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SO DEEP


Brian, Morgan, and Jack are in deep. They did a hit job for a lot of cash, but it went sideways, but they managed to slip away, stealing an old fishing boat, heading out to sea for days before landing on a small island.

There are three towns on the island, and after bickering for a week, the men decide to go separate ways, to start new lives with new identities, not thinking their paths will ever cross again.

And while the hunt for the murder suspects is still on, Brian knows he needs a disguise, and dressing up like a woman might just be exactly what he needs until the heat dies down… if it ever dies down.
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Note: The pictures in this book are of adult characters (all over eighteen).


CHAPTER 1
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Jack woke me up with a jolt. “Land. I see land,” he whispered. I blinked a few times, seeing that it was still dark—and feeling that the air was still icy cold.

My lips were dry from the salt air. I strained to sit up, my side still aching from the blow I took when that cop got me with that baton.

I stood up and looked towards the land. He was right: there was land… and human life—at least the signs of human life: lights hanging on a string, and the darkened silhouettes of sleeping houses.
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We’d been on the water for four days in that stolen boat, with no food, and only the occasional rain to keep us hydrated.

“Any idea where we are?” asked Morgan.

“Somewhere in the Pacific,” Jack replied sarcastically, because we really had no damn idea where we were. We left that Spanish port almost a week ago, and by the time land was out of sight, we really had no idea which direction we were sailing. We’d probably changed directions a dozen times. Maybe we headed north, maybe south, maybe right back to Spain… or maybe we managed to reach America. No… it would take longer than five days on a rusty boat to reach America… right?

“Let’s ditch the boat. This place is as good as any,” Jack said.

We kept boating around the large land mass for about fifteen minutes before finding a cove to bring the boat into. Once the hull of the boat was scraping land, Jack started pouring gasoline.

“The townspeople will see the fire,” I said.

“Probably,” he smiled. “But by the time they get over here and try to put the fire out, any evidence of us being here will be well destroyed.”

My heart sunk into the pit of my stomach. I thought for a moment. I looked down at the cove, which seemed deep, surrounded by huge, lurching trees. “We can sink it,” I said. “No one will ever find it.”

“Fine,” Jack said. “Let’s just get rid of it.”

We went down to the cabins. Jack fetched a pickaxe from the storage room. He handed it to me, and then he got himself a sledgehammer. We started bashing the floor, ripping up floorboards, and then bashing away at the beam supports before reaching that fibreglass hull. It only took a few smashes at the fibreglass before water started to gush up. “Let’s get out of here,” I said. We got onto the shore. Now, we were wet from the gushing water, and the air was cold… but we still stuck around to watch the ship as it bobbed lower and lower. “They won’t find us,” I said.

“They’re going to try.”

“But we’ll make sure that they don’t.”

I looked over at Morgan. Now, he was a nervous wreck, fidgeting his fingers together, shoulders up near his ears. “I guess this is home now,” he said softly. It was almost impossible to hear his quiet voice.
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We took refuge in an old abandoned fishing hut, which was about a ten minute walk to the small town. We barricaded the door so that we wouldn’t be found, and then we slept for a few hours before waking up to discuss our plan.
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Now, with the sun out, the air was suddenly warm—beautifully warm. It was the first warm air any of us had felt in a week. “I found this old map,” Jack said, unrolling a yellowed map, which was badly faded—but still legible. “Mystica. Ever heard of it?”

Me and Morgan shook our heads.

“Well, it seems like this is where we are. I recognize the coastline here—and here, in this cove, is where we sunk the boat.” He pointed to a cove.

“It’s an island then,” I said.

“Looks like it. About five miles across. A town here, called Moral, and a town at the other end called Pent. Who knows how old this map is—maybe there are other towns now.”

“How many people live here?” Morgan asked.

Jack narrowed his gaze. “It’s a map, dumbass, not Wikipedia.”

“I don’t know—maybe it says the population on the map!” Morgan said.

“What maps say the population?”

“Cut it out,” I said. I was sick of hearing them fight; they fought for the days leading up to the hit, and then they fought during the entire boat ride, bickering over whose fault it was that we were spotted. “You insisted we don’t wear masks!” Morgan would shout at Jack, and then Jack would shout back, “We wouldn’t have needed masks if you hadn’t made so much noise and gotten so much attention on us!”

We’d known each other for a long, long time… but now, I was ready to end the friendship. It had grown toxic… obviously. Ten years ago, we were buddies in high-school. Sure we got into trouble: sneaking into the girls’ changing room, getting into fights with bullies—the usual high-school nonsense. But now, it had gotten out of control. Two months earlier, we robbed a bank, because Jack said he really needed the money to pay for child support—and then he found out that the kid wasn’t even his.

Then, Jack roped us all into this hitman gig, promising us we would all be rich if we went through with it. And look—I know what you’re thinking: hitman gig!? You’re a murderer!? Yes and no. The guy we whacked is better off dead; trust me. He was a pedophile who managed to dodge a lifetime prison sentence because the police stupidly mishandled evidence. There were almost a dozen victims; the asshole made kiddy diddling videos and posted them online. Believe me when I say, I would have done the job for free. The money, from the father of one of the victims, was just a bonus…

But we never did get the money; we had to flee right after committing the crime. We got onto a boat after a tussle with the cops. We took off without a plan.

And now, we were wanted for murder. They had our identities. Some teenager stood there with his phone out, filming the whole thing, and we didn’t even noice until after the act was done. It was a shit job. There were many, many oversights.

“Maybe the police don’t care,” Morgan said nervously as we sat around in that old fishing hut. “Maybe… they’ll just turn a blind-eye… because the guy was such a piece-of-shit.”

“That’s wishful thinking,” Jack said. “I’m sure there is a warrant out for our arrest in every country. There’s no way they let us get away with this.”

“We can go to town and look,” I suggested. “I mean—maybe Morgan’s right. Maybe the cops will turn a blind-eye on this whole thing. I’ve heard of shit like that happening.”

We discussed it some more, and then decided that we would, at the very least, look into it. We walked to the edge of town, and then stopped. It was a relatively modern little place. We could see a couple of restaurants, a few dozens homes, and a cafe that apparently had internet access. “One of us needs to go in and use the computer,” said Jack.

No one volunteered. Maybe these island folk saw the news; maybe our faces had been displayed on TVs all over the world. Was our crime bad enough?

“We need a disguise,” Morgan suggested. We sat for a while, discussing ideas, and then we saw a woman emerge from her home. She headed to her car. She was on the phone. “I’ll be in Pent in fifteen minutes,” she said to whoever she was talking to. “Yep—the cat sitter will be here this afternoon, around dinnertime—so there’s no rush to get home. Okay, I’ll see you soon. Love you.” She got into the car and drove off. A minute later, we slipped in.

“Morgan, you look like a girl,” said Jack, heading into the woman’s bedroom closet.

“Hey! What is that supposed to mean?”

Jack pulled out a sleeved sundress and tossed it at him. “Put this on. Ah-ha! Bingo!” He reached into the closet and pulled out a wig. “Looks high-quality too. Put it on.”

“Why do I have to?” Morgan groaned.

“You look most like a girl, so no one will give you weird looks. Just go in, search our names, search the pedo’s name. See what comes up. See if they’re looking for us, or if they identified us. Then—and this is important, Morgan—clear the browsing history. Don’t leave the computer without clearing the history. Come back here and tell us what you found.”

“No way. I’m not dressing up like a girl.”

“Brian,” Jack said to me, ignoring Morgan, “go and find some makeup. We’ll make him look convincing.”

The men got into a fight, which got louder and louder until they were screaming at each other—loud enough neighbours would hear. “Guys!” I snapped. “Cut it out! Morgan, Jack’s right; you could absolutely pass as a girl, and that’s the best disguise we have right now. It won’t take more than fifteen minutes, so just swallow your damned pride. And Jack, quit antagonizing him; you know you’re pushing his buttons. There’s a way to talk to people—and there’s a way to be diplomatic. Alright?”

The men were quiet. They stared at me for a moment before grunting. “Fine,” they said in unison. Morgan put on the blonde wig and I went to find some makeup while Jack used his binoculars to get a good view of the town.


CHAPTER 2
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The feminization of Morgan was a surprisingly simple process, because Jack was correct: Morgan had many very feminine features. And this wasn’t groundbreaking news; Morgan had dressed up as a girl for more than one Halloween party back in the day; he used to do it as a joke. He would even put on the girly voice to make us all laugh—and we really did laugh, because he could do that voice so well; it was a good party trick.

But I couldn’t blame him for being resistant. Now, we were asking him to go into public, around strangers, and he actually had to pretend to be a girl; this wasn’t some gag. And on top of it, there was probably a warrant out for his arrest, so it was risky on top of being humiliating.

I helped Morgan with his makeup; I grew up with three sisters, and a single mother, so I’d watched many makeup applications—and, because I was the youngest of the siblings, I was the target of many makeup practice sessions. I knew the difference between eye-shadow and eyeliner… and trust me; many guys don’t.

“I’m starving,” Jack groaned. “Buy some food while you’re there.” He tossed some money onto the table.

“Where’d you get that?”

“The lady’s backpack,” he said, shrugging his shoulders.

A cold tingle ran down my spine. “Maybe… no more stealing,” I said. “No more crimes. We don’t need to make ourselves targets here.”
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The men agreed. Morgan was sent out, towards town, and we stayed in that little house to watch. My heart was pounding; I’m sure Morgan’s heart was pounding even harder. “He’ll be fine…” Jack said. Then, after a pause, he said, “Right?”

“I’m sure,” I said. But I really wasn’t so sure.

We paced around that house. We discussed possible plans. Jack kept going through the woman’s cabinets, eating all of her food. “I don’t want her to know that we were here,” I said.

“Why would she know?”

“You ate all of her leftovers, and now you’re eating all of her chips!” I snapped. “And I went into the bathroom and saw that you left the toilet seat up, and there was piss on the seat.”

“Maybe one drop!” he said. “You have an exaggerating problem.”

“When she sits down to sit, she’s not leaving any drops on the seat, you idiot. I thought we were trying to keep a low-profile.”

We bickered for a bit, and then bickering turned into a fight. “I’m so sick of your attitude. Morgan’s right; your carelessness got us into this mess.”

“You could have spoken up if you had a problem, instead of being so damned submissive all the time!”

This went on and on, until Morgan came back in, dark red in the face. Then, we turned silent. We perked up. “How did it go?” Jack asked, breaking that silence.

“The town is bigger than it looks from the outskirts. And it’s a hell of a lot bigger than it looked on that old map. There’s probably a couple thousand people here. We could blend right in. And I overheard some people talking about that other town, Pent—it’s apparently even bigger. Then, there’s a third town—a small fishing village of about fifteen-hundred people. It’s called Zanica.”

“What about the investigation?” Jack snapped. “Please tell me you remembered to clear the browsing history.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Morgan said, waving off Jack.

“Is there an arrest warrant, or not?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Morgan said. “There is… and they’ve extended it to neighbouring countries… pretty much all of Europe.”

“So we’re fucked,” Jack groaned. He put his fist through the drywall.

“Jack!” I snapped. “How are you going to hide that!?”
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He blushed. Then, he took a picture down from the wall, moved the pin, and hug it over the hole. “She won’t notice.”

“Yeah… I’m sure,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“You just love to jump down my throat whenever I make the smallest mistake,” Jack said, scowling at me.

“You make nothing but mistakes!” I snapped back.

Morgan just backed off, being his usual scaredy-cat self. His passiveness was almost just as annoying as Jack’s idiocy. The two of them together were just downright unbearable.

We bickered and fought for two long hours. I won’t go into the details, because it was mostly just name-calling, blame-placing, accusations—and the fight just went in circles. Jack put another hole in the wall. Morgan had a ‘panic attack’, and went to the bathroom to try to ‘catch his breath’. God—he was so dramatic.

“I think we need to just… split up,” I finally said, walking away from the two of them so I could catch my own breath.

“Split up?” Morgan said. “But—What do you mean by that?”

“You said there are three towns here, right? We can each just… go to a different town. We can go our own way.”

“We can’t just leave Jack,” Morgan said. “If we leave him alone, he’s going to screw up, and the authorities will find out we’re here.”

“Maybe…” I said. “He might screw up, and he might alert the authorities… but that will be his problem, because we’ll be in different towns.” I took a deep breath. “And Jack will promise—like we all will—to tell the cops that we didn’t come to this island as a group. Got it? If any of us get caught, we say we came here alone, and we don’t know where the others went.”

The men were silent. It was a long silence as they processed the idea. It took some serious consideration. I was suggesting we split up and potentially never see each other ever again. In fact, if we stayed out of trouble, we would hopefully never see each other again.

“Fine,” Jack said. “We’ll pick straws to decide where we each go.”

So Jack found some popsicle sticks and wrote the town names on them. Morgan was chosen to pick straws for each person. It all happened very fast—and maybe it was a decision made without much consideration. Maybe it was a drastic decision that was made because we were all so sick of each other after being stuck together for nearly a week on a small boat.

Morgan picked Pent.

Jack picked the newer town, Zanica.

So that left me in that town of Moral. “Okay,” I said. “So that’s how it is.”

“Fine,” Jack said, folding his arms on his chest. “Doesn’t matter to me.”

“I, uh, should start walking then. It will take a couple of days to get there.” He started pillaging the cupboards for supplies.

“Hey!” I said. “Leave the stuff here alone. This lady is going to call the cops when she gets home, and they’re going to do an investigation—here… in this town, where I’m stuck.”

“That’s your problem,” Jack said, rolling his eyes.

I wanted to get into another fight with him… this time with fists. But I resisted. I let him pillage the house for supplies, and then I didn’t even say goodbye when he stormed out of the house, starting his walk to town.

I would probably never see him again. We’d been close friends for almost two decades… and he was walking away from me, off to change his identity—maybe not even to stay on that island of Mystica. Morgan stopped at the door. He looked down at his feet.

He was still dolled up like a girl, apparently thinking that was the best disguise for him between point-A and point-B. Maybe he was going to hitchhike, or maybe he was just afraid of being recognized by some random driving the highway. “Bye, Brian,” he said to me, looking at his feet, which were in a pair of women’s knee-high boots (I was surprised they fit him so well).

“Bye, Morgan,” I said.

“You, uh… promise not to rat me out if the cops find you, right?”

“Obviously,” I said.

“Thanks…” He took a deep breath, and then he began to walk away, seemingly in no rush as he took slow steps.

I watched until he was gone: another friend of two decades, gone forever… hopefully. And now, I was left with a huge mess to clean up, and I only had a couple of hours before the cat-sitter came to find the house in a state of disrepair.


CHAPTER 3
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It was 4:00 PM when I left that little house. I did my best to leave it as we found it, though hiding the holes wasn’t so easy. I just covered them up and hoped to God that the homeowner would accuse the cat-sitter and then refuse to believe the cat-sitter when she said, ‘I didn’t make those holes!’, and then—hopefully—take no further action.

I hiked out to where we sunk that boat. I stood at the bank, trying to see any evidence of the old stolen fishing boat. It was really gone… I was really stuck on that island.

The sun began to set around 8:00 PM. I went to that old fishing hut, which I was still sure was abandoned. I was tempted to make a fire as the air became cold, but I didn’t want the smoke to alert any nearby residents, so I just buried myself in blankets and tried my best to rest through the night. It was a long and mostly-sleepless night. The crisp breeze sifted through the old boards, chilling my bones. It was a terribly humid cold, blowing off of the ocean. Animals came to investigate the hut, crawling around outside, sniffing, pattering on the rotten deck boards.

My stomach was groaning loudly in the morning. I found myself wishing that I would have stolen a few bites of food from that woman’s house. Now, I was thinking of going back to snipe a bagel or two.

But I couldn’t take any risks. I walked to town. I stepped down the main drag, feeling nervous as I felt the presence of civilization for the first time in a long time. I looked right and saw a man watching me. He wasn’t looking away from me. Had he seen my picture on the news?

Another woman turned to look at me. She paused, almost seeming to recognize me… or maybe she was just pausing to wonder why I looked so scrappy: a week without showering, without shaving, without eating; I probably looked sickly…
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Or maybe she recognized me from the news: ‘Murderers on the loose’.

I tucked my head down and continued through town, spying a recycling depot. They were offering ten-cents per bottle. Further down the road was a garbage bin, and I could see a few bottles. As I approached the bin, I noticed a few more locals looking my way—probably wondering why someone was going through a garbage bin; there probably weren’t too many—if any—homeless people in that town. It seemed like a fairly wealthy island village; the homes were nicely maintained, the roads were clean, the shops were all spic-and-span.

I reached in to grab the bottles—five in total… my first fifty-cents to start my new life.

I found an old garbage bag; it had a few holes in it. I got a few more looks as I waved it out, so I could put my bottles in.
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The next bin had four bottles in it. The one after had five. The next one had lots—I didn’t bother counting. I went all the way down the Main Street, being careful not to let trash spill out. I could already smell the garbage radiating off of me. I officially smelled like a bum.

But I kept going. I collected a few dozen more bottles on the next street. Someone pulled their car up to me, making my heart stop for a moment. He reached a bottle out to me, along with five dollars. I smiled and bowed my head, but I didn’t speak, afraid that my voice would somehow make him realize that I was a criminal on the run.

I spent the whole afternoon collecting bottles, feeling grouchy knowing that Jack was almost certainly just breaking into homes and stealing jewelry, pawning people’s precious belongings—and Morgan was probably just crying on some street corner, getting pity money.

I wasn’t going to stoop to those levels of desperation. I didn’t want to give the cops any reason to bring me in and have my fingerprints taken, only to find out that I’m wanted for murder. If I had to spend a month collecting bottles and sleeping on the cold ground of some old fishing hut, then so be it.

I made sure to get into that old recycling depot before it closed. I exchanged my bottles for $18.50. Combined with my five-dollar handout, I… was basically just as broke as before.
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After another night on the cold hut floor, I hiked into town. I went from bin to bin, but there was nothing new—just a few bottles and a can, which only got me $0.40. I went through dumpsters, finding a few more, getting myself filthy. I received more awkward looks from the citizens of Moral. Each look made my heart flutter. Then, I began to notice the presence of the town cop. He always seemed to be nearby, sitting in his cruiser, keeping an eye on me. I could only assume that some townspeople had mentioned me to him—maybe even complained. Now, he was probably looking for any excuse to get me off the street—any excuse to have me shipped off of that quiet little island.

So I had to play it safe. I had to make sure I wasn’t breaking any laws—not even the silly minor laws: no loitering, no disorderly conduct, no indecent exposure (and it’s hard to avoid being ‘indecent’ when you have to pee and don’t have access to any public bathrooms).

So every time I had to pee, I had to hike into the woods. I had to get far enough away to be sure no one would catch me while I relieved myself. It was tedious, and with each passing day, I found myself cursing Jack’s name, wishing I would have never agreed to help him with that hit. Now, this was my life… collecting bottles like some bum, scurrying around like some hungry rat. I hate to admit it to you, but I was eating out of the garbage—finding food that seemed relatively untouched for breakfast, lunch, and dinner—because I couldn’t spend my bottle money on food, or I would just be breaking even each day—at best.

Yes, the next few weeks were tedious, and depressing, and embarrassing. I avoided all contact with people; if townspeople were getting close to me, I would scurry away, afraid of being recognized. Every few days, I would slip into the cafe to use the internet, to see if there were any updates with the investigation.

“Police are still trying to track down the whereabouts of three men…” And I was named in every article, there with my photo: a clear mugshot taken from our first botched crime, when we broke into a house to steal from some rich guy. In our defence, he’d been accused of rape, but there hadn’t been enough evidence to lay charges—or to get him fired from his big CEO position. That’s a long story for another time.

“Suspects are considered armed and dangerous. Do not approach. Contact police immediately if you see any of these men.”

I would have let my beard grow out to help mask my identity… but I couldn’t grow facial hair to save my life. I tried to get by with a ball-cap covering my eyes, and a scarf around my chin, which I could pull up when necessary—but I knew that ‘disguise’ was probably just making me look more suspicious.

I needed a real disguise—even if it meant spending all of the money that I’d made collecting bottles.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwon’t bore you too much with the details of the next month. It was probably the worst month of my life, but the self-inflicted torture was necessary for my own self-preservation.

I needed to spend some time away from that town, so the locals would forget my face. My original plan was to hide away for a week before emerging with my new disguise—but after the week went by, it just seemed too soon; it was impossible to believe that they would forget me.

So I let another week go by, and then another, and then another. That whole time, I lived in that fishing hut. I used an old fishing rod and some rusty hooks to catch the odd fish. I would make small fires to cook the fish, and then I would put the fire out quickly, before being found out. In a lot of ways, I lived like a hiding rat.

And to keep me ‘entertained’ (and I use that word very loosely), I had the supplies for my disguise—and I should briefly explain to you how I acquired the supplies.

I hiked to the town of Pent. I had all of my money in a heavy bag in my pocket (it was largely change). I found a thrift store, and I went in to buy some clothes…

Women’s clothes.

It was the best plan I could think of: recycling Jack’s plan, which he forced upon Morgan. It really seemed like my only option… I couldn’t grow a beard or a moustache, and I needed a way to make myself dramatically different. On the other side of the island, there was a plastic surgeon—and believe me when I say that I considered going to get a nose job, to get my cheekbones changed—everything I could do to make myself look different…

But the much easier and cheaper option was to simply put some makeup on my face, and a wig on my head.

As I mentioned before, I grew up with older sisters, and they all used me like a toy doll when I was young—even when I was a teenager. They would make me sit while they put makeup on my face, so I knew how dramatic a makeup transformation could be.

And I knew that this didn’t need to be permanent; I could pass as a woman for a few months, until I had some cash to find an alternative way to lay low… and maybe that would be enough time for the heat to die down.

So I hiked to Pent. I bought a few outfits from a thrift store. I bought some cheap makeup at a drug store, using the self-checkout to avoid being seen by anyone. I packed everything into an old duffle bag that I’d sourced from a dumpster, and I hauled it all back to my fishing hut home.

For weeks, I would just sit there with a fishing line in the water, and an old mirror propped against the tree next to me. I would try my makeup on in different ways, different styles—experimenting with thick liner, thin liner, heavy mascara, different shades of blush. My goal was to see how I could be as convincing as possible—because if I could be convincing, then I was sure that I would be adequately disguised.

The wig that I managed to source was blonde and long. I went with blonde because it was the opposite of my natural hair, and I went long because I figured more hair meant more of a disguise. That long blonde hair made me look shorter, and it helped to hide my shoulders.

I really didn’t look half bad… but it never seemed good enough, so I kept trying new things. Each morning, I would put my lines in the water, and then I would sit and put on makeup. It was a bit awkward at first, but soon, it became routine. I even started chatting with myself, trying to make my words come out sounding feminine.

It was impossible to tell if I was succeeding; I had no phone, no way of recording myself. I could see myself in the mirror, but there was no way to hear how I sounded to others. I just had to trust that my ears were hearing something close to what others would actually be hearing…

And I kept practising.

My life quite literally depended on it. I didn’t want to spend my life in prison. Sure, I did technically help to kill a man, and maybe that meant that I belonged in prison, but… come on; he was a terrible, terrible person—and I wasn’t going to rot in prison because of some terrible, terrible person.

I wanted to stay out of prison and live some sort of life. And maybe having to pretend to be a woman for a few months was enough of a punishment for what I’d done.

I very quickly realized that passing was going to be a little more complicated than originally expected. I couldn’t get by with my clunky old boots that I’d worn on that ship, and during that hit… plus, they would probably link me to the crime if the cops ever found me—so I ditched them after hiking to town to buy a pair of female boots in my size.

And then came the issue of accessories—which you wouldn’t think would be so important, but when I watched that town from afar, from the safety of the bushes and trees, I couldn’t help but notice all of the women were accessorized in some capacity: a scrunchie, a necklace, rings… I needed to think of those small details if I was going to slip in and blend in.

And then there came the issue of mannerisms, which dawned on me when I looked over and scared myself half to death when I saw a woman there watching me, by my hut—and then I realized that I was the woman; I’d left my mirror propped up against a tree.

As I walked towards the mirror to move it, I noticed the way that I was walking. I never thought of myself as brutish by any means, but the female clothing and long blonde hair somehow exaggerated my masculine gait, making me look so painfully ungraceful.

So for days, I practised walking through that humid forest, paying intense attention to my posture. I was constantly reminding myself: ‘If you want to have a life, you need to be convincing.’ And it’s amazing how much you can accomplish when your life depends on it.

I don’t want to bore you with the details—mostly because I don’t necessarily want to relive the boredom that I suffered: long, long days practising the tiniest details—things you wouldn’t even think about, like how to blink more elegantly, how to hold your lips to look more feminine (slightly puckered at all times), the perfect chin tilt to hide the Adam’s apple while still making the neck appear longer and more slender.
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After that long, tedious month, I found myself standing on the edge of that small island town, all dolled up, heart racing as I wondered if I needed another month to ensure the details were perfect.

After a moment of panic, I found myself hiking back to my hut. I found myself staring at myself in the mirror, gazing at myself, trying to find any flaw—any little reason to stay back.

I wanted to take zero chances… but I also wanted to get back to living life, even if I had to pretend to be a woman for a short while. Nobody was ever going to suspect me as a wanted killer…

I must admit that I was quite impressed with what was staring back at me in that mirror: a surprisingly pretty girl with long blonde hair, thick lashes, and a nice, slender frame.
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My pink sweater did a good job of hiding my body—particularly my shoulders. But I’d discovered that my waist and hips were surprisingly curvy in a girly kind of way, so I paired that sweater with a tight pencil-skirt, good panties securing my shaft between my legs (which was a feeling that took some getting used to).

But… as good as the skirt looked, it just seemed too… tight. I was putting a lot of faith into those little panties; if my cock slipped out just slightly, that skirt would show everything. So I changed into a sweater dress that I’d bought at that thrift store.
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It was blue, with a tall turtleneck to help hide my Adam’s apple. It wasn’t quite as ‘cute’, but it did a better job at hiding my less feminine features.

My heart was still racing. “Maybe one more week…” I said to myself… but the thought of spending another week quarantined in that little hut made my gut turn. I needed some social interaction. I needed to feel like I existed.

So I found myself, once again, standing at the edge of that island town, looking from a safe distance at the people going to and from work. “You can do this…” I said.

But another part of me was saying that I couldn’t, that I was about to make a fool of myself—and maybe even get enough attention on me that someone might say, ‘Hey, doesn’t that weirdo in the sweater-dress look kind of like that wanted murderer?’.

A chill crept down my spine.
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No—you can do this, Brian—I mean… Brenna. I had to remember that my name would be Brenna from now until further notice.


CHAPTER 5
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The looks made my skin crawl. I could see the odd person whispering, looking away from me quickly as I looked towards them. It didn’t take long for me to assume that I didn’t pass as well as I thought.

Now, I was in a bar: a dim little joint, approaching the bartender so I could taste liquor for the first time in far too long. I figured the bar would be a good starting place; I could get a feel for how I was going to be received, and I could drown my anxieties in alcohol.

The bartender looked at me curiously. She was a young girl, with tattoos all over her arms. She approached me slowly, cautiously. Then, she stopped, seemingly waiting for me to say something. “Well?” she said.

“Could I get a pint?” I asked softly.

“What?” she said, obnoxiously loud, cupping her hand to her ear.

“A beer,” I said.

She rolled her eyes and stormed off.

Then, a man slipped up next to me, chuckling. He was an older fellow, with a hunch that made me think he spent a lot of time in front of a computer on a low desk. “Don’t mind her. She gets a bit salty around pretty girls—doesn’t like the competition.”
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I wondered if the guy was just trying to be nice. Maybe it was some sort of pity compliment. Then, he took a seat and eyed me up and down. He pressed his old lips thin for a moment before reaching out his hand and introducing himself. I would be lying if I said I could remember his name. I can’t even remember any of what he said to me, aside from, “I can tell you’re new here. You must be with that big religious group, right? Well—some people around here aren’t so keen about the newcomers we’re getting, but I’m all for them…” He then went on and on about himself, about his childhood, about the sports he followed. I zoned out, trying to just hold my posture, trying to focus on my mannerisms, keeping my lips slightly pouty, keeping my chin tilted up slightly.

And he just kept looking at me, looking me up and down, making me wonder if my bra had slipped, if my false lashes were holding strong, if my wig was still on straight. I awkwardly went to the bathroom a few times, and he was there waiting for me each time, seemingly eager to keep talking to me.

He asked me for my number when I asked the bartender for the bill—and then he slipped the bartender money. “It’s on me,” he smiled, showing his yellowed teeth.

I felt a bit queasy, realizing that he’d been talking to me that whole time because he was into me; I guess that was him flirting with me.

As I realized an old man had been flirting with me, I wasn’t sure whether to laugh or curl up into a ball of cringe.

I still had money--the money I was going to spend on a few drinks—so I decided to use it to get myself some warm food… real food. I bought the cheeseburger I’d been craving for over a month. I salivated as I bit into it, taking huge chomps like a starving dog.

The teen boy working at the burger counter watched me with wide eyes; I don’t think he’d ever seen anyone eat so fast. I counted my change and realized I had enough money for another one, so I asked for a second one, and I scarfed it down just as fast—and he watched with that same look of absolute concern.
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I went back to my hut with a full belly. I didn’t even bother spending hours trying to catch a fish.
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I felt slightly braver the next day, feeling like I could break out the pink sweater and the pencil-skirt. Now, my plan was to explore the town. The ‘downtown’ area was made up of a few main roads, with little shops scattered around. I wanted to see what I had to work with, because next, I would need to find some sort of employment.

I was still getting looks as I walked. Then, I saw a group of young men and women, all carrying Bibles, and I saw the locals giving them the same looks that I was getting—and I realized that the looks I’d been getting were purely because I was unfamiliar—not because I looked like some sort of freak.

Maybe I passed better than I originally thought.

There were a number of shops, but no ‘Help Wanted’ signs to be found. I was hoping that I would find some small shop that would be willing to take on an under-the-table employee; I was, of course, even willing to take less than minimum wage.

I went into a few shops and asked. “Would you hire someone for ten bucks an hour, cash?” I got a few curious looks. I got a lot of people saying no… and then one shop owner told me that he would pay me cash if I helped to clean and organize his storage room. So I spent four hours in his back room, moving boxes, and stuffing bags with garbage. His storage room was littered with garbage… and about a thousand empty cans of Coca Cola, which he let me take. I tried not to be seen as I took those cans to the recycling depot. The cans fetched me nearly a hundred bucks.

I was tiptoeing my way towards having a life, towards getting myself somewhat established, so I could get a job, so I could start earning some money, which I could save, and then use to jumpstart my life again once this heat died down.
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I got a bit more work out of that shop owner over the next few days. I would walk in, and he would squirm and tell me that he didn’t really have much, and that he was strapped for cash—but I quickly found that I could make myself look a bit more pouty, and bat my long fake lashes a little harder, and he would find some chore for me to do for a bit of pay—and sometimes he even let me have some food, like when he had me organize his garage at home—he let me help myself to his fridge.

He let his friend know about me; his friend was a younger guy who needed some help painting a new nursery in his home; he was too busy working to do it, so he let me in, showed me the paint and the walls that needed painted, and then he paused and looked at me curiously, probably seeing that there was something off about me.

He blushed and looked away. He cleared his throat and told me that he would be back for lunch, and he was expecting me to be done by then. I was given fifty bucks for the job, and I think I did a pretty good job. When he paid me before leaving for work, he looked at me again. I could see a curious nervousness in his eye, as if he wanted to ask me, ‘Are you actually a girl?’ It was a look that I was getting used to seeing. I would say I got that look from… 30% of people—male and female. It was usually younger people who paused to take a second look; older people seemed more oblivious, because they weren’t exposed to ‘trans’ people in their lives—especially on that island, which was so disconnected from reality.

But the younger people, who probably knew a trans person or two, and had been exposed to it constantly in the news in their formative years—they had a better eye for it, and I really wasn’t a perfect match. When I looked in the mirror, I could see slight masculine features that I could just do nothing about.

My jaw, for instance, was probably more feminine than a normal male jaw, but it still had a distinctly masculine harshness to it. My brow-line, again, was more feminine than the usual man, but the male skull is just inherently different than the female skull. Makeup could hide it a bit… but a good eye could catch the difference.

Then there was my silhouette, which I tried to cheat with some ‘pads’, which I’d created using foam that I’d found. I shaped the foam to create hip-enlarging pads, which I stuffed into my dress (giving me an extra inch of hip, which made my waist appear a bit smaller). I also made a fake bust with the same foam, which I stuffed into a bra. Having a bust helped to hide my male shoulders slightly, but again, if you looked closely, it was a giveaway. The foam was a bit itchy too, so I was always squirming, trying to adjust my body, and that probably looked a bit curious.

But I was okay masquerading as a ‘trans girl’, because at least that was a disguise. If people thought that I was a girl—great. If they thought that I was a trans girl—that was great too. As long as they didn’t think that I was a killer named Brian.

“What’s your name?” asked the man with the freshly painted nursery.

“Brenna,” I said, after pausing for a moment to remember the name I was using.

“My friend needs someone for his gym,” he said. “Working the desk. I don’t know if you’re interested, but… well—he’s kind of in a bind with his taxes, and he would only be able to pay with cash. It would be more of a flat daily fee, instead of hourly. I don’t know how you feel about that…”

“I’ll take it,” I said in a snap, because it was just what I was looking for.

It was crap job, all things considered, but it was better than picking up bottles for a few bucks. The gym owner, Sam, wanted to start keeping his gym open twenty-four hours, as a new gym had recently been opened by a newcomer to the island, and Sam wanted to remain competitive. Sam was already spending fourteen hours a day in the gym, and wanted someone to cover the other ten while he went home to sleep. My shift started at eight, and I would leave at six or seven in the morning—and he would pay me eighty bucks—well below minimum wage, but he paid cash, and he would bring me breakfast as I was leaving—and I was happy to be operating at night, when most of the town was sleeping. During my entire shift, I would usually only see between five and fifteen people in total: gym regulars who hardly noticed me as they came and went.

I worked every day—seven days a week—and I hardly spent any money. I used the gym showers to clean myself. I slept in that old fishing hut, now on a mattress that I dragged out of an alleyway in town. I hardly ever spent money on food. All of that cash was going into a box, which I kept well hidden. After a month, I had a couple thousand dollars in cash.

I didn’t even have to spend on clothes; instead, I would take clothes from the lost-and-found—outfits that had been sitting for weeks, untouched, forgotten by their previous owners.

I quickly learned that that island was home to many rich people who only lived there for half of the year, escaping the cold winters of their home countries. The rich women were always abandoning clothes, carelessly—and many of them would only workout for a week before giving up and forgetting about their membership, sometimes leaving entire bags of clothes behind in forgotten lockers.

I scored big when some rich woman left a number of shopping bags behind, after stopping at the gym after hitting up the mall. She never came back for those outfits, so I nabbed what I liked, including a black dress, which fit me perfectly—and some makeup supplies, which were much higher quality than what I had been using.
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I also nabbed a surprisingly cute pink frilly top, which had thin shoulder straps that made my shoulders look narrow and feminine. I was always on the lookout for clothes that could make me look more feminine.
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I was actually learning a lot about clothes in general, and how they could transform the appearance of a person. There was a real science behind how clothes were cut—how much skin they showed off, and where. Something small and dainty could be cute… or it could make me look like some WWE wrestler being caught wearing his girlfriend’s nickers. Something dense and baggy would sometimes look boyish… but sometimes, it would look super feminine.
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I quickly learned which assets of mine were more feminine, and which assets needed to be hidden. I learned that I had girly thighs. A pleated skirt was good for drawing attention down to my thighs…
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And I needed to draw attention to my thighs sometimes, because I had a long torso, like most men. The more leg I showed off, the more I could distract from the length of my torso. Also, anything high-cut made my legs look longer… and so did high heels, so I started wearing boots with heels—or even sneakers that were raised at the heel.

I learned a thing or two from observing the ‘gym thots’, as the young men called them: girls who would come in all dolled up, taking tons of selfies and doing very little exercise. I learned from them that I could make my eyes look more feminine by extending out my eyeliner—out into thin flicks towards my temples. One of the girls chatted with me one night and told me that she could give me a great price of lip fillers. “They would make you look a lot better,” she said—and I think she was insinuating that the fillers would make me look more convincing as a girl, because she could tell that I was not biologically female.

“Is it permanent?”

“It lasts about eighteen months,” she said.

So I paid her in cash and let her do it (she did it professionally). I felt awkward getting lip injections (and then cheekbone injections and and injection into the middle of my brow to get rid of that masculine ridge). But it all helped with the disguise. Every little detail pushed me further away from looking like that wanted murderer.

After the filler injections, things started to change for me. I started getting those curious looks a whole lot less. Maybe it was the fillers—or maybe I was just learning to do my makeup better, and learning to dress myself more convincingly, or maybe it was a combination of all of those things—but I was starting to get blushing smiles from men. I’d been working at that gym for two months when a guy with huge biceps walked up to me and awkwardly said, “Want to get a coffee with me when you’re done your shift?”

[image: Gym]



I had to awkwardly turn him down. I was blushing all over, though I’m not sure why… In one way, it seemed like a compliment, but I knew, deep down, that it was an insult, though not intended to be one. I wasn’t a real woman, and to think that I could not only pass as a woman—but make a man think that I was ‘hot’ was just a blow to my male ego.

But it was nice to know that all of the hard work meant something; I was successfully hiding from my past. With each passing week, it seemed more and more likely that I was really going to get away with what I’d done. And maybe there was a real chance that I could get back to Spain, find that father, get paid for what I’d done, and then run away someplace else to start a real life... as a man, and not as a woman.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


Ihad nobody to celebrate with when I counted my cash in my savings box and discovered that I had ten-thousand dollars.

It seemed like a huge milestone. It was more than enough money to find a place to rent for a while. It was probably enough money to buy a cheap used car, if I wanted one (though I had a decent thing going walking back and forth to work—at least when it wasn’t raining). It was enough cash to start planning out this next phase of my temporary new life.

I bought myself a used phone, and paid for a plan, with cash, for six months. Now, I could keep a close eye on any updates with the murder case, and I could keep close tabs on people from back home: family, friends—and that just made me feel more… normal.

I was constantly picking up little things here and there to fix up my living situation. Nobody ever came around that old fishing hut; it was quite rundown, so whenever I found some scrap boards, I would carry them to the hut, to patch up some rotten old board, to patch up a hole. I saw a construction site ditching a bunch of dated doors, which were in perfect condition, so I nabbed one to replace the rotten door on the fishing hut. I used scrap lumber to build myself a bed, raised up from the floor. I spent a few bucks on some gap-filler, and I found some old stove pipe and rigged my own little fireplace using old stones and mortar, so I could keep warm at night.
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Sam offered me a raise: an additional ten bucks per night, which made a huge difference in terms of how fast I could save money.

Everything was going… well…

Too well…

It really did seem to be too good to be true. So I shouldn’t have been so shocked when a police officer walked into the gym one day, walked right up to the desk, slapped down a picture of me, and said, “Does this person look familiar to you at all?”
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I was too stunned to speak. I had a lump the size of a tennis ball in my throat. I just stood there.

“Ma’am?” he said.

There was a picture of me—of Brian: an old mugshot. This was it… I’d been caught. Someone must have recognized me and ratted me out.

Then, the officer flipped to a picture of Jack. “Does he look familiar?”

I somehow managed to shake my head slowly. “W—Why?” I asked, and my voice was hardly a whisper.

He flipped to a picture of Morgan. “Any of these guys look familiar? Any of them come through here?”

I just stood there, trying not to react. I was worried he would pounce on even the tiniest reaction.
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“Not familiar at all?”

“No…” I whispered.

“These men are wanted for murder, over in Spain. Spanish police tipped us off that at least one of them might be here, on Mystica.” He flipped to a picture of Jack. “This fellow here was seen by a few people last month.” He tapped on Jack’s face.

“I haven’t seen him here.”

“I ask, because when people are on the lam, in hiding, they tend to try to change their appearance. These guys are all thin, skinny guys. They could change the way they look in a matter of months, eating lots and hitting the gym. In fact—as you probably know, working in a gym—in one year, a person can put on close to thirty pounds of muscle, and that would fundamentally change the way a person looks—even their face.” He tapped Jack’s face again. “A guy like this could look like a completely different person after a year… new body, new haircut, maybe some tattoos.”

“I haven’t seen him,” I said, my voice cracking slightly.

“Mind if we ask around?”

I just stood there, stunned, silent. The cop let himself into the gym. He went to the regulars and started showing them that photo… that photo of me…

And I watched as the regulars stared at that photo, analyzing… probably recognizing the guy in it. And it was only a matter of time before they noticed the glaring similarities: qualities that I couldn’t change with fillers or makeup. For instance, I’d always been told that I had very distinct hazel eyes. The shape of my eye hadn’t changed, though maybe it looked a tiny bit different with makeup.

I tried to stay calm. I tried to act unfazed. But inside, my heart was racing and my mind was a firestorm. The cop was in that gym for almost thirty minutes, showing each and every person that photo of me. And each person looked so, so closely.

I wanted to go and find Jack. I wanted to grab the idiot by throat and say, “Why have you been so damned careless, you moron!?” Had he just been living as himself? Did he really think that he could just… get away with it, without putting in any effort?

The rest of that day was painfully long. Every time a customer came in, and looked at me, my heart would fall into the pit of my stomach. The anxiety was somehow even worse than when I first walked into that town dressed as a girl. Now, I felt like it was a matter of time before someone recognized me.

Walking home, I noticed a few people glancing my way. During my next shift, I heard some regulars discussing the investigation. “They think those murderers are here,” I heard one say. “I can’t even imagine… a murderer… here on Mystica.”

I felt sick. I was fairly confident in my disguise… but if they catch Morgan or Jack, I had a feeling it would only be a matter of time before they came to chew me out.

During my next shift, I began searching the investigation online, and I saw that police had supposedly found new leads. The Spanish police chief said in a statement that he was about 100% confident that arrests would be happening soon. My skin turned cold as I read those articles.

“Are you okay?” a man asked me as he wiped sweat from his forehead with a rag. “You look… shook.”

“I’m fine,” I said softly. Over the months, I’d become quite confident with my disguise—and with my voice. But now, I felt like I was back to square-one. I was no longer certain of anything. I was terrified that if I spoke too loudly, they would realize I wasn’t a woman, and that would be step-one towards realizing that I was the murderer.

“You look tired—I hope you don’t mind me saying it,” he said, blushing. “You’re pretty—and you don’t usually look tired. But tonight you look tired.”

“I guess I didn’t sleep well last night,” I said.

“Trouble with your boyfriend?” he asked.

“I don’t have one,” I said, and then I saw him crack a tiny grin, and I realized it was a setup question.

I blushed all over. I’d gotten a few little compliments since being disguised as a woman—and a couple guys had asked me out. It flustered me to think that guys thought that I was cute. I really didn’t know what to think of it… and normally, I would politely reject the men.

But now, his little advance seemed like a welcomed distraction from being under investigation. So when he said, “If you’re done your shift soon, we should get a coffee, or breakfast, or something.”

“Okay,” I said, biting my tongue. I had the strangest urge to smile, but I fought it back.

I felt so stupid, going on a date as a woman… with a man. I wasn’t attracted to men. I had no idea if this man even knew that I wasn’t a biological male, but I was entertaining the date just because I felt like I needed something to distract my mind, which was ripe with horrible anxiety.

We went to a nearby cafe—a place I walked by every day, but was just going in for the first time now.

There, on the door, was my picture: my mugshot, Morgan’s mugshot, and Jack’s mugshot. “Think those guys are here?” my date asked me.

“I don’t know,” I said softly, turning my face away, worried about him seeing my face right next to my mugshot. “I doubt it.”

“I doubt it too. They said that two people spotted one of them—I don’t know which—and that’s literally all they have to go off of. But still, I guess there’s nothing else for the police to do around here… no real crime… so the police need something to justify all of the money they get from the taxpayers.” He chuckled. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to get political on you. I promise I’m not a political guy.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“It’s funny,” he said. “I’ve seen you at the gym every day for, like, three months, but I don’t even know your name.”

“Brenna.”

“I’m RJ,” he smiled. “I, uh, really like your hair.” He was complimenting my wig… but I still blushed and felt strangely flustered. It wasn’t attention that I was used to. Before, when I presented as a man (myself), I never really received any attention… male or female. People kind of just… ignored me. I was another figure in a crowd of thousands. But since putting on that blonde wig, people seemed to… like me. People smiled at me. Men would check me out. Sometimes women would even sneak a peek at my body. People seemed more interested in talking to me. People just liked me more. “I don’t want to sound like a creep or anything, but you’re…”

“What?”

“You’re, like, exactly my type.”

I blushed again. He was coming on strong… but I didn’t really mind. It was flattering, even though it shouldn’t have been.

RJ started telling me about some of his past relationships. He was a bit awkward, a bit goofy for a guy with big muscles… but there was something endearing about him. It was nice to talk to someone… just chatting about whatever came into our minds. I couldn’t remember the last time I had a chat with someone. Sure, I talked about the weather with the odd gym goer… but a real conversation?

And he kept pausing to compliment me. “Your eyes are just so… pretty.”
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And each compliment chipped away at me. Each compliment made me feel weirder and weirder inside: a strange tingling that lingered, making me blush all over. RJ really didn’t seem like a traditionally charming guy, but still I felt so charmed.

Or maybe I was just desperate for the distraction.

“So you’ve lived here your whole life?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “And where are you from?”

I told him the truth without thinking about it. I said the exact city that was printed on that WANTED poster. I nearly cursed myself when I realized that I’d done it.

But he didn’t seem to notice. He nodded his head and asked me to tel him about it. I didn’t say much. I managed to change the subject back to him, and then he distracted himself by complimenting me, and then he awkwardly said, “Someone in the gym mentioned that you’re trans, but you’re not… right? I mean—you look like a chick, through and through.”

I could tell from the redness in his face that he was politely asking, “Are you trans?” It was surely obvious to him after spending over an hour with me, staring at my face.

“I’m trans,” I said nervously, not sure if it was the best strategy.

“Oh really? Cool,” he said, and his face turned redder. “I actually like that. I mean—it suits you. It’s like… cool. Trendy. Not to say that it’s just a trend.” He was tripping over himself now. “I just mean—I think that’s cool.”

It didn’t turn him off. Maybe it even turned him on. He continued to chat—and he continued to compliment me, over and over. I blushed. I felt so swooned.
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He asked if I wanted to see where he lived. “It’s not far from here.”

He told me about Mystica as we walked. He told me about how much it had changed, and how fast it was growing. “There only used to be two towns here. Now there’s already talk of them building a fourth town.”

“Wow,” I said.

He showed me his house. It was nice. “I built it myself, over the past eight years.” We went inside. I looked around the main room, and then I turned to him and he kissed me.

It was awkward… but I still kissed him back. I suppose I was just… curious. I wanted to see what it would feel like. I wanted to know what I was missing, so I let him slip his tongue through my lips. I let him fondle me all over. I grabbed his big, hard shoulders. He lifted me off of the ground, which felt more emasculating than any amount of makeup.

He undressed me, down to my panties and bra. My foam pads fell off with my clothes, but he didn’t seem to care. He removed his shirt, and I found myself gasping at his hard, muscular physique.

I wasn’t gay… I’d never been into men… But this was just… different. Now, I was curious, and I was exploring. I felt like the rules were out the window. I felt like I could just… try it.
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He pushed me to my knees. He flipped his erection out from his sweatpants. I whimpered when I saw how big it was. It swayed before settling before my eyes: throbbing, towering. I reached up slowly and gripped it, holding it firmly. I pulled it down slowly, to my lips. I gently put my lips around his tip, and he let out a deep groan.

A moment later, I was sucking a cock. I bobbed my head slowly, easing into it. I was relieved instantly when I realized it was clean and odourless. It was just… part of his body, and he had a good body.

I couldn’t fit all of him in my mouth. I couldn’t even fit half of him. But I did my best. I pleasured him as well as I could, and he moaned louder and louder.

Then, he hoisted me up and plopped me down on his kitchen island. I fell back, onto my elbows, and he stepped forward, pushing into my asshole without any warning. I gasped, looking down, seeing four missing inches of his cock.

He was inside of me.

I could feel him throbbing.

“Oh… Oh God,” I groaned.

He began to thrust. It felt… good. It felt better than I expected it to feel. The pulsing euphoria was intense. I moaned. He pushed deeper. Soon, he had ten inches of hard cock inside of me—and not soon after that, I could feel him gushing, blasting fat loads of cum into my insides. He bellowed out, and I suddenly relaxed all over. I let out a relieved whimper, before he pulled out with a loud gush.

He smiled, looking almost drunk with happiness for a moment. Then, he bent forward and gently licked the length of my cock, which I must admit felt… weird. I didn’t mind the anal sex, and I didn’t mind performing oral sex—but him going down on me felt unnatural. It made me feel weirdly masculine.

I preferred to suck his cock.

So I turned away from him. “That’s okay,” I said softly.

“Sorry.”

“It’s fine”

He blushed, and then he tried to make me forget it happened. He flicked on the TV and said, “We should order some lunch. Or do you need to go home?”

“I should probably get home…” I said, feeling embarrassed as I began to feel his thick load oozing out my stretched asshole.

Then, I turned and saw my face on his TV: that old mugshot. “Police are still looking for three men in connection with the murder of a Spanish man…”

I needed to get out of there before I was linked to that mugshot.
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It took time to process the sex, but I obviously didn’t regret it, because I let him take me in the men’s changing room the very next day when he finished his workout. He rammed me in the showers, using every last inch of that ten-inch shaft. He pumped me full of hot cum while spanking me on the ass—and I moaned like a slut through the whole thing.
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It felt good—there was no doubt about that. But I hated to think that I’d gone so submissive, that I’d abandoned my masculinity entirely. I hated to think that I was no longer the person I thought that I was…

And maybe this Brenna personality was starting to take over. Maybe there was going to be some permanent scarring when this was all said and done. If I went back to being a guy… maybe I would be… bisexual.

The thought was strangely terrifying, and not something that I was ready to accept.

Or maybe I just liked being with RJ because it was such a huge distraction. Even when he wasn’t around, I was left thinking about what I’d done with him. Trying to process that act of experimentation was a lot better than trying to process the thought of living the rest of my life in a jail cell.

But those anxieties found me constantly—because the TV in the gym was hard-programmed to only play the news, and every day, the Mystica news had to remind the public that there was a good chance they were in the company of killers.
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I called Sam and told him that I was feeling a bit sick. “I might need to take a couple of nights off,” I said.

He was a bit frustrated, with no other employees to cover that night shift. “Try to get back to good health fast,” he said to me, because he was going to have to close the gym for the nights that I was off.

I had no idea how long it would take, but I needed to travel to Zanica, to try to find Jack, to tip him off that the local police were looking for us.

I knew that it was a dumb risk; I knew that I needed to stay away from Jack, like I’d promised to do… but I just didn’t trust the idiot. More than anything, I wanted to give him a firm reminder that he’d promised not to rat me and Morgan out.
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It was a twelve-hour hike to Zanica, so I left early, and I tried to move fast. Of course, I went as a girl, knowing my disguise was going to be a part of me until further notice (maybe for years at this point).

My heart raced the whole way. I thought about turning around multiple times as I followed that hiking trail that went along the edge of the highway.

My phone kept buzzing: RJ, wanting me to meet up with him. He even sent me a picture of his rock-hard erection against his hard abs. I’m not sure why, but the picture made my heart flutter. It was weird to think that there was a man thinking about me… and the thought of me made him so aroused. I can’t say I’d ever experienced the male equivalent when I presented as a man.
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I ended up stopping to take a cheeky selfie against a tree. “I’m out of town,” I wrote, and lifted up my skirt to show my panties.

He replied with a photo of his abs covered in cum, with a bead of white dripping from his tip. And to think that I had the power to do that!

No, I still didn’t consider myself to be gay, but it was so, so flattering. I just felt so rosy, so giddy, so… curious.

Flirting with RJ helped to kill the boredom during that hike.
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I sighed with relief when I saw the houses of Zanica materializing through the trees. I’d finally made it! But now, I had to start looking for Jack.

I knew, at this point, there was no point in ‘tipping him off’, because the news had surely reached his ears; it was all anyone was talking about. But I did need to find him, to ensure that he was going to keep his mouth shut, and tell the police that he went to that island alone—whether or not they would believe him.

I felt a whole new set of nerves walking into that town. This was uncharted territory. The people on the street… I recognized none of them. They looked at me with curious gazes, not recognizing me.

The town was much bigger than I was expecting—twice the size of Moral. I was instantly overwhelmed, and I suddenly realized that I was probably wasting my time, looking for a man who didn’t want to be found in a town that big. Hell—there was a chance that Jack wasn’t even there anymore; he was certainly the type of person who would steal a boat the moment he learned the police were on his tail. Maybe he was already halfway to Canada.

But I’d made the long journey, so I had to look.

I knew Jack better than most people. I knew he would hide around the outskirts of town, in a place like the one we broke into on our first day in town. So I walked around the town’s perimeter, eyeing the many small farm houses. I tried to think like Jack. I tried to identify which houses seemed most likely to be abandoned… and which had a safe distance between them and the neighbouring homes.

I considered sheds, but knew that Jack was too proud to live for months in some shed or old barn. I knew he would look for abandoned… but he wouldn’t settle for some dilapidated option.

So when I saw a very nice Victorian-style mansion in the middle of an old field, which some drooping fascia boards and an overgrown parking pad, I had a good feeling that I’d found Jack.

It was an intense instinct that almost felt like divine intervention, like an invisible beam of light was shining down on that house while a chorus on angels sang, ‘Look here’. I just knew Jack was inside of that house.
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Now, it was getting dark; the light was hitting that house at just the right angle for me to see through one of the old fogged windows, just as a figure moved inside.

So I waited for the cover of darkness before cutting across the old field. The house was totally dark, except for one room where I could make out a soft glow; a glow that wouldn’t be seen from the highway, but it was obvious up close—the type of glow from someone who needed a bit of light, but didn’t want to be seen.

I crept up to that window, standing up on the tippy toes of my heeled leather boots. And there, through that fogged window, I saw Jack, in the old bathroom, with half of a scrappy beard and a foamy razor blade in his hand. Next to him, on the vanity, was a stack of paper: ripped down mugshots.


CHAPTER 7
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Iput the story together quickly in my mind:

Jack had probably been spending many days at a time in that house—maybe going out once a week to steal, pawn, and buy supplies to survive another week. He’d been doing that for months. Today, he’d gone out and found mugshots posted all over town, so he ripped them all down and fled back to his hideout, determined to change his appearance.

And I watched him for a long time, tempted to barge in on him and chew him out for not taking more precautions. First, I just wanted to see how he was handling this.
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He stripped down, naked, and shaved everything, including his legs. He’d lost weight since I last saw him. Now, he was quite thin, with ribs showing.

I was surprised, actually, by how small his penis was. With his pubic hair shaved away, it looked so small and… cute. But it was quickly covered up by a pair of panties.

He was going to use the same strategy to lay low… just a few months too late. Had he done this to begin with, like I did, and like Morgan did (and presumably kept doing), none of us would be in this situation.

But Jack seemed desperate, and determined. He scrambled through a makeup bag, taking out some supplies. I watched him applying eyeliner, and I was tempted to go inside to teach him how to do it properly.

I didn’t go in. I didn’t alert him. Now, I was curious. I wanted to see how he was going to handle this. I wanted to see how seriously he was going to take his situation. If I interfered, he would surely downplay his anxiety, and he would probably pretend to be ‘too cool’ to actually venture out as a woman. He would probably play the whole ‘they’re never going to find me, no matter how hard they try’ angle.

So I just watched.

And I was surprised to see how much thought and effort he was putting into dolling himself up. He washed off his makeup and tried again… and then again, and again.

My legs and back were getting sore as I stood at the window, watching. The air was getting colder, but I was determined to get some ‘closure’. I wasn’t going to leave that town until I was sure that Jack wasn’t going to get us caught.

He didn’t rest. He kept it up, late into the night. I was shivering, and sore all over. I wanted to sleep, especially because I hadn’t slept much in the past five days. But I kept watching Jack.

And Jack didn’t look half bad when he finally got around to putting on that brunette wig, with the bangs, and some of those outfits, which he definitely stole from quiet homes.

I was quite surprised by his outfit picks; maybe he just grabbed what he could quickly get his hands on—or maybe he really picked out those tiny, tight outfits. It certainly took me a long time before I was brave enough to put on a tiny minidress, or a short pencil skirt. But Jack didn’t stray away from the sexier attire.

Some of those outfits only left a mere inch between the seam of the skirt and the cusp of his perky bum.
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He wasn’t afraid of showing off his shoulders or arms—something that took me quite some time. But Jack’s build was much more slender than I realized—or maybe he’d lost a good deal of mass over the past few months—only eating what he could steal, like some pesky rat.

But maybe that was working in his favour now, because he really looked like a girl. I couldn’t believe his feminine frame. I couldn’t believe how dainty he looked in a tiny dress.

I couldn’t believe how well he could ‘pose’ like a girl. He was able to loosen his body to make himself look so elegant and dainty, so fragile and vulnerable. He blew himself a small kiss in the mirror, and then blushed all over before stripping down and heading off to get some sleep.

I went over to a barn on the far end of the property. I settled on some old straw, wishing that I had brought some camp-out supplies. It wasn’t a comfortable sleep, but it was better than nothing; that barn was surprisingly well-insulated.
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I woke up before Jack, which was no surprise; he liked to sleep late, and he liked to kill lots of time laying around in bed before getting up. So I had a bit of time to venture into town. I decided to buy myself a pair of half-decent binoculars, a rollout foam mattress, and a decent quilt. I planned to keep it stashed in that barn. I figured I wouldn’t be back to work for a while, so I called my boss, Sam, and told him that I was still feeling quite ill.

I wanted to spend more time watching Jack before leaving, so I could leave with some peace of mind.

Jack woke up around noon, which was honestly early for Jack. He spent the first hour of that morning dragging his feet around the house, making himself a coffee, putting his feet up and acting like some sort of king.

But I could see the anxiety on his face. He was fidgeting a lot. He kept going to windows, peering out. He didn’t have a phone or a computer or any way to surveil the news. I could tell that he wasn’t nearly as relaxed as he was trying to pretend to be.

Around 1:30 PM, he moved into the bathroom. He plucked out a few makeup supplies. He stripped down, naked. He began carefully applying makeup, this time with more finesse than the day before. Maybe he got those initial jitters out after finding out the police were closing in on him. Or maybe he’d just gotten better after the many hours of practise the day before.

He got right back to trying on outfits. He apparently had many to pick from; he must have spent a good deal of time robbing homes.
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I could tell that he was quite fond of a small red dress. He put it on many times, and would admire himself for a long time whenever he had it on.
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And I must admit that he looked cute in it. He fashioned an invisible bra by cutting the straps of an old bra, and then stuffing the bra with foam that he cut out of an old sofa in that old house. He used some sort of double-sided sticky tape to hold it in place—but the effect was realistic.

He practised walking around in little heels. I could see his lips moving; he was practising his speech. He was taking this more seriously than I could have guessed.

He spent that entire day practising—and the next day too.

I stayed to watch, from that barn, using those binoculars. It was on that second night that things became super serious for Jack… and for me.

I was starting to doze—and Jack was experimenting with contouring—when blue and red flashing lights began to fog my vision. I looked right and saw a police cruiser coming down the long driveway of that Victorian home. I saw Jack turn to see the lights before gasping and turning off his small light.
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I made myself small behind an old hay bale. I watched as police approached the door. The knocked loudly. Two cops circled the house, to make sure there were no escape attempts. They had Jack surrounded.

I just remained still, heart racing. I knew that Jack was screwed—and maybe that meant I was screwed too. He knew that Morgan was probably passing as a woman, so he would tell the cops to look for a ‘trans girl’. And the cops would eventually weed me out, since I was the only trans girl in Moral.

The cops went inside after declaring they had a search warrant. I saw the flashlight beams moving from room to room. I knew it was a matter of time…

At least I thought that it was a matter of time. I figured the cops would at the very least find evidence of someone squatting in there… but they found nothing. “Anything?” asked one cop.

“Nothing. It’s empty. Just an old, abandoned house,” he said.
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I was stunned. Did Jack really hide his tracks so well? It was hard to believe… but he managed to evade capture, and now the cops were packing up… until one pointed to that barn. “Did we check there?” I heard him ask from afar.

“Fuck!” I whispered.

I had to hide… and I had to hide my bed! I grabbed it all and looked around, frantic. I saw the hay loft, which had a narrow ceiling on one end where the roof sloped down. It was the only half-decent hiding place, so I scrambled up the narrow steps and rushed to the sloped ceiling. I stuffed the bedding into that cobweb infested opening, and then I wriggled my body as tight as I could into that gap, getting scratched up by the rusted tips of roofing nails.

Then came the flashlight beams. “Check over there,” I heard.

“Looks like something was sleeping here,” said another.

“Look here… this looks fresh.”

“Check up in the loft.”

I was on the verge of tears. My trip to check on Jack was going to end up with me getting caught! How did this happen? How could I have been so careless…

But they didn’t find me. A flashlight beam swept right over me, but apparently they didn’t notice me there.

I was… safe.

“Property is clear,” radioed one cop to his captain.

“Move to the next one,” crunched the radio.

I stayed still for a whole hour—and the lights never came back on in that Victorian house. In the morning, the curtains were all closed, so I couldn’t even spy on Jack.

So I decided to start the hike back to town, before the sun even came up.
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CHAPTER 8
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Ihurried back to town, staying off the road and the main path. Police were out. I saw more cruisers than I could count during my hike. They were looking for killers on the lam.

I went straight back to work once I was home—back in the gym within hours of getting back to Moral.

Sam commented on my appearance—and my smell. “Maybe hop in the shower before I leave.” He tried to smile politely, but I probably did smell terrible; I’d been hiding in very old manure piles, after all.

I was happy to be back, though still on edge. The little TV was still showing my mugshot daily, but it was starting to seem like I wasn’t going to be recognized by any of the gym regulars. They hadn’t recognized me yet, after all.

But it turned out that I left town at the right time, because right after I left, police had raided my little fishing hut. There was a news story about it, showing my little sleeping area. “Killer hideout?” was the story headline.

Thankfully, they didn’t find my hidden money, which was under a loose floorboard. I had to wait a few days before I could sneak in to get that cash. Luckily, I had enough on me to get a motel room—but I knew that I needed to look into a more permanent solution to my housing problem, because police were constantly searching abandoned places.

And I knew that I needed to step up my disguise game. So I went in for another round of fillers. No, I didn’t go overboard, but I wanted to ensure that I looked different enough. My botox friend put me in touch with a dermatologist who did laser hair removal, so I had that done on my face and arms—and that made a surprisingly big difference in my complexion, even though I never really had stubble.

I managed to order a breast-form, made out of latex and silicone, and it was a perfect fit—and surprisingly comfortable, giving me breasts that looked totally realistic.

I was deep undercover… so deep. And I was determined to be as deep as possible until the police gave up on trying to find me. For the next month, I just kept to my usual schedule, trying to be as friendly as possible with every person I came into contact with. I wanted to make sure that I was nowhere near being a police suspect. If the police ever asked a person, ‘What do you know about that Brenna girl who works at the gym?’, I wanted to ensure the answer would be, ‘She’s super sweet and wouldn’t hurt a fly.’.

Over that month, the news cycle slowly changed. Now, my mugshot only came up once every week or so. The locals weren’t talking much about the murderers on the loose. In fact, I overheard some people saying, “I heard they spotted one of them back in Spain.” And the next day, I read an article claiming that we were all spotted in Spain, heading towards the French border.

I sighed a sigh of relief reading that article. And then a week later, an even better article came out: a witness claiming that we killed that man in an act of self-defence. “I was just coming home from work, and I saw that guy trying to attack those three dudes. I don’t know why… but they just fought back.”

Maybe there was hope for my future after all.
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Maybe I could soon become a man again, and get back to being myself…

Though now, the thought of going out as a man seemed strangely… surreal—almost unnatural. After many months as a woman, I forgot what it was like to wear male clothes. I forgot what it was like to flirt with girls, to go on dates as a guy, to play sports and to not have to worry every morning about being pretty, about my shoes matching my outfit, about brushing my hair.

I bought supplies to bleach my natural hair. I ditched the wig. My hair had grown past my shoulders now, and looked way cuter naturally long. I was getting daily compliments now. One guy even called me his ‘gym crush’.
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I was falling into a nice groove.

RJ begged me to go on another date with him. I ended up caving, letting him buy me dinner… and then I went back to his house and sucked him off, just because there was something so satisfying about making a man so elated, so satisfied. I’d never been able to do that with a woman before…

But I missed being with women. I was still attracted to women. I would still see beautiful women coming into the gym, and I would sigh, remembering some of the hottest romps I had back when I was myself.
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Then, one day, a nervous young woman came in. I don’t know if it was her first time in the gym, because I was fairly sure that I’d seen her before… or maybe I’d just seen her around town. It was a small town, after all. “I’d, uh, like to get a membership,” she said softly.

“No problem,” I said. “New here?”

“I’ve been in a couple times, with day passes,” she said. So I was right—she’d been in before.
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I gave her the form to fill out. She wrote in her name. ‘Maryanne’ was her name. She was very nervous entering the gym, as most newcomers are. She kept her distance from the regulars and then spent most of her time on the stationary bike.

She came in again the next night, doing the same thing, eyeing some of the machines, but apparently not feeling brave enough to saunter over to them.

She was insanely pretty, with her red hair always tied into a tight ponytail—but leaving a little strand down over her gentle face. She wasn’t super fit—she was a bit soft all over, which I kind of preferred on a woman. She had big cushy thighs and a bit of meat on her arms—and lots of meat on her ass. On her third night at the gym, I was thrilled when I saw her nervously saunter over to the squat rack, and I will admit that I watched her like a raging lesbian while she did deep squats.

The more she came into the gym, the more I remembered that I was attracted to women, and I wasn’t sure that I wanted to live my life with a man like RJ, even though RJ was a very nice fellow.

One night, I went into the changing rooms to change out the paper towel rolls, and as I walked in, I saw her there, topless. She didn’t react—not worried about me seeing her small perky boobs. I almost fainted at the sight of her amazing body. She looked at me with a smile, blushing, before pulling a t-shirt over her top.

I rushed through the task and hurried back to my desk, before she saw my throbbing erection in my tight shorts.

My God… she was really pretty. For the first time in a long time, I found myself cursing Jack for getting us into this mess. If we hadn’t been forced into hiding, I could go for a girl like her. I could have asked her out on a date.

Life would have been a whole lot different.
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I didn’t want to be a creep, but it was hard not to watch her—especially on those two nights a week that she would take up the squat rack. My God, she looked good when she did a deep squat. I could have ogled her all night…

There were other girls who were gym regulars at night… and they were pretty too… but this girl was more my type.

I will admit that I started timing my changing room chores when I knew she was in there, trying to steal a glance of her body. Yes, it was creepy… but it was the only female exposure that I would get in a day.

Then, one night, while going to change out toilet paper, I went in and saw her topless—and I noticed something around her collarbone…

It was a seam. It wasn’t something I would have ever noticed if I didn’t have the same exact seam on my collarbone. It was the seam of a breast form.

I slipped out of that changing room. I sat behind my desk, trying to process what I’d seen. Maybe she was just flat chested and felt insecure about it…

But then I started to pay closer attention to her crotch. I could see a slight bulge there—and the harder I looked, the more I could make out the occasional contour of a shaft: a small, cute shaft… but she was indeed transgender.

I was stunned… and almost a bit… jealous. I’d put in so much work into my feminine appearance, but she just looked so natural.

Even knowing she was a biological male, like me, I couldn’t stop staring at her. I was almost more impressed by her now, knowing how hard it was to look that good.

I would catch other guys gazing at her, ogling her—and I could tell that they had no idea.

Then, after a couple of weeks of her regularly visiting the gym, I started to notice something… curious. I started to catch her occasionally looking my way. At first, I assumed it was just a random coincidence—maybe I’d made a sound and she was just looking towards me when I looked at her. But then I noticed her in a mirror, looking over at me, not knowing that I could see her. I caught her again later that day, looking at me…

And I was almost sure that she was… admiring me.

So I decided to… experiment a bit. One perk of my job was that I was allowed to go down and use the gym equipment, even during my shift, as long as I was still admitting people at the desk when they came, and as long as I was keeping the bathrooms cleaned and stocks and whatnot.

[image: Redhead]


I went down near her and started to do some squats. I watched her out the corner of my eye, seeing her gazing over at me a few times—and I don’t think she was checking my form.

She watched me doing some light deadlifts. She practically drooled over me when she saw me doing bent-over rows.

She wanted to fuck me!

Now, my heart was racing. I kept ‘teasing’ her over the next few days, smiling at her when she came in, staring right into her eyes, working out near her, cleaning the bathrooms while she was changing—and then I even changed while she was changing.

“You’re trans?” I heard her ask me; she rarely said more than ‘hi’ and ‘bye’ to me.

I smiled at her.

“Sorry—I just noticed your, uh—I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be rude.”

“It’s fine. I am,” I said.

Her eyed glowed. “Me too,” she said.

I felt a weird connection with her… even though I wasn’t really trans; I was just pretending… at least I thought that I was pretending. She kept staring at me, face red. I smiled and shied my face away.
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She came in again the next day, this time smiling at me instantly, turning red all over. I decided to keep on teasing her like I’d been, working out near her—the same routine. But this time, the gym was empty. It was just the two of us on the floor. She kept looking over at me. I kept looking over at her.

Then, as we were passing each other between two machines, she slipped a hand onto me, grabbing me by the wrist. I spun into her and didn’t hesitate: we kissed. It was a fast, passionate embrace: so much built-up sexual tension being released in one moment. We clawed at each other. We stumbled over machines. We fell to the gym mats and I pulled off her sports bra, seeing those perfect breasts—and yes, I knew they were fake, but they still had my heart racing. We kept kissing.

I tugged down her shorts, releasing her small erect penis. I started sucking her, tasting that beautiful feminine cock, her fat tip sliding on my tongue. My God, it tasted so good. It felt so… right, so satisfying in my mouth. And her small moans were so cute, so addictive.

“What if someone comes in?” she asked, looking at the door.

“I’ll take the risk,” I said, and then I pulled down my shorts. I mounted her. I began to bounce on her lap. She dug her nails into my hips.

“Jerk yourself off,” she moaned.

I began to beat myself off, aiming my cock towards her face and chest.

She didn’t last long. Neither did I. As soon as I felt her gushing inside of me, I unloaded on her—ruining her makeup slightly, but it was easily fixed. I felt her cum in my bum for the rest of that night: warm, deep inside of me.
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And we did it again the next night—and the next, and the next, sometimes right on the gym floor when we were alone, and sometimes sneaking away into the changing rooms to fuck in the shower stalls. She was a top and I was a bottom. She didn’t have a big cock but she fucked hard, with intense thrusts, using every inch that God gave her. It was the perfect length for me; RJ’s big, fat cock sometimes hurt, and he would thrust too deep to hit that sweet-spot… but Maryanne hit the perfect place, making my legs quiver and shake, making my cock drip.

And I loved sucking her, hearing her soft moans.

I was really starting to think that I could get used to this… and if this beauty liked me as a girl, then I was more than happy to keep being a girl. Because honestly, I liked a lot about being a girl. I liked the way that people treated me. I liked being able to dress in so many different styles. I liked feeling pretty. The only big drawback was that I couldn’t be with women…

But now, I’d found a woman—and she was the best of both worlds. Because honestly, I worried about going back to being a straight man and never getting to experience sex with a nice cock…

Maryanne had it all.

It seemed so perfect…

Too perfect.


CHAPTER 9
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Iwas starting to think my past was behind me. Each day, the memory of my crime was fading—in my mind, and in the minds of the townspeople.

But then, one night, my mugshot appeared once again on the news. “New details have emerged as to the whereabouts of three wanted murderers,” said the reporter.

My heart sank into my stomach. I listened carefully, waiting to hear what ‘details’ they supposedly had, and if it would bring the investigation back to that island.

Then, to make it worse, I saw Maryanne looking up at the screen, seemingly frozen as she stared at those mugshots. She could clearly see something that the usual gym regulars didn’t see, because her face turned pale.

Did she recognize me?

She looked over at me, and I looked away fast. Now, my heart was racing. I knew that I needed to get out of there. Maybe it was finally time to take all of the cash I’d earned and skip town. I could take that cash and settle down somewhere else… maybe I should have done it a long time ago.

I could dye my hair. I could change my cut. I could find a totally remote place, super far away—maybe in Asia someplace. Nobody would ever find me.

Oh God, but I hated the thought of leaving. I’d carved out a little life there. Maybe I could stay… maybe I was overreacting. Maybe the cops were just fibbing about this new info, and they were trying to get us stirred up so we would make a mistake…

I should have left. I should have left that very moment: gone to the docks, hidden myself away on a boat, and hoped it would bring me someplace far, far away.

Because the next night, while I was watching Maryanne working out, the police came into the gym. One officer came right for me, moving his hand to his gun, as if he was worried I was going to flee.

“W—What is this about?”

“You’re under arrest,” he said.

“Why?”

“The murder of David Rosa.”

My hear fell into the pit of my stomach. I don’t know how they found me. I don’t know who ratted me out. Someone must have recognized me from my mugshot… or maybe they found some DNA in that fishing hut.

I was booked. It was weird hearing my real name as they read me my right. ‘Brian’. I couldn’t remember the last time I even heard the name Brian. It sounded so… surreal. So unfitting. So… not me.

I was put in jail. I was given an orange female jumpsuit, after they asked me if I would be identifying as male or female. I didn’t know what to say, to be honest. A part of me wanted to revert back to my male self, now that the jig was up… but the thought of being a man again just seemed so… unappealing. And I will admit that a part of me was afraid of going to a male prison with my current physique, complete with all my Botox work…

[image: Jail]



I was in a cell when I heard the officers going over the rights of another inmate. Then, I was stunned to hear the name ‘Morgan’. I perked up. I waited five minutes, and then they led him down the hall… or I should say, her.
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My jaw nearly hit the floor when I saw the redhead, in cuffs and an orange jumpsuit.

I’d been having sex with Morgan. And it suddenly made sense. When Morgan heard the news that the police were onto us, he must have left Pent and hiked back to Moral… but now, Morgan was a girl… maybe even more so than me.

Morgan turned to look at me. She blushed. I did the same. She knew who I was now—but I don’t think she knew before.

That night, we heard the police spreading around the ‘good news’. Apparently, Jack had also been caught. “You won’t believe where they found the guy,” said one cop to another. I was just barely within hearing range.

“Where?”

“In a motel, sucking some dude off. This Jack guy spent the past six weeks working as a whore—letting dudes fuck him in seedy motel rooms. They found a shit-ton of cash on him—tens of thousands. They don’t know if he stole it, or if he was fucking half a dozen clients every day.”

“That’s gotta be one sore asshole,” laughed the cop.
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I didn’t sleep that night. How could I? It was just starting to seem like there was hope on the horizon… but now I was facing life behind bars. They were working on getting us extradited back to Spain, so the Spanish authorities could deal us with a harsher sentence.

I didn’t get to see Morgan; they were keeping her elsewhere in that jail facility. They didn’t want us seeing each other, worried, of course, that we would be able to work together to fabricate some story.

The next month was hell: two weeks in that jail cell on Mystica, and then we were put on a plane and shipped over to Spain, where we were booked again and put into new cells which weren’t much different from the old cells.

I finally saw Morgan again when the judge was deciding whether or not we would get bail. It was a short meeting in that little courthouse area. We were, of course, denied bail. Having already fled the country, it was too risky to let us go. The judge wanted us held until court, but he decided to rush us ahead in the court date line.

So we spent another two weeks in a jail cell.

Then came the court date. I saw Morgan and Jack. I was shocked to see that Jack was dressed as a girl. When the judge asked, he claimed that he discovered that he was a woman inside—though I can’t say one way or another if that was true or if it was just so he could go to an easier prison.
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Morgan answered the same question, also saying that she’d discovered that she was a woman inside. I believed Morgan, because I’d never seen her so happy and comfortable (at least before the arrest).

When they asked me, I answered honestly. “I really don’t know. I’m just working on… figuring it out.” Then came the lengthy court process as the lawyers exchanged evidence. We all pled guilty, so we were expecting prison… it was just a question of twenty-five years or life.

To me, it made no difference; twenty-five years was basically the rest of my life—at least the good years. I would nearly be sixty in twenty-five years, which seemed too late to go out and live life properly—certainly if I wanted to explore being a woman.
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It was the last day of court, and we were told to expect the worst by our lawyers… and then a surprise witness showed up to make a statement. We were all stunned to see the father who had hired us, seeing as we had never ratted him out for hiring us. He had a nervous look on his face. With him was a private investigator, and the investigator had new evidence in the deceased pedo case—evidence that hadn’t been handled by police, therefore couldn’t be deemed ‘mishandled’.

This evidence showed the jury that the target of our hit was a dangerous pedophile, and it bought us a good deal of sympathy—especially because most of the members of the jury were parents. We were all stunned when the verdict came back not guilty—which was complicated after we’d already pled guilty. Our lawyers told us that they’d never seen anything like it.

The judge still had to handle our guilty plea separate from the trial. Morgan and me were given eighteen months. Jack was given three years, because he facilitated the actual murder.

The sentence was reduced to sixteen months based on time already served in jail—and then after eight months, we were let out on good behaviour.

Walking out of that prison was a surreal experience. I was… free. I was no longer on the lam. I was no longer wanted. I’d served my time and could live however I wanted to live.

And the time spent in prison was needed, quite honestly; it gave me tons of time to reflect upon my life up until that point—and it gave me time to decide what I wanted to do with my life… and who I wanted to be.
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Of course… I wanted to be Brenna, not Brian. I wanted to be a woman—and it was an easy decision to make when Morgan told me that she wanted to be with me, together as women. I was, at the very least, willing to give it a try. She was beautiful, and only becoming more beautiful by the day as she kept on her hormone treatment schedule. In fact, seeing her body change on hormones made me want to start my own treatment to see just how feminine I could become.

We actually ended up moving back to Mystica. They were surprisingly welcoming of us, even after finding out what we’d done. I guess you can get away with murder if the victim is a big enough pile of crap.
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Sam was even nice enough to hire me back onto the night shift while I settled into life. We applied for working visas, found a proper rental to live in, opened up bank accounts, and lived like normal people.
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Well… maybe not normal. It’s impossible to really be normal under the circumstances. Besides, normal is kind of boring anyway.

THE END
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