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Back Cover Description:

When criminals on the run need to hide from their past, they often hear whispers about the abilities of “the doctor”; a mysterious plastic surgeon and master of creating new identities.

What those men do not realize is that Dr. Kinessa Smith’s record of success is in part because of the forced feminization and brainwashing that awaits the men who seek out “the doctor”. The men she “helps” are never seen again once their transformation is complete. After all, who would pay attention to a beautiful feminized sissy when they were looking for a tough, hardened gangster?

Half the country away, Dawn Sparks and Lisa Richie are lovers, fighters, and bounty hunters. When a corrupt judge “accidently” releases a pair of criminals on bail, the two have work to do that will call on all their skills.

As the bounty hunters close in on their prey, they also cross paths with “the doctor” and form an uneasy truce as they focus on getting the bad guys off the street. Over time they all begin to realize that they can achieve more by combining their efforts and working together as a team.

When Lisa finds that Kinessa’s lover Abby shares a secret similar to hers, bonds form that bring the four women even closer together.

Filled with action, excitement, and a few secrets, FemDom Bounty Hunters: and forced feminization by medical mayhem will pull you into the story from the very start. Yet again, Syndie creates a set of likeable (and a few not so likeable) characters, combines it with a plot, and offers plenty of steamy, erotic details.
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Introduction

This book ended up being much different than anything I had originally envisioned.

At first, I had created the characters of Dawn and Lisa, a bounty hunting duo, with the idea of sending them on a number of adventures in their own book. I fell in love with them once I had them on paper, but had a hard time figuring out what followed their initial encounter. I knew that, just as in the story, the phone would ring, sending them off on an adventure. But I had no idea of what the person on the other end of the phone said or what they would be taking on.

So I set that book to the side and started writing about the character of Dr. Kinessa. For me, characters often take on a life and personality of their own. Abby was there from the beginning, but the details on her origins only came to me later. Also, I knew that the doctor needed more patients but, again, I was not sure exactly what path to take.

One evening the idea of weaving these two sets of characters and two stories into a single book hit me. Once the idea struck me, the details of making the stories fit together seemed to flow naturally together.

I hope you enjoy reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it!

Xoxoxo,

Syndie


Story One

Where we meet the doctor and learn a secret her patients never learn until it is too late.


The Doctor

Being a truly talented plastic surgeon requires the unique ability to see the various nips and tucks not as they are, but rather as they ultimately will heel to become. The blood, the swollen flesh, and the incision itself, thought Dr. Kinessa Smith, all tended to hide the beauty that would emerge once things healed.

Working carefully, Kinessa knew that the woman who was currently below her scalpel would be incredibly beautiful. Her assistant, Abby, wiped the sweat from Kinessa’s brow. The bright lights of the operating room made it easy to see, but also generated so much heat that even the room’s specially designed air conditioning struggled to keep up with.

[image: ]

In addition to Kinessa and Abby, there were two nurses and an anesthesiologist. Kinessa carefully applied glue that would bind the skin together as it healed. Old fashioned threaded stitches were rarely used in this type of work where not even the hint of a scar could be tolerated. As she finished and stepped back, she looked at the other five women in the room.

Kinessa never doubted her abilities, but if she had a look at the five women would have reassured her. Each of them had been under her scalpel at some point. Nobody would question that they all were incredibly beautiful.

“We can bring the patient back out now,” Kinessa said. She would leave the details of handling that to the anesthesiologist and the nurses.

She smiled at Abby and Abby smiled back. The fact that their faces were covered from the nose down by the surgical masks which hid their smiles did not mater. Kinessa and Abby were close enough that looking into each other’s eyes was often all the communications they needed.



Kinessa was naked and lying face down on the bench with her eyes closed. Abby admired the woman’s body for a moment. The dark brown skin that Abby lightly ran her fingers over. The short, curly head of hair. The perfect form of the entire length of her body.
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Abby leaned forward and nuzzled Kinessa’s neck from behind. Kinessa laughed lightly. Then Abby applied the warm oil and began to massage the woman’s tense body. Being in the operating theater was draining and stressful, but Kinessa felt the tension begin to melt away as Abby’s hands kneaded the muscles in her shoulders and neck.

Fifteen minutes later, Kinessa sighed as Abby began to use a towel to remove the massage oil. Some people talked like getting into a rut was a bad thing, but Kinessa had grown to love this post-operative ritual.

Kinessa sat up and looked at Abby. Abigail. Red hair and green eyes. Skin that was light and covered with those wonderful freckles that Kinessa had grown to love. The two women took each other’s hand and walked towards a wall that was nothing but window. This room was their private gymnasium and from the top floor the trees on the surrounding hills were all bright and colorful with the approach of fall.
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In the fading light, Kinessa watched as Abby removed her scrubs and stood there naked. Then they took each other’s hand again and stepped into the hot tub.

“Perfect,” murmured Kinessa.

“The perfect start. We still have to work up to the perfect finish,” Abby whispered into Kinessa’s ear.

Abby was clinging to Kinessa. Kinessa drew her close and kissed her.

“The hot tub isn’t the only thing making me all wet,” Kinessa teased.

They kissed again and one of Abby’s hands moved between Kinessa’s legs and began to gently rub the sensitive bud of her clitoris. Kinessa closed her eyes and leaned back. Relaxed, yet aroused by the warm water and Abby’s touch, Kinessa let her mind drift free.

Abby watched Kinessa’s face. She loved watching the other woman’s expression as she peacefully floated into a state of relaxation. Abby could read much from looking at Kinessa’s face and suddenly she knew that Kinessa was approaching orgasm.

Abby continued her gentle work on Kinessa’s sensitive clit as Kinessa’s body gently shook and quivered with pleasure.

Once the orgasm had passed Kinessa relaxed again. After a few minutes she opened her eyes to see Abby staring at her with a look of affection.

Abby gently untangled herself, stood up, and grabbed two towels.

“You are so beautiful,” Kinessa said.

“You made me that way, doctor,” Abby joked.

Kinessa studied Abby. The long and unruly head of curly red hair. The lovely bone structure of the face. While it was true that Kinessa had performed plastic surgery on Abby, there was a fundamental beauty to Abby that Kinessa knew she had only enhanced, not created.

Kinessa’s eyes dropped to Abby’s large, firm breasts. With those, she could take credit for the quantity, but not the quality. The light, smooth, and freckled skin that covered them was what truly made them beautiful.

Then Kinessa’s eyes dropped even further. Other than a bit of laser hair removal, she could take no credit here. That lovely bush of red pubic hair and the rigid, jutting cock between Abby’s legs.

Kinessa and Abby dried off. Kinessa took Abby’s hand and the couple moved to the bedroom.



Kinessa and Abby were as intuitive about each other as lovers as in the other aspects of their lives.

They were locked together in the 69 position. Kinessa was on top, straddling Abby’s face, and Abby was rapidly licking Kinessa’s clit while Kinessa’s head bobbed up and down on Abby’s cock. Kinessa’s body was wracked with an orgasms and Abby loved the feel of the spasms as she wrapped her arms around Kinessa’s trim waist and drew her close.

The bright pink of Kinessa’s clit and slit was a marked contrast to the deep color of dark chocolate of her body.

Without having to say anything, both women began to rearrange themselves. Kinessa rolled over on her back and spread her legs. Abby crawled between Kinessa’s legs and slowly slid her cock into the other woman. She looked down at Kinessa’s face and her small, but firm breasts. The dark, swollen nipples were solid and erect.

Then Abby began to fuck Kinessa. Both were worked up from their time in the hot tub and the last fifteen minutes of making love in bed. Abby carefully paced herself until she sensed Kinessa tensing with an approaching orgasm. Then Abby began to fuck the other woman faster.

“Yeesss!” Kinessa exclaimed as she climaxed again.

With a few fast and hard stroked, Abby’s cock stiffened and then erupted. Gob after gob of white cum filled Kinessa’s cunt.

Once both were spent and exhausted, they collapsed happily into each other’s arms. Within a few minutes both had drifted off into a deep and satisfied slumber.


Arrival

A van pulled up to the front gates of the facility. A few seconds later the gates began to open and the van pulled forward. It parked in front of the building and a woman got out of the driver’s door. She walked around the van and opened the side door. A tanned man with thick black hair stepped out and stretched then followed the woman into the building.



“Mr. Sarello,” Kinessa said. “We are honored that you chose our facility and are happy to have you hear with us.”

Danny Sarello looked like a mobster. In fact, it was an appearance he carefully cultivated and took pride in. He like making people scared and having people at least pretend to respect him. The slightest bruise to his ego often brought forth one of a variety of nasty reactions he was capable of. These ranged from yelling to ordering a hit on someone.

“You were highly recommended by a friend,” he said. Then giving Kinessa a leering smile, “And not at all what I was expecting.”

“Don’t feel bad. A lot of people are surprised to find that the Mysterious Doctor Smith is a young black woman instead of gray haired, older white man,” Kinessa said with a smile.

Sarello smiled back and sat down in one of the visitor chairs Kinessa had pointed towards in a sweeping gesture.

“Typically we start with various tests just to make certain we won’t run into problems. We will schedule the different procedures after that. We have a selection of potential candidates for people you might want to become.”

Sarello nodded. “So how long will this all take?”

“Usually about three months. Most is completed in the first six to eight weeks while the third month will be ensure that you are fully settled into your new identity. We have never had anyone slip up on even the slightest detail once we have finished the transition.”

“Well, I hope I’ll being seeing a lot of you while I’m here.” Sarello’s leering eyes left no doubt that the double meaning was intended.

“Oh Mr. Sarello, I’m am sure we with both see a lot of each other. It gives me something to look forward to.” Kinessa smiled and stood. The office door opened and Abby stepped in.

“Abby will show you to your room. It is more like a small apartment and I hope you’ll find it comfortable. Just one thing you should know. We do keep the doors locked. Our visitors expect discretion. We don’t want you running into someone or someone running into you. Someone is always on duty if you need anything.”

Abby spoke up. “Sir, if you’ll follow me, I’ll show you your room.”

Sarello winked at Kinessa and asked in a questioning voice, “See you soon?”

Kinessa nodded. “Certainly.”

Then Sarello’s eyes shifted to Abby. His eyes followed her shapely ass as she led him to his room. She used an ID card to open the door. Inside was nice. Not fancy, but agreeable. There was even a bottle of wine on ice in the small kitchen. There was a living room with a television and stereo. The bathroom had a large tub. There was even a mirror on the ceiling over the bed.

Nice though, Sarello thought to himself.

Once she had shown him the details of the room, Abby said her goodbyes. “I’ll look forward to seeing you again soon sir. There will be a nurse by in a bit to draw some blood so we can begin some tests.”

Sarello watched Abby’s ass sway from the room. He could not remember seeing one any sexier in his life.



Abby walked back to Kinessa’s office.

“The guy kind of creeps me out,” Abby said. “I never actually met him back when…” Her voice trailed off.

Kinessa nodded in agreement. “I won’t feel too bad about the demise of Mr. Sarello.”

Abby sat down and watched Kinessa pick up the phone.

“Gail,” Kinessa said. “Mr. Sarello is here. A particularly unpleasant man. I’ll let you do your work.”

As Kinessa hung up, Abby said, “That should fix him.”

Kinessa nodded in agreement. “It certainly should.”



Gail Stevens had been interning to become a psychiatrist while Kinessa was interning to become a surgeon. They had become friends. Not best friends, but friends.

Gail really wasn’t cut out for a job working with people. Once she began practicing, one of her first sessions was with a couple where the husband had beat the wife. The sessions were court ordered as part of a plea deal that let him out on parole. At the third meeting, the wife was nursing fresh bruises.
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Gail had confronted the husband about this, but the wife had said it was her own fault. At first she said she had walked into something, but later she admitted her husband had hit her. But still, she insisted, he would never have hit her if she had not done something to provoke him.

A bit more questioning revealed that the “something” that had provoked him was running out of beer after he had finished the two six packs that had been in the refrigerator.

Gail told the woman that she needed to develop better coping skills. She needed to find ways to respond in a constructive manner that achieved the desired results instead of simply accepting blame.

“Let me demonstrate,” Gail had said.

She turned to the husband. “Now let’s role play a bit. I’m going to be your gentle and loving wife while you are the fucking piece of wife beating shit that you really are. I’ll bet you still wet the bed, don’t you.”

Anger had flared in the man’s eyes.

“Now, let me demonstrate an effective response you pathetic, ball-less little boy.”

He had drawn his hand back, ready to lash out. His fist had lashed out towards Gail, but she had been faster. She had been holding a knife in her right hand and now shoved it into the man’s gut several times.

He had looked down in shock in the few seconds before he crumpled to the floor.

“That is one way to deal with situations such as yours,” Gail had told the shocked wife.
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Gail had disappeared. There was a cabin located out in the middle of nowhere that had belonged to one of her uncles for decades. She had quietly made her way there and for several weeks lived on a steady diet of canned beans and toasted stale bread.

And then Kinessa had shown up. She even had a bag of hamburgers that had seemed like gourmet food to Gail at the time. Kinessa had remembered Gail mentioning the cabin and taken a gamble on her being there. Kinessa had an idea. Late into the night she talked with Gail about what she wanted to do.

“What the fuck,” Gail had finally said. “The cops are looking for me anyway so it’s not like I have anything to lose. I’m in.”



Gail showed up at the door to Sarello’s room with a nurse and a wheel chair.

She knocked on the door, waited a few seconds, and then used her badge to unlock the door. She and the nurse entered.  Sarello was setting on the sofa wearing only a pink robe that was hanging open in front and a smile.

“Hey girls,” he said. “Care for some wine? Did you have a woman in this room before? Nothing but women’s clothes, but I made myself comfortable. Why don’t you girls get comfortable to?”

Gail walked over and offered the man a hand.

“If you’ll set in the wheelchair, we’ll draw the blood samples. Once all the work is done, then we might have time to play a bit. I’m sure we will have some fun together honey.”

Gail was a mousey blond who did not have much of a figure. But for some reason, she exuded a sexual magnetism that men could not resist. The irony was that she had never like men in the least.

Sarello took the hand she offered and she guided him to the wheelchair.

“Why the wheelchair?” he asked.

“Sometimes men get a little weak on their feet by the time I’m done.” Gail said in a matter of fact voice. “I seem to have that effect once I get started.”

Sarello set down in the wheelchair with a chuckle as he watched Gail and the nurse. The nurse had a huge pair of tits. He wondered if messing with the help was part of the deal. He had paid half a million dollars up front for a new life so it ought to be.

He had left the glass on the coffee table, but had the bottle of wine with him. He took another swig.

“So you would like to play with me once we get some of the formalities out of the way?” Gail asked.

Sarello’s swelling cock gave her the answer even before he said, “Hell yeah baby.”

“I have something that will make you feel so good. Would you like to try that when we play?”

“Anything you want baby. Anything you want.”

Gail took his arm and tucked it under her own as she faced away from him.

“Little prick,” she said and Sarello felt the needle. She enjoyed her little inside joke every time she said those two words to a new patient.

Then she let go of the arm and knelt in front of the wheelchair. She looked into Sarello’s eyes.

“Now we can have some fun, darling,” she said as she watched his eyes begin to glaze.

“The next few days are my favorite part of things,” she said, her voice echoing in Sarello’s rapidly fogging brain. “But you might not enjoy them as much as I will.”



Sarello was naked and strapped to a table when he struggled back to consciousness.

Gail was looking down at him.

“You’re back,” she said. ‘We had to wait for you to wake up before we can really start playing.”

While he had been unconscious, he had been placed on Gail’s interrogation table.

“I’m awake,” the man said in a slurred voice. “Let’s start playing. Tied me up? A little bondage?”

“You and I are going to spend so much time together,” Gail said. “A bit of bondage. I’ll bet you also like it kind of rough and kinky. So, tell me which hurts most…”

A metal rod that was part of a machine attached below the table had been inserted into Sarello’s rectum while he was unconscious. There was also a metal band fastened to his cock.

“The shock…”

Gail pushed a button and Sarello’s body convulsed as electricity flowed through the rod in is his ass through his cock and out through the metal band. She released the button and his body went limp.

“Or the sense of violation…”

The metal rod that had been inserted into Sarello served as either an electrode or as a guide. A large, penis shaped piece of silicone slowly started moving up the shaft. Powered by a small motor, its forward progress was relentless, even when it hit the initial resistance of Sarello’s ass.

They had lubricated the man’s ass but he still screamed as the plastic dong penetrated him and whimpered as nine inches were shoved deep into him.

Then it slowly pulled out.

“Please, tell me darling. Which one hurts the worse? I can keep the shocks going for an hour or so before you pass out. Of course that lovely fake dick can slide in and out of your ass about twenty times each minute for hours and hours without stopping.”

Gail leaned over the man and studied his face. “You seem very quiet. We need to talk. You are going to tell me so many things Mr. Sarello.”

She looked down at his cock. It had gone limp but was now growing rigid again.

“I think you enjoyed that Mr. Sarello. Would you like to try again?”

Sarello was used to being a bully and used to being in charge. He tried to deny it to himself, but the truth was that he felt a certain excitement at being at this woman’s mercy.

Again Gail pushed the button and administered a shock. Then she pushed the button that cycled what she liked to call the electronic butt fucker through one slow, painful thrust.

“Oh god,” Sarello muttered. “Fuck baby. You own me, don’t you?”

“Yes Mr. Sarello, I do own you. At least for now. You can tell me which is worse later. Right now, let’s talk about where you stashed all the money you were going to use once you started your new life.”

Part of the magic potion Gail had administered included a chemical cocktail that included scopolamine, midazolam, flunitrazepam, and several other chemicals commonly referred to under the colloquial name of “truth serums”.

“You do want to please me don’t you Mr. Sarello?” Gail asked. “You want to please the mistress who owns you, don’t you?”

Sarello looked at Gail. “Yes ma’am,” he said.

He was rewarded with the beginning of a slow and rhythmic fucking of his ass by the machine beneath him. He moaned and squirmed in pleasure.

“Good,” Gail said. “ Now, answer my questions…”



Kinessa and Abby stood in the shadows of the room watching. There were cameras and sensitive microphones that would record everything that happened. The information Sarello would give up over the next 48 to 72 hours was precious. It would include details on where he had stashed money, whether he had tried to have anyone follow him, words and incidents that would convince his past associates that messages were from him if they were used, and hundreds of other details. Some were trivial while others were precious nuggets of knowledge. But one by one they would be extracted, with even his most incoherent mutterings stored recorded for future analysis and use.

Gail would stay awake the entire time fueled by her hatred of men and a steady stream of caffeine.

Kinessa hugged Abby from behind. Watching the man’s torment excited her. She was less sure about what Abby’s reaction to Sarello’s presence would be.

Abby observed, “That electronic butt fucker is a stroke of genius.” She paused and looked at Kinessa. “See what I did there? Stroke? Stroke of genius?”

Kinessa laughed and kissed Abby on the neck. Her hands worked their way to the waist of the skirt Abby was wearing and down into her panties.

Kinessa whispered in Abby’s ear, “Your butt fucker is much, much better…”

Kinessa took Abby’s swelling cock into her hands. “Let’s go upstairs and let you use it on me. Okay?”

Abby nodded and the two women left Gail to her work.



True to her word, Kinessa was preparing to take Abby’s cock up her ass.

From the closet she pulled an item covered in pink vinyl that was about six feet long. It was a bit over a foot in width and in the shape of a half circle along its length. It was smooth except for what looked like a cock that protruded from the curved side near the mid-point.

Kinessa sat this length-wise on the bed. ‘Mr. Happy’ was Abby’s nickname for the device.

Both Kinessa and Abby quickly stripped and Kinessa then laid down beside Mr. Happy. Abby eagerly crawled between Kinessa’s legs and began to lap away at the woman’s lovely black pussy. She licked and sucked on the Kinessa’s clit. Both women had been excited by the screams that were part of Sarello’s torment. Kinessa was already moist from both the thought of the torment that was in store for Sarello and the pleasure that was in store for her.

With her head buried between Kinessa’s legs, Abby quickly brought the woman to an orgasm.

Abby stood up and Kinessa rolled over so that she was straddling Mr. Happy. Abby guided the plastic dong that was attached to Mr. Happy into Kinessa’s gaping, wet cunt as the woman backed up. While the slit of Kinessa’s cunt was a bright pink, the exposed portion of her asshole was even darker than the rest of her complexion; dark black, and tightly puckered.

Abby pushed a button that started Mr. Happy vibrating. Both the shaft inside Kinessa and where her clit rested on the device as she leaned forward began to give off a deep, resonant buzzing sound and Kinessa almost immediately began to moan with pleasure.

Abby spread the cheeks of Kinessa’s ass and slowly lowered her face into the woman’s darkest valley of pleasure. Her tongue touched Kinessa’s forbidden hole and Abby began to eagerly probe and lick.  Kinessa’s moans grew even louder now. Abby continued her oral attention to Kinessa’s butt for about fifteen minutes and three more orgasms.

When Abby had eaten until her taboo appetite was filled, she opened the drawer to the night stand and pulled out a tube of lubricating gel. She gently worked this into Kinessa’s hole while the woman continued to ride Mr. Happy. Then Abby spread lube over her cock and crawled to straddle Mr. Happy herself.

She pressed her hard cock gently against Kinessa’s ass. Kinessa tried to relax, but Abby’s entry into her asshole always hurt just a little.

But then suddenly Abby was inside of her and Kinessa knew she would put up with any amount of discomfort to feel the other woman sliding into her dark rear tunnel.

Abby began to thrust in and out. The pressure pushed Kinessa’s clit even more firmly against Mr. Happy’s vibrating portion. She almost immediately orgasmed for the first of many times that would come from being anally penetrated. Abby rode Kinessa’s ass for about ten minutes and Kinessa lost count of the number of orgasms she had. Kinessa felt Abby’s pace quicken and knew the girl was about to cum.

“Oh yea honey,” Kinessa moaned. “Fill me up!”

Abby’s cock began to twitch and pump its load of sticky cum into Kinessa’s ass.

“Shit,” Abby said as her cock went limp. “You are so fucking tight baby!”

Abby turned off Mr. Happy as Kinessa crawled off of the toy. Now she reached into the nightstand where Abby had found the lube and pulled out a harness and strap-on dildo.

“Your turn honey,” Kinessa said as she strapped the harness into place and lubed up the large dong that now dangled in front of her.

Abby knelt on all four while Kinessa moved into position behind her. She gently entered the other woman from behind. Abby let out a deep moan when Kinessa was fully in.

Kinessa began fucking the other girl. She loved watching the flesh around Abby’s hole cling to the dildo as she pulled out and then open eagerly as she pushed back in. As Kinessa fucked her ass, Abby’s cock began to stiffen again.

“You hard yet sweetie,” Kinessa asked.

“Almost,” Abby replied.

Kinessa pulled out and watched as Abby stood over Mr. Happy and then began to squat down. Kinessa now guided the toy’s dong into Abby’s ass. When Abby was squatted and seated with Mr. Happy fully buried inside her, Kinessa pushed the button that started the vibrations.

Abby rode up and down for a few minutes and then let the dong bury itself fully inside her. Now Kinessa straddled Mr. Happy so she could reach Abby’s swollen shaft with her mouth.

Kinessa and Abby both were meticulously clean, but as Kinessa took Abby’s cock into her mouth she savored the salty taste of Abby’s cum and the hint of the tastes from where it had exploded deep inside Kinessa’s bowels.

“Oh god,” Abby moaned. “So good!”

Kinessa’s head eagerly bobbed up and down and soon she felt Abby’s cock stiffen and grow.

“Ahhhhh,” Abby screamed as she came.

Her cock now pumped its load into Kinessa’s hungry and eager mouth. She rode the waves of pleasure for over a minute.

When Kinessa was certain Abby was totally drained, she turned of Mr. Happy and both she and Abby made it slowly to their feet.

They cleaned and stored away their toys and then showered together.

Then they went down to watch some more of Sarello’s torment.


The Making of Abby

Several years earlier, Kinessa had been on vacation at one of the beaches that catered to the wealthy by offering at least some degree of privacy. One evening she had been walking back to the hotel from the beach when she heard the roaring sound of a fast approaching car.

A Porsche Carrera had zoomed past doing nearly 80 MPH on a road where the typical speed was 20 MPH. Just seconds later there had been a crash.
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Kinessa had rushed to the scene. She was a doctor. Maybe she could help.

There had been one young man thrown from the vehicle. Whoever was left in the mangled pile of metal was far beyond any help she could offer. Kinessa had checked the young man. He had a concussion. He was rambling incoherently and kept asking someone named Grant to slow down.

When the ambulance arrived, the EMTs were happy to have the assistance of an actual doctor. Kinessa had ridden in the back helping them keep the young man alive. At the hospital, she had left him in the hands of the ER doctor and staff.

She had gone back to the hotel. The bar was closed, but there was a loud voice coming from inside.

“Grant couldn’t have been driving. He was more responsible than pulling some stunt like this. It was that bastard Arnold who was with him who must have been driving. I swear I’ll kill the son of a bitch for what he did. Don’t cry honey. I’ll get that bastard and make him pay.”

One of the hotel staff had stopped and was listening. Now the young man whispered to Kinessa.

“That’s the dad of the kid behind the wheel. No question the kid was drunk and driving. And he was driving too fast in the car daddy had bought him. Now daddy would rather blame some other poor kid who had asked for a ride rather than take any responsibility.”

The young man confiding this looked at Kinessa, wondering if he had spilled too much. But he had started, so he finished voicing his thoughts.

“He’s a bad man. That kid in the hospital would have been better off dying in the crash. If that guy says he’ll kill him, the boy is likely to end up dead real soon.”

Kinessa was still in a bathing suit and tee-shirt. She went to her room and quickly dressed. Then she got in her rental car and drove back to the hospital. Being a doctor, she found it easy to bluff her way past the few people around that late at night. She had made her way to the room that held the young man from the wreck. She pulled the clipboard holding his chart from its place on the door and looked over it. Then she had slipped into the room.

The young man was sedated and lying on the bed. Kinessa quickly drew a hypodermic needle out of her pocket and injected it into the drip that was attached. The young man began to stir.

He hurt and was still dazed, but Kinessa told him about what she had overheard.

“The guy you talked to is right. I’m as good as dead. Shit, life wasn’t that great anyway.”

They had talked a while. The young man was smart and witty. He had grown up with his grandparents because his parents were dead. His grandparents had both died. He felt like he had no one and no reason to live. He also shared something that he was ashamed of but that helped Kinessa make up her mind.

“Let me help you,” Kinessa had finally asked.

“How?”

Kinessa had explained. She was a doctor. She had a clinic of her own. It had an unusual specialty. She feminized men. She could give him a new identity and a fresh start… As a woman.

It was impulsive and in the years since Kinessa had never been able to explain that impulse even to herself. The young man had accepted her offer.

She helped him out of the building and to her rental car. She made a quick stop at the hotel to check out saying she had been called back home for an emergency. She and the young man drove the next 18 hours straight before making it back to the clinic.

Early the next morning, the dead boy’s father had shown up at the hospital with a baseball bat. Finding the room empty he had smashed everything he could until the police arrived and restrained him. They didn’t dare arrest him. He was too powerful of a man for that. Nobody messed with Danny Sarello.

When Kinessa had later heard this, she thanked god she had been able to rescue the young man who would become her loyal assistant and lover, Abby.


Ends and Beginnings

Kinessa and Abby laid in bed. Abby was snuggling with Kinessa. Kinessa had the television on. It was tuned to a channel that let her watch Gail’s progress in the basement. Sarello was not even a challenge for Gail. He was spilling information as quickly as he could. Sometimes she had to apply a bit of ‘persuasion’ in the form of what she referred to as her various ‘nefarious devices’.

But the man had gotten to the point of enjoying it and was openly begging her for more. Now she was using those because she enjoyed the torment they caused for the man, not out of any particular need.

Kinessa suddenly held Abby tightly against her. Most people thought of Kinessa as being cold and nearly emotionless. Those same people would have been surprised at the tears that now streamed from her eyes.

“That bastard Sarello would have killed you back then. I’m so glad you are here and safe. He shouldn’t have pissed the wrong people off to the point where he had to disappear. And he should have pissed me off back then by threatening to hurt you. Fate put him here in our hands.”

Abby hugged Kinessa back. “I’ve always felt safe and loved when I’m with you.”

“I do love you so much honey,” Kinessa said without trying to hide her tears from the person who she was closer to than anyone else in the world.



Gail could tell that Sarello was fading. The alcohol, medication, humiliation, and sexual torment was beginning to short circuit the man’s brain. In simple terms, his brain would be “fried” in a few more hours and Sarello would for all intents and purposes be gone. In his place would be a body with a blank slate that they could feminize and give Sarello the new identity he had sought.

Gail was always grateful for all that Kinessa had done for her. She also knew how important Abby was to Kinessa. The fact that this man had threatened to kill the young man that had become Abby added even more fuel to her habitual anger at abusive men.

“Can you hear me Danny? You know just how fucked you are, don’t you? Always the tough guy. Your brain is going to have the consistency of pudding when I’m done with you. Scares you a bit doesn’t it? But beg me for more. Now.”

“More Mistress,” he said in a weak voice. This was followed by a slight whimper from the man.

“We will have so much fun with you. We are going to turn you into a woman. You’ll have big tits and no brains. But that’s okay. Men seem like them that way. And when we’re done, you’ll be a perfect fit for a couple of our more demanding buyers. I’m thinking a nice rough, man who will humiliate and abuse you every day for the rest of your life. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes Mistress,” he said. There was another whimper that turned into a soft moan of despair.

“But before you go bye-bye, I have a secret to tell you. You know the kid in the car with your son back when your son wrapped himself around a light pole? Your son was trying to impress the kid because he wanted to bed him. Your son had been begging the kid to let him suck his dick. Your son was trying to feel the kid up while he drove down that street like a bat out of hell.”

She held a hypodermic needle where Sarello could see it.

“Speaking of hell… Are you ready for the trip that will turn you into a brainless, she-male, man-whore?”

“Yes Mistress,” he said. “It’s what I deserve. Thank you Mistress.”

Gail smiled and said, “Goodbye Danny.”

A wail came from deep inside the man as she made the injection into his drip. Within an hour, the man’s brain would be virtually wiped clean and his feminization could begin.

Gail smiled as the man drifted off into nothingness.

She whispered to herself, “This one’s for you Abby.”


The Facility

The facility located in the woods outside of town did not draw much attention. There was a simple sign stating “CLINIC” that served as the only real indication of what was there at all. People around town knew it was some type of treatment facility that seemed to cater to women. At one point there was a rumor that it was where certain celebrities hid away to go through detox.

The staff was not large; roughly a dozen in number. Visitors would have been surprised that a place that seemed teaming with beautiful women of various shapes and sizes had, in fact, only three biological women working there. In addition to Kinessa and Gail, there was a woman who managed the non-medical staff of feminized men.

Most men came because they wanted to hide. The word that got around was that a discrete disappearance could be arranged with the help of the mysterious doctor. Many of these men paid exorbitant fees for the service not realizing the fate that awaited them.

Gail sucked their minds clean of information and left a blank slate that she then used as the fertile soil to grow new feminized personalities. The irony was that the sexual energy exuded when she was in control was such that the men begged for their fate. When she was done, few of those she treated had even the slightest memory of being male or of who they had once been.

Kinessa handled the physical transformation. She would do breast implants, laser hair removal, and other surgery to make the visual transformation.

The fate that waited those who underwent this treatment varied. Kinessa knew that she played god when she made these decisions and did not take them lightly.

Those who had once been truly evil were sometimes sold as what amounted to a mindless but beautiful sex doll. A number of wealthy bachelors had purchased feminized sissies. There were a number of foreign clients also.

The worst of the worst were sometimes trained and programmed so that they would eagerly work in bordellos and whore houses around the world.

For those who did not rate so low on Kinessa’s scale, some were sold to wealthy women, often as hired help in hopes of deterring husbands who were constantly trying to bed the cook or the maid. In several of these situations the wives were disappointed to find their husbands even more eager to bed their new feminized shemale help. In those case, the doctor could also offer treatment for the husband if things were unbearable. A number of rich “widows” had husbands who were actually alive but lived as a feminized sissy.

There were a few with special skills or exceptional attitudes that Kinessa kept around the clinic. One of Kinessa’s nurses had actually been a dentist who was found to have taken advantage of female patients when they were under anesthesia. The anesthesiologist had once worked in a hospital where he had been caught doing the same thing. Both of them had found forced feminization as a release from their behavior along with the guilt and shame it brought them. Both also retained a bit of the knowledge and skills they had before they began their transformation.

Of all of them, only Abby not undergone any mental conditioning and knew the full story of her own life.



A few weeks later, Sarello was well into his transition and they clinic was awaiting a new and important arrival.


Story Two

Where we meet a pair of bounty hunters who are any man-on-the-run’s worst nightmare.


The Dawn

The sun was just peaking up above the trees and making its way into the master bedroom that was in the back of the double-wide mobile home. Dawn Sparks was half-way awake. Nestled up against her was Lisa Richie.

Dawn decided she had to be the luckiest woman in the world. She was over six foot tall and nearly 250 pounds. She often pointed out that not much of that 250 pounds jiggled. She had grown up on a farm with a father who had secretly wished his only child had been a son. She had wrestled her share of bull calves, spent thousands of hours in the seat of an old tractor working the fields, and tossed a lot of hay bales from the bed of a truck up to the loft of a barn. Straight blond hair worn shoulder length and no makeup was the norm for her.
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Her personality could be every bit as strong and potent as her body and most men found her rather intimating. She had a long string of failed relationships to prove that.

Then a bit over two years ago a distant cousin who was also one of her closest friends had been sexually assaulted. They knew the man who had done it—a local guy named Dillon. The sheriff deputies had quickly made the arrest and he set in jail. And he had set there all of a day and a half before his attorney had a quick bail hearing and got him sprung. And as soon as bastard was out, he had hit the road.

Dawn was mad as hell and swore she would track him down out of shear anger. She wasn’t even sure what she would do when she caught up with him. A friend of a friend had told her that Dillon was headed to a town about an hour’s drive away to hide with friends. He assumed the whole thing would eventually blow over and he could just show back up a few months later. He assumed wrong.

That was also when Dawn had met Lisa.

While Dawn was studying the menu behind the counter of the fast food place next to the hotel she was staying at as she looked for Dillon, Lisa had walked up and introduced herself. She explained that she had once been a law clerk but wanted to do more field work so she had become a bounty hunter. There was a reward for bringing back the guy who had skipped out and she wanted it. Or at least half of it. She knew where he was, but was asking Dawn for help bringing in the first bail jumper she had actually managed to track down.

Dawn looked at the girl and could understand why she might want some help. Lisa was five foot four inches tall and petite. She had raven black hair that was curly and brought out the bright green of her eyes. And while Dawn never was much for makeup, Lisa had beautiful red lips and a purple eye shadow that matched the color of her blouse. Dawn thought she looked more like some kind of fashion model than a bounty hunter.
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They had talked about things while eating burgers off the dollar menu. Lisa had talked to the bail bond people and knew that a friend of the victim was hunting the guy down. They had described Dawn and it didn’t take any special skills to figure out which woman she was when Lisa had got to town. She had also asked a few questions, driven around a bit, and knew where Dillon was. Or more accurately, where he would be in a few hours. Right now he was out drinking now and probably wouldn’t make it back to the seedy apartment his buddy had until the early morning hours.

Dawn agreed to help. She wanted the man, not the bounty. She invited Lisa back to her hotel room and they planned how they would snatch Dillon the next morning about 4 AM. They made small talk for several hours, but Lisa eventually drifted off to sleep setting in the chair of the hotel room.

Dawn had looked at the girl for most of the next hour. Dawn didn’t understand it, but since meeting her a few hours ago, Dawn had fallen for this girl. She had never considered herself a lesbian or bisexual or any other stuff. Actually she still didn’t. Giving it some thought, she decided she had not ever been attracted to a particular gender, but rather to particular individuals. And she could not remember ever being as drawn to anyone as she felt to her newly made friend.

At 3 AM, Dawn had given Lisa a light tap on the shoulder and woke her up. If things worked, they would not be back to the hotel. And Dawn was going to make damn sure things worked. She left the hotel room key on the dresser for the maid to find so she did not have to bother the help at the front desk with checking out.

Lisa dropped off her rental car, leaving the keys in a return bin.

Then they headed off together in Dawn’s pickup truck to snatch one very unlucky dude named Dillion.


The Bust

Dillon had been drinking hard all night and passed out once he got to the sofa of his friend’s apartment.

He didn’t even hear the pounding on the door and the scream of “Fugitive recovery agents.” The cracking sound of wood as Dawn kicked in the door registered slightly. The roar she made as she grabbed him from his place on the sofa snapped him back to reality.

Meanwhile there was a cute but short woman there beside Dawn reading him something about him being a fugitive and skipping bail and how she was acting as an agent for the bail bond company and the court. He really didn’t hear a lot of the details because Dawn was busy squeezing the life out of him and he was struggling just to breathe.



Lisa had snapped a pair of handcuffs on the guy and Dawn had drug him out to where her pickup was parked. With the noise and now with Dillon’s screams, lights came on in a few other apartments and a few brave souls even opened their doors.

“Fugitive recovery agents,” Lisa had shouted again and most of the doors closed and several of the lights went out. Most of them quickly decided they wanted no part of this.

Dawn had tossed Dillon into the bed of her pickup. Her experience wrestling bull calves came in handy as she trussed up Dillon’s legs with some rope and pulled him so most of his body was hanging from the truck’s roll bar.

She and Lisa had hoped in the truck and barreled away.


The Tattoo

Dawn really wanted to beat the crap out of the guy. She had even talked about dragging him back tied to the back of the truck. Lisa was not sure the woman really wouldn’t do it and Lisa could not blame her for her anger. But Lisa was smart and tended to control her emotions instead of letting them control her. She had offered another suggestion.

Halfway back, they stopped outside a liquor store. Dillon was horse from yelling as he’d bumped along in the bed of the truck. Now Dawn was forcing the contents of a bottle of cheap whisky down his throat.

“How about a drink?” Dawn snarled.

The disoriented Dillon muttered, “Sure…”

Dawn put the bottle to his lips and held his nose so he had little choice but to swallow what she poured if he wanted to keep breathing. Covering the nose while forcing medicine was another trick she had learned dealing with farm animals. Before long, Dillon passed out for the second time the morning; stone cold drunk.

Up the road was a tattoo parlor. Fortunately there was an understanding and bit stoned lady working there that morning. Lisa explained how she had caught her boyfriend cheating and wanted to get even while Dawn had drug Dillon’s inert body into the building.

Lisa told the lady what kind of tattoo she wanted for her cheating boyfriend and the lady had laughed.

“That should make him keep his pants on!”

As they put him on a table the woman asked, “You sure you want this tattoo?”

“Why the hell not,” Dillion said. “You’re cute.” Then he promptly passed out.

The tattoo lady went to work while Dawn and Lisa watched.

When she was done, Lisa had paid and Dawn had drug Dillon back to the truck. As they pulled up in front of the sheriff’s office, Dillon was just starting to wake up again. Two deputies had untied his legs and drug him into the jail. Lisa was busy doing the paperwork so she would be able to collect the reward money from the bail bondsman. Dawn had tagged along to watch them process Dillon.

He was bitching about how bad his back hurt to the guards. They lifted his shirt, took a look, and immediately began laughing.

“Decide to get a tattoo while you were out, huh?” asked one of the guards.

“Uh, I think maybe I did,” Dillon said in a confused voice.

“The boys will like that,” another guard observed.

Dillon was still in bad shape, but kept asking what they were talking about but they just kept joking. An hour later he was put in a cell. It would be a hazard to have anything like a mirror, so Dillon looked across at the row of cells across from him.

“Hey guys, I think some bitch gave me a tattoo but I can’t see it. What is it a tattoo of?”

He turned his back and lifted his shirt.
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There was a combination of cat calls, laughs, and rude comments.

“Can’t wait until you’re open for business sissy boy!”

“We all knew you liked it Dillon. You didn’t have to advertise!”

“I’ll be saving up a special delivery for you pretty boy!”

“You getting a matching one for your mouth?”

One of the guards who knew Dawn from high-school had let her stand just outside the wing with the cells in it. She had listened and smiled.

Getting to Know You

Dawn had found Lisa finishing up the paper work. Dawn gave her a thumbs up and a few minutes later they walked from the building and to Dawn’s pickup.

“Where can I drop you?” Dawn asked.

Lisa gave her a blank look. “I really don’t know the town that well. I guess just someplace cheap to stay while I wait for my check. I know you said you didn’t care about the money, but I still want to split it with you when it comes.”

Dawn was usually a pretty blunt person, but she actually found herself kind of nervous.

“I, ah, I have a guest bedroom at the trailer if you want to crash there while you wait.”

She was trying to sound nonchalant about it, but was afraid it still would come across sounding like, “Hey, I’ve never done this before, but I sure would like to get in your panties.”

She realized Lisa was looking at her. Then Lisa smiled.

“I can be kind of a hermit, but if me hiding away at times doesn’t bother you, I’d love to take you up on the offer.”



Later that evening Dawn had steaks on the grill. Double-wide trailers were a standing joke with many people. She knew that. But like with many things related to other people’s opinions, she really didn’t give a damn. It belonged to her and set out here on five acres in the middle of nowhere. She had always just enjoyed the solitude.

“This is really beautiful,” Lisa said. “And the steaks smell delicious.”

“I grew up on a farm just on the other side of that hill. My dad still runs the farm. I help some. I bought this a few years ago with some money I got when my mom’s sister died.”

“I grew up in the city. We lived in an apartment. I’m not used to all the open space. I love the fresh air,” Lisa said as she drew in a deep breath.

The sun was starting to set and there was a slight breeze.

“So how long have you been a bounty hunter?” Dawn asked.

“I guess about a day now,” Lisa said with a smile. “I was working for an attorney. I needed to make some changes in my life. It was time to decide what I wanted to be when I grew up. That decision was a little harder for me than it seems to be for most people, but here I am, living the dream.”

Dawn pulled the steaks off the grill and the two women moved to the nearby picnic table to eat.

“I guess I’m going to have to figure out what I want to be when I grow up one of these days also,” Dawn said with a thoughtful look.

“You should think about bounty hunting. At least you meet some interesting people doing that.”

Lisa smiled at Dawn and Dawn felt a knot in her gut.

“Are you looking for a partner?” Dawn asked. As soon as she said it, she realized that the work ‘partner’ could mean drastically different things in different contexts.

Lisa took another bit of steak and chewed.

“Maybe. If they can grill up a good steak and hog tie the bad guys for me,” she said.

That smile again. Dawn couldn’t help herself and blurted out, “You have a beautiful smile.”

Lisa got her thoughtful look again.

“I told you I needed to make some changes in my life and that becoming a bounty hunter was one of them. I like you Dawn. I don’t want to sound presumptuous, but I think that maybe you like me to. But there are things you need to know.”

“I’m ready when you feel ready to share them,” Dawn said. For the first time she felt a bit of relief. Maybe Lisa didn’t feel the same thing, but it sounded like at least they could be friends.

Lisa had finished her steak and took a sip of orange soda. Dawn had been embarrassed to find that orange soda and the hard water that came from the well were all she had around the house to drink.

“This is more difficult than I thought,” Lisa said.

“We can talk later if you want,” Dawn replied.

“No, I think it’s better just to spit it out and see whether you kick my ass out or what.” Lisa had smiled as she said it, but Dawn could tell that now it was Lisa that was nervous.

“Let’s go back to when I was born…” Lisa said as she started to explain things.


Secrets and First Times

The sun had set long ago and the air was taking on a chill.

“You ready to head inside?” Dawn asked.

Lisa nodded.

Dawn picked up the plates and glasses while Lisa held the back door to the trailer open for her. They walked into the trailer’s kitchen.

Lisa hesitated. Dawn had not let many gaps in silence develop in the short time they had known each other, but she had been very quiet since Lisa had finished her story.

“If you are uncomfortable or something, I understand,” Lisa told her.

“No. I’ve just been doing a lot of thinking. And in the end I keep coming back to the same thing.”

“What’s that?” Lisa asked.

“That I think you are the most adorable thing I’ve ever seen and that I’m totally smitten with you.”

Lisa laughed out loud. “I thought I was going to scare you off. I’m a freak.”

Dawn reached out and pulled Lisa to her. “You aren’t a freak. You are a special, one of a kind edition.”

Dawn leaned forward and kissed Lisa.

When she was done, she held the girl tight.

“I’ve never done that before,” Lisa whispered.

“What?” Dawn whispered. “Made love to a woman?”

“No. I’ve never actually kiss or anything before. Like I said, I can be a hermit sometimes.”

“Oh shit, you mean…”

Lisa nodded again and Dawn took her by the hand. They walked down the hall and to the master bedroom.

Dawn began to undress and stood naked before Lisa.

“Okay?” Dawn asked. She was certainly no swimsuit model but Lisa looked at her admiringly.

“Better than okay,” Lisa said.

Dawn stepped forward and wrapped her arms around Lisa. She unbuttoned the sun dress the girl had pulled on earlier in the evening. Now she gently lifted it from Lisa’s shoulders.

Lisa stood there in a bra and panties.

Dawn reached around again and undid the bra. Lisa wiggled out of it.

Dawn held her close for a few moments.

“Are you sure?” Lisa asked

Dawn nodded and guided her toward the bed. Lisa laid down and Dawn crawled on the bed and began kissing her on the lips. Slowly Dawn’s lips and tongue worked their way down Lisa’s body. She stopped and sucked on Lisa’s nipples. They were firm and her figure was nearly flat. Dawn continued working her way downward.

When got to Lisa’s tummy she pause. She reached out with both hands and gently tugged Lisa’s panties down. And she was looking at the most lovely cock she had ever seen. She leaned forward and took Lisa into her mouth.



Lisa squirmed and moaned. She had never felt anything like this before. Ever. Two months earlier a shy and lonely boy named Garrison had quit his job at a law office and virtually disappeared into his apartment for nearly a month. Then Lisa had emerged. She had been nervous and unsure at first. Maybe she still that way to an extent. But with no friends or family around, the transition had been made. The first month she kept expecting someone to yell, “Hey, you aren’t Lisa, you’re Garrison!”

But nobody had.

Now Lisa looked down at the woman sucking on her. It felt so incredible. The woman was big and strong, but she could also be so gentle and kind.

A few minutes later Dawn had taken a second to tell Lisa, “I want you to cum for me.”

Her mouth went back to work. Lisa could feel her hunger. Lisa could not have stopped even if she had wanted to and heaven knows she didn’t want to. Her back arched and her hips thrust. Suddenly she exploded and was filling Dawn’s mouth with gooey, sticky wad after wad of cum.

Dawn continued to suck and lick until Lisa was limp and drained. Then she crawled and laid beside Lisa.

“What about you? Tell me what to do for you,” Lisa whispered quietly.

“It’s okay honey. We have all night. We will both take care of each other. Rest a bit now.”

Dawn had hugged Lisa and Lisa had snuggled back against her.

God, she is so beautiful Dawn thought.


The Assignment

Two years after that first night, the two were still just as in love. And as the morning light began to pour in Dawn couldn’t help but think again, god, she is so beautiful.

A lot had happened. Lisa had discreetly undergone laser hair removal so she didn’t have to shave any more. Dawn did have to admit that the first time she was showering and watched Lisa at the sink shaving had left her with a funny feeling.

Now they were saving up for breast implants. Nothing huge or showy, just something to give Lisa few curves.

In a small town people talk and the fact that Dawn had become a lesbian was often commented on behind her back. If only they had known the whole story…

And over those two years, the pair had gained a reputation as relentless and tough bounty hunters that had never failed to bring back their man.

Lying in bed, Dawn sighed in happiness as she continued to study her lovely partner. And then her cellphone began to ring.

“Damn,” Dawn said as she tried to gently slip away to keep from awakening Lisa.

She punched a button and said, “Sparks.”

Then she listened.

“What the fuck were they thinking?”

Lisa’s ears perked up. Dawn had a rough and gruff exterior, but really didn’t cuss that much.

“Where the hell are we supposed to even start?”

Dawn listen a bit more.

“Okay, we’ll be there in a half hour.”

She punched a button and hung up the phone.

“You are not going to believe this. There was some kind of rush deal between the judge and an attorney. They let Dillion out on bail around nine o’clock last night.”

“What the fuck were they thinking?” Lisa realized that she had just echoed Dawn’s initial response.

“Judge Gary did it. Dillion and some guy named Lucentio both got cut loose. Dillion is a convicted sex offender and is in the middle of his sentence. Lucentio was being held for extradition on a murder charge. I’m thinking something is rotten there. They’ve both disappeared. We can deal with the judge later, but right now we need to get that bastard Dillion back behind bars again.”



Twenty-Four and More Bail Bond Service was run by a large man everyone called Stuffy. Stuffy was about 5’6” tall and weighed in at around 300 pounds. He had used Lisa and Dawn in the past when someone had skipped out. He had put up a half-million dollar bond on Dillion. He had completed the paperwork mainly because he was sure Dillion would never really be released on bail. After all, the kid was in the middle of serving his sentence. Nobody gets out on bail in the middle of a sentence.

With the bond, Stuffy had put down 10% or $50,000 of collateral to secure the bond. Basically he had put his home up to cover that. If Dillion showed up on his court date in two weeks, Stuffy got his collateral back and kept the $25,000 fee he had charged the kid. But if Dillon didn’t show up, Stuffy would lose his collateral and owe the other $450,000. Needless to say, that was not a prospect he was happy about.

At the same time, the court had received a set of forged papers had also indicated that Stuffy would put up the one million dollar bond on Lucentio. The reality was that Stuffy had never even hear of Lucentio who was being held waiting for federal marshals to pick him up. Stuffy felt a little more comfortable that he would be able to show that whole part of things was a scam.

But for now, he was handing Lisa and Dawn ‘the sleeve’, a term used for the file folder with copies of all the papers he had related to Dillion.

“The sheriff faxed these over,” he said as he handed her a stack of papers. “He knows I didn’t put up bail for that Lucentio character, but shared what he had. He wants both of them back.”

The phone on Stuffy’s desk rang and he answered it. While he was talking Lisa and Dawn were thumbing through the paperwork.

“That was a contact at the sheriff’s office,” Stuffy said. “They have put out a BOLO for a 2003 Chrysler 300. Burgundy. Here are the plates.” Stuffy shoved a piece of note paper with the number scribbled on it. A BOLO was a “be on the look out” bulletin that was sent to various law enforcement agencies.

“Apparently the video cameras show someone dropping it off a few hours before the pair was sprung on bail. The keys must have been in it because when they were cut loose, they walked out and drove off in it. The car was seen heading south on the Interstate. It was at a rest stop in Denver overnight. The security guard there takes the license plates on the cars parked overnight and this was one of them.”

Lisa did some quick thinking.

“If they are going straight, the next major city will be Wichita. Let’s go.”

Lisa and Dawn gathered up the various papers and headed out the door.


The Pursuit

Twelve hours later they had passed the rest stop and were approaching Wichita.

The girls had a reputation for getting results. Most of the time, it was brain work and perseverance. Other times it was an instinct like Lisa’s certainty that the two men they were hunting for were headed to Wichita. Other times it was actually luck.

It was late afternoon and they needed gasoline, so they pulled into a station a few miles outside of Wichita in the small town of Hesston, Kansas.

While Dawn filled the pickup, Lisa stretched and looked around.

“Shit,” she said.

Dawn looked at her. Lisa was staring at a burgundy Chrysler 300 backed into the parking along one edge of the station. Lisa jogged over to look at the plates on the back of the car.

“This is it!” she shouted to Dawn.

Lisa scoured the area. There were several drips of fresh oil in front of the car. No tires had crossed them, so they had to be recent. Now Dawn was with her looking around.

“What do we do?” Dawn asked. “Call the locals?”

“Let’s talk to the attendant first,” said Lisa.

The pair quickly walked to the small office where the attendant sat.

A bell on the door let out a tinkle as they entered. Behind the desk was a chubby young man reading a girlie magazine. He didn’t seem to feel any embarrassment as they walked in and caught him.

He gave a grin and asked, “Can I do anything for ya’ll?”

“How long has the Chrysler been parked here?” Dawn asked, pointed out towards the car.

The young man leaned back. “My memory isn’t all that good.”

Lisa pulled a fifty dollar bill from the pocket of her slacks.

“Would this help your memory?”

The attendant thought for a few seconds.

“I really need something that gets the blood running to my head, if you know what I mean.”

The way he said head, what he meant was pretty clear.

“How about a blow job?” Dawn asked.

Lisa was kind of shocked but the attendant gave an eager nod.

“Come on,” Dawn said grabbing the man. “We haven’t got all day.”

“I want her to do it,” he said nodding towards Lisa.

“Let me go first and if you still want her to have seconds, that’s fine.”

Lisa wasn’t sure what Dawn’s plan was, but she flipped the sign on the door to say “CLOSED” and checked that the door was securely locked. Meanwhile, Dawn meanwhile had physically hauled the young man to a back office. She quickly slapped some cuffs on him and warned, “I hope you like it rough, because that’s how I like to play.”

The young man nodded eagerly as Dawn pushed him onto the paper covered desk, undid his belt and zipper, and pulled his pants down.

Lisa was just walking in as Dawn pulled his underwear down to let his cock spring free. Dawn leaned forward and took him in her mouth as Lisa sat down in the chair behind the desk.

“When you get enough blood running to your head, feel free to start talking about what happened,” Lisa told the man. He looked at her and let out a moan.

“Your friend is good,” he said.

“I know”, replied Lisa. “She has lots of experience sucking dick.”

Lisa was thinking about the hours Dawn had spent down between her legs over the two years since they had met.

The man moaned again.

“I think it was a bit after noon when they pulled in.”

“But they left it here?” Lisa asked.

During the conversation Dawn was gently sucking on the man’s cock. Lisa’s nonchalant conversation seemed a bit strange, but the man was happy.

“After they filled it they backed it into the parking space,” he said.

“And then what did they do?” Lisa asked.

The man grinned. “I need a little more blood to go to my head to remember that. Maybe you’d like to take a turn?”

Now Dawn used her teeth and began to chew on the man’s rigid staff.

“That’s kind of hurts,” he said.

“She wasn’t lying when she said she likes it rough. She’s just trying to help you get more blood going to your head. Is it working?”

Now Dawn bit down. The young man arched his back and screamed. Dawn continued to chew aggressively.

“Last week she actually bit a guy’s dick off. Did you know they can do penis reattachment surgery now? Or at least they can if you get it on ice and get to the hospital fast enough. Unfortunately we didn’t get the damn thing put on ice quick enough.”

Lisa was winging it now but at least she had figured out what Dawn’s plan was.

“So about the guys in the car, what did they do?”

The man’s face was pained. “Can she go a little easier?”

“Once she starts, she’s kind of hard to stop until she gets what she wants.”

The man was sweating and cringing now. “They waited in the car.”

Dawn’s teeth chewed on the man like she would on a tough steak. The taste of precum vanished as the sweet taste of blood began to fill her mouth.

“Just waited? They didn’t come in or talk to you or anything?”

“God, she’s killing me,” the man screeched.

“A few have gone into shock and had a rough time of it. But she’s never actually killed a man before.”

“One of them came in and bought a map. He said they were heading south.” The young man was whimpering in pain now.

“Did he say what city?”

“Arg! No. No. He didn’t say.”

“So a white van. Anything special about it?”

The man screamed in pain. “Oklahoma plates. Please make her stop!”

“Who was driving the van?”

There was more than just a taste of blood in Dawn’s mouth now. He was starting to bleed in earnest.

“I don’t know,” the man screamed. “It pulled up and they got in. Then it left.”

‘Heading south?”

“Yes. God have mercy, yes!”

“White van, but you didn’t see the driver?”

“No. I mean yes. I…” another scream filled the small office.

“Do you think they headed south towards?”

“Yes! Please! Yes.”

“Anything else you can think of?”

“No!”

“So you’ve got enough blood to your head now?”

“I’m sorry! Please make her stop!”

Dawn stopped her chewing and bobbed her head up and down on the man’s shaft.

He moan and arched his back. This time it was because of an approaching orgasm, not because of pain.

A few moments later his cock exploded into Dawn’s sucking mouth.

When he stopped twitching, Dawn stood up. She stood looking down at his face and spit. Her mouth was full of the man’s cum and blood and it splattered over his face.”

She roughly grabbed him and undid the handcuffs.

“I don’t think you really want my friend giving you a blow job after all that, do you?”

The man whimpered and curled into a fetal position on the desk.


On the Trail

“That was one hell of an interrogation technique,” Lisa observed as the pickup truck barreled south towards Oklahoma City. “Did you learn that from the online course on how to be a private investigator you’ve been taking?”

Dawn was seething with anger and looked over at Lisa. Lisa was smiling at her and Dawn could never help but smile back when she saw that lovely face.

“The prick was being an asshole and I was kind of pissed off,” Dawn said.

“Hope he wasn’t planning on having kids anytime soon.”

“I kind of got the impression he might not date all that much.”

“He’ll probably date even less for the next few weeks,” Lisa observed and then her face took on the look that meant she was thinking.

After about fifteen minutes Lisa sighed. “I’m not sure what we do next honey.”

Dawn reached over and took Lisa by the hand.

“You’ll figure out something, you always do.”

“I don’t know if I ever would have thought up mangling whose-it’s dick to get him to talk,” Lisa said and they both laughed.

Two hours further south they pulled into a convenience store in the small town of Blackwell, Oklahoma. It was around 3:00 AM and they had been going for about twenty hours straight at this point.

As they walked in, Lisa happened to glance towards the vacant parking space next to the pickup truck.

“I’ll be damned,” she said.

Dawn walked around and followed her gaze. There was a puddle of oil similar to what they had seen outside of Wichita.

The two women walked into the store. There was a bored looking, middle aged woman behind the counter.

“Howdy,” she said in a friendly voice.

“Hi,” Lisa said. “It may sound off the wall, but we’re trying to catch up with some friends headed towards Oklahoma City. They are driving a plain white van.”

The woman nodded. “Actually two have been by. They were here at the same time. Kind of a strange coincidence.”

Lisa reached into her pocked and pulled out a leather case. She flashed the brass badge that read “FUGITIVE RECOVERY AGENT” hoping the lady did not pay too much attention and would be impressed to the point of being helpful.

“One of those vans may have had a pair of dangerous men who are on the run hiding in the back. Is there surveillance video or something we could look at?”

The woman nodded and motioned them to follow her towards the back of the store. Inside a door labeled “PRIVATE” was a small office.

“This stuff sets here recording all the time. I don’t think anyone has touched it in months.”

Lisa’s eyes took in the three monitors and the computer they were connected to.

“What time was it roughly when they were here?”

“It was probably around an hour ago. The men driving both vans came in and bought a soda. They didn’t seem to know each other.”

Lisa was at the keyboard now. One of the views on one of the screens began to play backwards. About an hour earlier they saw the vans both leaving.  At high speed, the image was blurred. As the screen showed the first van pulling in, Lisa hit the buttons to play at normal speed.

The first van had set there for about five minutes before the second van showed up. The drivers got out separately and walked into the store.

Lisa clicked a button and a printer kicked to life. She had a frame showing the license plates of both vans.

While the drivers were gone, something strange happened. The side door on one van had opened and a man drug something out and off to the side of the store. Then the man came back, closed the door he had come out of, opened the door of the other van, and climbed inside.

A few minutes later the drivers returned and both vans left.

Lisa leaned back from the keyboard and the desk.

“What the hell was that about?” asked Dawn.

“Grab a flashlight. I’m kind of worried about what we might find outside,” Lisa told her.

The clerk followed them out of the store. This was the most excitement she had seen in years. Dawn grabbed a flashlight and the three women walked off towards the side of the store to where the man from the van had drug something.

It didn’t take long to find a body curled into a fetal position.

Tentatively Lisa approached it and touched it on the neck. There was a whimpering sound.

Lisa quickly rolled the man over. It was Dillion.

His eyes were wide and filled with terror. Around his neck was a tightly tied rope. Lisa pulled out a knife and cut it free.



A few minutes later Dillion could talk again. It turned out that Lucentio had a plan of some sort but that Dillion had not been part of it.

Dillion said that Lucentio had tried to strangle him. Dillion was smart enough to play dead, but Lucentio had knotted the rope. Dillion had been sure he was going to strangle to death slowly in the field beside the store.

Lisa swore the clerk to secrecy telling her it was all top secret, national security stuff as she flashed her badge again. She had also slipped the woman a hundred dollar bill which probably helped.

Dawn and Lisa drug Dillion to the truck, cuffed him, and drove off leaving the clerk shaking her head.



They had been going for over twenty four hours and were both exhausted.

“Technically,” Lisa observed, “Stuffy only hired us to bring Dillion back. So we’re done.”

They were nearing the college town of Stillwater in Oklahoma. Dawn saw a small motel off the side of the road ahead.

Dawn told Lisa, “You don’t like the idea of Lucentio getting away any more than I do. Let’s get some rest and think about things.”

They pulled in, got a room, and discretely drug the bound and gagged body of Dillion into it before locking him in a closet.


Story Three

Where paths finally cross.


The Meeting

Kinessa studied the report in front of her. Over the last five years she had taken in nearly two hundred 'patients'. About half of those had been fugitives and all of them had left people behind who came looking for them. And some of those doing the looking had been damn good.

But until now, not a single tracker had set off one of the various 'tripwires' Kinessa had in place to warn her if someone might be getting closer than she wanted.

In the last few hours, one of those tripwires had been crossed by two inquisitive bounty hunters who were getting entirely too close for comfort. There were typically two swaps before patients were brought to the facility. The first was at a random location, but the second typically took place at a small convenience store that was just on the Kansas side of the Interstate that would take you to Oklahoma City.

The fact that the first driver had messed up badly did not help. He should only have taken the paying client, but had instead allowed two men into the van. And the report said that the client had killed the second by strangling him while they were transporting him. From the clerk, Kinessa knew that the truth was that this man was now in the hands of the two bounty hunters.

Kinessa had been able to get her hands on some details on the two bounty hunters. One seemed to be a country bumpkin while the other seemed to have mysteriously appeared from nowhere a few years earlier.

Kinessa sighed. In her own way, she had a strong sense of justice that she followed on her own terms. If she had found some objection to the bounty hunters, she might have taken more drastic steps. But looking at their history and given the fact they seemed to be getting close, she had a grudging respect for them.

She made a few telephone calls and removed a pistol and holster from her desk. After checking the .40 caliber Taurus PT111 pistol, she walked out to her car and drove away from the clinic.



After dumping Dillion in the motel room, Dawn and Lisa went to the small diner in front of the hotel. Dawn ordered a ground steak and Lisa scrambled eggs. A half hour later they headed back to their room with full stomachs and ready for some sleep.

Lisa was the first to notice the car. While their battered pickup fit in even with its out of state plates, the late model foreign sedan did not.

"Do you think some of Lucentio’s mob buddies might be looking for him?” Lisa asked nodding towards the car.

"Oklahoma plates, so it’s not like mobsters from New Jersey." Dawn said as she followed Lisa’s glance at the fancy car.

“Could be a rental, but it is a bit fancy for that,” Lisa replied.

As they approached there room, Lisa noticed the door was slightly ajar and mutter a quiet, “Damn."

Although Dawn preferred to fight with her fists and rarely carried a gun, Lisa drew her compact Ruger 9 mm pistol from under her blouse as they quietly approached the room. As Lisa moved forward slowly the mirror that was on the back of the room’s door came into sight. She found herself looking at the reflection of a well-dressed and confident looking woman of color who was now setting in their room.

The reflection looked back and smiled. From inside the room a voice said, "We need to talk.”

“What about?” Lisa asked from outside in a wary voice.

“It’s complicated, but the man locked in your closet for one thing.”

Lisa nodded. She lowered her pistol and cautiously walked forward.

“Just so you’re aware of it, I do have a gun tucked in a holster in the small of my back. I don’t mean that as a threat and I certainly don’t anticipate us having a shootout. But I thought you should know.”

Lisa nodded as she and Dawn entered the room. Dawn closed and locked the door behind them.

Both studied the well dressed and very beautiful woman setting on the foot of one of the beds in the room.

“My name is Kinessa and we have a bit of a situation that I hope we can work out between ourselves.”


Another Escape

Lucentio was wary and canny. The only reason he had managed to survive as long as he had was because of his instincts. He knew that they weren’t happy about his killing the other guy who had made the break with him. But the Dillion guy had the ties and they had needed to someone local. He was a liability, but he also had a role to play as part of the plan for a fake release notice for Lucentio.

By the time the van carrying him had arrived at the clinic, Lucentio was having second thoughts. Kinessa had left earlier to meet the bounty hunters and Gail did not have the other woman’s charm and finesse. When Gail had met Lucentio at the front door of the clinic, his mental alarm bells had gone off. When she tried to get him to let them take him in the wheelchair to draw blood he was wary.

Then he noticed the full syringe on the try where the various items for drawing blood set. Lucentio was smart enough to know that it was out of place. He had launched from the wheelchair and backhanded Gail on the way past her. He put his shoulder down and took the nurse down with a blow to the chest.

Lucentio ran up the hall and out the front door of the clinic.

The woman driving the van was just about to pull away when he came out the front door. He slowed, smiled, and waved. He walked to the driver’s side and the woman lowered the window.

“I forgot something,” he said as he approached. When he was close enough he had grabbed the driver and pulled her from the van through the open window. He opened the door to the van and slammed the vehicle into drive. The gates up front didn’t open for him, so he simply drove through them.

“This was a setup,” Lucentio muttered to himself.



“I gave our friend in the closet a sedative to help him rest,” the woman had said.

Lisa gave her a look of surprise.

“I’m a doctor,” Kinessa explained. “It is a long story. In short, I run a clinic that caters to men who are on the run. Largely criminals but a few corporate types who have raided their company’s coffers and other assorted ne’er do wells. I can assure you that they do not find the carefree escape they expect. We have special methods for dealing with them and dispensing our own special form of justice.”

“Like?” Lisa prompted.

Kinessa paused. “I’m afraid it is rather delicate and complicated to explain.”

“Well, you have a choice. You can explain it and we can have an adult conversation or you don’t explain it and we have nothing left to talk about.”

Kinessa and Lisa eyed each other.

Suddenly the trill of a cellphone ringing broke the silence. Kinessa frowned and pulled her phone out.

“Pardon me. This may be an emergency.”

Kinessa had answered the phone and found herself listening to an obviously rattled Abby.

“This is bad,” Kinessa told Abby after being told what had happened with Lucentio. “There may be a solution, but we may need to close up shop. You know what to do to get ready. I’ll call you back from the road in a few minutes.”

Kinessa hung up the phone and looked at Lisa

“I understated Lucentio”, Kinessa said simply. “He is loose and on the run. And it is my fault.”

Kinessa tried to give a quick explanation, “The men who come to me to hide are brainwashed and feminized. I know it is probably not something you have encountered, but they are basically turned into what are effectively women in men’s bodies. I assure you that their ultimate fate is worse than any our corrupt justice system could serve up.”

Kinessa paused. “If you are willing, I want to hire you. Lucentio just escaped from my clinic near Afton, Oklahoma.”

Dawn pulled out a map and began looking at it.

“I can assure you that I will be flexible and appreciative as we work out details later, but I would be in your debt if you could catch Lucentio. I can take your friend Dillion off your hands and return to the clinic with him. If you are unable to catch Lucentio, we will pull up roots and disappear. If that happens, I will be in touch. I know you would be going out on a limb trusting me, but I assure you I won’t leave you there with no help.”

Dawn and Lisa looked at each other. They exchanged a look and Lisa told Kinessa, “Okay, we’ll see what we can do. No promises though.”


Desperate Hunt

Lucentio pulled into a convenience store with a pay phone. He made a call using a credit card number from memory to cover the cost of the call.

A woman answered on the second ring with the simple proclamation “Construction.”

“Babe, it’s Lucentio. I need you to wire some money. Use the service. Send $500 so it doesn’t raise any alarm bells. I’ll pick it up in Joplin, Missouri, with the name John Jones. I’ll call you later but I want to keep this short.”

“I’ll have it on its way in ten minutes.”

“Thanks. I owe you.”



Lisa had pulled out her laptop. She was typing but noticed that Kinessa was staring at her. She looked up and met the woman’s eyes.

Kinessa said, “I’m a plastic surgeon. If I said anything earlier that offended you, I can assure you it was not my intent.”

Lisa felt a knot in her gut. Somehow this woman knew her secret.

Suddenly something popped up on Lisa’s laptop. “Wire transfer from Hoboken, New Jersey, to Joplin, Missouri. It isn’t much to go on, but it’s all we have.”

She and Dawn scrambled. The woman on the bed said, “I’ll take care of Dillion. You can reach me at this number at any time.”

She handed a card with a scribbled cell phone number to Lisa.

A few minutes later Dawn and Lisa were barreling down the rural backroads of Oklahoma and Kansas in a race to Joplin.



Sometimes good luck helps, but sometimes the other person having a bit of bad luck can be just as effective. After hanging up the pay phone, as Lucentio walked back to the van he found it had a flat tire. The drive through the clinic’s gate had taken a toll on the van.

“Damn it all.”

Without much enthusiasm, he broke out the jack and spare tire.



As Dawn and Lisa pulled into Joplin two hours later, they drove around scoping out the various grocery stores that might handle the wire transfer of money. There were things like some ‘pay-day loan’ companies that could also handle the receiving end of the transaction, but those places tended to be a bit stricter about details like having a valid driver’s license.

Lisa was frequently checking her phone and suddenly an alert came through.

“The transfer is being verified from the grocery store we passed back on 15th street.”

Dawn was driving and made a quick u-turn. Gunning the engine, they headed back.



Lucentio’s plan was to get in and get out fast. Because of that, he had left the van unlocked and the keys in the ignition.

He had filled in the required paper work and the money was now being counted out. He did take time to grab a couple of candy bars and some water. He was expecting to spend the next day or so on the road getting back to the familiar turf of Jersey.

He walked back out to the van and tried to open the door.

“Damn!’

The driver’s door was locked and the keys were inside. If he had to, he’d bust a window, but maybe one of the other doors was unlocked. He tried the rear door and found it lock. Without much hope, he tried the van’s sliding side door.

It opened!

Setting in the backseat was a cute and petite brunette who smiled at him.

“Hi Mr. Lucentio!”

He never noticed the woman rise from the bed of the pickup truck that was now parked beside the van and behind him. Dawn smacked Lucentio with a tire iron while he was ogling at Lisa.

After cuffing Lucentio, Lisa climbed into the driver’s seat of the van. She called the number on the card.

“We got him. Where do we deliver him?”

Lisa had heard Kinessa’s sigh of relief. For the first time ever, Kinessa gave the address of the clinic to someone over the phone.


Special Delivery

There were two workmen repairing the gates as the small convey of a white van with a damaged front end and a battered old pickup truck pulled up in front of the clinic. Kinessa, Abby, and Gail were waiting outside.

Lisa got out of the van as Dawn was climbing out of the truck.

“A greeting committee?” she asked as she opened the side door to the van.

Lucentio was handcuffed inside.

Lisa kept her distance and poked the man in the back. “I know you woke up about twenty minutes ago honey. You aren’t very good at faking it.”

“I’ll make damn sure he’s out this time,” Gail said.

Seeing the bruise that covered the side of her face, Lisa suspected the woman might have a grudge to settle with the man as Gail stepped forward.

“We are going to have such good times together. I’m disappointed that you would pretend to be asleep instead of coming out and playing Mr. Lucentio,” Gail told the man.

Lucentio made a sudden move from the back seat of the van and pivoted his body. Fortunately Dawn had been watching as he had coiled his legs and tensed for the move. Dawn snagged Gail and pulled her to the side. Lucentio’s attempt at kick left him dangling out the door held up by his handcuffed wrists.

While he floundered helplessly, Gail stepped forward and plunged a syringe into his arm.

By the time a wheelchair was brought out, Lucentio was out cold. Dawn picked up the man and put him in the wheelchair with little effort.

“You sure you’ve got him sweetheart?” Dawn asked Gail.

“Oh yes darling. Trust me. He is mine now. But I do appreciate your help.” The woman wheeled him into the clinic with the help of a nurse.

“Thank you,” Kinessa told the pair.

“Glad he’s off the streets,” said Dawn and Lisa nodded.

“Let’s go to my office and talk for a bit,” Kinessa suggested.


Explanations

Kinessa, Abby, Lisa, and Dawn sat around a table in Kinessa’s office.

Kinessa looked at Lisa and asked, “I appreciate all that you have done and I don’t mean to pry, but am I right in thinking you are transgendered?”

Lisa nodded. Lisa’s hands were on the table in front of her and Abby was setting beside her. Abby reached over and took Lisa’s hand.

“We have something in common then,” Abby told Lisa with a shy smile.

Lisa and Dawn felt a bit more at ease, but still were a bit overwhelmed by the non-stop pace of the last two days.

“I take bad men and put them through a process of forced feminization. Other than Gail and myself, all the women you have met here either voluntarily transitioned or went through that process.”

Lisa and Dawn were now trying to process this.

“Lucentio had made arrangements to be hidden. Usually we charge around a half-million dollars, not because of the money, but because most of the criminals who are big enough fish for our time and effort can afford that. We have taken a few for less. As you can probably imagine, every situation is different.”

“Normally I would not share any of this with anyone, but for some reason I feel like I can trust our secret with the two of you. Also, if it wasn’t for you, we would be packing up and disappearing at this point because of Lucentio knowing where we were and possibly having an idea of what we do.”

“I appreciate your trust,” Lisa said. “But why are you telling us this? I don’t think you would share for the sake of sharing.”

“No, I wouldn’t. First is my appreciation. Second, we need to finalize some decision around Dillion’s situations. And third, I have a proposition.”

“On the second, I had an agent acting on my behalf talk with a man who goes by the name of Stuffy. I have offered to cover the cost of the bail of Dillion. It was positioned in a way where he is under the impression that someone fairly dangerous and powerful has intervened and will dispense their own form of justice. Actually that part is not too far from the truth. Stuffy was also left with the impression it would be healthier for both of you to not continue trying to pick up the trail. He seemed like a rather seedy individual, but also seem genuinely concerned about your well-being.”

“For the third, I have thought about a slightly different approach in the past. I wait for those who hang around the edges of society to reach out to me to help them disappear. I will admit I have read stories in the past and thought that certain people who would likely never even be aware of me were deserving of my special treatment.”

“If you are interested, you would, in effect, become huntresses that go after the worst of the worst. I would be willing to pay you. It probably sounds unbelievable, but money really is no problem. Some of the men we have transitioned shared the location of the hordes of millions of dollars they had hidden here and there. I would also prefer you relocated here to the clinic if we were going to formally work together. Before you decide though, let me show you around a bit.”

They started at the gym on the top floor. The view was still as beautiful as ever with trees as far as could be seen.

“Abby and I have the apartment over there,” Kinessa pointed towards one wall. “The apartment on the opposite side is unoccupied and is where I was thinking you might stay if you accept the offer.”

Lisa and Dawn took in the gym with its hot tub, weight gear, treadmill, exercise bike, and other items. Then they followed Kinessa into the apartment she had suggested they might move into. It was enormous. There was a large open area that included a living room, a dining room and a kitchen. Down the hall were two private studies with desks and book cases. Finally there was a large master bedroom with a huge bathroom attached.

“Okay,” Dawn said poking at Lisa and eyeing the walk-in shower big enough for two. “This beats my double wide.”

Lisa hugged Dawn and groped her partner’s butt. “Depends which of your double wide’s you’re talking about babe,” Lisa teased.

Next they visited the operating room and several other rooms.

“Most of the medical work after their initiation process take place up here,” Kinessa explained.

“What’s the initiation process,” Dawn asked.

“It is where we break them down to nothing so we can rebuild them into what we want. Gail oversees that. We will visit her room in basement. She actually prefers to have it called the dungeon. You’ll understand why after the tour.”

On the first floor there was a small kitchen area and an open area. A number of women were gathered in an open area here playing cards or reading books.

“Everyone here right now started as an involuntary convert. But eventually they all get to the point of begging for what we can offer them. The indoctrination process can be very rough. Often they are left with a rather childish level of reasoning and knowledge. Look at this.”

Kinessa pulled out her phone and thumbed to a picture of an olive skinned man with nice black hair and a greasy smile.

“Danny Sarello. A want-to-be, small-time thug from Jersey. We began his transition three weeks ago.”

Kinessa raised her voice, “Sara.”

A woman with wavy black hair looked up from a magazine and Kinessa motioned for her to come over. The woman quickly rose and walked over to the group teetering a bit on high heels. She was wearing a blouse and skirt that were both purple.
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“You are still working on walking in heels?” Kinessa asked her.

“Yes ma’am. I went up a half inch longer this morning to the two inch heels. I am working hard to get to the three inch heals by the end of the week,” Sara said in an excited tone.

“These are some very special visitors. Would you like to show them what we gave you two days ago?”

The woman nodded and began to unbutton her blouse. She was sporting a pair of large, firm breasts.

Dawn let out a whistle. “Nice melons!”

“Thank you ma’am,” Sara said.

Lisa looked down at her own flat chest. “I love you to darling,” she said with a mock pout.

“We have completed the laser hair removal on the upper body. I still have the lower body and face to go. Sara shaves twice a day for now. We will also let her hair grow out a bit longer so we can style it and make her a pretty girl.”

“Thank you ma’am,” the woman repeated.

“After that, we will perform the castration. We don’t do that with all patients, but Sara is special.”

“Thank you ma’am,” she repeated again.

“You may go Sara.” As the girl walked off buttoning her blouse as she walked unsteadily on her heels. Kinessa continued, “Sarello once wanted to kill Abby. I will confess there is a certain amount of personal vengeance in this one.”

“And what happens when you are done with her,” Lisa asked.

Kinessa paused, “I won’t hide anything or try to deceive you although it is tempting. I’m not particularly proud of it but, like I said, it is personal. Sara will leave us to belong to a fairly influential man. He’s a politician in Washington whose name you would certainly recognize. She will, in theory, be his housekeeper. The reality is that he is into extreme bondage, sadism, and humiliation. He had been paying an escort service for some occasional company, but his preferences were too extreme for them to continue to handle. Another person who had taken one of my former patients off my hands a few years ago suggested to this gentleman that he might consider a feminized sex toy so he could indulge in his kinks with less risk of exposure. Sara’s life with him will likely be fairly unpleasant at times.”

Lisa and Dawn looked at the woman who was setting looking at a magazine again.

“I’m afraid I seem like an animal to you,” Kinessa said.

Dawn looked her in the eye and said, “Dillion is personal with me. I understand.”

Lisa was looking at the feminized sissy they had just met and shrugged. “I’m not one to judge you.”

“Let’s look at the rest of this floor and then head to the dungeon,” Kinessa said.

There was a hall lined with rooms. “Most of these have one or two girls in them. During the early stages, we tend to find it is better to have the girl by herself for the first week or so. Then socialization with the other girls begins. We have to teach them who they are all over again. That means every detail from what kind of soda pop they like to whether they drink or not to their favorite color.”

At the far end, another set of doors opened in an admissions area.

“We never really use this given the types of cases we handle, but it is good for show and buffers the front entrance and lobby from the rest of the facility.”

Through another door they came to the lobby. There was a waiting area, consultation rooms, a large conference room, and several offices including the one where they had earlier been talking.

“We rarely go to the dungeon. There are elevators, but we can take the stairs here.”

Nearly hidden by a large plant was an unmarked door and a set of stairs. This took them to the basement.

There was a hallway with several doors on each side.

“Gail’s apartment is down here. There are also two smaller apartments for whatever pets she takes on as helpers or special projects. Look in here.”

Lisa opened the last door on the right wall and walked in. 

“Holy shit,” Dawn and Lisa said almost in unison.

This was every dominatrix and sub’s dream room. There were chains with restraints hanging from the ceiling and walls. There were tables with holes where someone’s face could be positioned for activities that Dawn and Lisa could only imagine. There where whips and paddles hanging on one part of the wall. Another part had paddles, crops, and canes. There were a variety of outfits from leather and latex to frilly sissy panties and even diapers.

“We occasionally use this to provide special training for some of the girls we transition. You might call them special orders. We really don’t use it that much for treatments these days, but it is a fun place to spend an evening with that special someone.”

Kinessa winked at Abby as she said this.

“One last stop. I know you two have to be exhausted,” Kinessa said as she headed back out the door.


The Dungeon

The door at the end of the basement hall opened into a large room.

“This is bigger than the double wide to,” Dawn commented and the three women with her smiled.

The room was brightly lit and looked like the lab of a mad scientist.

“This is Gail’s domain,” said Kinessa.

Towards one wall was an exam table that had several cameras around it. Gail was standing by it making adjustments with the help of another woman. As the others approached, Gail looked up and gave them a grim smile.

“I thought I’d wait until you got here to hook Lucentio up to the table.”

There was a pair of occupied gurneys pushed into one corner of the room. In the, Lucentio and Dillion were both restrained and seemed to be sleeping.

“Diana, please wheel Lucentio over to the table,” Gail told the woman helping her.

Lisa looked at the woman. She was beautiful and seemed to be happy helping Gail, but after what Kinessa had told them earlier she found herself wondering who she had once been and what she had done that brought her here.

Dawn and Abby moved towards where things were happening. Lisa looked to the side and saw Kinessa watching her.

“You don’t approve of what I do, do you?” Kinessa asked.

Lisa thought for several seconds. 

“I tend to be introspective sometimes. You talked about us helping you. I won’t judge you for what you do, but I have been wondering if I could really look myself in the mirror if I helped you.”

Kinessa nodded. “That’s fair. I think you might have been wondering about the nurse?”

Lisa often surprised people by seeming to know what they were thinking, but now she was the one experiencing that with Kinessa’s comments. Lisa thought a second and then nodded.

“Do you remember when Randy Carson, the Seven Lakes Strangler, disappeared? Estimates were that he had left a trail of at least a half dozen women as victims and possibly as many twenty. When he knew he was about to be arrested, he ran and seemed to just vanish. He wasn’t wealthy, but he had some money and wanted a new identity.”

“You will likely think Gail is harsh. Actually I would not argue with you on that. In fact, there were seventeen woman Carson killed. Gail literally worked almost one hundred hours straight to extract everything she could from him about dates, descriptions, what happened, where victims had been dumped, and other details.”

“It is easy to rationalize the things you do to yourself sometimes. Maybe I am guilty of that. But there are eight families that have what remains of their loved ones back because of Gail’s determination. And we found ways to get what information we could to every family of every victim. Some got closure. Others know in their minds what happened even if their hearts still rebel.”

Kinessa paused and looked at Lisa.

“Every case is different. I won’t try to say every man who we have transitioned is as evil as Randy Carson was. There are nights I lay awake trying to make the right decision. I’m only human. I know that at least some of the time I’m probably wrong. I have to live with that. Not that I expect pity or sympathy. It is my own choice and my own doing.”

Lisa was silent for nearly a minute.

“But you do your best,” Lisa finally said.

Their eyes met and they smiled at each other.

“Let’s go see Gail’s show,” Kinessa said.



The nurse named Diana had wheeled the gurney holding Lucentio to beside the examination table that was the focus of the room. The man was stripped naked and appeared to be unconscious. Gail took no chances and put restraints around the man’s arms and legs before undoing the restraints holding him to the gurney.

Gail and Diana were able to slide the made from the gurney to the table. They worked for a few minutes carefully positioning him.

“Now for the electronic butt fucker,” said Abby and Dawn and Lisa noticed a smile play briefly across Gail’s face.

The man’s legs were spread and strapped to different sides of the table. A V-shaped section of the table was removed from between his legs. Below was a mechanism of some sort. Gail disconnected a steel rod about a quarter inch in width with a rounded top. What looked like a large dildo was impaled on the other end of the rod.

Diana the nurse began putting the restraints on the upper part of the man’s body while Gail squatted between the man’s legs. She guided the blunt end of the rod into Lucentio’s ass.

“There is a mark that shows when six inches is in,” she explained.

She then twisted the bottom of the rod and moved the dildo up until it was lodged within Lucentio’s butt cheeks.

She then took leather sheath that was lined with copper. She ran a strap around the base of the man’s cock and then cinched the sheath into place.

Gail double checked Diana’s work on the restraints and nodded in satisfaction. Then she turned to her audience.

“The subject could asphyxiate if they throw up. The table tilts slightly backwards, but I also use medicine to help with the nausea.”

Gail pointed to one side of the table. “That is a vacuum and if something does happen I can suction the airway clear. It rarely happens though.”

While she had been talking, Diana had hooked up various other connections to the man’s body. The group noticed that Lucentio began to stir.

“We record everything,” Gail continued. “At this point, we will get him horny and eager to please. Then I will ask him questions and we want to make sure we have an exact and accurate record of the questions and responses. Sometimes they have very valuable information. I’m going to start now.”

Kinessa motioned for Dawn and Lisa to take a step back away from the table while Gail pressed various buttons.

“Hello Mr. Lucentio,” Gail said. “Our first meeting this morning did not go so well for me. I think it’s only fair to let you know that this one is not going to go so well for you.”

The man struggled back to consciousness.

“What the hell…” His voice tapered off.

“I have some questions to ask you,” Gail told him.

“Go to hell.” It was clear that the man had exerted a great deal of energy to spit that out.

“Let me introduce Diana,” Gail said. The nurse stood beside the table holding Lucentio and looked down at him with her large breasts jiggling slightly. Diana slowly licked her lips.

“Wouldn’t you like to get to know Diana better?” Gail asked.

Without further prodding, Diana kissed the restrained man and then began to work her way downward. She took one of his nipples in her mouth and gently sucked. A few minutes later she pinched it roughly between her teeth bringing a gasp from the man. Then she moved to the other nipple and repeated her performance.

She worked still further downward until she reached the man’s cock. There was no hesitation as Diana took the man into her mouth. She began to eagerly suck on him and within minutes the man on the table strained against the straps that held in place, not to escape but because of the approach of an orgasm.

“Arrggg!” he moaned as he climaxed. Diana continued to suck on his cock for several minutes until he was limp and drained.

Diana stood up straight and looked down at the man on the table again.

“Wouldn’t you like to please Diana now? Do you think you are man enough to handle her Mr. Lucentio?”

“Oh god yes baby,” he muttered. He could not take his eyes off of Diana and it seemed like Gail’s voice had him hypnotized.

“Let’s see if he can handle a woman like you Diana,” Gail told her assistant.

Slowly Diana peeled off her shirt and then tugged her pants down. Standing in her underwear, she looked down at the man and smiled. Next she undid her bra, freeing her large, firm breasts. Lucentio gave a gasp of admiration.

Now Diana hooked her thumbs on each side of her panties and gently tugged them down. Between her legs, an erect cock stood eagerly longing for attention. She moved her hips towards Lucentio’s head.

“Show us that you can satisfy a woman like her,” Gain taunted the man.

Without hesitation, Lucentio opened his mouth and Diana slid her cock inside. He began to suck as she eagerly thrust in and out. Sometimes she would push deep and Lucentio would gag. Other times she would bury herself down his throat and wait while the man’s face turned red because he was unable to breath with the obstruction in his throat. But he still continued to enthusiastically work on her for nearly fifteen minutes.

Then Diana’s thrusts became faster and took on more of a sense of urgency.

“I’m going to come honey,” the shemale muttered to Lucentio. He redoubled his efforts as he worshiped her cock.

“Ohhhhh!” Diana suddenly exploded. With each thrust her cock spewed a wad of cum deep into Lucentio’s throat. The man continued to suckle on the woman’s dick as she fed him glob after glob of cum. He was happily humming as she finally went limp and he sucked her clean.

When she stepped back Gail observed, “You seem to have enjoyed Diana as much as she enjoyed you.”

“Baby,” Lucentio told Diana. “You are the fucking best. That was incredible.”

“Wouldn’t you like to spend more time with Diana?” Gail asked and the lust that showed in the man’s eyes made his answer clear.

“I’d do anything for another shot at that,” the man said with candor.

“You could spend a lot of time together with her honey. You two feminine sissies just fucking and sucking for hours and hours. Is that what you want Mr. Lucentio? Or should I start calling you Lucy?”

Now Diana looked down at the man. “Let her fix you up. Please? Then you and I can plan lots and lots.”

“Yes baby,” the man said. Then he looked at Gail and begged, “Make me like her. I want to play with her and have her play with me.”

Gail smiled and nodded.

“Very well, but let me explain what you can look forward to. Soon you will happily be answering my questions. All of my questions. If you don’t we can resort to what some might call ‘enhanced interrogation techniques’. And I’m sure we will have fun with you. You see I can administer an electric shock right through your cock and make it come out your ass.”

Gail pushed a button and the man’s body arched upward against the restraints. She released and he went limp.

“Hurts like hell, doesn’t it? It wasn’t even set at the highest voltage. And if you are really naughty, we also have another method at our disposal.”

“The electronic butt fucker,” Abby whispered quietly.

Gail pushed another button. The dildo on the thin shaft that ran into Lucentio’s ass began to move upward. It moved slowly, but relentlessly. The man’s yelp of pain lasted a few seconds until the sphincter muscles were stretched beyond their limit and the dildo plowed into the man. The he began to moan with pleasure.

If they had measured, they would have found that about nine inches had buried itself in his bowels.

It paused and then began to retreat. It pulled clear of the man’s asshole a few seconds later.

“We can do that in onesies like that or I can set it so it will fuck you nice and hard for however long I want. Now, let’s get to those questions.”

The man on the table moaned and said, “Anything. I’ll do anything.”

“You were wired some money. Who sent that?”

“I… uh… Glenda.”

“Glenda sent it? Glenda who?”

“Nickels.”

“Glenda Nickels sent the money? Who is Glenda Nickels?”

“Secretary.”

“So Glenda Nickels the secretary wired you money. Does she work for you? Is she your secretary?”

“The company…”

“Glenda Nickels works for the company? Which company?”

“Luster Bay.”

Gail stepped to a computer and did a quick search. She came up with a match.

“So Glenda Nickels works for Luster Bay Construction?”

“Yes.”

“And she wired you money?”

“Yes.”

“How did you tell her you needed money?”

“Phone.”

“How did you call her on the phone?”

Lucentio rattled off a phone number.

“What phone did you use?”

“Pay phone. Store.”

“How did you pay for the call? Did you make it collect?”

“No. Didn’t want any tracks. Credit card.”

Now he rattled off a credit card number.

“Does Glenda expect you to call again?”

“Yes.”

“Are you and Glena lovers?”

“No. She’s old.”

“What could I tell her to make her believe I was giving her a message from you?”

“Lilly.”

“Yes dear. Lilly. What about Lilly?”

“Lilies. I sent flowers when her grandson was born. Flower shop sent for funeral, not roses.”

“So you sent Glenda flowers when her grandson was born, but the flower shop messed up and sent lilies for a funeral instead of roses for a birth?”

“Yea.”

“Where did Glenda get the money she sent?”

“Company bank.”

“She has access to the company’s bank account.”

“Yea.”

“How much money is there?”

“Fifteen thousand, about.”

“Where all do you have money stashed?”

“Other banks. Coins”

“You have other bank accounts? With who?”

Over the next fifteen minutes and through a series of questions Gail had found that he had money in two other banks. She had the account numbers and the name he had used on the account. Both accounts had over $500,000 in them. Glenda had an envelope with the blank checks. She was supposed to send it once he was settled. He also had coins he had stashed in mini storage units in five different cities. Each had about $100,000 of coins which were virtually untraceable.

Kinessa had stepped back from the area while the other three watched. Now Lisa, Dawn, and Abby joined her.

“It sounds like we should be able to contact this Glenda and convince her that things are okay. We will use the story about lilies as a way to show it really came from him. She may ask a few questions, but I’ll have someone call soon so Gail has time to ask Lucentio for the answers to any questions we might get from Glenda. I’ll have people collect the coins from the mini storages over the next week. We’ll wait a few weeks to ask Glenda to mail the blank checks to a PO box someplace. Then we can drain those accounts a few thousand dollars at a time.”

Lisa looked at Kinessa with respect. “Damn slick. I’m impressed. I’m in if Dawn is in.”

The three looked at Dawn and she seemed to think for a few seconds. “Just one condition. Can you give Lisa a big set of knockers like some of those girls upstairs have?”

Lisa elbowed Dawn but they all laugh.

“Let’s get you two upstairs, fed, and to bed. Sleep on it. We can talk again in the morning. Actually it is already morning and I think you two are going with more than two days with no sleep at this point.”

The group headed upstairs. There were some sandwiches and drinks on the table in the kitchen of the second large apartment upstairs. Someone had also carried up Dawn and Lisa’s bags from the truck.

“Thank you again for trusting me and helping me. If that man had gotten away, I don’t know if I could have ever forgiven myself,” Kinessa said.

Lisa looked at her and gave a tired and lopsided grin.

“Just keep doing your best. Okay?”

Kinessa smiled and nodded. She and Abby left the two women alone.

“Want to try that shower before we crash?” Dawn asked.

Lisa smiled and nodded.


Fresh Day

Lisa stirred first. She found a note slipped under the door saying the girls were free to raid the kitchen in the other apartment when they woke up. Lisa found a robe in the bathroom, pulled it on, and padded across the gym to the other apartment. The beautiful view from the window drew her attention again and she pause.

She did not notice Kinessa come in and walk up behind her.

“It’s a lovely view, isn’t it?”

Lisa turned and then looked back out the window and nodded.

“I love being out of the city,” Lisa confessed. “Dawn has a nice place out in the country. It is peaceful there.”

“The double-wide,” Kinessa said. Lisa turned and saw the woman was smiling.

Lisa smiled back, “Yes, the double-wide.”

“The land here is largely fenced off with a chain link fence. There are a couple of trails that lead up into the woods. There’s a stream with a small water fall and we have a grill and picnic table by it.”

Lisa thought back to that first evening with Dawn at the trailer. The steaks. The peace. The acceptance. The love.

“Do you think you could get used to living here?” Kinessa asked.

“As long as I’m with Dawn, I’m okay with it.”

Kinessa looked at her. “Love can be a very beautiful thing. Are you and I okay? I know you were a bit uncomfortable and you’ve had more time to rest and think it over. I would understand if you weren’t.”

Lisa nodded. “We’re okay. It just hit me strange at first.”

“Gail is the psychiatrist, not me. But if I may offer a thought… I feminize men to punish them. That is a path you chose for yourself. To see something that you wanted and that worked out so well for you used as a form of punishment for others may be part of what made it feel uncomfortable.”

Lisa looked at Kinessa.

“That may be it.”

“Can I change the subject?”

“Sure.”

“Dawn joked about breast implants last night. If that is something you are ever really interested in, I would consider it an honor to perform the procedure.”

Lisa smiled.

“Dawn has a jar in a drawer back home. She puts a bit of money in it now and then. She jokes about saving up for implants and the other stuff we’ve talked about. She calls it the ‘Let’s gets tits for Lisa fund’.”

Kinessa laughed. “Dawn is an interesting person. I look forward to getting to know her better.”

Kinessa took one of Lisa’s hands and looked in her eyes, “Dawn is also a very lucky woman.”

Lisa covered Kinessa’s hand with her other, “So is Abby. It seems like so few of the women like Abby and me find anyone who really understands and truly loves us.”

Kinessa finally pulled her hand back. “I assume you were going to grab some breakfast?”

“Yeah, at least some orange juice and toast or something.”

“We can do better than that,” Kinessa said.

She led the way and Abby was actually working in the kitchen of the other apartment.

“I’m baking a pie.”

“Smells delicious,” said Lisa.

From the door Dawn’s voice agreed. “Sure does.”

The four chatted and worked around the kitchen until they had a meal pulled together. Then they sat down at the table and began to eat.

Kinessa watched Abby smile and talk to their guests. There was a new brightness in her eyes. They loved each other and Kinessa had always thought that was enough. But the reality is that friends and some kind of social engagement beyond the work of the clinic was something the young girl probably needed.

As they were cleaning up after breakfast, Kinessa made a suggestion.

“Abby, why don’t you get the stuff together today so we can go up to the falls and grill burgers or something this evening?”

For the rest of the time Abby excitedly talked about this, planning all the details. She grabbed Lisa to help her raid the downstairs kitchen.

Dawn watched them go and then turned to see Kinessa watching her.

“She means everything to me,” Dawn said as she watched Lisa leave. “It’s pretty much just been the two of us the last two years. It’s not jealousy. I’m happy when she’s happy. And I think meeting Abby will be good for her. Abby probably knows more girly stuff than I do. I really haven’t been much help in that area.”

Kinessa walked up to Dawn and then hugged her. Kinessa was not short, but she looked tiny as Dawn hugged her back. The big rugged farm girl and the petite and feminine black doctor made an interesting pair.

“Lisa loves you Dawn. You accepted her for what she was. She and Abby may become friends. God knows that I’ve deprived Abby of any real friends and I didn’t even realize it until now.”

Dawn shook her head. “I’ve done the same. I guess I was afraid she’d find someone else that she liked better if she had other close friends.”

“We’ve smothered them a bit for different reasons, but maybe we’ve kind of smothered ourselves in the process,” Kinessa observed. “Perhaps we need to make sure our own friendship grows also.”

“Hell, I’m a farm girl and you’re a fancy doctor,” Dawn said. “What have we got in common?”

“Lisa said you understate yourself and she was right. You are the one who whacks men over the head with a tire iron. There’s got to be something there to build on. And we both love and care about those two.”

The two women stared at each other for nearly a minute.

“We’ll make it work,” Dawn said.

“Yes we will,” agreed Kinessa.


Fireside Chat

That evening, the four women gathered around the picnic table by the stream. They roasted hot dogs and marshmallows. They drank some wine as they chatted and laughed.

Kinessa had decided in advance not to bring up the subject of the couples joining forces unless they did. As the fire died down and a silence settled on the group, Lisa did eventually bring it up.

“Dawn and I talked a lot this afternoon. We are in. For real. We’ll tie up any loose ends we need to back home. The big loose end is finding someone who can help Dawn’s dad around his farm. He’s getting up there in years and depends on her more than he’ll admit.”

Kinessa’s face took on a thoughtful look.

“A few weeks back, a client insisted on having his bodyguard accompany him. Both of their transitions are nearly complete. I have wondered what to do with a 6’6”, 350 pound feminized sissy whose arms are thick as tree trunks. It is one of the few times we have had what you might call ‘collateral damage’ as part of our process. The body guard was supposed to get cut lose before he found out anything we are hiding, but the target didn’t follow his end of the deal on that.”

Dawn smiled. “Dad always wanted a son. He loves me in his own way, but it was a disappointment when he and mom found out that they couldn’t have more kids. Now we’d be giving him a big old shemale farm hand? Actually that is crazy enough that it might just work.”

Lisa asked, “You said some are given a voracious sex appetite during the transition. This one isn’t going to be trying to fuck around with Dawn’s dad all the time is he?”

Dawn laughed. “Shit. If she dropped her pants and showed my dad her pecker, he’d probably faint or have a heart attack.”

Kinessa assured them, “No, Shonda has been transitioned in a way where she is fairly docile. So far the most difficult thing has been to find dresses and lingerie that fits. Shirts and blue jeans might help fix that problem also.”

They agreed that the newly transitioned Shonda would ride up with Dawn and Lisa. That would give the girls a chance to make sure they were comfortable leaving Shonda with Dawn’s dad when they headed back. Their plan was to get in one evening, pack up what they were going to take overnight, and head out at dawn.

Dawn and Lisa had not known for sure what to do about the trailer and lot itself, but if things worked out they would leave Shonda there so Dawn’s dad would at least have some privacy.

“Since mom died, I swear he’s turned into a dirty old man. I hope he doesn’t go trying to get into the hired help’s pants on me,” Dawn said.

A while later, they threw a bucket of water over what was left of the fire and the two couples headed back to the clinic.


Moving On

Lisa looked tiny as she stood in the airport security line behind Dawn and Shonda. In fact, Shonda made pretty much everyone look small. Lisa had originally thought they should drive, but Kinessa had suggested flying instead and assured Lisa that Shonda’s driver’s license would get them through airport security.

Lisa had a tense moment when Shonda was pulled to the side for additional screening. Apparently the security device had detected something you do not normally expect to find in a woman’s panties. She explained to the female agent who pulled her aside that she was transgendered. The agent asked whether she preferred to be patted down by a male or female agent and Shonda said female. Lisa could have sworn that the woman took a bit of extra time patting down Shonda’s crotch, but then they waved her on and she walked to where Lisa and Dawn were waiting for her.

It was only when they got to the gate that Dawn admitted she had never flown before. Shonda didn’t remember ever having flown before either although Lisa was pretty sure that there probably had been flights back before Gail’s “initiation” process.

They had a layover, so on one segment Dawn sat by the window and on the second Shonda did. Both times Lisa was squeezed between the pair in the center seat.

Once they landed, they took a cab to the shop where they rented a moving truck. Lisa again sat in the middle of the truck’s bench seat while Dawn drove and Shonda sat smiling and looking at the scenery as it zipped by.

It was late afternoon when they arrived at Dawn’s dad’s farm. She had talked to him by phone, so he was waiting on them. She had mentioned Shonda, but had not gone into details. The man met them in the driveway and was clearly shocked as Shonda’s six and a half foot frame got out.

Dawn’s dad had no clue that Lisa was transgendered and Dawn had debated whether to tell him that Shonda was, but after the incident at the airport it seemed likely to come up sooner or later so she pulled him to the side and quietly explained the situation.

They decided that he would show Shonda the evening chores while Lisa and Dawn drove over to the trailer and started packing up what they wanted to move.


Roll in the Hay

Dawn sighed a couple of times as they packed the boxes they had picked up with the truck. There really wasn’t a lot to move. There were some things with sentimental value and their clothes. But they really didn’t need things like the dishes, towels, or even the furniture. The apartment back at the clinic was already furnished.

When they loaded the last box into the truck, Dawn grabbed Lisa around the waist.

“That bed in there is where we first made love. Let’s do it there one last time.”

Lisa bent her head upward and kissed Dawn.

In a tangle of arms and discarded clothing, they made their way to the bed. 



About that same time back at Dawn’s dad’s farm, the chores were pretty much done. The pair stood in the barn looking out over the farm.

“Is that it Mr. Sparks?” Shonda asked.

“Call me Buck. We don’t need to be formal since we’ll be working closely. Those are the evening chores. The morning ones are about the same. Not too rough on you are they?”

Shonda shook her head. “I don’t always remember so good, so you may have to help me a few more times. But I can handle it.”

Buck eyed Shonda and worked up his nerve. “Dawn says that you... ah… well… That is… Heck, that you used to be a guy instead of a gal.”

Shonda nodded. “I’m transgendered. A shemale. I hope that’s okay.”

Although Buck had known Lisa for two years now, he never had the slightest inkling that she was transgendered. Because of that he observed, “I’ve never known anyone who was that before. Do you like girls or guys?”

Shonda shrugged. “Either I guess. I don’t remember the last time I was with anyone though.”

Buck’s face got a sad look. “I haven’t been with anyone since my wife died about five years ago now. Kind of lonely out here sometimes.”

Shonda stepped towards the old man and embraced him. “I’m sorry. Maybe having some company around will make it less lonely.”

Buck barely heard her as he was tightly smothered between Shonda’s large breasts. While she hugged him close, his hands reached up and began rubbing her breasts. It had been five years. That was long enough mourning to be respectful wasn’t it?

“Do you like the breasts the doctor gave me? Would you like to see them?” Shonda asked.

Shonda released Buck and quickly unbuttoned her shirt. There was nothing frilly or sexy about the bra she was wearing, but when she reached around and undid the clasp Buck was face-to-face with the biggest, firmest pair of breasts he had ever seen.

“Sweet holy cha-chas,” he said. He reached out and grasped them and Shonda let out a sigh.

“That feels good.”

Buck stepped forward and began to suckle on the tall woman’s large breasts. She put her hands on his hips and soon he was guiding one of her hands towards his crotch.

“There is one more chore I might need some help with,” he told Shonda in a husky voice.

“Oh honey, that’s no chore. That’s more like play time.”



Lisa laid on the bed and Dawn began to suck her. Even after two years together, Dawn was still always fascinated by Lisa’s cock and loved to suck on it. Dawn pushed all the stress of the last week from her mind and focused on pleasing Lisa.

In minutes, Lisa was writhing and moaning under the attention of Dawn’s eager mouth.

“I’m going to cum honey,” she whispered and Dawn went to work even harder.

Dawn felt Lisa arch her back and felt the piece of meat in her mouth stiffen in prelude to an orgasm. Then Lisa’s cock began spitting wad after wad of delicious come into Dawn’s hungry mouth. Dawn continued to suck until Lisa was drained.

Then Dawn laid down and Lisa crawled between her legs. Lisa had never been with anyone other than Dawn and really couldn’t imagine anyone as perfect. Dawn was a hairy girl. She rarely shaved her legs or arm pits and the bush in her pubic area was thick and long. It reached across much of her front pubic area and almost up to her belly button. It also extended back filling her ass crack with curly hairs.

Lisa loved it. She knew that some women shaved everything. In fact, Lisa shaved herself nearly hairless. But she did it because she felt it added to a femininity that was not naturally hers. Dawn, on the other hand, was all woman and the hair showed her confidence in her body.

Lisa buried her face in the fuzzy crotch and began to lick. Soon she brought Dawn to an orgasm. The mixture of saliva and pussy juices made Dawn’s mound glisten in the dim light.

After Dawn came a second time, Lisa’s hands gently pressed and Dawn turned over. Now Lisa spread the other woman’s butt cheeks and stared at the lovely hairy ass in front of her. Once more her tongue plunged in and went to work.

No other lover had orally serviced Dawn’s ass before she had met Lisa and Dawn still trembled in excitement at how sensuous it felt. Dawn guided one hand under herself and began twirling her own clit between her fingers.

The two lovers could read each other in a way that few could. Dawn soon orgasmed again and Lisa gently pulled on Dawn’s hips. Dawn brought her knees under her, exposing her ass and pussy to Lisa.

Lisa had grown hard again and crawled between Dawn’s legs. Lisa guided her cock into Dawn’s cunt and began to thrust in and out. Again, Dawn reached back and began to play with her own clit. She started slowly, but as she felt Lisa’s thrusts quicken, she went to work in earnest. They both came at almost the same time.

Then they collapsed on the bed and held each other.

Lisa pressed her face tightly into Dawn and Dawn felt a tear trickle down her naked flesh. She held Lisa close and whispered, “I love you so much sweetie.”

Lisa was afraid to trust her voice, but Dawn didn’t need the words to reassure her. She knew that making love could be intensely emotional for Lisa at times and she had no doubt that Lisa loved her just as deeply in return.



It was literally a roll in the hay. Both Buck and Shonda had stripped. Buck had laid down and Shonda was on all fours over him. She had taken him into her mouth without hesitation and began to suck the older man. Buck’s mind was racing. Was he gay if he touched Shonda’s cock? Eventually he decided he was too old to give a damn and reached out and began fondling Shonda’s cock.

What the hell, he thought. Not point in not going all the way. Buck shifted around so that he was under Shonda. His arms reached up around her hips and pulled her down towards him. Shonda’s cock entered Buck’s mouth. He was tentative and uncertain at first, but was soon eagerly sucking away on the giant shemale’s large cock.

It seemed like only minutes before he knew he was going to cum. His wife had never enjoyed giving him blow jobs and, with her, swallowing would have been completely out of the question. He knew that the desperate thrusts of his hips had warned Shonda he was close and she continued sucking just as greedily as ever. Then he could feel her begin gentle thrusts of her own into his mouth. 

Fuck, if she was going to swallow his load, he would at least give her load a try.

The mated pair climaxed a few minutes later. Shonda eagerly sucked Buck’s load. To Buck’s surprise, he found he actually enjoyed the taste of the gooey, salty cum. Once he make up his mind, he made sure he got every drop of her load that he could.

When they were done, Shonda held him.

“We might have to make that part of the evening chores,” Buck said with a happy sigh.

“And the morning chores also,” Shonda said looking at him with a smile. Then she added, “You can fuck me if you want to.”

Buck chuckled, “The mind is more than willing, but the body may take a while before I can get it up again.”

“Let me try to help,” Shonda said and she kissed her way down his body, returning her mouth to his cock.

It didn’t take long before he began to feel another erection stirring.



Eventually Lisa’s tears stopped. “You mean so much to me,” she whispered to Dawn.

“I know baby,” Dawn whispered back. “You are everything to me also.”

They now laid side by side looking at the ceiling.

Dawn had something on her mind. She and Lisa had always been able to talk about anything and she had never felt uncomfortable before.

“You know,” Dawn began, “I think it is good for you to have a friend like Abby. I know I’ve kind of kept you to myself. I’ve done a lot of thinking. Part of it is because the thought of you spending time with someone else makes me jealous, but I also have begun to realize that part of me worries that you may find someone you like more than me. I’ve never had anyone love me as much as you do and I’ve never loved anyone as much as I love you. But smothering you and being possessive isn’t the right thing to do.”

Lisa tended to be thoughtful, so Dawn wasn’t uncomfortable with the silence that fell between them.

“Dawn, you were the first to really accept and love me for what I am. What we have may change over time, but I can’t imagine it ever not being something we both cherish. I like Abby and talking with her helps me learn things about myself. I can see them in her but I’d never see them in myself first. I think she and I will become close friends.”

“And lovers?” Dawn asked softly.

There was another pause.

“I don’t know. I’ve never been with anyone other than you. It’s not that I’m not satisfied or anything. But I will admit that I have wondered what being with Abby would be like. But if something happens, it could never replace what we have and I would never do it behind your back. I don’t want to ever hurt you.”

Dawn smiled and pulled Lisa closer.

Things were going to be okay.



A while later they were dressed and checking around the trailer one last time. Then they hopped in the moving truck and drove back to Dawn’s dad’s farm.

It was dark now and nobody was in the house when they pulled into the driveway. That worried Dawn. It shouldn’t be that way. Chores should be finished and her dad should be watching television and having a beer.

She grabbed a flashlight and headed out back with Lisa.

Then they heard what sounded like a fight.

“Crap,” Dawn muttered. She and Lisa both broke into a run towards the barn where the sounds were coming from.

Lisa pulled to a stop at the barn door. The inside of the barn was dimly light by a single bulb showing the source of the loud voices.

“Fuck me! Damn you bitch! Fuck me!”

“You are so tight! God, you’re taking the whole thing now!”

“Fill my ass with cum like I filled yours baby! Fill my needy ass!”

“It feel so good to be inside you! Nothing ever felt this good except that wonderful mouth of yours sucking me off!”

Lisa felt Dawn close behind her now.

Both stared at the scene in front of them. Lisa’s dad was on the straw covered floor of the barn, laying on his back with his legs up over Shonda’s shoulders. Shonda’s oversized cock was plunging in and out of the older man’s ass like a jackhammer. Dawn’s dad seemed mesmerized by the swaying of the muscular woman’s large breasts as they bobbed in time with her thrusts. His hand was grasping his cock and jacking himself off.

And from the sound of things, they were watching the end of the evening’s kinky and lust filled festivities, not the beginning.

“I’m going to cum!” Shonda roared.

“Yes baby! Yes! Fill me up!” Buck replied.

Shonda slammed in a few more times and then planted herself deep inside while her balls emptied their load. That took Buck over the edge as he masturbated himself and suddenly cum was squirting out of his cock.

“Oh my god,” Dawn whispered.

Lisa turned and snagged Dawn’s hand.

“That was my dad,” Dawn said, her voice filled with shock as she followed behind Lisa.

“I think he and Shonda kind of hit it off,” Lisa said.

“But mom…” Dawn paused. It had been five years since her mom had passed away. And she knew her mom was not exactly a passionate person. Dawn suspected that some of the hang ups she had early on about sex came from her mother’s influence.

Lisa opened the back door of the house and guided Dawn inside.

“Are you okay?” Lisa asked looking at Dawn with concern.

Then Dawn began to laugh. At first Lisa worried maybe it had just been too much, but the more she thought about it the harder it was for her not to laugh also.

It was several minutes before Dawn was able to answer, “Yeah, I’m okay.”

She went to the kitchen and started boiling some hotdogs for dinner.

A few minutes later Lisa heard Dawn giggle and say, “Wieners.”

Lisa was shaking her head as the door opened. Shonda and Buck walked in. They were both dressed, but their hair was disheveled and filled with random pieces of straw.

Dawn looked out of the kitchen at them.

Nobody seemed to want to be the first to say anything, so Lisa asked, “Did the chores go okay?”

Shonda nodded happily while Buck seemed to be searching for the right answer.

“Wieners for dinner,” Dawn said as she ducked back into the kitchen.

A furtive smile passed between Buck and Shonda.

Well, thought Lisa, that’s pretty uncomfortable. She walked towards the kitchen to see if Dawn needed any help.



Early the next morning, Lisa and Dawn headed south in the moving truck. They had slept at the trailer but stopped by the farm for breakfast. It was only a guess, but it seemed like the morning chores had gone similar to the evening chores.

“Are you okay with things,” Lisa asked Dawn after about a half hour on the road.

Dawn nodded. “I think daddy’s happy and Shonda seems okay.”

“I feel bad that he got a tranny with bit tits while you’re stuck with my flat chest,” said Lisa.

Dawn had never heard Lisa use the word tranny before. Transgendered, yes, but never tranny. She glanced over and then saw Lisa’s face break into a grin.

Dawn laughed. “I wouldn’t trade you or your flat chest for anything honey.”


Story’s End and a Beginning

When Lisa and Dawn made it back to the clinic, Kinessa and Abby were waiting for them.

Lisa shared the story of how things had gone with Buck and Shonda. Before long both Kinessa and Abby were laughing as they pictured the scene. Dawn had carried the few boxes of belongings she and Lisa had packed up to their new apartment.

After a quick meal, Lisa and Dawn headed to their apartment to catch up on sleep.



The next morning Lisa again found a note slipped under the apartment door.

“When you wake up, let’s talk.”

Lisa woke Dawn up and the couple quickly showered and dressed. They found Kinessa and Abby downstairs in the conference room. Scattered around the table were a number of piles of paper that had been printed off.

Kinessa made a quick explanation. “I have a private investigator named Christy Sellers who works with me on research and taking care of any lose ends. She has come up with something she thought I might want to look into.

Kinessa pushed a printout of a news story from a few hours earlier towards where Lisa and Dawn had set down. The head line read, “Body of Sixth Woman Found”.

“It looks like they have a serial killer on the loose and Christy thinks she may have an idea on who it is. She has a knack for pulling together information. It turns out that around the time each of the women disappeared, a truck driver named Paul Schrum happened to be home and off the road. Kind of a loner. Seems to have a mommy complex and is married to a woman who is twice his age and an alcoholic. His mom, his wife, and most of the victims share a similar description.”

Lisa and Dawn spent the next hour digging through the various papers and finally Lisa said, “Looks like a pretty good lead. Odds are it’s him.”

Kinessa looked at the two. “So this is the kind of thing that in the past I might have either had to just let go or try to find some subtle way to let the authorities in on what I found out. Now, if you are in agreement, I’d like you to investigate. If Mr. Schrum seems to be the problem, then you know the kind of solution we can offer.”

Lisa and Dawn nodded.

“We’ll pack and head out to check on things,” Lisa said. “Come on Dawn, we’ve got work to do.”

Kinessa watched the two women leave the conference room and smiled.

“I wouldn’t want to be him if he’s the one,” Abby said.

“Neither would I honey,” replied Kinessa. “Neither would I.”
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