Cambiaro Island
A Short Story
By Maryanne Peters


I don’t know why I thought I could get away with it.  I had fallen in to the illegal steroid trade by accident, but it had been too profitable.  I got greedy.  I broke the rules.  Somehow, I did not feel like a drug dealer.  The people I dealt with did not seem like gangsters.  I just assumed that the consequences of deceiving them would not be so serious.

Then one day I had just finished a round of golf with two friends and I was still putting my clubs in the back of my new BMW, when I was grabbed from behind, bound with cable ties, gagged, hooded, and thrown into a van.  After I struggled for a bit, I just realised that I needed to ride this out.  I had an idea that I was smart enough to talk my way out of the problem.

I knew things were more serious when I was transferred to a plane which took off and seemed to fly for hours.  I knew that the plane could not be small.  It was pressurized and quiet in the air.  It did not seem to be a jet, but I felt that we were flying far and fast.

I had never met El Quimico.  I had no reason to, despite the fact that my operation had grown to cover all distribution of his products in Texas and New Mexico, very big markets for steroids.  I had assumed that he would be Mexican as that was where the product seemed to come from.  I dealt with probably the highest tier below him, handling the large volumes that I was moving.  My best bet was to convince him that there was value in keeping me and my network going, once I had paid a fair penalty for my mistake.

I had no idea where the island was.  My best guess was that It was somewhere in the Bahamas, or maybe even Cuban territory.  It was dark when we arrived, so I guessed that maybe even with flying against rotation we could have been in the air for 4 hours.  I was warm and humid.

I was transferred to a cell.  It seems unfair to call it that.  It was a hotel room with bars and a heavy locked door.  As the sun came up I could see it had a view of the sea, and a cooler sea breeze came up as the heat of the day wore on.  There were coconut palms and tropical flowering plants outside.  It could have been a paradise.  But it was my prison.

Nobody had spoken to me throughout my abduction.  On the flight I had clearly been in a separate cabin as I could not hear any conversation that was not muffled.  I was unable to even ask for water or use the toilet as I was gagged.  I managed to hold on until I was in my cell.

The first voice I heard was when the telephone beside my bed rang shortly after sunrise.  It was not a Mexican but an American.  He simply said: “Get dressed.  We will be there in 10 minutes to take you to El Quimico”.

I saw that my shirt and pants were gone, and I had just slept in boxer shorts.  There was a wardrobe, but the clothes were clearly not for me.  There seemed to be women’s clothes in there.  The best I could find was a loose-fitting shirt and a pair of cut-off jeans shorts – what could only be described as “Daisy Dukes”.  I wondered if this was deliberate.  To have me appear stupid in front of the boss.

They collected me, and I was escorted out of the house that the room was part of, and down to a much larger sprawling structure closer down the hill near the beach.  There was a large breakfast area with a buffet set up, and tables inside and outside.  I was led to a table where two men were already seated.  The older one was a large man with grey hair and an open face.  The other one was younger and had almost predator like look about him.  If you needed a vicious looking body guard, this guy would fit the bill.  I immediately labelled him in my mind as “The Hit Man”.

The older one motioned for me to sit.  I did.  I was relieved when it was he who said the words: “I am El Quimico.”  He added: “I think you owe me an explanation for your behaviour”.

He was not Mexican, or at least had no accent.  He was American, maybe from New England, or perhaps even some other nationality who had spent most of his life in the USA.  He sounded well educated and refined.

Despite the fact that I had rehearsed my excuses for hours when I was trussed up in a van and a plane, I mumbled and blabbered my way through my pretended justifications.  I did not even convince myself.

“This is theft,” said El Quimico.  “I am not concerned about the money, I am concerned about the crime.  Nobody can be allowed to escape the consequences of a crime.”  That seemed an ironic statement from a drug lord.

“Look, I am still of value to you,” I said.  “I admit wrong doing and that I deserve a penalty.  But if we can resolve that, my distribution has been good for you.”

“You misunderstand your situation,” he said.  There was almost a sad and pitying look in his eyes.  “I cannot trust you.  You have no value to me, at least not in any position of trust.  You may be useful for some of our work here, but no longer as a distributor of our product.  We are rebuilding your network ourselves now.  We don’t need your help to do that.”

It was not looking good for me.  Even less so when he looked to the Hit Man for his view and he received the curt and cold response: “You know my view.  Kill him now and feed him to the sharks.”  I almost fainted.

“No, no,” said El Quimico.  “We have need of guinea pigs for the new Femagen product.  If there is a lack of cooperation you can have him.”

It was clear to me that cooperation was a matter of survival.

So I submitted to the injections administered by Joe, the intense looking young man in the white coat; and I took the bottle of pills with the instructions as to daily dosage; and I returned to the room in the house on the hill; and I stayed there, at the pleasure of my captor, hoping that I might survive a little longer than seemed possible.

Initially I was not allowed out of my room.  Next to the wardrobe by the door was a small cupboard that had a server door to the hall outside.  Into that was based my meals and some reading material and DVDs (as was then the medium for video).  The meals were surprisingly good.  Obviously home cooking, but tasty and usually with a side of tropical fruits.  The entertainment was less inspiring.  Romance novels, women’s magazines and romantic comedy movies on TV screen provided.  If the plan was to drive me crazy it might just work.

Then suddenly, the door was opened, and I met my roommates, Bella and Wendy.  My roomies and also, like me, guinea pigs for Femagen.

You could not find two more contrasting personalities.  Bella was tall and statuesque, with blonde hair always styled in big curls and decorated with bows or clips.  She had a hard but attractive face and a big smile.  She was outgoing to the point of being noisy with a loud and husky voice.  Wendy was small and slight, with fine almost ferrety features.  Her mouse brown hair was long and in tight braided bun.  She was quiet.

And one thing was clear to me from the beginning – they were both men.

As Wendy explained it to me, in her measured and thoughtful way, Femagen was a departure from the steroids and male hormones that were El Quimico’s stock in trade, into female hormones.  He was developing powerful alternatives for a market where there was demand from both older woman seeking to stay young to male to female transsexuals seeking feminization.  Both of them had been in captivity for about a year.  Like me, Wendy was being punished for dishonesty.  In her case she had been an accountant in the organisation who had dipped into the funds and been caught.  Bella had been one of a security team that had been trialling male hormones but had raped one of the girls on the island and was to be punished by being turned into one.

A little later I learned that Bella had received surgery and was now equipped with breast implants and a vagina.  She surprised me by saying that she enjoyed sex so much as a man, she just could not be without the ability to have sex when she became female.  She told me that she now understood how much better it was as to enjoy sex as a woman.  Certainly, she had more than her fair share of sexual partners now that she was re-equipped.  Wendy’s disapproval was obvious, but they still seemed to get on.

Wendy did the cooking within the house.  We could go down to the big house to get meals, but Bella and Wendy enjoyed meals “at home”.  Sometimes one of Bella’s “boyfriends” would eat there too.  Bella could often extract treats from them.  If it was food items such as fresh fish, herbs or condiments from the mainland, it was immediately delivered to Wendy.  She was a good cook, and Bella, and now me, would help her where we could.

Wendy had also developed some skill as a dressmaker.  El Quimico had supplied her with a sewing machine, thread and fabric.  This is despite the fact that off the peg clothes were available, and mail order catalogues were in the magazine rack.  El Quimico would pay.  We were clothed and fed well.  But Wendy said that she had found that she enjoyed sewing.  It suited her attention to detail.  What she lacked in a sense of flair could be made up from input by Bella and me.

And Wendy kept Bella looking good.  She would put Bella’s hair in curlers most nights, so her tresses were always shiny and bouncing, and alluring for all of her male admirers.  It was probably her best feature.  I could understand why she was popular.  She acted overly girly, but she was uninhibited and keen to have sex.  It seemed almost unbelievable that the drug had changed a man so completely, from a bodybuilder to an ultra-feminine man-hungry girl.

For me, the man in her was still visible.  Not only in her face where it hard lines could not be hidden by wonderful hair and plenty of makeup, but her shoulders were broad and her body still powerful.  Not my preference in a woman perhaps, but all of her men were bigger and stronger than she was.  I guessed they were big consumers of her original drug of choice.

Wendy was less concerned with her appearance, but she liked cleanliness.  She always smelled like soap and she also washed her hair every second day.  I made the observation that when her hair was down, it was quite long.  She brushed it every night.

“As a part of the trial we are not to cut our hair,” she explained.  “It probably grows twice as fast as it would do normally.  You will find that soon.  Femagen does work fast.”

Certainly I was aware of some changes that had occurred only since the first dose of the new drug.  My hair had always been the fair end of brown, but now it was lighter, and there was more of it.  Not really that much longer, but thicker.

Wendy offered to help me with my hair, as it grew.  I had just used a hairband to keep it off my face, but she introduced me to hair ties and clips.  She said that I had good hair and a couple of times she curled it a little.  She would run a little salon with me and Bella.  It was something to do.  It was sort of “Girly time out”.  We would just sit around with our hair in curlers browsing through women’s magazines.  I thought of it as something to do, but I started to enjoy myself.

The magazines were full of clothes and Wendy was allowed to order not only fabric, but sometimes, complete garments.  It was her responsibility, and she was not extravagant.  But we always had plenty of clothes and we could dress well.  If we went down to the big house in the evening, we liked to dress up a little.  We even wore make up and sometimes false eyelashes, although Bella wore those all day, every day.

I wonder whether this whole girly thing was driven by the hormones I was taking.  I had been told they were powerful and the physical effects were obvious.  I think that there are supposed to be other effects of these hormones on a person’s mood, but it is difficult to think that they can actually make you like dressing as a woman.  But that seemed to be the effect.

All three of us seemed to be a little too accepting of the situation.  Of course, I was not happy with my circumstances, but to be honest I was happy to be alive, and my hope was that if I cooperated there was a chance that I might be freed.  No promise was made, but both Bella and Wendy seemed to have the same view, that we were temporarily detained, and that we might one day leave this island.

And life was not that bad.  The weather was great.  We were quite free to explore the island and to swim in the sea.  Only the airstrip and the wharf area were off limits, no doubt because they presented the only prospect of escape.  The food was good and there was a bar with access to alcohol, mainly rum and tequila, and even dope if we wanted it.  It was like an enforced holiday.

There was even a 9 hole golf course on the island.  Unfortunately neither Bella nor Wendy played golf, nor did any of the muscle bound lunkheads who came to visit Bella.  So I went down sometimes just to keep my hand in.  I noticed that I was rapidly losing strength in my arms and shoulders, but with good technique I thought my game was still not too bad – playing off the ladies’ tee that is.

Then one day I was walking the course and I found El Quimico playing about 20 balls onto the 4th green, practising approach shots.  As it happened, Wendy had curled my hair that morning and she had pinned it up.  It looked so good she had added some makeup and sent me out to the course in what could best be described as a floral romper outfit.  By sheer chance, I looked pretty good. 

I decided to play a tee shot regardless and I was a little shocked that it made it all the way to him, rolling to only a few feet away.  I walked up and asked him: “Do you mind if I play through?”  Politeness was called for.  This man had the power of life or death over me.

He looked me up and down.  It was warm day but overcast and humid.  I had no hat on and my curls were intact, although my neck felt a trickle of sweat.  I was suddenly aware of how he was looking at me.  It is not something that would ever have occurred to me as a man, but I was conscious of being … I think the word is ogled.  After all, I had a curvy body and long legs fully revealed by my short pants.  And I was styled.  I found myself striking a pose.  It really was involuntary.  Watching too many of those daytime soaps I guess.  It was a “hey, look at me, golfing bimbo” kind of pose.  

“I’ll play a ball from there too,” he said.  “Closest to the hole buys lunch.”

“Don’t you buy all the lunches, all the time?” I asked.

“Maybe not today,” he said, placing ball near mine.

He played the shot and I played mine.  His was closer.  So, he gathered up his practice balls and we played the next hole.  And the next.  And then we went around against for a full 18 holes toether.

He seemed so pleasant.  We talked about golf and the weather.  But into the back 9 I thought that I could talk about my circumstances.

“I do find putting a little strange now that I have breasts,” I commented, by way of introducing the subject, perhaps so that I could show him how well-endowed I now was in that area..  “I assume that I am developing as you like, but (excuse me for saying this) I have not seen any sign of tests as part of this trial.”

“We are observing, you can be assured of that,” he said.  “But you should have regular blood tests to check hormone levels.  I will have Joe attend to that.  You remember him?  Would you be able to go to the lab tomorrow morning?  Do you know where that is?”

I did.  There was a complex of buildings near the airstrip which clearly served as some kind of research and production facility.  

“Can I ask you?” I said.  “What happens after the trial?  Will I ever go home, or will I end up as shark food?  Can I ask you for an honest reply?”

“You can ask,” he said, followed by silence.  But as we walked on in an uncomfortable silence, he added: “I think that you should be free.  All of you.  In time.  But for now, I must confess, I am enjoying your company.”

We ended the round even.  I would never do so well again playing against him.  My game fell away after that.  My strength seemed less, and as my breasts got bigger in coming weeks and months they seemed to get in the way.  My golf game never improved after that.

Anyway, that was later.  But after that first game, I was high with delight when I got back to the house and told the girls.  They were both buoyed by the news.

“You have charmed him,” said Wendy.  “That’s because you look so good today.  When do you play next?  You need to look even better then.”

“You need to let him fuck you,” said Bella.  “It’s such a pity you don’t have a vagina.  It packs as much persuasion as a loaded gun.  Our best chance of getting out of here is to get him pussy-struck on you.”  Whatever that meant.

I went to the lab the following day and submitted to an examination by the research technician, Joe.  It was only during this that I started to understand the enormous changes in me in just a few months.  My hair was below my shoulders, my face was hairless, smooth and feminine, my breasts were a B cup, my body was soft and pale, and a little plump, my penis appeared tiny and my balls definitely were, and my legs were just gorgeous.  Joe made notes and took blood and urine samples.  When I asked, he told me that he was pleased with my progress.  The drug would soon be ready for marketing.

After my second round of golf with El Quimico a few days later, he invited me to dinner the following evening.  “Wear something nice,” he said.

Wendy said that I needed to make an impact.  That afternoon she found something in a Miami boutique catalogue and she arranged for it to be delivered the following morning, together with some shoes for the occasion.  When the package arrived, there was a small box and a handwritten note with it.  The note said: ‘can’t wait to see you in this dress, Q’.  The box contained and exquisite diamond pendant on a fine chain, and matching drop earrings.

Bella was beside herself with excitement.  She started to give me advice on how to enrapture a man, based on her acquired skills in this area.

Wendy had no advice to offer but she worked for ages on my hair and makeup.  The look that she achieved was stunning.  She had put my hair in a French roll style, with some pinned curls.  The evening makeup was classic eyeliner and smoky eye shadow, with eyebrows shaped perfectly and lips dressed with gloss.

I wore a push up bra that made my breasts look fantastic.  And the dress hugged my curves.  My figure was not like Bella’s.  It was more natural I think.  My tummy was more plus size shape, but between the bust and the hips, in this dress, it looked perfect.

I knew I had done well when I approached the table on the terrace where El Quimico sat talking to one of his cohorts.  His mouth dropped a little and his eyes widened.  I gave him a smile as I walked on, my hips swaying a little and my high heels clicking on the stone floor.  He waved away his colleague who seemed to scuttle away in front of me.  El Quimico rose to greet me.  He took my hand in both of his.  Wendy and used stick on nails and Bella had filed and painted them perfectly.  He kissed it, without taking his eyes off me.

“You,” he said, “are a vision of loveliness.”  And that is exactly how I felt.

“This is how I dress when I’m not playing golf,” I chided, as I took my seat, tucking my dress beneath my soft bottom in a manner that seemed to have become second nature.  He just looked at me for a very long time.  I let him.  I looked back and sometimes I dropped my eyes shyly.  I pretended to spot something on the sea to my right, so that he could see my wonderful hairstyle and watch my sparkling earrings play in the light.

“I have arranged a special meal tonight,” he said.  “But I also have a business deal to do.  But not just yet.  For now, forgive me the pleasure of taking in the beauty of the evening.”

He had indeed, arranged a special meal.  There were 5 small courses, all taste sensations and accompanied by selected wines.  It was not until the last course that he made his proposal.

“Femagen is going to be a great success,” he said.  “And there is no better proof of that than you.  You came here as a normal man, and now we see a beautiful woman only a few months later.  That is what the customers for this drug want.”

“It’s better than that,” I offered.  “I feel like a woman.  I feel as if this drug has not just given me feminine features, it has made me a woman.”

“Exactly,” he said.  “I think it has.  Or almost.  Just one final step.  And then you would be the perfect advertisement for this new product.”

For some reason I was momentarily confused.  I should not have been.  The final step.  It was almost as if I felt so completely female that I could not imagine what that might be.  But then I knew.

“Are you proposing that I have sex change surgery?”

It was a monstrous idea.  I was not transgendered.  I was not a woman in a mans body.  I was a man in a body that looked like a woman, but I did not want to be one.  Or did I?  What had changed in me?  I had just told him, in a moment of honesty, that I felt like a woman.  I did.  I got up every morning looking at myself in the mirror and being happy to see a woman looking back.  I spent my days doing womanly things and thinking womanly thoughts.  Can a drug have changed me so much?

“Well, these days they call it sex confirmation surgery,” he said.  And in your case I think that is entirely correct.  You are clearly not male anymore.”  I think that he could see that I was uncomfortable, and becoming a little tearful, so he added: “And I want you to be a woman.  A complete woman.”  

Of course, he did.  I would be his advertisement of the success of his new drug.  A normal man turned into a beautiful woman.  But there was something in his look that seemed so sincere … so adoring.

I contemplated just running off, a sort of Cinderella moment.  But I imagined myself tripping in my heels, not leaving him holding one, but with me lying injured.  I may have burst into tears, but I didn’t.  I looked at him.  Three words ran through my head: Survival.  Freedom.  Love.  The last one didn’t seem to belong, but the first two allowed only one reply.

“Okay,” I said.

He stood, came around the table and lifted me to my feet.  He kissed me tenderly on the lips.  It was shocking, but somehow entirely right.

“Thank you,” he said.

And so, that is what happened.  Within a week I had the operation.  Wendy too, but only because she understood that there was no freedom without it.  We went into the clinic on the island and woke up in a private hospital in Florida.

Both having the operation together gave us that added advantage of going through some of the painful bits together.  And Bella was there too, to share her experiences, reassure us that the pain would soon abate, and to help us with dilation, hygiene and the care and maintenance of our new sex organs.

Then, El Quimico kept his word.  For a while I was the face of Femagen.  Only until it acquired the reputation of being the best hormone treatment for male to female transsexuals seeking a quick transition, even while staying only available on the black-market.  The drug never got FDA approval, but that did not matter to El Quimico.  He was able to build a big market outside the mainstream, and command high prices.  

Bella did some promotion as well, as for men like she had once been, it was good to know that harder features can still be softened by a drug this effective.  But Bella did settle down within a year or so.  She married one of El Quimico’s security guys, a wonderful and gentle man Dan, and they adopted 4 kids, all boys.  She is great with all 5 of them.

	Wendy continued to work for the organisation as an accountant, having won back some trust.  But she found love too.  Her husband Horrie, runs a trucking company and she does the accounts.  She does dressmaking on the side.  She is a hard worker and a good wife.  Bella and I get together with her when we can.

And I like to think I am a good wife too.  I married Tom (El Quimico) and we too have adopted, a boy and a girl.  We divide our time between our apartment in Orlando and Cambiaro Island, and also an estate outside Austin, Texas.  Yes, I am back running the Texas operation, but nowadays we deal mainly in Femagen.  It seems funny how I have come full circle.


The End
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