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THE IMPRESSION

Joe has always done incredible impressions, so naturally he decides to make a career of them. One night, he gets a well-paid job from a journalist, who wants an impression of a presidential candidate saying offensive things.

And it’s that impression that gets the candidate’s competitor elected. A few weeks after the election, the country goes to war, and in a way it’s all Joe’s fault. But instead of showing up for basic training, Joe decides to use his little talent to get out of serving in a war that he started. He can do a spot-on female impression, after all.


CHAPTER I

I was used to meeting in dark parking lots at night, though I wasn’t sure why people—especially journalists—always wanted to meet in parking lots at night. I guess they didn’t want me to know where they lived, though I don’t think I was an intimidating guy with my 130-pound figure.

That night was an especially dark and quiet night as I waited for that journalist on the eighth floor of that massive parking garage. I was told to be there at 11:00 PM, so that’s when I showed up. Sadly, the guy who asked me to show up didn’t come until 11:45 PM, but I waited, even though it was kind of cold, because the money was good.

He was wearing dark sunglasses when he showed up, as if he didn’t want me to recognize him. I didn’t know his name, but I would know it in twelve hours once his story leaked—so the hidden identity seemed silly to me. Or maybe he thought that I was setting him up to be caught, filming the whole thing with a hidden camera. I didn’t care nearly enough.

“Okay, let’s get this done,” he said, a few seconds after slipping out from his car. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a recorder. “We’ll get a few options, and I’ll use the best one.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know the drill,” I said. I took a deep breath and I got my lips wet with my tongue. Then I stretched my neck and straightened my back. Good posture is important for a good impression.

“Are you going to say it, or what?” he asked.

“Give me a minute. Jesus. Do you want the recording or not?” I did a few more stretches. I could see that the journalist with the dark sunglasses was getting antsy. I wondered how he could see with those dark sunglasses on—and how could he drive? Those sunglasses made him look extremely idiotic and sketchy. If I were a police officer, those shades would be enough reason to pull him over. But that was his own business. He could do whatever he wanted, as long as he paid up. “You have the money, right?” I asked.

“I’ve got it—in the car,” he said. He was looking around every few seconds, worried people were watching.

“We’re alone, dude. Quit worrying.”

He walked over to his car and popped his trunk. He took out a black duffle bag and then reached inside. He pulled out a wad of hundred dollar bills. “It’s all here—ten thousand dollars.” The duffle bag seemed ridiculous. Was there anything else in there? Or just that small wad of cash.

“Can I have it?” I asked.

“Once you give me what I want. I’m starting to think you can’t even do it.”

I laughed. “Look, man. I don’t have to do this. I can do a pretty good Hilary Jenkins impression too, you know. If you aren’t nice to me, this could really backfire on you.” Hilary Jenkins was the presidential candidate running against Marcie Dunbar. “A deal’s a deal,” I said in Hilary’s voice—that was Hilary’s catchphrase. I watched as the journalist’s face turned a shade of white. That’s when I noticed the Hilary Jenkins sticker on the bumper of his car. I tried not to laugh. Why can’t journalists just pretend to be unbiased?

He handed the cash over to me. “There. Are you happy? Now do the line—a few times—and it better sound convincing.”

I’d spent the past few days perfecting that impression. I’d repeated that line over and over in that feminine voice, getting it just perfect, even though I thought it was a waste of time—not for me, because I was getting paid—but for my journalist client. Jenkins was behind twenty-five points in the polls. Even if people believed that my Dunbar impression was real, it wouldn’t be enough to knock Dunbar down that much. But if he wanted to pay me ten grand, then I was happy to take ten grand.

I leaned in towards his microphone. “Test one, two, test one, two,” I said, getting into the voice. I saw the journalist’s eyebrows rise over his sunglasses. “Hi everyone. Hello everyone. This is Marcie Dunbar. I’m so happy to be here in San Francisco today.” Then I watched as the journalist’s lips parted. He was apparently impressed with my impression. “I just wanted to say that… I hate niggers. I hate niggers. I really hate those niggers. Oh God, I just hate niggers.” I said it dozens of times with different inflections.

And then, I went silent. I stared at the journalist, waiting for his reaction. He was silent, in shock, as if he couldn’t believe his ears. “Y—You sound just like her,” he said. “How do you do that? How do you make your voice sound like a woman’s?”

“Yeah. That’s why people pay me ten grand for a single sentence,” I said. “You happy? Can I go home now?”

He slowly nodded his head before looking down at his recorder, as if he was holding a nuclear bomb that was armed to explode. And in a way, he kind of was. I had no idea how big the explosion would be—and I don’t think he fully realized how big the explosion would be.

It was the next morning when I heard my own voice on the news. Of course the news bleeped out the word ‘nigger’. I flipped through the channels. My voice was on all of them. “A recording has surfaced this morning of presidential candidate, Marcie Dunbar, saying an extraordinarily racist phrase,” said one anchor.

They cut to people on the streets, already protesting, already outraged. “Dunbar has not yet given a statement about the leak, but she is expected to later today. With just one week before the election, this disastrous blunder could potentially change the course of the election. It’s believed that Hilary Jenkins’s team has had this recording in their possession for many months now, and they’ve been holding off until now to release it. Coming up in a few minutes, we’re going to speak with Darcy Daniels, Dunbar’s campaign manager—or I should say, former campaign manager, as she resigned earlier this morning.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. People really believed the recording. One news channel even had a former police voice analyst on. “The recording is real. I don’t hear any signs of computer modulation or pitch changing. I truly believe this is real,” he said.

After an hour, they cut back to the protests in New York City. They had grown massively. The streets were packed with people. And that’s the moment I realized I’d just altered the course of history.


CHAPTER II

Marcie Dunbar lost the election, but it wasn’t just because of me. It didn’t help that she went into her press conference and said, “I’m sorry about what I said. I’d had a few drinks and I didn’t know that I was being recorded. In fact, I hardly remember saying it at all. But I want everyone to know that I don’t really feel that way. That’s just the way people talk when they’re drinking with buddies.” She was booed heavily during her press conference, and then she didn’t make another appearance—not even to congratulate her opponent on election night.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the whole ordeal. I wasn’t a political person. I didn’t vote in the election, and I didn’t even have a favourite candidate. I thought they were both losers who were just in it for the advancement of their own careers. But my little impression did a lot more damage than just deciding the winning candidate. Jenkins’s team also won almost the entire House and almost the entire Senate. It was a landslide victory, giving Jenkins as much power as a political party can possibly have.

It was only two months before she declared war on China, after a few weeks of bickering back and forth with their president about tariffs and taxes. Very few people volunteered for the outrageous war, so it was only a few weeks before Hilary Jenkins brought back conscription. I thought that I was having a nightmare when I heard the announcement on the evening news. “All military aged men should expect a letter in the mail over the coming months.”

I didn’t want to fight in a war. I didn’t even know what the war was about. I’d never shot a gun before, and I certainly didn’t want to be shot at—not over some import tax that couldn’t be settled between a couple of people with too much power. I didn’t sleep that night, wondering if I would be one of the people to get the letter in the mail. I was told to expect one, but they couldn’t seriously draft every able-bodied adult male, could they? Some men had to stay back to work, did they not? How would the country operate otherwise?

My gut churned with regret. I had nightmares about that cold, dark parking garage. I could vividly remember leaning into that microphone and repeating that rehearsed racism over and over. I could still remember that journalist’s face as it turned whiter and whiter.

I looked that journalist up online. He was famous now, and a hero to Jenkins supporters. I found pictures of his massive mansion, which he bought shortly after that story leaked. I had a feeling he wasn’t going to be drafted. I went online to read his latest stories. “Why every American should be happy about the war with China,” was his latest headline. “You should be happy if you receive a draft letter,” said another of his headlines. I wished I could go back in time and grab him by the throat in that parking garage. It wasn’t worth the ten thousand dollars I made. It wasn’t even worth a million dollars—though maybe I would have done it for a few million. With a few million, I could have escaped to another country and lived comfortably for the rest of my life in a big mansion of my own.

But instead, I was in my small apartment, sitting in a dark corner with a pounding heart. Casualties were expected to be high. The first wave of soldiers had already clashed in the Pacific Ocean. An entire ship had gone down, along with a couple thousand men. Many of the men were supposedly eaten by sharks while trying to escape the battle. Some men were stationed in Los Angeles, to arm the anti-air guns. They were all expected to be killed as soon as the first nuclear weapon was launched. Los Angeles was already being evacuated in anticipation of that first nuclear explosion. The whole Pacific Coast was in a complete hysteria.

It wasn’t until the next morning when I had the courage to go downstairs to check my mailbox. I put the key in slowly and turned carefully. There was a white envelope waiting for me. I prayed it was an overdue heating bill, or even a ticket for speeding in a school zone—anything but a draft letter. I closed my eyes as I picked the letter up, and then I took a deep breath before opening them. Then I saw the US Armed Forces insignia.

‘ORDER TO REPORT FOR ARMED FORCES PHYSICAL EXAMINATION.’

My heart fell into my stomach and my legs began to tremble. I nearly threw up and then I nearly fell over. I felt tears filling up my eyes. I felt like such an idiot. This was all my fault. Millions of Americans were getting the same letter—Americans with families: wives and children who would also be crying next to them. I was a villain. I was a demon. I deserved to be sent out into the Pacific Ocean to be eaten by sharks.

I tried to think of what I could do. I thought about going to the news, to tell everyone that I was the one who did the Dunbar impression that changed the course of the election. But that idiot Dunbar went on TV and admitted the recording was real, even though it wasn’t. Or maybe she’d actually said racist crap like that before—who knows… But I had to do something.

I looked up that journalist’s address and I went over right away. I figured he got me into this mess, so he should be able to get me out. When I showed up at his large cast-iron gate, there were five armed guards standing out front. “Turn around,” one of them yelled. “You cannot come within twenty feet of this gate, or we’ll be forced to shoot.”

“I know the guy who lives here. You need to let me in to talk to him,” I said.

“Sorry, sir. No one gets through this gate. We’ve had four assassination attempts in the last forty-eight hours. So please step back.”

“You don’t understand!” I said. My legs were starting to tremble and buckle again. I felt so weak and so foolish. “I really do know him. Just tell him I’m here and I swear he’ll tell you to let me in.”

“No can do,” said the armed guard. “Now step away or we’ll shoot. This is your last warning.” He raised his rifle, making me wince away. So that’s what it’s like having a gun pointed at you… It wasn’t something I could see myself getting used to. I wondered if the Chinese had good aim. I wondered how long I would last if I even made it to the Asian coast—probably not long.

I made my way back home. My mind was spinning. I looked at that letter again and then I found myself in the bathroom, vomiting. Back in Vietnam days, you could lie about being a homosexual and they would let you skip the draft—at least that’s what I heard. But now, they wanted everyone. They didn’t care if you had bad knees or bad hips or if you liked to suck ten giant cocks a day—no one was getting out of fighting the Chinese in the war—no one except for women and children. They even raised the draft age to fifty, so the net could catch more fish.

I didn’t sleep that night. I tossed and turned and tried to think of some way out of having to serve. I was too small to fight. The only thing my small body was good for in battle was cannon fodder—and I had a feeling the army would realize that immediately.

I hated the idea of being a draft dodger, but I hated the idea of fighting and possibly dying in a war that I didn’t understand or agree with. Or even worse—what if I killed someone? What if I had a Chinese man in my sights and I pulled the trigger? We were invading them—they were just trying to protect their families. I couldn’t be a part of that. I couldn’t participate in such terrible savagery.

So I went online to see what other people were doing. There were large groups of people planning on getting together to escape to Mexico. They would never be allowed back in America again. Some people suggested going to Canada, but they would have to hide in Canada, as Canadians were supposedly deporting Americans back. Some were going to Europe, but it was only the poor European countries that weren’t deporting Americans. So the options weren’t great.

I stayed in my apartment for the next five days, eating the scraps I had left in my pantry. I was too afraid to leave. As long as I stayed in my apartment, I could pretend as though I never got that letter. I could lie and say that it was lost in the mail.

I missed my physical examination date. I had a feeling there was already another letting in my mailbox, but I didn’t go down to check. I paced my apartment and tried to think of some other way out. Maybe I could shoot myself in the foot during training. I would probably end up with a fucked up foot for the rest of my life, but at least I wouldn’t be dead somewhere in China… Or maybe they would still send me to China, and then I would be fighting with a fucked up foot. I needed to think of a better solution.

I was a clever guy. I always had been. Back in high school, I used to get out of tests all of the time with careful lies, and sometimes with spot-on impressions. I learned to do a perfect impression of my high school principal. I would sneak out to the bathroom and then I would call my teacher’s classroom. “Joe doesn’t have to do the test today,” I would say in that distinct, deep voice.

“Why not?” the teacher would ask.

“For his outstanding commitment to community service. Just give him full marks on this one.” Sometimes it didn’t work, because the teachers knew that I could do great impressions. But the military had no idea that I could do great impressions.

A warmth was suddenly glowing inside of my chest. The military had no idea that I could do impressions. I had an idea.

I got myself showered and dressed, and then I went down to the recruitment office across the street from my building, where I was supposed to go for my physical. I waited in the long line for almost an hour before I was ushered into the recruiter’s office. Before stepping in, I reached into my pocket and hit the record button on my cellphone’s voice recorder app.

“What’s your name?” the recruiter asked.

“Joe Alary, sir. I just got the letter in the mail—I’m afraid I got it late,” I said, putting the letter down on his desk.

“These letters are hand delivered. You didn’t get the letter late, Alary, you just checked your mail late.”

“Sorry, sir. I’ve been sick, and I’m only just feeling better now. I’ve been in bed for days. I didn’t even hear the news about the draft.”

He stared at me for a minute with dark, brooding eyes—the same eyes I could probably expect throughout my whole military career, assuming my plan didn’t work out. “Okay, recruit. Any diagnosed health conditions we need to know about? Maybe something with your thyroid? And before you lie about something, just know that our doctors have to diagnose it as well if you’re going to get out of service.”

“I’m fine,” I said. “Though I’m afraid I wouldn’t be much use in battle. I’m small and I’ve never really been able to put on any muscle m—”

He cut me off before I could finish. “—Don’t worry. They’ll make a man out of you in basic training. You’re to report to basic training this afternoon. Here’s all the information you’ll need, including the station where you can catch a bus. The bus is free. Don’t bring anything, unless you’ve got a picture of your kids you really like. Everything else will be confiscated before you’re admitted. Any questions? No? Okay, get out of here—and good luck over there.”

Before I could say anything, he waved me out. I made sure to get a good look at his nametag before leaving that room: Klein, it read. I had to look up his insignia before tracking down his superior’s phone number. He was apparently a Sergeant First Class—though I didn’t know what that meant. I listened to the recording of his voice over and over, and then I did my best to replicate it. “Hello, this is Sergeant First Class Klein. Hello there, it’s me, Sergeant First Class Klein.” I kept saying it, over and over, but I had no idea if that was how military men introduced themselves. I spent the next two hours perfecting that impression. Usually I would spend at least a few days with an impression before I was comfortable with it, but I didn’t have that kind of time. So I made the call.

“This is Hendricks. Who’s calling?”

“Uh, this is Sergeant First Class Klein, sir. I’m calling about recruit, Joe Alary.”

“Alright, Klein. What about him?”

I took a deep breath. “I just sent in his file. I meant to mark him down as unfit for combat, but I think I accidentally checked the wrong box. So if you could fetch his file and make that change for me, that would be great, sir.”

There was silence on the line. “Checked the wrong box? What the hell are you on about, Sergeant?”

“Um, Joe Alary. He’s unfit for combat, sir. But I filed his form wrong.”

“What form? What are you talking about? What’s your identification number, Sergeant?”

In a panic, I hung up the phone. My plan failed. I didn’t do enough research. I didn’t have enough time to do research. And now I was expected at basic training in just a few hours. It was time for me to go—time for me to head out and catch a bus. My free life was over. Soon, I would be standing in a line, being screamed at by a very angry man. I would be pushed to my physical limits before being sent off to die—to be blown up or drowned or eaten by sharks.


CHAPTER III

I didn’t end up leaving my apartment. I was too afraid. I didn’t want to fight in that damned war. I still had so much I wanted to do with my life—and nowhere on my bucket list was war.

I was surprised when no one came knocking on my door that evening. I didn’t even get a phone call. I started to wonder if the call I made did work after all. Maybe Hendricks did go and change the status of my file.

I was surprised when I woke up the next morning and there still hadn’t been any knocks at my door. I cautiously made my way down to my mailbox. There were no letters inside. I looked out at the streets. They were unusually desolate. It was 9:00 AM. Usually there would be hundreds of men on their way to work—but now there were only a few. Were they the lucky ones who avoided the draft? Did they all have good excuses? Or was their time coming? Maybe they were on their way to the bus stop now, so they could be taken out to basic training.

I was in the middle of the country. Getting to either the Canadian or Mexican border was out of the question, especially since there were probably check stops along the way, and I’m sure my name was in their system. I couldn’t book a flight without being caught—so what could I do? I went back to my apartment, and then I wondered if I could hide in that apartment until the war was over. Would they find me? Of course they would—they knew my address.

As I was looking out at the street, a man in full military regalia walked by. I ducked down, worried he would see me and somehow recognize me. Maybe a picture of my face was up in every recruitment office in the country: ‘FIND THIS DRAFT DODGER!’ If I ran away, would they put me in prison when they finally found me? Or would they still send me off to war? The thought of prison was nicer than the thought of battle. Though I don’t think I would survive in prison, especially not with my 130-pound body. From behind, I could easily be made to look like a woman.

It was the next morning when there was a knock at my door, waking me up. It was a loud knock, as it made by the dull side of a fist. I remained still in my bed, wondering if the noise was real or just a sound at the tail end of a terrible nightmare. Then the knock happened again. I sprung to my feet and ran carefully to the door. I pressed my eye to the peephole. Three military men were standing there with serious faces. “Open up!” one shouted.

I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. “What’s going on?” I shouted back, using one of my female impressions.

“We’re here for Joe Alary. Is he in? Please open this door.”

“Hold on. I just got out of the shower,” I yelled back. And then I found myself scrambling. My heart was pounding. I looked around, desperate for an exit. But that door was the only way out of my apartment, unless I wanted to tumble down four stories to the pavement below. I ran into the bathroom and stripped out from my pyjamas. I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around my chest. It was just long enough to cover my cock. Then I grabbed another towel and wrapped it around my head. But I still looked like a man. I still had hairy legs and stubble on my chin and cheeks.

But I had one last idea. Under my sink was a box of facial products that an ex-girlfriend left in my bathroom almost two years before. I grabbed a little tube of ‘Cucumber Face Mask’ and I squirted a bunch into the palm of my hand. I spread it all over my face.

“If you don’t open this door right now, we’re going to arrest you, ma’am. Please open this door.”

I didn’t have time to shave his legs, so all I could do was hope that they didn’t notice—and if they did, hopefully they wouldn’t think too much about it. I took a deep breath and then I opened the door. “Sorry, what is this about?” I asked in that female voice, that wasn’t too different from the voice I used on that history-altering recording.

“Sorry to bother you, miss. But we’re looking for Joe Alary. Is he here?”

“He’s not. He hasn’t been here for a few days.”

“Who are you?”

“I’m his girlfriend, Jess,” I said. My heart was pounding as I forced a smile. The military officers slipped past me and started to search the apartment. None of them looked back at me as I stood by the door, trying to keep my legs crossed so they wouldn’t see so much hair. I couldn’t believe they’d fallen for my disguise. I couldn’t believe that none of them even stopped to take a closer look at me.

I didn’t follow them. I just stood by that door, letting them rifle through my home. I watched as they pulled back my couch. One of them even flipped over my bed’s mattress. It was like watching Nazis hunting for hiding Jews. “Did he do something?” I asked casually from the doorway.

“He missed basic training. And now, because of a phone call we received, we believe he may be trying to dodge the draft. Where is he?”

“I don’t know. Like I said, I haven’t seen him in days.”

“Well if you see him, you need to call us right away. We’ll be back.” And just like that, they were all gone. I closed the door, flicked the lock, and then I fell to the ground, short of breath. My heart ached with throbbing pain. I knew it was only a matter of time before they found me, unless I could get out of that city. Maybe I could go live in the woods—find a survival guide in a bookstore and then live out the war like a mountain man.

I stepped into the bathroom to wash off my face, and then I stared at myself in the mirror. I didn’t actually look half bad. I kind of looked like a chick, especially thanks to my big eyelashes and narrow face. Apparently the military men agreed—none of them seemed to think that I could have been anything but a woman.

Could I do a female impression for the next couple of months, or years, or however long the war lasted? I could do the voice just fine—maybe I could pull off the look, too. I stared at myself in that mirror for the next forty-five minutes. I wasn’t terribly fond of the idea of being a woman in public for the foreseeable future, but it was a more desirable thought than getting killed or killing people.

So I took a shower. I picked up my razor while the hot water was streaming down my body, and then I brought it down to my legs. “This is crazy,” I said to myself before clearing off the first strip of hair. It was just body hair—it would grow back eventually. I wasn’t necessarily committing to anything. But if the military men came back, at least I wouldn’t have to worry that my legs were too hairy. It was just a safety shave, and that’s it—I was giving myself options. But I was going to need more than just a shave if I was really going to give myself a strong option.


CHAPTER IV

It was late that night when I snuck out from my apartment. I went out the back door, into the alleyway, as soldiers were patrolling the streets. Apparently there had been a string of attacks on American soil: some by Chinese Americans fighting on behalf of China, and some by anti-war ‘terrorists’, as the media called them. I didn’t want to be confused for either, so I stuck to the shadows as I made my way down the block.

I looked both ways before bolting across the road to the next alleyway.

I had to use my phone to know which shops I was behind when I finally reached my city’s shopping district. I didn’t know much about women’s clothes, so I didn’t necessarily know where I was going. But I could break into a few places if I needed to.

I knew I had to be quick, because I had no idea which shops were alarmed. I decided to break into a shop called ‘Femme’ because the back door was locked with a padlock, and I had bolt cutters, and no idea how to pick a lock. It wasn’t easy to snap that lock off that back door. I had to press down with all of the force I had in my arms before I heard that loud snap. I tossed the broken lock aside and then I snuck into the shop.

I was wearing gloves so I wouldn’t leave fingerprints, and I was wearing a black balaclava in case there were any cameras. Once I was inside, I moved quickly, assuming a silent alarm was going off (though I don’t think the store had any alarms or cameras). I started stuffing bags with everything I thought would fit. I grabbed dresses, shirts, skirts, panties, nylons, stockings, socks, and even a few handfuls of costume jewellery. Then I snagged a couple of wigs off of the storefront mannequins. I grabbed a handful of cash out of my pocket and left it on the counter before running away as fast as I could. I was two blocks away before I stopped to catch my breath.

But I wasn’t done. I was going to need more than clothes if I was going to pass as a woman. I wandered down the alleyways until I was behind a cosmetics store. The lights inside were on and the door was locked with a proper bolt lock, but I needed the makeup inside. So I used my bolt cutters to cut the thin bars covering the back window, and then I used the bolt cutters to smash the glass. I saw a red light blinking across the room, and I knew for certain it was a silent alarm, so I filled my bag quickly. I had no idea what I was even grabbing—just one item from each shelf. I heard sirens as I was squirming back out that rear window. I could see flashing red and blue as I reached the end of the alleyway. I sprinted as quickly as my skinny legs would let me. I was running in the wrong direction, but at least I was getting away.

I heard more cop cars buzzing down the streets. I wondered if they were all going to that makeup store.

I felt bad. I meant to leave a handful of cash on the counter, to pay for what I stole and the window I broke, but I was rushed out too quickly. I would have to find another way to pay them back, some other time.

I looked in my heavy black bag. I felt like a boy on Halloween night—a very, very nervous boy on Halloween night. As I stood back up to make my long journey back home, that bag suddenly felt heavier, thanks to my sudden lack of adrenaline. By the time I reached my apartment, my shoulders were sore from hauling the heavy load of stolen goods.

I closed all my blinds and kept all of my lights off. I didn’t want the patrolling soldiers to look up and see that my apartment was glowing at such a strange hour of the night. They were probably keeping an eye on my apartment, knowing that it belonged to a draft dodger.

I had to wait for the morning sunlight before I could check to see what I got. I had no idea if any of it would fit or even look half decent on my body. I had no idea if I even got all of the pieces necessary to make an outfit.

I dumped everyone out onto the floor, and then I separated it into piles: makeup in one pile, underwear in another pile, dresses and skirts in another, tops in another, and wigs in a final pile. First, I held up a black pencil skirt. It looked like a nice, conservative skirt, until I slipped it onto my otherwise naked body. It was high waisted, covering my belly button no matter how hard I tugged down on it. It only extended down to my mid-thighs, but at least it fit.

I looked through my tops to find something nice to complete the outfit. I tried on a white blouse, but it was baggy in the chest where my tits were supposed to be. Thankfully, I had apparently snagged a bra from that Femme store, so I tried that on underneath, stuffing it with tissue paper to create the illusion of a bust. The tight strap around back and the straps over my shoulders felt a bit scratchy, but I knew I would get used to them. The white blouse was much more flattering with a bust.

Then it came time to pick a wig. I had a blonde option, a brunette option, and a jet-black option. I tried the black option first, but it didn’t look quite right with my pale skin. The brunette wig felt bulky and wiry on my head, so I settled with the blonde wig, even though I knew I might get more attention as a blonde than I would as a brunette. I didn’t want the attention, but I also didn’t want people looking at me and thinking I was wearing a wig.

It was a ling wig, reaching all the way down to my bust. The hair was soft as I ran my fingers through it. I went to the bathroom to see how ridiculous I looked, and I was pleasantly surprised when I saw my reflection. I didn’t look bad, though my face still needed some work: a close shave for starters. I put a new blade on my razor and I spent the next twenty minutes getting the closest shave I could. But even with a shave, there was still darkness where my beard should have been. Luckily, one of the products I stole from that makeup store was concealer, which matched my skin tone fairly accurately (I also stole a few concealers that absolutely did not match my skin tone, and were as good as garbage unless I planned on tanning for the next three months straight).

I spent the rest of that morning watching Internet tutorials, watching beautiful women applying makeup to their own faces. They all made it look so easy. It was not nearly as easy as the online makeup gurus made it look. I tried to do a basic look and it took me five tries before I got it right. My arms were sore from holding them up to my face.

But I didn’t look bad, especially with my long blonde hair cascading down my shoulders, stealing the attention away from my shoddy makeup job. I knew I would get better—especially if the war went on for years.


CHAPTER V

It was three days later when the military men came back, looking for me. I was ready for them—as ready as I could be, though my heart still pounded like crazy when they pounded bluntly on my apartment door. I looked through the peephole and saw the same three men.

I was wearing a skirt and a light sweater. I had my blonde hair tied into a pair of braids. I’d just shaved my legs that morning, and I was even wearing a bit of perfume. I’d spent over an hour doing my makeup, even though I didn’t plan on leaving the house. I was doing my makeup every morning, spending a long, tedious hour at least in front of that mirror. I was getting better, but as I got better, I found more small details that I could work on, so I wasn’t getting any faster.

I took a long, deep breath before pulling that door open. “Are you looking for Joe?” I asked in my feminine voice—a voice that I hadn’t stopped using since I started being a full-time woman. Even when I was alone, cooking dinner and rambling to myself, I would use that voice, making sure it was rehearsed and flawless. I couldn’t give the soldiers any reason to doubt me.

“Has he come back yet?” asked the soldier before me. He didn’t wait for an answer before letting himself in. His two squad mates followed. This time I followed them around the apartment.

“He hasn’t returned yet. I still haven’t heard from him, but I’m starting to worry about him. Do you think he’s okay?”

The soldier laughed. “I think he’s probably in Mexico by now, living happily on some beach.” He turned and looked me in the eyes. “He abandoned you. You know that, right?” I had to pretend to be stung by the comment. I figured he was trying to emotionally damage me so that I would give up the location of Joe.

“I don’t think he would do that.”

The soldier laughed again, and then he continued searching around the apartment. “Hey sir, come and see this,” said one of the soldiers in my bedroom. All three of them went into the room. I approached slowly. They were all looking at my feminine clothes on the floor: my small piles, next to my two spare wigs. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. “Check the closet,” one of them said. So one of the soldiers went into the closet and started rifling through my male clothes. “Nothing,” he said.

Then the squad leader turned to me. “This is all you’ve got here?” he asked.

“That’s all I brought with me,” I said, trying to force a little smile.

“Three outfits. And you’ve been here for how long?”

I tried to remember the last time the men were at the apartment. “About a week,” I said. “I’ve been using the laundry machine downstairs.”

Now he was staring at me, looking straight into my eyes. “And where do you live?”

“Me?”

“Yes, you,” he said.

“I live across town.”

“Where across town?”

“In a basement suite on Hawthorne Avenue.”

The room became silent. I felt a cold sweat tickling the back of my neck. I bit down on my tongue so that I wouldn’t let the terrified whimper slip out from my lips. I watched as the soldier looked down at my body. Was he onto me? Could he tell that I was in a disguise? I wanted to look down to make sure that my cock wasn’t bulging out against my skirt, but I knew looking down would make me look suspicious, so I kept my gaze up, looking from one man to the next.

“I’m going to need an address,” he said. “We’ll have to check your place for Joe.”

“Okay, sure,” I said as that cold sweat grew damper on the back of my neck. “I just moved in there a few weeks ago—I still don’t even have all my stuff there. I’ll need to double-check the address. Just give me a minute.” I stepped away from the men as my heart pounded ferociously. I wondered if they could see my chest thumping—or maybe they could hear it. I pulled up a map and found Hawthorne Avenue. It was the street one of my old childhood friends lived on. I quickly found a random address and then I went back to the soldiers. “It’s 422 Hawthorne Avenue—the house across from the gas station.”

“And who else lives there?” he asked.

“There’s an older woman upstairs. She lives alone, and I have the basement to myself.” I managed to force my smile until the men were gone. And then I knew I had to leave. My time in that apartment was up. I looked around at all of my stuff. I would have to leave it all behind—everything I couldn’t fit into a backpack. As soon as those soldiers went to that house and found out there was no basement suite and no old lady living upstairs, they would be right back to detain me, and then they would probably throw me into some war prison. I had no idea where I was going to go—I just knew it had to be far away from where I was now.

I stuffed my laptop, clothes, and makeup into my bag. Then, I stuffed the bag with as much food as I could. I figured there would be a few nights spent out on the streets while I tried to find somewhere to live. I left my IDs and credit cards behind. I only took my bankcard with me, and I planned to ditch it as soon as I got the few thousand dollars I had in my bank account out from ATMs.

I slipped out from my apartment’s back door and then I looked up at my window. I never liked that apartment much, but I knew I was going to miss it. I was going to miss the comfort of having a bed to sleep on that was my own more than anything. But I knew I couldn’t stay. So I hip up the nearest ATM, withdrew the maximum amount of $500.00, and then I started towards the edge of town. My plan was to hitchhike over to the next city, where no one would potentially recognize me. But first, I needed to empty my bank account in town, so that there would be no record of me elsewhere.


CHAPTER VI

That first night wasn’t so bad. I stopped at a Wal-Mart and bought myself a sleeping bag and a small foam mat. Then I slipped into the large nature reserve at the edge of town and found myself a nice little den between two large bushes. I didn’t sleep well, constantly worried bugs were crawling into my little nook. I kept springing up every twenty minutes to shake out my sleeping bag. I hated bugs, but I knew I would have to get used to the idea of them if I was going to spend the next little while hiding out in the woods.

As soon as I woke up the next morning, I went straight to the nearest ATM and took out another five hundred bucks. I slipped the money into the front pouch of my backpack. I still had three grand left in my account. Retrieving five hundred bucks each day, it would take another six days before I could toss my card and leave town.

Staying hidden was relatively easy. The real challenge was staying entertained. I brought my laptop to a café and used their Internet, and that was good for a while, but it wasn’t long before my back started to hurt, hunched over a little table, trying to watch Netflix shows with tiny earbud headphones. I couldn’t help but think about being stuck in an airport, with nowhere comfortable to sit, constantly with that feeling of restlessness.

It wasn’t long before I shut down my computer and shoved it back into my bag. I was suddenly paranoid that the army could track it. I didn’t know anything about IP addresses, but I knew the feds could easily trace them. If they really wanted to catch me, I figured they could probably trace my computer’s address and then storm that little café—so I got out of there and tried to think of other ways to pass the time.

But my mind came up blank. I tried to think of what I would have been doing back in my apartment, aside from pacing around nervously. But still, I couldn’t think of anything, aside from mindlessly watching television.

Every time a soldier passed me in the streets, I became tense and cold and strangely breathless. Whenever anyone glanced over at me, I froze up completely, with a lump swelling up in my throat. I would look in every possible reflection, making sure everything was in place—making sure my makeup hadn’t smudged off to reveal my stubble, and making sure my wig hadn’t slipped slightly. And even when I saw that everything was fine, I would still be worried that other people wouldn’t see me the same way. What if I was just deluding myself into thinking that I really looked like a chick?

Strangely, I got my first moment of relief when a man tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Excuse me. I don’t normally do this, but I really just felt compelled to come over and tell you how beautiful you are.” It took me a moment to realize he wasn’t being sarcastic. His cheeks were red and he was making a big smile.

“Thank you,” I said. He nodded his head and continued on towards wherever he was heading. It was only a few minutes later when I looked back and caught another man checking out my ass. He looked away quickly, and I did the same. I found myself tugging down at my skirt, making sure my tush was covered. And then I felt my cheeks becoming warm. I even caught myself smiling like an idiot at one point, though I really shouldn’t have felt happy about the situation. No man should feel any sort of pride or even amusement when men mistake him for a woman—even if he is wearing women’s clothes and makeup. I knew that I had a small body—I’d had a small body my entire life. But I never thought that I had a woman’s body. Now I knew that I was wrong. And that realization should have filled my stomach with nothing but dread—yet there I was, smirking with red cheeks like a complete lunatic. I tried to convince myself it was just a consequence of lack of quality sleep.

The sun was still up when I found myself in a bar. I had nowhere else to go, unless I wanted to settle into my potentially bug-infested den for the night. At least I could stay at the bar until late, watching sports on the televisions, drinking away my nerves. But it wasn’t long before I could feel the gazes of all of the single men veering towards me. I tried to sit out of the way, at the end of the bar, where the light was a little bit dimmer, but that didn’t seem to stop men from staring at me. I suppose it was strange in their eyes: a young woman alone at a bar on a weekday night.

The men were all older—too old to be drafted. But that didn’t make them any less intimidating. One of the men who was staring directly at me without any hesitation was easily 6’5” and two hundred and fifty pounds. His hair was grey but his muscles were bulging out from his tight shirt regardless. He made me wonder if there really was a point to the draft age limit. He was far more qualified to fight than me, yet I was the one expected at basic training. He winked at me with a grin before I looked away from him.

I sipped my first beer slowly. I knew I would be in that bar for at least a few hours, so I had to take things slow. I was tired and liquor always hit me hard when I was tired. The bartender thought it was strange that I was drinking a light beer. He didn’t say anything, but I could tell by the crooked look on his face. He was the first man to talk to me at the bar that night. “What brings a girl like you to a place like this?” he asked. He was an old-timey accent away from sounding just like a stereotypical character in a western movie.

“Just trying to kill time,” I said with a smile and a nod.

“Well, I hope you’re looking for attention. Because you’re going to get it, looking like that.”

He walked away, leaving a chill lingering in my spine. He wasn’t wrong. Every time I looked up, I caught at least a few men looking at me. Some of them were too drunk to look away. And it seemed like they were inching closer and closer each time I looked up from my drink.

The sun still wasn’t down when the first man took a seat right next to me, despite the many open seats in the bar. He didn’t say anything at first. He didn’t even look over at me, keeping his gaze glued to the television screen as if he was waiting for a commercial break. Though I knew he came to talk to me. I knew he was just building up the courage to say those first words—or maybe he was trying to figure out what those first words would be. Funny enough, it was a commercial when he finally looked over and said, “Are you a Dolphins fan?”

It was a strange question. There was no football game on the television. It was the middle of May. I nearly laughed at the insanity of the question, and then I remembered that I was still playing a woman. Looking and sounding like a woman were important—but acting like a woman was even more important if I was going to remain undetected. “The Dolphins?” I asked in my best oblivious tone. “Is that a hockey team?”

He laughed. “No. It’s a football team. The Miami Dolphins. I’m from Miami. Have you ever been?” He was smiling big. His cheeks were red and I noticed his hands were trembling down at his lap. Was I making a man nervous? Was I making his squirm? I knew that I looked convincing, but was I also hot? I looked around and saw a number of men at different tables looking towards us. Were they all hoping the man would strike out so they could swoop in for a chance of their own?

“I haven’t ever been,” I said. I looked back towards the televisions.

The man waved over the bartender. “Excuse me. Could we get two more over here?” he shouted, as if he wanted the whole bar to hear. I found myself sinking down low on my barstool. Now everyone was looking over at us, thinking we were hooking up.

“I’m actually okay. I sill have most of this beer,” I said.

“You’ll be done soon,” he said with a big red-cheeked grin. He was just happy that he was the first to build up the confidence to talk to me. And I still couldn’t believe he wanted to talk to me. I couldn’t believe any of the men in that bar, or the men out on the street, had any interest in me at all. It seemed completely ludicrous. I stood up. “Excuse me while I use the bathroom,” I said, and then I scurried away quickly. I even thought about leaving, but I didn’t want to leave my bar tab unpaid—even though it was just a single half finished beer.

I slipped into the bathroom and locked the door, even though it was a bathroom with multiple stalls. I needed a minute to myself. I needed to feel comfortable and alone for just a moment so I could gather my mind. I looked in the mirror and found it hard to recognize myself. There wasn’t much there to recognize. Over the past few days, I’d learned a few makeup tricks to make myself unrecognizable. I contoured my nose, making it look a bit smaller, and I used some highlight on my cheekbones, which made the shape of my face look completely different. I still couldn’t believe how a few little makeup products could make such drastic changes.

I smiled at the mirror. I have a cute smile—I’ll give myself that. And I really did like the way my braids looked, resting gently over my shoulders. I wondered if I would approach a girl who looked like me in a bar. Would I have the courage to talk to her? I’d always been shy around blondes.

I did a little spin, watching myself in the mirror. So maybe I did look kind of sexy. Maybe I was going to pass as a woman as long as I could handle it. And maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. I was already getting a free beer, and there was a line-up of men waiting to pay for my next one as well. So I took a deep breath and then I went back out to finish my beers with the stranger next to me. He sat up straight as I came around the corner. He fixed the collar of his shirt and then he said, “I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I really love the way you’ve done your hair.”

I smiled and had a sip from my beer. “Thank you,” I said. I noticed that his hands were still awkwardly trembling on his lap. I caught a glimmer of gold around his finger: a wedding ring. Was he trying to cheat on his wife? Was I really sexy enough to make a man consider infidelity? It was only a moment later when he took a sip from his beer that I noticed that ring was missing. Either he’d slipped it off and put it in his pocket, or I was crazy when I thought I saw it in the first place.

A shot was placed down in front of me. I looked up at the bartender as he said, “Courtesy of the gentleman in the booth over there.” I looked over and saw an older man waving at me with a smile. Now the men were competing. And surely they knew that the country was currently filled with women who had no men. The men were all gone—I was just one girl in a nation loaded with girls. And I wasn’t even the real deal—yet still, these guys were still placing their bets on me. I wasn’t even the only girl in that bar. As I looked around, I noticed at least a dozen other girls—girls who had showed up since I’d taken my seat. So why was I the target and not them? Was I really that pretty?

I felt my cheeks becoming warm. I knew that I would end up drunk if I took the shot and finished both of my beers, but I didn’t want to be rude. I didn’t want to start any drama while I was trying to fly under the radar. Maybe the blonde wig was a mistake. Maybe it was drawing too much male attention my way. Or maybe it was the red lipstick I put on that morning. Maybe red was a bad idea. Maybe red was too luring, giving these men the wrong idea.

Or maybe I just needed to relax and enjoy the attention. I never got attention like this as a man. I couldn’t even remember the last time someone bought me a drink—maybe my dad on my twenty-first birthday. Does that even count?

Another shot came my way a little while later. It was dark out now and the bar was busy, mostly with women. Some of the men had gone over to try their luck with other girls, but I was still getting more than my share of the ogling. I was still feeling good, so I took the shot. I chased it with a long sip of beer. Then I jumped as the men behind me cheered. Three guys were standing behind me as if I was suddenly a bar attraction. One of the men patted me on the shoulder. “She drinks like a real woman,” he said.

“And she’s beautiful too—she’ll make a man very happy one day.”

“No offense, but I think you’re too old for her.”

“Did I say me?”

The men started laughing. They clinked their drinks and then they started chatting me up. “So is your husband over in China? I don’t see a ring on that pretty finger.”

I couldn’t stop myself from blushing. I was having fun. The men weren’t being creepy or awkward—they were just including me in their nightly festivities. Sure, they were drunk, but they were harmless. And in a weird way, I felt safe with them around me, knowing they would protect me if anything bad happened.

Then, the front door of the bar flew open and six armed soldiers walked in. The bar suddenly became silent as the soldiers scanned the place. They had everyone’s attention without having to ask for it. “Listen up, everybody,” said one of the soldiers. “I’m going to go through a few names. If you know the names or recognize the pictures, speak up. The victory of your people depends on it.” He held up a picture of a man with brown skin. “Leandro Michaels,” he said, showing the picture to everyone in the bar. “Suspected of conspiring against the state. Look familiar to anyone?”

The bar remained silent. I looked around to see the reactions on the faces of others. Everyone was alert, and strangely afraid. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who got antsy around the soldiers.

The soldier held up another photo. “Timothy Pederson,” he said. “Dodging the draft—still believed to be in the city. Look familiar to anyone?”

A hand slowly went up in the crowd.

“Yes, you.”

“I think I saw him on the train this morning. He looks familiar.”

“Okay, come with us and tell us everything. Sergeant Michaels will take you. Go on now.” Then he held up another picture: my picture. “Joseph Alary,” he said with a loud, booming voice. I swear I could feel his voice reverberating down my spine. “Dodging the draft. We believe he’s still in the city, as his bank card was used at an ATM earlier today, not too far from here.” My stomach turned. I wanted to sink low, but I knew that any movement might draw attention towards me. They had my picture now. I knew that I passed as a woman now, but that didn’t mean that I didn’t look at all like my picture. I still had the same nose, the same eyes, the same bone structure, and so on. I was still the same person, just with a wig and a bit of makeup.

One of the drinkers looked back at me slowly, as if he was putting together the pieces in his mind. I wanted to look away, but I was too afraid to make even a slight movement. I was even too afraid to draw air into my lungs. I could feel my skin turning white.

The soldier pulled out another image. “Danny Lewis—Dodging the draft. CCTV footage showed him in this area just a few hours ago.”

“That guy!” the bartender said. “He’s in the bathroom.” The crowd started rabbling. And the man did look familiar. I think I saw him as I scanned the faces of the bar when I sat down. But I didn’t say anything. I still wasn’t even sure if I was breathing. Two of the soldiers marched over to the bathroom and tried the door. It was locked. So one of them stepped back, raised his foot, and then pounded the door open with a loud crack. They stormed the bathroom. I could hear yelling. It was only a moment later when Danny was pulled out from the bathroom, kicking his legs, begging with the soldiers. “Please! I don’t want to go to prison! I can’t go to prison! They’ll kill me!”

“You aren’t going to prison, buddy. You’re going to China. If you survive over there, then maybe we’ll talk about prison. Now let’s go. You’ve got a bus to catch.”

A moment later, the bar was silent. Danny and the soldiers were gone. The mood in the bar was dead. Everyone settled into their seats in a morose stillness. I finished the last of my beer, keeping my head tilted down so that no one would recognize me. One of the soldiers had left the three pictures with the bartender, and now he was tacking them up on the wall, not too far from my face. I looked up and saw my own eyes looking back at me. I wondered how they got the photo—it wasn’t one that was on my Facebook page or anywhere online. It was a vacation photo from a couple of years before—a photo that was on my laptop hard drive and nowhere else. But that laptop was in my bag.

I couldn’t help but wonder if they could trace it, even while it was off. If they could access my hard drive, was it really so hard to believe that they could trace me? After I left that bar, I went down to the river and I tossed my computer over the bridge. Then I tossed my wallet, keeping only the money. I figured it was better to be safe than sorry, even if it meant losing a few thousand dollars. At least I had something—enough to get me to a new city.


CHAPTER VII

Once again, I didn’t get much sleep. It didn’t help that it started raining in the middle of the night, and that rain got into my sleeping bag and into my backpack, making everything I owned wet. It was a cold rain. Apparently the weather in China was nicer. I wondered if I would have been better off there.

The sun was just teasing the horizon when I decided to start my hike north. My plan wasn’t to get to Canada—just to get far, far away from the city where I’d last been traced. I was going to need a new identity, which meant I needed a new name. I spent that whole morning trying to think of a good one. I said them aloud while I walked along those country back roads. “Tracy. Anne. Katie. Kylie. Courtney. Belle. Masie…” None of the names sounded right. I liked the name Jessica, but I’d given it to those soldiers, and I didn’t want anything linking me back to them. “Kristy,” I said, and the name made me stop. I said it again. “Kristy.” It had a nice ring to it. I think it suited my blonde braids and cute little outfits.

My walk slowly turned into a skip. The country air was warm and fresh and inviting. For the first time in weeks, I wasn’t looking over my shoulder constantly, and my body wasn’t in a constant state of tension. Maybe moving to a new city would be good for me, and not just because I was escaping the town where I was on a most-wanted list. Maybe it was time for a good change of pace. I could find a new job, start up some new hobbies. Maybe instead of living in a downtown apartment, I could look into getting a nice, little farmhouse.

Speaking of farmhouses, it was around 2:00 PM when I came across one, far away from the city. It was a cute two-story house surrounded by a large, overgrown field. There were no cars in the driveway—and even the driveway was overgrown with weeds that appeared untouched by tires. I stopped at the end of the lot and stared at the house. My water bottle was empty, and I was quickly running out of food. I hadn’t been doing a great job of rationing, assuming I would come across plenty of little stores in little towns, but there weren’t any little towns along those far-away back roads. So I ventured up that long driveway and I knocked on the door, hoping for a bit of charity.

There was no answer, so I knocked again, then again. Then I tried the handle. It was locked. I pressed my face against the window and looked in. The house was dark and dusty. If someone was living inside, they were doing a great job of leaving everything untouched. I went around to the back and found that a back window was left unlocked. I pried it open and climbed inside carefully. Then I tiptoed around, peeking into every room, making sure there was no one home. I found a draft letter on the kitchen counter. Next to the draft letter was a letter addressed to a woman. “Darlene, you can come stay with us until your husband is back from the war. There’s always a bedroom here for you. You know the address. You shouldn’t be alone right now.” Upstairs, I found an open closet door. The closet had been recently pillaged, and there was a spot on the ground that would have perfectly fit a large suitcase. So I determined that the house was abandoned.

I filled up my water bottle and then I started pillaging for food. I ate an entire box of crackers and then I heated up the leftover pasta that I found in the fridge. It was still good—a bit stale—but probably only a couple of weeks old. I was finishing up the pasta when I noticed a photo on the wall. It was a picture of the couple that owned the farmhouse. They were a young couple—but it was the woman’s dress that caught my attention. It was a tight dress, with a halter-top and a lacy strip down the centre of the chest. It looked adorable on her, especially with her lacy black shoes.

I went up to the bedroom and started looking for that dress. It was only a minute before I found it, and many other dresses that felt and looked incredibly sexy. I quickly got undressed and then I squeezed myself into the cute dress with the halter-top. It wasn’t easy to zip up by myself, but I managed. Then I found the shoes, which surprisingly fit my feet quite nicely. I wobbled slightly, having never worn heels before. I stepped over to the mirror and stared at myself. The dress looked remarkably pretty on me. I did a few poses. I loved how light the dress was—like I could barely feel it touching my skin, even when I spun and the dress danced around me.

I stole a lacy thong to replace the panties I was wearing. The thong was much less noticeable under that tight dress, and it actually felt kind of nice, hugging my cock and ball sack in place. I took my hair out from my braids and I let it fall naturally over my shoulders. It was curly from being held in braids for so long—but it was cute. I went to the bathroom to touch up my makeup before trying on another dress—and then another, and then another.

It was surprisingly fun, seeing myself in all of those different outfits, feeling all of those different fabrics against my skin. I still couldn’t get over how beautiful I was. I felt like I wanted to take a picture, but I no longer had a phone or even a laptop with a webcam. Though I don’t know what I would have done with a picture anyway, other than worry that the wrong people would eventually see it.

After a couple of hours playing dress-up in the woman’s bedroom, I realized it was getting late. My original plan was to find some spot in nature to sleep, but how could I pass up the opportunity to sleep in a warm bed? I ran a hot bath and decided to settle into the farmhouse that night. I even used a bit of bubble bath mixture, which made the tub smell like flowers. But as I was putting the bubble bath mixture away, I noticed a pink glimmer in the drawer. I opened the drawer all the way and saw a long, pink vibrator. I grinned at the sight of it. My heart was suddenly throbbing, though I couldn’t figure out why.

I lifted the long dildo up and then I walked over to the mirror. I gave it a little shake, making it giggle. I caught myself smirking. Then I brought the sex toy to my lips and gently teased the tip of it with my tongue. I felt so naughty, but I looked so sexy in such a strange way. I parted my lips and allowed the vibrator into my mouth. It was exhilarating watching myself fellate a sex toy, as if I actually had the capacity to suck a cock. I plunged the toy in and out of my mouth and then I took it and ran it down the centre of my chest, towards my non-existent pussy. I pressed the button on the base of the toy and it started to vibrate. I pretended like the tip of my dick was my clit. I rubbed that vibrator hard, pushing it down while moaning. I had a pretty good fake girly moan, which I learned how to do back in high-school, when me and some friends planned on making a fake recording of a teacher we all hated fucking one of her students. The plan failed because we were caught with the tape recorder in the boys’ change room.

I wanted to close my eyes, but I didn’t want to look away from my adorable reflection. I really was sexy. Those men at that bar weren’t wrong to ogle me and buy me drinks. I would have done the same thing, assuming I could have built up the courage. I kept rubbing that vibrator against my cock. I was hard, but my thong was holding me down. It was a bit uncomfortable, but I didn’t want to pull out my cock and ruin the illusion, so I just kept rubbing, succumbing to the elation of the vibration. I moaned louder—and this time, it was a real moan. My legs trembled in those tiny heels. I grabbed the edge of the vanity so that I wouldn’t fall over. I let out a long groan, and then I felt my cock bulging and twitching. My crotch suddenly felt warm and wet. I couldn’t stop groaning and I couldn’t stop swaying. My hands were trembling hard. Finally, I couldn’t even hold onto the vibrator. I dropped it and used my other hand to hold the vanity so that I wouldn’t fall over. Then I looked down. A glob of cum fell to the floor from between my legs. It was pouring out the side of my thong. “Shit,” I muttered. I carefully pulled that thong down. My white load was cradled perfectly in that tiny patch of fabric.

I took a deep breath. My heart was still pounding and I still wasn’t sure why, though the hot tub helped me relax. I closed my eyes and let that floral scent take me away for the next twenty minutes. I was glad I wasn’t in China. I made the right choice by temporarily becoming a woman. As long as I could stay off of the military’s radar, I was going to be just fine.


CHAPTER VIII

I was just sitting up when I heard a loud pounding at the door downstairs. A relaxing ten-hour sleep was suddenly ruined, even though I was already up when the knock came to the farmhouse. I sprung to my feet and looked around quickly. I grabbed my bag off the floor and quickly began stuffing in the essentials. I was trying to think of who could be at the door. The homeowner? No—no homeowner would knock on his or her own door. Was it a neighbour? There wasn’t a neighbour for miles. Was it a soldier, out looking for me? How would they know where to find me?

The knock came again, just as I finished zipping up my bag. I wanted to spend more time in that farmhouse pillaging the clothing options, but my safety was more important. So I carefully snuck down the stairs and crept towards the back door. My plan was to sneak out the back and then start running towards the treeline. I figured I could get into that small patch of woods before anyone noticed me, and then I could stay off the roads on my way to the next town.

I cautiously opened the door and stepped out. I started running across the grass, stepping my feet down quietly so that I couldn’t draw any attention. But all my carefulness was for nothing. “Hey! You there!” a strong, masculine voice called out. I knew I should have continued my dash for the woods, but instead I became frozen as my heart plunged into my stomach. I spun around slowly. I could feel that my face was completely white. I was now staring at an armed soldier. I somehow managed to force a smile.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

A chill tickled my exposed skin as a breeze tried to lift up the skirt of my dress. “I was just doing yard work,” I managed to say.

He stared at me with an unimpressed look, and I knew I was caught. I looked down at his rifle and wondered how good of a shot he was. Would he be able to peg me before I could reach those trees? Or would he be able to catch me if he started running after me? I wasn’t an amazing runner, and I probably wasn’t in the best shape of my life. “It’s a bit cold to be doing yard work in a dress like that,” he said.

“I was just thinking the same thing.” I forced another smile.

He was totally silent, staring at me with those dark, faraway eyes. “Come inside,” he said, and then he turned and walked into the farmhouse. With his back turned, it was the perfect opportunity to get away. But instead of running, I followed him inside. Getaways weren’t my thing. I wasn’t a physical person—which was why I avoided the military like the plague. If I was going to get out of this mess, it would be with a careful lie and not a full-blown sprint across the countryside.

The soldier was already in the kitchen, pacing around while looking at the photos on the walls. He had his hands clasped behind his back and his head up high. “You aren’t in any of these photos,” he said as I stopped in the doorway.

“It’s my friend’s place. She asked me to look after it,” I said as my heart trembled.

“Your friend’s place, huh?” he asked. “And what’s your name?”

“Kristy,” I said. “Can I get you a tea or a coffee or anything?”

He stared at me with his lips curled into a slight smirk. “Tea would be great,” he said.

So I walked over to the cupboard where I imagined the teakettle would be. It wasn’t there, so I tried the next one. It wasn’t there either. I tried three more cupboards, then the man said, “How long have you been looking after the place?”

“Just a few days,” I said. “I’m still figuring out where everything is.”

“A few days, huh?” he nodded his head slowly as he looked down at his lap with that same slight smirk.

“Yeah. Why?” I asked, forcing yet another tedious smile.

“Well I’ve got a picture of you here, from yesterday. It’s a picture of you leaving town.” He pulled a large photo out from his pocket and held it out towards my face. And there I was, caught on someone’s CCTV camera, darting across a field of grass. I felt my legs become weak. My knees wanted to buckle but I somehow stayed upright.

“I went into town yesterday to grab a couple of things that I forgot.”

“It’s a long walk to make—almost thirty miles. And just to grab a couple of things? Were they important things?”

He was toying with me, letting me dig myself deeper and deeper into the hole I’d made for myself. He was just waiting for the perfect opportunity to apprehend me, so that I could feel defeated and foolish at the same time. But I had to cling onto that small morsel of hope that I still had a chance. “I’m sorry, but did I do something wrong?”

He laughed and then he looked out towards the window. I thought about grabbing the cast-iron pan off the counter and smacking him on the head with it. I wasn’t fond of the idea of killing someone, but I was starting to feel desperate. I took a deep breath and inched closer to that pan, just so that I would have the option.

“Wrong?” he said with another small snicker. “I suppose not. But my superiors tell me that your boyfriend is on the wanted list. You are Joe Alary’s girlfriend, are you not? Were you not at his apartment just a few days ago? The place was abandoned quickly, you know. And I’m told that you gave some soldiers a fake address, sending them on a wild goose chase. Now why would you do something like that?” He looked towards the counter. “How’s that tea coming along?”

I looked over and saw that he was looking at the teakettle, which was already out on the stove. But I was no longer interested in making the man some tea. I just wanted him to leave. “I don’t think that’s a great idea, to be honest. I think you should probably get going.”

“Getting a bit defensive, are we?” he said. He took a step towards me and looked down into my eyes. He suddenly seemed large—massive even. “Is Joe here?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I’ll tell you the same thing I told everyone else: I haven’t seen Joe in weeks. In fact, Joe and me were hardly ever dating. I would never call him my boyfriend. He was just… just a fling. If I’m going to be honest, he was actually a bit of a slob.”

The soldier walked over to the teakettle. He popped open the lid and looked inside, and then he turned on the stove. “I’d really like some tea,” he said. “I hope you don’t mind. I’m sure the boil will be finished once I’m finished looking around the place.” He started his search without waiting for my green light. He flung open closet doors and pulled back rugs. He pulled open each cupboard door before heading towards the staircase and storming up. I followed him closely, my heart pounding. I tried to think if I had any of my old personal belongings—anything that would give me up. I couldn’t think of anything, but I also couldn’t think of what I actually had.

I watched as the soldier flipped over mattresses and raided closets. He was on a mission. Occasionally he would stop and listen carefully, as if listening for a mouse in the walls. He even walked up and tapped on the walls, to see if they were hollow and capable of hiding a human being. Finally, once the kettle downstairs was whistling, he turned to me and said, “Where is he?”

“I don’t know how many times I’ve told you. I don’t know where he is!”

He took a step towards me. “He was just a fling, huh? The two of you aren’t really a couple?”

“Just a fling,” I said. I could only hope that he couldn’t hear my heart pounding, trying to give me away.

There was a cold silence in the room as he stared deep into my soul. “Okay then. I guess we’ll just have that tea then” He made a big smile and then he started down towards the kitchen. I couldn’t decide if his frustration was a good thing or a bad thing. It was obvious that he couldn’t tell that I was really Joe—at least it seemed obvious, but that could have just been a part of his game. Maybe he could see right through me. He probably had another picture in his pocket, a picture of me as Joe, that he’d been carrying around for days. And how did he know to come to that farmhouse? Was that just a hunch or a stroke of luck, or had I been followed? Military technology was impressive—they had drones that flew so high up, they were invisible. Maybe a drone had been watching me since I fled town… Or maybe this really was just a big coincidence.

The soldier poured himself a large mug of tea. He didn’t even wait for it to cool before taking a sip and probably burning the inside of his mouth—but he didn’t seem to care. “Well, Kristy,” he said. “Will we be able to find you here if we need anything from you?” He had that slight grin on his face again. “I’m sure we’ll have questions any whatnot—about Joe, that is.”

I nodded my head slowly. “I should be here.”

He took another big, steaming gulp from his tea. “And just before I go, could I see a piece of ID? I just want to make sure I’m really talking to the real Kristy—if you know what I mean.” His grin grew a little bit bigger and my heart sank a little bit deeper.

“ID?” I said. “I actually don’t have my wallet with me. I left it at Joe’s apartment—that’s one of things I went back for yesterday. But I couldn’t find it.”

“Right. Well it would be hard to find with the apartment being guarded by the soldiers waiting for you and Joe,” he said. He was looking right into my eyes. I wasn’t sure what to say back—I didn’t know if he was lying or if he was just testing me. So instead of saying anything, I forced a smile. Then he said, “I’m just kidding.” But it was impossible to know if he really was kidding or if he’d just taken down my whole façade.

Then, I got an idea. It wasn’t an idea that I liked—not even a little bit—but it was the only idea I had, and I really didn’t want to go to prison. “Are you married?” I asked.

“Married? No.”

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

He shook his head. “There’s a girl I see from time to time, but I wouldn’t call her a girlfriend.”

“Do you think she would mind if I sucked your cock?” I said, letting a little grin of my own slip. Now my heart was really racing. I wasn’t sure what I was doing, but something inside of me was telling me that it was a good idea. I knew how blurry a man’s brain became when confronted with sex. I knew how men treated women who preformed sexual favours. Hell—I knew girls who only had jobs because they put out. I had good friends with crazy bitch girlfriends—girls who should have been dumped years ago, but they were kept around because they put out. And now it was my turn to put out.

He stuttered. “Suck my cock?” he said.

“That’s right. I just saw your hands, and I was thinking of that old saying—you know—big hands, big cock. And then I started thinking of your cock… You wouldn’t mind, would you?”

The room was silent. I knew my proposal could go one of two ways, and one of those ways involved me being dragged out of that farmhouse, destined for prison. But I had to take the chance. “My lady friend wouldn’t mind. The real question is, would Joe mind?” he asked.

He didn’t realize he was asking a very god question: would Joe mind? Did I mind? The thought of sucking dick made me shudder and nearly faint—but the thought of surviving another day filled me with heart-pounding excitement. I had to do it. I needed to get this prying soldier off of my shoulders.


CHAPTER IX

He was leaning against the counter as I approached him. He put his tea down as I stopped in front of him and looked into his eyes. He was still smirking, as if he knew something I didn’t, but I couldn’t let that bother me. I looked down at his heavy-duty belt. I could make out the slight bulge in his pants—the bulge of a very large, flaccid cock, which would soon be in my mouth. I carefully reached down and began to tinker with the belt. But apparently I was moving too slowly. He pushed my hands away and then made quick work of his belt, undoing it and then unzipping his fly. I looked into his eyes again and his smirk was bigger. Maybe he was just excited to have his cock sucked.

I sunk down to my knees. I was terrified, but also strangely excited. I looked over at the kitchen’s French door and caught my reflection in the glass. I looked kind of sexy on my knees, and I was frighteningly curious to know if I could really get a man hard—and if I could get a man off. I took a deep breath as I parted the opening in his pants. I reached a few careful fingers inside and felt the contour of his cock through his cotton undies. It was large, as expected, and warm—very warm—which wasn’t quite as expected. I found the slit in his undies and carefully squirmed my fingers through.

“I don’t have all day, darling,” he said.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I knew I just had to do it. There was no turning back now—and the sooner it was done, the better. Once that soldier was gone, I could make a run for those trees—or maybe I could just stay in that farmhouse. Maybe I could settle there for the next few weeks, until the heat died down and the military started believing that I really didn’t know where Joe was. Maybe a bit of participation would do me well, to wipe my slate clean. Or maybe I just needed to find a new wig and a new name…

I pulled his cock out from his pants. It was long, and his ball sack was large and covered in hair. I watched as it swelled and twitched as blood slowly began to pump between his legs. I slowly wrapped my fingers around his girth and then I started to massage. He was letting me do it—so he surely didn’t know that I was really Joe. No straight man would let another man touch his cock—right? Unless the soldier wasn’t actually straight.

I could feel his rod throbbing, getting thicker and harder and longer. I could feel it lifting up, taking my hand with it. I gently pulled back his foreskin, revealing his bulbous tip; it was red and swelling fast. It was a strangely mesmerizing sight—not just because it was large, but because it was an angle I’d never seen before. I’d watched my own cock become erect many times, from up above. But from down below, it looked even bigger, and a little bit intimidating. But I was in control. I was the one making it hard and big and intimidating. I was the one that would soon be making the soldier moan and tremble. I got a firm grip on the cock and I started to slowly pump.

He let a little moan slip out from his lips. “You really know how to handle a cock,” he said with a slight grunt. And the comment sent a chill down my spine. There was something about the way he said it, as if he knew that I had a cock of my own to practise on—or maybe I was just being paranoid. I tried to ignore the comment, turning my focus back to his cock, which was almost completely erect now. “You said you were going to blow me, not give me a handjob.”

I forced a smile. I was still terrified, but that fear was becoming less and less by the minute as his cock became demystified. There wasn’t really anything gross or scary about it—it was just a part of his body. In fact, it was probably one of the cleaner parts of his body: constantly kept away, away from dirt and oil and whatever else. I pulled the rod close to my face and then I noticed the long vein running up the underside of the shaft, pulsing as more and more blood pumped into it. I took another deep breath and then I ran the tip of my tongue along the bottom of that cock. And a little bit more of that intimidation fluttered away. It didn’t have a gross taste—or any taste at all. In fact, it was kind of satisfying, watching it twitch and grow as my tongue moved from the base to the tip. He really liked what I was doing. I was getting him aroused quickly—quicker than I could get myself aroused.

Maybe I really was sexy in that disguise. Maybe I really did look great as a woman. The soldier was looking down at me with glowing eyes, as if he couldn’t look away. My heart was suddenly filled with a warm glow that wouldn’t go away. I suddenly wanted to get his whole cock into my mouth. I wanted to suck him until he burst, just so I could watch those eyes glow even brighter. So I plunged half of his rod into my mouth. I pressed my lips tight against his girth and I started to bob my head, slurping my tongue up and down, getting him wet and rock-hard. He groaned again. He reached down and grabbed my head with both of his hands, and then he began to gently thrust himself in and out of my mouth, pushing his tip down my throat. I managed not to gag, though I’m not sure how.

I put my hands on his cargo thighs. I held on tightly as he face-fucked me—but I didn’t mind. I liked that he was getting hornier and hornier, losing control of himself. I liked that I was able to make him lose himself like that. I couldn’t wait to see what else I could do. I pulled my head back and I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue. His body shuddered and his knees buckled slightly. He let another groan slip. “You like that?” I asked, using my hand to gently stroke his length.

“Yeah,” he said simply. “Don’t stop.” So I kept stroking while tickling his tip. Then a sweet taste touched my tongue. Pre-cum was drooling out from his erection. “Fuck—I want to pound your pussy so badly.”

I smiled. “I just said a blowjob,” I said.

“Well maybe we can make a deal,” he said. “I won’t come around here again if you let me into your warm, tight cunt.”

I shook my head. “How’s about you—and all of your army friends—don’t come around here again if I get you off.”

“I can’t make that promise. Do you have any idea of what I would have to do to make them leave you alone?”

“But you can do it, right?” I said, batting my eyelashes. His face was a dark shade of red, as if he was about to fold.

“Can I do it? Sure. Will I? Not unless you give me something to remember. And this blowjob is good and all—but your sweet cunt would be much better.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Maybe I can do even better,” I said. “How’s about my asshole?”

I watched as his eyes lit up. His lips parted and a sound came out, though I’m not sure what the sound was. I caught myself smiling, even though I knew I was playing with a very hot fire. Could I get him into my asshole without him seeing my cock and balls? Was it worth the risk, even if I could?

I reached down and felt my panties. I did a little test run, pulling them to the side, exposing my asshole, without exposing my package. I had to be careful. Even if the package didn’t fall out—there wasn’t anything stopping him from reaching down to feel my non-existent pussy. But I had to try. “Lay on your back,” I said.

He didn’t reply. He just sunk down and flattened himself on his back. His cock was throbbing on his abdomen. I took a deep breath and stared at the throbbing member. Would it even fit into my ass? Would I be able to fuck myself without screaming out in horrible pain? Would it even hurt? What if I liked it? What if I ended up getting an erection of my own? Would he notice it through the skirt of my dress?

I sat down on his lap, feeling that wet, warm throbber against my bum. I gently grinded myself along it, keeping it hard while I built up the courage to go through with my own crazy plan. Then I reached down and stood his cock upright. I pressed it between my cheeks, holding my panties carefully to the side with my other hand. I bit down on my tongue as that tip pressed against my tight hole. I really was insane. I really had lost my mind.

“Fuck, I can already feel how tight you are,” he said.

I smiled. My face was probably bone white, but I couldn’t stop now. I started to let the cock into my body, using gravity to push my body down. He was thick, stretching me wide, but I couldn’t stop. I took a deep breath and then his member suddenly penetrated me deeply. It happened quickly, sending a sharp pain through my body—but I managed not to scream. I reached down and planted my hands on his chest. He was strong: hard with muscles. I dug my nails into those muscles as the pain slowly faded away. There was a cock in my ass: a big, thick cock, throbbing and begging to get off. I couldn’t falter. I had to keep going. So I started to bounce up and down, stroking the shaft with the walls of my clenched anus. “Oh, fuck, that feels good,” he said.

I managed to force a smile. I looked into his eyes, which were glowing brighter than ever. Maybe this wasn’t such a bad idea. Maybe he really would go back to his base and tell the other military guys to leave me alone. Maybe I really was going to avoid the war and prison altogether. But I would never be able to be Joe again—those days were over. As soon as Joe resurfaced—even once the war was over—he would go straight to prison for draft dodging. I knew I wouldn’t last in prison—especially because I knew I made for a convincing girl. So I would have to find a new identity and live like an undocumented immigrant. Maybe I would keep living as a woman—I would be less likely to be caught as a woman. And to be honest, I didn’t mind being a woman. I didn’t even mind being fucked in the ass by a giant cock.

It actually felt kind of nice, once the pain started to flutter away. His veiny shaft was rubbing against all the right spots, making my legs tremble with a warm euphoria. I felt stuffed, but it was a strangely nice sensation. I preferred the feeling of his whole cock throbbing inside of me to the feeling of emptiness that I felt when I was up high, about to sit down again. I even sat down completely on his lap, getting his whole length into my body. I twisted and squirmed with that rod inside of me for a moment before rising up again so I could fall once more.

His face was red and he was breathing heavily. He was actually kind of handsome from this angle. He had a nice even stubble beard and great hair. His chin was defined, and his thick muscles were amazingly mesmerizing. I even found myself opening up his shirt so that I could feel his bare chest. “You’re going to make me come,” he said.

“Good. I want your cum inside of me,” I said.

His grin grew large. He reached down and grabbed my hips and then he held me in place. I couldn’t move—I couldn’t even continue to bounce. Then, he started to thrust upwards, pumping my asshole with his impressive cock. He was thrusting so hard that his ball sack was flying up and slapping against my tush. And it felt good. I started to squirm and moan and shake. I felt an intense tingling in the tip of my cock. Then I felt a twitching and a warmth—and I swear it felt like I was coming.

He grunted loudly and slammed his cock upwards. I felt him filling me up with his hot load. I screamed aloud and dug my nails into his skin. It felt incredible—unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. I revelled in the moment, and then I fell to the side, no longer able to support my own weight. I fell down beside him and started catching my breath. I felt his hot load dribbling out of me, onto the inside of my dress’ skirt. I looked over into his eyes and smiled, and then I noticed the puddle of white on his abdomen. Was that my own cum? Did I come on his stomach? I reached down and felt the tip of my cock, which still had a bead of jizz hanging from it.

Before he noticed, I quickly threw myself on him again, pressing my bum down on my own puddle of cum. “That was fun,” I said as my heart raced.

He nodded his head. “That was really fun,” he said. “What are you doing?”

“Just sitting,” I said.

“Well get up. I need to get back to work.”

Now there was lots of cum on his abdomen: his cum and my cum, all puddled together. As he stood up, that cum dribbled down onto the front of his pants. “Shit,” he said. “Now look what you’ve done.” He sighed, grabbing a cloth from the counter. Thankfully, it all wiped off easily.

“So do we have a deal?” I asked.

“I guess so,” he said. “Though if I’m ever in the area again, I can’t promise I won’t swing by for another little fucking.”

“Then a deal’s a deal,” I said, doing my best Hilary Jenkins impression. I thought it would make for a good laugh, but instead it made the soldier go completely silent.

“What did you just say?” he asked.

“I said a deal’s a deal.”

“But that voice—you sounded just like her,” he said. His lips were parted.

“Oh yeah. I can do a good Hilary impression.”

“Do it again.”

“A deal’s a deal,” I said.

He stared at me for a moment. “Say something else—in that same voice.”

I thought for a moment, and then I said, “I really don’t like those Chinese. I think it’s time we settle things with a war.”

His eyes were wide now. “That impression is perfect. I can’t believe how perfect it is,” he said.

“Thanks.”

“I really need to be going,” he said, still in his state of shock. He walked slowly towards the door. His lips remained parted, as if he still couldn’t believe the impression. Once he was gone, I locked all of the doors and then I fell to the ground, taking a series of deep breaths. I couldn’t believe that I’d survived another day.


CHAPTER X

I stayed in that farmhouse for the next three days, just in case any soldiers came back. I wanted to be there, so they would think that I wasn’t on the run. I wanted them to think that I was willing to participate, so that they wouldn’t think that I was a traitor. In reality, I just wanted nothing to do with the war. I was already partially responsible for starting it.

It was at the end of my fourth day at the farmhouse when there was a knock at the door. I was ready for it, even though I wasn’t expecting it. Every morning I showered and put on makeup, and I was always dressed up in pretty clothes—in case someone came to the door—and sometimes just because I liked the way the light, soft clothes felt on my skin. And I really liked the way heels felt on my feet. They forced my butt to perk out, making me look curvy and sexy, like a real woman. I was starting to think that I could be a model in my new life—or maybe an actress.

The same soldier was at the door. I assumed he was there for another sucking and fucking. I invited him in and started the kettle right away. “What brings you down here again?” I asked. “If you’re looking for Joe again—I really can’t help you. I don’t even have a phone, so I have no way of getting in touch with him.”

“I don’t care about Joe,” the soldier said as he dug into his pocket. I thought for a moment that he was about to pull out a gun. I was ready to dive away, and then I saw something very familiar: a recording device. He held it out. “I want to record that impression you did.”

I stared at the recorder. I hadn’t done a recorded impression since the impression that started all of this nonsense. My heart skipped a beat as I remembered that dark parking garage. “The impression?” I said.

“Of Hilary Jenkins. I don’t really have time to explain—but you would be doing me a huge favour. I just want you to say something like, ‘Fuck the military,’ or, ‘All of these Americans deserve to die,’ or just anything like that. Maybe give me a few options.” My heart sank deeper into my gut. I knew how powerful my impressions were, so I had to be careful. I thought about asking for money—people would pay me good money for a similar impression.

“What’s this for?” I asked.

“It would be too hard to explain right now. But it’s kind of urgent. Please.”

So I reached out and pressed record for him. Then, I started giving him options. “Fuck these stupid soldiers,” I said in Hilary’s voice. “God, they’re so useless. I almost wish they would all die over in China. How hard can it be to kill a bunch of gooks?” I watched as the soldier’s face lit up. He nodded his head slowly and made a big smile. “This is so perfect,” he said. “Just don’t tell anyone you did this.”

And then he was gone—just like that. He didn’t even stick around for a sucking or a fucking.

It was a week later when I started running out of food. I emptied out the pantry, and I ate my last can of beans for breakfast. So I packed a bag and started my long hike towards the nearest little town. There was one ten miles away. I took my time getting there. I was in no rush. It was a warm morning and I was enjoying the feeling of the gentle breeze riding up my exposed thighs. The town was cute, with lots of little shops and happy-looking people. Everyone waved and smiled at me as I made my way towards the little grocery store. I was starting to think that I could live in a small town like that. Maybe country living was the life for me.

I went into the store and started filling a basket with essentials. Two different employees politely asked if they could help me. And then I was checking out when I noticed the newspaper on display next to the cashier. “Jenkins to be impeached. End of war in sight!” was the main headline. I stared at it for a minute, thinking that I was possibly having a dream. Jenkins to be impeached? But why?

“Can’t expect to stick around for long after talking shit about our soldiers,” the cashier said casually. “I’m just surprised no one killed her.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“You didn’t hear the tape? Some general recorded her talking in a meeting—stuff about how much she hates our troops. Wish she was here now so I could spit on her face.” I grabbed the paper and flipped over to the article. And I could see my lines being quoted in bold font: “God, they’re so useless. I almost wish they would all die over in China.” My heart was pounding quickly. According to the article, she was expected to be impeached at any moment.

And that moment came quickly. Before I left that little town, I caught the news segment on the diner television at the edge of town. I could see the headline through the window. “Jenkins impeached!” it read. It was only a week later when they started bringing the troops back home.

It was my impression that started this whole mess, but it was also my impression that ended it. And no one had any idea.

It was announced on TV a few days later that draft dodgers wouldn’t be prosecuted. The military was dropping all charges—though I decided I would stay as Kristy for a little while longer, just in case they changed their minds—and because I didn’t feel like I was finished with my fun little female guise. I liked being Kristy. I liked wearing little dresses, and I liked the way people smiled at me in the streets.

I cleaned up the farmhouse and was just leaving when a car pulled into the driveway. I was frightened that it was the homeowner, about to catch me, and then I was relieved to see the familiar face of the soldier who recorded my Jenkins impression. He walked over to me with a big smile. “I owe you in a big way,” he said.

“Maybe I owe you,” I said.

And then he handed me a briefcase. “This is for you,” he said. “It’s half of what I got—just take it and don’t question it. I should be going.” Before he got back in his car, he planted a kiss on my forehead. Once he was halfway down the driveway, I looked in that briefcase. It was filled with stacks of money—more money than I’d ever seen in my life—more than enough money to start my life as a woman off on the right foot: my life as a free woman in a country that wasn’t at war with anyone.

THE END
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