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FUCK MARRY KILL PART THREE

Things are heating up for Danny, who has now been arrested for the death of the beautiful Cora. He’s once again a prime suspect in a murder investigation, and now the dangerous Russian beauty, Olya, is keeping a closer tab on him.

Danny has a lot of decisions to make, and those decisions just become more complicated after he meets Kansas, the cute blonde country girl, and Bailey, the tall British cosplay stunner—both trans girls with plenty between the thighs. And then there’s that special girl—the one that Danny thought was dead…


PROLOGUE

Thunder crashed and rain spilled from the sky. The full moon crept out from behind terrible clouds for just a moment, just long enough for me to see that it was a frightening red color, beaming down on the city as the police hauled me into the station.

There were no windows in that dark basement holding cell, but I could still somehow hear the rain and the thunder, booming against the thick concrete. There was a long crack in the foundation across from my cell; now, it was leaking. Every few seconds, a drop of rain water would seep through that crack and trickle down to the damp, cool floor. And I swear those drips were turning red like crimson blood.

The air was cold and something wasn’t right. Something impossible was happening that night. The world was angry. I could feel the anger of ancient spirits, and I could almost hear them telling me that I was to blame for making so many questionable choices.

I sat in that cell for hours while the rain pounded that old police station. Every so often, a few cops would pass by, on their way to check on the sleeping inmates in cells that I couldn’t see: down into the basement abyss. I heard them talking about that night. “I just have this bad feeling,” one cop said to another.

“It’s quiet. No calls,” said the other. “I don’t think I’ve ever spent a whole night here with no calls.”

“Something’s happening out there.”

I could tell that they were on edge. Something spooky was happening that night.

I waited and waited, and then I started to feel drowsy. I leaned my head against that cool cement wall and I closed my eyes. Then, I pictured her in my mind. I don’t know why I was thinking of her of all people, in that forlorn moment. She grinned at me in my mind, and then the whole building rumbled, making me jump to my feet. Thunder crashed and the lights flickered before swaying back and forth, as if we were just hit by lightning and an earthquake at the same exact moment.

And again, I felt the presence of those ancient spirits, angry, but giving me one final chance, and I knew that something had happened. It was the strangest sensation: a churning in my stomach and a dread in my heart. Something deep inside of me knew that she wasn’t dead.


CHAPTER I

It was late when Terri came down to my cell, to take me to a questioning room. She sat me down and then she looked into my eyes. “It’s not looking good for you, Danny,” she said with a blunt look on her face.

“I didn’t do anything,” I said. “I swear to you: I didn’t do anything.”

“Okay, Danny. Let’s say that I told you we had an investigator following you all week. We have pictures of you. Now do you want to make any confessions?”

I could feel the color rushing out of my face. The taste of copper spoiled my tongue. My lips felt dry and my joints suddenly all felt like they needed to be cracked. “I didn’t kill anyone.”

“We have pictures of you: pictures of you with Piper Murphy right before she died, pictures of you with Petra Valentine right before she died. We caught you outside of Kristine Andrews’s hotel room after she was killed. We’re fairly certain you were the last person to see Cory Tillotson alive. So don’t just sit there and tell me that it’s all just a big coincidence. Speak now: tell me the truth, and maybe we can negotiate your sentence.”

“I’m telling you: I didn’t kill those people.”

“You have no idea how they died?” Terri asked, lowering one eyebrow while raising the other.

And now I wasn’t sure what to say. I did know how Piper died: I watched it happen. But I couldn’t rat out Olya or she was do away with me. The police couldn’t protect me from Olya and her Russian gang members.

So I just sat in silence, staring back at her, realizing that I would probably never know freedom again.

“If you don’t speak right now, I’m going to head up to my office to write up the charges,” she said.

“Okay!” I said. “I was at that club when Petra was killed. She asked me to come, but I wasn’t with her when she was stabbed. I didn’t see who stabbed her. And yes, I went to that hotel to meet Kris for a one-night-stand—we already talked about that. I wasn’t there when it happened. I had no idea Cora was killed, but I was with her last night. We got dinner and drinks.”

“And what about Piper Murphy?” she asked, leaning forward further.

“I saw her die,” I said softly.

“And you didn’t report it to the police?” she asked, now starting to look frustrated.

“No. I was scared,” I said.

“Of who?”

“I don’t—I don’t know. I didn’t see the person. Piper aimed a gun at my head and then someone shot her. I ran away before I saw anything else.”

“I don’t believe you,” she said, trying to look deep into my soul. Could she really tell that I was lying?

“It’s the truth!” I said, starting to tear up. “She was about to kill me. She followed me from the funeral, because she caught me sleeping with another girl. We were supposed to go on a date. She got angry and tried to kill me, but then someone killed her.”

“Tell me who, Danny. Tell me who killed her,” said Terri.

I shook my head quickly. “I can’t. I mean—I don’t know who it was, so I can’t tell you.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment before sighing. Then she asked me more about Piper. She made me run her through my night with Piper. Then she made me run through the embarrassing moment by Lori’s casket. I told her about fucking Anna. Then she made me run her through my night with Petra. I had to awkwardly tell her about letting Luna fuck me in the boiler room. Then I found myself detailing my night with Quinn, which was maybe the most embarrassing part of my alibi.

“So it sounds to me like someone is killing every girl who shows a little bit of interest in you,” she said. “If you’re telling the truth, then someone is jealous of you. So who is it?”

“I don’t know,” I said, lying. I knew who it probably was. “I really don’t know.”

“Yes, you do, you just aren’t saying it. Say it, damnit!”

“I don’t know!” I said. I don’t really know why I was protecting Olya. I knew that the cops could protect me if I begged them to protect me. But a part of me didn’t want Olya being caught and locked up. A small part of me thought there was still a chance that she was somehow a good person. And she was the owner of my anal virginity, after all.

“You can’t think of anyone?” Terri asked.

I shook my head slowly. And then she sighed and left the room. It was an hour later when someone came to take me back to the holding cell, and that’s where I stayed until the morning.

An officer nudged me awake. “You can head home,” he said. “But don’t leave town. You’re a suspect in a high-profile investigation. Don’t speak to the media. Don’t give details of this case to any of your friends or family members.”

“I understand,” I said, feeling horribly defeated. I had a feeling that this nonsense wasn’t going to end anytime soon. As long as I was protecting Olya, this was probably going to go on and on and on. People would continue to die around me and I would continue to be the number one suspect.

At least they didn’t have any evidence that I was to blame. At least they weren’t locking me up and pressing real charges. Though it seemed like a matter of time that they would make me face a judge and a jury, and then my fate would be sealed—unless they managed to find the real killer.

I had to take the bus home. It was a long ride, and I got a lot of weird looks from other passengers—maybe because I looked somewhat like a zombie. I scanned the faces on that bus. People looked away from me as I looked at them—except for one girl, who was sitting right across from me. She kept staring into my eyes. “You alright?” she asked. She was a cute little thing, with long blonde hair, daisy duke shorts, cowgirl boots, and a tight plaid blouse tied up at her sternum to expose her flat tummy. She looked like she should have been driving an orange Dodge Charger and not been riding the city bus.

I tried to force a smile. “I’m just fine,” I said.

“You look like you’ve been cryin’,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind my sayin’ so.”

I laughed awkwardly. “It’s been a long night… a long few nights.”

“I hear that,” she said with a cute country smile. “I took my truck off-roading with some friends last night. We hit the dirt on our way down to the river, and then the chassy came right undone. Had to get a tow into town, which wasn’t easy way out in the dirt. Now they’re saying my truck will be in the shop ‘till Monday, which means no fishing this weekend unless I can find a ride.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment before laughing. I couldn’t help myself. She seemed to think that her car troubles were possibly on par with my troubles. Half a dozen women in my life had been killed in the span of a couple weeks, and I was being investigated for almost half of them.

“Somethin’ funny?” she asked.

“No, no,” I said. “I guess it’s all just relative.”

“What’s worse than a broken truck?” she asked, looking almost serious. Was she serious? Was her life so carefree and whimsical that she couldn’t think of anything worse than having to get a truck fixed?

“I guess it depends on how much you love your truck,” I said with a chuckle.

“Somewhere between my momma and my papa,” she said with that cute country smile.

I turned away to look out the window. I watched as the morning traffic went by. Then, the cute bumpkin across from me gave me a little nudge with her toe. “So what about you? What’s gotten you so down?”

“Me?” I said. “It’s—It’s a long story.”

“It’s a long bus ride,” she said.

I looked down at my feet. “I don’t want to get you down.”

“Nothing gets me down. Spit, son.”

I laughed again. She seemed so out of place in that town, but something about her bubbly attitude was refreshing. Apparently, nobody told her that there are some unwritten rules when riding the city bus: no eye-contact, no talking, no smiling, no being happy. “I liked this girl and then she died, very suddenly.”

“Oh,” said the girl, suddenly looking like she regretted pushing me to speak. “I’m real sorry to hear that.”

“It’s fine. It’s not like you killed her,” I said with a small smile.

“How’d she die, if you don’t mind my askin’?”

“I don’t really know. The police just told me yesterday, and then I spent the whole night being questioned at the police station. Actually—I don’t think I’m supposed to be telling you that, so pretend like I didn’t say anything.”

The girl gasped and leaned forward. “Are you, like, a suspect?”

“I don’t know. I guess so,” I said.

“My word,” she said. “But you didn’t do it, did you?” Now she was whispering, not that it made any difference. At least six people could still easily hear her, and they were now turned towards us, listening.

“I didn’t kill anyone!” I said.

“Well that’s good!” she said. “I’m sure they’ll find the guy before he kills someone else.”

“Well, he’s already killed a few people,” I said. “She killed another friend of mine, and then she killed that Petra Valentine girl. At least I think it was the same person. Just a theory though. I was at that club when Petra was killed. I was the last person to talk to her.” I had no idea why I was telling this stranger all of this information, even though I’d just been told to keep my mouth shut. I couldn’t seem to help it. In a weird way, I felt like I could trust this girl. She seemed so harmless, and she probably lived way out in the country where there was nobody to tell but some old man who plucked a banjo outside of a gas station.

“She?” the girl said, looking intrigued. “It’s a lady killer? So you know who did it?”

I suddenly felt my face turning red. “Did I say she?” I said. “I mean—I don’t know who did it. I don’t know why I said she.” But I did know why I said she: because I was leaning towards thinking Olya was the murderer, even though she promised me she wasn’t.

“Tell me more,” she said, leaning forward. She planted her elbows on her knees and then she planted her chin onto the palms of her hands. She stared into my eyes.

“I don’t really know what else to say. I don’t know anything. And to be honest—no offence to you—I really don’t want to be talking about it. It’s all I’ve thought about now for days, and I’m starting to feel sick whenever I think about it.”

“I understand,” she said, nodding her head slowly, still staring into my eyes. “Want to talk about somethin’ else?”

“Like what?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Do you like fishin’?”

“I’ve never been,” I said.

“You ain’t never been fishin’!?” she said, almost shouting. “What’s your name?”

“Danny,” I said.

“Danny, I’m Kansas, and I’m gonna take you fishin’, ‘cause you ain’t never been. You and me just need to find us a car, and I know a great fishin’ hole.”

“Thanks,” I said with a laugh. “But I really should just be spending the next little while at home.”

“Nonsense. It ain’t healthy to sit around at home all day. You and me are goin’ fishin’—tomorrow night, ‘cause I’ve got to help Dale move his cattle tonight. We just need to find us a car.”

“I have a car,” I said. “But—”

“You got a car!? Well why didn’t you say so?! That’s that then, we’re goin’ fishin’ tomorrow night. Give me your phone, Danny.”

I don’t know why I did it, but I gave her my phone. Maybe it was that long blonde hair. I’d always had a thing for natural blondes. I think it was something I got from thinking about Lori for so many years; her hair was naturally blonde—and a lot like Kansas’s hair.

She put her number in my phone, along with her address. “You take your car and pick me up tomorrow at six. I’ll bring the beer, don’t worry about that. We’ll spend a few hours at the river and I promise to keep your mind off of all this killer stuff.”

“O—Okay,” I said. She was livelier than I could handle after getting only an hour or two of sleep against a cold, damp cement wall. Maybe I needed to nap before our meeting. I looked out the window again and saw that we had passed my stop. “Shit,” I said. “I missed my stop. I’ll, uh, see you later, I guess.” I stood up and she smiled at me.

“Bye, Danny. Don’t forget our date now,” she said.

And then I paused for a moment as that word pinged around in my brain: date. Was this a date, or was she just being cute? I didn’t want to bring another girl into this mess that I was in. I didn’t need Olya thinking that Kansas was threatening her chances with me. I didn’t want Kansas to die; she was too sweet and harmless to be killed.

I will admit that I thought about telling her there and then that going out together was a bad idea. I should have called it off, but I didn’t. I smiled and nodded my head and got off the bus, with her information in my phone.

I stepped off the bus, and then I looked to my right and saw that another girl had stepped off the bus with me. She was staring at me, intimidating me. Why wasn’t she looking away? “Hi there,” I said awkwardly, and she kept staring at me.

“I heard you telling that girl about those murders,” she said. The girl had black hair and she was wearing a black dress and black satin gloves. She was a goth, or a black widow, with a black choker around her throat.

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sorry, but I’m not really supposed to talk about that. I probably shouldn’t have said anything.”

I turned and started walking away, towards my parents’ house. She followed me, walking up beside me. “Can you tell me about them?” she said.

“I’m sorry, but I just said I wasn’t supposed to talk about it.” I started walking faster. The girl made me nervous. I was almost worried that she was a vampire and she was about to bite into my throat. She kept up with me.

“C’mon, Danny, tell me what you know,” she said. “Tell me what you know, and I’ll tell you what I know.”

“How do you know my name?” I asked, stopping suddenly.

“Because you just said it to that redneck on the bus,” she said.

“Why do you want to know about it? Who are you?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about that. Let’s just trade info. What’s your last name, Danny?”

“I’m not telling you that. Please just leave me alone. I’m not supposed to tell anybody anything.”

“You just told that little redneck girl a lot on the bus. What’s the matter? Am I not cute enough for you? Do you like trans girls, Danny?”

“What?” I said. Now I could feel my face flushing. Who was this girl and why was she pestering me? “I—I really need to go.”

“Don’t you want to know what I know?” she asked, catching up to me again.

“I don’t want to know anything. The more I know, the more I have to explain to the police. They’re going to wonder why I know anything at all. So no, I don’t want to know what you know, and I don’t want to know why you know anything at all. But if you happen to know the killer, do me a favor and tip off the police so they let me go home.”

She kept walking next to me, but now she wasn’t saying anything.

“Lady!” I said, stopping suddenly. “What’s your deal?!”

“Okay, fine,” she said, rolling her eyes. That’s when I noticed that she was chewing bubble gum. She blew a bubble while staring into my eyes. It popped, and then she said, “I’m a journalist. I’ve been following the story since that Lori girl was hit by that bus. Want to know something that I know that nobody else knows—except for the police, but they aren’t releasing it?”

“What?” I said apprehensively.

“Lori was pushed in front of that bus,” said the black-haired goth doll.

“What?” I said, feeling a shiver down through my bones.

She nodded her head. “That’s right. She was standing on the street corner, and then someone pushed her in front of a bus.”

“Why?” I said.

“That’s what I’m trying to figure out, Danny—because Lori was a friend of mine… And because I’m a journalist, and I’ve been looking for a great story for a long time.”

“Well this isn’t a great story. It’s a tragic one,” I said. “I don’t know how people like you can get off on pain and suffering. This isn’t some cool opportunity—this is real life.”

She rolled her eyes and chewed her bubble gum. “Well I was the one who found out about the pushing,” she said. “And thanks to me, you’re not in prison right now.”

“What do you mean?”  I asked.

“I went to the city and managed to get the traffic camera footage, after the police deemed the death an accident. In the footage, you can see a hooded character pushing Lori in front of the bus. You can’t see the killer’s face, but the person is wearing a black jacket with a picture of a tiger on the back of it. I managed to get traffic footage from outside of that hotel where Kris was killed, and in the footage, right before the stabbing, the same person wearing the same jacket crosses the road and enters the hotel. I submitted both videos to the police—and because you weren’t in the province when Lori was killed, they couldn’t press charges on you. So in a way, you owe me big time.”

“Well they’re still investigating me,” I said.

“They’re monitoring you—you aren’t technically a suspect. I have my sources. But never mind that. I’ve hit a brick wall in my investigation, and now I need some leads. I didn’t think that Petra Valentine’s death had anything to do with all of this, but you said you were at the club with Petra when she died, talking to her, and that can’t possibly be a coincidence.”

“Maybe it is,” I said. “I can’t be talking to you right now. The police told me not to talk to the media.”

I started walking away. My heart was pounding. Was I going to get into trouble for speaking about the murders in public? But the girl wasn’t leaving me alone.

“Lady, I’m serious. Stop following me or I’ll call the cops,” I said.

“Just tell me a few things. I’ll keep you anonymous if you play along. If you don’t, I’ll write in my next article that you offered the information voluntarily on a city bus while talking to a redneck girl you just met because you thought she was cute.”

I felt a chill piercing into my heart. Now, she was blackmailing me and giving me no options. “Fine,” I said. “What do you want to know?”

“Do you have a thing for trans ladies?” she asked.

“Why is that relevant?” I asked.

“Because every murder, with the exception of one, has been a trans woman—and the one non-trans woman was found with a suitcase filled with strap-on cocks. So just tell me, do you like trans women?”

“Fine. Yes, I do. Is that a big deal?”

She pulled out a notepad and began jotting notes.

“Is it weird that I like trans girls or something?” I said.

“Not at all,” she said, still jotting notes. “I’m trans. That’s how I knew Lori. But it’s an important piece of info.” Then she looked back up at me. “Why were you talking to Petra Valentine?” she asked.

I hesitantly answered her next few questions, giving her some details but withholding other details. I didn’t want to get into too much trouble with the cops.

Then, she scared me with her next question. “Have you ever heard the names Dmitry or Olya?”

I froze. I stared into her eyes and my stomach churned. I wanted to tell me what she knew. I wanted her to tell me who Olya was—and who Dmitry was. Why did she know those names? If she was on their tails, were the cops on their tails too? “I—I’ve never heard those names before,” I said. I wanted to tell her that I knew them, but I didn’t want to say it in public. I knew there was a chance that Olya was listening, and I knew that she would probably kill me and maybe this girl too if she thought her life was in danger.

Now, the girl was staring into my eyes. She could tell that I was lying to her—I just knew that she could tell. “So you’ve really never heard the names Olya or Dmitry?”

I kept staring into her eyes. Now, I was too afraid to nod or shake my head. I just stood still.

“What is it going to take to get you to speak to me? I know you don’t care about my career, but you should care about helping me. My investigation can lead to arrests too, you know. You don’t have to be a cop to investigate a murder.”

I just stared at her, too afraid to say anything at all. I had a terrible feeling that Olya was watching us.

“You said you like trans girls. What if I told you that you could suck my cock? Would you like that? If I let you suck my cock, would you be more open with me?”

“Huh?” I said.

“If we went down the street and slipped into a public bathroom somewhere, and I let you suck my fourteen-inch cock—and it really is fourteen inches—then would you tell me what I want to know?”

“Did you just say fourteen inches?” I said. I felt a lump forming in my throat. The thought of a cock that big swirled in my mind. Was she really fourteen inches long? How did she keep it hidden? I looked down at the skirt of her dress, which extended almost to her knees. If her cock really was fourteen inches, then that skirt was probably just barely hiding it.

She smirked. “So you’re interested,” she said. “Okay. Well maybe I can sweeten the deal and you can really open up to me. Can your little butthole handle fourteen inches?” Now she was biting her bottom lip, teasing me, making my heart flutter. I squirmed, heating up quickly.

“Okay. So, like, if we did that… What exactly would you want to know?”

“Everything,” she said quickly. “I want to know every word you said to every single one of those girls. I want to know who you’ve seen and where you’ve been. I want to know what the cops told you, because they’ve stopped telling me anything. And on the bus, you said you liked someone and they died. Who was that?”

“I’ll tell you in private,” I said. “After we… you know.”

She grinned. “Here’s what we’ll do. There’s a bar down the road. It opens early. We can go inside, into the bathroom. We’ll lock the door and we’ll… facilitate our deal. I’ll go first and you come in ten minutes, that way it won’t look suspicious in case there are any cops watching us right now.”

But it wasn’t cops I was worried about.

“Fine. That’s sounds fine,” I said, but really, it sounded horrifying. Was I really going to risk so much so I could feel her fourteen-inch cock?

“So that’s what we’ll do then. I’ll go now. It’s the Kingston Bar, three blocks up. You wait here and then start walking in ten minutes. I’ll be in the boys’ bathroom. Then, we’ll leave ten minutes apart. Got it?”

“Got it,” I said. “And sorry—what’s your name?”

“It’s Jillian,” she said.

And off she went to the bar, leaving me with a mountain of anxiety on my shoulders. I thought about turning and running the other way. I thought about going home. The girl didn’t know where I lived. I didn’t need any more drama in my life… But maybe she could help me. Maybe I could tell her something that could put the right people behind bars, and then the cops would let me go home. I wanted to go home. I was over all of this drama.

I waited my ten minutes, and then I walked slowly towards that bar. I saw it in the distance: An Old English pub with foggy windows and copper sconces. I slowly approached the door, looking from left to right, to make sure Olya wasn’t sitting in any of the cars, looking at me.

Then, gunshots rang out from inside of the building. I ducked my head as people on the street screamed. Another round of shots fired off. Something inside the bar smashed, like a pane of glass falling against a concrete floor.

I ran away—not because I was scared of being shot, but because I was scared of being implicated. I didn’t need the cops arresting me once more. I ran down the road as fast as I could, and I kept running until I didn’t have an ounce of energy left in my body. I was about ten blocks away when I fell to the ground and wept. I should have never talked to Jillian. She was my last little glimmer of hope, and now I had nothing.

I hid in my house and waited for the cops to show up at my door, but they didn’t. I hardly spoke to my parents that night, and then I didn’t eat a single bite of food on my plate. I wasn’t able to sleep after going to bed, so I was awake when my bedroom window creaked open and Olya quietly crawled into my bedroom, placing her large rifle down against my nightstand. I felt her sliding down my blanket before shimmying down my pajama bottoms.

“I’m awake,” I said. “You don’t have to be so sneaky.”

“Why you are awake? You should be sleeping,” she said.

“Just admit it: you killed that journalist today,” I said.

“Journalist? What journalist? Today, I took day off. I went to lake and sat by beach with drink.”

“You’re lying,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“What journalist, love? What is this about journalist?”

“She knew your name. She asked me about you and Dmitry, and then she was shot and killed ten minutes later. I don’t know why I’m telling you because you already know.”

“Accusations—I don’t like them,” she said, turning her face away from me. “I tell you I’m not murderer and yet you still accuse me. Maybe Dmitry was right about you. Maybe I waste my energy on you, so cruel to me.” She was being extra dramatic, sounding almost like a Hollywood star from the 50s, if Hollywood stars had Russian accents in the 50s.

“Who is Dmitry? I don’t have a life right now! Everybody keeps dying around me. I feel like a prisoner. I may as well be in prison.”

“Love, don’t be so dramatic,” she said, petting my hair. Then she picked up a pink piece of lingerie. “Put on this, it will make you feel better. You still have wig from old whore’s house? You can wear with this. Please, just try to relax.”

“Are you crazy? Are you even listening to me? I want to know who Dmitry is,” I said.

“Don’t mind Dmitry. Dmitry is none of business.”

“Well maybe he is,” I said. “Maybe I want out of all this. I don’t want anyone to die anymore.”

“Well maybe then you should stop flirting with so many girls,” said Olya, pouting and rolling her eyes. Was that her admission? Was she the killer? Was she killing people out of jealousy?

I stared at her for a long moment, feeling my skin turning white. “I can’t just avoid women for the rest of my life.”

“You could move with me to cottage in Siberia—just me and you, no other women. Why do you not put on the lingerie? I paid good money for it. Don’t you like it?”

“Olya, stop,” I said. “I’m telling you I can’t do this anymore. I’m done. I want off of this wild ride.”

“What are you saying, love?”

“That you should leave.”

Her eyes became wide and she gasped. Then, her cheeks turned dark red and tears began to fill her eyes. “Just like that, you want to be done with me?”

“I’m sorry. I just can’t handle all of the death and drama.”

“All I’ve done is help you, and you treat me so cruel. Okay, fine. I will go. Why don’t you call old whore? Maybe she can keep you safe. Maybe she will watch over you each night. Have good life, love. And good luck with killer.” She grabbed her gun, wiped the tears from her eyes, and then she climbed back out of my window, leaving me alone with a whole lot of confusion swirling in my brain. Was she really leaving? Was she really going to be out of my life? And was that really what I wanted?

Now, I wasn’t so sure. Now, I wasn’t quite sure that she was the killer. What did she mean when she said that she was protecting me each night? Was I going to regret sending Olya away?

I didn’t end up getting any sleep that night. I stayed awake until the sun was up, terrified I was going to be killed, either by Olya or by whoever she claimed to be protecting me from. I got out of bed slowly. My bones were sore and tired. I took a long shower and then I remembered that I had a fishing date with Kansas. I thought about cancelling it, but I really did need someone to help keep my mind off of my troubles. Maybe Kansas was that somebody… Or maybe I was just going to get her killed.

But it’s not like everyone I interacted with ended up dead… just half of them. Quinn wasn’t dead. Andi was still alive, as far as I knew. That Luna girl was surely still hitting up every club in town. Anna was still alive, and so was the police officer, Terri. I’d been intimate with all those girls, and they were all still alive and fine. So maybe Kansas would be fine too. I couldn’t just live under a rock for the rest of my life to protect everybody.

There was a lot of time left before my date with Kansas, so I decided to spend some time on the computer, to see if I could figure anything out about Olya or this mysterious Dmitry character. I tried searching through old news articles, looking for every mention of both names in that city—but there was almost nothing: just a few old obituaries for seniors with the same names.

And then I got to looking up obituaries. I read Petra’s obituary, and then I saw the news article about the shooting at the bar. Police had just named the victim that morning: Jillian Richmond. She was cute in her picture, though a bit scary with her dark eye makeup and dark clothes. I felt bad for the girl. If she really did have a fourteen-inch cock, then it went to waste, and that was a terrible waste.

Next, I found Cora’s obituary, though it was written about ‘Cory’. I felt so sad reading it. It mentioned Piper, and then it mentioned another familiar name: Amy.

I never met Amy, but I remembered Cora telling me about her. Cora was so sure that I would be a good match for Amy. She told me that we had a lot in common, and that she was super cute. So curiously, I looked her up. I found her Instagram page, which was set to public. She had a lot of followers: over 20,000, and she was only following a few hundred people. She was adorable, always dressed in pink with her long blonde hair often tied into cute pigtails.

I looked through many of her thousands of photos. She was an ‘influencer’, and was often advertising products that were sent to her for free. She did a lot of travelling, and her whole shtick seemed to be that she liked to dress like a young girl: pigtails, schoolgirl outfits, hair ribbons and bows, always eating candy. I wasn’t sure why Cora seemed to think I would have so much in common with the girl, but I was curious to find out, so I sent her a message.

“You were friends with Cora, right? She told me about you the day before she passed,” I said.

And she replied quickly. “Cora mentioned a guy. Was that you?” she asked.

“Maybe,” I said. “I hardly got to know her, to be honest.”

“She called me the night before someone killed her,” said Amy in her message. “She said she had a big crush on a guy. It must have been you. I can see why! You’re like super cute.”

I thought the message was a tad bit inappropriate under the circumstances, but I still blushed before writing my next message to her. “That’s funny, because she told me that I should date you.”

“Cora was a weirdo like that,” said Amy. “She said the same thing to me, but she had a big crush on you. I guess she didn’t think you liked that she was only a part-time chickypoo.”

“It didn’t bother me,” I said, though it was a lie—it bothered me a little bit, but I was sure it was something I could get over if she had decided not to fully transition.

“We should meet up. I’m free Friday at 2:00 PM.” She sent me her home address. “We can get milkshakes or something.” Again, it seemed strangely inappropriate, but I didn’t turn the offer down. I was intrigued. I couldn’t help but think that there was a good reason for all of this: that this whole scenario had unfolded for a reason, and maybe that reason was to bring me closer to Amy. I would have never even known that she existed had everyone gone on living like normal.

I looked at my phone. It was Friday, and it was already noon. I didn’t realize it was already Friday. I had to get ready. So I rushed into the bathroom to clean myself up nicely. I brushed back my hair and I shaved the bit of stubble from my chin. I wanted to make a good first impression, so I ironed out my nice shirt and my nice pants. By the time I was ready, it was time to go.

I punched in her address and I made my way to her home. She lived in the suburbs, not far from where Quinn lived—just two blocks down. I parked in front of her house. There was an older woman working in the garden; she was a couple years older than Quinn, and clad in all pink, including a pink gardening hat. She looked up at me. “Can I help you?” she asked.

I felt awkward. What if the woman was Amy’s mother? I was at least ten years older than Amy, and ten years is a lot when you’re only eighteen. “I’m, uh, here to see Amy,” I said with an awkward smile. I was trying not to look like a pedophile.

She stared at me for a moment. “You’re her friend?” she asked.

“I’m a friend of a friend. I was Cora’s friend,” I said.

Then she stood up. “I’m so sorry to hear about Cora. I just can’t believe that happened.”

I nodded my head and waited for her to give me the okay to go and knock on the door.

Then the woman pointed at the door. “You can just let yourself in. Amy’s just on her computer in her bedroom.”

“Thanks, ma’am,” I said.

She smiled and I went inside the house. The whole house was pink, making me realize where Amy got it from. I looked around, not sure where Amy’s bedroom was. It was a bigger house, with two stories and a massive living room. There was a fire in the fireplace, even though it was hot outside. I went to the stairs. I thought about calling for her, but I didn’t want to alert Amy’s father if he was around. I looked at the time. I was late. It was now 2:10 PM. I went up and looked down the hallway. I spotted Amy’s room, and it was easy to spot with her name written in bubbly childish letters on the door. I went up to the door and for some reason, I didn’t knock. I just carefully opened the door.

And I really should have knocked, because Amy was in the middle of pleasuring herself in a very unique way. She was straddling her big teddy bear, and her teddy bear was wearing a strap-on cock. She bounced up and down, eyes closed, pigtails flopping up and down. She moaned and repeated: “Oh, teddy! Oh, teddy!” The long strap-on was going in and out of her asshole. In her hand was her own cock, which she was jerking quickly. “Make me come, teddy! Make me cum!”

I stood in shock. She hadn’t seen me, so I knew the correct thing to do was to back out, quietly close the door, and then knock. I could pretend like I saw nothing. But instead, I couldn’t bring myself to look away. I kept watching as she fucked her teddy bear, oblivious to my presence. She bounced fast. She was completely naked save for the bows in her hair.

I looked to the side and saw a computer, open and facing her. It was recording a video, with Amy perfectly in frame.

Suddenly, Amy opened her eyes and saw me, making me turn cold. She screamed, covering her small breasts with one arm and her erection with her other. “Get out!” she screamed.

So I jumped back and closed the door firmly. My heart was pounding. I felt so embarrassed—so I couldn’t imagine how she felt.

“I—I’m sorry. Your mom told me to let myself in!” I said.

“Who does that!?” she called back. “Who even are you!?”

“I’m Danny. You told me to come over,” I said.

There was a long silence. “I meant next week, Danny!”

“Oh,” I said, feeling increasingly stupid. I had seen more than I was supposed to see. I would never be able to forget her tight, young body, bouncing on that big bear as she jerked her cock.

“Oh my God, this is so humiliating,” she said.

“I’m sorry. It’s not that big of a deal. Uh, should I go?” I said.

“Just come in!” she said.

I was slow to open the door. I pushed it open carefully and made an awkward smile. “Sorry again,” I said.

“Stop saying sorry!” she said.

I slipped in and closed the door. Now, her teddy was no longer wearing the strap-on, and her computer screen was shut. “Really sorry about that.”

“I told you to stop saying sorry,” she said. She cleared her throat. “I was, uh, making content. It was a business transaction.”

“It’s fine,” I said. It’s not like I asked for the details. I had no idea why she was giving them to me.

“A client offered some money for a specific video, and I was making it for him.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I really don’t care.”

“Well I’m just letting you know,” she said with her chin up high.

“So,” I said. “You were good friends with Cora?”

“I was,” she said. “And you just met her, right?”

“That’s right,” I said.

“You didn’t kill her, did you?” she asked, now grinning as if it was a joke. She didn’t seem too heartbroken about the death of her friend.

“I didn’t kill her,” I said with my own awkward smile.

“She was a nice girl. It’s shocking that she’s gone. I mean—I knew her as a guy mostly. I went to school with Cory. But Cora—Cora was new to everyone. She only started dressing a few months ago. But my God, was she ever beautiful. It wasn’t fair, really. I’ve been transitioning for, like, seven years, and this girl doesn’t even take a pill and she looks like that. Good for her, I guess. I think she would have had a really great life as a girl.”

“She told me that you and I would have a lot in common,” I said. I looked around her pink, childish room. She had Hello Kitty posters on the wall, and little horse dolls on her bookshelf. “Any idea why she said that?” I was trying to sound as polite as possible.

“Well, she didn’t know many trans girls. She knew me and Piper, and maybe another couple of girls. She was new to the scene. I’m guessing you like trans girls.”

I answered by blushing.

“Well, Piper is dead too, so I guess that just leaves me, in terms of people she knew. And like I said, I don’t think she thought you were into the fact that she was still a boy, so she probably recommended me through a simple process of elimination.”

“Well don’t get me wrong, you seem very nice, and you’re super cute…”

“But I’m not your type? Is that what you were about to say?” Her eyes narrowed as if she was offended about something I never even said.

“No,” I said. “Nothing like that. I just—I don’t see much in common between us.” I laughed awkwardly.

“I’m every guy’s type,” she said. “You would be lucky.” She was still offended.

“I never said you weren’t my type!” I said.

“Tell me your type then. Describe your perfect girl to me.” She hopped onto her bed and crossed her legs and she crossed her arms. She stared into my eyes with that pouty, childish look on her face.

“I don’t know. I like blonde girls,” I said. She held up her blonde pigtails.

“Blonde enough?” she said.

“I’m not done,” I said.

“Go on.”

“I like… I don’t know! I feel like it changes every day. It depends on when you ask me.”

“Well if I were to ask you today, what would you say?”

“I don’t know. I would say that I like country girls who like to go fishing and drink beer.” I couldn’t help but think of Kansas.

“Beer gives me pimples,” she said. “And fishing? You want a girl who can handle a live fish? That’s gross.”

“Why do you want to be my type?” I said. “Aren’t you, like, Instagram famous? Don’t you have hundreds of guys begging to date you?”

“Everyone wants to date me,” she said, holding her head high. “And I never said I wanted to be your type. I just want you to admit that I am your type, because I’m every guy’s type.”

“You’re a cute girl, and you seem really nice, and fun.”

“It’s the teddy, isn’t it?” she said.

“What?”

“You saw me fucking the teddy, and now you think I’m a weirdo. I’m an influencer, Danny. I need to constantly be buying new clothes. I can’t wear the same thing every day. I have to change three times each day to post new content online. Sure, I get stuff for free, but not everything. I need money. I make my money my way, and you make your money your way. You aren’t better than me.”

“I never said I was!” I said. “Look—I think I offended you at some point. I just came by to, I don’t know, get some closure with Cora. She mentioned you before she died, so I figured I would reach out. Now I need to get going.”

“Where?” she asked.

“Where?” I said.

“Where do you need to be?”

I paused for a moment. “I, uh, just have chores that need to be done.”

“Stay here,” she said. “Talk to me. Cora told me that I would like you, so you’re going to stay here and talk to me until I know why.”

So I stayed, and we talked. She told me about how she met Cory: when she saved him from committing suicide. Then she told me about how he started crossdressing, and when he started to become Cora. Apparently, he would finish school and then get changed in the bathroom before going out for the afternoon as a girl. Then, she would change again in the mall bathroom before heading home to face her parents. Amy supplied Cora with outfits and makeup.

And then, Amy told me about herself. She told me about her goals in life, and I found it hard to relate. She wanted to be famous. She wanted to be on TV. She beamed when I told her that I knew Petra Valentine. “I didn’t know her well, but I met her a few times, and I spent some time with her at a club.”

“You’re a legend,” she said with glowing eyes.

“It wasn’t a big deal. We were, uh, going to go to her island together.”

“I don’t believe you,” she said.

“Well it’s true. Then she died.”

“Did you fuck her?”

“Petra? No.”

“Why not?”

“It never came up,” I said.

“Did you ever fuck Cora?”

I shook my head.

Amy sighed. “Poor girl, died a virgin.”

“Really?” I asked. She nodded her head. “I didn’t know that. She was a nice girl. I liked her a lot.”

“You really knew Petra Valentine?” Amy asked, changing the subject away from her dead friend.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said.

“Wow,” she said. “So am I your type then?”

I laughed. “Like I said, Amy. You’re a sweet, cute girl.”

“Let me give you a handjob,” she said suddenly. “I’ll bet you one hundred dollars that you’ll admit that you want to date me after I give you a handjob.”

“What?” I said, suddenly with parted lips.

She rolled her eyes and then she crawled across her bed. “Just sit still,” she said.

She unbuckled my belt and unzipped my fly. I would be lying if I said that I made any effort to stop her. She dug her hand into my pants and then she pulled out my cock, gasping at the sight of it. “It’s big!” she said.

“T—Thanks,” I said, reddening all over.

She started beating it, even though it was still flaccid. She gripped it firmly with her clenched fist and she tugged faster than I could understand. She started giggling as I started getting harder. “I’m going to make it come,” she said with a big childish smile.

I planted my hands down on her pink bed and I leaned back. I bit down hard on my tongue. At first, her speedy handjob was a bit uncomfortable. But as I got harder, it started to feel kind of nice… and then it started to feel really nice.

She never slowed down. She kept beating it like she needed my cum as an antidote for a snake bite. And she kept giggling. She leaned in to give my tip a lick. Her pigtails brushed my thighs. And I was on the verge of coming when she suddenly stopped, leaving my cock throbbing in the air. For a moment, I thought that I was still going to come. I clenched and groaned and squirmed.

“I’m a cheerleader,” she said out of nowhere.

“Okay,” I said.

“Want me to wear the outfit?”

“O—Okay,” I said. She hopped to her feet and skipped to her closet, giggling the whole time. She dug out her cheerleader outfit and she changed right in front of me. She twirled around in a circle with her pom-poms on her wrists. “Go team!” she said with a giggle, thrusting her arms into the air.

“You look cute,” I said.

“Want to put it in my bum?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

She skipped back over, giggling, red in the cheeks. She hopped on top of me and she lowered herself down over my lap. She gripped my cock with her hand, pink fingernails curling around my girth. She guided my tip to her whole and then she closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She groaned as my tip pushed into her, then she lowered herself down a few inches.

She stopped with just three inches of my cock in her butthole. After waiting a moment, she started to bounce, only fucking herself with the top third of my cock. But she bounced fast, and it felt nice. She planted her hands down on her bed and I watched as her cheerleading skirt bounced and danced in front of me, occasionally exposing her flopping flaccid cock.

I grabbed her hips to pull her all the way down, and then she yelled, “Ouch! Too deep! Too deep!” She sat back up. Apparently, she could only handle a few inches, so I let her stay in control.

She kept bouncing, quickly, like a horny bunny rabbit. I relaxed into her bed and I let the tingling euphoria take me away for just a minute—because that’s how long I lasted. After one minute, I came. She gasped when she felt the first blast. She sat up so that my cock fell towards me and sprayed my chest instead of filling the inside of her bum.

“Way to warn me!” she said.

I groaned while I came, until my chest was covered in my substance. Then I looked up at her. “Why did you do that?” I asked.

“I don’t want your cum in me. I don’t even know you!” she said.

“My clothes are ruined,” I said. My shirt was soaked in cum.

“That’s not my problem,” she said, crossing her arms. “You could have put on a condom.”

I stared at her, perplexed. Then she smiled and said, “That was fun, wasn’t it? So tell me: am I your type or not? How badly do you want to date me on a scale from one to ten?”

I was in disbelief, and I knew that I would just crush her if I told her I wasn’t interested, so I decided to ‘ask her out’. “Would you go on a date with me?”

She grinned like a proud princess. “I’m super busy right now, but it’s so sweet of you to ask.” It was the answer I knew I was going to get—and it was the answer I wanted.

“Well, if anything changes, let me know,” I said, standing up. I took off my shirt and scrunched it into a tight ball so I could carry it out to the car.

“You should follow me on Instagram. If you like all my photos, I’ll send you a special picture.”

“I’ll do that,” I lied. She smiled and bit her bottom lip.

“I have to finish making my video now,” she said.

“Good luck with that,” I said, and then I left. Amy’s mother looked at me with wide eyes as I walked out of her house topless. She didn’t say anything to me as I hopped into the car and drove off, off to get ready for my date with Kansas.


CHAPTER II

Kansas was stunning, and I could tell that she liked me because she was wearing a dress, and somehow, I could tell that she didn’t often wear dresses. I didn’t point out the price tag that was still on the back of the dress because I didn’t want to embarrass her; I knew that she went out and got it just for our date, in an attempt to impress me. It was a yellow dress with little flowers on it, cut short and cinched tight around her waist to accentuate her hips and her big, natural titties. Her pale skin radiated brilliantly in the evening sunset. Her blonde hair glowed like a halo on top of her head as she showed me how to cast with her spare fishing rod.

She opened me a bottle of beer using one hand while she held her fishing rod in the other hand. She pressed the bottle between her thick thighs and popped off the cap before handing it to me. Now, the bottle smelled like her, and I will awkwardly admit that I was tempted to lick the whole bottle just so I could taste her.

She laughed and laughed; it was so easy to make her laugh. And she looked so damn cute as she sat on the edge of that river, with her cowgirl boots dangling over the edge. She playfully kicked her legs back and forth and hummed along to the country music that was playing from her wireless speaker. She didn’t ask me what kind of music I wanted to listen to, and I honestly think that she just assumed I liked country; maybe she assumed that everyone in the world liked country, and that it was impossible not to like country. So I didn’t tell her that I kind of hated country music… Though some of the songs that played weren’t so bad.

We burned through a whole case of beer over four or five hours. Kansas caught three fish, including an impressive eight-pound monster. I only caught one little guy, but reeling him in was still one of the biggest joyful rushes I’d gotten in a long time. Kansas made me hold the fish up for a photo, and then we both laughed.

“Next weekend I’m goin’ to take the warthog through the dirt. Want to come with me?” she asked, looking into my eyes and blushing as if she was worried that I might say no.

“I have no idea what that means,” I said. “But if you need help, I can come by.”

She giggled. “The warthog is my ATV—it’s like a quad that has two seats. It’s fun to drive ‘er through the mud. Have you ever gone shootin’ before? We can bring a few guns and shoot gophers out in the field.”

“Guns?” I said. “I’m not really a gun guy. You have guns?”

She nodded her head with a giggle. “I’ve got lots of guns. Guns are fun. Don’t tell me you’re one of those ‘ban all guns’ guys.”

“I didn’t say that,” I said. “I just—I’ve never really been interested in guns.” Guns had always made me uncomfortable. Since the murders started happening, they made me feel especially awkward and nervous.

“Well, I’ll change that. You’ll shoot my twelve-gauge and you’ll be signing up to get your PAL the very next day.”

“What’s a PAL?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “Danny,” she said. “What rock are you livin’ under out in Vancouver? You need a PAL to buy a gun in Canada. You need an R-PAL to get restricted firearms. I got lots of those too.” She grabbed her purse and opened it up, showing me a hefty handgun that looked like it weighed fifteen pounds. The moment reminded me of when I was out with Piper, and I hadn’t forgotten what it felt like when Piper aimed that gun at my head before Olya killed her… with a gun. “You’re all white,” said Kansas. “It ain’t gonna jump out of my purse and bite you like a snake now.”

“I’m just not a big gun guy,” I said.

“I would tell you to shoot it, but this ain’t crown land and we could get in a lot of trouble if someone called it in.”

“Do you have anything else in that little purse? Is that just to hold that big gun?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Why else would I have a purse?” I thought it was a joke at first, and then I realized that she was dead-serious.

I didn’t want to talk about guns, so I changed the subject back to fishing. I asked her about the biggest fish she ever caught, and then we got on to talking about other things, like music and work and hobbies and normal stuff. She went out to the bush to pee. I looked over and saw that she was standing like a boy to pee. Was she trans too? I was at the point where I would have been more surprised to see her squatting like a girl. Of course she was trans.

She came back with the last two bottles of beer. She squeezed them between her cute country thighs and popped off the caps with her thick pocket knife. “That’s quite the knife,” I said with a laugh. It was a two-inch thick blade, which seemed a bit over-the-top for a utility knife.

“I lost my last one,” she said. “I decided to get a bigger one this time. Like it?” She flashed the knife before putting it in its holster around her thigh, which I’d hardly even noticed.

It was obvious that we had a bit of a disconnect in terms of our lifestyles. But I could see myself adjusting to her way of life. I was enjoying fishing more than I ever thought I would. And maybe I would enjoy crashing her warthog through the mud… and maybe I would like shooting too. I just couldn’t see myself owning guns and carrying around big knives. I also wasn’t too fond of the idea of owning a big pickup truck, but after talking to Kansas for a few hours, it was clear that, if we were going to be dating, she wanted me to own a pickup. She talked about trucks the way a slut talks about cocks. I swear I even caught her adjusting an erection when she was telling me about a truck that she saw earlier that day. The truck had apparently been raised and upgraded with larger tires, and it had been hand-painted ‘beautifully’ with camo colors.

“You would look cute in a truck like that,” she said to me.

“Cuter than I look in my mom’s sedan?” I asked.

She nodded her head as if I’d asked a serious question and was looking for a serious answer. “Absolutely,” she said.

Maybe we didn’t have a ton in common, but maybe that made it better. It seemed like there was so much to talk about. It was hard to pick one topic with so many options. I couldn’t help but think of talking with Piper, not being able to think of anything to talk about because we simply had nothing in common. Or my only serious relationship, back when I was in high school; I was dating a girl named Emily, and after a month, we had nothing to talk about. She only wanted to talk about makeup and celebrity gossip. Still, we ended up dating for three years before I left for Vancouver.

But with Kansas, I could tell that we weren’t going to run out of talking points. Our lives were so different, and had been so different for so long. A normal day in her life was a fascinating and unique story to me, and she seemed perplexed and enthralled when I told her stories about living in downtown Vancouver.

It was dark when Kansas let out a cute yawn. She stretched her arms into the air and then she leaned into me, snuggling against my side. We were still fishing. She was sure she could catch one additional fish to beat her previous record before the night was through. I was starting to doze off.

“I like fishin’ with you,” she said to me.

“I like fishing with you too,” I said. Then I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. I would have kissed her had it not been for the red dot that suddenly appeared on her forehead. I froze and became ice-cold.

“What’s wrong, sweetie?” she asked with pleasant, lethargic eyes.

“Get down!” I said. I grabbed her and pulled her to the ground, covering her with my body.

“What the hell’s goin’ on?!” she said.

I looked back and I saw a figure, way off in the distance. The figure ducked down slightly, but I could see that the person was holding a hefty rifle.

“We need to get out of here,” I said. I wrapped my arm around her and I pulled her up with a grunt.

“I need my rods and my tackle box!” Kansas said.

“Leave them,” I said. “It’s not worth dying over. C’mon!” I rushed her to the car, ducking the whole way. I looked back and saw that the figure was moving: a black silhouette, rushing from tree to tree. I had a feeling it was Olya, about to murder Kansas to get back at me for telling her not to see me again. I pushed Kansas into the back of my mom’s car and commanded her to lay down. Then I got into the driver’s seat and fired up the engine. “Stay down!” I said, and then I rushed away.

“Please tell me what’s goin’ on!” she said.

“The murderer had her gun aimed right at your head!” I said. “You’re lucky to be alive right now.” The car bounced and coughed along the dirt road, but I didn’t slow down.

“Careful, you’re going to knock your chassy right off!” said Kansas. “This is where it happened to me.”

“We need to get out of here,” I said, and I kept speeding until we were many miles away. Then, I pulled over and turned off the car. My heart was pounding and I felt sick. I couldn’t take this anymore. I couldn’t live with this stress.

I took a deep breath and I closed my eyes. “I think you need to find somewhere safe to stay for a while,” I said.

“You think this person wants me dead?” she said.

“I know that they do,” I said. “But they’ll stop hunting you down once I’m gone. So I’m just going to leave. I’m going to leave town for a while, until this all blows over.”

“You’re going to leave? For how long?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe a month—maybe a few months… Maybe a year or two.”

“A year or two?” she said. She stared into my eyes, now looking like she was going to cry. “Can I come with you?”

“It’s not a good idea,” I said. “If this person follows me wherever I go, I don’t want you getting hurt. It’s not worth it.”

“You want me to hunt this chick down?” Kansas asked, her eyes suddenly glowing, as if she was thrilled about the idea of killing a bad guy.

“Don’t,” I said. “If it’s who I think it is, she’s extremely dangerous. She might even have some secret military training—I don’t know. It’s just not worth it. You need to just hide out for a while, Kansas. I have to leave town for a while to make this stop.”

“I’ll wait for you,” she said.

The car became silent. I looked into those beautiful country girl eyes. “Really?” I said.

“Just promise you’ll come back for me one day,” she said.

I nodded my head. “I’ll come back for you,” I said. She crawled over the middle console and we kissed. She sat down on my lap, straddling me. I felt her big meat under her soft dress, pressing up against my body while her hands delicately gripped my shoulders. We kissed for fifteen minutes. She explored my mouth with her tongue and my body with her hands.

Then, I reached under her dress and grabbed onto her semi-erect cock. It was big and heavy and so warm. I started to jerk it, and then she swatted my hand away. “I don’t know about city gals, but in the country, we don’t get dirty on the first date.”

My body groaned and then I kissed her again. “We should get out of here before she finds us,” I said.

“And you promise you’re gonna come back for me, right?” she said.

“I’ll come back for you,” I said.

She had me take her to a friend’s house, which wasn’t too far away. I kissed her one last time, and then I left. I went home, packed a bag with clothes, my passport, and my toothbrush, and then I went straight to the airport by taxi. I knew I wasn’t supposed to leave town, but I didn’t care anymore. If they wanted to track me down and arrest me for disobeying orders, that was fine—maybe it was safer for everyone if I was locked up.

But I had a feeling that getting out of town would be in my best interest. Maybe there would be another murder (hopefully not Kansas) and they would realize that it couldn’t be me because I was in another part of the world. Then, I would be released and no longer a suspect. Maybe I could sneak away from the murderer until she found someone else to torture. Then I could quietly slip back into the country.

“Where are you going tonight?” the woman behind the airport counter asked me tonight.

“What’s leaving in the next hour?” I asked. “International.”

She looked at me strangely, as if I was a crazy person. And maybe I was turning into a crazy person. She gave me the few redeye options that still had some space: Germany, South Africa, and the UK. The UK seemed too close and the South Africa flight was way out of my price range (two thousand dollars for a one-way ticket), so I booked the flight to Berlin. She told me to hurry through security because they were going to be boarding soon. Luckily, I didn’t have any luggage, so making it to the gate swiftly wasn’t an issue.

I got onto the plane and breathed a sigh of relief when the doors closed and the plane started moving. A small part of me was worried that the killer would somehow sabotage the airplane and kill everyone on board—but I was pretty sure that I shook the killer and she still hadn’t caught up to me.

My phone rang as the plane started to taxi down the runway. I picked it up, even though I didn’t recognize the number. “Hello?” I said softly.

“Danny?” a feminine voice said. The call was cracking up as the plane picked up speed on the runway. 

“Who’s this?” I asked.

And then she tried to say her name, but the reception was getting worse.

“Sorry, I’m just on a plane,” I said. “Can you say your name again?” I swear it sounded like she said Petra, but that was impossible, because Petra was dead. Maybe it was someone calling about Petra. Maybe it was the cops asking questions about Petra.

“One more time—I didn’t quite get that,” I said.

But her voice was too fuzzy now. The call dropped and we were in the air. The flight attendant came by and asked me to turn my phone off, so I did. Hopefully, the call wasn’t too important.

I closed my eyes, and after an hour on the plane, I fell started to fall asleep.

I didn’t have much money and I didn’t know anyone in Berlin. I had no plan whatsoever, but I was happy to be away.

Exhausted, I made my way to the middle of the town. I wandered the streets for an hour until I found a hostel. I checked in, got myself a shared room, went upstairs and fell asleep while my flatmates were just waking up. I heard them leaving for the day, and then I was alone. I slept through the whole morning. And then, for the first time in weeks, I woke up feeling rested. I felt like a giant weight was off of my shoulders. I had a great feeling that nobody would find me in that big German city.

I spent the day touring the city, taking in the sights, and eating amazing German food. The food was so delicious, especially the pickled rouladen I got from a food truck.

I sat on a bench and watched all of the happy people walking by: cute couples and smiling families. The sun went down and the city lit up. The historic buildings looked so magnificent, lit with orange lights.

I yawned and decided it was time to head back to my hostel room, so I went back. My flatmates were still out, so I didn’t have anyone to talk to, but I could hear a group of girls giggling and chatting in the next room over. They were talking about their day, which was spent at some local comic convention. “Please come with me tomorrow!” said one girl. “I don’t want to go alone.” She had a British accent.

“But we were there all day today,” said a girl with a Danish accent. She sounded a lot like my ex-girlfriend, Emily, who was from Denmark. “Wasn’t that enough? I’m pretty sure we saw everything.”

“There’s new stuff every day,” said the British girl. “What about you, Kitty. Will you come with me?”

“But we’re only in Berlin for three more days. Maybe Emily’s right. Maybe we should see the town while we’re here.” Kitty had a Swedish accent and sounded young. But I was more intrigued by ‘Emily’. She had a Danish accent and she had the same name as my ex-girlfriend. In fact, she sounded a lot like my ex-girlfriend, and now I was starting to think it was her.

“You’re really going to make me go to the convention alone? I’ll buy you both day passes. Please come with me,” said the British girl.

“Maybe,” said Emily. “But what if we only go for an hour? Then we can go see the town in the afternoon.”

“An hour!?” said the British girl. “Give me more than an hour.”

“Let’s talk about this later,” said Emily. “I’m going to take a shower. Do you know if the bathroom is free?”

“I was just in there. It’s all free,” said Kitty. I heard Emily getting up. I sprung to my feet and rushed over to my door, planning to cross paths with her. I opened the door and jumped into the hallway just as she was stepping out from her room. She turned and looked at me and I looked at her—and it really was her: my ex-girlfriend, my high school sweetheart. I took her to prom. She was my first kiss and I was hers. We never ended up fucking, but we came close a few times.

I hadn’t seen her since I’d left town. Now, I couldn’t believe that I was seeing her again. I never thought that I would recognize her ten years later, but now, she looked exactly the same as she looked the last day that I saw her. “Daniel?” she said.

“Emily?” I said.

There was a silence. Then, Emily’s friends poked their heads out to see what was happening. Her friends were cute: one was tall and one was short. One was half-dressed as some sort of anime princess, and the other was wearing a white flowy dress, and she had a flower in her hair.

But Emily—Emily looked exactly the same: brown hair, cut just past her shoulders. Dark eye shadow and thick eyeliner. She had that same little button nose, and the same perky breasts, which were now sitting in a tight tank top, pushed up, possibly to get some male attention. The only real difference I could spot was the new butterfly tattoo she had on her left shoulder, which was now half covered by her hair.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I’m, uh, just doing some travelling. What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I’m travelling too,” she said. “But you—you hate travelling. You told me you never wanted to travel.” She stared deep into my eyes.

“I guess things change,” I said with a small laugh. And it was true: I’d never been too fond of travelling the world. I hated the thought of constantly changing time zones, and I hated plane rides, and I hated paying money for hotels and planes and taxis knowing I would never see that money again. I also hated not knowing how to speak the local language. Even ordering food from the food trucks was a bit tedious, but it was a relief compared to worrying that people around me were going to drop dead.

“Who is that, Em?” asked the little Swedish chick in the doorway.

“This is Danny,” she said. “My ex-boyfriend, from when I lived in Canada.”

The girls stared at me. They had untrusting looks on their faces. But Emily had a different face: a fascinated face. She was in complete disbelief, as if she couldn’t believe the person that I was now. She looked down my body. “You’re thinner than I remember,” she said.

“It’s been a long month,” I said. “I haven’t been eating a lot. I think I’ve lost some weight.”

“Do you… want to come into our room for a bit?” she asked.

Her friends giggled.

“Okay. Sure,” I said. I was eager to catch up with her. To be honest, I’d completely forgotten about her. It had been years since I’d thought about her in any substantial way.

But now, I found her especially captivating. She was a pretty girl, and she’d always been a pretty girl. Was she breathtakingly gorgeous? No. Did I have especially amazing memories of her? No. But she was different than all of the other girls I’d been with in the past month, because she was an actual biological girl. And for the first time in a month, I was sure of it. We never had sex, but I did finger her once in a movie theater. I got three fingers into her wet pussy—and there was something that happened that took me by complete surprised once I pushed into her: a white cum-like substance gushed out of her as she moaned, and it shot out in about six or seven blasts, just like a cumshot. But that stuff came out of a vagina, and I knew for a fact that she got her period monthly.

And maybe that’s what I really needed. Maybe all of this trans-chasing was doing me no good. Maybe my newfound trans obsession was the reason behind all of this chaos. Here was a real girl, with pretty eyes and a cute smile. I could take her home to meet my parents. I could easily put a ring on her finger. I could have babies with her, and a totally normal life. Maybe that’s what I really needed.

But I was getting ahead of myself. Now, I’d only been with her for ten minutes. I had no idea who she was now—if she was even the same girl I dated for years in high school.

“What have you been up to?” I asked after we chit-chatted for some time. “Like—how have you defined your last ten years?”

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I’ve learned a lot about myself. I’ve travelled. I’ve had a couple of careers. I’ve gone to school. I’ve been in a couple of serious relationships. I’ve lived, I guess you could say.”

“Has life treated you well?” I asked. Bailey, the British girl, left for about fifteen minutes and then came back with a box of beers. She handed me one. I looked into her eyes and she smiled at me. I swear her hair was a different color than when I first saw her. It was blue before, and now it was pink. Or was I imagining things?

I looked back at Emily. “Life’s been fine,” she said. “What about you?”

“It was fine for a while. Now it’s a bit rocky.”

“Sometimes rocky is fine,” she said. “As they say, you don’t get a rainbow until after a storm.”

“Well it’s been quite the storm,” I said. “But never mind that. I want to hear more about you and what you’ve been up to.”

So she told me. She told me about where she went to college and about her jobs. She told me about her first ex-boyfriend and then she told me about her second ex-boyfriend. Apparently her second ex-boyfriend ended up transitioning, changing his name from David to Danielle.

“And you just didn’t want to be with a girl?” I asked.

She smiled and blushed. “At first, no. Then I gave it a chance, and… well, I liked it.” Her cheeks turned dark red. “She left me to be with a man. But it was one of those things—if it hadn’t happened, I would know that part about me.”

“That part about you?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I think we’re getting a bit too personal now. What about you: have you had any big relationships since you left me without warning?”

“I didn’t leave without warning, Em. I told you I was going,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “You told me three days before you left. And it wasn’t exactly a discussion, it was a text message.”

“I was an idiot back then,” I said. I felt guilty. I’d always felt bad about the way that I left her, and the way that I left Arnold and all of my other friends.

“What about now? Still afraid of commitment?” she asked with a smirk.

I shook my head. “That’s behind me now,” I said. “Like you said about yourself: I know myself better now.”

Emily was intrigued by me, staring into my eyes and watching me closely. It almost seemed like she was testing me, like she was deciding whether or not it was worth giving me another shot. And I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t considering the possibility. It was amazing to think that we were finally being reunited after all these years, and it took that crazy murder spree to bring us back together. Was this fate at work?

I was trying to focus on Emily while she spoke. Now, she was talking about the places she’d been and the amazing things she’d seen. But it was hard to focus on her stories while Bailey was behind her. Now, Bailey was changing into her nighttime attire. She pulled her shirt up and over her head, exposing her bare back. I saw the sides of her perky breasts before she slipped on a tight T-shirt. Then she sat down in an old sofa chair and reclined, crossing her legs up in the air while she tapped on her phone. She wasn’t wearing pants: just that tight T-shirt and a pair of tiny panties. She was gorgeous: tall, with amazing long legs, and plump juicy lips.

“Daniel,” said Emily, bringing my attention back to her.

“Huh?” I said.

“I asked if you’ve travelled anywhere, and if so, where?” she said.

“Oh. Right,” I said. I had no idea just how long I’d been zoned out for. “I haven’t really gone anywhere. I went to Mexico with some people from work. It was an all-inclusive resort. And, uh, I guess that’s it. Now I’m here.”

Bailey yawned behind Emily. She parted her lips in a cute way and stretched her long arms into the air. Her skin was perfectly pale and smooth. She got a friend on FaceTime and started chatting quietly in the background about some upcoming comic convention. Emily was still chatting with me, but it was hard to focus on Emily’s words with Bailey’s sexy accent in the background.

“Daniel?” said Emily again.

“Sorry,” I said.

Emily looked back at Bailey and my face turned dark red. I was caught. She looked back at me and smiled. “Want to walk with me?”

“Sure,” I said. So we went for a walk around the cute historic part of town. Emily walked close to me, stepping slowly with her hands in the pockets of her blue hoodie. “So you like Bailey, huh?” she said to me.

“What?” I said, freezing up. “Which one is Bailey even?” I was lying, of course. I knew Bailey was the tall British beauty.

Emile rolled her eyes. “You might be her type, but she’s not your type,” said Emily. “So get that idea out of your head before you end up in an embarrassing situation.”

“Why do you say that?” I asked. I figured Emily was just being jealous. She had always been a jealous girl. She was always strictly against me having female friends. I assumed it was a cultural thing.

“She used to be a boy, Daniel,” she said. “And I’ve seen it—it’s not exactly small and something you can ignore.”

“What? She has a penis?” I said. My heart fluttered. Of course she was trans! Now I knew why I was so attracted to her.

“A big penis. And Kitty’s got one too, just a heads up—though I haven’t seen hers. She’s more reserved about her business. And that’s fair enough.”

“Why have you seen Bailey’s penis?” I asked with a laugh.

Emily pressed her lips thin and she looked away. “Don’t mind that.”

“Did she fuck you?” I asked.

“Don’t be so vulgar, Daniel,” said Emily. We kept on walking. But I could tell from her red cheeks that Bailey and Emily had fucked.

“Is she your girlfriend?” I asked.

“No,” Emily said. “I’m not her type, and she’s a bit too quirky for me. To be honest with you, Daniel, I am looking for a serious relationship. I’m twenty-five now and each year I’m a bit older. I know twenty-five is still young, but let’s be realistic. If I start looking for a guy now, it might take a year or two to find someone. Then we’ll want to spend four or five years together before getting married. Then I’ll be over thirty. You know I want to have kids, Daniel—we used to talk about it. I want to have more than one, and that won’t leave much time.”

“You’re too young to be talking about your biological clock, Em,” I said.

“But I’m not. That’s the big mistake so many girls make. Everyone says you can wait until you’re thirty, wait until you’re thirty-five, wait until you’re forty—but it’s not true. My sister, Anya, was told by her doctor that her chances of getting pregnant are slim to none. She waited too long. She’s thirty-four. And her doctor told her it’s not uncommon. Biologically speaking, we’re meant to have kids when we’re young, Daniel.”

“So what are you saying?” I said.

“I’m not saying anything. I’m just saying I’m looking for something serious now.”

“I know, but why are you telling me? I haven’t seen you in ten years,” I said.

We stopped and she turned to look into my eyes. “I guess I don’t know why I’m telling you. And it’s crazy to think it’s been ten years. Just now, while we were walking, it almost felt like no time had passed at all—like we were still high school sweethearts.”

I laughed. “Is that how you felt?”

“Don’t mock me. I’m just speaking honestly with you, Daniel. I think that’s one thing I’ve learned over the last ten years: if you’re going to have a happy life, you need to be honest with yourself and with the people around you. Lying gets you nowhere. Hiding things just gets you into trouble.”

“That’s probably true,” I said.

“So be honest with me, Daniel. What do you think about me? I mean—and don’t get any ideas, it’s just a question and I’m allowed to ask a question—but what do you think about the idea of being with me again?”

“I hardly know you now,” I said.

“Then let me rephrase the question,” she said. “What do you think of going on a date? What do you think of sitting down for a nice dinner to talk, to catch up, and to keep an open mind about the idea of taking it further? I’m not asking you to marry me, Daniel. I’m not even asking you to be my boyfriend. I’m just asking you to consider the possibility.”

“It’s hard to think about it, Em. I’ve been through so much in the last month.”

“Then tell me this—and be honest with me, because honesty is so important to me: do you have a girl in your life?”

I stared into her eyes and I thought about lying to her. “Yes,” I said.

“What’s her name?”

“Are you doubting me?” I asked.

“No. I just want to know about her. Is she your girlfriend?”

“She’s a friend and she’s a girl, and I’ve kissed her,” I said. “Her name is Kansas.”

“And why isn’t Kansas here with you now?” she asked.

“It’s a long story. I’m giving her some distance from me, for her sake.”

“I see,” she said. “And if Kansas saw me with you right now, what would she think?”

I laughed and shook my head. “She would think that I ran into my ex-girlfriend in Berlin and I was walking down the street with her. What’s with the quiz, Emily?”

“I’m allowed asking questions. You don’t have to answer anything you don’t want to answer.”

“Let’s just enjoy the night. If there’s something between us, then something will happen. If not, then it is what it is.”

“If you spend your whole life blowing wherever the wind blows, you’ll never end up anywhere,” she said. And I wasn’t too sure what she meant by that.

We kept walking. Then, after ten minutes of chatting, she reached down and took my hand in hers. It was a bit awkward, and I was too uncomfortable to push her hand away, so I held her hand. Though I have to admit that it was nice to be with a biological woman. It was nice to think of a perfectly normal future, the way I’d always imagined it: marriage, kids, and all that.

I tried to let myself enjoy the moment, but Emily decided to make it awkward again. “Tell me more about Kansas,” she said.

“Why do you want to know anything about her?” I said.

“Because,” she said. “If I like you—and I’m not saying that I do—then you’ll have to decide between her and me.”

“She’s a country girl. She likes fishing and hunting and driving trucks through the mud and country music that’s about all the aforementioned.”

Emily’s eyes narrowed. “Do you even like any of that?”

“I liked fishing,” I said. “I haven’t tried the other stuff yet. And the country music these days isn’t as bad as it used to be.”

“C’mon, Daniel. She’s not right for you,”

“That’s not for you to decide,” I said.

“Tell me more about her,” said Emily.

“She’s trans.”

Emily’s eyes widened. “And she still has her thing?”

“She still has her thing.”

“And you like that?” She stared into my eyes.

“Sure,” I said. “I think it’s fine. I have no issues with it.”

“Is she a top or a bottom?” Emily asked.

“That’s a bit personal,” I said. “And to be honest, I don’t really know.”

“What if she’s a top?”

I shrugged my shoulders and blushed.

“Really, Daniel?” Now she was smirking. She took my hand again and kept walking. “I think you would like me more than you think, Daniel.”

“You’re a nice girl, Emily. But I didn’t come to Germany to lock myself into a relationship.”

“Just don’t leave without warning me first,” she said.

“Fine,” I said with a smile. We turned the corner and we were back at the hostel. I went back up to her room and spent a bit more time with her while her friends got ready for bed. Once again, I found myself captivated by Bailey. Now I knew that she had a big cock and I was especially intrigued. At one point, while Emily was talking to me about where she wanted to visit after Germany, Bailey looked over at me. Our eyes met and she smiled. My heart fluttered and melted. It wasn’t a feeling I got with Emily. And in that moment, I knew that Emily wasn’t for me. I’d had that feeling before, with Cora, with Kansas, and maybe even a little bit with Piper. Hell, I’d even felt those butterflies with Olya, when Olya snuggled up against me in bed. But with Emily, I felt almost nothing.

“I’m going to get some sleep. Thanks for the company, ladies,” I said. And then I went to my room and slipped into my bed. I still had my room to myself, and I wasn’t sure my flatmates were going to come back. Their stuff was gone and their beds were made. I liked that silence and that peaceful loneliness. But it didn’t last long.

It was around midnight when the door creaked open. I heard footsteps coming towards me, and I jumped up, terrified it was Olya, coming to finish me off. “Get away from me!” I snapped.

“Shh!” said the shadowy figure standing in the middle of the room. “It’s just me.” And it took a moment to realize that it was Emily, now clad in lingerie. She was wearing a sheer black top, sheer stockings, long sheer gloves with floral embellishments. Everything was connected with sexy straps and little pink bows. But it was the twelve-inch plastic cock around her waist that caught my gaze. I gasped.

Emily crawled onto my bed. She slid up on top of me and she leaned her head down until our lips were touching. I felt her cool plastic cock rubbing up the length of my leg and my abdomen. Her lips were wet and soft. She smelled so feminine—because she was a real woman. Her thighs were so smooth, and her lingerie made my skin tingle all over.

“Emily, I don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said once she broke away from our kiss.

“Just let me show you that I can make you happy,” she said. Then she stood up on her knees and walked forward until her giant plastic cock was touching my lips. “Open your mouth, Daniel.” So I awkwardly opened my mouth. She pressed the cock through my lips and made me suck. I heard a light buzzing. As my eyes adjusted to the dark, I saw that the strap-on was equipped with a vibrator, which was pressed firmly against her clit.

I sucked the fake cock, mostly to appease her. But I was trying to remain open-minded. I didn’t want to be rude, and I wanted to think that fate had some sort of plan for me. If Emily was that plan, then everything made sense. Sadly, I just didn’t feel those butterflies with her.

I sucked that long dildo until it was dripping with saliva. Then, she pulled it out of my mouth. She slid back down and we kissed again. She was moaning slightly now as her vibrator continued to buzz against her cute clit. She reached down and gripped my erect cock. She squeezed it and pumped it, but only for a moment before grabbing her own fake cock with her fist. She pointed it down between my butt cheeks, making me raise my knees and spread my legs.

“You really do like this,” she said with a blushing smile.

I nodded my head. Then she pushed into me, making me gasp. Her long toy slid deep through my anal cavern. Her beautiful feminine hands caressed my chest, and then she started to suck on my neck. I felt her breasts with my hands. It was nice to feel real, feminine breasts. I squeezed and then I gently pulled her nipples, making her moan even louder.

She began thrusting in and out of me. She reached down with her hand to increase the intensity of the vibration, pressing a small button before using that hand to feel my chest again.

She pushed and pushed until she had the whole length of her dildo inside of my body. Then she gasped, looking into my eyes. “You can take the whole thing?” she asked with her soft Danish accent.

I nodded my head.

“That’s amazing,” she said. “And you’re so tight.”

“It feels good,” I said.

“Want me to make it vibrate?” she asked with a grin. Then she pressed another button, and suddenly, the cock was buzzing. I gasped and clenched, and then I began to melt as the euphoria engulfed me.

And was this just as good as the real thing? Maybe I could get what I wanted out of trans girls with a real girl like Emily. Maybe I could learn to be satisfied by toys, and then I would get the normalcy of having a biologically female girlfriend—and maybe a wife.

She kept pumping me, harder and harder, making me moan louder and louder. It felt so good, so I was disappointed when she suddenly stopped, pulling her long snake out of me. “Now you can fuck me,” she said, undoing the straps. I wanted to beg her to continue, but I didn’t want to sound desperate. A real trans girl would have finished in me; that’s what I really wanted.

But now, she was aiming my cock upright so she could sit down on it. She pressed my tip against her wet pussy and she sat down suddenly. It was warm and gushy—tight and pleasant. I pushed in deep, making her moan, and then I began thrusting.

She moaned louder and louder with each penetration. There was something comforting about fucking a woman. It was so nice to feel normal, but something was lacking. I didn’t feel fully satisfied, and I had a feeling there was nothing Emily could do to fix that. Fucking Emily was nice, but it was just making me more positive that it was a trans girl that I wanted. I wanted a girl like Kansas—or maybe like Bailey or Olya. I wanted someone who could satisfy me completely.

“Fuck!” Emily said. “I’m coming! Pull out!”

It was a strange request, but I pulled out. She reached down and violently rubbed her clit until something shocking happened: a white cum-like substance gushed out of her. It gushed and gushed, shooting streaks, like a cock spraying cum. Finally, it stopped. She reached down and grabbed my cock. She pressed it down against her thigh where a big smear of that cream was. She rubbed my cock in it and then she pulled me back into her pussy to keep fucking her.

And it happened two more times. She was a girl but she came like a boy. I was even starting to wonder if that was actual semen, able to get a girl pregnant. Was she going to get herself pregnant?

It was hot, and it made me aroused enough to come inside of her, though when I pulled out and saw all of the cum spilling out, I had no idea what was mine and what was hers. She reached down with her hand and she pressed her fingers into her cum-filled hole. She fingered herself for the next five minutes, gushing that cream in and out, making a mess of her bum and inner thighs. She had one last cumshot, spraying that cream down her legs and across my bed, then she licked her fingers cleaned. She was a horny slut.

“Just as good as your trans girlfriend?” asked Emily.

“I don’t know,” I said softly. “I told you: I haven’t slept with her yet.”

“Don’t sleep with her. Stay with me. We’ll travel the world together. We’ll create memories together. We’ll get married in a few years and we’ll have a family. I know your parents love me. My parents love you. Let’s face it: we’re meant to be together.”

“I have to think about it, Emily. I know that we dated for years in high school, but that was ten years ago. Now, I don’t even know you. You don’t know me.”

“We’ll take it slow,” Emily said. Her eyes were glowing and her smile was beaming. And I just felt guilty, because I still didn’t feel those butterflies.

Emily kissed me on the lips, making me feel even more guilty. Then she went back to her room to sleep in her bed, giving me a bit of space. I had to move beds, because that bed was completely covered in whatever white thick goo blasted out of her cunt.

I woke up the next morning to the sound of the girls arguing. Bailey wanted to go to the last day of her expo. Emily and the short, young Kitty wanted to go see the town. Bailey begged and begged, but the other girls just weren’t interested. “You’ll have fun alone, Bailey. Don’t be so shy,” said Kitty. And then the two girls left, leaving Bailey alone. I was about to fall back asleep, then I heard Bailey crying. It wasn’t a full-blown hysteric kind of cry: just a soft whimpering, which lasted only for a minute. It was enough to make me get up and knock at her door. She opened the door. “Hi Danny,” she said with her thick British accent.

“Are you okay? I thought I heard crying,” I said.

“I’m fine,” she said with a smile. “Just a bit disappointed. It’s the last day of this convention and my friends bailed on me. I guess I can’t blame them. I made them go with me yesterday.”

“Why not just go alone?” I said.

She smiled and looked sad. “Yeah. I’ll probably just go alone for a bit.” I could tell that she probably wasn’t going to go. I could understand her feelings: I hated doing stuff alone too.

“I mean—I can go with you if you want. I’m not doing anything,” I said.

And then her eyes lit up. She stood up straight, making me realize she was taller than me. Then she smiled. “You want to go to the convention with me?” she asked, biting down on her bottom lip.

“I’ll check it out. I don’t really know much about that stuff,” I said.

“You’ll have fun,” she said. “There are a lot of cool people there today. Three really famous cosplayers will be there, today only.”

“Okay,” I said. I wasn’t totally sure what that meant.

“Come on in. I’m going to get ready. Would you be embarrassed if I dressed up?”

“No. Just do your thing,” I said.

She jumped up and down, celebrating like a teen girl seeing her favorite band in person for the first time. I took a seat on that old sofa chair and watched as she got dressed. She changed her wig, putting on purple and blue wig with long straight hair. She spent the next twenty minutes doing her makeup, which she’d practiced: blue and purple eye shadow, black eyeliner, and little blue freckles. She had a picture of the character on her phone that she was using as reference, but I didn’t recognize the character.

She looked at me suddenly and smiled. “Do you want to dress up?” she asked.

“Me?” I said. “No—I don’t really know any of the characters.”

She giggled. “You could dress up like a girl,” she said. “I bet if I did your makeup, I could make you look totally convincing. We could trick a lot of guys together.” She giggled and covered her mouth with her fingertips.

I blushed. “I think I’m okay,” I said.

“That’s fine,” she said. Then she winked. “Next time, darling.” She finished getting dressed in an impressive dress that she made herself. It was short and slutty and a bit juvenile. It was pink with blue and purple embellishments, and it matched her big foam sword, which she also made herself.

“How do I look?” she asked.

“Like a sexy alien,” I said.

She giggled. “The character is from another planet, so I’ll take that as a win. I just have to put on the stockings.” I sat and watched as she pulled the long white stockings up her smooth legs. She had to connect the stockings to a garter under her dress, and while she was pinning them, I saw her panties, and I saw her bulge. I nearly gasped at the sight of her long, thick bulge. I could make out all the details in her tight panties: the veins, her big tip, her fat British ball sack. It almost fell out when she was putting on the last strap. She used her fingers to stuff it back in before straightening the skirt of her dress and bouncing to her feet.

“Like the stockings?” she asked. And now, I was trying not to expose my erection. I nodded my head quickly and smile.

“I’m ready to go. Are you ready?”

“Sure,” I said. It was hard to stand up while hiding that erect bulge between my legs. It wasn’t until I got close to her that I smelled her perfume: unlike anything I’d ever smelled before. It was floral, but I couldn’t place the flower. I’d never been to Japan, but that’s how I imagined a Japanese supermodel smelling… whatever that meant.

We took off for the convention. We went by foot, and it was thirteen blocks away. Bailey turned lots of heads in her small, slutty skirt, holding her big sword. She seemed to like the attention, and I didn’t mind people seeing me with her. It was obvious they thought I was her boyfriend, and I was getting jealous looks from other guys.

Then we got to the convention and people started asking her for photos. I stood by while she took photos with people, and then we started to meander the many booths. “So you and Emily used to date, huh?” she said.

“That was a long time ago,” I said.

“Think you’re getting back together?” she asked.

I laughed. “I don’t think so,” I said.

“That’s not what she thinks,” Bailey said bluntly.

“Why? What did she say?”

“She didn’t say anything. I can just tell that she likes you. I’ve been travelling with her for the last four months, and I’ve never seen her look at a guy the way she looks at you.”

“She’s just not my type,” I said. “But she’s a great person. She’ll find someone great for her.”

“Not your type, huh?” she said. She bent over to check out little anime cards on a table. While she bent over, a few nearby men took the opportunity to check out her big cushy butt. I won’t lie: I took the opportunity as well. She had a big ass and nice thick thighs. I would have paid a lot of money to have her sit on my face. “So tell me, Daniel. What is your type?”

I bit down on my tongue. I decided to take Emily’s advice to me: to be honest and open. “Someone like you,” I said.

Then she froze and stared into my eyes. Her eyes glistened and she smiled. “I’m not your type, Daniel. You don’t even know me.”

“I didn’t say you exactly,” I said. “I mean, just from what I know about you, which isn’t much—a girl like you ticks a lot of my boxes. I’m not saying I have a crush on your or anything like that. I think you’re very pretty. I like that you’re tall. You have a great butt. You’re fun to be around. You don’t care what other people think. That’s all stuff I like.”

“Wow,” she said, moving to the next booth to check out the arrangement of deadly weapons. “You’re an honest fellow, aren’t you?”

“Sometimes,” I said. “But I guess it’s just the truth.”

“Well I still don’t think I’m your type, Daniel.”

“Why not?”

“First of all, I don’t know if Emily told you, but I’ve got a cock.” Her British accent almost made me giggle. There was something very cute about the way she said ‘cock’. “And it’s a big cock that scares away a lot of men. Second of all, I have no interest in staying in one place my whole life. I heard that this is your first trip across the pond, and that’s fine, but I have a feeling you won’t want to be following me around the world.”

“I heard about the cock,” I said, blushing. “And, uh, well—I like that. As for the travelling—that’s new to me. At least for the next little while, it’s something I have to do, whether I like it or not.”

“Listen to us,” Bailey said. “Getting a wee bit carried away, yeah?”

“Well you asked,” I said. “And I said a girl like you. I didn’t say you.” I smirked, and now she looked caught off guard, and almost jealous.

“Well,” she said, meandering over to a wall of sharp knives, made to look like knives from famous video games. She grabbed one off of the display and played with it for a moment. “I’m a girl like me—just for the record.” She smirked.

“Careful with that knife,” I said.

“Are you scared of knives, Daniel?”

I shook my head. “I just don’t want you to get hurt.”

“That’s very sweet, darling.” She put the knife back. We kept walking, checking out some nerdy posters and then some neat handmade statues.

“So where were you before this?” I asked.

“I was in Canada. I just met up with Emily and Kitty yesterday.”

“Canada? Really? Where?”

She was quiet for a moment. “I’d rather not say,” she said.

“Why?”

“It’s rather personal,” she said.

“Why were you in Canada?”

“Daniel, what did I just say?” she said with a big smirk.

“How long were you there?”

“Why are you asking so many questions?” Then she bit her lip. “Besides, if I told you, then I’d have to kill you.” She skipped away from me and I caught up to her. Now, we were looking at a large comic book selection. She started thumbing through the options.

“So you like that I have a cock, huh?” she said without looking at me. “Can I ask you bluntly: are you a top or a bottom, Daniel?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“I only date bottoms,” she said.

“O—Okay,” I said.

“Am I still your type?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I think so,” I said. “The whole bottom thing is kind of new to me.”

She pulled out a comic book: something about an assassin. She began thumbing through the pages. “I want this series to be good so badly, but it’s just so painfully unrealistic. You can just tell that the writer has never held a gun before.”

“Have you held a gun?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said. “Does that bother you? Am I still your type?”

I laughed. “Apparently,” I said.

“Apparently?” she asked.

“I seem to have a thing for girls who like guns,” I said.

“My cock is a bit like a gun, so in a way, you like guns too,” she winked. She put the comic back and we kept walking.

“So what’s your natural hair color?” I asked. “I mean—I think I’ve only seen you in wigs.”

“It’s a secret,” she said with a cute smile.

“And is that your real eye color?” I asked, noticing that her eyes were now green, and I swear that they were blue the day before.

“Also a secret,” she said with a big smile. Then she went to check out some sheets of artwork at a new booth. I took the opportunity to look at her ass again when she bent over. She had an amazing ass; I couldn’t get over it.

We walked for another minute, and then she turned to me and said, “Are you a fan of my fanny, Danny?” She giggled and covered her lips with her fingers.

I blushed. “What?” I said.

“You’ve quite blatantly stared at it at least four times now. It’s okay—I’m not offended. But I’m starting to wonder if you ever think of anything besides sex.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “You have a nice ass, what can I say?”

“Be honest with me, Daniel. Do you want to fuck me?”

“I’ll be honest and say yes. But I—I’m not doing that right now. I mean—I’m not looking for one-night-stands and bathroom fucks. I’m over that. I’ve had enough of that. Sure, I think you’re hot and I’ve fantasized about seeing you naked—I won’t lie about that. But would I rather fuck you in the bathroom or spend the day walking around with you and talking to you? The answer is the latter.”

“So I’m still your type then?” she asked.

“I guess you are,” I said.

“Well let’s just talk today then,” she said. “Then tomorrow, you can take me out on a date. We can get lunch together and it can be an official date. But here’s the deal, Daniel: you have to explain it to Emily. You have to set things straight with the poor girl, because right now, she thinks you might be her soulmate.”

“Don’t worry about her,” I said.

I thought suddenly about Kansas and a guilt filled my gut. I didn’t love the idea of seeing a girl behind Kansas’s back—but it wasn’t like I was going to fuck Bailey. It wasn’t like I was ditching Kansas for Bailey. I was just exploring my options. I was just going to take her for dinner. Like I said, I just wanted to get to know her because she did indeed tick a lot of my boxes.

We spent the next three hours meandering and chatting. We covered topics from childhood to future dreams. There were a number of topics that Bailey was strangely vague about, like where in the world she’d travelled. When I asked her what her name was before she transitioned, she became completely silent and refused to say anything. The girl had some barriers, but I had a feeling I could knock them down.

We ended back at the hostel before dinner. Then, she went off with her friends and I spent the evening alone. It was some nice time to reflect on the past month.

I dozed off early and my sleep was uninterrupted for the most part. Though I did wake up around 2:00 AM feeling a bit cold and lonely. I was starting to miss Olya’s midnight visits. I liked when she cuddled up to me and slept in my arms, purring like a kitten. She was possibly crazy, but she was a comforting kind of crazy.

I woke up refreshed. I stretched out my arms, and then I saw a girl standing at the foot of my bed. I nearly screamed. “I’m sorry!” she said suddenly as she stood in her little white dress. It was Kitty, Emily’s young Swedish friend.

“Kitty?” I said.

“I was wondering if you could do me a favor,” she said.

She wanted help with her online dating profile. She sat down on my bed and showed it to me, blushing all over with embarrassment. She kept apologizing and I kept telling her not to apologize. “I would ask Emily or Bailey, but they’re girls. I’m looking for a man, so I thought I would ask a man, like you.”

More than anything, I helped to fix her grammatical errors in her biography. Her photos weren’t great: blurry selfies that weren’t exactly flattering. She was a cute girl, but the photos made her look a bit flabby.

“What kind of guy are you looking for?” I asked.

She smiled, blushed, and said, “Mr. Right.”

I laughed. “What does that mean?” I asked.

“He has to be nice. He has to be employed—that’s important. He doesn’t have to make a lot, but he has to support me,” she said. Then she turned dark red all over. “He, uh, has to be okay with the fact that I am transgender.”

“Just be honest and put it all in your profile.”

“I don’t want to scare anyone away,” she said.

“Okay. Well, we can word it in a way that gets the point across without you sounding crazy.” She giggled. She was cute. She didn’t have any mention of the fact she was transgender in her profile, so I convinced her to add it. Maybe it would scare some guys away, but I could only assume that there were more guys like me out there—guys who would have been intrigued by a fact like that one. We spent an hour working on getting the wording perfect. She sat close to me, almost snuggled up to me, making my heart tingle. She smelled nice and her hair was so damn soft.

“Can you put one more thing?” she asked. “And maybe you can figure out how to word it. But… the man has to be like me.”

I waited a moment before saying. “He has to be trans too?”

“No,” she said. “He has to be, uh, a virgin.”

And now I was blushing, though I wasn’t sure why. I cleared my throat and forced a smile, and then I put in her profile that she was looking for a virgin.

“Guys are going to lie to you,” I said to her. “So just be careful.”

“Thank you, Daniel,” she said.

“You should really put some new photos up. You’re a cute girl.”

“What’s wrong with my current photos?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I think you’re cuter than your photos.”

She pressed her lips thin. “Will you take some shots for me?”

“Okay,” I said. “I’d be happy to.”

She looked great how she was, with a braid pulled around her head, and her long curls gracing her shoulders. She was so angelic and so harmless. She had the idea of taking photos with the Berlin skyline in the background, so we went up to the rooftop of the tall hostel. She handed me her phone and I asked her to pose. She was truly adorable. “Your smile is perfect,” I said. She posed in a few different ways. She giggled. Then she had the idea of hopping onto the ledge, to let her feet dangle down in a cute way. I snapped a few more shots. The wind was perfect, lifting up her hair, making her look like a model.

“One more shot,” I said, waiting for that perfect gust. Then a strong gust came, knocking her off balance. She gasped and tried to clutch the wall, but her hand missed. He fell back.

“Kitty!” I yelled. I ran up, but I was too late. She was falling from the rooftop. I heard the screams before I reached the ledge. I only peeked over the ledge for a moment: just enough time to see the crimson splatter.

“Oh God,” I said as the lump filled my throat. Anxiety consumed my body. I felt like throwing up. People were quickly gathering and yelling. I heard someone scream, “Call an ambulance! She’s not breathing!”

I staggered to the staircase. My head was spinning. I was dizzy, like I was about to pass out. I stumbled into my room and I grabbed my bag. I couldn’t end up being implicated in another death. I couldn’t be questioned by the police. What if they thought I pushed her? What if they investigated me and found out I was the subject of an investigation over in Canada? I had to leave before it was too late.

I took my bag and left through the back door. I ran as the sirens approached. I waved down a cab and then I told him to hurry to the airport. It wasn’t even two hours before I was getting on a plane destined for Canada.

I knew leaving wasn’t the right thing to do, but I had no real options. If the German police even suspected me, I was doomed. I had to run away. I just had to keep running away from my problems.

My phone rang and I didn’t want to answer it, so I didn’t. It rang again and again. Was it Emily? Was it Bailey? Was it the German police? Was it the Canadian police? I was terrified. I didn’t know what to do.

Then my phone rang again and I knew it wasn’t going to stop until I answered it. So I picked it up and put it up against my ear. I waited a moment before I heard the voice. “Danny?” a girl said. I didn’t answer right away. “Danny? Are you there?”

“Who is this?” I said as the plane began to roll towards the runway.

“This is Petra,” she said. “You can’t tell anyone that I’m calling you right now.”

“Be quiet,” I said. “You’re dead. Who is this really?”

“It’s Petra, Danny. I’m not dead. I faked my death. Can we meet up? I want to talk to you about something.”

I was shocked into silence. She sure sounded like Petra with that velvety voice. Was it possible? Could she really have faked her own death?

“What do you want to talk about?” I said.

“Running away,” she said. “Together.”


CHAPTER III

The air was cold in Canada. I’m not sure how I made it back to my parents’ house without having a heart attack. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. My fingers and toes were cold, and I hadn’t eaten in longer than I could remember. My lips were dry and cracked. It was only a few seconds after my body hit the bed that I fell asleep.

But my sleep didn’t last long. I woke up an hour later with fingers in my hair. Someone was petting my head while sitting on the edge of the bed. I nearly screamed, but thankfully I was getting used to being shocked and horrified, so I hardly let out a small whimper. I blinked a few times and saw Olya on top of me, looking down at me. “Hi, love,” she said.

I kept staring into her eyes. How did she know I was home? Did she follow me to Germany? Did she know about Kitty’s death? I kept looking at her. She had a curious smile on her face: calm and confident, as if she had no worries in the world. “Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m your love, love,” she said.

“No,” I said. “I don’t even know you. You—You’re a stalker. But why? How do you know me? Who are you?”

“Why you have to be so cruel with your words?” she asked, pouting, almost as if I was making a joke. But I wasn’t joking. I’d reached my limit. Now, I needed answers. I needed to know what was happening and how I could make it stop, even if it meant risking my life.

“Tell me who you are. Who do you work for?”

“I work for Dmitry. Why does this matter?” Her eyes narrowed.

“It matters because I’m over it!” I said, almost shouting, no longer caring about my sleeping parents. Now, Olya was the one to press her finger to my lips, making me quiet.

“Careful, love. You will wake up mother and father. Don’t be so loud.”

“How did you find me?” I asked.

“I saw you on plane on way here,” she said, turning away from me. She pulled a tube of lip gloss out from her little clutch and she began to touch up her lips. “I watched you with tattooed whore.”

I thought for a moment. “Andi?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “She wasn’t very nice to you, but I thought you were cute. Then I see you again next day, at hotel. I saw cops arrest you. Dmitry told me I needed to get information from you, so I saw you again. And I think to myself, this must be fate. Here is man who loves girls just like me, and three times in just three days, fate brings me and you together. Don’t call me stalker. This word is cruel, love.”

My skin tingled. “So why were you at that hotel then? Who’s Dmitry?”

“I can’t tell you this. Maybe one day, but not this day.”

“Tell me,” I said.

“I simply cannot,” she said, looking away from me with those pouty lips.

“Tell me or it’s really over between us. I won’t be going to Siberia. You can’t sleep with me anymore.”

“Don’t be so cruel, love. You don’t mean this.”

“I mean it,” I said, almost yelling again. I had to clench my teeth together and take a deep breath of air into my lungs. “Tell me now, or this—whatever it is—is over.”

“And if I tell you, then what?” she asked, her eyes suddenly glowing. “Does this mean you and me will go together to Siberia?”

“Maybe,” I said.

“No maybe. Tell me, love. Tell me that fate brought me to you for a reason.” She pressed her lips thin, looking vulnerable for the first time—maybe ever.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll go to Siberia with you if you’re honest with me—and if you’re not the killer.”

She sighed and shook her head. “Again with these accusations. I take offense to them—I really do, love.” She took a small breath. “Dmitry is my boss: special services.”

“Special services?” I said.

“Da, lyubov,” she said.

“What do you mean? With the Russian government?”

“Da,” she said again. I didn’t know Russian, but I knew that ‘da’ meant yes.

“Are you a spy?” I asked.

“I’m special services, love,” she said. “I work for Kremlin. Dmitry is my boss. Top secret division of government. My job is to protect Russian informants. Killer here in town killed two Russian informants. Kristine Andrews and woman named Lori. Now you—you’re technically classified as Russian informant. It’s very important that I protect you.”

“What?” I said. “What are you talking about?”

“You are what we call low profile informant. No offence, love, it’s not big deal. It’s just because you speak in private with police.”

“Just two times! And it was for questionings,” I said.

“Well it makes you low profile informant.”

“So you… aren’t the killer then?” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “I tell you this one thousand times, love. How many more times must I tell you before you believe?”

“Then where is the killer?” I asked.

“We never found her, love,” said Olya. “But our intel tells us she either died or left the country.”

A glimmer of light burned in my heart. Could it be true? Could the killer be gone? Would she stay gone?

I stared into her eyes, trying to decide if she was telling me the truth. I realized in that moment that I would never be able to trust her fully. Even if the police hauled some other girl off to prison with a mountain of evidence, I would never be able to properly trust the broken English words from Olya’s lips. She was too cool after killing Piper, making me think she’d killed a number of other people before. And maybe she would continue killing people.

“Lay down, love,” she said. I was slow to lay down. She pulled up the covers and snuggled up to my chest. It was a nice feeling. I loved her warm, soft body. I loved the way she cuddled up against me. And I really loved the amazing way she smelled. She took out her phone and showed me pictures of her cottage and the Siberian town that was nearby. She told me about all of the fun things she did growing up, and about all of the things she wanted our future children to do together. I didn’t have the heart to tell her that it just wasn’t going to work between us. I ended up staying awake long after she fell asleep.

And when I did finally wake up the next morning, she was gone. I got up slowly and groaned as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. There was a message on my phone from Bailey. “Where are you?” she asked. There were a number of missed calls as well, and a voice message. “Hey Danny. I’m not sure where you went. I don’t know if I said something or did something to offend you. Something happened to Kitty. They think she was pushed off of a building. I—I don’t really know what’s going on. I’m in shock. I know that you don’t really know me and I don’t really know you, but I’d really like if you came back and we hung out. I don’t know. I just don’t know what to do. Alright. Bye, Danny.”

My heart flipped and groaned. I wanted to cry, but I held myself together.

I was about to put my phone away when it rang again. This time, it was Petra. “Hey, Danny,” she said quietly, as if she was trying not to be heard wherever she was.

“Petra,” I said. “I need you to tell me what’s going on. How are you still alive?”

“Don’t talk about that on the phone. We can talk about that in person,” she said. “I want to meet up. Let’s meet at the airstrip.”

“Why?” I said.

“That resort I bought… I’ve spent a fortune turning it into a fully self-sufficient island. I want to go there with you.”

“Why me?” I said.

“We’ve already talked about this, Danny. I like you. I want to go with you. I don’t want to go alone, but I have to go. I sunk my life savings into this resort, and into faking my death. There’s no turning back for me now. Don’t make go alone, Danny.”

“I have to think about it,” I said. But it was an amazing opportunity, not just because I would have an entire resort to myself and a world-famous supermodel to myself—but also because the murderer had no way of getting to me on a private island, unless the murderer had access to their own private jet, which seemed unlikely. Even if Olya was the killer, she wouldn’t have any way of tracking me down.

“Think about it with me,” she said. “Meet me in an hour at the airstrip. I’ll convince you, and then we’ll go.”

My stomach turned. “I can’t. Not today,” I said. I didn’t have anything I needed to do, but I just wasn’t ready to leave yet. I couldn’t leave the country without seeing Kansas. I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I told her to wait for me and I told her that I would wait for her. She was sweet and kind and I just had to see her one last time before I made my final decision.

I had too many options. It should have been a good problem to have, but it was anything but good. I had to choose between Olya and her Siberian cottage, Bailey and her wanderlust lifestyle, Petra and her private island, and Kansas and her simple country life. Which life did I want to live? Where did I want to end up? Which girl did I like more?

I called Kansas. She didn’t pick up the first time or the second time. But finally, around 11:00 AM, she answered my call. “Danny?” she said, sounding like she was just sitting up in her bed. “What is it? What’s going on?”

“I’m sorry if I woke you up,” I said.

“It’s fine. What is it?” she said.

“I want to see you.”

“You back already?” she asked.

“I had to come back,” I said. “And I might have to leave again—I don’t really know. But I have to see you first. I need to see you.”

“I want to see you,” she said, suddenly sounding awake and excited. “I got my truck back,” she said. “I want to take you out to the valley.”

“Okay,” I said.

“I’ll pick you up,” she said, and I could hear her bouncing out of bed to get ready.

“Just give me an hour to get myself ready,” I said. I didn’t have much to do to get myself hygienically ready for Kansas. I was already washed and shaved and I was already wearing decent clothes (I didn’t want to wear my nice clothes because I knew there was going to be lots of mud wherever we were going). But I did want some time to go down the street to the jewelry store. I went right away. I checked the balance of my bank account and decided that I had about fifteen hundred dollars to spend.

I spent thirty minutes looking through the options until one ring jumped out at me. It was perfect: glimmering and sleek. The rock wasn’t huge, and it wasn’t quite symmetrical, but somehow that just made it more perfect. I bought it right there, and then I made it back to my parents’ house just as the big pink truck pulled up to my house. It was crusted with mud and raised high off the ground. It growled as it idled on the street, making neighbors poke their heads out of their doors. Kansas was in the front seat. Her hair was done up in tight curls. She smiled at me and waved. “Hi Danny!” she said. She definitely wasn’t interested in being discreet.

It wasn’t easy climbing up into her tall truck. I groaned as I pulled myself into the passenger seat, and then I was shocked to see that the truck didn’t have seatbelts. “I had them taken out,” Kansas said with an innocent smile. “They were constantly banging against the door when I was drivin’ on the dirt.”

“Why is yours gone? Can’t you just wear it?” I asked, perplexed.

She giggled. “I didn’t like the way the belt squashed my big titties.”

“What if you get into an accident?” I asked.

She just giggled. The truck was equipped with an expensive suspension system, but it still somehow bounced all over the highway like a carnival ride. I didn’t mind the bouncing because it made Kansas’s tits bounce, nearly popping out from her tight tank top more than once.

“So where are we going?” I asked.

Then Kansas pointed at the back seat. “You’re going to shoot my guns,” she said. And that’s when I noticed the gun rack.

“Is that legal?” I asked.

“You’re cute, Danny,” she said. “But you need to relax. We’re gonna have some fun.”

And she certainly was having fun once we got to the piece of Crown land where it was legal to discharge firearms. Kansas had eight different guns with her: five rifles, two shotguns, and a tactical semi-automatic firearm. She insisted that I shoot them all. I was a terrible shot, wincing every time I pulled the trigger. Kansas was a frighteningly good shot, easily pegging targets that were over one-hundred yards away. After shooting off about one hundred rounds, Kansas took me into the woods and insisted that I decimate a tree using her pump-action shotgun. I will admit that I did get a bit of a rush blasting the heavy firearm and turning that tree into sawdust. The woods reeked of gunpowder, and so did my hands and clothes. That smell seemed to turn Kansas on. I caught her smelling me a couple of times with a big grin on her face.

“So is this a typical weekend for you?” I asked.

“Well I don’t normally shoot off this many rounds,” she said. “Ammo ain’t cheap these days. But this is a special occasion. You said you might be leavin’ again. And if that’s true, it’s best that you have a bit of fun before you’re gone. You’re havin’ fun, right?”

“Totally,” I said. I was having some fun, but I was still terrified of those guns.

We were in the woods, walking, when Kansas pulled out a handgun. She handed it to me. “Careful now. It’s loaded,” she said.

“Why are you giving this to me?”

“To shoot,” she said. “See that tree down there, with the moss on it? Try to hit it right on that big knot. It’s about twenty yards away.”

She showed me how to hold this gun and how to aim it. She stood behind me with her arms around my body. Her pelvis pressed against my bum and I could feel the bulge of her cock. I wasn’t expecting the gun to kick to hard when I pulled the trigger. I missed the tree by a mile. “Try again. Squeeze the trigger, don’t pull it.” I tried again, but the shot missed badly again. “Not so easy, is it?” she said.

“I don’t think I’m cut out for shooting.” I handed the gun back to her but she didn’t take it.

“Keep it,” she said. “You never know when you might need it.”

“I don’t want it,” I said, trying to sound as polite as possible.

“That don’t matter,” she said. “If there really is someone out huntin’ you, you should have it. Just keep it for a while.” She also gave me a small holster for it and insisted I put it on.

“Fine,” I said.

“Any idea if they’re gonna find that killer?” Kansas asked.

“I have no idea. It’s possible she’s already dead,” I said. “Or maybe she left the country.”

“You sound disappointed,” she said with a giggle.

“Well, I’m just thinking about it. I’m still trying to put it all together.” I wanted to tell her about Petra and her faked death. I wanted to tell her more about Olya. But now, I just wasn’t sure. I thought that I would see Kansas and everything would make sense. I thought I would see her and then pull that ring out from my pocket to put on her finger. But now, I wasn’t so sure. Maybe we just didn’t have enough in common. Maybe our interests were just too different. Kansas liked shooting guns and driving on bumpy dirt roads. I hated guns and I was still sick from the drive to that valley.

Kansas was sweet, but she didn’t seem to care too much about compromising. I could tell that she had zero interest of living near the city. She wanted to live on a farm. She wanted to ride ATVs for fun. I would never be able to convince her to leave that life behind to play tennis with me or to watch movies or go to bars and restaurants.

The big question was: could I adapt to her lifestyle? Could I learn to love guns and trucks and farm animals and small-town folk?

“You like campin’, Danny?”

“Sure. I’ve been a few times,” I said.

“I love campin’,” she said. “Let’s do it tonight. We’ll camp here.”

“Can we camp here?” I asked, looking around.

She giggled. “Of course. It’s Crown land.”

“Do you have a tent?” I asked.

“You don’t need no tent, silly,” she said. “We can sleep in the back of the truck.”

I reluctantly agreed to give it a try. We walked back to her truck. She took a big knife out from her back seat and went into the woods. She spent the next thirty minutes chopping logs to make firewood. Then she started a big fire about ten feet from the back of her truck. We sat together on the edge of her truck bed as the stars came out. It was getting cold, but Kansas didn’t seem to notice. She was hardly wearing anything: daisy dukes, tight tank top, and nothing else: not even shoes on her feet.

“I can’t help but think you ain’t havin’ no fun,” she said, looking over at me.

“I’m just stressed out,” I said. “There’s a lot going on in my life right now.”

“When I come out here, all my problems go away,” she said. And I was tempted to tell her that her problems weren’t real problems. Broken trucks weren’t the same as dead people. “You just need to relax and let nature do its thing.” She reclined onto her back and looked up at the stars. She waited for me to do the same, so I did. The stars were quite beautiful, but I just couldn’t understand how she could tolerate the dropping temperature. And now the bugs were coming out and swarming us. Kansas swatted occasionally, but she didn’t seem to care much. I was getting eaten alive and I felt like I was going insane. Kansas saw me swatting and she giggled.

“What’s funny?” I asked, almost feeling frustrated.

“I’ll make a country boy outta you,” she said. “It just might take a little bit longer than I thought.”

I smiled. I reached into my pocket and felt that ring box. But it just didn’t seem right. I couldn’t see myself marrying her. I couldn’t see myself spending the rest of my life with her, even though she was kind, beautiful, and caring.

“Why are you bein’ so quiet?” she asked.

“I’m just thinking about stuff,” I said.

“What stuff?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Lots of stuff,” I said.

She looked at me and smiled. “Well stop thinkin’,” she said, suddenly rolling over on top of me. She looked down into my eyes. Her tight curls were still tight. The pink bow in her hair was still perky and animated. She had her bum on my lap and her hands on my chest. My back was getting a bit sore, being mashed into her truck bed. But I didn’t mind too much.

“You think I’m cute?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Do I turn you on?” she asked.

I nodded my head again.

“I don’t normally fuck on a second date, but if you’re really gonna be gone for a while, I can make an exception,” she said.

“I won’t say no to that,” I said, tingling all over. She took her tank top and pulled it off, exposing her bare tits. They bounced and wobbled before settling. She had a big rack. She put her hands under her breasts and jiggled them, giggling. “Like my big titties, Danny?” she asked. “Maybe you don’t like my guns or my truck or the warm beer, but I can tell that you like my titties.” She kept bouncing them, giggling as if she was entertaining herself.

“They’re amazing,” I said.

“I started taking hormone pills when I was seventeen,” she said. “By the time I was nineteen, I had double-Ds. Can you believe that? Want to suck ‘em?”

I nodded my head. So she leaned forward and lowered her left breast onto my face. I opened my mouth and sucked her nipple, using my left hand to massage her other tit. She giggled and then she gently started grinding her crotch against my body. “Suck my titties, cowboy.”

She used her bum to make me hard, and she did a wonderfully efficient job. She got my growing bulge nestled perfectly between her big butt cheeks. She rubbed harder and harder, occasionally rubbing her own bulge against mine.

“There’s somethin’ hard in your pocket, and it ain’t your cock.” She used her hand to feel the bulge of the ring box.

I blushed and smiled. “It’s just my wallet.”

She looked a bit suspicious, but it didn’t put her off.

Then she stood up suddenly, pulling her boob from my mouth. She touched her feet together and wiggled out from her tight daisy dukes. She took her panties down with the shorts, exposing her half-erect cock. She gripped her shaft and pulled back her foreskin. “How do I look naked?” she asked.

“Amazing,” I said. She came back down and pulled my pants off, tossing them further away on the truck bed. She gripped my cock and sunk down to suck it. I wanted to suck her cock, but I was waiting my turn.

She was good at sucking, giggling the whole time. It felt really good, and it was feeling better and better until she suddenly stopped. She hopped off the truck bed and went to fire up her engine.

“Kansas?” I asked. I had no idea what she was doing, and I was scared it was something bad. Was she about to kill me and then leave me out in that little slice of nowhere? “Kansas?” I asked again. Then she turned on her music: loud country music.

She came back suddenly, still naked and still erect. She climbed back onto that truck bed and dropped back down to keep sucking my cock as if she never stopped. I guess she just went to turn on some music.

Now, she was sucking me off to a Miranda Lambert song. I didn’t like the song, but I liked the blowjob. She sucked deeper and deeper until she was satisfied with how hard and wet my cock was. That’s when she crawled up and pointed my cock up, aiming it right at her butthole.

“Let me suck your cock,” I said.

“Not right now, cowboy,” she said.

“Please,” I said, feeling desperate.

She just shook her head. Then she giggled and sat down, penetrating herself with my cock. She gasped. I felt her hole clench my girth. She looked down, holding up her cock and ball sack with her hand so that she could see my cock pushing into her tight anus.

“It’s in!” she said, sounding strangely surprised. She closed her eyes and groaned, sinking down lower. She groaned and whimpered, and I felt my shaft plunging deeper into her warm anus.

I watched her throbbing cock. I wanted to suck it so badly. I reached out and grabbed it. She at least let me hold it and stroke it. She wrapped her hand around mine, stopping me from beating it too quickly.

She kept sinking down until she had every inch inside of her. Her bum was pressed firmly against my lap. She rocked herself in clockwise motion, in beat with the music. She grabbed her big breasts again and shook them for me. “Feelin’ relaxed now, cowboy?”

I nodded my head, unable to even remember why I was stressed out in the first place.

Maybe I did need to marry this girl. Maybe she was perfect for me. Maybe I could get used to this country lifestyle, as long as it involved plenty of hot fucking.

She began to bounce. She pushed her fingers into her blonde curls and she moaned. Her breasts bounced and her bum squashed flat against my body. Watching her was a treat. I was hypnotized by her perfect body. “Fuck me, cowboy. Fuck my little pussy,” she said. I thought it was a big curious that she referred to her anus as a pussy, but I wasn’t about to complain. I jerked her cock, watching as her foreskin pulled up and off of her swollen tip. She moaned loudly.

“Make me come, cowboy,” she said.

“Okay,” I said in an obedient tone.

She leaned forward and planted her hands on my chest. Now, her big tits were hanging over me, swaying back and forth as she bounced her bum faster on my lap. I put my hands on her hips to make her bounce faster. I pulled her down hard with each penetration, making my cock sink just a bit deeper: deep enough to make her moan even louder.

I felt her anus clenching tight as her legs began to tremble. “Oh fuck,” she moaned. Now, an old Taylor Swift song was playing. “Oh fuck, cowboy. You’re doin’ it! You’re makin’ me come! Oh gosh! Oh fuck!” She bounced harder and harder and screamed louder. Then, she suddenly came. Her erect cock pulsed and shot a stream of white into my chin. She coated my chest and my stomach. She finally reached down to clutch her penis, squeezing it hard to pull out the last thick drop of cum.

And by that point, I’d already finished. Her bum was already filled with my product, and I was buzzing all over with euphoria. She grinned and sat up, letting my cock fall out of her bum. Then she crawled forward slightly, until her bum was over my chest. She let my ooze expel from her hole onto my chest, then she used her bum to spread it up and down, mixing it up with her own substance. “You like cum, cowboy?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess so.”

She used her finger to pick a bit of cum up. She tasted it. Then she giggled. “That was mine,” she said, as if she knew the taste of her own cum very well. “What are you doin’ tomorrow?” she asked as she fingered another bit of cum into her mouth.

“Tomorrow?” I said. “I—I don’t know. I haven’t decided yet.”

“I’m workin’ on the farm tomorrow. Could use some help with the cows if you’re free.”

“Maybe,” I said. “I have to meet someone at some point.” I looked into her beautiful country eyes. “Remember when we met on the bus?”

“Sure,” she said.

“There was another girl on the bus. Her name was Jillian. Did you know her?”

Kansas looked at me strangely. “No. I don’t think so.”

“Well, I’m trying to figure out why she was on that bus. She was investigating the murders,” I said. “But she was on that bus, listening to us talk.”

Kansas had a strangely nervous look on her face now. “I’ve never heard of her,” she said.

“Alright,” I said.

“Don’t think of that stuff now. Let’s just watch the stars and get some sleep.”

I looked into Kansas’s eyes for a long moment before agreeing to turn my attention to the stars. Twenty minutes later, Kansas was asleep. It took me a long longer to doze off in that cool late-summer air, but I eventually fell asleep. In the morning, Kansas gave me a ride home.

“Call me when your meetin’ is up,” she said.

“I’ll do that,” I said.

She smiled and then she kissed me gently on the lips. “See you later, cowboy,” she said. She hopped into her growling truck and roared off. I didn’t go into my house. Instead, I went downtown. I went to the city hall and waited in a long line to ask about accessing traffic camera footage. They told me to go to the city archives down the street, so I went there and waited in another long line. Finally, after being sent from person to person, I was sat down in front of a large humming computer. “It’s simple,” the technician said. “You need to know the exact time and the code for the camera. The list of camera codes is in this file here, you can search the intersection to find the code. If you need any help, don’t come and ask me. I’m busy. You want to spend your day searching through the system, that’s your prerogative. Got it?”

“Sure,” I said.

And I didn’t know the exact time when Lori was killed, but I knew the date, and I was able to find the intersection by searching for the original article that was written about her death. I spent hours in that small cement room, scanning through choppy traffic footage. Then, after a lot of tedious work, I found the scene: Lori stepped out from an apartment building. She went to the street corner as a woman in a black hoodie stepped up behind her. I closed my eyes as the push happened, and I opened my eyes as the crowd was gathering around her. Sadly, I had to re-watch the scene so I could actually see the push. And it was true: Lori was pushed in front of a speeding bus. Her life ended instantly and her body was flattened against the pavement. The hooded figure ran off.

I watched the footage a few more times.

The girl was tall—taller than Kansas and taller than Olya. She was taller than Lori, and Lori was a tall gal. So who was the killer? Was it someone I didn’t know?

I looked at the tiger on the back of her hoodie. I’d never seen that hoodie before. I decided to search for it online, to see if I could find a more detailed image of the garment. I searched ‘black hoodie tiger back’ on Google, and I ended up find that exact product, three pages down into the image search. It was being sold on a UK website, and in red letters, it said, ‘ITEM ONLY AVAILABLE IN THE UK’.

I thought for a moment before I felt a tingling. I remembered Bailey telling me about her trip to Canada. She got weird when telling me about the reason of the trip. She wouldn’t even tell me how long she was there for. Was Bailey the killer? But why?

I needed to contact someone close to Jillian. I needed to find out what she knew so I could get the right information to the police. I wanted this nonsense to be done with.

I had no idea how to get Jillian’s info. Online, I was only able to find the funeral home where her service was held. It was the same funeral home that Lori’s service was held in. I called the funeral home. They didn’t answer, so I decided to take a trip across town to talk to someone in person. A man in a black suit met me at the door. “Can I help you, young man?” he asked.

“I need to contact the family of Jillian Richmond. She passed away about a week ago,” I said.

“Yes, her service was held here on the weekend,” the man said. “Terribly sad: she was a young girl with lots of life ahead of her. Very few people showed up for the service. You want to get in contact with her family?”

“Or a friend—someone close to her.” I was looking for any lead I could get.

“Well, not too many people showed up for the service,” he said. “But I’ll show you the guestbook.” I remembered having to sign the guestbook at Lori’s funeral.

He brought me inside, to his office. He dug out the guestbook and flipped to Jillian’s page. There were only four names on the page: her mother, her father, her sister, and her brother. The page before it was loaded with names. I recognized many of the names. “Was that from Lori’s funeral?” I asked.

“Yes, did you know her?” I asked.

“I did. That’s my name there,” I said, pointing to my name. “I didn’t realize so many people showed up for her funeral.” And just before I looked away, I noticed a name: Bailey Tanner. Was that the Bailey I met in Germany? If so, why was she at Lori’s funeral? Is that why she was in town?

My heart skipped a beat. Now I was starting to feel extra nervous. I looked up and noticed a security camera. “Does that record?” I asked.

He nodded his head. I persuaded him into showing me the footage from Lori’s funeral. He watched her curiously as I scanned through the service. I watched myself showing up late, and then, minutes after I showed up, Bailey showed up—and it really was her, wearing a black wig, black dress, and big black heels boots.”

“I know her,” I said softly. I was at a loss for words. “Can I get a copy of this?”

“Um,” he said. “I guess I don’t see why not. What’s this about?”

“It’s important,” I said. Then I took down the information of Jillian’s mother, and I managed to track her down later that day. It was around 5:00 PM when I found myself on her doorstep. When she answered the door, she was weeping. She wiped her eyes and said, “You were Jillian’s friend?”

“I knew her,” I said. “She was working on a case before she passed. I was wondering if she left anything behind concerning the case. It’s very important.”

“I can show you what she had,” her mother said, wiping her eyes again. She brought me to Jillian’s room. The room was filled with binders and notebooks. “I don’t know what you’re looking for, but you’re welcome to look around.

So I looked around. I flipped through notebooks. Jillian’s handwriting was hard to read, but I did find a page with names on it: Olya, Dmitry, Benjamin, Carlos, Francesca, Lilly, and Bailey Tanner were all names on the list. I knew three of those names: Olya, Dmitry, and Bailey Tanner. And why did Jillian know Bailey Tanner? I was starting to feel very uncomfortable.

“Finding what you’re looking for?” asked Jillian’s mother.

“I think so,” I said. I wrote down all the names and flicked through more notebooks. It was getting late fast. Jillian’s mother made me dinner. She told me a bit about her daughter. Apparently, Jillian was obsessed with true crime books and shows. She loved metal music and would stay up all night listening to music and researching unsolved crimes—even when she was just fourteen years old. “She was convinced that she could solve a murder. She went to school from criminology but dropped out shortly after. She didn’t handle the bullying very well.”

“Bullying?” I said.

“They were mean to her. I don’t know why. Maybe because she was trans. Maybe because she was… different. She liked to wear black, even when it didn’t seem appropriate. She was a strange girl, and she got under people’s skin. She liked pushing buttons. I guess she liked it a little too much.” She yawned and rubbed her eyes. “I’m going to go to sleep. You’re welcome to spend the night looking for whatever it is you’re looking for.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Richmond,” I said with a smile.

I spent the night in that bedroom, looking through binders of information. It was tedious, but I felt like I was getting closer to the truth. Was Bailey the killer?

It was around 2:00 AM when I heard something: a quiet smash and a door creaking on its hinges. I paused and listened. I heard footsteps. I stood up and rushed over to the door. “Mrs. Richmond? Is that you?” I asked. Was she just up getting a glass of water? Now, the house was silent.

I opened the door slowly and saw that the front door of the house was open. A cool breeze made bumps rise on my skin. “Mrs. Richmond?” I said.

Then I saw the figure in the corner. I could see that the figure was holding something: maybe a knife, maybe a gun. They were staying still, but I could see enough movement to know it wasn’t just the shadow of some coat rack.

I closed the door suddenly. I backed up, away from the door. Now, I could hear the footsteps moving towards that door: coming towards me. “Get away from me!” I yelled.

I remembered that I had Kansas’s handgun. I scrambled to grab it. “I have a gun,” I said. “I’ll shoot!”

Now, I could hear the person at the door. They reached for the handle and tried turning it, but it was locked. Then, they tried body slamming the door. The whole slab rattled and cracked before the slammed it again.

I backed away nervously, inching towards the window. I opened the window with sweaty palms. I scrambled out and fell with a thud onto the cold, damp grass. I tripped up to my feet and started running away from the house. When I looked back, the figure was crawling through the window, following me. “Go away!” I yelled. I was so sick of being on edge at all times. I was sick of being followed. I was sick of being a suspect. I needed this all to end. I needed to deal with this problem once and for all.

The figure followed me to a nearby park. I tried hiding in a wooded patch, but they still managed to find me. I was crouched behind a log when I heard the footsteps coming towards me again, crunching through those damp woods.

I clutched that handgun. I groaned and pressed my lips thin. I took a series of deep breaths and then I stood up. I saw that silhouette holding that gun and I knew it was a matter of who would shoot first. I knew it had to be me. She was about twenty yards away: a hard shot, which I knew now from experience. I lifted the gun as she lifted hers. I remembered the squeeze the trigger, so I squeeze, closing my eyes as the blast made my bones tremble.

When I opened my eyes, that silhouette was still standing, still aiming at me. Instead of shooting again, I panicked. I dropped my gun and covered my face with my hands. I was expecting the worst: certain death.

Then, as I uncovered my face, her body slumped over to the side. She wheezed for air, choked, and then she became lifeless. I was still, not sure how to react. Was she dead? Was the killer dead?

It was a moment before I had the courage to approach. I thought about running. I had a feeling it was just a matter of time before the cops came to investigate the gunshot. I had to see who the killer was. I had to see who was trying to stop me from getting Jillian’s information.

I crouched down next to her and rolled her onto her back. Then, my blood froze. I was staring at Olya’s face. She wasn’t dead yet. She blinked and looked into my eyes. A tear rolled down her cheek and then she said, “Why not just go to Siberia with me?”

I had no idea how to answer her, and I had no time to answer her. She rolled her head to the side and closed her eyes, and she was dead.

“No,” I said. Maybe she was trying to kill me. Maybe she wasn’t—I had no idea. But still, seeing her head tore at my heart. I felt sick. I felt like crying. I didn’t want to go to Siberia, but I didn’t want her to be dead either. Now I knew I was in trouble. Now I knew that Dmitry would be coming for me, and I had a feeling he would be relentless. I knew that my options were now slim: leave for Europe and be on the run with Bailey, who was possibly the murderer, or get away with Petra. The best option was obvious and it was time to accept my fate.

I took out my phone and called her on that burner phone number that she gave me. She answered after five rings. I could tell that I’d woken her up. “Petra, it’s Danny. I’m ready,” I said. “I’m ready to meet you at the airport.”

“Really?” she asked.

“Yeah. Can we meet soon?” I asked.

There was a moment of silence. “Of course,” she said. “I’ll send you a pin. Meet me there and we’ll leave tonight.”

I didn’t even go home. I didn’t want to give anyone any opportunity to kill me or arrest me. I wanted to get away. I called a cab and gave him the address from Petra’s pin. It was at the edge of the local airport. On the way to the airport, I sent a message to the police in the form of an email. I told them everything that I knew. I told them about Olya (leaving out the fact that I’d killed her). I told her that Iris and Kris were Russian informants. I told them about Jillian’s research, and about how Bailey was at the funeral home during Lori’s funeral. I told them about how Lori refused to tell me about why she went to Canada. And before I even got to the airport, I had a police officer emailing me back. “Can you come down to the station?”

I didn’t answer. By the time they sent someone out to look for me, I would be gone.

Petra was at the end of a long runway. She was wearing a black dress with a black headscarf and big sunglasses, even though the sun wasn’t quite starting to rise. She smiled at me and waved as I paid the cab driver.

“I’m so happy you came,” she said. “I knew that you would.”

“Why is that?” I asked. I wanted to tell her how close I was to proposing to Kansas. It was a close decision.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just knew,” she said. “Let’s face it: we’re the perfect match. You don’t care about my fame, which is perfect for me, and you want to get away from the world, which is exactly what I’m offering you.”

“What happens when we run out of money?” I asked.

She giggled and took off her sunglasses, now that the cab driver was gone. We were all alone. “I’ve set it up so that won’t happen,” she said. “Besides, life is about more than money. That’s something you don’t really realize until you have money. That sounds so cliché, and everyone thinks that they know it to be true, but you don’t really know it until you know it.”

“So where’s this island?” I asked. “It’s the resort you bought—in the news? Won’t people wonder why the resort is suddenly closed down?”

“That was decoy, Danny. C’mon, now. You’re a smart guy. That was sold off with my estate. I bought another resort, quietly, near Bali. That’s where we’re going now.”

“And you’re sure nobody will find us there, right?” I said.

She laughed. “Why? You didn’t kill someone or something, did you?” She walked up to me and took my hands. She held them for a moment before putting them on her hips. “Hold me. This is a romantic moment.”

“I just feel like I don’t know you at all,” I said. “I mean—I like you. You seem sweet, and you’re gorgeous. But I don’t know you.”

“And that’s what makes it so perfect,” she said with a big grin. “You might be the only guy under sixty that can say that. We’re going to have such a wonderful time together. Hold me, Danny.”

I wrapped my arms around her. She smelled nice and her body was soft. She nestled her head against my face. “You didn’t bring anything. No clothes—nothing. You know we’re leaving now, right?” she said.

“I know,” I said. “I don’t really have anything to bring. I left it all in Vancouver before I came here.”

Then I heard the humming of an incoming jet. Petra led me off the airstrip. She put her sunglasses back on. “If anyone asks, my name is Janice Tremblay. Got it?”

“Okay,” I said.

The plane made it too loud to talk as it touched down and pulled right up next to us. Petra pressed her lips together after putting on a touch of red lipstick. She reached down and squeezed my hand. She turned to me and smiled, biting her bottom lip with genuine excitement. Maybe I was making the right choice. Maybe this was going to be an amazing new journey in my life.

“I want to know everything about you,” she said to me, and I could barely hear her as the plane came to a halt before us.

“I want to get to know you too,” I said.

“A fresh start,” she said with that cute, billion-dollar smile. “Just me and you.”

She leaned forward and kissed me. My heart soared up high in my chest. I didn’t know anything about her, but I was suddenly certain that I’d made the right choice. In fact, I was starting to think that I was in love with her. She was beautiful and rich. She was strangely humble and kind. I didn’t know a lot about her, but I did know that when she died, the majority of her money went to charities for kids. She had a kind soul. And like me, she was just looking for a fresh start, free of drama. I could relate to her on that front more than anything.

So I squeezed her hand. “Let’s have some fun,” she said, and then she led me onto the plane.

We got settled onto the plane. Petra poured some champagne. Then Petra looked at me, now with her sunglasses off. Her eyes were stunning, even though she was wearing very little eye makeup. She smiled and said, “You’ve got blood on you.” She reached out and wiped my cheek. “Are you sure you didn’t kill someone?” She giggled.

“It’s a long story,” I said.

“It’s a long plane ride.”

So once the plane was taking off again, I explained to her what happened. I told her about Olya and I confessed that I killed Olya with Kansas’s handgun. Petra’s face turned white. She stared at me with horror for a moment, and then that horror turned into a strange look of fascination. She leaned forward and planted her hands on her fists.

“Where’s the gun?” Petra asked with glowing eyes. “Tell me you disposed of it somewhere.”

“No…” I said, thinking about it for the first time. “I just left it there.”

“Do the police have your prints?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Oh my,” she said. “The police will be looking for you then. And probably the Russians too. You’re a fugitive, Danny. I guess that’s kind of sexy.” She giggled, strangely okay with what I’d told her.

“It was self-defense. They’ll find her with her rifle on her.”

“They’ll still look for you. It’s okay. They won’t find you. I’ll have to pull a few strings to guide them away from your tail, so to speak.”

“You can do that?” I said.

“You can do anything with money,” she said. She had a sip of her champagne.

She cuddled up to me on that little sofa couch. She reached out and grabbed a TV remote. She hit a button and a TV came down from the ceiling. It was playing a cooking show. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, changing it to the news. “I’ll probably be watching the news a lot over the next year, to see what they’re saying about me.”

She flicked over to the news and left it running quietly in the background while we cuddled and talked. We had a lot to talk about. She told me stories from her world travels and I told her all about my insane month. I felt like I could confide in her. I felt like I could tell her anything. I felt like I could have told her that I was the murderer if I had been the murderer, and somehow, I knew that she wouldn’t judge me—and vice versa.

“How did you stage your death? Was it hard?” I asked.

“It was hard and complicated, and you probably don’t want to know the details,” she said.

“I do,” I said. “Tell me. Like you said, it’s a long flight.”

Before she could speak, I noticed a familiar face on the television. It was a live feed from Germany. Police were putting handcuffs around Bailey’s wrists and pulling her into a cop car. “Wait,” I said. “Can you turn it up?”

“… and charged with the deaths of five Canadians. Five of her victims were transgender women, many part of the same transgender community in Falcrest, Manitoba. Weapons were found in her home, including illegal firearms and swords.”

“I know her,” I said, almost unable to speak as the lump in my throat grew larger, and my mouth became drier. “I—I met her in Germany.”

“They’re charging her with the murders?” Petra said, astonished.

“Do you know her?” I said.

“No,” Petra said. “Poor girl. She looks scared.”

“She killed five people,” I said. “I mean—maybe she killed more than five people. She killed Lori and Kris and that Iris girl, and she killed Cora.” I got a bit choked up as the name Cora left my lips. “And she killed Jillian.”

The news included Piper and Petra in the death toll as they started to name the victims. Then, they named Kitty Sjostrom. “Police were finally able to connect her to the death of the Canadian victims after they found a young transgender Swedish woman who had been pushed off of a building. Curiously, Tanner is herself a male-to-female transgender. Her motive is not yet known…” 

“She fell,” I said softly.

“Who fell?” Petra asked, looking at me with big eyes and parted pouty lips.

“Kitty Sjostrom,” I said. “She was on the roof. We were taking pictures. Then she slipped and fell. Bailey had nothing to do with it.”

Petra shook her head. “My God, Daniel,” she said. “You got that poor girl arrested.”

“No,” I said. “She killed all those other people. I’m sure of it.”

“Well no, she didn’t,” said Petra. “You said that Olya killed Piper.”

“But the other girls,” I said.

“I killed them,” Petra said.

Then, I froze. It took a moment for her words to fully sink in, and then it took another moment to see that she was serious. I was waiting for her to start laughing, but she wasn’t laughing. “I’m sorry. What?” I said.

“Well, I didn’t kill all of them. I paid a man to kill that Lori woman. He botched the job when he pushed her in front of that bus. It was supposed to look like a murder, and then it just ended up being called an accident. So I didn’t pay him again; I took matters into my own hands. I killed Iris—that one I did myself. It wasn’t easy. I’d never killed someone before. She cried the whole time, making me feel really bad. But it had to be done.”

“Why?” I said. My muscles were tense all over.

“It was necessary in staging my death,” she said. I killed them, and then I paid some actors to stab me in that club. The police that were first on the scene were also actors, getting people out of there while we swapped out the bodies.”

“Swapped out the bodies?” I said.

“Iris came out to an audition for a movie I was in a couple of years ago. We hired her to be a double for me, because we were the same size. We had a lot of similar features. So I knew she would work well as a body double. I chose Falcrest, Manitoba because I knew that the hospital only has one pathologist, and I paid him a lot of money—over a million dollars—to ensure Iris’s body ended up being cremated after his phony autopsy. It took months to plan this all out.”

“I—I don’t understand. You killed her?” I said.

“I had to. The doctors at the hospital had to see a dead body with no pulse to issue the certificate of death.”

“What about Kris?” I asked.

“Who’s that?” she asked.

“The woman who died in the hotel,” I said. I could feel that my skin was cold and pale.

“Oh. I heard about her. I don’t know anything about that. I targeted trans women. I was going for a ‘transphobia’ sort of narrative. That’s why I came out as openly trans the day before I was stabbed, so that people would think that it was some anti-trans serial killer. You have to admit that it was a pretty good setup.”

“What about Cora?” I asked. My stomach turned.

“That was me too,” she said. She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, as if to say ‘oopsie’. She bit the corner of her bottom lip and blushed. “You aren’t mad, are you?”

“Mad?” I said. I wasn’t mad… I was perplexed. I was astonished. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Cora was a really sweet girl.”

“Sorry,” said Petra, blushing even more, like a little girl who had been caught stealing treats from the cupboard. It was hard to be mad at her, with her cute red band across her nose and cheeks. “You are mad, aren’t you?”

“But why did you kill her?”

“The deaths couldn’t just end with me,” I said. “That would have been too suspicious. I had to kill a couple more to officially make it look like a serial killer.” She giggled. “Well, I guess that sort of makes me a serial killer. But don’t worry, darling. That’s all done with now. Didn’t you see? They caught the girl!” She laughed and then she leaned into me, nestled her head against my shoulder. “And now, thanks to you killing Kitty, the investigation will end and nobody will come looking for us.”

“I didn’t kill her. She fell,” I said.

“Sure. Whatever,” said Petra, nestling in harder against my arm. “I was trying to frame that Piper Murphy girl, then someone killed her.”

“That was Olya,” I said.

“Right. You mentioned that. Those Russians really made this whole thing a pain in the ass, by the way. I have no idea why they showed up.”

“I think Lori was an informant for the Russians. I don’t know—I hardly knew her.”

“Well I wish someone would have told me before I targeted her.”

There was a terrible silence now as we both stared at the news, which was now a story about a beaver that kept sneaking onto an old man’s property at night, chewing on his deck.

“How did you find your victims?” I asked. My body was totally stiff as she rested against me.

“Well, Lori was the head of a Falcrest trans group on Facebook. So I basically just used that group as a hitlist, so to speak. I targeted the girls with easily accessible information. And I wasn’t going to kill Jillian, but she came snooping around, asking my friends a lot of questions. I could tell that she was getting close to figuring it out, so I made quick work of her too.”

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“Don’t say anything,” Petra said, putting her finger against my lips. She smiled and giggled, and then she leaned back up against me. “Relax, darling. We’re starting fresh now. Don’t worry about those girls. Thanks to them, you now get to live your best life.”

The plane became silent again. I wasn’t sure how to process what I was hearing. I couldn’t simply accept it—but what else could I do about it? Petra wouldn’t just let me leave her now. And did I even want to leave? Was I mad at her? In a weird way, I could sympathize with her. I’d almost been to that low point, nearly willing to kill someone if it meant I could be free. That was the worst month of my life—and maybe that’s how her life had been for years. She couldn’t leave the house without being swarmed by paparazzi. That probably got old fast. She couldn’t even go on a date without her partner knowing absolutely every last detail about her, including every little controversy she’d ever been wrapped up in. Just when I was researching her, I found a fairly recent article where someone claimed to have seen her put a recyclable can into a garbage bin.

Maybe she wasn’t perfect. I wasn’t perfect either. No, I hadn’t murdered anybody, but I hadn’t been faithful. I lied to a number of girls. I made promises that I didn’t keep. Was that as bad as murder? Maybe not… But it didn’t put me in a place where I felt like I could judge.

Petra’s hand slid onto my lap. She gently began to rub my cock. “Relax, darling,” she said.

“I’m trying,” I said.

“I’ll make you relax,” she said.

Then she unzipped my fly. She reached into my pants and she pulled out my cock. She began stroking me, and then she paused. “What is that?” she asked, pointing at the bulge in my pocket.

I was still frozen and pale. I cleared my throat. “That?” I said.

She reached into my pocket and pulled it out. She gasped when she saw it was a ring box. “Is this for me?” she asked with glittering eyes.

“Yeah,” I said.

She opened it and smiled. “It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It’s probably worth less than your dress,” I said.

“That doesn’t matter, Danny,” she said. “It’s beautiful. I love it. It’s the exact ring I’ve always wanted.” She put it on her finger. Then she crawled up my body and kissed me on the lips. She wrapped herself around me, sitting down on my now-exposed cock. She mashed herself against me and pressed her tongue into my mouth.

Then she looked into my eyes. “How can I make you relax. I feel like you’re judging me and it’s killing me,” she said.

“I’m just processing everything,” I said softly.

“Well stop—at least for a bit. Relax with me. This is a romantic moment. We’re leaving together. We’re starting a new life together. Tell me what you want.”

I paused for a moment, staring into her eyes. “Can I suck your cock?”

She smiled and giggled. “That’s it? Of course. Just relax right there.” She stood up, balancing impressively on that airplane sofa. She pulled up her dress and fished her cock out from her panties. She was soft and average-sized. She had a cute square of pubic hair shaved above her shaft. It was nice and soft against my nose when I started sucking her. I bobbed my head against her crotch, and she giggled the whole time.

“Nobody’s ever sucked my cock before,” she said, blushing.

“Really?”

She nodded her head. “I’ve sucked a lot of cocks, but nobody has ever sucked mine. It feels good.” She giggled again. I kept sucking. Her six inches were rock hard now. “Now what do you want?” she asked. “Want me to jerk off on your face?”

“O—Okay,” I said. She giggled while she pumped her cock with her fist. She wouldn’t stop giggling, and I loved that about her. She moaned loudly and then she came suddenly, spraying my face with her warm, thick goo. It dripped down onto my lap and I tried to lick as much as I could up. “You like it?” she asked, sounding astonished.

I nodded my head. She looked down at my lap and giggled, seeing my throbbing erect cock. “Wow,” she said. “You really did like that. I can jerk off on your face all the time, if you like that.”

“I like lots of stuff,” I said.

She grinned. “Well we can do lots of stuff. Just tell me that you like being on top too.”

“Sure,” I said.

“What about right now?”

I smiled. “Okay,” I said. She hopped off of me and then she bent over a nearby table. I stepped up, pulled up her dress, and I pressed my cock deep into her celebrity anus. I pumped her hard, making her scream. Now, she wasn’t giggling. She had a five-minute-long orgasm until I finished inside of her.

As I pulled out of her, she asked, “You really aren’t too mad that I killed all of those people?”

I stared into her pretty eyes. How could I be mad at that face? “No,” I said.

She smiled and bit her lip. Then she looked down at her hand, admiring the ring on her finger. “Can you believe that we’re going to be married?”

“No,” I said with a small laugh.

“We’re going to spend the rest of our lives together. Isn’t that exciting?”

I nodded my head, wiping my face with a cloth. Then I stared into her eyes for a long, long moment. She stared into my eyes. She was smirking.

“What is it?” she said with a giggle.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too,” she said.

We kept looking into each other’s eyes. Then she said, “Want to suck my cock again?”

I nodded my head. So I’d met eighteen girls in the past month: all beautiful and special in their own right. But it was Petra who I decided to spend the rest of my life with. I loved her so much that I didn’t even care that she was a serial killer.

THE END
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