

“More young people should do what you did Gino, if so, this would be a better country, and thanks for your service.”

“Appreciate it sir.”

“By the way, what did you do in the Army?”

“I was in a special unit; I was a sniper.”

As I completed my sentence, I saw a very interested look come to his face and turned his head toward me and asked, “Really?”

I nodded.

“You ever shoot anybody?”

Once again, I nodded.

“Did you shoot ‘em dead?”

I nodded.

“When you shot ‘em, did you feel bad afterward?”

I shook my head in the negative.

“Why?”

“Because I know given half a chance any one of the bastards would have killed me and not lost a minute’s sleep over it.”

Laughing he said, “Oh, that’s great, I like you kid.”

I stood there leaning against the door frame and laughed along with him.

“So, you were a sniper in the Army and then got out.  There’s not a lot of sniper jobs out there I take it?”

“That’s true.”

“Are you about done cleaning the place up?”

Nodding I said, “Since you don’t need the office cleaned, I’m done and ready to lock up.”

“Trash is out?”

“Every bit of it.”

“Damn, you’re efficient,” he said smiling.

“That’s what you pay me for.”

“Take off and I’ll lock this place up.  Good night.”

“Good night Tony.”

That was my first conversation with Tony about my former career in the Army and little did I know, it would not be the last.

When I came in the next afternoon I worked until closing and ran through the normal paces, right up until it was time to go home when I peeked into his office and asked if he needed it cleaned, as the night before.

“Oh, hey Gino,” he said and then looked around the office, which was slightly unkept, and really needed sweeping, plus the trash can was full.

“Looking back at me he said, “It’s alright, it’ll keep, why don’t you come in and have a seat?”

He then stood up and waved his hand in front of the chair on the other side of the table from where he’d been sitting, so I pulled out the chair and sat down.

Grabbing two wine glasses and a bottle of Chianti off the counter near the wall he sat down and asked, “Want a drink?”

I nodded and he immediately started filling our glasses, and at this point the big thing on my mind was why was he doing this?  I would soon find out what I’d done to earn his hospitality.

He raised his glass waiting on me to raise mine, and as I did so and we clinked glasses and then he said, “Here’s to a good man who served his country.”

“Cheers,” I said, and then we took a drink.

“I gotta tell you Gino, it’s fascinating that you were in the Army.”

“No big deal,” I said, “Lots of guys have been in the Army.”

“Yeah, but not all of them had or should I say have your special skill set of being a sniper.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Trust me, it’s no big deal, when you’re in the military it’s a job, and that’s it.”

“How long you been out now?”

“About six months, give or take one.”

“Okay, you’re not too rusty at shooting then.”

“I’m sure I’m still pretty good.”

“How good are you?”

Sitting back in the chair I looked up at the ceiling and then back at him and said, “I could probably shoot the asshole out of a rat at one hundred and fifty yards.”

He busted out laughing uncontrollably, and I laughed with him, and when he finally regained his composure he asked, “Is that with or without a scope?”

His comment caused us to break into laughter once again until we had laughed ourselves out.

Sitting there silently for a few seconds he then asked, “Do you miss the Army?”

“Sometimes I think about it.”

“I bet it was a hell of a lot more exciting than working at Fat Tony’s?”

“Well ….”

“What can I say, it’s a restaurant versus a battlefield, the adrenalin rush just won’t be as intense,” he said.

After a few more moments he asked, “You ever miss the job?”

“My job in the Army?”

He nodded.

“As a sniper?”

Once again, he nodded.

“As strange as this sounds, yeah, in a way.”

“In a way?”

Nodding I said, “Yeah.  The best way to describe it was, it was something I was good at, you know?  Despite the fact that I was killing some rag….”

Stopping what I was saying Tony laughed briefly and then said, “Yeah?  Go on.”

“I was killing some son-of-a-bitch who had no regard for Westerners who would not have hesitated to kill me and given half a chance he would kill my entire family, so yeah, it felt good.  I was really making a difference, and I had a skill, and Tony I wish you could have seen me, I was so good at what I did, and all the other units practically fought over me because I was the best.  Everybody knew if Gino was with them that most, if not all, of the unit was coming home.”

We sat there silently for a bit before I said, “Anyway, that’s all over, and it doesn’t matter anymore, it’s a chapter in my life that I’ve had to close, and it’s not coming back.”

“Sounds like you really liked the Army, and the job.”

I nodded.

“Ever thought of going back?” he asked.

“I’ve kicked it around from time to time, but I don’t know.  I got out thinking that there was something better waiting on me back home, and that’s been a bit of a disappointment,” then realizing what I’d said, I looked at him and said, “I didn’t mean anything by that and I am glad to have a job here, so no disrespect Tony.”

Laughing he said, “Like I said earlier, this ain’t as exciting as the Army or being in combat, so as we always say in the neighborhood, forget about it.”

Pouring more wine into my empty glass he asked, “Are there any career alternatives to exactly what you did in the Army?”

“I can’t imagine what, unless I put an ad in the local newspaper advertising sniper services.”

We laughed at my comment when he said, “Not a bad idea, and it might even pay better than the Army.”

“Yep, I can see it now, Snipers R Us, order before the 30th and take advantage of our buy one get one free offer.”

The two of us were practically about to fall out of our chairs from laughing and it was obvious the wine had an effect on us, or at least me anyway.

“So, I want to bounce something off of you and tell me what you think okay?”

“Sure,” I said.

“What if there was a way that you could utilize your Army skills here in the private sector?  Would that be something you’re interested in?”

“You mean like a full-time job?” I asked.

He rolled his eyes upward while bobbing his head from side to side and then said, “Something like that.  My definition is that it might be more like an independent contractor versus employee.”

“That would be great if something like that were available, you have a friend looking to fill a position?  What’s the nature of the work?”

Clearing his throat, he said, “Most of the work would be what you might call of a private nature, and confidential to say the least, not to mention that it would definitely be by the job.”

Still not clear on what he was talking about I asked, “By the job?  That does not sound like very steady work.  Is the pay good at least?”

He nodded.

“So, I would be issued a 1099 at the end of the year like a real estate agent would?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “Not exactly.  It would be more of a cash transaction.”

This all sounded very strange and I had no idea where he was going with this, and the part about getting paid in cash was unusual to say the least.

“Tony, I’m still fuzzy on this, what kind of work is it?”

Pausing he look straight at me and said, “Sometimes in the echelons of power there are those that have a problem and need it solved, and that’s where guys with your skill set come into play.  They have a problem and you provide a solution.”

“With my Army skillset?”

“Yes.”

“Which was being a sniper?”

“Correct.”

With my eyes wide open I asked in a low tone, “Tony, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

He nodded.

“You want me to be a,” and then I mouthed, without actually saying the word, hitman?

“It’s a service that’s needed and people are willing to pay for.”

I was completely shocked that he’d brought this up.  He was basically asking me to become a contract killer, which was the last thing I expected when I reported to work earlier today.

“Look Gino, it’s a lot to take in, but if you’re interested it could significantly raise your income and get you out of the restaurant business.  If you’re interested let me know, and if not, you and I never had this conversation.”

I just sat there speechless, unable to believe that Tony was trying to hire me to be a hitman, which was immoral according to the priest at church plus illegal if caught, potentially landing you in jail.

“Go ahead and take off kid and I’ll lock this joint up.  Rest easy and I’ll see you tomorrow.  Are you scheduled for tomorrow?”

“No, I’m off actually.”

Sliding a clipboard off the nail which was holding it on the wall he looked at it and said, “Oh yeah, well hey, have a good day off and I’ll see you day after tomorrow.”

I stood up and started to walk out when he said, “Hey.”

I turned and looked at him and he finished his sentence, “Think about it, okay?”

I nodded very slightly and said, “Yeah, okay, see ya in a couple of days

**********

During my day off it was difficult to not think about the conversation I’d had with Fat Tony the night before.  Hey, you gotta admit, you don’t normally get offered a job as a hitman, right?  It’s just not something that happens on a regular basis, or at least to a nice guy like me.

I was running a variety of errands trying to get some stuff taken care of including fueling up my car, getting my laundry done, going to the bank, and so forth, as that’s what you do when you work in the restaurant business.  Time off is absolute gold and you need to utilize every spare minute to its max.

Pulling into the parking lot of one of my favorite retail stores to pick up a few basic supplies including shaving cream and deodorant, I noticed that the phone in my pocket started ringing and vibrating simultaneously, so I pulled into the nearest parking spot in the oversized lot and pushed the gearshift into park.  Pulling the mobile device out of my pocket I pressed the answer button, put it to my hear and answered, “Hello?”

“Gino?” said the voice on the other side of the phone.

“Yeah?  Mario?”

Mario was my co-worker from D’Angelo’s where I was employed.  He was a long-time resident of the neighborhood and had worked at Tony’s for about five years and, like me, had served in a variety of functions including table busser, dishwasher, cook, waiter, cashier and manager as needed.

“Gino!  Thank God I found you.  Can you come into work?”

“Really?  Do I have to?  It’s my day off.”

“Dude, Frank has been shot.”

“What?”

“Yeah, some punks came into the restaurant mid-afternoon and tried to hold the place up.  Frank pulled out a baseball bat trying to stop ‘em and they shot him.”

“Shit, is he alive?”

“Yeah, he’s at Memorial Hospital.  He’s in surgery and will probably be okay.  Can you come in and cover?  We’re really short staffed as everyone that was here at the time isn’t worth a shit and we need to send them home.”

Flustered by what I’d heard I could barely think straight but knew the restaurant would undeniably need the help, especially tonight so I asked, “What time do I need to be there?”

“Can you come in ASAP?”

Looking at the time on my phone I said, “Tell you what, I can be there at 5:00 p.m.”

“Super, I’ll see you then Gino, and thanks.”

**********

I went into work just before 5:00 p.m., and as fortune would have it the place was extremely busy and on top of that we were short staffed, which was not unexpected under the circumstances.

We decided to close the doors at 9 p.m. which was a good thing as everyone was completely exhausted from the busy night and the added stress of Frank being shot earlier did not help the situation.  After getting the place cleaned up, I walked into Tony’s office and saw him sitting there at the desk talking on the phone.

“Thanks for letting me know,” he said as he hung up the phone.

Then turning his head toward me I asked, “Hey Tony, the place is cleaned up, you need anything before we head out?”

“Gino,” he said solemnly.

“Yeah, what’s up Tony?”

Shaking his head he said, “That was Frank’s brother, he didn’t make it.”

“Oh my God, I can’t believe it,” I said, “I thought they said he was going to be okay?”

“The bullet apparently hit an artery and he lost too much blood.”

Silence filled the room before he said, “You guys were related I think?”

“He was my cousin and one of my best friends.  I can’t fucking believe it.”

Standing there silently for a bit I then asked, “Do the police have any leads?”

Shaking his head once again, he said, “It was some gang banger punks, but that’s all the cops know.  You know how it is, if the cops can’t work it in between donut breaks nothing gets solved.”

“Jesus Tony, Frank had a four-year-old son.  These pieces of shit can’t be allowed to get away with this.”

“I know, I feel the same way.”

After a few more moments of silence he said, “You were supposed to be off today.  Go home, take tomorrow off and I’ll see you in two days.”

“Okay,” I said and then turned around and said, “Hey.”

“Yeah?”

“You’ll let me know if you find out who did this?”

“I promise, if I find out anything, through the cops or through one of the families I will let you know.  Go on home and get some sleep.”


Chapter 3

As my Suber pulled up in front of D’Angelo’s the lurch from the driver hitting the brakes rather abruptly brought me out of my time warp seven years in the past and back to the present.  As I prepared to get out of the car the African man with a heavy accent sitting behind the wheel said, “Have a blessed day sir.”

I nodded and said, “You too.”

Opening the door, I entered the restaurant and walked back to the office and peeked my head in the door.  Tony was sitting behind the same secondhand table he’d always used as his desk playing on his smartphone with a blank look on his face.  Finally noticing that I was standing in the doorway his face lit up with an ear to ear smile and he said, “Gino, come in, and close the door.”

Closing the office door, I took a seat on the other side of the makeshift desk/table and he asked, “Something to drink?”

“I’m feeling a little tired.  Maybe some coffee.”

“Sure,” he said as he stood up and turned to the cabinet behind him where a coffee maker sat on the counter.  He took a white ceramic mug, filled it up and handed it to me.

“I just made this,” he said.

Taking a sip, I said, “Thanks,” followed by, “This is strong.”

“So, glad you made it home in one piece.”

Nodding I said, “I did.”

“I saw a news article that verifies that you completed the mission successfully.  Another job well done,” and as he completed his sentence, he punched the buttons on a cabinet underneath the counter behind his desk and a door popped open.  He reached inside and pulled out a backpack and slid it across the table toward me.

I opened it and looked inside and could see that there were stacks of $100 bills inside and then zipped it back up.

“Fifteen thousand was the amount I believe?”

“Thanks.”

“You look a little tired Gino, rough mission?”

“Yeah, it was strange, I’ve never had a target attack me before.”

Leaning back in his chair he asked, “No shit?”

I proceeded to tell him the story of how the guy attacked me with a mop and then sprayed me with a fire extinguisher which Tony thought was hysterical beyond belief, and he could barely stop laughing.  Additionally, I shared with him how I’d been sprayed with a strange blue substance which had gotten into my eyes as well as my mouth, and I’d not been feeling up to par ever since.

“Well, I think the customer is probably satisfied, after all, the guy running that lab borrowed a shitload of money to finance his business operations and was unable to pay it back, which made some people very angry.”

“That’s what keeps me employed, right?”

“Beats the fuck out of working in the restaurant business.”

We both chuckled at his comment.

“So, any jobs coming up? I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “Radar’s all clear at the moment so take a few days off, and from the way you’re looking you need it.”

Nodding I said, “Yeah, I don’t know what’s up, ever since that night I’ve not felt so good.  Tony, I don’t want to sound like a hypochondriac, but do you think that blue shit could have poisoned me?”

Scratching his head, he said, “Maybe, but it’s clearly not fast acting is it?  Then again what the fuck do I know.  If you’re not feeling better in a couple of days go and see the doc.”

Finishing my coffee, I stood up and stuck out my hand and we shook.

“Good job Gino, and thanks.”

“See ya round,” I said as I walked out of his office door and into the restaurant where I pulled out my smartphone and fired up my Suber app.

Summoning another ride share back to my condo I ended up in the car of the same man who had driven me to see Tony earlier.  What were the odds?  Anyway, as we travelled along the city street and I looked out the car window there were light beads of rains trickling down it and in the background was the cityscape of the place that I called home.  Before I knew it, my mind had once again drifted out of the present and returned to the exact point, I’d been thinking about earlier seven years into the past.

**********

About a week had passed since Franks death and most of the local community was now coming out of shock.  He was the kind of guy that would give you shirt off his back if he thought you needed it and was too good of a man to have lost his life in a senseless armed robbery.  So far, the cops had come up with nothing, which did not surprise me.

Hanging out in my condo one evening I was sitting on the couch watching TV just trying to enjoy a day off from work as I had so few, when the doorbell rang.  Opening it I saw it was Tony.

“Hey Tony, come on in,” I said and as he entered, I closed the door behind him.

“Have a seat,” I said as I waved my hand at a chair to the right side of the couch.

Sitting down I asked, “Something to drink?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No thanks.”

“What can I do for you Tony?”

“Hey, we got word through one of the families who the punks were that killed Frank.”

“That’s great,” I said, “Do the cops know?”

“No, you know how it is, there has to be proof, and all that we have is the information gathered by the wise guys on the street.  A couple of them found out through one of their dealers.  Apparently, there were a couple of little shits bragging about it, the little fucks.”

“And they’re sure who it was?”

Nodding he said, “I have the names and the address where they can be found.”

“Can one of the families help on this?”

“Nope, they’re strictly hands off. The heat from the feds investigating organized crime is so intense right now they’re all laying low and taking no unnecessary risks.”

“If the cops won’t help and none of the families can, what do we do?  I mean after all; we can’t allow these little fucks to get away with this.”

We sat there silently for a bit before Tony said, “I can think of one solution.”

Sitting forward on the couch I said, “Great, what can we do?”

“We hire a man with a special skillset who can take them out.”

“You mean we do a hit on them?”

He nodded ever so slightly.

“You got somebody lined up to do it?”

“I hope.”

He sat there staring right at me without blinking for some time before I finally asked, “Tony, are you talking about me?”

He nodded.

“But Tony, I’m not a killer.”

“Justice must be done Gino, and you’re the only man that can do it.  Those animals don’t deserve to live.  Do you think it’s fair that they get to run around and live their lives while Frank is six feet under, and his son has no father to help raise him?  That his parents had to bury their youngest child?  They’re pieces of shit that came into our neighborhood and took one of our own and we need to send a message.”

He then reached into his left jacket pocket and pulled out of wad of bills and put them on the table and said, “$5,000,” and then reached into his other pocket, extracted a piece of paper and lay it on top of the money.

“There were two of them.  Should be a simple enough job for a guy with your skillset”

Then without saying a word he stood up, walked to the door, and let himself out closing the door behind him.

As I sat there on the couch, I thought about what he’d said, not letting Frank’s death be for nothing and especially making sure that justice would be served for his family.  And that was where my career as a hitman started because within less than a week, I exterminated the vermin that killed my cousin along with every member of their local gang banger chapter.  Some were eliminated with my sniper rifle at a distance and others with a 9 mm at close range, in the end I took out twenty son-of-a-bitches in all.


Chapter 4

It had been three days since I’d returned home, and I executed my carefully orchestrated plan of sleeping in that morning to try and recover from whatever had been ailing me since my return from the last job I’d completed.  I must have needed it since I went to bed about 10:30 p.m. the night before and as I rolled over and caught a glimpse of the digital display on the alarm clock, I saw that it was 8:58 a.m.

“Damn,” I said to myself in a whispered tone as I threw back the sheets, sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed and much to my surprise my feet were not flat on the floor as they usually were.  As a matter of fact, they were not touching the floor at all.  As I edged up to the corner of the mattress to figure out what was going on, I noticed that my feet now appeared very small, and on top of that my legs were no longer hairy but smooth.

After starting to speak the words, “What the ….,” I suddenly stopped myself as I was alarmed at the tone in which I was speaking them.   Sitting there I suddenly felt hair against my ears and the side of my face, so I took a strand into my fingertips and as I examined it, I noticed that I now had long blonde hair.

Easing myself off the bed and onto the floor, I proceeded to the bathroom where I located the light switch and turned it on, and as the bulbs illuminated the room I received the surprise of my life.  Looking back at me was not Gino but a young blonde woman in her mid to later twenties.  Moving my hand to touch the mirror hers mimicked mine and touched the looking glass in the exact same spot, and as I attempted to speak her lips moved exactly as mine did.

“Shit,” I said in my new feminine voice.

Do I have boobs? I asked myself, as it was hard to tell in the t-shirt I was wearing, which was now several sizes too large.  Running my hands up under it I quickly located my two new breasts which were full and firm and as my hands traveled across them, I could feel my nipples hardening from their touch, which kind of turned me on.

Removing my hands from underneath my shirt I decided it was now time for the ultimate test so I took my right hand and ran it down the front of my boxers and as I reached the place where my package should have been there was nothing.  In its place was a slit running up and down and as I pressed my finger forward it slipped inside of me which alarmed me even more than I already was at the moment.  

Refusing to accept this and mentally telling myself that this could not possibly be I pulled off my t-shirt and boxers and threw them to the side so I could re-examine my reflection, and still looking back at me was a naked young woman with full breasts. This was the new me.

I decided to put on a bath robe versus the stuff I’d just taken off since the t-shirt and boxers were so baggy and were about to fall off anyway.  At this point my mind was racing and I was asking myself questions such as How did this happen?  What do I do?  Who do I call?  Is there anyone that can help me?  What I needed to do at this point was just calm down and gather my thoughts so I could proceed logically, because until I could do that, I would be nothing but a basket case.  Yes that’s what I would do, just chill out until I could figure out what to do, either that or wake up from this dream I was having, and since I was not sure which was true I would proceed as it was real.  Until I woke up.  I hoped.

Heading to the kitchen I decided to make coffee, so I ran some water into the pot and poured it into the coffeemaker.  Then opening the cabinet door overhead, I reached for the coffee can and filters which required me to stand on my tiptoes, still just barely being able to reach them because of my reduced height.  Apparently, I’d lost about six inches of height overnight with my transition to becoming a member of the opposite sex, reducing me to about 5 foot 5 inches or thereabout.

After my coffee had brewed, I poured a cup for myself and walked into the bedroom and looked at my reflection in the full-length mirror.  There I stood in my oversized bath robe holding my cup of coffee noticing that my light grey eyes were returning my gaze.  It was clear that I was a petite woman and an attractive one at that, however that was irrelevant as this was not something I’d asked for and I wanted to return to the self I knew.

Thinking back to my latest job I remembered the light blue substance that had splattered onto me, getting into my eyes and mouth.  Could it have been responsible?  If so, what the hell kind of experiments were they running in that place?  If the professor that I whacked had created something that would change a man into a woman then the guys that ordered the hit fucked up.  Imagine, a guy wanting to be a woman doesn’t have to undergo surgery and take hormones, just some of the blue stuff.  Damn, the guy I popped may have been onto something, the world’s first sex change formula, and he would have changed the boy to girl transition industry as we know it and would have been a billionaire on top of that.

After a few more minutes of drinking coffee I really needed to pee, so I headed to the bathroom where I entered and flicked on the light switch.  I stood there examining the toilet for a few moments truly realizing that I was going to be required to sit down which would be a first for me in this new body, so I hiked up my oversized robe, sat down and let it flow.  After finishing I started to stand up, but then realized that I probably needed to wipe, which was not something I customarily did in my previous life as a male.  Since girls did it regularly, I figured there must be something to it so I got a couple of squares of TP and dried off the general area, and I’m glad I did because it truly needed it.  I could not believe how messy peeing was as a female.

Sitting on my couch I figured that maybe if I could find out more about the substance that had changed me into a woman, I could find a solution that would turn me back, okay, not me personally, but someone who truly understands a lot about science.  In order to do that I was going to have to leave my condo and I was going to have to have some help as well, but who would believe me?  I couldn’t contact any of my family as they would think I was nuts, plus I had grown distant from them over the years.  Once I started doing contract work, as I like to put it, I decided to put some distance between us for a couple of reasons, one so they would not know what I did, and two to protect them.  Over the years I had done a good job concealing my occupation, but I knew that every time I pulled the trigger, I was upping the ante that one day I would be found and killed.  When you’d done the level of work that I had people would pay dearly and spare no expense to find out your identity. However, as I said, I’d been fortunate to that point in my life.

Like a lightning bolt it struck me, Fat Tony.  I would go and see him and convince him it was me. Yes, he was where I would start, but first I would need to get to the restaurant.  Looking through my closet I realized that I had no clothes that would fit my new stature so I looked through my drawers and fortunately found a pair of workout pants, which were still kind of baggy but looked better than anything else in my apparel inventory.  I also found an old golf shirt in the back of a drawer that had accidentally shrunk when I washed it in hot water.  After trying it on I found it was not a bad fit.  With a workout jacket over the top I had assembled an outfit allowing me to get to Tony’s place, with the exception of shoes.  Knowing that none of my shoes would fit my new feet I knew I would have to improvise so I put on four pair of socks, which enabled me to fit into a pair of sneakers and very comfortably at that.

I got on my phone app, ordered a ride share, went outside to catch it and did not have a long wait as it quickly arrived.  Climbing in a young woman of about 30 years of age with dark hair greeted me and introduced herself as Katy and took off toward our destination.  Initially I wanted to resist talking to anyone and just try and make it to Tony’s, but then I got to thinking that this might be a good opportunity for me to practice making conversation as a young lady, especially with someone who was right about the same age as I was.

“You been Subering a long time?” I asked.

“About a year.”

“Cool.  If you’ve been doing it that long, then you must like it.”

“Nah, I do it for the money, which is not too bad,” she said.

“Does it ever get scary?  I think I’d almost be afraid to do it being a woman,” I said.

Nodding she said, “I hear a number of women say that, but ya know, sometimes you’ve just got to take a chance, plus I’ve got a can of wasp spray handy which will take anybody out in a hurry that fucks with me.  One shot in their eyes and their out of commission.”

I laughed and then said, “I think you’re a little braver than me.”

“What’s your name,” she asked.

This was something I’d not thought of, how to respond when asked what my name as a woman was, but somehow, I quickly blurted out, “Gina.”

“It’s great to meet you Gina.  Are you riding with me for business for pleasure today?”

“A little bit of both, just going to see an old friend for a little help with something.”

We pulled up in front of D’Angelo’s Italian Restaurant and the car stopped, and I said, “Well this is it.  Thanks for the ride.”

As I opened the door and stepped onto the sidewalk Katy said, “I hope your friend is able to help you with what you need,” and she smiled.

Turning and looking back at her I said, “Katy, me too, I’m going to need all the help I can get.”


Chapter 5

Entering D’Angelo’s, I noticed that the lunch rush was over and things had settled down with very few customers left in the place.  A thin young brunette woman in her early twenties whose hair was in a ponytail walked up to me carrying about a dozen menus under her left arm and smiled at me.  I could not help but notice that she was wearing a black D’Angelo’s Italian Restaurant t-shirt, which was standard uniform for the place.

“Table for one?”

“No thanks, I’m here to see Tony.”

“Is he expecting you Miss?”

“Just tell him I’m a friend of Gino’s.”

“Sure,” she said and walked back to his office, through the door, and within a few seconds she returned.

“This way please,” she said cheerfully, as she escorted me back to the office.  As we approached the door she stepped to the side and motioned for me to enter with her right hand, and as I did, she walked away to resume her duties.

As I entered, I could see Tony sitting behind his desk playing on his smartphone, and as I approached him, he lowered the device and smiled at me and asked, “Hey, how ya doing?  I’m Tony,” and he extended his hand.

“Hi, Gino sent me,” I said as we shook.

Motioning toward the chair he said, “Please, have a seat.”

“Do you mind if I close the door, this is rather personal, and after hearing what I have to say, you will agree.”

He nodded and I quickly walked over and closed the door and then took a seat in the chair, now facing Tony on the other side of the desk.

“Hey, want something to drink?” he asked.

“Maybe some water.”

He opened a small refrigerator behind him, pulled out a plastic bottle of water and slid it across the desk to me.

“Thank you.”

“So, I don’t think I caught your name, Miss ….?”

I shook my head and said, “No, you did not.  Tony, this is going to take some explaining, and you’re going to find it quite unbelievable, but here goes.”

Leaning back in his chair he listened as I began to talk.

“Tony, I’m Gino.”

“That’s a rather unusual name for a girl, but that’s cool, everything goes in this day and time, right?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, Tony, I’m Gino, I’ve been working for you the last seven years.”

He started laughing and said, “Fuckin Gino, he put you up to this, he’s a funny guy.”

“No Tony, listen to me, I’m dead serious, it’s me.  Remember I told you about my last job and how I got sprayed with some blue stuff?  It had an unexpected effect on me and somehow it’s changed me into a woman.”

Now leaning forward in his chair with an annoyed look on his face he said, “Hey lady, this joke has gone just about far enough, and I can’t believe he divulged that to you.  I’m gonna kick his ass next time I see him, there’s some things that you just don’t talk about.”

Leaning forward I said, “Tony, you know that I, Gino, would never give away sensitive information, especially when done as part of a job.  Knowing that, how else could I have known?”

“Are you a fuckin Fed?  I bet you’re wearing a wire.”

Shaking my head, I said, “No.  Tony, ask me questions that only you and I would know the answer to, then you’ll know it’s me.”

“Okay, how did you get into your current line of work?”

“You recruited me, initially I resisted, but after Frank got killed, you came over to my place, gave me $5,000 and told me that justice must be done.”

Nodding he said, “And how was justice done?”

“Twenty fucking gang bangers paid dearly.”

I could see a serious look come across his face and he asked, “Gino, so you claim that blue stuff you were exposed to changed you into a woman?”

I nodded, stood up and said, “Look what’s it’s done to me.”

He then asked, “What was your job in the Army?”

“Sniper.”

“When you were here last you told me something about your last mission.  What was it?”

“That I’d never been attacked by a target before.”

“Fuck, Gino, is that really you?”

“Oh my God Tony, what am I going to do?”

“How would I know?  This is a first for me too.”

“I told you I wasn’t feeling like myself when I was here last night.”

“Yeah, and now you don’t even look like yourself.  I’ll have to say one thing, your looks have improved.”

Looking at him like I was going to kill him I said, “Not funny.”

“Okay, sorry.  So, hey, is the transformation fully complete?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Pointing down toward my crotch he asked, “You know, is it ….”

“Yes Tony, my cock is gone.  I’m now the proud owner of a fully functional vagina, or so it appears.”

“Shit, you must be scared to death.”

“Way beyond that Tony, maybe, eventually, when I come out of shock, I can assume the state of only being scared to death.”

We sat there silently for a few moments and I said, “I came here because I had no idea where else to go, and you were the first person I thought of dude.”

“I appreciate that, but I’m not sure what I can do, aside from providing friendship and emotional support.”

“You know what?  I’ll take it.”

After a few more seconds I said, “Under circumstances like this, where does one start?  What do you do?  Where do you go?”

“First off you’ve got plenty of money, so that should not be a problem.”

I nodded.

“Second, maybe you look for a solution to the problem and see if you can reverse what’s happened to you.”

Now slightly excited I said, “Yes, maybe find out what that blue stuff was, and see if there’s an antidote for it, and if there is, I might be able to change back.”

“Good thinking.  You can start planning out how you’re going to do that and hopefully it will take your mind off of all of this.”

Looking at him solemnly I said, “Doubtful, but thanks anyway.”

“So, how are you going to start?”

“I think I’m going to head back out west, where all this started in the first place and see what I can find out.”

“Good idea, but do you think you’re ready to go in the condition you’re in?”

Thinking about what he’d said, I realized he was correct, and at present I knew nothing about being a female, and I damn sure didn’t know how to live and act as one.

“No, you’re right.  I don’t have any female clothing, nor do I know anything about the art of being a girl, but how much to there could it be?”

“Depends, how convincing do you want to be?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I asked, “Do I really need to convince anybody of anything?  Or do I just need to be a person?”

“I think you’re going to find there’s more to it than that and that you will need a little training to get through this.  Plus, in the event you don’t get changed back, the education you get will come in handy.”

“That’s reassuring Tony, that in case there’s no cure for this the training I get will be a benefit as I assume my new role on planet earth as a woman.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to offend.”

“As you always say, fahgetaboutit.”

“Come on, let me drive you home.”


Chapter 6

After we reached my condo Tony came in and stayed for a bit. We sat and talked about my dilemma, which was going nowhere fast, making me more depressed by the moment.  After some time, he finally said, “Why don’t we get started on getting you up and running as a girl?  Right now.”

“Right now?  I’ve barely had time to process any of this.”

“Why the fuck not?  You want to sit around and worry and complain about it or actually get started and see if a solution to this exists, one way or another.”

Thinking about what he’d said I realized that he was correct and that my options were to either feel sorry for myself or start the process of moving forward. 

“Okay, whatcha got in mind?”

Getting on his cell phone he made a phone call and had a conversation with someone on the other end of the phone, a female, talking about setting up a meeting at the mall.  He then thanked her and said, “Come on.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the mall.”

As I entered the mall in my oversized shoes and clothing we proceeded toward the center of the facility where we were supposed to meet his younger cousin.  Arriving in front of the water fountain I stood there and watched the streams of H2O shooting into the air, before falling back into the blue pond where they started from in the first place.

After a minute or so, an attractive young woman in her early twenties who was well dressed with long dark hair, and appeared to be of Italian origin, walked up and hugged Tony before they stepped over to me.

“Gina, I want you to meet Mary, she’s my second cousin.”

“Hi, how are you?” I asked and we shook hands.

“Great to meet you,” she said with a smile which faded as she scanned me from head to toe.

“So, hey Gina, Mary’s going to spend the afternoon with you and get you all fixed up.”

“She is?” I asked.

“Yeah, I texted Mary and told her about how you needed to be educated as a woman.”

“You told her everything?” I asked looking over at Mary before returning by gaze to Tony.

“Yeah, about how you spent most of your formative years as a young woman in an underground bunker with your family of religious extremists and have had no formal training as a female in today’s society.”

“You poor thing,” said Mary.  “Don’t you worry, when we leave here tonight you will be all fixed up and have everything you need.”

Looking at Tony I said, “Yes, it’s almost like I turned into a woman yesterday isn’t it?” and as I completed my sentence Mary and I laughed briefly before Tony said, “By the way,” and took his wallet out of his pocket and opened it.

“Take these two credit cards and buy everything Gino….”

Mary and I both looked at him before he quickly corrected himself and said, “Gina needs.  Mary, I mean it, get her everything she needs and wants.”

“I’ll take good care of her Tony; you can count on it.”

“And hey when you’re done, bring Gina to the restaurant, okay?”

“Will do,” she replied and then looked at me and asked, “Ready to get started?”

After Tony left the first thing that Mary and I did was hit the food court for a quick bite to eat and from there it was warp factor nine all the way as we started Mall Trek, and I went to stores that no man had ever been to before, well at least me anyway.


Chapter 7

Tony was in his standard position of being glued to his smartphone as I stepped into his office that evening and did not look up until I cleared my throat.

“Uhuhum,” I said.

As his eyes moved upward and saw me, he asked, “Gino, is that you?”

I chuckled and asked, “What do you think?”

“Dude, you are hot,” he exclaimed.

Mary had fixed me up well that afternoon and I hadn’t turned out too badly if I do say so myself.  I was wearing a navy-blue dress that fell about halfway down to my knees, kitten heel mules that matched my new frock, as well as silver hoop earrings, a necklace, and a variety of bracelets, not to mention a few costume jewelry rings.

“Your cousin Mary did a great job of getting me fixed up Tony.”

With his mouth almost hanging open he said, “I’ll say.”

“She helped me pick out an entire wardrobe, showed me how-to put-on makeup, and I even got my hair done.”

“It’s very nice,” he responded.

“Oh, and look,” I said as I took my foot out of my shoe and displayed it for him while simultaneously waving my fingers at him, “I even got my nails painted.  Isn’t this the greatest shade of blue?  Mary said it would go great with this dress.”

“Hey, where is Mary?”

“She had to run, something about having to pick up her kids, so we stopped by my place so I could drop off all my new clothes and stuff and then she gave me a ride down here.”

“Okay, well I’m glad it went well today.”

“So am I, and thanks for encouraging me to not sit around moping but to get moving and do something, I feel much better.”

“What are friends for?” he said as he smiled at me and then asked, “Want something to eat?”

“I thought you’d never ask.  How about a Veal Piccata?”

“Sure thing,” he said as he got up and headed toward the door.

“Oh, and Tony?”

“Yeah?”

“Make it angel hair pasta please.”

“Okay, and as he started to walk forward, I said, “Oh, and hold the veal please.”

Turning and looking at me he asked, “So, you want an angel hair piccata, no meat?”

“A girls got to watch her figure,” I said as I laughed.

Scanning me up and down he smiled and said, “Yeah, I guess she does.  You don’t want to end up fat like me.”

After finishing dinner in Tony’s office we sat there and watched a football game on TV, and I was glad I hadn’t placed a bet on it because the team I would have picked would have lost.  I was never a big gambler, mainly because I wasn’t a good sport when it came to gambling.  Casino visits for example were always rather short lived with me because after losing twenty bucks I stopped, and then spent the rest of the evening pissed off about losing the money.  My train of thought was that I should have been saving it and not wasting it, proving my point that I am a bad sport when it comes to gambling.

“Ya know Gino, I mean Gina, I’ve been thinking.”

“Oh yeah?”

“You know how you’re a girl and all now?”

Nodding I said, “Yep, I know better than anybody.”

‘Oh yeah, I guess you do.  Anyway, in the event you can’t get changed back this might not be all bad.”

“Might not be all bad?  That’s easy for you to say, you’re not the one this has happened to.”

“I don’t mean any disrespect, but just hear me out, then you can throw that plate at me afterward if you want, okay?”

I nodded.

“If you travel to Colorado and are able to find the information to get changed back that’s cool.”

“Clearly,” I responded.

“Okay, but if not, there is a silver lining, potentially.”

“I’m waiting to hear this one, lay it on me.”

“Imagine doing what you do and being a woman, think of the advantages.”

“I’ve never thought of it that way but there could be some pluses to it, no doubt.”

“Yeah, you could wear lots of disguises as a girl, get up close to your targets to check them out or whack them, and nobody even suspects what’s getting ready to happen, because let’s face it, nobody’s threatened by a pretty girl.”

Looking at him and smiling I asked, “So, you think I’m pretty?” and I batted my eyelashes.

We laughed together and he exclaimed, “Yes, I do, and in the event, this is your life going forward, this could make your work easier, and you might even make more money.”

“Which means you make more money!” I exclaimed.

“Exactamundo.”

“Before we start me on the career path of being the female equivalent of a hit man, I’ve got a trip out west to take first.”

“Right, what do you need from me?”

“First, I can’t fly, because my drivers license shows that I’m taller and a man and I don’t want to set off any alarm bells at the airport, so it looks like I’m driving, or taking a train.  Next, I need you to get me some forged documents, think you can help with that?”

Leaning back is his chair he asked, “Is the Pope Catholic?”


Chapter 8

The weather was cool in Colorado Springs when I arrived at the airport and after I got off the plane I headed straight for the rental car counter where I was greeted by a young man in his early twenties named Tad, according to his name badge anyway.  Noticing he was a little flirty with me I decided to flirt back and used the basic techniques of batting my eyelashes, giggling at his comments, playing with my hair and even once licking my lips.  When I walked away from the counter, I had the keys in my hand to a full-blown SUV and had only paid for an economy car, so my flirtation scheme had worked out well.  I did have the feeling that he was not just being nice but was potentially putting a down payment on getting into my panties, because as I walked away, I looked back and saw he was checking out my backside.

Now, how did I get on the plane with my current drivers license you ask?  Tony had one of his contacts make a modified, okay forged, copy of my drivers license that had my new picture, height, and weight on it, that would get me through airport security.  To boot I even got to go through the precheck line, I love this country.

I headed to the hotel where I setup my room as my base of operations and planned out my stay.  Additionally, I studied up and found every online article that I could on Professor Rod Starnes who I had whacked five days ago.  According to the local news outlets he had been shot and killed at work and the police did not have a clue as to why he was murdered but they were investigating the matter.  That’s what they always say when it was a professional hit, because they know they’ll never find who did it, in this case, me, or should I say the former me?

Getting dolled up in a little black dress that hugged my hourglass figure I slipped into my high heel mules and headed down to Little Louie’s Bar and Grill, which according to the web was a cop hangout and that’s where I would start my investigation.  Walking into the place it was easy to see who was a cop and who was not, and I’m not talking about the dead giveaway of them being in uniforms but the mid-range suits the detectives typically wear.  As I strutted across the floor and took a seat at the bar, I could feel the eyes of about fifteen members of law enforcement glued to me, which made me a little nervous.  However, I reassured myself that I was at no risk because if they were looking for someone it was a man and not a petite young woman.

Sitting down I laid my coat over the back of the chair and set my purse on the counter, and I was soon approached by a female bartender dressed in black with frizzy brown hair and a gravelly voice who sounded like she’d just gotten back from a smoke break.

“What’ll you have Miss?” she asked.

“I’ll have a scotch….”

I’d been studying how women live and act for a couple of days and had determined the moment that I’d asked for scotch I was ordering something that a woman would typically not, so I changed my request, as it was my goal to not draw any attention at all.

“No wait, just make it a vodka martini please.”

“Coming right up.”

The next thing I knew a fairly average looking detective of about forty years of age walks up to the bar and sits down right next to me and says to the bartender, “Hey Marie, can I get three more beers over at our table when you can work us in?”

Examining him I could tell he was one of those guys that women find attractive, but not me as I was relatively new to this and that side of me had not come to life yet, and I was not sure it ever would.

She looked at him briefly and then nodded.  He stood up and looked at me briefly and smiled and asked, “Hey, how’s it going?”

Smiling I said, “Good, and you?”

I had given him the opening he needed, and little did he know he’d just given me everything that I needed.

“I’m Jerry,” he said.

“Gina,” I said, and we shook.

“You’ve got a good grip for a lady,” he said as we released hands.

“When I was brought up, I was taught not to have a wussy handshake, as that says a lot about you.”

Laughing he said, “Your folks brought you up well.”

“So, Jerry, you’re a regular here in Colorado Springs?”

Nodding he said, “Yep, born and raised, outside a stint in the Navy I’ve been here most of my life.”

“Really, what do you do?  Professionally that is?”

I already knew from his suit and the bulge of his gun under his jacket that he was a cop, but I was playing dumb and wanted to work it for all it was worth.

“I’m a cop.”

“Really?”

“Yep, just hit 20 years.”

“I watch lots of crime shows and I bet being a detective is fascinating work.”

Shaking his head, he said, “Most of the time it’s pretty boring and not like on TV.”

Smiling at him and batting my eyelashes I said, “Come on Jerry, to do what you do you have to be smart and really good at figuring things out, and you know what?  I can tell that you’re smart.”

Laughing he said, “Well thanks.”

Patting the seat next to mine he’d just vacated I said, “You’re welcome to have a seat.”

Then I looked back at the table where his friends were sitting, now with their eyes on us, and I returned my gaze to him and said, “Unless you need to get back to your friends.  If so, I understand.”

Doing a quick ring scan of his left hand I could see a wedding band which meant he was married, which further meant he was probably tired of the same old pussy and was wanting to get some strange, which was an opportunity for me to potentially get all the information I needed.

As he looked over at his buddies briefly I took my fingertips and edged my dress up a couple of inches,  and as his eyes returned they went straight to my legs and after a few seconds he realized he was staring and quickly adjusted his view to my face.

Looking down at his wedding ring I saw a look of guilt come over his face and then as his gaze returned to me, he said, “Maybe you’re right, I’d probably better get back to the guys.”

Admiring his integrity, I said, “It’s okay, I get it, if you’ve got a good thing going Jerry, don’t ever mess it up.”

Looking at me he asked, “What’s a nice girl like you doing here alone?”

“I’m in town visiting the Air Force Academy.”

“Here to see a family member?”

“No, I do ….,” after pausing for a moment I continued and said, “Contract work.  I do a lot of private consulting and contract work.”

“Really?”

“Yep, I’ve been here a few days and will be thrilled to leave.  Personally, I can’t get out of this town fast enough.”

“You don’t like it here?”

“I told you I watch lots of cop shows right?”

He nodded.

“They also make me paranoid sometimes as well, because right after I got here, I saw a story about a man getting shot and killed, and multiple times at that.  Some sort of mild-mannered professor according to the news.  This is not a big city like New York or Chicago, so it sounds like you’ve got a killer on the loose, and to tell you the truth I’ve been horrified, even in my hotel room at night with a chair up against my door.  I know I sound paranoid, but I can’t help myself.”

“Hey, you don’t have anything to worry about, so relax.”

“That’s easy for you to say, you’re a cop and have a gun, I’ve got nothing except a curling iron.” I said.

Laughing he said, “It’s true, I do have a gun, but I’m not one bit worried about the perp coming for you or anybody I know for that matter.”

“That’s easy for you to say Jerry, but you’re not going to convince me.”

Leaning over towards me he said in a low voice, “If I tell you something can you keep a secret?”

I did the sign of the cross and said, “I swear.”

“This goes no further, but we think it was a professional hit?”

“Really?” I asked in a naïve tone.  “Are you sure?”

“It was my case.”

“Wow!”

Nodding he said, “Yeah, it had all the trademarks of a professional job, plus there was video footage.”

“Oh my God, so you’re going to be able to catch him?  That’s great.”

I certainly hope not.

“There wasn’t enough of a clear shot to make him out even with facial recognition software.  The entire place was a mess as the gunman went bananas trying to shoot him and contaminated the lab with some kind of blue shit.”

“No kidding?”

“Yeah, but most of the staff wasn’t sure what the substance was as it was a private project the Professor was working on, but they were wearing bio-hazard suits cleaning it up before we left, as let me tell you, it was some kind of messy goo.  Anyway, I’ve said too much and if the chief knew I was telling you all this my ass would be fired, so mum’s the word okay?”

Holding up my right fore and middle fingers I said, “Scout’s honor.”

“So, they had no idea what the blue stuff was?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “No, even the professor’s wife who is a researcher at the institute didn’t know.”

“I feel so bad for her, she must be a wreck.”

“Yeah, she was pretty shaken up and decided to take some time off.”

“Who could blame her, right?”

“Right.  Anyway, I’d better get back to my buddies, but enjoy your stay here and don’t worry, okay?”

“I promise, and thanks,” and with that he returned to his table.

“Marie?” I called out to the bartender.

“Yes ma’am?”

Taking a $50 and a $20 bill out of my wallet I placed them on the counter and asked, “Will this cover my drink and the beers those gents are having?” motioning my head toward the table where were sitting including my new friend Jerry.

She nodded.

“Have a good evening,” I said while grabbing my purse and jacket and as I started to walk, I noticed Jerry was watching me so I turned briefly in his direction and winked at him and then headed toward the door.


Chapter 9

I pushed the doorbell button at the home of Rod & Virginia Starnes, now minus Rod, at 10 a.m. the next morning and waited patiently.  It was cool but sunny as I looked off to the north, I could see the mountains which seemed particularly beautiful that morning, however my sightseeing expedition was soon interrupted by the door being opened.

“May I help you?”

As I turned toward the now open door, I viewed an attractive woman in her mid-forties with bottle blonde hair wearing a blue turtleneck sweater and jeans who was barefoot.

I pulled my id case out of the side pocket of my purse and flipped it open, “Louise Petersen, Environmental Protection Agency.”

Looking at my id she asked, “How can I help you?”

Putting my id case away I said, “I am so sorry to bother you at a time like this, but I was wondering if I could ask you some questions about your late husband.”

“Of course, please come in.”

As I entered, she closed the door and as I looked at the entrance way, I noticed several pairs of shoes which made me ask, “Would you like me to take off my shoes?”

“Please.”

It was only good manners as the boots were a little dirty from walking up the pathway and I sure didn’t want to tromp up her floors, so I unzipped the sides and removed them and stepped onto the cool wooden floor.

“This way please,” she said and I followed her down the hall until we reached the living room where there was a fireplace burning bright, and  I wasted no time getting in front of it so I could bask in its warmth.  

“That feels so good,” I said.

I heard a kettle whistling in the kitchen and she said, “Water’s ready.  I was just getting ready to have some tea if you’d like some.”

“That would be great.”

“What do you like?”

“Peppermint tea?”

“Sure.”

She disappeared into the kitchen and returned in a very short time with a tray that she sat down on the center table in the living room and said, “Help yourself.”

After getting a cup of tea I said, “I appreciate your hospitality.”

“You are welcome, I’m just glad to have some company.  I’m sorry I asked you to remove your boots, are your legs and feet cold?”

I was wearing a sweater dress that morning and it had been sufficient enough until I’d removed my boots, which left me feeling kind of chilly, so I was glad that she’d noticed.

She took and blanket off the back of the couch and handed it to me and said, “Cover up with this, it will warm you up my dear.”

In no time, thanks to the blanket and tea I was warming right up.

“Now Ms. Petersen, how can I help you?”

“I needed to ask you some questions about your husband’s passing Mrs. Starnes.”

“I’ve already told the detectives everything I know.”

“Yes, but the blue substance mentioned in the police report, which was allegedly splattered all over the area near the scene of your husband’s death has come to the attention of the EPA, and I was wondering if you could tell me more about it?”

At this point her demeanor had changed from relaxed to concerned and she was looking a bit tense and squirmed in her chair slightly, telling me that she felt uncomfortable with my line of questioning.

“I already told the detectives everything I knew, which was nothing, and as a matter of fact none of the researchers at the facility knew anything about the experiment either.  You must understand that my husband was a private man and would often work on projects in secret.”

“Why was that?”

“He was so funny.  Rod never wanted to tell anyone anything about what he was working on until he knew it was going to work.  He was prideful in that way and just couldn’t admit making mistakes or failing so he kept lots of things secret.”

Knowing that she was lying to me I decided to up the ante and put a little pressure on her, which was not the gentlemanly thing to do, but hey, I wasn’t a gentleman anymore, but would’ve liked to have been.

“So, you have no idea what the blue substance was?”

“I already told you ….”

“Ms. Starnes, did you know what the blue substance was?”

“Ms. Petersen, I said ….”

Raising my already high-pitched girly voice into a serious tone I said, “Ma’am, I need a straight answer from you, yes or no?  Not I already told the police, you knew, or you did not.  Yes or no?”

She sat there silently for a few seconds before she finally gave a mild nod and then began to cry, finally whispering, “Yes.”

Letting her regain her composure I then asked, “Exactly what was the substance?  Is, or should I ask was it, an environmental hazard?”

“The substance would have been one of the greatest discoveries known to mankind, as its purpose was to rewrite DNA at the most basic level.”

“Rewrite DNA?  To what extent?” I asked inquisitively.

“Are you familiar with how men have and X and a Y chromosome and a woman has two X chromosomes?”

“Not in great detail but I am familiar with basic biology,” I said.  And that was truly the extent of it because in biology class in high school I spent my time drawing goatees on the little sperms in the textbook versus learning what it all meant at the cellular level. 

“The mysterious blue substance that was cooking, was almost ready to be tested on Rod himself, as he was going to try and change himself from a man into a woman.”

At this point it all made sense, but I displayed a look of amazement anyway, and she kept talking.

Nodding she said, “Rod had secretly been wanting to be a woman for a long time and confessed it to me a few years back.  I told him I would stay with him if he wanted to have a sex change operation, but he said he did not want to go under the knife.”

“Why?”

“He said doing that he would not be a real biological woman and if he could not have the full experience of being female, he did not want to do it at all.  You see, he wanted to find a solution for all like him who believe they are trapped in the wrong body and eliminate the need for surgery and hormone treatments.”

“Mrs. Starnes, if it worked it would have revolutionized sex change technology and you guys would have been billionaires.”

Nodding she said, “I suspect he was close but now we will never know.”

“What about the blue stuff that was cleaned up afterward?  If there was any left it could surely be studied?”

Shaking her head, she said, “When they started to clean it up it began to dissolve from exposure to the air.”

“Do you think it was hazardous?”

“No, only in concentrated form would it have been effective, otherwise no.  You see Rod had been telling me about the active compound that potentially made the substance viable, and unfortunately it had a short lifespan after exposure to air, maybe a few minutes.  After that it was just a blue goo.”

“You’re a researcher, could you not use his notes to rebuild his work?”

Smiling she asked, “Remember what I told you about him?”

Thinking for a few moments I said, “That he did everything in secret so in the event something went wrong he would never have to admit failure?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, and since he wrote absolutely nothing down and all the formulas, he used to create the substance were locked up in his head ….”

“Then it’s over.”

“I’m afraid so Ms. Petersen.

**********

Stepping out onto her front porch I shook hands with her and said, “Thank you for your time today Ms. Starnes.”

“Ms. Peterson?”

“Yes?”

“Do you think you have to tell the agency everything I told you today?”

I nodded and said, “I’m going to tell them that it was genetics research, and nothing presented an environmental risk in any way, shape or form.  Wouldn’t you say that about summed it up?”

“Thank you so much,” she said warmly.

Getting ready to step down off the porch I turned and looked at her and asked, “Hey, in the event that someone did get changed into a woman using that blue stuff, would they ever be able to change back again in the event they decided it wasn’t for them?”

Shaking her head, she said, “I seriously doubt it as that would take another research project in itself which could take many more years.  As brilliant as Rod was it would probably have taken him five years just to develop the basic theory to do the reversal, and then more time to develop a method for doing it.”

“Thanks again,” I said as I turned and walked down the steps of the porch.  Traveling down the pathway toward my SUV I truly realized at that point that there was no going back to being Gino, and life as a woman was now my new reality.  Now that all hope of being changed back to the old me was lost I knew that I had a decision to make, I could either choose to embrace my situation or spend the rest of my life wallowing in pity.

And since I’ve never been a quitter the answer was crystal clear, I would press forward at my own speed and rebuild my life as a member of the opposite sex.


Chapter 10

After returning from Colorado I briefed Tony on my situation and decided to take a little time off to gather my thoughts and figure out what I was going to do.  For the life of me I couldn’t envision doing anything but being a hitman, or should I now say hitwoman or hitgirl, but now things had changed, and I really needed to do a reevaluation of my life and determine my destiny. 

There was a local grocery store not far from my condo and it’s where I did most of my shopping.  One Friday afternoon just after lunch I decided it was time to stock up the pantry as well as the house with some essentials.  Historically I was on the road a lot and kept a minimal supply of just about everything but these days I was spending more time at home and had decided with that being the case I’d might as well be comfortable.  Figuring that I wanted to be somewhat more presentable and not wear the sweats that I had been lounging around in I put on my makeup, a green casual dress and sandals and headed out.

Walking down the aisles I was sure glad I’d brought a light sweater along as it always seems to be cool in grocery stores.  As a matter of fact, I’d not felt as warm as usual since my change and after some research found that women have thinner skin than men, so there ya go, some interesting trivia for you.

While examining the wine aisles and trying to pick out a good bottle or two or three of Cabernet Sauvignon, I suddenly heard a voice calling out, “Gina?”

Turning to the right I saw my old friend from the cop bar in Colorado walking down the aisle toward me and I smiled and called out, “Jerry? From the bar in Colorado Springs?”

“One in the same,” and then we gave each other a hug.  As we separated, I was surprised at my eager willingness to hug him so readily, but then again a guy, or should I say girl, in my business has few friends and was probably just thrilled at the prospect of any human contact at all.

“So, Gina, you live here?”

Nodding I said, “Yep, born and raised.”

“Hey, wasn’t that my line back at the bar that night?”

We chuckled and I said, “Now that I think about it, yes it was.  Well officer, I guess I’m guilty of borrowing your material.”

“Not a problem, and by the way I retired and am not a cop anymore.”

“What brought you and the Mrs. out here?” I asked.

We both looked down at this left hand and he was not wearing a wedding band any longer.  Had something happened since I last saw him eight weeks ago?

“Gina, I’m not married.”

“When we met in Colorado you were wearing a wedding ring, so I just assumed that you were.”

Looking down and then back up he said, “Yeah I know you thought that because I didn’t tell you any different that day at the bar.  My wife passed away right about a year ago.”

“I’m sorry Jerry,” I said softly.  As I looked at him, I could see the hurt in his eyes.

“Don’t be, when she passed, she was in a lot of pain and it was a great release for her when she departed this earth.”

After a pause I asked, “So, what brought you out here?”

“After retiring I decided I needed to make a change and get away from Colorado Springs, because everything there, especially our house, reminded me of her as well as our life together.  She told me before she died that she wanted me not to grieve her loss but to make up for it by living the fullest life that I could and that she would live on through me.  So, here I am making a fresh start and raring to go.”

“She really sounded like a great lady Jerry.”

He looked down and nodded before looking back up at me and then said, “Yeah, she was the best.”

After a brief pause, I asked, “So, where do you live?”

“I bought a little condo about a block from here, ever heard of Westside Condominiums?”

“That’s where I live,” I said excitedly.

“No way, that’s unreal.”

“What are the odds?”

“It must be a pretty good place to live if you’re there?” he asked.

I laughed and said, “Yeah, I enjoy it.  Nice neighbors, good HOA, can’t complain.”

“That’s good to know.”

We stood there awkwardly for a few moments and then he said, “Well hey, I’d better let you get back to your shopping.  See you round I guess?”

“How could you not?  We do live in the same building after all.”

“Oh yeah, I guess that’s true.  Well, I’ll see you then,” he said and then turned to start walking in the opposite direction.

As I’d stood there with Jerry for those two to three minutes I started having a strange sensation inside that was indescribable, and if I had to put words to it I would almost call it a warmth, and for some reason it felt really good just standing there next to him.  Why was I feeling that way?  Do females feel and react differently about things than guys?  All that I knew was that he was a nice guy and I liked his company, plus he seemed like the kind of person who would make a great friend. 

At this point he was just a couple of steps away from me but I knew that he’d soon be down the aisle and around the corner and I had no idea when I would see him again as I didn’t even have his contact information.  What was wrong with me and why was I feeling this way? 

“Jerry.”

He turned, looked at me, smiled and raised his eyebrows.

“I was just wondering if you needed any help shopping.”

Why did I ask that?  Of course, he doesn’t, he’s fully capable of doing it on his own.  What a crazy thing to say.

“Come again?” he asked.

“Well, I just thought with you being new here you might not know your way around the store, and, um, uhm, if it would be helpful, I could help you shop.”

Oh my God, I hope I don’t sound like an idiot.

A huge smile came to his face and he said, “I would love to.  Before I walked away, I was thinking the same thing, but didn’t want to seem to forward.”

“Great minds think alike Jerry,” I said.

As we started to walk, I was beaming and very happy that he’d taken me up on my offer to shop together.  Jerry was walking to the right of me as I pushed my cart down the aisle, and then something else happened which was totally unexpected.  As I glanced over at him, I noticed that he was very nice looking.  What was wrong with me?  In all my life I’d never thought a man was good looking or attractive in any way, shape, or form.  Was I losing my mind?  Or did my newfound female hormones have a mind of their own and were causing to me feel and think in ways I’d never envisioned possible?  So, looking over at him again, but not for so long that he’d think I was staring at him, I came to the same conclusion.  He was super cute, and on top of that I liked him.

Heaven help me.


Chapter 11

It had been a hurried afternoon after finishing grocery shopping with Jerry as when we’d finished, he asked me out to dinner that evening.  Already being giddy with excitement from just being with him I quickly accepted, and he said he would pick me up at my place at 6:30 p.m. 

I spent the next two to three hours running around like a crazy woman getting ready for our big date.  It was important to me to make sure that I looked my very best, so my first order of business was to visit the nail salon.  I was feeling a little bit like a bad girl so I got my fingers and toes done in high shine black polish that had a little bit of glitter in it, which I envisioned would go perfect with the outfit I had planned.

Back at my place I took a shower, put on my makeup, did my hair, selected a black cocktail dress to wear and picked out matching high heel mules, which I’d mastered walking in by the way.  Then I picked out some gold jewelry including a necklace, hoop earrings, several bracelets as well as a couple of rings.

Looking at myself in the mirror I was amazed at how pretty I looked, and what surprised me even more was how easy I found it acting like a girl, which in some ways alarmed me.  On top of that I was even more concerned with the thoughts going on inside my head which included my newfound attraction to the opposite sex, men.  How was this possible?  My upbringing told me that guys go out with girls and not the other way around, but my biology was telling me differently and had just about squashed the values I was raised with out of existence.

The bell rang and I walked over and opened the door and standing there before me was Jerry.  He pulled his right arm from behind his back and presented me with a dozen roses.

Seeing him standing there with flowers in hand I almost became emotional and covered my mouth with my hand.

Taking them in my left hand I said, “Thank you so much,” and hugged him, and as we pulled apart, I gave him a quick peck on the cheek, which surprised even me.

“You’re welcome.  I hope you like them.”

“They are beautiful Jerry, you shouldn’t have.”

“Really?”

Smiling at him I said, “No, I love them, you should have,” and then we both chuckled at my comment.

“Let me set these on the kitchen counter and I will put them in a vase when we get back.”

I laid the roses on the granite countertop and then returned to the living room where he was standing idly surveying the surroundings.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Whenever you are.”

“By the way, where are we going?”

“It’s a surprise, a little out of the way place I stumbled across, and I’ve got a quaint little table reserved for two.”

I slipped on my heels, grabbed my purse and we headed out the door.

**********

The ride share pulled up in front of the restaurant where we would be dining and boy, was I surprised, of all the places on planet Earth he picked D’Angelo’s, good grief.

We walked in and a hostess was on duty who I was pretty sure did not recognize me, as I’d only been in there so few times as a female.  If I’d been Gino instead, I’m sure she would have remembered me as the guy who entered, went back to the office, closed the door, met with Tony, and then departed.  With that not being the case, I felt comfortable being there, well, almost.  It was still running through my mind that my date was a former cop who had worked on a recent case where I’d whacked a guy and being here made me think of that even more.  This was the place I was assigned the job and was also paid for doing it, and now I was bringing the lead investigator to the place it all started.

Just breathe, be calm, you are Gina and you did not do anything wrong. It was Gino and he’s gone now, I told myself.

We were seated at a quaint little table in the back of the restaurant and given menus by the hostess who told us our server would soon be with us, smiled and walked away.  As I looked around it was clear that we were away from the other diners and had a great deal of privacy.

Trying to act naïve, like I’d never been there before, I said, “They’ve got so many tasty things on the menu.”

“Oh yeah, I’ve eaten here a couple of times and the food is really good, plus the staff is super friendly.”

“They seem to be.”

“And the owner of this place, Tony, is a super nice guy.  He and I have almost become friends.”

Oh boy, that’s all I need.

“Really?”

“He’s really very personable.  When I told him that I’d just moved out here from Colorado he took a real interest in that.  He said he really loves crime shows, so I guess you guys have a lot in common.”

Oh fuck! I thought to myself.

“No kidding?”

“He also asked me if I’d worked on any interesting cases and I told him about the last case I’d worked while on the force, hey, it was actually the one I told you about in the bar that night.  Remember?  The one where the Professor got shot in the lab?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I think I do remember that.”

“Oh, hey look who’s coming?  It’s Tony himself,” he said.

I saw Tony getting ready to walk up to our table and as he approached, I looked at him with a serious face and shook my head very lightly.

Jerry stood up and shook hands with Tony and then he said, “Hey Tony, good to see you.”

“Thanks for coming in, and please have a seat, don’t stand up on my account.”

“Appreciate it Tony, but I’ve got to run to the men’s room.  Oh, by the way, this is my date Gina.”

I extended my hand and smiled lightly and said, “Good to meet you.”

“Hey guys, like I said I’m running to the men’s, I’ll be right back,” and he quickly walked away as it was clear he had to go somewhat urgently.

Looking at me Tony said, “So, Miss, have you dined with us before?”

With a serious frown on my face I said, “Stop.”

Throwing his arms out with his hands open he asked, “What did I say?”

I said in a low voice, “Thanks for not letting on that you know me.”

“No problem, I picked up on the look on your face on the way over to the table.  Message received and noted.”

We stood there silently for a moment when he decided to ask, “So, how did you get hooked up with this guy?  Do you know who he is?  He was the lead investigator on that case where you did that job out in Colorado Springs.”

“I know.  Remember I told you about the cop I met in the bar?”

“Oh fuck!  That’s him?”

“Yes.  I was grocery shopping today and ran into him in the store and he recognized me.”

“And then he asked you out to dinner?”

“Yes.”

“And you accepted?”

“I did.”

“Are you nuts?”

“Look, don’t mess this up for me, he’s nice and I’m having a great time with him.  Plus, I really like him.”

“You’re out on a date?  Geez Gino, I mean Gina, you’re really getting into this whole girl thing.”

“What do you mean?”

“Look at you, all dolled up, you’re one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen and you’re totally playing the part in every way.  Dress, shoes, accessories, makeup, you’re almost the real deal.”

“Tony, I am the real deal, and try and remember how I got this way, from the job you sent me on.  The money you gave me will never make up for that.  Did you realize that I have a period every month and must push a piece of cotton up my snatch, and on top of that I’m also blessed with cramps and mood swings?  Do you know what it’s like to have to wear a bra?  Or shave your legs?  And it’s all because I was working for you.  Don’t ever forget that!”

After a few moments of silence, he said, “Okay, I’m sorry, you’re right.  I was just a little concerned at how close this guy was to the whole affair and it spooked me.”

“I agree, me too, but I’ve got it under control, and trust me, when the Suber pulled up in front of this place my heart sank, and I was more alarmed than anyone.”

“You’re right, I trust you completely, after seven years I should know that.”

“Thanks.”

“So, you really like him?”

Nodding I said, “I do.”

“Mmmm like in a romantic way?”

“Oh God, Tony, yes, and it’s so strange and feels right at the same time.”

“Yeah, it’s a fucked-up thing that happened to you, and I support you whatever you want to do.  I mean it.”

“Thanks.”

Jerry was now approaching the table, so Tony and I stopped our conversation. 

“Thanks for coming in Miss, and I hope you have a great dinner and please do not hesitate to let me know if you need anything.”

Nodding I said, “I will, thanks.”

“Thanks for entertaining my date while I was away,” Jerry said to Tony.

“Glad to do it, she’s a great girl and very interesting, it was almost like we were old friends.”

I smiled and said, “Almost.”


Chapter 12

Arriving back at my place after dinner I immediately kicked my shoes off and it felt so good.  One thing you don’t really know until you are a female is that looking good in heels can be very uncomfortable.  However, in trying to be attractive to the opposite sex girls frequently go to extremes which now includes me apparently.

Setting my purse down on the entryway table I said, “Oh, I need to put your flowers in some water, I’ll be right back, unless you want to come to the kitchen with me?”

“Sure.”

In the kitchen I looked under the sink and found a white vase with flowers on it that I’m not sure had ever been used as it had about seventeen layers of dust on it and as I took it out and examined it briefly it also caught the attention of Jerry.

“Looks like that vase has not been used in some time.”

“No, it’s not been.”

“I find that difficult to believe.”

With a puzzled look on my face I asked, “Why is that?”

“A beautiful woman like you probably gets flowers all the time.”

I was now washing the vase off in the sink and after a few moments I said, “Thanks Jerry, but I don’t get flowers as often as you think,” holding up the vase in front of him I continued, “Case in point.”

Sitting there on the barstool in front of me he said, “Well, then the guys around here are damn fools.”

I finished washing the vase, trimmed the stems where they would fit into it and voila, I had a dozen red roses ready to be displayed and I set them on the bar in front of where Jerry was sitting.

“Want some coffee?” I asked.

“Sure.”

Looking through my cabinets I said, “Oh, I don’t have any decaf, just full power, is that okay?”

“Remember?  I used to be a cop!  That’s how I like it.”

I laughed and said, “Okay then.”

As I loaded water into the coffee maker and put coffee grounds into the paper filter he asked, “I’m not complaining, but aren’t you doing that the old-fashioned way?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

By this time, I had the coffee machine set and our drinks were underway.

“I mean, a paper filter, coffee grounds, why are you not using a single cup coffee maker?  You know, where you put the little plastic thingy with pre-loaded grounds into the coffee maker, press down, and it’s done?”

“You did say you were not complaining?” I asked.

“I swear, I am not.”

“Okay, let me tell you about that.  One, it costs just a few cents to brew one cup using my prehistoric coffee maker, are you with me so far?”

Seeing the serious look on my face he said, “Yes ma’am.”

“Good, and two, those little plastic cups which are not biodegradable end up in landfills, and that does not help the environment.  So, my system may be that used by primitive man who wore an animal skin for clothing, but it does cost less per cup and helps the environment.  I may not be able to save the world all by myself, but I’m going to do my part, even if it is only that.”

I stood there chatting with him until the coffee had finished brewing and I then poured a mug for each of us and sat down on the barstool next to him and we began sipping our beverages.

“Gina, do you mind if I pay you a compliment?”

An ear to ear grin swept across my face and I asked, “And, what girl would not?”

“You’re not going to believe this but, in this day, and time you have to be careful, as many ladies are offended.”

“Resting my chin on my folded hands I said, “Well fuck those bitches, that leaves more compliments for me.”

We burst out laughing uncontrollably as we had both had quite a few glasses of wine at dinner, not to mention an after-dinner beverage with liquor in it afterwards.

“Gina, can I be frank with you?”

“I’d rather you be Jerry but go ahead,” and then I started laughing like crazy and fell off my stool onto the carpet.

Jerry got off his stool and asked, “Are you okay?” and then leaned down to help me, and as he did so I grabbed him by the hand and pulled him down on top of me.

Now face to face I asked, “So, you said you wanted to be Jerry with me?”

We chuckled and he said, “Seriously.”

“Okay,” I said, “But only for a moment.”

Nodding he said, “Deal.  Gina, I have something to admit to you.”

“Yes?”

“I really like you, a lot.  I know I met you a couple of months back, did not see you again until today, and on top of that we’ve not know each other very long at all, and social etiquette probably says that I’m not even allowed to say that until the third date.  However, I can’t resist you, and I think you are absolutely great.”

I put my arms around his neck and said, “Jerry, I have something to admit to you as well.”

“What’s that?”

“I feel the same way about you, word for word, exactly the way you described your feelings for me.”

As I was laying there on my back on the floor, he was resting right on top of me where I’d parked him a few moments ago.  We continued to do nothing but smile and look into one another’s eyes for some time before he asked, “So, what do you want to do now?”

“Come on,” I said.

Standing up I took him by the hand and led him toward the bedroom where I slept.  I walked through the darkness quickly locating the lamp on the nightstand and turned it on, and then faced back toward him.  As I stood there gazing into his eyes, I realized how drawn to Jerry I was and all I wanted at that moment was him.  Still standing there with our pupils locked on one another I was becoming more turned on by the second, the tingling sensation between my legs demanding fulfillment, and the moistness in my thong was telling me I was ready to take him.

“You asked what I wanted to do now I believe?” I asked while looking into his eyes.

He put his arms around me and kissed me and I opened my mouth inviting him in, and he wasted no time, as our tongues were soon in a swirling frenzy.  After a couple of minutes of making out I knew I was ready to go and I reached up under my dress, pulled down my panties and let them drop to my ankles.

“Jerry, help me with this dress,” I said while turning my back toward him so he could assist me.  He unzipped my black dress and I quickly discarded it along with my bra.

Now standing there naked in front of him he took both my breasts into his hands while continuing to kiss me and eventually move his mouth to my chest and began to work on my nipples.  He would suck on one as if he were trying to nurse and would then nibble on it lightly and then hard before repeating the process.  His technique was driving me absolutely out of my mind as it felt so good.

“Let’s get those clothes off,” I said and began unbuttoning his shirt at record speed and then moved to his pants where I undid his belt and zipper and then pulled his pants and underwear down at the same time.  After doing so he sprang free and I could see that he fell somewhere in the five to six-inch range which was fine with me, because that was more than enough as far as I was concerned.  However, what impressed me was his girth as that was what my womanhood was screaming for as I wanted nothing more than to be filled up completely, stretching me to the maximum I could take.  Thinking about the moment when he would take me fully had me so revved up and I wanted him now more than anything in the world.

Taking him into my hand I noticed that he was already wet with excitement and after a couple of back and forth motions I took a few drops of his new released excitement into my hand and moistened his tip causing him to moan.

“Jerry, you are so huge,” I called out, “And I want you now.”

Laying down on the bed I said, “Come on babe,” took him by the hand and pulled him toward me.  Joining me on the bed he continued to kiss me which I appreciated but I was super horny and ready to go right then. 

“Oh Jerry, come on, I’m so ready,” I said, and he quickly began to move into position as I parted my legs so he could enter me.  Taking his tip, he began to rub himself against my womanhood and lips which absolutely drove me crazy as the pleasure was fantastic, and I was so wet at that point I think I could have floated an aircraft carrier.

Pulling my legs back I tried to grab his butt and pull him forward so he would enter me, but he stopped and just froze there with a strange look of desperation of his face.

“Jerry, are you okay?”

He was still motionless, supporting himself with his arms, hovering over me, and as I looked up at him, he closed his eyes and a tear began to run down his cheek.

“Sweetie, what is it?” I asked.

He wept slightly and then said, “I am so sorry for acting like this Gina.”

“I don’t understand, what’s going on?”

“You’re probably going to throw my ass out of here after I tell you this, but I felt so guilty I had to stop.”

Putting my hands on the sides of his face I could see how emotional he was and asked, “Is this about your wife?”

He nodded and continued to weep.

“You feel like you’re cheating on her, don’t you?”

Nodding once again he then asked, “Yeah.”

“I know you loved her with all your heart, didn’t you?”

“So much, you could not believe Gina, and then she left me.”

“Didn’t she tell you before she left that she wanted you to go on and live your life to its fullest and that’s how she would live on?”

“She did, but it’s so hard to do.”

Shaking my head I said, “No, it’s not, she’s not here anymore and you have to be the one that lets her continue to live her life and it has to be through you, and if you don’t you’ve failed her.”

“I never thought of it that way, but you’re right.”

“And if you don’t make love, she won’t get to enjoy the pleasure it gives you; don’t you think?”

Nodding he said, “You’re the best Gina.”

“I do hope one thing Jerry, that if I ever end up marrying that I’ll have a man that loves me and much as you loved her.”

Smiling he said, “I have a feeling that’s not going to be a problem.”

Reaching down I could feel that his manhood was still full on like a rock and had not shrunk at all so I pulled my legs back as far as I could hiking my feet into the air so far I was afraid I would hit the ceiling fan.  (Okay that’s a slight exaggeration)

“Come on baby, I’m ready,” I said to him while smiling

With one swift thrust he entered me, causing me to cry out with pleasure as his manhood pushed inside stretching me apart, which hurt and excited me all at the same time.  Each deep stroke he delivered was powerful and every time he hit my womanhood with his downward push I cried out with pleasure, “Harder, faster, deeper,” and begged for more.

After a couple of minutes, I was almost there and based on my prior history as a man was pretty sure he was too.  As his tip plunged deep inside me, I could feel it continuing to swell with each stroke, not to mention his level of excitement and the increasing speed.

“Jerry, go faster baby, I’m almost there, keep hitting me harder.”

Complying with my instructions he began performing like pistons would in an ocean liner engine, fast, relentless and powerful and very quickly I could feel myself climaxing and cried out, “Yes, yes, oh God, yes.”  As I reached orgasm, I could feel a warmth, that could only be described as a wave of pure pleasure and fulfillment which traveled throughout my body from head to toe.  I’d never experienced anything like it as a man and it was a sensation that caused me to feel complete, at the physical as well as the emotional level.

Jerry then collapsed on top of me exhausted from our lovemaking and I wrapped my arms around him as we lay there.

Rubbing my fingers up and down his back I said, “That was absolutely wonderful Jerry.”

Completely exhausted he nodded and barely uttered out, “I agree.”

Laying on top and still inside me he fell asleep, but I could not blame him as he’d done a great job of satisfying me during my first-time having sex as a woman.  It was clear that I’d crossed a bridge that night and had embraced being a girl to its fullest, as a man had made love to me and I’d thoroughly enjoyed it.  However, something else that I discovered that night was that I really liked having sex as a woman as strange as that may sound. 

I fell into a light sleep and began to think about the prospect of having Jerry mounted on top of me, and I was becoming more and more aroused.  I fantasized about pulling my legs back as far as I could so he could take me as deeply as possible, all the while just lying there while he moved in and out of my wetness, mainly for his own pleasure, and the thought of that filled me with excitement.  Finally, his face contorts, and he climaxes, exploding inside me and filling me up completely, which I love as it is my right to receive and no other woman’s.  Still dreaming I thought about laying with him afterward knowing that I was responsible for his wanting to make love to me, for no reason other than I was there and was his.  His male biology screamed at him as he noticed my petite hour glass figure, round breasts and firm backside, not to mention my smooth legs which he was dying to have wrapped around him as I commanded that he fuck me until I couldn’t take it anymore.

I woke up from my nap and Jerry was still on top of me sleeping, which was okay as I loved having him near me.  As I lay there with my hands resting on his back, I remembered the dream I’d just had, and I smiled.  I truly liked being a member of the fairer sex and was excited at the prospect of having a man to care for me and being able to please him, heart, mind and soul.


Chapter 13

It was about 3:00 p.m. on a Wednesday afternoon when I knocked on the metal door frame of Tony’s office, and as I did, he stood up and smiled from ear to ear and said, “Hey, Gina, come in?”

“Thanks,” I said as I walked over to the front of his desk.

“Please, have a seat,” he said as he motioned toward the chair nearest me.

Sitting down he said, “I’ve not seen you in, how long’s it been?  Maybe a couple of months?”

“That’s right, about two and a half months.”

“I knew it had been something like that.  So hey, I’d tried to get in touch with you to see if you wanted to do a job and after I didn’t hear back my contact brokered it to someone else.”

“Sorry about that Tony.”

“It’s okay, you’ve gone through a lot with what happened to you and all, and I know you’ve been trying to figure it all out.”

I nodded.

“Are you still friends with Jerry?”

Smiling I said, “Yes, we just got back from a three-week vacation together.”

“Sounds serious.”

Rolling my eyes upward and then bobbing my head from side to side I said, “You could say that.”

“So, where did you go on vacay?”

“Out in the Caribbean.”

“That sounds great.”

“Oh, it was Tony, the water is blue and beautiful, it was absolute paradise.”

“Sounds nice, maybe one day I can get an assistant manager that won’t rob me blind while I’m gone, and I can have a nice holiday somewhere.  Maybe even a cruise.”

“Tony, I highly recommend it as getting away clears the mind and refreshes the soul.”

“You seem to be doing really well Gina, and you deserve it, with what you’ve been through and all.”

“Thanks.”

Leaning forward he said, “So, what can I do for you?  You don’t pay me a lot of social calls, so I know you’re here to tell me something.  Are you wanting me to put you back on the active duty roster so you can start doing jobs again?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, Tony I’m retiring from the business.  I’m done.”

Leaning back in his chair he asked, “Are you sure?”

Nodding I said, “For sure, while we were on our trip Jerry and I got married, and I don’t want to bring that lifestyle into our relationship.  All that was in another lifetime, and that life is over, and I’m going to try and get a fresh start, as they say.”

We sat silently for a moment and then he asked, “You love him, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“That night you guys were here it was pretty obvious.”

“Oh yeah?”

Nodding he said, “That way you looked at him said everything, it was real love, and that’s something that’s hard to find.”

“It’s new to me Tony, I’ve never been in love like this in my life.”

“So, what are you going to do, settle down in the burbs?  White picket fence and a mini-van?”

I laughed and said, “I don’t know if it will be that extreme, but we are talking about kids down the road.”

“No shit?”

“No shit.”

“Okay, let me get this straight, you are going to grow a baby, right here,” he said patting his tummy, “And then at nine months pushing it out of your ….”

Interrupting him I said, “Yes, that’s what girls do Tony.”

Pausing for a moment he then said, “When that day comes, you’ll be a great mom.”

“Thanks.”

After a few moments of silence he said, “Gina, I know you didn’t ask for any of this, but you’ve certainly dealt with it well and I wish you the very best and hope that you’re happy in your new life.”

Standing up I reached across the desk to shake but he put his arms around me and hugged me and I responded in kind, and as we hugged a tear ran down my face.  Pulling away I grabbed a paper napkin off his desk and dried my tear.

Walking toward the door I turned and said, “I’ll see you round Tony, after all, you’ve still got some of the best Italian food in town.”

“What do you mean some of?” he replied.

We chuckled and I then continued toward the door, and just as I was ready to walk out, he said, “If you ever change your mind, we can put you right back in the business.  You’d probably make more money than ever?”

“Think so?”

“No doubt, after all, when it comes to somebody getting whacked, nobody ever suspects they’re going to be taken out by a
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