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The Pavlovian sound of high heels echoing off the hard wood staircase assaulted his senses as he climbed the stairs to his third floor apartment. He was well familiar with the sound. Shoes like this would only be worn by a young woman because they were embarrassingly impractical. They would only be worn by a sexy woman with shapely legs because a large woman with tree trunk legs could never create that delicate and pleasing echo that those sandals were currently making. 

Yes, Jax Tyler loved the sound those shoes met, but having them on his own feet was not something that he liked to contemplate for he was at that very moment sporting a pair of black sandals with a three inch heel and jeweled straps across the insteps of his feet; feet that looked decidedly feminine with red painted toes and silky sheer stockings. Just watching his own feel as he walked was a prolonged assault on his masculinity of the sort that only Estephanie would have subjected him too. 

Estephanie Escamilla had orchestrated his whole downfall. She was a street kid, simply a hood rat from Archer Point who didn't belong in one of the top law schools in the Midwest. In retrospect, Jax knew that much of this was his own fault. He had thrown rocks at a hornets' nest and now he had no one to blame but himself for getting stung. It had all begun at that boring type of party that was so typically law school. You take a bunch of twenty-somethings and give them an evening of chamber music and expensive cheese and they can't help, but become as pretentious as any corporate lawyer with his name on a very expensive door. 

"I don't believe legal practice should be exclusive to upper class white males," said Jax, "but you know there are still some places where good breeding gives a lawyer a definitive advantage." 

As a handful of Jax's fellow students nodded agreeably, Estephanie who was just passing by when she heard the offending comment replied to him, "So you're saying that the law should be closed to someone like me?" 

"No, I wouldn't," replied Jax. "You've mentioned before that you would like to specialize in immigration law. 

I think that would be an excellent field for somebody like you. On the other hand, you could be ill-equipped for doing the sort of Wall Street cases that will be coming my way after I graduate." 

"So you see yourself in one of the more powerful firms in the city?" asked Estephanie. 

"If I stay in the city, then yes," agreed Jax. 

"And you see me in some strip mall parking lot?" continued Estephanie. 

"Well not in the parking lot, I'd assume you'd get an office in one of the buildings." 

"Well, nice to know you think so highly of yourself," said Estephanie. Jax hated to see Estephanie react with offense at his comment. It was probably true, but he hated having hot girls mad at him, it just seemed to lower his chances with them too much to be acceptable. 

"I do and I'm sure you'll do a lot of good too," said Jax. "There's nothing really wrong with that." 

"Maybe not," said Estephanie politely. She promptly dismissed herself. It was time to get away from a stuffy party with stuffy people. This latest affront was just one of many since arriving at this law school and it had shaken her doubt in her own abilities. She wasn't from the same background as these other students and they were never willing to let her forget that. While they were in private school running around the soccer or field hockey fields, she was running with the  Archer Point Banshees. She didn't go to an Ivy League school and she wasn't in this expensive law school because of her parents' savings accounts, but because she earned a scholarship through  Cactus Consulting. Her clothes weren't fancy enough, he manners weren't elite enough, and the way she talked didn't sound educated enough for her to be there. 

There was a funny thing about Estephanie though, when she put her mind to doing something, she did it. Other students worked hard to succeed in law school, but Estephanie never stopped studying. First, it was simply in being able to recall every detail of each case they read about, but soon she had trained her mind in the art of analysis. For a lawyer, she had a remarkable talent for cutting through layers of bullshit to get to the real heart of the case. The result was that she and Jax were now fighting it out for the top of the class. 

Having the highest grades at the end of the first year of law school was no small accomplishment, nor did it garner a small reward. Being the top first year, meant you would be on the law review the next year and then competing for all the best internships at the very best firms and both Estephanie and Jax were determined to win. 

In the end, it came down to one test in contract law that would determine who would be number one in the class. Jax believed he faced a distinct disadvantage. Because Estephanie wasn't a typical student at the school so many of the professor's seemed protective of her. They wanted her to success because her success validated their whole entire program. If she could make it despite all the obstacles placed in her way, then truly anybody could succeed if only they put their mind to it. He began to feel that he didn't have much of a chance of overtaking his rival student and so he devised a scheme. 

Jax was a good looking young man and he knew it. Confidence was one thing that he was never lacking since he had born with a silver spoon in his mouth and a platinum card in his hand. Estephanie wasn’t like any girl he had ever met. She had a tough edge to her and a single mindedness, but Jax believed that if he put on a charm offensive, even her rough exterior could be breeched. 

“Hey Stephanie! Wait up!” cried out Jax as they left Professor Hausman’s contracts class. “I wanted to talk to you.” 

“Yes?” replied Estephanie turning around and glaring at her rival. 

“I think we may be able to help each other,” he said. “I understand this test in contracts is killer.” 

“I think it’s all just a question of proper preparation,” replied Estephanie. “I recommend hitting the books.” 

“That’s what I was thinking,” said Jax. 

“Come on over tonight and we can study together. I’ll even make you dinner.” 

“That’s a really nice offer, but I think I do better on my own,” replied Estephanie. The tiny hairs on the back of her neck were standing up. She didn’t trust Jax one bit. 

“You might, but I really need your help,” pleaded Jax. 

“Well tonight won’t work for me anyway. I’m busy.” 

“Well, how about tomorrow then,” begged Jax. 

“Tomorrow is the day before the exam,” replied Estephanie. 

“I’ll take it,” said Jax. “If you want I can go to your place. The dinner offer still stands.” 

“I appreciate that. If you really need my help you can meet me at my place at seven tomorrow night. I’ll text you my address. Don’t worry about dinner.” 

“Thank you,” said Jax. 

Estephanie smiled and then walked away. She couldn’t figure out just what Jax’s game was. Her grades were well know and it would have been quite logical for any student worried about a test to seek her out for help, but Jax’s grades were just as high as hers were. Maybe, he might want her help, but she couldn’t believe Jax could possibly think a mere woman could understand something he couldn’t. 



At seven, Estephanie’s buzzer rang and she let Jax into her apartment. He was sharply dressed looking more like he was ready for a date than for a study session. 

“I know we said no dinner,” said Jax, “but I did bring us a bottle of wine.” 

“This is a study session, Jax.” 

“I know,” he replied motioning to the bag on his shoulder. “I brought my books.” 

“I don’t want to be drinking the night before a test,” said Estephanie. 

“We’ll just have one glass,” said Jax. “Then we’ll get right to work. I promise.” 

“I don’t even have wine glasses.” 

“That’s okay, I’m not a snob. Sit down and get your stuff prepared and I’ll pour us each a small glass before we start really working.” 

“Okay, go ahead,” said Estephanie. She moved over to the kitchen table and began booting up her laptops and opening her notebook. She didn’t really pay much attention to what Jax was doing other than guiding him to the glassware. 

“You’re really going to love this,” said Jax carrying two juice glasses filled with red wine. He handed

Estephanie one of the glasses and she swirled it around and studied it. Jax would have been surprised to know that she knew quite a bit about wine. Laura , her mentor, had encouraged her to learn things like wine and golf to make it easier to fit in at a law firm. 

As Estephanie swirled the wine around her glass, she noticed something was wrong. The wine was quite cloudy.  She looked over at Jax’s glass and saw that his wine was clear. The little bastard had spiked her drink. She lunged across the table to grab her laptop clumsily knocking over Jax’s drink and sending a wave of wine crashing into Jax. He jumped up to his feet exclaiming, “Shit!” 

“Madre dios! I am so embarrassed. I’m so clumsy. Quick, go rinse that off before it sets,” said Estephanie motioning to the bathroom. 

As he rushed to follow her instruction, He made a tragic mistake in using identical glasses for the wine. 

Estephanie refilled the spilled glass and took it for herself putting the spiked drink in front of Jax.  She sat smugly awaiting his return. 

“I think it’s going to be a lost cause,” said Jax upon his return, “but it’s just a shirt and pants. I have more clothes than I know what to do with.” 

“You can never have too may clothes,” said Estephanie trying not to giggle at her little private joke. “I’ll pay for dry cleaning if it will help.” 

“Don’t worry about it,” said Jax. “Drink up so we can get to work.” 

“Sure, what should we drink to?” asked Estephanie. 

“Well, how about to a good competition and the best man winning,” said Jax. 

“That works for me,” replied Estephanie smiling and taking a big drink of the expensive wine.  She watched Jax closely. He was so excited that she had drank her wine that he paid very little attention to his own. 

“Are you feeling warm?” asked Jax. 

“No,” replied Estephanie. “Should I be?” 

“Well, come to think of it, it is kind of warm in here,” said Jax loosening his shirt. He began staring at his hand. His vision was becoming blurry and he felt like he was floating. 

“You know how I agreed that the best man should win?” smirked Estephanie. “After your little nap, I don’t think anybody will ever mistake you for a man.” 

Estephanie allowed herself a moment to gloat over Jax’s slumping body. He was out cold and in no position to do anything to interfere with Estephanie’s plans. Whatever he had intended to drug he with certainly packed a punch. 

Estephanie began pulling his body into her bedroom.  He wasn’t a very big guy, but anybody is a lot harder to move when they’re lifeless dead weight. 

She hauled him over and dump him on her bed, sitting next to him, and catching her breath before picking up her cell phone. 

One of her very best friends was a girl named Gabriela. They had shared so much together that even as they began moving in different circles as adults, they remained remarkably tight. Gabriela had a beauty salon in Archer Point and had a unique set of skills that would come in very handy for the next step in her plan. 

“Hola, chula. How is my very best friend in the whole world?” said Estephanie. 

“Uh oh,  tramposa. When you butter me up like that I know it’s going to cost me, Tephanie. What do you need?” 

“Remember what we used to do guys in high school?” 

“We did a lot of things with guys in high school,” replied Gabriela. “I got quite a reputation, you know.” 

“I don’t mean those types of things. I mean when we used to give them makeovers.” 

“They used to be terrified of my makeup bag. How could I forget,  chica?” 

“I’ve got one here who really needs your particular talents,” explained Estephanie. 

“Do you have him tied up already?” “It’s better than that. He tried to drug me and I switched glasses on him. 

He’s sprawled out on my bed oblivious to the world around him. After trying something like that, we can go all out

on him.” 

“How long will he be out for?” 

“I have no idea. I noticed my drink was cloudy and figured it out, but if he was using roofies we could have twelve hours and besides, when has a guy fighting back ever stopped us before.” 

“You know people pay me for my work now,” said Gabriella. 

“How can you put a price on happiness,  chula?” 

“Okay, I’m sold. How far do you want to take him?” 

“As far as we can.” 

“Okay, give me a half hour. I’ll have to run by the shop and I’m going to have a lot of stuff to bring over.” 

Estephanie giggled as she ran her hand over Jax’s smooth face. “We are going to have some fun with you, Jax.” 



The wax was finally heated and Gabriella began applying the bright pink substance to the back on Jax’s legs. 

The young women waiting for the wax to set up and then began removing strips of the wax from his legs removing Jax’s leg hair with it. They repeated this process up and down their helpless victim’s body leaving only a heart shaped patch of hair above his smallish cock. The girls laughed know how humiliated he would be when he saw what they had done to him. 

With his body denuded, Gabriella announced, “We’ll need to take him into the bathroom for the next part. I don’t want to ruin your sheets with the dye.” 

“What color are you going to make him?” 

“He’s a white boy. He has to go blonde,” snickered Gabriella. 

“Platinum blonde?” 

“Of course.” 

“That’ll take a long time.” 

“You told me we’d have twelve hours.” 

“I really owe you for this,” said Estephanie. “Can I ask you a huge favor?’

“A favor in a favor,  chula? You push your luck.” 

“I have a really killer test. Can I study while you do this?” 

“Go ahead,” sighed Gabriella in mock exasperation. “Figure about seven hours.” 

“I didn’t expect this to be an all-nighter for you.” 

“Well, I was the one who decided to go nuts on his hair. I think it’ll be worth it,” said Gabriella. “Nobody tries to drug my  hermana  and gets away with it.” 




***

 

It was almost three in the morning when Gabriella excitedly called for Estephanie. “He’s ready!” 

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Estephanie barely able to contain her excitement. “You are a miracle worker! He’s hot.” 

“Not quite, but look with the right makeup, he could be very passable,” said Gabrielle. I figured you’d like to help with makeup.” 

“I can really use the break,” she said. “This will be fun.” 

“While I get everything together, why don’t you start shaping his eyebrows,” suggested Gabrielle. 

“With pleasure.” 

Estephanie took her time plucking and tweezing until Brandon had a pair of very thin and highly arched brows

above his eyes. They were thinner that Estephanie kept her own eyes and she was quite delighted with how they looked. It was now time for the makeup. 

Gabrielle used a soft cotton swab to scoop out a nickel-sized dab of moisturizer. She warmed it in her hands and then pressed it into Jax’s face. Slowly she massaged it in from the bottom of his neck to the top of his forehead. 

She even applied the moisturizer to his earlobes. 

Next, Gabrielle applied primer to his face.  This was a step the separated the professional from the gifted amateur. She warmed up a small dime-sized dollop in her hands and then massaged it into his face covering the entire surface with it and bringing it down to his neck to soften the appearance of his skin. When she was satisfied, she squirted some on to her hand, warmed it up and then blended it in using a sponge. Then, using the dry side of the sponge, she buffed it into his face. 

Gabrielle took two shades of concealer—a lighter one and a darker one—and blended them together on the back of her hand with a brush to get just the right hue to camouflage Jax’s face. When she was satisfied with the shade, she gently brushed a bit of concealer onto the areas where Jax needed it and then pressed it in with her finger until the area was covered. 

Gabrielle had a trick for doing powder. She always preferred using a puff over a powder brush. She’d it like a taco and taps off the excess, pressing and rolling it into Jax’s skin. “This way, you set your foundation without leaving any residue behind,” said Gabrielle. 

“You think about this stuff in a way different way than I do.  I’m just getting used to a full face full of makeup with law school. You are an expert at this stuff,” admitted Estephanie. 

“It just takes some time and a little practice.” 

“Time is the one thing I don’t have, but I have to admit you’ve made his skin look flawless.” 

Gabrielle used a brush to apply Jax’s eye shadow. She started in the center of the lid and brushed the color out to the left and then to the right. “You want the color to be concentrated in the center and then blend it out,” said Gabrielle. “Then I blend a lighter color up so you don’t see starts and stops.” 

“I can’t do my eyes like that to save my life,” replied Estephanie.  “What are you blending? Gold and brown?” 

“Yeah, this is my favorite combination. I’m using  L'Oréal Paris in  Eternal Sunshine for the gold and Giorgio Armani has a great brown.  As you can see, this will really make his eyes pop,” said Gabrielle. 

“Okay, I approve,  chica,” said Estephanie. “Can you get the mascara on with his eyes closed?” 

“Yeah, I’ll curl his lashes first, that’ll help. It doesn’t have to be perfect,” reasoned Gabrielle brandishing an eye lash curler. She did his lashes in three steps; the base first, then the mid-section of the lash, finishing off by getting the little baby lashes on the outside. 

Gabrielle applied powder blush only to the apple of Jax’s cheeks so it looked like a flush. She didn’t like to use a lot of blusher, but she applied just enough to make her victim look more radiant and alive. 

“He’s really looking good,” said Estephanie. “I’m impressed.” 

“Just one final touch,” said Gabrielle unscrewing a bright red liner. “What’s the point of making over a  puta, if you don’t give him cocksucker red lips?” 

“Indeed,” giggled Estephanie. 

After Gabrielle finished lining Jax’s lips, she took a cherry red lipstick and using a soft brush she began filling his lips in. She used a brush to dab some in the middle of his bottom lip and then brushed it outward to distribute it evenly. She added a bit more to the outer edges.  Then, for a high-shine look, she added a dab of petroleum jelly over the color. 

“I think he’s going to be very popular with those lips,” said Estephanie. 

“He still isn’t even stirring,” said Gabrielle. 

“It’s going to be a lot of work to put his clothes on him,” said Estephanie. 

“I still need to do his nails,” said Gabrielle. “Then we’ll see where we’re at.” 

“Wow! I wasn’t expecting you to do all this,” said Estephanie hugging her friend. “This is really going to be an all-nighter for you.” 

“We’ve done so many you and I, what’s one more?” asked Gabrielle. 

Gabrielle began by buffing Jax’s nails to give them rougher surface so that the acrylics would be more secure. 

She could tell that Jax was receiving regular manicures. She then soaked his hands in warm water to soften up his cuticles. 

“Putting his hands in warm water? If he pees himself, you’re going to be the one cleaning it up,” joked Estephanie. 

“We’ll be fine,” replied Gabrielle. She used a wooden cuticle pusher to push back his cuticles so that there was more nail surface to attach the acrylics to. “Why don’t you paint his toes while I get the acrylics done.” 

“Now that I can do. Maybe I’ll even give him some nail art,” said Estephanie. “I’m not sure how visible the nails will be through the stockings.” 

“We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.” Gabrielle applied primer to his nails to remove any remaining oil. She was going to give him a professional quality pair of glamour length extensions and she was going to make sure they were stuck in place very well. 

Next, Gabrielle placed a dab of glue on the tip of an acrylic from side to side and applied it to his natural nail so that the bottom edge of the acrylic tip was centered halfway down the surface of your nail. She held it in place for five seconds to allow the glue to dry. After doing it on all 10 nails, she cut the nails to preferred length, which could only be described as glamour length.  She could only imagine how difficult it would be for her to manage with talons that size. A guy who wasn’t used to long nails would be made helpless by the nails alone. 

When Gabrielle looked down, Estephanie had done a masterful job painting Jax’s toes the same bright red color as they had painted his lips. Each one of his toes had a rhinestone letter right in the middle.  On the right foot, they spelled out I-S-U-C-K and on the left they spelled out C-O-C-K-S. 

Gabrielle laughed out loud before finally collecting herself, “Very classy!  Let me get his fingers done.” 

Carefully, Gabrielle applied polish to Jax’s long glamorous fake nails. One by one they became bright cherry red. 

“That’s very sexy,” said Estephanie. 

“I’ve done about everything I can with the makeup, I take it that you’ve got plans for wardrobe,” said Gabrielle. 

“Do I have plans,” replied Estephanie. “I was going to put him in my old  quinceanara dress, but looking at his legs, I think a shorter one is better. I have a cocktail dress that will work,” said Estephanie. 

“That should be perfect,” said Gabrielle. 

“I’m glad you approve. Can you help me with his breasts? Put a big circle of this stuff on each of his pecs.” 

“Hey, this is super glue,” said Gabrielle. 

“Yeah, it’s not like I care of the guy who tried to drug me has trouble removing his breast forms,” said Estephanie. 

“Nor should you. Get the forms and let’s give him some tatas.” 

Once the breast forms were firmly affixed to his chest, Estephanie took a red satin strapless bra from her dresser and put it on Jax. Next, the two women slid a pair of matching bikini panties up his legs and snapped them into place. 

“I’m going to get a few pictures of him in just his bra and panties,” said Estephanie. 

“Well, I’m sure he’ll want a souvenir to remember tonight by,” said Gabrielle. 

After snapping a handful of pictures, Estephanie moved onto placing a black garter belt around his waist. 

Gabrielle fastened a pair of nude stockings to the garters. 

“Do you have shoes that will fit him?” asked Gabrielle. 

“We’re actually the same size,” said Estephanie. “I just hate to give up a pair of my shoes for this.” 

“Go through his wallet and take his credit card and order a replacement. You will have more than enough to make sure that he doesn’t refuse you anything,” suggested Gabrielle. 

“Still feels like crossing a line, but you might be right,” said Estephanie. “I’ll find him a pair to wear.” 

“Make sure it’s open toes. You don’t want to cover up your artistic nail design.” 

Estephanie returned from her bedroom with a pair of strappy red sandals with straps covered in sequins. The shoes had very narrow four-inch heels and would provide quite a challenge for him to walk in. 

“I never have an excuse to wear these,” said Estephanie. I think I can sacrifice them for a good cause,” said Estephanie. 

“Well this is a good cause,” agreed Gabrielle. “If you really want to be mean, you can superglue them on his feet.” 

“That’s so wicked! I love it,” replied Estephanie. “Let’s do it.” 

Gabrielle painted the sole of both shoes with the glue before she helped Estephanie glide his feet into them. 

Gabriele brushed the glue on the straps of the shoes before Estephanie buckled them shut. 

Gabrielle glued the bra, panties, and garter to the sleeping law student as well. 

The dress that the two women maneuvered Jax into was incredibly sexy. The dress was a short sleeveless red mesh with a bandeau fit the exposed Jax’s shoulders and midriff. The dress’s skirt was lacy, and short only coming to mid-thigh. 

A simple black and red beaded necklace was placed around his neck and he was sprayed down with about a quarter bottle of a Sexy Little Things by Victoria’s Secret. The floral scent was strong and unmistakably feminine. 

“He really turned out well,” said Gabrielle. “If he had the mannerisms and voice now, he’d have no trouble passing at all.” 

“Yeah, you outdid yourself,” agreed Estephanie. 

“Well it helps when the  puta is more girl than boy,” said Gabrielle. “What’s next?” 

“Well, I thought some blackmail pictures would be very useful,” said Estephanie. 

“How can I help?” asked Gabrielle. 

The women took pictures of Jax that he would die if they ever saw the light of day.  Estephanie had purchased several sex toys for the purpose of his degradation and they delighted in posing him with dildos and the like.  Even with his eyes closed, they were able to make it look like he was in pure bliss with a pink rubber cock dangling from his mouth. 

Next, Estephanie put a realistic dildo sticking out of the fly of her jeans while Gabrielle zoomed in on Jax’s face. It was a challenge to keep the dildo in his unconscious mouth until Estephanie got the bright idea of grabbing him by his hair.  In the pictures, it was hard to tell if it was a dildo or a real cock and that was just how Estephanie wanted it. 

“If you want to crash in my bed, we probably have enough time to get about three hours sleep before we have to get up,” suggested Estephanie. 

“I could use it, but what do we do about our little project?” asked Gabrielle. 

“Way ahead of you,” said Estephanie grabbing a coil of soft cotton rope and a pink penis gag. “Even if he gets up, he won’t be going anywhere once I’m done hogtying him.” 




***

 

Estephanie and Gabrielle were grateful that they had secured Jax during their short rest. He had begun stirring and doubtless was wondering why his clothes felt so weird and why he had long blonde hair. 

Both women stood above him with their hands on their hips imperiously looking down at the defeated man. 

They felt so powerful looking down on him crawling on his stomach like a common word. 

“Good morning sunshine?” said Gabrielle. 

“You know, the fact that the drugs you tried to use on me didn’t last all the way until the exam, make me think that you are either the world’s most incompetent criminal or that simply drugging me wasn’t the whole plan. I don’t know that you’ll like what we have planned for you, but I’m sure that we will.” 

Jax tried to cry out in anger and frustration, but the gag in his mouth reduced his outrage to a very low grunt. 

“We probably need to get going if I’m going to get into the shop and you’re going to get to the test on time,” 

Said Gabrielle. 

Jax began to flop around on the floor at the mention of the test. “Don’t worry your pretty little head about it, puta. We have other things planned for you,” said Estephanie taking a canvas shopping bag. She slipped it over Jax’s head and secured it just under his chin. A blindfold seemed very important, but it would be silly to mess up the makeup that they had spent so much time and effort applying. 

Gabrielle detached Jax’s wrists from his ankles and untied his ankles from each other; leaving only a small hobble to make sure he couldn’t run away. The women gathered up the things they would need for their days and then each of them hooked one of Jax’s arms and led him to the parking lot. Without sight and unable to really walk in the heels they had strapped to his feet, he really wasn’t able to offer any resistance as they escorted them to Gabrielle’s waiting car. 

When he realized they were planning to drive him somewhere, Jax’s resistance stiffened, but by then it was too late. It was an easy matter of tipping him over into the back seat and reconnecting his hog tie. Gabrielle threw a blanket over him so nobody would see him hogtied, not that seeing into the backseat from a passing car was very easy. 

 Luis Fonsi was blaring out of the speakers as the electric blue  Elantra peeled out of the parking lot. The girls in the front seats were laughing in a giddy mood in stark contrast to their backseat passenger. 

Had Jax been able to see through the canvas bag and blanket that covered him, he might have been alarmed as the car left the tree lined college neighborhood where Estephanie lived and entered the more gritty working class neighborhood of Archer Point. 

The car pulled down Medina Drive and parked in front of a dive bar across from the  NuGlass Window Factory which was buzzing with activity as the third shift got off and the first shift started. 

Gabrielle and Estephanie opened the doors to the backseat and undid the rope connecting Jax’s wrists from his ankles and sat him in the upright position. As Gabrielle redid the ankle hobble Estephanie undid each of his stockings from the garter belt and pulled them down to his ankles. She unscrewed the same lipstick that she had used on his lips to write  SLUT in big capital letters on his left thigh and  PUTA on his right thigh right below the hem of the short dress they had placed Jax in.  She then reattached his stockings and with Gabrielle’s help, pulled him out of the car. 

Unable to resist, he must have begun pleading because Estephanie could hear a faint hum from inside the canvas bag. 

“Calm down Jax, we’re almost there,” said Estephanie. As they led him the final steps to the front door of  La Vaca Cantina. 

Despite their suspicious appearance, the bartender waved at Estephanie and Gabrielle, greeting them warmly as they drug Jax inside and up to the wrought iron bar rail. Estephanie took a pair of handcuffs from her purse and attached her prisoner to the bar rail. 

When Gabrielle removed the bag from his head, Jax had trouble adjusting to the light even in a fairly dimly lit bar.  La Vaca was crowded as it always was when the third shift got off. 

“Goodbye Jax,” said Gabrielle flashing a predatory smile. 

“I had a great time studying with you,” taunted Estephanie as she gave Jax a big kiss on the cheek. The two girls linked arms and happily skipped out of the bar giggling at the predicament they had left Jax in.  As he struggled to get loose, he knew it was just a matter of time before people started noticing and harassing him. 

“What do you think they’ll do to him?” asked Gabrielle. 

“They’ll make this a very unpleasant morning, but my brothers and uncle will watch over him,” replied Estephanie. “I said they could make him suck if somebody was feeling brave, but no physical injury.” 

“You’re nicer than I would have been.” Admitted Gabrielle. 

“I don’t want to ruin the guy. I think he just wanted me out of his way. I figure the punishment fits the crime,” 

said Estephanie as they got into the car and sped off down the street laughing out lour with the radio blaring. 



EPILOGUE

“Ms. Escamilla, I have the next batch of résumés for the paralegal position,” said Estaphanie’s assistant

Nancy.  It had been five years since Estephanie had graduated law school at the top of her class.  She was heavily recruited by big firms who promised her fancy offices and larger paychecks, but those perks weren’t why she went into law. If she was given the task of hiring a paralegal, she’d find one with the same drive because she knew they wouldn’t mind putting in the long hours everybody at the firm expected. 

“Thank you, Nancy,” said Estephanie as she flipped through the applications.  “I’m really going to hate losing you.” 

“I’m going to really miss it here too,” said Nancy. 

“Hopefully, a $20,000 pay raise will make you feel better. You did great work here and I’m sure you’ll be a success at the new firm,” said Estephanie. 

When Nancy left, Estephanie began flipping through the stack of résumés that Nancy had given her.  She was surprised to see a familiar name in the pile. Jax Taylor must have fallen on very hard times to being applying for a paralegal position at a small firm like  Gil, Heredia, and Associates. The pay was barely $40,000. 

Flipping through his credentials, she didn’t think he was right for the paralegal job at all.  Then again, with Nancy leaving a secretary who was knowledgeable in the law could be a nice perk and it would be an awful lot of fun to have him in a pencil skirt and heels following her every order.  He was passable enough that she was sure the other employees wouldn’t know and HR was extremely liberal in matters of gender.  Estephanie picked up the phone and dialed Jax up. 

“Hey, remember me?  It’s Estephanie Escamilia at law school. You applied for the paralegal position and I’m sorry to say I don’t think you’re a fit.  However, I can use a new secretary.  What do you say, Jasmine?” 



THE END
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

 

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/).  This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects.   I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading. 

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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