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Carrie Antwerp headed into the changing room of the local leisure centre. Just like every Thursday, she popped her bag down on a bench and began taking out her exercise clothes. They were still as good as new, she’d only started this exercise routine because of Emma; Emma who somehow managed to have perfect figure and who attributed said perfect figure to weekly gym visits. 

She knew she shouldn’t be bothered by this, but she was. Emma was irritating. Blabbing on about how she was so unshapely one minute, but the next giving others tips to look better. Plus, now that Emma had added her on Facebook, she had the irritation of the near constant photos of her lacking at least one piece of clothing. It seemed the slightest thing would be a big enough excuse for her to strip down and take photos, only to then complain about how terrible she looked in them. But no, she shouldn’t be so spiteful, she was doing this for herself, a weekly gym visit is bound to be good for your health after all. 
But Carrie’s thoughts of everyday life were abruptly brought to an end when she realised a man wearing all black had somehow snuck into the centre of the room. She frowned, wondering whether this guy was some pervert, or whether he had been involved in a genuine mix-up. Others in the room let out little breaths of shock and the more undressed people quickly scrambled to cover themselves
“Good evening ladies!” announced the man. “Oh, I see the showers are behind locked doors. I hoped it would be more like, you’d all be bubbly and naked and then I’d walk in and you’d ask me to become bubbly and naked as well. I guess it doesn’t matter. I’ll just mess with you a bit, and then kill all of you. Seems fun enough to me!”
Carried stayed silent. It was obvious that nobody in the room knew how to react to the situation. A woman beside her seemed very frightened by it all and quickly walked passed Carrie in order to leave the changing rooms. There was a bang so loud that it genuinely hurt her ears, she looked around, wondering what could have caused it; then she saw the woman who had tried to leave lying on the floor with a red mark on her back, and the man in black standing there with a smoking gun. She’d never been in such a serious situation before. All she could do was look down in horror at the murdered woman.
*

Gordon Orson Dobson arrived in the leisure centre. He didn’t know where Bernard had gone, but he knew he couldn’t trust him in a crowded place like this. People stared at him as he quickly moved about, looking down all of the corridors.


He heard a gunshot from a room nearby and knew Bernard would be on the other end of it. He rushed quickly to where it had come from; it soon became obvious that Bernard was in the female changing room. Not wanting to make things even more uncomfortable for the people inside, he quickly changed his form to that of a woman. She found that her usual white ensemble didn’t quite fit properly in this new body, so she quickly morphed them into more convenient female attire.  


She pushed the door open and instantly saw a woman lying dead on the floor.


“Bernard!” she shouted with fury. “Leave this place at once.”

*

Carrie finally broke her gaze on the body when the door opened and a woman wearing all white walked in and shouted at the man in black. She seemed to be quite familiar with him.


“Oh Gordon,” the man said, “you seem to have changed your form! I must say the old one looked nicer, but I still wouldn’t say no.”

“Yes, okay, I have. It’s unimportant. Just leave here and do not kill anybody else. That poor woman down there was a living person with a life and friends and you’ve stopped all that. Bringing an end to something a beautiful as the life of a normal person, do you not see that that’s bad?” replied the woman in white.


“So Tommy Wiseau makes a bad film and that’s fine, but I do something bad and you start shouting at me? You’re so contradictory! Whereas for me, all bad is good, and all good is boring, I’m a very consistent person. Anyway, I have a gun, I think I should start using it to make people do stuff!”


The woman in white replied again, but Carrie wasn’t really listening. She’d noticed that ever since the woman had arrived, Bernard, the man in black, had been giving her all of his attention. He hadn’t even noticed when Carried first started moving towards him… If she could only get behind him, then she’d have an advantage. The moments where she was just a few metres beside him were the most painful. Surely he would see her in the corner of his eye? Moving as slowly as she could, and probably sweating more than if she was running her fastest, she managed to get behind Bernard. She stood up on a bench and looked down at him, without a moment’s thought she jumped on him.

He went down easily, and she was on top of him on the floor less than a second later. He squirmed under her and seemed to be much stronger, but, most reassuringly, he had dropped his gun as she fell on him.


If he’d spoken, she hadn’t heard it, she was far too nervous to be paying attention to anything but holding him down. The woman in white ran over to her, but just as she arrived Bernard had managed to throw Carrie off. He grabbed his gun and began to run off, the woman followed and the pair of them seemed to vanish into thin air. 

Everybody sat in silence as they struggled to deal with a situation so alien to them all. Carrie thought about the things she’d worried about just a few minutes earlier and how unimportant they all felt now. A woman was dead, and that was a tragedy, but this had changed Carrie’s life. She realised how precious life was. Now she’d live the full life the poor deceased never could, not worrying about the thoughts of others or what other people choose to do.
*

Bernard had materialised himself in the local town square, Gordon appeared seconds later, but missed which direction he had run off in. She changed herself back into the male form which she had become more accustomed too, but before he could change his clothes too, he spotted a couple of policemen nearby, they would probably have seen where Bernard went and would be instrumental in stopping him


“Excuse me!” said Gordon breathlessly as he ran over to the police. “I have a serious problem, and I really could use your assistance.”


“Problem?” one of them replied casually. “What’s the matter, did you put your girlfriend’s clothes on this morning by mistake?”


The pair of them laughed at Gordon.


“What?” Gordon didn’t understand. “No, I have no girlfriend, nor do I want one. What’s impor-”


“Yeah, I bet you’d rather have a boyfriend right? A strapping lad to give you a good seeing to hey miss.”


“But I…” Gordon then realised, what the two policemen were joking about. He looked down at his clothes; he was still wearing, most femininely, a pair of jeggins and a skirt. There were more gunshots in the distance. 

Gordon, ignoring the two useless law enforcers, quickly rushed in the direction of the noise. The policemen, who finally seemed to take the situation seriously, ran after him in the same direction. 


Gordon found himself in an open prescient. There were three dead bodies on the floor, two teenage boys and a woman, and Bernard was facing away from Gordon. As quickly as he could, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a tranquiliser gun, something he always kept with him, so long as Bernard was around. A quick shot later, and Bernard was lying tranquilised on the floor. Gordon ran over to his body, and dragged it off, dematerialising as he did so. He reappeared, without Bernard’s sleeping body, a few seconds later with his more masculine outfit on, to see the two policemen arrive. 


“Look at those poor people on the floor!” Gordon said to the pair of them. “Those people who, thanks to your incompetence, won’t get the simple pleasure of just having another day of life. Just because I was wearing clothes more commonly worn by the opposite gender you couldn’t take me seriously. So if somebody just happens to have a preference for something you don’t quite consider normal you instantly disregard them as a joke? I’m too disgusted by the society they would breed such small minded people to stay here any longer. I hope the burden of guilt isn’t too heavy for you.”

Gordon turned and walked away from them, disappearing to another time and another place as he did so, and they were left with nothing but the destruction around them and the feeling that they weren’t the accepting 21st century people they thought they were. 

