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“I like killing people because it is so much fun. It is more fun than killing wild game in the forest because man is the most dangerous animal of them all.”

—The Zodiac Killer
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Do we really have to go through this whole ‘introduce ourselves’ thing again? The only thing I hate more than introductions is repeating myself.

Okay, okay. Fine. I’ll do this, though I have to say it would be easier for all of us if you just read my first book.

So, my name is Sarah Killian and I am a Professional Serial Killer. DO NOT confuse me with an assassin. I hate those guys. Every. Last. One.

Well, except for Mary Sue. She’s an exception. She’s an exception to a lot of things. I’ll get to her in a bit.

In a tortoise shell, I work for a secret organization known as T.H.E.M.—the Trusted Hierarchy of Everyday Murderers. T.H.E.M. is clandestinely contracted by private individuals, corporations, or sometimes even the government to complete the dirty work of furtively killing off individuals or groups of people.

I won’t bother covering the assassin side of things, because that’s pretty much just the boring, run-of-the-mill shit you’ve seen in every Hollywood movie. SNORE. No, the interesting side of T.H.E.M. operations is my side—the Professional Serial Killers, or P.S.K.’s.

Basically, when a client of T.H.E.M. wants to wipe out a large group of people discreetly, a P.S.K. gets sent in, under cover, to make it look like it was the work of a serial killer. The P.S.K. positions themselves in the community for several months, sometimes even years, and creates a profile of the killer they will be portraying—the ‘Herring.’ Sometimes the Herring is one of the marks that will be killed, and at the end of the mission the P.S.K. will make it look as if the Herring killed themselves. Other times, the Herring is a completely fictitious persona invented by the P.S.K. who, at the end of the killing spree, will disappear into the void from whence they came—a la Jack the Ripper or the Zodiac Killer.

But that’s not all, not only does the P.S.K. have to stage the persona of the Herring, but they also have the ‘Dupe’—the ‘everyday’ person they are pretending to be while on assignment. If the Herring is not one of the Marks, the Dupe and the Herring could be one and the same—however that’s generally avoided as you don’t want to draw too much attention to your Dupe character. The Dupe ideally is someone who just blends into the background of the killing spree and does not attract any extra scrutiny from the authorities or public eye.

But it’s even more complicated than that. Not only on each mission does the P.S.K. have to maintain at least two separate personae, but they also have to be able to make each and every case they take completely different, to prevent the Feds (or amateur investigators) from being able to connect the dots and realize multiple cases are the work of one person.

As you can imagine, this line of work is ideal for people with multiple personalities.

As for getting recruited into T.H.E.M., obviously it’s not the kind of thing where you can go to a job fair and fill out an application. That would be silly.

In order to get hired by T.H.E.M., you first have to get on their radar. Kill five people without being identified or caught, and you’ve got T.H.E.M.’s attention, even if they don’t know exactly who you are yet. This earns you the label of a Recognized but Unidentified Serial Killer (R.U.S.K.), meaning T.H.E.M. has identified your killings are the work of one person, they just don’t know who you are. Kill ten people without getting caught, and T.H.E.M. will try to recruit you—obviously they’ll have to have identified you before they can recruit you, but T.H.E.M. is very good at identifying serial killers, so if you kill more than ten people without getting identified by T.H.E.M., you are something special. I used to think I was pretty special, because I had killed thirteen people before T.H.E.M. caught up with me. 

Then I met Mary Sue. She killed twenty (or twenty-one—she’s a bit hazy on that matter) people before T.H.E.M. approached her. Fucking Mary Sue.

Sorry, did I mention I have Tourette’s? No? Well, I have fucking Tourette’s, so you might as well get fucking used to me fucking swearing, fucking got it?

Sorry. Like I said, Tourette’s.

Anyway, kill more than ten people without being caught by the Feds, and once T.H.E.M. has successfully identified you they will come to you with an offer: work for T.H.E.M. as a P.S.K., and they will have your official record expunged and you will be immune from prosecution for the rest of your life. Reject their offer, and they immediately hand you over to the Feds.

‘How can they make such a promise?’ you might ask. Remember how I mentioned earlier the Government is one of our biggest clients? Yeah, that’s how.

Obviously, if you’ve murdered more than ten people, and get offered a deal like that, most people will take the deal. There is, however, a catch. You have to stop killing for pleasure. Cold turkey. One single murder outside of a T.H.E.M. assignment, and your ass is grass, baby. Your contract with T.H.E.M. will be nullified and you get to spend your last remaining days in a padded room waiting to find out if you get put down by lethal injection.

But really, that one caveat is not too much to ask, especially since if I ever get a sudden urge to kill, I can just contact my boss—Zeke—and he’s good at finding quick work to satisfy my craving for blood.

I was twenty-two when Zeke approached me, and like I said I had killed thirteen people at that point, so his offer was a no-brainer. Zeke is, as a matter-of-fact, the original founder of T.H.E.M. and something of a mystery. A disgusting slob of a mystery, but a mystery nonetheless. All I really know about him is that he used to be a serial killer, but then he ‘retired’ and founded T.H.E.M..

To get a picture of Zeke physically, imagine the progeny of the union of Ron Jeremy, Barry Williams, and a seriously obese walrus. In short, just about the only thing going for him physically is his black curly hair—curly hair is a weakness of mine, and it’s the only thing that keeps me from wanting to vomit whenever I see him. I still won’t touch the man with a thirty-foot pole if I can help it, but at least I don’t want to kill him, which would definitely void my contract.

Maybe I’m just a disturbed sociopath, but this was actually the perfect job for me. Well, until four months, ago that is.

I got called onto a job in Duluth, Minnesota. It was just going to be a standard Zoo Project (i.e.: go to a high school, kill a bunch of dumb-fuck teenagers, etc.), but at the last minute Zeke slapped me with a trainee—Mary Sue, or Bethany as I knew her at the time. At first, this was not the most welcome of news I could have received. I do not play well with others—especially when those ‘others’ are obnoxious, bubbly, annoying, blonde bimbos like Mary Sue.

However—although I hate to admit it—I probably would not be alive to tell you this had she not been with me on that assignment.

As it transpired, ‘Bethany’ was an assassin, who Zeke had assigned to me because a former employee of T.H.E.M., Nick Jin, had broken out of prison and gone rogue. Zeke, in his infinite paranoia, was worried that Nick—who was something of a disgruntled former employee—would attempt to interfere with T.H.E.M. operatives in the field.

As it turned out, Zeke was right on the money, because barely even a month into my assignment in Duluth, Nick showed up and started killing people in a convoluted scheme worthy of M. Night Shyamalamadingdong order to draw my attention so he could try and recruit me into his crusade to bring down T.H.E.M.. Did I mention that Nick is a raving lunatic? No? Well, he is. Several years ago, the guy went over the deeper end and had a complete and very public psychotic break, almost exposing T.H.E.M. in the process. Fortunately, the rest of the world dismissed his babbling as the ravings of a paranoid lunatic and no one took him seriously.

In any event, Nick cornered me and asked me to join him and his mystery accomplice, I declined the offer and threw Nick out of the window of a tower (Ok, ok. Yes . . . he also gave me a pretty significant ass-kicking before I threw him out of the aforementioned window. Sheesh, why don’t ya just focus on the insignificant details, already . . . ) Unfortunately, the bastard survived and disappeared into the void from whence he came.

Oh yeah, the fuck-tard also tricked me into sleeping with him by disguising himself as a T.H.E.M. I.T. operative who bore a striking resemblance to David Brennan, a celebrity crush of mine and former star of the Sci-fi TV series Mr. What. I’d rather not admit that tiny detail, but if I didn’t tell you about it, Mary Sue probably would and she’d undoubtedly embellish it to the utmost point of embarrassment, so there you have it.

If all of the other bullshit Nick Jin put me through didn’t make me want to plunge a sharp, cold knife into his soft, moist gut, that tactic certainly put the jackass on my top list of people to kill. Who else is on the list? Well, aside from pretty much all of humanity, Michael Bay for crimes against ‘80’s and ‘90’s pop culture, and Winona Ryder for being a brat. 

Ever since that run-in with Nick, I have been taking informal daily martial arts lessons from Mary Sue. One major difference between assassins and P.S.K.’s is assassins are fully trained in martial arts. I’d never really had an interest in martial arts before, but after getting my ass handed to me by Nick in Duluth, I reluctantly admitted it might be a worthwhile skill to take up, because even before he joined T.H.E.M. as an assassin he was already a deadly martial arts expert. I didn’t want to have to see Mary Sue anymore than absolutely necessary, but there’s really only one other assassin whose identity I know, and let’s just say that he is not an option. And yes, that is all I am going to say on that matter.

So, I think that should more or less bring you up to speed. I kill people for a living, and like it. Zeke is my disgusting boss. Mary Sue is an obnoxious burden to whom I owe my very life. And Nick Jin is conspiring to bring T.H.E.M. down and anyone who stands in his way—namely me.

I still say it would’ve been easier if you’d just read the first book.
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Have you ever woken up some morning with a burning, insatiable desire to go out and kill someone? No? Huh. Guess I’m weird, then.

Anyway, this morning I wake up with such a craving. As usual, the craving has been preceded by a dream—well, a flashback to be exact. It’s always the same memory, and if you think I’m going to tell you anymore than that, you really do need to go back and read the first book, because you clearly have not yet learned I am the kind of person who will break the fourth wall a couple times every other page, but you will have to torture me (and not the fun kind of torture) before I talk about personal, psycho, feelings shit.

Thanks to my contract with T.H.E.M., I can’t exactly just go out and find myself an unsuspecting tourist on Hollywood Blvd. to lure back to a hotel room where I can de-spleen the poor bastard. However, Zeke is generally pretty flexible about finding us short projects whenever we need a quickie.

Technically, one-off jobs (where we only kill one person) are reserved for assassins, since P.S.K.’s focus more on multiple killings and assassins are better suited for ‘quick and easy’ projects. However from time-to-time Zeke will let the P.S.K.’s take on an easy one-off he doesn’t have an assassin immediately available for.

“We all go a little mad sometimes, Marion,” Zeke says in an annoying Anthony Perkins impersonation when he answers my phone call. Have I mentioned Zeke likes to creep people out by impersonating famous movie serial killers? Have I mentioned I hate my boss, sometimes? I mean, sure everyone says at some point or another they hate their boss, but when I say it I actually mean I would love nothing more than to take a knife and plunge it deep into his substantial gut. The only things keeping me from acting on it are that I don’t want to break my contract with T.H.E.M. and the thought of having to dig through all that blubber in order to actually get at any vital organs is repulsive even to me.

Anyway, I bite back the bile building in the back of my throat and respond, “Good morning, Zeke. I’m in serious need of a quickie.”

“Sarah, I’m flattered, but you know I don’t consort with my agents,” Zeke’s slippery voice slithers over the phone line. I can feel my nether region shriveling up and sealing itself shut forever in sheer disgust at the thought of Zeke’s insinuation.

“You know what I mean, you fuck-monkey,” I snap. For all my complaints about Zeke, I at least have to give him credit for not minding back-talk. I am well aware most bosses would not put up with their employees directly calling them a fuck-monkey.

Zeke lets out an exaggerated sigh, then continues, “Fine, fine. Let me see . . . ”

He spends a few seconds pretending to look through his planner, but I know for a fact he has every client and prospective job memorized in that seriously disturbed brain of his. Zeke really is nothing if not an over-dramatic showman. He probably would’ve gone into Hollywood had he not decided killing people was more fun.

“Let’s see, let’s see, oh here we go!” The act is enough to make me want to scream, but I bite my tongue, because I really want to kill someone today and I don’t want to give Zeke a reason to deny my request. “I’ve got a senator—Senator Gene Keeley. He has a political rival who wants him offed in a thoroughly humiliating way. Those are your favorites, aren’t they?”

I hate to admit to Zeke being right about anything, but yes; taking a skeeze ball politician and publicly revealing him to be the dirt bag he really is, and getting to kill him in the process, definitely falls into the category of my favorite pastimes.

“Gimme the stats,” I respond, refusing to give him the satisfaction of confirming he was right.

“Senator Keeley is home from D.C. for the week—arrived this morning. He’ll be at City Hall for meetings for most of the day, and if he continues his usual routine—just about the only thing a politician can be counted on—he will be calling his regular . . . ahem . . . ’agency’ for some off-the-books entertainment before going home to his wife. If you want the job, I will arrange to have his smart phone hacked and that call will be routed to us.”

Before you even get it in your head, let me clear this up: no, I will not be sleeping with the skuzbasket. I will only be posing as an escort to get the bastard alone so I can slice and dice. To be fair, there’s nothing in my contract that says I can’t sleep with him before doing the deed—all T.H.E.M. cares about is the mark gets killed. What we do with him beforehand is just ‘playing with the food,’ so to speak. But especially for these jobs where a politician is the mark, I’d prefer not risk contracting every STD known to man, thank you very much.

“I’ll take it,” I say, probably a tad too-eagerly, but I really need to kill someone—especially a man—before I go over the deeper end.

“Fine. Get here to HQ as soon as possible so the Makeover Specialists can give you a basic treatment. Oh, and Sarah . . . ”

“Yes . . . ?” the tone of his voice makes it abundantly clear I am not going to like what’s coming next . . . 

“You’ll be taking Misk with you.”

Fuck. Misk, by the way, is Mary Sue’s T.H.E.M. code name.

“Seriously, Easy?” I snap (‘Easy’ is my nickname for Zeke, it’s about the only thing I can do that irritates him as much as he irritates me). “This is a stupid one-off job, I don’t need a baby sitter.”

“You know the rules, Sarah,” Zeke admonishes. “Ever since your incident last fall, no one—especially you—goes on assignment alone.”

I say this several times a day, but if I ever run into Nick Jin again, I am going to murder him. Nice and slow. Preferably with a wiffle bat so it will take extra long to get the job done.

“If you’d prefer someone else,” Zeke slithers, “I could always have Ja–”

“Fine,” I grumble into the phone cutting him off abruptly. I’d prefer to spend one stupid quickie project working with Mary Sue than even have to hear Jason’s name again. Jason is my ex—an assassin who I dated until he cheated on me. Bastard.

“Good girl. Just tell Keeley you’re training a newb, so he gets two for the price of one. One last thing, Sarah. Remember that a girl’s best friend is her mother.”

And the line goes dead. Porcupines, I hate that man. Paraphrasing a quote from one of the best horror films of all time to remind me about my mother—that is a shot way below the belt.

Fuck, I guess this means I need to tell you about my mother now. For the love of Captain Hammer’s nipples, I really hate Zeke sometimes.

Alright. Long story short, when I was sixteen my mother killed my deadbeat father for beating the two of us up on a regular basis. Instead of getting a Mother of the Year Medal, she got thrown in jail and I became a child of the state. To this day, she resides in Los Angeles County Prison, and she does not—nor will she ever—know I work as a serial killer for hire. As far as she knows, I work as an office assistant for a high-profile law firm that has offices across the country and frequently sends me out-of-state to other branches for special cases. 

Zeke knows all of this and uses it as leverage against me—if I ever step out of line on an assignment, he just reminds me that he will tell my mother what I do, and the thought of her broken heart is enough to force me to stay in line.

Zeke’s prodding elicits the usual rage-induced response in me: I calmly go to my second walk-in closet, which is stocked floor-to-ceiling with cute, fluffy, stuffed animals, and pick out a particularly fluffy bunny with annoyingly big blue eyes that would put Frank Sinatra to shame. I calmly return to my bedroom and tape a picture of Zeke onto the face of the unsuspecting thumper. I calmly lift up a corner of my mattress and take out my favorite knife—the same knife I made my first kill with all those years ago. Finally abandoning all pretense of calmness, I unleash my rage on the cutesy cottontail.

Fluff and fabric swirl around me in a hurricane of flurry, but in my mind’s eye it is not stuffing and fake fur, but blood and guts that pollute my surroundings. 

Also, even though it is Zeke’s face taped to the coney, it is not his face I see. As always, it is another, and as always my rage is only left half-quenched by the time I am spent.
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Normally before I go on an assignment, I would pay my mother a visit. It’s really just about the only time I visit her, which is one of the many reasons I deserve the award for Worst Daughter of All Time (though not the main reason, by a long shot). However, since this isn’t exactly going to be a long-term assignment, I decide to put-off the visit and go straight to T.H.E.M. headquarters.

The headquarters are located in Chatsworth at the far-west-end of the San Fernando Valley, in a building the general public assumes to be a porn distribution warehouse. It takes me longer than it might to get to Chatsworth, due to the fact I have to avoid freeways thanks to my ‘condition.’ See, I have a somewhat rare illness—so rare none of the doctors I’ve seen about it have ever heard or seen anything like it before. In a nutshell, I’m allergic to radar. Technically speaking, it’s not really an allergy—just a hypersensitivity. See, radar has this annoying tendency to send me into a mini-seizure.

I’m really not supposed to drive at all—I’m restricted from having a license and everything—but have you ever tried to get anywhere using the Los Angeles public transportation system? No thank you. As you probably have guessed by now, I kinda like my independence anyway. Besides, as far as my list of sins goes, driving without a license is pretty close to the bottom of the pile.

Anyway, I drive my fire-red Porsche through the somewhat less radar-enforced surface streets across the valley to the headquarters warehouse. I enter the building using my employee I.D. badge, thoroughly ignoring the security guard on duty who undoubtedly thinks I’m there to film some new inventory. On the surface level, the interior of the building looks exactly like a porn distribution warehouse. Rows and rows upon shelves stocked with DVD inventory. I promise you, though, it is not what it seems.

I make my way to the back of the warehouse, to the last shelf of ‘inventory.’ I scan the rows of DVD cases looking for the current ‘code title’—Alexandra Cameltoe. I’ll be honest, porn doesn’t usually ‘do it’ for me. Texas Chainsaw Massacre (the original, not the Michael Douchebay farce remake), sure—but some stupid bimbo college student willing to do anything to get a passing grade, or an even dumber but well-hung pizza delivery guy with a ‘special delivery? Sorry but that shit doesn’t do anything to twix my nethers. That said, I have watched Alexandra Cameltoe—not for erotic pleasure, but just simply because of the fact that it would literally be impossible not to watch a rap opera porn parody about the ‘Pounding Sisters.’ I mean, the tag line of the movie is ‘There’s a million guys she hasn’t done, but just you wait’ and it features such hit songs as Right Hand Job, The Puss Was Wide Enough, Blow Us All Today, His Story Has His Balls On You, and—my personal favorite—Who Cums, Who Tries, Who Fills Your Glory Hole. How could I turn that down and still live with myself? Answer: I couldn’t.

Anyway, I find the DVD about halfway down the middle shelf, pull it out, setting off the trigger mechanism which causes the shelf to slide aside, revealing a hidden staircase leading down to the basement—the heart of T.H.E.M.’s headquarters.

While the above warehouse is dark, dusty, and cluttered, the underbelly of T.H.E.M.’s operations is almost blindingly white and pristinely clean. Seriously, I’m pretty sure if someone carrying the Ebola virus were to even put one toe in one of T.H.E.M.’s subterranean halls, the virus would scamper out of that person’s body and flee for its life, leaving a virus shaped hole in the victim’s abdomen in its wake, a la Wile E. Coyote.

As I walk through the secret halls, I occasionally pass other T.H.E.M. workers. I don’t know them, and they don’t know me. Some of them may be P.S.K.’s like me, others may be assassins, and some just paper-pushers who may not even know what T.H.E.M. really does. There’s really no distinguishing identifier that separates the uniforms of the departments—aside from the people in the white coats. I don’t really know what they do, to be honest, but I don’t think it makes me a genius to assume that they’re some sort of R&D scientists, or something like that.

Anyway, I make my way back to the domain of the F.U.C.K.’s (Fabricating Ugly Cock-Kissers). That’s actually not their official title, it’s just what I personally call them. I honestly don’t even remember what they’re actually called anymore . . . 

The F.U.C.K.’s are T.H.E.M.’s disguise specialists. What they do is some sort of cross-hybrid of plastic surgery and prosthetic make-up. Don’t ask me to explain how it works exactly—I ain’t a scientist. If you wanted a science book, you should’ve picked up something by Neil DeGrasse Tyson. All I know about whatever it is the F.U.C.K.’s do is that it as painful as fuck (hence my nickname for them).

Basically, you go in yourself, and you come out looking like someone completely different. It’s a procedure that is not as permanent as actual plastic surgery, but lasts longer than prosthetic make-up and doesn’t have to be changed and replaced every day.

For a full-on long-term project, the procedure usually takes around six hours—six hours of the F.U.C.K.’s poking and prodding every inch of your body. Sticking needles where you should never have needles stuck. Stretching you. Twisting you. The F.U.C.K.’s are sadistic bastards, the lot.

They can change your hair pigmentation (with a longer-lasting effect than just your standard over-the-counter hair dye formula), the color of your skin, even the color of your eyes, believe it or not (the injection for that one by far is the worst). Hell, they can even change your gender if you sign on for that (one word: ew). Not full-on gender replacement, mind you, but a good enough passing job so as long as you don’t wear spandex or engage in coital relations with anyone while on assignment, no one would suspect a thing. I have no intention of ever volunteering for that procedure.

I’m pretty sure the F.U.C.K.’s do not fall into the category of people who know what T.H.E.M. is really about—they probably think they work for some secret government espionage agency. Dumb F.U.C.K.’s.

Luckily for me, this time the procedure won’t take too long since I’m just going in for a quickie assignment. They don’t need to do a full-on make-over—just change enough of my features so that anyone who sees me with my mark or at the location of his death won’t be able to identify the real me in a line-up. Incidentally—I actually have been in some line-ups for murders I committed for T.H.E.M. (it’s actually kinda common for P.S.K.’s and assassins to volunteer for line-ups just for the sake of having a laugh at the system), and not once have I ever been picked out. I guess I have to give the F.U.C.K.’s credit for that, at least.

The quick version only takes an hour and a half, but it still hurts like fuck. My one saving grace is this time there is a woman on my make-over team, so she actually keeps the guys in line and stops them from overdoing it as far as breast augmentation and hip reduction goes. Thank porcupines for small favors.

Her redemption, however, is short lived when, at the end of the session, she says, “Let’s give her brown eyes, this time.”

Bitch.

After they’re done sticking needles in my eyeballs, they put me in an oversized blue t-shirt, take a photograph for the documents forgery department, and then they let me go. Normally at this point I would have an hour-long hot tub soak to look forward to (technically, it has something to do with the process and making sure the modifications settle in properly, but I prefer to overlook that technicality and just focus on the relaxing benefits). Sadly, that will not be necessary today, since I went through the easy-bake option.

As I step out of my F.U.C.K. exam room wearing nothing but a plain white bathrobe (my personal clothes and belongings will be returned to me after my assignment has been completed), a very well-endowed Asian woman steps out of the room next to mine. She takes one look at me, smirks, and says, “I see you were lucky enough to get Jessica on your team, this time, Sick.”

If it weren’t for that annoying voice (and her use of my codename, ‘Sick’—I can count the number of T.H.E.M. operatives who know even just my codename on one hand), I wouldn’t even suspect it was Mary Sue—that’s how good the F.U.C.K.’s are. There aren’t many people who can take a bubbly Barbie-doll Valley girl and turn her into a convincing Asian woman (well-endowed, or otherwise).

“Jessica? I never bother to learn any of their names,” I reply. I’m not exactly the type to get chummy with my co-workers. Mary Sue is the one and only exception, and that’s only barely since I can only somewhat tolerate even her.

Mary Sue rolls her eyes and sneers, “Why am I not surprised?” She then adapts the worst, most offensive Asian accent I have ever heard, and says, “Werr, gillfliend, you leady to kirr some holny poritician?”
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Last stop before heading out to meet our mark is the wardrobe department. If this were a long-term assignment, the wardrobe workers would have already set aside a full set of clothing, fake I.D.’s, etc. Since this is just a one-off job, however, the wardrobe assistant just leads us to a room with racks and racks of clothes, along the lines of a Ross Dress for Less store, and leaves us to our own devices.

While many non-Vegas escort ladies often try to ‘stay under the radar’ when arriving at a John’s location and not be too obvious about their profession, Mary Sue and I have a different priority for our job. We want anyone who sees us to assume we are sex workers, and often the best way to put an idea into someone’s head is to give them exactly what they expect.

To that end, I pick out the tightest, skimpiest skirt I can find on the rack, and Mary Sue chooses something I suppose is technically a dress, but is more like just a large belt. We each select a pair of stilettos that would make Jack the Giant Killer start chopping down beanstalks if he saw us wearing them.

Our wardrobe selected, we return to the wardrobe counter and sign off for the items we are checking out. The clerk also hands us two fake I.D.’s—featuring the pictures taken by the F.U.C.K.’s—and two purses containing various tawdry items, some petty cash, and a knife each. My new name is Jessa Monroe, and Mary Sue’s is Ming Lee. If those don’t both sound like stripper names, then I don’t know what does—but as with the wardrobe, it’s best to give people exactly what they expect if you want them to assume something.

In the dressing room, I take a look at my ‘temporary’ self for the first time. I don’t care how many times I go through this, I will never get used to looking into a mirror and seeing a complete stranger looking back me. My green eyes have been turned brown, my dark brown hair is now platinum blonde, and my skin tone is significantly paler than normal. My cheeks have a bit more lingering baby fat than I’m used to seeing, and although my boobs are slightly larger than normal, I whisper a silent thank you to ‘Jessica’ for saving me from the enhancement Mary Sue received. Even I wouldn’t be able to pick myself out of a line-up.

On our way out, we stop at a board that has several pegs with car keys and labels. I select a set labeled ‘red ‘97 convertible’ (I like red . . . so kill me . . . ), and we proceed back upstairs into the porn warehouse. I can literally feel the eyes of the security guard following us out the door as we step out back into the sunlight.
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