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Chapter 1

I was sitting at the table in my kitchen as my housekeeper Carmen walked in and she immediately asked, “How are you feeling this morning Mr. Adrian?”

Shaking my head, I said, “About the same, not all that hot.”

“Hmmm, maybe if I fix you a nice breakfast?  No?”

Smiling I said, “I could probably go for that; however, I don’t think there’s enough food in the fridge to whip up a proper breakfast.”

Looking at me she held up a plastic grocery store bag and said, “Sí Mr. Adrian, there is enough,” and with that she started preparing me a breakfast which was comprised of scrambled eggs, some sausage, and toast with butter.

Sitting there at the table after finishing my last bite of food Carmen then asked me, “You need more Mr. Adrian?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Oh no Carmen, but thank you, that really hit the spot.  I guess I didn’t realize how badly I needed to eat.”

“You need to eat to keep up your strength and stay strong.”

Taking the dishes which were sitting in front of me and carrying them over to the sink she began to wash them along with the other kitchenware she’d used to make my breakfast, all the while lightly singing a Mexican song of some sort of which I was unfamiliar.  Even though I did not know exactly what she was saying as she sang, I did enjoy listening to her as she had a nice voice, not to mention that she’d truly made my life better the past few months.

It had been about six months ago that I’d visited my family doctor for some aches and pains that would not go away, and over time they had become increasingly uncomfortable.  Initially the doctor thought it was nothing and told me to take aspirin and give it a little more time, so I did.  However, after another week I went back in and said that my symptoms were growing worse so he ordered a full range of tests to check for everything known to mankind.  After the results came back, I found out that I had a rare genetic disorder that very few people have actually ever heard of, including myself, and the bad news was that I probably had a year to live, if I was lucky.

Working from home as I’d done for years, I was able to wrap my work schedule around my need for rest and I did a pretty good job.  Eventually I slowed down even more and realized that I was going to need some help around my house and that’s where Carmen came into the picture, almost purely by accident.  At the grocery store one day during a routine visit, I was in line to check out behind a Hispanic lady with long dark hair, about forty years of age, who turned and spoke to me with a distinct accent.

“Excuse me, I forgot to get coffee; can you save my place in line?  Please?”

“Absolutely,” I said as I smiled back at her.

She nodded, grabbed her purse, left her cart where it was and disappeared, returning about forty-five seconds later with a can of coffee.

“Thank you,” she said, as she squeezed back in between my cart and hers and put her coffee into her cart.

“You are welcome.”

Reaching into her purse she pulled something out and then turned around and handed me a business card, “I’m Carmen.  If you need help housekeeping, please give me a call.”

Looking at the card it had her name, services offered and her phone number:
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Glancing back up at her I said “I really do need some help over at my place.”

Her face lit up and she said, “Oh Bueno, I would be glad to help, what do you need help with?  I’m a very good housekeeper.”

“At this point, just about everything.  Housekeeping, running errands, grocery shopping, oh, and maybe a little cooking.”

“I can do all of that for you Mr. ….”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Adrian, Adrian Terry,” I said as I extended my hand and we shook.

“Good to meet you Mr. Adrian.”

“So, how soon can you start?”

“How soon do you need me to start?”

“I don’t know, I’ll take you as soon as I can get you.”

“Tomorrow?” she asked.

“9 a.m.?”

“I will be there.”

“Great, I’ll see you then and show you my place and you can give me a quote on what you think it will cost to help me.”

I then scribbled my home address on the back of one of my business cards and handed it to her and said, “That’s my home address.”

“Thank you so much, Mr. Adrian, and I look forward to seeing you tomorrow at 9 a.m.”

Returning to the present from my flashback of three months ago I could see that Carmen had finished cleaning up, and as she hung a dish towel up to dry she said, “I’ve got a lot of work to do so I’d better get busy,” and walked out of the room to resume her duties.

Despite the fact that I was weak I summoned enough strength to stand and headed toward my home office where I sat down at my desk and turned on the computer monitor.  After a couple of minutes of work, I was exhausted and deduced that if I could snooze for just a few I would feel better, as this had been a common theme with me the past couple of weeks.  Making my way over to the couch I pulled a blanket over myself and in no time, I was fast asleep.


Chapter 2

I gently awoke to Carmen wiping my forehead with a warm washcloth, and as I opened my eyes, I could not help but notice she was smiling at me as she sat on the side of the couch trying to comfort me.

“That cloth feels so good Carmen,” I said.

“I’m glad it makes you feel better Mr. Adrian.”

“It does, and you’re doing a great job if I’ve not already told you that.”

Laughing she said, “Thank you Mr. Adrian, I’m just glad to be able to help you.”

“I don’t know what I would do without you,” I said graciously.

“You are going to get better; I just know it.  I’ve been going to Mass and praying for your speedy recovery and I know that God is going to heal you.”

Squeezing her hand, I said, “Your faith gives me hope.”

“Faith and hope make all things possible; don’t you think?”

“You are so wise Carmen.”

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “I got it from mi Madre,” and we laughed at her comment.

“I wish there was some kind of a cure for this condition, but it’s so rare there’s very little research, and clearly no clinical trials of any kind.  I just wish there was some kind of a treatment, a cure, anything, because I want to live.  I would travel anywhere and do anything if I thought there was the slightest bit of hope.”

“What is the doctor saying these days?”

Shaking my head, I said, “He is saying maybe seven months; the outlook is not promising.”

“That is too short of a time Mr. Adrian.  You are a good man, and this earth is a better place because you are here, and we need more gentlemen like you.”

Nodding I said, “Well, thank you.  If you can think of anything that might heal me please let me know; I am open to any and all suggestions.”

We sat there in silence for a bit when she said, “Well, there is …., never mind,” and then shook her head.

“Never mind what?”

“It is nothing.”

“You started this, and I want to hear what you have to say.”

“You know that I am from Mexico?”

“Yes, of course I do.”

“And you know that our people have a rich culture and heritage that goes back long before the Spanish came to our country and introduced Catholicism to our people.  Before that we had great majestic temples, where they had discovered many secrets of the universe plus they were proficient in astronomy and could accurately navigate the movement of the stars as well as many other things.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I’m not an expert but have visited some of those ruins in your country and they are fascinating.  They seemed to have a connection with, as well as an understanding, of the earth as well as the universe.”

“It is true Mr. Adrian, and it actually goes beyond that, as my family still carries on the practice of ancient medicine handed down to them from what you would call medicine men, from two thousand years ago.”

“Really?  And by the way, what do you mean you?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, and I mean you white people.  Listen, if you travel into Mexico you will find my family still living in villages near those ancient temples where they continue to practice the old rituals of astronomy, math, and healing.”

“So, Carmen, you started this; where are you going with this conversation?”

“Mr. Adrian, I can’t guarantee it but what if I told you there was hope for restoring your health?”

With a shocked look on my face I asked, “Are you kidding?  I would be all over that.  What would I have to do?”

“It is said, that one who is ill can go to the ancient temple near the village where I grew up, and when the moon is full the ceremony can be performed that could heal your sick body, and you will be restored to full health.”

Chuckling I said “So, if I go to Mexico, they might be able to cast a spell on me that could cure me?”

“Mr. Adrian, please do not disrespect our culture and customs by saying things like spell.  Remember, our people were living in these ancient cities long before Christ walked the Earth, and we are not the uncivilized savages you perceive us to be,” she said solemnly.

“No disrespect intended, and I apologize.  I’m kind of a man of science and it is often difficult for me to grasp concepts such as magic.”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, it is not magic at all.  Our people have an understanding of this earth and everything on it like you cannot even imagine.  All things, people, plants, and animals are connected though energy, which is actually what we all are, and through our old practices and faith we are able to summon these energies and use them to heal our bodies.”

“Can anyone do this?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, but one must have the knowledge.  When attempting such a thing the instructions must come from or be performed by a priest or priestess who has the old knowledge, as it is very delicate and if not done correctly can result in disaster or unexpected consequences.”

We sat silently for a few moments and she then asked, “What do you think?”

“My options and time left on this planet are somewhat limited and I think I have to entertain all options.”

“Even if it was, what do you Americans say, Hocus Pocus?”

“I didn’t say that, and I told you that I apologized for any disrespect.”

With a coy look on her face she said, “No, but I know how Americans are; I know how you think.”

Shrugging my forehead and looking at her I then asked, “Who’s being intolerant now?”

“She chuckled and said, “You’re right.  I guess we are all a little, what you say, racist in some way?”

“Forget about it, Carmen.”

“So, Mr. Adrian.  What do you think?”

“I’m willing to try anything, because my other option is to die.”

“Then it is agreed?  You will go through with the ritual?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, and if it works, I will owe you more than I can ever repay.  I will give you anything you ask for.”

“Promise?”

I nodded.

“Great, do you have a passport?” she asked.

“Of course, it’s in my lockbox in my bedroom.”

“How soon can you be ready to leave?”


Chapter 3

The village that Carmen grew up in was about a two-and-a-half-hour ride from Mexico City on what apparently used to be an old school bus and a slow ride on top of that.  Fortunately, it was air conditioned with the latest AC system available which worked on the principle of all the windows being down and the vehicle traveling at least forty miles an hour.  It was badly needed that day as it was quite warm, not to mention the face that a couple of my fellow passengers were transporting livestock.  A man with no teeth wearing a straw hat was supervising his goat which kept trying to eat one of the tattered bus seats, while his wife who was wearing a yellow Mexican style dress was holding a fidgety chicken under her arm.

The town was quite picturesque and looked like one you would see in an old 1950s movie of some sort.  I was expecting to see a group of bad guys with sombreros riding in any minute shooting their guns into the air as they terrorized the village.  There was also a beautiful Catholic church with a bell hanging in its tower, cobblestone streets, traditional tile roofs, and even a few people pulling carts that contained hay and a variety of vegetables or fruits.  Aside from that it was not totally backwards as there were cars traveling the streets, though not many, a smattering of satellite dishes on the roofs, and not to mention a large number of young people glued to their cell phones as they walked down the street.  Some things are just the same wherever you go, I guess.

Carmen and I stayed in the house of her sister Emma, who had dark hair and eyes, was slender, petite, about thirty years of age and a widow who had three children.  Her house was modest but clean and comfortable and she was an excellent hostess who did everything that she could to make us feel at home.  Unfortunately, she did not speak any English, so when I needed something, I had to ask Carmen to translate.

After the bus ride from the Mexico City Airport I was exhausted and upon arrival Emma took me to a bedroom in her home where I could lie down and get some sleep, and boy did I need it as I was out for about five hours.

Upon waking I made my way into the living area where Carmen and Emma were sitting drinking coffee and talking.  I had no idea what they were talking about as I was not fluent in Spanish, but walked in anyway and said, “Hola.”

Emma said, “Hola,” back to me followed by what was at least a dozen words or better and then sat there looking at me.

Not knowing what to say I looked at Carmen with a confused look on my face and then she busted out laughing, said something to her sister and her sister started laughing as well.

“I told my sister that you don’t speak any Spanish,” she said.

Emma looked at me and patted the couch cushion next to hers, said something to Carmen in Spanish, then got up and walked out of the room.  Before exiting the living area, she looked at her sister briefly, smiled at me, and said something to Carmen once again, before departing.

Sitting down on the couch in the spot Emma had told me to I leaned back in the leather sofa and noticed how cushy it was and said, “Nice and soft.”

“She’s gone to get you a cup of coffee,” Carmen said.

“That would be great, thanks.”

Chuckling she said, “My sister thinks you are cute.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“She’s very pretty,” I said. 

“I told her you were single.”

“You did?”

Nodding she said, “Yes.  I told her you were a good man and would make her a nice husband.”

“You don’t waste any time in the matchmaking department, do you?”

Rolling her eyes upward and then back down she said, “I know what you are thinking, she has three children.”

Yes, and that’s a lot to take on.

Nodding I said, “I did notice them when we arrived.”

“Don’t worry about that.  She is still young Mr. Adrian and could have several babies for you if you took her as your wife.”

That was the last thing I was worried about if you want to know the truth.

Thinking fast I said, “Carmen, she is very pretty, and I find her very attractive, but I don’t think I’m in good enough health to think of taking on a wife and ready-made family, do you?”

“Her husband died in an accident working in a mine just under two years ago, and she and the children are alone.  She needs a husband and the three girls need a father.”

Raising my voice slightly to try and get my point across I said, “I’m sure your sister is a nice girl, but if I don’t live, I won’t be of much value to them, will I?”

Nodding she said, “I completely agree, I don’t want you marrying her if you’re going to die.  However, this is how you say in America, where the rubber meets the road?”

“Go on please.”

“Okay Mr. Adrian, you know how you said if we are able to cure you, you will give me anything that I want?”

I could see where this was going and was not sure that I liked it and said very slowly, “Yes?”

“After you are cured by the old medicine ….”

Cutting in I said, “You mean, if!”

Turning her head sideways slightly she said, “If, after, whatever.  Once you are cured you will marry my sister and bring her and your new daughters to the United States.”

I sat there silently not saying a word, probably because I was in shock, as my life had taken yet another turn.  If I said no, I won’t marry her they might not save me, and if I didn’t go through with the ceremony I was going to die.  If I did go through and it did not work, I was going to die.  On the other hand if I did get cured by the ritual I would then be married with three girls and my life as a bachelor would be, well dead, and on top of that she was beautiful and I would probably want to have sex with her all the time inevitably resulting in more kids.  Oy, vay!

“Well, what you think Mr. Adrian?  She’s very pretty, no?”

I nodded and said, “Very.”

“Think how nice it would be, all of us getting together for Thanksgiving and Christmas at your house.  You could be in the living room watching TV drinking a beer while we are in the kitchen cooking for you.  Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

“Carmen, is your sister on board with this?”

“What you mean?”

“You know, marrying me, moving to the U.S.  How does she feel about that?”

Nodding, she then said, “She and I planned it out while you were asleep.”

Thinking I had a brainstorm I then asked, “Is she just wanting to marry me to get to the states and then later divorce me?  If she did, that’s okay; I could deal with that.”

Shaking her head, she said, “No Mr. Adrian that would be wrong, as we are Catholic and marry for life.  You don’t want to go to hell, do you?”

Already there.

I still sat there silently not saying a word, thinking about if I lived, my life was in many ways still over.  I could just imagine it, my new wife, in my house, throwing out my shit, which is what happens when you get married.  The thought of my recliner being moved out to the curb and then vanishing overnight did not fill me with glee.  Well, if I did lose my favorite chair at least it would most likely have a good home amongst my new people, or my new adopted ones anyway, or so I thought.  I guess it was okay to think that since I was almost practically one of them.

As I sat there looking around her living room it was clear that she kept an orderly place, which I liked, and on top of that she was pretty, and took care of herself, and the thought of having sex with her appealed to me greatly.  So, it might not be so bad after all; better than being dead, right?

“So, we have a deal?” she asked.

“Carmen, how do you say, “Welcome to the family!” in Spanish?”


Chapter 4

That night at dinner I was sat at the head of the table and to my right was Emma who was wearing a red strapless dress, which was easily held up by her full breasts, and also showed off her lovely bare shoulders.  Carmen sat to my left and the three girls occupied the other positions completely filling all the chairs.    My future daughters, provided that I lived, were Margarita, age 10, Elizabeth, 8, and Patricia, 5.  All of them had lovely brown skin, sported long dark hair and wore white dresses, which I’m sure helped to keep them cool during the hot Mexican summers.  They were very quiet and just sat there politely smiling.

Sitting there Emma and I occasionally looked at one another and smiled, and as we exchanged glances, I could see that she was quite smitten with me.  Continuing to sit there I wished I’d learned some Spanish while in school, that way at least I’d have been able to have communicate with her to some degree. 

Gazing at me with her dark brown eyes Emma said something to me in Spanish and Carmen quickly translated, “She said she is excited that you have agreed to become her husband.”

Not knowing what to really say back to my future bride, as we’d never even been out on a date I said, “Gracias.”

Once again, she said something to me and Carmen blurted out, “She wants to know if you have any children from any previous wives or relationships?”

I shook my head and said, “No, and I’ve never been married.”

She then said something else to me and Carmen asked, “How many children would you like to have?”

“With you?” I said looking at Emma.

“Of course, with her,” said Carmen, who then rolled her eyes upward and said, “Aye yay yay!”

Bobbing my head from left to right I finally said, “This is all kind of sudden and I’ve not really had a chance to think about it, so why don’t we just take it as it comes?”

Carmen then said to her, “¿Tres o cuatro está bien?”

Emma looked at Carmen and they both giggled and then Emma then turned her head toward me and said in English, “Yes,” and subsequently under the table I suddenly felt her hand on my thigh, which told me she was ready to get started right away.

“Carmen, I don’t speak much Spanish, but did you just tell her that three or four babies are okay?”

With a surprised look she said, “Mr. Adrian, you speak more Spanish than I thought.  Yes, I did say that.”

“Why?”

“It would be too much to explain to her, and I wouldn’t want to hurt her feelings.”

“Explain that to me; how would my statement hurt her feelings?”

“You see, we are not in the U.S. Mr. Adrian, as this is a small village in Mexico, and the role of the woman is quite different.  Here, in our culture, we take a great deal of pride in being a woman, taking care of the house, and having our husband’s children.  You not being interested in having children would make her feel less of a woman, as much of our identity is tied to these roles, plus she thinks the two of you would have great looking kids.  Do you understand?”

“I guess so.”

“Good, and there’s something you’re going to find with us that you won’t find with white women like you are used to back home.”

“What’s that?”

“We have much higher sex drives, but you will find that out soon enough.”

“Provided I live, that is.”

“You will.”

“By the way, when will we be doing the ceremony?  If that doesn’t work then it’s game over, if you know what I mean.  Not to mention, I feel really exhausted as the trip down here wiped me out and I’ve still not fully recovered.”

“It will be tonight.  We will take you to the ruins just before midnight.”

“Okay good.”

“You’d better go ahead and get some sleep Mr. Adrian.  We will wake you up when it’s time to go.”

“Thanks Carmen,” I said as I stood up from the table.

Emma also stood up and smiled at me, took me by the arm and escorted me to the bedroom door, spoke to me in Spanish and headed back toward the table.

I went in and immediately lay down on the less than comfortable mattress, which was apparently not a problem as I was asleep in no time.

**********

I awoke to the feeling of someone rubbing my forehead and as I looked up, I saw the face of Emma smiling at me, visible by only a single candle burning on the bedside table.  As I looked at her, I could not help but notice how beautiful she was as she sat there on the side on my bed gazing at me.  Smiling back at her I said, “I want to thank you for your hospitality, Emma.”

She shrugged her shoulders, said something in Spanish, probably like I didn’t understand a word you just said, and continued by stroking the side of my head with her fingers.

Propping myself up on my elbows I whispered, “You are incredibly beautiful Emma, and if this ceremony actually works, I guess you’re going to be my bride.”

Knowing she did not understanding what I was saying I figured that I could say what I wanted and continued, “Once you’re my wife, I’m going to fuck the hell out of you every night.  You’re just too pretty not to.”

Leaning down she kissed me on the lips and the next thing I knew our mouths were open and our tongues were spinning like crazy as she was a great kisser and definitely knew her way around, which was really turning me on.  Moving her hand to my crotch she started to rub me through my pants and in no time my manhood was as hard as granite.  Lowering my zipper, I was amazed at how quickly she was moving, but apparently, she wasn’t wasting a lot of time on extended foreplay.  Taking my member out she began to massage it with her hand and she soon moved her head downward and took me into her mouth.  With expert skill she bobbed up and down while using her tongue simultaneously to stimulate my tip which was causing me immense pleasure like I’d never experienced before.

Then standing up she dropped her red dress to the floor, and Emma’s beautiful body with its firm breasts and perfect curves stood there before me, and as I looked into her eyes I could see that she was ready to give herself to me completely.  Climbing on top of me she once again began to kiss me, all the while unbuttoning my shirt exposing my chest and she began running her fingers through my chest hair.  Taking my manhood, she began rubbing it against her opening, and as she massaged it against her womanhood, she became even more turned on than before, her breathing now very heavy.  Finally, she sat up, grabbed me firmly and began to lower herself onto me, and I slid right in as she was incredibly wet, and thank goodness for that as she was naturally very tight.  I’d always thought that once women had several kids, they were a little loose, but not her as I was doing good to get it in.

Closing her eyes, she began to move up and down and every time my manhood hit against her clit she moaned lightly with delight.  Watching her beautiful body mounted on top of me turned me on even more than I already was, and I knew I wasn’t going to last long at the rate we were going.  I loved it and hated it all at the same time as I wanted to make a good impression, especially if we were going to be getting married.  I didn’t want her to think I was too fast of a shooter, if you know what I mean.  Moving even faster Emma leaned forward, now bracing herself by having put her hands on my shoulders, now rocking her hips even faster than before.  She really knew how to work it, just like a porn star, and I was seconds away from losing it.

With her eyes still closed she continued to pound away on me even harder than before and the next thing I knew she had a contorted look on her face that told me she had come, but she kept it quiet and did not make any noise, most likely to try and not wake everyone in the house.  Her timing was perfect because at that exact moment I came, and I released myself inside her, and she kept rocking me with her hips until she knew that I had finished completely.

Looking up at her I threw up hands up slightly with my palms up and said, “Sorry.”

Chuckling she said, “Es okay,” and kissed me.

Somehow, she knew exactly what I meant without speaking her language, the fact that I hadn’t lasted three minutes in the sack was probably a dead giveaway.

She then dismounted and snuggled up next to me and I pulled a sheet over us to cover our nakedness.  As we lay there, I thought about how wonderful the experience was that I’d just had with her and how I could totally get used to sleeping with this woman.  She was sexy and an absolute super star in the bedroom and a pretty good housekeeper to boot.  However, in no time I was out, and I slept until Carmen woke me up a couple of hours later.

“Mr. Adrian.”

“What?”

“Come on, it’s time to go.”

“It is?”

“Yes.  I see you’ve been getting to know my sister better,” she said.

Looking over at Emma still fast asleep I said, “Yeah, I guess so.”

Waking up, Emma was surprised to see Carmen in the room and grabbed the sheet and pulled it up even tighter to make sure that she was not showing any nakedness in front of her sister.

Carmen said something to her in Spanish and she said something back and they both laughed, and the only thing I caught was what I thought was the word grande.

Climbing out of bed I located my clothes strewn about on the concrete floor, got them on and then proceeded to follow Carmen through the door opening.  As I looked back at the bed, I saw that Emma had fallen back asleep, so I kissed her on the forehead and headed out for what was to be my salvation, or not.

I have omitted the actual ceremony that I participated in from this story, as the elders of the village insisted that it be kept secret and they made me swear that I would never repeat anything that happened during the ritual.  Out of respect for their country, customs, and traditions, I agreed.  So, I’m sorry I can’t share any of the details with you, but I’m sure you understand and would show the same respect.


Chapter 5

Carmen and I headed back to Mexico City the next morning to catch our plane as it appeared the ceremony did not work as planned and I was still ill and felt even worse.  Clearly, my marriage to Emma was off at this point as who wants to marry a guy that’s getting ready to kick the bucket?  Personally, I did like having sex with her, but you probably knew that already.

Without much success, I tried to sleep on the aircraft but could not as that’s one thing I’ve never been able to do on long or short haul flights.

Carmen and I arrived back at my place about 5:30 p.m. and she was nice enough to prepare me a meal and wanted to make sure I was settled in for the night.  She told me that she was sorry that the ritual did not work, and I told her to forget about it because at least we tried, and that was something.  Heading home for the night she suggested that I turn in early and try and get some rest since I’d not slept in close to twenty-four hours.  I promised her that I would go to bed immediately after she left, and as soon as she did I put on my pajamas bottoms and a t-shirt, climbed into bed, and in no time I was in dreamland, sleeping like a baby.

**********

As my eyes opened and I looked at the ceiling I could see that it was morning; the large wall clock showed that it was 8:15 a.m.  Wow, had I really slept over thirteen hours?  It would appear so!  Continuing to lay there I noticed something else, my aches and pains were gone, and I had my energy back, and I felt absolutely wonderful.  This was fantastic; I hadn’t felt this good in over six months.  Had the ceremony really worked?

Throwing the bedcovers back I swung my legs around and sat up on the side of the bed, and as I did, I felt a sensation on my chest that was almost heaviness.  Taking my hands to check out what I was feeling it was undeniable that I now had breasts.  No, couldn’t be!

As I was about to feel under my shirt, I caught a glimpse of my hands and noticed that they were now quite small, and were about the size of well, a woman’s hands.  What the fuck?!

Sliding my hands under my t-shirt I confirmed that I had a pair of breasts, a real pair of titties, which were soft to the touch.

Heading into the bathroom I flicked on the light and then looked in the mirror and it was worse than I thought; not only did I have breasts but I was an actual woman, and by the looks of it: Hispanic, with light brown skin, dark eyes, and shoulder length hair.  To boot, I’d also lost several inches, about ten I estimated, making me about 5’0” even.

What am I going to do?  I thought to myself.  How did this happen?  Was it from the ceremony and it just now caught up with me? 

I heard the front door open and knew it was Carmen who was coming to work, and boy was she going to be surprised.  As she walked in, I heard her call out, “Good morning Mr. Adrian,” but I did not know what that meant.  Why was she speaking in a language that I did not understand?  She’d never done that before.

Walking out of the bathroom I saw that Carmen had just entered the bedroom, and as she did, she was speaking but I did not understand her.

“Mr. Adrian how are you feeling?”

“Carmen, you’re not going to believe what’s happened?” and as I tried to communicate those words they came out of my mouth in Spanish. 

“I can see that Mr. Adrian is definitely feeling better,” she commented, and I understood.

Surprised to see me, or should I say the person standing in front of her, she asked, “Where is Mr. Adrian?” in a language I could understand, which was clearly now Spanish, which our conversation was conducted in from that point forward.

“Carmen, it’s me,” I said.

“Me who?”

“Adrian.”

With an annoyed look on her face she asked, “You’re Adrian?”

“Yes.”

“Mr. Adrian.”

Nodding, I said, “That’s right, the guy you work for, that you just went to Mexico with.”

Laughing hysterically, she said, “Mr. Adrian, you’re trying to play a trick on me.  Very funny.  Where are you?” she asked while scanning the room.

“I know this is hard to believe, but it truly is me.  I’m Adrian.  I changed into a woman overnight.  Could this have been from the ceremony?”

Still looking put off she said, “Okay, I’ll play along for the moment girl, but if you’re really not Adrian, you little bitch I’m gonna whip your ass.”

I’d never seen the mean side of her before, but it was clear that she did not appreciate practical jokes, which is what she thought was going on at that moment in time.

“Please Carmen, ask me a question, any number of questions and I will answer; you’ll see it’s me. 

“Okay, where did you and I first meet?”

“At the grocery store.”

“How do you normally pay me each week?”

“Check.”

“When we were in Mexico where did we stay?”

“At your sister’s house.”

“What did we agree you would do in the event that you were cured?”

“That I would marry your sister.”

I could tell by the expression on her face that I was making good progress, but she still had a few questions to go.

“Ah yes, and you were going to bring her and her daughter her to live as well.”

“Carmen, you know she has three daughters.”

“It’s a shame how her husband left her and those girls, don’t you think?”

“You know that he was killed in a mine while working.”

“What color dress did Emma wear at dinner?”

“Red.”

Her eyes now, growing in size, indicated that she was almost convinced it was me.

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Enjoy what?”

“You know, our last night in Mexico, where we made love by the fireplace.”

Shaking my head, I said, “It was with Emma in the bedroom.  Are you convinced yet?”

“Holy Mary!  Is that really you Mr. Adrian?”

“It is, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.  Carmen, I think the ceremony finally worked, because I feel great.  I think I’m cured, but there was a side effect that turned me into a woman, if you hadn’t noticed.”

“Aye yay yay.”

“Do you know what could have possibly happened?”

“During the ceremony I think we must have gotten some of the words wrong, well not us but you.  I think you didn’t get your speaking part exactly right.” she said.

“But enough of them were right where it actually cured me?”

“Yes.”

“Just later.”

“Correct,” she said as she nodded.

“And turned me into a woman.”

“I’m afraid so.”

“Oh, and one more question, have you noticed how I’m fluent in Spanish?”

“I did pick up on that.  Do you know any English at all?”

“I’m not sure, but I don’t think so.”

Carmen said in English, “What am I saying?” but it was gibberish and I shook my head as I did not know what the words meant.

“Is it possible to take me back to Mexico to the temple and fix this, to where I get my body back, and I can speak English?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, I don’t think so.  But I will ask the elders immediately if they’ve ever heard of anything like this before.  If they can fix it, we will head back to Mexico, if not ….”

“If not, I’d better get used to life as a Hispanic woman who only speaks only Spanish, hadn’t I?”

“Yes Mr. Adrian.”

“Carmen, from this point you might want to think about referring to me as Miss Adrian, or should I say Adriana.”

“Adriana is a very pretty name and suits you quite well, as you are a very attractive woman.”

“Thanks, I think.”

“And we need to do something about those clothes you are wearing as they are pretty baggy and don’t look good on you.”

“I know, I’ve already adjusted the drawstring on the pants multiple times to keep them from falling down.”


Chapter 6

Carmen said the first thing we needed to do was feed me.  She made me a very nice breakfast of all my favorites including scrambled eggs, toast, hash browns and even several pieces of bacon, all of which I just woofed down.

“That food was delicious; thank you very much,” I said.

“You are welcome.”

“Carmen, I have to admit, I’m not even sure where to start with all this.  What do I even do?”

“I know mija; I’m sure it’s a lot to take in.  You’re not only a woman but a Mexican woman, and one that doesn’t speak any English.”

“Where do I even start?”

“First off, you work from home so that’s a plus, except you don’t know the English required to fully run your business.”

“That is a bummer,” I said.  “I know how to operate it and everything about it, but I can’t fully run it as I can’t speak or understand English.”

“Not a problem, I’ll help you until you learn enough English to do it by yourself.”

“Oh my God, that’s right, I’m going to have to study English, and relearn everything, and from what I’m told it can be quite a difficult language to learn.”

“You will do fine.  You’re very smart Miss Adriana.”

It was definitely going to take me a bit to get used to that, Miss Adriana.  After about three decades of being Adrian, the guy, I’m now Adriana, the girl.

“You ready to go shopping?”

“Shopping?”

“Yes, we need to get you some women’s clothes.”

“Oh no, I’m not doing that.”

“But Miss Adriana, you have to, you don’t have anything to wear.”

“What if they can change me back, then I will have wasted money on women’s clothes I’ll never reuse again.”

“Not true, if we get you changed back then we can give them to my sister Emma, who is right about your size.”

“If they are able to change me back do, I still have to marry your sister?”

“Yes.  She’s a nice girl.  Don’t you like her?”

“Well, yeah.”

“I noticed you liked her when she was in the bedroom mounted up on top of you riding you like a pony.”

“Carmen, were you watching us?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, I just happened to see that while I was passing by the room.”

Hearing the beep of a cell phone she reached into her purse and pulled out her cell phone and began to read a message that had just come in silently. 

After finishing she said, “Well, do you want the good news first?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’ll take the bad first.”

“Okay, they can’t change you back.”

“Damn it!  If that’s the bad news what is the good news?”

“I sent Emma a picture of you and she thinks you are very pretty.”

“She does?”

“Yes, she’s always had a little bit of a bi streak in her.”

“So that’s the good news?”

“Not totally, she says if you want, she will still come here and marry you.”

“Tell her thanks, and I will think about it, but I’ve got a lot going on right now.”

“Okay, I’m telling her now,” Carmen said as she typed away on her mobile device, and when finished she asked, “Ready to go shopping?”

“I guess.”

“Okay, let’s go.  We’ll stop by my place and find something to hold you over while we shop because you certainly can’t go looking like that.”


Chapter 7

Stopping at Carmen’s apartment she had me change out of my pajama bottoms and t-shirt, lent me a pair of panties and bra, and then handed me a red sun dress which looked very similar to the one her sister Emma had been wearing a couple of days ago in Mexico.

“This looks almost like that dress your sister was wearing the other day,” I said.

Nodding she said, “It’s a common style dress for Mexico.  You should look pretty in it.”

It was not the effect I was going before but I wasn’t going to argue, as what choice did, I have.  So, I shut up and sat still as she then brushed my hair, and after finishing I looked in the mirror, and had to admit that it looked nicer than before.

Carmen then insisted on me putting on some makeup, which I initially resisted, but after arguing with her decided that I had bigger battles to fight in this war, and this was not going to be one of them.  In the end I was glad I let her because when she was finished, I was quite pleased at the results, as I looked way better with a little makeup.

Finding a pair of flat sandals for me to wear, and a purse for me to carry my stuff in as I had no pockets, I was ready to go shopping.

The first place we stopped at was a large retailer, which was fine with me, but I was really curious as to why we were not going to the mall.

“Why don’t we go to the mall?” I asked as we were walking across the parking lot.

“Are you kidding?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No.”

“For one thing the mall is expensive, and they charge way too much.”

“It’s okay, I’ve got money.”

“And number two mija is if we go to a department store in the mall that’s going to get more attention.”

“It is?”

“Yes, because they are going to ask our name, and if we are in the computer, and that’s going to create potential trouble for a Mexican woman who can’t speak any English, and has no driver’s license, who is potentially using someone else’s credit card.  Remember?  Your credit card has someone else’s name on it, and you have no id if asked to verify that’s your credit card.”

“Wow, you sure have all this thought out,” I said.

“We go to the big retailers, try the clothes on, slide your credit card at the self-checkout and no one is the wiser.”

“I’m sure glad I’ve got you to guide me through this.  Have you done this before?”

“It’s the least I could do, after getting you changed into a woman, and yes, I have done this before.  Remember, when I came here originally, I came illegally.”

The day turned out to be quite busy as I had no idea how much time it took to select and try on women’s clothing.  I couldn’t begin to tell you how many items a girl tries on before she finds something that fits to her satisfaction.  By the end of our shopping trip I had accumulated a number of dresses, a couple of pair of slacks, and some jeans that I would have to be poured into to wear them.  I also bought several tops, earrings, necklaces, rings, bracelets, underwear, bras, and a variety of shoes including flats, heels and sandals.  I also purchased some makeup which Carmen picked out for me which she promised to teach me how to use.

Climbing into the car I asked, “Are we done yet?”

“Getting close chica,” she replied.

The next place we stopped at was a shop in the part of town we called Little Mexico and that is where I got my ears pierced and let me tell you, it hurt like hell.  However, Carmen did insist that I needed to get this done as earrings always complement a woman and they are an important accessory.

Afterward we were onto another shop in Little Mexico where my hair was cut and styled.  Personally, I thought it was fine, but Carmen thought it needing a bit of jazzing up because it was so straight.  Then after the new hairdo, I had a manicure and pedicure once again at the insistence of Carmen.  She said I needed to get in the groove of my new role as a woman.  After finishing I had ten toes and fingers all painted candy apple red, which Carmen said was very pretty, and I had to admit it did pick up my appearance a bit and made me stand out.

Walking out the front door of the beauty parlor I asked, “Can we get something to eat?  I’m starved!”

“There’s a little place down the walkway that has good food, and it’s cheap too, let’s go down there.”

Proceeding down the walkway we passed a number of shops, which were common for the area including a cell phone store, an insurance agency, etc.  Passing a store that just happened to be under construction I noticed that there were a number of Hispanic men working doing construction and painting, and I was quite surprised when they started making comments.

“Hey Mamacita,” one of them called out.  “You’re looking good today.”

“You’re looking might fine baby,” another one of them exclaimed.

As we continued to walk away several of them were also whistling at us as well.

“Can you believe the nerve of those guys?” I asked Carmen.

She laughed and said, “In here,” and opened the door to the restaurant which caused some little bells attached to the door to jingle announcing our entry.

Looking around the place was pretty plain overall.  The tables were fairly basic and had decorative plastic tablecloths on them, and there were a number of beer signs in Spanish, which I was easily able to read.  In the background Mexican polka played which was pretty common for a restaurant in this part of town, and I could actually understand the words of the songs.

“Sit wherever you want mija,” one of the women in the back called out to Carmen.

“Okay, thanks Lupe,” she replied.

Grabbing a couple of menus off of the counter Carmen led us to a table in the back where we sat down and then began to look through the food selections offered.

“Oh, by the way, did you hear those workmen harassing us as we walked by them?”

“They were not harassing us.”

“You’ve got to be putting me on!  What do you call it?”

“They thought we, mainly you, were pretty and were letting us know.  You’re an attractive Mexican woman and men are going to be attracted to you.”

“What do you mean Mexican?  Shouldn’t you call me Hispanic?”

Laughing she said, “Mija, Hispanic is a term that the U.S. Government lumps all Latinos into.  If you’re from anywhere south of the U.S. border and of Spanish descent you are Hispanic.  I personally am Mexican, meaning I am from Mexico, and as a matter of fact so are you.”

“Anyway, back to the topic at hand, I hope being whistled at like that is not too common, as it’s a little disrespectful.”

“White Americans are so sensitive about stuff like that, the way you people are totally amazes me.”

“What do you mean?”

“We accept it as it’s just kind of the way men are, but you people won’t even let your men be men.  No wonder your country is full of men wanting to be women, you’ve driven them to it with your political correctness.  You do stuff like complain that a man opened the door for you and that was insulting to you and you’re going to do some shit like report him to the #metoo movement.  I love the U.S. but you people sometimes drive me crazy. 

I could see that she was kind of agitated from the topic we were discussing and decided not to argue with her since I needed her badly right now, for everything, so I was going to just keep my mouth shut.

“Perhaps I overreacted,” I said.

“You will get used to it, and besides, you may end up married to a guy just like one of those you were complaining about chica.”

“Are you kidding?”

Right about that time a Hispanic, or should I say Mexican, lady in her mid-forties wearing a traditional looking dress which was blue in color came up to the table and greeted us.

“Sorry I took so long.  How have you been Carmen?”

“Doing well, just been out shopping with my …., cousin.  She’s up here visiting from Mexico.  Lupe this is Adrian,” the laughing she said, “Adriana, Adriana this is my good friend Lupe.”

“Good to meet you,” Lupe said.

“And it is nice to meet you as well,” I said to her and smiled.

“So how long are you here?” she asked.

“I’m actually here for an indefinite period of time.”

“Really?  You don’t have to get back to your husband or children?”

“I’m single.”

“You are?  Hey, I’ve got a younger brother I’ve been trying to fix up for a while.  He’s an electrician and makes good money.  Want me to fix you up on a date with him?”

Carmen jumped in and said, “Hey she just got here, let’s get her settled in before we go matchmaking and get her married off.”

“Okay, but if you change your mind my brother Alex is available.  Plus, he’s fluent in English as well.  Anyway, what would you ladies like to eat?”

I said, “I think I will have the three tacos with rice and beans.  Oh, and can I have flour tortillas?”

“Flour tortillas?  What part of Mexico are you from?”

Carmen jumped in and said, “Adriana thinks she may have developed a corn allergy and is trying to stay with flour tortillas, as much as she prefers corn.”

Not really knowing what Carmen was talking about I decided I’d just better go with it and said, “Yes, it’s true.”

“Okay good, I was wondering if you were a gringa or something,” and then she started laughing, and Carmen and I joined in the laughter.

“I’ll have the same as Adriana, but make mine corn tortillas please?”

“What can I bring you to drink?” Lupe responded.

“I’ll have water,” I said.

“Me too,” replied Carmen.

“Okay, be right back,” Lupe said, and she walked away out of sight.

Sitting there with Carmen she said, “By the way, when you’re in a local Mexican restaurant, our people eat corn tortillas, not flour.”

“They do?”

Nodding her head, she said, “It’s just not all that common, unless you’re a white American.”

“I guess I’ve got a lot to learn.  Oh, and by the way, what do you mean I might end up married to a man like one of those that we passed?”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “You have no identity papers or actually identity at all if you get right down to it, you can’t fully run your own business because you don’t know English; if push came to shove you might have to get married to stay here.  You could pretty much have your pick of the men as pretty as you are.”

I’m sure I was looking annoyed at that point and asked, “Is that a fact?”

Nodding she said, “Maybe.  And by the way, you don’t want to go out with Lupe’s brother, I’ve got another man, my step cousin for lack of a better term, I could fix you up with that owns his own construction company, and he makes good money.  Plus, he’s way better looking than….”

Looking up Carmen said, “Lupe, thanks for bringing our drinks.”

“You’re welcome mija,” she said as she sat our drinks down on the table and then once again headed off toward the kitchen.

“Like I said, he’s way better looking than,” pointing in the direction of Lupe, “Than you-know-whose brother.”

“I think I’m going to try some other stuff before I throw in the towel and get married.  Plus, I’ve got money in the bank and can last for quite some time before I’m homeless and out of the street, and am forced to become a Mexican bride.  Plus, there’s one thing you’re forgetting.”

“What’s that?”

“If I lost my house, I could always move in with you,” I said with an impish smile.

Sitting there silently for a moment she said, “You’re going to be fine my friend, and I will help you every step of the way.”


Chapter 8

After returning home, Carmen left me on my own for the evening and I decided it was time to face reality.  I was not going to be returning to my life as Adrian anytime in the near future and probably not in the distant future either, so I should prepare myself to live in my new reality. 

Problem one, Adriana Terry did not exist.  Solution, create her.  Remember how I told you that I worked from home at the beginning of this story?  I did not tell you what I did for a living.  I’m an I.T. Security Specialist.  To create the new me, I logged into every state and federal agency, with Carmen’s translation assistance, and doctored my records, turning Adrian Terry into Adriana Terry.  I won’t bore you with the details but over the next week the transition was complete, and I had a valid and updated birth certificate, driver license, bank accounts, automotive title, and utility bills.  That was enough to get me up and running and I would take care of the rest of the stuff later.

Problem two, English.  Aya yay yay!  Did you know that English is one of the most difficult languages in the world to learn?  I would never have believed it until it was my turn to learn it as an adult.  When you’re a little kid you soak up learning languages like a sponge; when you’re about thirty it’s a game changer.  I got online and studied everything that I could to try and bring myself up to speed on my former native language.  I also decided that I would try and keep a television running at all times where I could listen to people speaking English which would hopefully help me as well.

It had been two months since my change and I was a little disappointed at the speed at which I was learning and wanted to learn faster, so I enrolled in an immersion course taught by a man and his wife in their home.  Carlos and Maria were fluent in English and Spanish and he taught the people learning Spanish and she taught the people learning English.  The class was for ten weeks two days a week and for three hours each night.  The class was pretty brutal as no Spanish was allowed in the classroom and if you slipped up you had to put a quarter in the piggy bank.  The piggy bank money was to be used after the last meeting when we all went out to dinner to celebrate our graduation.

During breaks we would have snacks and drinks in their kitchen as they were very hospitable and liked you feeling right at home.  Sometimes the class next to ours that taught Spanish would go on break at the same time as ours and that’s where the story gets interesting.

I was about four weeks into my class, and I felt I was really learning English quite well, at least better from where I started, and my confidence with the language was growing.  That night I was feeling unstoppable but did not feel that way, well not completely, after what happened.

On break I’d just gotten a piece of cake in the kitchen and was walking to the table to sit down and eat it.  It was one of my classmate’s birthday and Carlos and Maria had bought a cake for the occasion.  The next thing I knew a man walked right into me causing the paper plate containing the cake to crash right into me smearing chocolate cake all over my white dress.  As I looked down at the stain, I’m sure I had a look of horror on my face as my beautiful frock was now stained and I’m sure I looked a mess.

Looking at my dress and then at me he said in English, “I am so sorry, I can’t believe I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

By this time, I was able to understand the part where he said he was sorry but was fuzzy on everything else, probably because I was pissed off.

Trying to speak in English I know my accent was heavy as I said, “It’s okay,” was a less than friendly look on my face.

Looking at the man who had just crashed into me I could see that he was a distinguished looking man in his early to mid-thirties, dark brown hair, green eyes, and was wearing a suit.  He was a nice-looking gentleman and probably had no trouble with meeting ladies, and immediately after I thought that I wondered why that thought had even crossed my mind.

In perfect Spanish he said, “Here let me help you clean this up.”

Surprised by his ability to speak perfect Spanish I said, “It’s okay, it was an accident.”

Maria said, “You poor thing, come with me to the bathroom and I’ll get a washcloth and towel and you can try to get cleaned up.”

Following her to the bathroom I went in and began to work on my dress with the wet cloth, but the stain was in there to stay, at least for the moment.  So I wouldn’t have to continue sitting in class with a big chocolate stain on my white dress Maria lent me a light jacket to put on which covered the unsightly mess.

Returning to the kitchen from the bathroom the man who had crashed into me was standing there waiting on my return.

“How did it go?” he asked.

“It’s not coming out, at least not here and now.  When I get home, I’ll run it through the washer.  Perhaps if it soaks it will come out.”

“I can’t tell you again how sorry I am about this; if the stain doesn’t come out I’m going to buy you a new dress,” and with that he handed me a business card which showed his name as Richard Parks and he was an immigration attorney.

Standing there looking at him, I was still agitated that he hadn’t been watching where he was going and messed up my dress.  However, there was something I liked about him, and the longer I stood there with him, the more the feeling grew.

“It will probably be okay, so don’t worry about it,” I said to him.

Looking at his left hand I could see that he was not wearing a wedding ring, and after I noticed that I’d just checked to see if he was married, I was once again disturbed at my thoughts and actions.

“I mean it, call me if it doesn’t come out and I will make this right.  By the way, I’m Richard.”

“Ah, just like it says on your business card.”

Laughing he said, “Yeah, that’s right.  And it’s good to meet you ….”

“Adriana,” and we shook hands.

“Well I guess we’d better get back to class,” he said, “Don’t hesitate to call me, okay?”

“I promise.”

He shot me a big warm smile before he turned and walked away and headed back toward his classroom.

Maria walked up beside me and joined me as I watched him walking away.

“He’s cute, isn’t he?”

Shrugging my forehead, I said, “I hadn’t noticed.”

Laughing she said, “I think he kind of likes you.”

Shaking my head, I said, “He was just being polite because he messed up my dress.”

“Mm hmmm.”

“I’d better get back to class, I’m sure we’re getting ready to start back,” I said.

I began to walk toward my classroom and as I did I thought about what Maria had just said to me.  Despite the fact that I had dismissed it, I knew by the way he looked at me that he was digging me, which didn’t really bother me.  After all he’s a man and they look at women.  What did get my attention was that Maria was right, he was cute, and the fact that I thought that unsettled me.


Chapter 9

I’d just looked at the clock and it was about 2:30 p.m. when I heard, “Hey mija, that stain came out of your dress,” and as Carmen finishing her sentence she walked into my office and showed it to me.

“That’s fantastic,” I replied, “I was sure the dress was done for and you saved it.  You certainly are a miracle worker.”

“Hey chica, nothing to it.  Between stain remover, bleach, and soaking in the washer that stain never stood a chance against me.”

We laughed at her comment and I said, “It’s true, you certainly are the best.”

“So, how did it happen?  You dropped chocolate cake on your dress?”

Not wanting to tell her everything, mainly because of the unsettling feelings that had been developing inside me I said, “Yes,” and turned back to my computer screen to continue working.

“You’re pretty careful and very particular, so it’s hard to imagine you making such a mess on the front of your dress.”

“These things happen, even to the best of us,” and I continued working.

“So, I see you’re making progress with your work?”

“Yes I am.  You know, when I lost my ability to speak English, I didn’t lose my I.T. skills, they remained with me, and for some reason I know what a lot of this stuff means, even though I’m not totally fluent in English yet.”

“It seems like you’re doing really well with your English, I’m actually quite impressed.  I bet you’re going to be fluent in no time.”

“Thanks Carmen, I’m not giving up and am determined to become fluent in English, no matter how hard I have to work.”

“That’s the spirit mija, you certainly are a fighter.  Hey, let me run out front and check the mail in your box.”

I nodded and continued working as Carmen walked out of the room. 

A couple of minutes later I heard her talking to someone which was strange, as I was the only person in the house, or so I thought.  As I looked up, I got quite a surprise when I saw Carmen escorting my new friend from Spanish school, Richard Parks, into my office.

“Look who I found outside while I was checking mail,” she said as she smiled at me.

Standing up I said in English, “Oh, hi.  It’s good to see you Mr. Parks,” and smiled at him.

“It’s good to see you as well,” he replied.

In Spanish he said, “Adriana I felt so bad about messing up your dress last night I just wanted to stop by and see if the stain came out okay.”

Opening my hand and motioning him toward my office sofa I said, “Please have a seat,” and as he sat I joined him.

“It came out just fine, didn’t it Carmen?” and as I looked over at her she had an impish grin on her face and I knew what she was thinking.

“Oh yes, no problem,” and she then winked at me and walked out of the room.

“I am so glad to hear that, what a relief,” he said.

“It was so nice of you to stop by and check but that wasn’t necessary.  By the way, how did you find me?”

“After you left last night, I asked one of your classmates what your last name was, and the rest was easy since we have a driver’s license information lookup system at my office.  So, I thought I would stop by and check on the disaster I created last night.”

Sitting there for a moment he then said, “Oh my God, I’ve got all the trademarks of a stalker, don’t I?  Found out your last name, and then found your address online.  I’m just making this worse.”

Laughing I said, “It’s fine, don’t worry about it.”

Shaking his head, he said, “Well, I just wanted to make sure that everything was okay, after all, in addition to messing up your dress I know it probably created an uncomfortable situation for you.”

“Mr. Parks ….”

“Please; Richard,” he replied.

“Richard, it’s done and over with and everything is okay.”

“So, I am forgiven?”

“Completely,” I replied, and we both chuckled.

“Good.  Even though I’m forgiven would you let me make it up to you?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I said all was forgiven, you don’t have to make up anything to me.”

“I would feel a whole lot better if you would at least let me take you out to dinner,” he said, and after he finished speaking, he sat there gazing into my eyes, and for some reason, I couldn’t resist gazing back at him.

This guy was asking me out on a date, a real honest to goodness date, like between a man and a woman, which was something I’d never done before.  Okay, that’s not true, but previously my experience had been limited to being a guy and going out with a woman, so this was a definite game changer. 

“You know you don’t have to do that,” I said.

Nodding he said, “I know, but I’d like to make up for that whole incident.”

“Richard, you don’t have to make up for anything.”

Pausing for a moment he asked, “May I ask you a personal question?”

“Of course.”

“Do you not want to go because you’re seeing someone?  If that’s the case I understand because I would never want to create a problem for you.”

Chuckling I said, “Richard, I’m not seeing anyone.”

Nodding he said, “Okay, well the offer stands if you change your mind.”

We sat there silently for a bit when he finally said in a discouraged tone, “Well, I’ve taken up enough of your time and I’d better get going,” and he stood up.

He was such a nice guy, successful, and even good looking, but I was uncomfortable at the prospect of going out on a date with a man.  If I was going to go out with a man he would definitely be at the top of my list because he had so many good qualities, but I was truly afraid and not sure if I should.  I did have to admit that it was very cute that way that he came over to my house wanting to make sure the dress was not damaged so he could ask me out, as that was very clear.  By looking at him it was obvious that he could have just about any woman he wanted, and he was interested in me, so I decided to roll the dice.

Standing up I said, “Richard I want to thank you again for coming over to check on the dress, you are such a thoughtful man,” and I smiled at him.

He nodded and said, “Glad everything was okay.”

Pausing for a moment I asked, “So, when did you want to take me to dinner?”

His face lit up like a Christmas tree as I completed my sentence and asked, “You just let me know and I’ll be here to pick you up.”

“I also need to admit something to you Richard.”

Shrugging his forehead, he said, “Yes?”

“I’m a little out of practice on dating, so will you promise to take this slow?  Maybe we start out as friends and see where it goes?  Will you promise me that?”

“Adriana, that’s all I ask,” he said sincerely, and he looked at me with loving eyes.

“Good.  By the way, I’m free tomorrow night if you are,” I said.

“I certainly am, can I pick you up at 7:00 p.m.?”

“That would be perfect.  Where are we going?”

“What do you like?”

“Anything but Mexican,” I replied, and we chuckled.

Walking him to the front door I opened it and he stepped through the door frame and then turned back around and looked at me and said, “Well, I’ll see you tomorrow night.”

Nodding I said, “Okay, see you then.”

He turned and walked down the sidewalk, opened the door to his car, and before he got in gave me one final wave, and I waved back.

After the started his engine I closed the front door and headed back to my office where I was greeted by Carmen, and I knew what was coming.

“Hey, I was trying to think of a song and was wondering if you could help me with trying to remember what it was.”

A strange request I thought but I said, “I will do my best.”

“Oh, never mind I just remembered the words, it goes like this, love is in the air ….”

She stopped and then began laughing, and I just stood there looking at her.

“So, you got chocolate cake all over your dress?  I knew there was something funny about that.”

“The reason I didn’t tell you was because I knew you would make a big deal about this and it’s nothing, he’s just someone from school.”

“Someone who’s taking you out to dinner tomorrow night,” she said.

“And how did you know that?  Were you listening to our conversation?”

Shrugging her shoulders and throwing her hands up in the air she said, “I just happened to be passing by while you were talking about it.”

“That sure seems to happen with you a lot, you’re just passing by the room when someone is making love or having a private conversation,” I said in an annoyed tone.

Once again she shrugged her shoulders.

“We’re just going out as friends, like business colleagues, nothing more.”

“Mm hmmm, I know what kind of business,” she said and then made a circle using her left thumb and forefinger and stuck her right forefinger through the hole and started going back and forth.

“Carmen!”

She burst out laughing and said, “I’m sorry, I just couldn’t resist.”

“It’s not like that.  We’re just friends going out for dinner.”

“Mm hmmm.”

“And stop saying Mm hmmm.”

“Adriana, I’m glad to see you moving on with your life.  It’s been three months since your switch and it’s good to see you starting to live.  I’m sorry I was poking fun at you.”

Looking at her I said, “Well, it’s okay.  Forget about it.”

“He is very nice looking and would be a good match for you.”

“How do you figure that?”

“He’s a gringo that speaks Spanish well, which is exactly what you need.  You wouldn’t really have anything in common with a Mexican man.  You may be a little brown on the outside but you’re white on the inside, just like those cookies.  That’s why you really need a white guy.”

Standing there for a moment I finally responded by saying, “You know Carmen, you’re actually correct, I would have nothing in common with a Latin type, despite looking like them and speaking the language.”

She nodded her head once slightly and then asked, “So mija, do you like him?”

“He is a very nice man, and I think he would be a good friend.”

“I could tell by the way he looked at you that he really likes you.”

Hesitating for a moment I finally said, “You know, you’re right, he really does like me.  And you know, as crazy as it sounds, I think that’s one of the things I like about him, is how much he seem to adore me.  Is that too strong a word?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, that’s a very good word, he really does like you.  So, tell me, do you like him?  Maybe a little bit?”

I stood there thinking about it and after a few moments she added, “I know what you’re going to say, I was a man and I’m used to dating women, so this is all new to me, yes?”

With what I’m sure was a puzzled look on my face I asked, “Yes, how did you know that?”

“I know you, and how you think.  I also know you’ve probably got a battle going on inside yourself where your mind is telling you one thing, and your body is telling you another.  You know, you’re not a man any longer and it is okay for you to be attracted to men, it’s perfectly natural.”

Tears started to run down my face, and I said, “Oh Carmen, I really like this guy, but at the same time it feels wrong.  It’s just like you said, half of me says it’s wrong and half says it’s right.”

“You like him, don’t you?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “I do, so much.  He seems like such a nice guy and I want nothing more than to spend time with him, and I can’t even explain why, but there’s this force drawing me to him.  Despite the fact that it seems wrong there’s magnetism between the two of us that is just undeniable.”

“You need to explore this relationship with him and move forward with it and see where it goes.  If I were as pretty as you and he wanted to go out with me I wouldn’t waste a second even thinking about it.”

“Think so?”

“Yes, after all, you don’t want to spend your life being some sort of a raging lesbian, do you?”

I’m sure I had a bit of a shocked look on my face, as I said, “Carmen!  That doesn’t sound very tolerant.”

“Tolerant is a word for you white Americans, and Mexicans who watch too much American TV.  As far as I’m concerned, a lesbian is a lesbian.  They can do what they want but it’s not my cup of tea, as you people say.  They can be lesbians all they want, and I won’t bother them if they won’t bother me.  However, you’re too pretty not to have a man who can fulfill you’re desires.”

We sat there silently for a moment and then I said, “I appreciate your words my friend, and the things you said were exactly what I needed to hear.”

Giving me a hug, she said, “Glad to help, and after all, I’m kind of the one that got you into this.”

Looking at her with a stone-cold gaze I said, “You are.”

“And I am so sorry mija, I can’t apologize enough.”

I then burst into laughter and said, “Hey, you’re not the only one around here that can give somebody a hard time.”

“So, you were kidding me?”

“Yes.”

“You know that I feel bad about that.”

Nodding I said, “I know, but my fate would have been to have died without the ritual correct?”

“Yes, I guess that’s true.”

“So, I’m alive.  It may not be the way I would have preferred it, but you know what?  I’m actually getting used to it.  And it is better than the alternative of being six feet under, so I am grateful.”

“Thank you so much for that, I’ve been feeling so guilty.”

“It’s okay, but I was wondering if you could do me one more favor?”

“Just ask,” she said.


Chapter 10

Carmen came over Saturday afternoon to help me get ready for my big date with Richard since I wanted to look my best.  Selecting a dress, I chose a cream-colored design that had a floral print, and for shoes I picked out some tan sandals that had a three inch heel.  For jewelry I decided to go with a gold tone and put on a nice conservative necklace with a heart, several bracelets, and a few costume jewelry rings.

“Adriana, you look absolutely beautiful,” Carmen said.

“Thanks, mija,” I replied.

“That dress is a little bit short but that’s okay.”

“It is?  Now you’re making me paranoid.”

Personally, I knew it was a bit short falling about seven inches above my knees, but I didn’t think it was that revealing.

Laughing she said, “Not to worry, you’ve got pretty legs and need to show them off.  He’ll like it, trust me.”

“Carmen I’ve got to admit, I’m really nervous about this.”

“Don’t be, just, how do you Americans say?  Fake it until you make it?”

Laughing I said, “Well, three months ago I was a man, so I guess I’ve done an okay job so far, but to date my faking has not involved the dating process.”

“You are going to do great, and just remember, you’ve got two things on your side.”

“What’s that?”

“You are pretty, and he likes you.  It’ll be pretty hard to mess up, unless you just totally blow it.”

Right about that time the doorbell rang, and Carmen said, “Sounds like your prince has arrived mija.”

“I’ll get it,” I said.

As I opened the front door Richard was standing there and as he saw me a smile came to his face and he said, “Hi.”

Checking him out I could see that he was dressed very nicely and was wearing a dark gray suit and had on a light blue shirt, which went well with his suit.  On top of that I loved his blue and orange pocket square which added the perfect touch to his look.  He was very handsome!

In Spanish he said, “Adriana, you are absolutely beautiful in that dress.”

Looking down and then back up I said, “Thank you, and you look very nice too Richard,” and then I lightly giggled for some reason, probably because I was a girl.

As we stood there, I noticed that he was looking at me from top to bottom, and he was definitely checking out my legs, which made me glad that I had worn this dress.  There was something I liked about him being so attracted me, and it wasn’t just the fact that he had romantic feelings for me.  I clearly had feelings for him too, which filled me with delight, but there was something more.  The way that he cared for me gave me a feeling of power and of confidence on a level I had never experienced before.  In my heart of hearts I knew right then and there that he was mine forever and would do anything that I asked, now or in the future.

“Ready to go?” he asked.

Grabbing my purse off the entryway table I said, “Ready,” and we walked out of the open door, which Carmen closed behind us, and toward Richards’s car.

**********

“Richard, I’m glad you picked this place, I just love French cuisine,” I said while looking across the table at him.

Throwing his hands outward he replied, “I’m glad that you like it.”

“I sure do, the atmosphere is just great, and the wine is delicious.”

“Adriana, there’s something I’ve wanted to ask you.”

“Yes?”

“Are you okay speaking Spanish with me like we’ve been doing, or would you prefer we speak English?”

Smiling I said, “That is so nice of you to ask Richard.”

“Of course.  I try to stay proficient in Spanish and like to practice it every chance that I get, but I did not want to offend you.  After all, you might prefer to speak English for all I know.”

Chuckling I said, “You know that I am still a little rough around the edges when it comes to speaking English, so I’m not offended at all speaking Spanish with you.  Especially since we are getting to know one another.”

Did I just tell him that we are getting to know one another?  Oh boy!  That’s clearly an admission that we are dating.  I’ve got to watch what I say.

“Adriana, you’re English is pretty good, and I think you are making great progress.  You may have a little bit of an accent, but I think you’ll be fluent in no time if you keep up the hard work.”

“Thank you, that’s encouraging to hear.”

“And I’ll try and support you in every way and will start by not spilling anything else, like chocolate cake on your clothing.”

We both started laughing and I said, “Oh Richard, you are so funny.”

As we stopped laughing, I looked across the table at him and was mesmerized by his dreamy eyes and could not stop looking at him, and coincidentally enough, his gaze was fixed on me as well.  I was sure deep down that he was loving this moment just as much as I was, while at the same time feeling a bit of awkwardness, again just like me.

“So, Adriana, I hope it’s not too personal of a question, but your last name is Terry, and yet you do not speak totally fluent English.  Pardon me for asking but were you married before or something?  And I really hope I’m not being too personal with that question.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Richard, not at all.  My parents are deceased.”

And they were. 

“My mother was from Mexico and my father was an American executive in the oil business.  We spent time a lot of time living in Mexico because of the nature of his job.  So, I ended up with an Anglo name, lived much of my life abroad, and graduated from a high school in the U.S. when we moved back here during my senior year.  So, no, it’s a totally valid question.”

I am such a liar, but hey, what’s a girl to do?

“That explains a lot,” he said.

I nodded my head and said, “We spent so much time in Mexico, and between going back and forth I never became really fluent in English.”

“That must have been tough.”

“It was,” I said, “Every time I got on a streak where I was starting to pick up English we moved, pressing the reset button on everything I had learned, and that’s why I have such a heavy accent.”

“Okay, next nosy question, tell me about your work?”

Thinking fast, even though I knew he was going to ask me this stuff at some point, I already had it rehearsed and I started my tale.

“I do I.T. Security.  I run my own company right from my home office.  My work is heavily with countries south of the U.S. border in Mexico, and throughout Central and South America.”

Another lie, all my work is not south of the U.S. border.  Once again, I’m such a lying bastard, or should I say bitch?

Nodding he said, “Yeah, that totally makes sense now that you’ve explained it.  I’m sorry I asked these questions Adriana.”

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s no problem, and I would have done the same if I were you.  After all, you’ve met this woman who runs her own company, she has an Anglo name, and is not fluent in English.  Sounds fishy to me too.”

Aye yay yay.  Hopefully I would not have to make up too many more lies, as that was something I did not like doing.  But, do I tell him the truth?  That I was a guy that got turned into a girl?

After finishing dinner, we left the restaurant and took a walk down Main Street which was full of life.  A few years ago, the downtown area was revitalized and was now full of bars, shops, and restaurants and was a fun place to hang out on weekends.

Richard and I were chatting while walking down the street and thoroughly enjoying ourselves, but then a man passing by made a less than complimentary comment.

“Hey,” he said to Richard, “Why are you with one of them?”

Despite the fact that I was still learning English I was able to understand the conversation.

Richard responded loudly, “What did you just say?”

I could tell Richard was mad as he was puffing out his chest to stand his ground.

“I didn’t stutter,” said the redneck looking character who was about 30, sporting a light beard and wearing a western style shirt, jeans and cowboy boots.

“It’s none of your business what we do; just get on out of here and shut your fucking mouth.”

Standing there looking at Richard, he removed the toothpick from his mouth and threw it on the ground and said, “Boy, I ought to whip your ass,” and then starting edging toward Richard.

In English I said, “Richard, let’s just go.”

“Better do what your wetback says,” said the unsavory cowboy, and then he smiled at Richard waiting on a response.

Grabbing Richard by the hand I started trying to pull him away because I knew he was pissed off and ready to fight, but I wasn’t sure that he could win against this particular guy.  I was okay with my honor being saved, but my primary goal was to have him in one piece because in my mind he could run away and live to fight another day.

The redneck took the palm of his hand and gave Richard a push and said, “What are you going to do about it, wetback lover?”

Richard then took both of his hands and pushed back against the guy’s chest moving him back a few inches.  This clearly did nothing but piss the guy off, because he then stepped up and grabbed Richard by the shirt collar and raised him off the ground and asked, “What are you going to do now?”

Before Richard could even respond we heard a voice say, “You’re going to lower him to the ground, right now,” and as we looked to our right there stood a very small woman of about sixty years of age with bleach blonde hair, also dressed in western attire.

“Mom?” he said, and immediate lowered Richard to the ground.

Walking over to him she grabbed him by the ear and started leading him around and he began yelling, “Stop, it hurts.”

“It’s supposed to hurt you sorry little son-of-a-bitch.  Are you out harassing people again?”

Looking at me and Richard she asked, “Did he say something disrespectful to you?”

Richard said, “He asked me why I was with one of them?”

The lady’s mouth dropped open and she said, “What?” in a very loud tone.

“Billy did you say that?”

Lowering his head, he said, “Yes, mom.”

She then took a newspaper out of her purse and started beating him about the head and shoulders, all the while he was trying to get away.

Grabbing him by the ear once again she dragged him over to us and said to him, “You apologize to these people for your indecent remark and to this gentleman for assaulting him.”

Barely looking up he said, “I’m sorry.”

“Now,” said his mom to Richard, “Do you want to press charges?”

Billy, now looking at his mom asked, “What?  Are you serious?”

“Damn right, sir do you want to press charges?  If you do, I will be your witness.”

“Mom, you would testify against your own son?”

Looking at him she said, “If I had raised him right, he wouldn’t be acting ignurt calling people names and assaulting them.  I think a little time in the lockup might do you good.”

“Mom, if you call the police and I get locked up over this I’ll lose my job and driving that dump truck is the best gig I’ve had in a long time.”

“It’s up to these nice people.  What would you like to do sir?” she asked Richard once again.

Richard and I just stood there looking at one another and smiling, rather tickled at the whole situation.

“Sir what do you do for a living?” asked the woman.

“I’m a lawyer,” replied Richard.

At that moment the look on the young man’s face was priceless, and if it had been possible I think he would have sunk into the ground to have escaped the situation, and we were shocked when we saw tears rolling down his face.

“Boy, you’ve done it now,” said his mom.

“Tell me,” said Richard, “Why did you say that to us?  Did it really bother you that a white guy was going out with a Hispanic woman to the point to where you felt you had to call us out and then assault me?”

Sobbing he said, “I am so sorry sir, and I have no excuse.”

“He’s been on that Face Head website way too much; isn’t that right?” asked his mom.

Richard and I looked at one another and shrugged our shoulders.

“We don’t get it,” Richard said.

“All those God Damn social media websites do nothing but spew hate, and Billy has spent way too much time on them.  He thinks that America is being invaded by people coming across the border, and he’s turned into a real nut job recently, isn’t that right?”

“Mom, I’ve never been more embarrassed in my life.  Thanks for telling them that.”

Looking at Billy Richard said, “Dude, I’m going to let you off on one condition.”

“Just name it,” he said excitedly.

“You are going to close your social media accounts, give up your smartphone provided you have one, and get a flip phone.”

“I think that’s more than fair,” said his mom, “All this social media bullshit is polluting the minds of our young people, and they’ve actually turned out not to be worth a damn.”

“Sir, I will do what you said,” replied the young man.

“And I will enforce it,” said his mom, “And so will his wife, after I tell her.”

“Mom, please do not tell her what happened here, or I won’t live through the night.”

Nodding his mom said, “Why don’t you tell them why you don’t want her to know about this?”

Looking down and then back up he said, “My wife is well ….”

“Tell em,” said his mother.

“She’s, um, half Columbian.”

Richard then took a business card out of his wallet, handed it to the woman and said, “Why don’t you call me with an update?”

“You can count on it sir, and I apologize for raising such a,” and then raising her voice and looking at her son continued, “Sorry piece of shit!”

Richard took me by the hand and as we passed by the young man, he said to him, “You know I’m glad I’m not you.”

“At this moment, I wish I weren’t me either.  I’ve lost my social media accounts, my smartphone, and if my wife finds this out potentially my life.  If she asks for a divorce can you help me?”

He patted the guy on the shoulder and said, “You’re going to be fine.”

Looking at his mom he said, “Ma’am, I leave him in your custody.”

Walking down the street away from them Richard and I once again began to chat in Spanish and I said, “It was nice of you to not press charges.”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “Pressing charge would have been a big deal, going down to the station, and going to court, and so on.  Besides, I think the punishment handed out is sufficient.”

“I think you are very wise,” I said, “And I want to thank you for standing up for me, that was very brave.”

We stopped walking and turned toward one another, and he said, “Despite the fact that the guy was bigger than me and could have pulverized me, I think I could have taken him.”

“I’m sure you could have, but we’ll just never know.  Next time let’s just keep on walking okay?”

He and I had fallen into one of our gazes once again and could not stop staring into one another’s eyes.  As he looked at me, I knew how I felt about him, as my feelings for him were undeniable and I wanted nothing more than for him to kiss me. 

He began to move toward me slowly and as he did, I responded in kind, moving toward him.  The next thing I knew our lips met and the touch of his flesh to mine filled me with delight as I’d never known before.  It was not just a physical pleasure, but it was as though a part of my soul had been fulfilled and I knew I would never be lonely again.  We stood there on the street kissing, slowly and gently for some time as the moon above beamed down on us, until we eventually headed back to my place where I asked him to spend the night.  And I will let you fill in the blanks.


Chapter 11

It has been six months since our first date and a lot has happened since that night, as Richard and I have moved in together.  A little bit fast?  Maybe!  But you know what they say, when you’ve found the one, you’ve found them.  At one point in my life I would’ve never have agreed with that kind of thinking, but that was then, and this is now.

Carmen does keep house for us several days a week, just like she did for me.  The two of us have become really good friends since then and I truly value her friendship as I could never have gotten through the trials and tribulations that I did unless she had been there to help me.  Oh, and by the way, remember Carmen’s sister, Emma?  How could you forget?  She ended up getting married to Carmen’s step cousin, the guy that owns a construction company that she told me about at lunch that one day.  I’m sure you remember that as well.

As far as adapting to life as a female I’m doing just fine.  I quickly figured out that when you’re dealt a hand you play it, because if you don’t there’s no way to win, which I think is a good comparison to my situation.  Being a member of the fairer sex is different in many ways than my former life, some better, some not.  However, I have embraced many of the aspects that go along with my new role and enjoy them, believe it or not.  Being softer, gentler, and sometimes, a little submissive (and I don’t mean that in an S&M way) is not all bad, and is fun.  Plus, there are times when being the girl and letting the man make some of the decisions is quite nice, plus it reinforces your mans’ confidence that he is in charge.  However, we ladies know that in the end they are not; we are, because we have the one thing that they want and crave.  But they don’t have to know that, so for now we’ll let them keep thinking they are in charge, and maybe that’s for the best. 

The feminine side is not so bad once you get used to it, and I really love the way that Richard adores me, which I find to be quite a turn-on.  I love the way he cares for me so much, and how he would do anything for me, and it’s funny because it seems that all I have to do to keep his affection is just, well, be me. 

Now, don’t get me wrong, I love this man with all my heart and could not ask for a finer gentleman as he is handsome, a great dresser, and treats me like a princess, so don’t think otherwise.  All I’m saying is that I love the way that he loves me, and if any bitch ever tries to take him from me I will whip her ass, because he’s mine.

As I said, earlier, it’s been nine months since my transition from Adrian to Adriana and six months since our first date, and on top of us moving into together I’ve continued my English studies and am well on the way to being completely fluent.  It’s a good thing that I’ve continued practicing because if I hadn’t, at this point, I wouldn’t be just barefoot and pregnant I would be
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