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Chapter One

“Please don’t beat me, Mistress Victoria.”

The tall redhead chuckled at the sissy’s quivering plea.  “And why shouldn’t I beat you, Janet?” she said, flicking her riding crop in the air.  “After all, this is the second time we have caught you trying to remove your chastity cage!”  

The scarlet-haired domme crossed the half-meter distance between herself and her prisoner in a single step, towering over the short, trim, trembling sissy.  She gazed with delight at the manacled wrists which held her prey suspended from an oaken beam in the ceiling.  The cellar’s cold stone walls gave silent witness to the interrogation.

Victoria pointed the crop at her feminized captive’s wilted penis, which was encased in a twisting silver band that tapered to a sharp, pointed curve.  “We should just chop off your little toy altogether,” she said.  “Then you’ll never touch it again.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress Victoria!” said the pathetic, feminized sissy.  “I know that I’m not allowed to touch my willy.  It’s just…”

“WHAT?” screamed Victoria.  “What did you call that pathetic little thing between your legs?’  Her face turned the same color as her hair.  Her features twisted into a vicious scowl.  She raised the crop over her right shoulder, paused to look into her target’s fear-filled eyes, and then struck.

The air singed with a razor-sharp whistling sound as the leather cord traveled to its mark.  Then the rawhide tip tore into the sissy’s scrotum, landing perfectly centered on one of the tormented creature’s testicles.  A high, girlish scream pierced the thick, dank air as Janet recoiled from the blow.  Victoria raised the cord again, and the shrill whistling noise sounded as the edge of the crop found the other testicle.  Once more Janet’s frail body shook with pain.

“Please, please!” said the terrified sissy, tears flooding her face and streaking her makeup.  “I didn’t mean to say the forbidden word….please…” Her face contorted with agony as she wept like the beaten, dominated sissy she was.  “It was a mistake…please, have mercy…”

Victoria used the crop handle to lift Janet’s downcast chin, then met the pathetic coward’s pleading eyes with her emerald stare.  “You are a sissy, Janet – a SISSY!  Get it?  You don’t have a ’willy’...” Victoria spit the hated word from her perfectly sculptured lips.  “You have a sad little clit that’s good for nothing but taking a slash; and ONLY when your bum is seated; GET IT?”

“Yes, mistress, I know, I swear it was just a mistake.  I meant no harm.” the words poured from the sissy’s lips as her body quaked from the aftershocks of Victoria’s lashing.

“And was it a ‘mistake’ when you were taking the piss on your female workers a year back?” said Victoria, circling her captive as she held the crop by her side, fresh drops of blood glistening on the tips of the lash.  “I remember when you asked me if the hair on my muff was the same color as my head.  Was that a ‘mistake,’ Janet?”

The sissy’s lips mouthed vague syllables, as her terrified brain sought for the right words to placate her mistress.  “I…I…”

“Was it one of your ‘mistakes’ when you harassed that poor girl in the pub?  When you offered her two pence for a tit-wank?  And when you got her fired for snubbing your lecherous advances?  Was all that a ‘mistake’ as well, you sad little poof?”

Frozen in fear, Janet said nothing, but hung her head low and wept quietly.  Blood from her bleeding balls trickled down her smooth, silky legs.

Victoria glared at her prey in silence for a few moments.  Then, with a sigh, she said, “Oh well, then.  You’re a sad excuse for a sissy, Janet,” she said, then smiled wickedly.  “But not as sad as you were when you were a bloke.  You’ve come up in the world, girl – in your own wretched little way. I’ll give you that.”

“Thank you, mistress,” said Janet in a small, still voice, keeping her eyes pointed towards the concrete floor.

“You’re welcome, Janet,” said Victoria, her tone laced with condescension.  “I’ll let you hang here for a bit.  Perhaps the pain in your bollocks will convince you to behave from now on.  I’ll have Mistress Cruelty release you later; then you can go back to your room.”  

“Yes, mistress,” said Janet, her voice cracked and hoarse from her cries.

Victoria folded the crop under her right arm, turned, and strode to the massive wooden door at the far end of the cell.  “Let me out!” she commanded.  The ponderous portal swung on creaking hinges, held open by a decrepit, troll-like slave, who bowed reverently as the red-haired woman brushed past him.

Janet remained silent as the door swung shut.  Then she looked up, her face contorted in rage.  “Just wait till the world of men finds out about you,” she said.  “Then we’ll see who has the last laugh.”  Her laughter echoed through the chamber as she savored sweet thoughts of revenge.

Chapter Two

“Victoria!” How marvelous to see you!”

The buxom blonde’s delighted smile lit up her face as she saw the statuesque redhead enter the office. Leaping from her seat, she artfully navigated around the desk and approached the other woman with open arm. Victoria hugged her close as their two bodies melted together, like twin diamonds forged into one by intense heat.

“This is a wonderful surprise,” said the blond as she broke the embrace. “But what brings you to New York?”

“Oh, you know,” said Victoria, taking a moment to glance around the sumptuously appointed office. “The usual business.” She winked at her friend, who smiled at the gesture.

“I understand,” said the blond, placing one arm on the taller woman’s shoulder while gesturing to the door against the far wall. “Well, Roxanna is in there, and, like me, I’m sure she will be overjoyed to see you.”

“Thanks, dear,” said Victoria. “Before I leave town, perhaps we could get together for some…aerobic activity,” said Victoria, brushing her fingers against the far-haired woman’s cheek.

The blond girl blushed. “Nothing I would rather do,” she said.

Victoria nodded at her, crossed the room, and walked through the door into the even larger office beyond. Across the way sat a petite African-American woman with light caramel skin, long hair that flowed down her shoulders and over her ample bosom, and almond-shaped eyes.  She wore a navy blue business suit with mini-skirt that showed off her exquisite calves and nicely curved thighs. She was barefoot; a pair of $5,000.00 pumps sat on her desk.  

On his knees in front of her was a tiny, almost elfin man with buttery-soft hands and perfectly trimmed fingernails.  He wore a black silk shirt, dark gray Gucci slacks, and black penny loafers hand-crafted in Italy.  He was giving the ebony goddess a pedicure.

“Roxanne, darling,” he said in a lilting voice,” it’s such an honor to polish your nails!  They’re simply superb!”

“Thank you, Evan,” said the seated woman, patting the man’s head as if her were a beloved dog.

“Well, well, well,” said Victoria, smiling as she took in the scene. “I know now why your expense charges are so damned high every month!” She dropped her laptop bag in a nearby chair.

Roxanne looked up. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes grew wide. For a moment her face froze; then she smiled, her grin as bright and cheerful as that of the blond a few moments before. “Dear Goddess,” she said. “Victoria! It’s you!” She leapt to her feet. The man, still on his knees, dropped his emery board and prostrated himself. 

Roxanne approached Victoria and, just as the blond had done earlier, embraced her. The two women snuggled closely for several seconds, then Roxanna pulled back and gave the redhead an admiring up-and-down look. “Girl, you have got to tell me your secret!” she said. “I know you Amazons are supposed to be ageless, but you take it to the next level!”

“You’re sweet,” said Victoria, accepting the compliment gracefully. “But I get plenty of ‘exercise,’ as you know; especially now as the London auction is getting near.”  She sat down and crossed her long, sublimely beautiful legs. She wore a dark green skirt – her trademark color – with a black, long-sleeved top.  Her scarlet hair was perfectly straight.  It was cut in bangs in the front. The rest of her locks flowed down her back and almost caressed her exquisitely crafted rear. Her skin was fair and free of blemishes. Her eyes were the same color as her dress; they looked as if they were carved from pure emerald.  Even in flats she stood well over six feet tall.

Roxanne returned to her desk chair, leaned backed slightly, and crossed her magnificent legs.  Her tone went from gaiety to all-business as she began to speak. “I’ve contacted our entire client list,” she said.  “Most of them have RSVP’d through the usual channels.  We should have a great turnout.” 

She paused for a moment to look at her computer screen, moved her mouse, and tapped on the keyboard to pull up the right screen. “We have 100 confirmed attendees,” she said. “And, of course, they know to bring either gold or cash – either American or British.” 

“Excellent,” said Victoria. “But, before we get into the nitty-gritty, shouldn’t you tend to something?” She glanced at Evan, who was still prostrated on the floor, his thin form quivering.

“Oh, yes,” said Roxanna, turning her attention to the pedicurist,” you may leave now, Evan,” she said. “We will finish later.” Her tone was markedly cool as the shifted her attention from her fellow female to the man hugging the carpet at her feet.

“Yes, Mistress Roxanne,” he said, gathering his supplies and standing.  Then he bowed once more to Roxanne and again to Victoria. “It’s a joy to see you again, Mistress Victoria,” he said. His voice, like his hands, was shaky.

“You as well, Evan,” said Victoria in the same casual tone Roxanne had used. The little man scurried from the room, like a mouse terrified of the she-cat that prowled near its lair. 

“You have him well-trained,” said Victoria. “My compliments. I wish every member of their gender was so easily tamed.”

Roxanne smiled. “Evan is a true wimp,” she said. “His little organ is barely enough to keep his boyfriend satisfied. It hardly makes a bump in his panties!” 

Roxanne took a moment to slip her pumps onto her feet. “He does give a good pedicure, though,” she said. “So at least he has some skills.”

“They all have a little worth, I suppose,” said Victoria. “And a lot of faults. The world will be much better once we’re running things.”

Roxanne nodded. “You’ve got that right,” she said. “How’s the African campaign going?”

Victoria knotted her brow and frowned. “It has me worried, to be honest,” Our forces are bogged down in three places.  I’m getting reports that the mercenaries are using are ‘unusual’ in some ways,” she said, drawing out the “U” word for emphasis.

“In what say?” Roxanne said quizzically.

Victoria hesitated a moment before answering. “You know how front-line intelligence is; who can trust it? Anyway, we’re hearing stories about male warriors who are just as resilient as our troops – every bit as strong, with ferocity and brutality that easily matches ours.”

Roxanna gave her friend a worried look. “That’s not good,” she said, her eyes reflecting her inner concern. “Not good at all.”

“No – no, it’s not,” said Victoria. “I will have to go there myself to check on things.”

The two women continued to talk for a half hour. As they wrapped up their meeting Victoria’s eyes drifted to Roxanne’s bosom; her low-cut, lace-cuffed outfit displayed her womanhood nicely. The redhead gave her friend a coy smile. “You’re looking rather hot, if I may say so,” she said. “New York has done nothing to dampen your physical attributes.”

Roxanne’s eyes darted down to her breasts, a broad grin breaking out across her face. “Thanks, boss,” she said. “That means a lot coming from a woman like yourself.”

Victoria crossed and uncrossed her own legs, then ran her fingertips along the hem of her oh-so-short skirt. “How about we take a break,” she said, “enjoy a light workout?”

Roxanna leaned forward, licking her lips. “Nothing I’d rather do,” she said, “not even for a billion dollars.” She tapped a button on the underside of her desk. A pair of panels in the far wall opened, and a lavishly appointed bed slid out of the opening on hidden wheels. The mattress was covered in silk sheets and pillows. At the head of the sleep surface was a mahogany cabinet with gold hinges.

Victoria arched her eyebrows. “I’m impressed,” she said. “When did you have that installed?”

“Oh, a couple months back,” said Roxanne, her face beaming with pride. “That wonderfully generous holiday bonus you gave me paid for it.”  She undid the top button of her blouse, untucked it from her skirt, and extended her hand towards the redhead. “Shall we stroll to the lovemaking spot hand-in-hand? It would add a touch of romance.”

Victoria stood, smiled, and took the other woman’s hand in her own. “What a perfect idea,” she said. The pair walked to the bed, sat down beside each other, and looked into each other’s eyes longingly.

Their lips locked in a deep, passionate kiss. Victoria’s tongue found its way into Roxanne’s mouth, who opened wide to receive the gift. Her own tongue darted out, meeting Victoria’s. The two tongues swirled around each other in an erotic dance that sent the passions of the two women into overdrive.

Victoria broke the lip-lock and began pouring kisses along Roxanne’s neck.  “Oh…oh, Goddess,” the dark-skinned woman moaned. “Oh, Victoria, that feels sooo good.”  Her fingers started to unbutton her blouse; then, in a flurry of impatience, she simply tore the fabric, exposing her caramel skin to her boss’s lips.

Roxanna reclined on the bed as Victoria mounted her. The redhead bit into the satin material of the other woman’s bra. Then, with a fierce twist of her head, she ripped the brassiere away with her teeth, exposing the black woman’s matchless breasts.  Victoria’s tongue went to work again, flicking along the edge of one of Roxanne’s tits then the other. The grateful recipient moaned with ecstasy as the crimson-haired Amazon ravished her.

Victoria felt a smooth, soft hand on her bare thigh, and she guided it to her panties.  Roxanne deftly worked her fingers into Victoria’s cunt, and suddenly it was the boss’s turn to moan as the other woman stroked her clit.  The women rolled around on the mattress as the Nubian took the dominant position, fondling Victoria’s pussy as she sucked the redhead’s massive breasts.

Roxanne’s red-hot kisses worked their way down Victoria’s long, lean torso, then between her legs.  On her knees now, Roxanne used her teeth to drag her boss’s panties down her long, luscious thighs. Then she plunged her mouth between her legs.  

“Ohh, yes, yes... ”Victoria moaned, wrapping her thighs around the other woman’s head, forcing Roxanne’s tongue deeper into her crimson-haired sex.

Roxanne artfully ran her tongue around Victoria’s clit, then stroked it lightly on the most sensitive spot near the tip.  Her hands stroked the white woman’s creamy, shapely thighs. Victoria spread herself wide, leaning back to give her female lover full access to her cunt. She writhed as waves of pleasure poured from her pussy and radiated through her body.

“Yes! Yes! YES!” Victoria screamed as she climaxed.  Grabbing Roxanne by the hair, she pushed her face even deeper into her sex, draining every last bit of sensation from her orgasm. Then, with a sigh, she released the dark-skinned woman and fell back on the bed. She breathed in great quantities of air as a look of utter contentment spread across her face.

Roxanne, who was lying on the floor, ran her right index finger along the inside of Victoria’s naked calves. “Was it good for you, baby?” she said sweetly.

Victoria said nothing. Instead she leapt off the bed and directly on top of Roxanne. Once more the two women’s lips locked.  The sudden aggressiveness of the redhead’s action revived both women’s lust for each other, and Roxanne began biting her boss’s neck, chest, and tits.  Victoria arched her back, letting the other woman take her.

Then, in a flash, Roxanne dismounted her boss and perched herself on the edge of the bed, spreading her caramel thighs.  “Eat me, you red-haired demon from hell,” she said.  “Devour me!”

Victoria, now on her knees, plunged her tongue her friend’s sex, licking and biting fiercely.  The action drew blood, which mixed with the pussy juices drooling from the black woman’s cunt.  The fiery-haired lass lapped up every musky drop as she worked Roxanne to climax.

Then the dark-skinned woman orgasmed. The explosion of pleasure washed through her body like a tidal wave of electricity; she fell back on the bed, breathless but very, very happy.

Minutes later the two women lay side by side on the silky-soft mattress. “Thank Goddess we’re women,” said Roxanne, smiling as she looked up at the ceiling. “No man could ever give me anything like that.”

Victoria chuckled. “Absolutely not!” she said, reaching over to stroke her friend’s arm. “They’re inferior in every way – good for petty chores, nothing else.”

Roxanne nodded. “Soon we will rule the world and make them our slaves,” she said, rolling over on her side to look at her friend. “I’ll like that. No more of their wars, environmental destruction, or silly sporting contests – nothing but peace and prosperity.” She grinned as she stroked Victoria’s right nipple.  “And sex, of course.”

The feel of Roxanne’s finger on her tit reignited Victoria’s smoldering fire, and the women locked lips for their third lovemaking session of the afternoon.  

Chapter Three

“Do it again, Harley!” said the skinny, stupid, snickering 19 year old boy with buck-teeth and a bad haircut. “Pop one of them walnuts with your big arm muscles!”

The man sitting at the table gave the kid an annoyed look. “Goddamn it, DA,” he said. “That’s all you ever say: ‘pop one of them walnuts, Harley.’ It gets old!”

“Aw, come on now, Harley,” said the boy. “I’ve never seen nothin’ like that till you got here!” He took a moment to spit a wad of tobacco into the saliva-stained soda can by his side. Then he grinned with his blackened teeth. “I’ll give ya a dollar!”

The man at the table sighed, rolled his eyes, and took the smoldering cigar from his mouth. “If it’ll shut you up for two seconds,” he said. He took a walnut from the large plastic bowl in front of him. Placing it in the crook of his arm next to his bicep, he squeezed. A dry CRACK sound issued throughout the small hut.

The teen froze for a moment as his brain struggled to process the input. Then he shouted, “yahoo!” and tossed his soiled cap in the air. “That was extra good, Harley!” he shouted. “Hell, you busted that sumbitch like you did the skull of that woman the other night!”

The face of the walnut-buster turned dark.  He cleaned the shell fragments from his arm and focused his eyes on the boy. “DA,” he said in low, measured tones, “if you ever mention what I did that night again, I will kill you - slow.” He paused for effect, then continued. “You got it, boy?”

The boy turned pale and cowered in his chair. “Please, Harley,” he said, his voice quaking. “I’ll keep quiet, I swear! You got nothin’ to worry about!”

The man named Harley snorted. “I’d better not,” he said, a vicious grin crossing his face as he narrowed his eyes. “”Cause I’d love to squeeze both sides of your big head till it pops just like a walnut!” The boy said nothing in return. He looked at the floor of the straw hut as his eyes filled with tears. “Sorry…I’m sorry, Harley,” he mumbled. 

Harley leered. “That’s better,” he said. He took a swig of beer from the bottle to his left and put the cigar back between his yellowed teeth.

“Head’s up!” said the camo-wearing man who stormed into the hut. “We’re going out in patrol in five minutes, ladies!” His eyes scanned the inside of the hut and saw the boy’s pale face and downcast eyes. “Aw Hell, Harley,” he said, his voice displaying a thick southern drawl. “You been pickin’ on poor DA again?”

Harley stood, grabbed the AR-15 sitting in the corner of the hut, and situated a green military-style cap onto his head. “DA needs to be turned out,” he said. “We aint got no real women around here, just those freaks we’re fighting.” He checked the gun clip; the weapon was loaded. “I’d make him put on some lipstick and take care of me like a first-class cocksucker!”

“How’s that sound, ol’ Dumb Ass?” said the man in camo to the one they called DA. “You wanna be our bitch?” He looked at Harley; both men snickered. The one they called DA kept his head down and stayed silent.

“Get out here, you miserable fucks!” called a voice from outside the hut. “We got super-bitches that need killin’!” Harley and the other man exited the hut. DA brushed a tear from his face and followed behind them, like a whipped puppy trailing its abusive master.

The three figures melted into the large company of armed men who were advancing down a jungle trail.  “How many soldiers we got now?” said Harley to the man in camo. “

’Bout 300,” he replied. “Mercenaries from all over the fuckin’ planet are pourin’ into the Congo. The airport people in Bandundu have never seen so many bad-asses!” He leered as he spoke. “Those crazy fucks are getting’ off the planes with their fuckin’ weapons in hand!”

“Damn right,” said Harley. “Man’s got a right to take his gun where he pleases, airplane or no airplane.”

Silence fell over the armed men as they heard a distant noise. It was like the sound of thousands of screaming banshees. “Goddamn!” said camo man to Harley. “Sounds like there’s millions of them. “Get up in the trees, you fuckers!” he shouted to the group. “Pour down fire on ‘em as you see ‘em!”

The assembled mercenaries scurried up nearby trees with the practiced efficiency of men who have spent years in the wilderness. As they got into position they heard a rustling noise. One of the soldiers turned and pointed his rifle at the sound. Then he made a scoffing sound. “God-fucking-damn it!” he said to the straggler whose clumsy, uneven footfalls had made the noise. “DA, you worthless piece of shit!” he said. “Get under cover – now!”  

The teen blinked his eyes, took his pistol from its holster, and wandered into a bush, ducking low as he held the gun high. “Gonna get me one of them freak-women,” he muttered. “Gonna make her my slut. Won’t nobody be calling me ‘dumb ass’ then!”

The jungle went quiet for a moment.  Then it was alive with the sound of creatures rushing through the dense forest. “Jesus!” shouted one of the men from his lofty perch. “There they are!”

The creatures that emerged from the jungle were three meters tall, with shoulders more broad than any gorilla’s. They wore leather-like loin cloths around their waists, but their bare chests revealed that they were women. Each had long, matted hair that flowed almost to their hips. 

Their bodies were lean yet heavily muscled, with no trace of flab to conceal the perfection of their physiques. Their faces were twisted with rage. They snarled like leopardesses. Each carried some type of weapon: a sword, club, or spear.

“Fire!” shouted one of the men, and a hail of bullets poured down on the she-brutes. Several of them fell to the ground dead, but their sisters evaded the fire and leapt up the trees to face their enemy head-on.  They climbed better and faster than any of the men.

“Come on, you fuckin’ cunt!” screamed Harley as one of the women scurried up the tree in which he sat. He pointed his rifle, pulled the trigger, and then emptied his bladder as he heard the bolt click. “Shut!” he shouted. “It’s jammed!” He dropped the weapon and whipped a combat knife from the sheath strapped to his belt. “I aint dead yet!” he said.

A second later the woman-thing was face-to-face with him. She swung her club, but Harley ducked the blow and countered with a knife thrust to her chest. The blade pierced her heart, and the creature tumbled to the ground. But two more were climbing the same tree. They snarled at Harley, who grinned and held his weapon just above his head and pointed down. “I got one of you cunts!” he shouted. “Now I’ll get me two more!”

The hands of one of the attackers grabbed Harley’s heel. He lashed out with the blade, making her release her grip. The other appeared alongside her, waving a crude iron sword. Harley raised his booted right foot and brought the heel crashing down on the top of the woman’s skull. Like her sister before her, she tumbled to the ground.

The one with the cut hand renewed her attack, swinging a hand at Harley’s groin. The blow found its mark, and Harley dropped his knife as his enemy’s bony fist plowed into his balls. Then the woman took hold of his left leg and began to drag him out of the tree. He held on to a limb with one hand while kicking at the woman, who dodged his blows and held fast to her prey. He felt his grasp on the branch weaken. “God help me!” he shrieked.

Then a bullet fired from ground level struck the she-devil in the back of her skull. The round passed through her brain and out of one eye socket, barely missing Harley as it shot past him into the sky. With half her face blown away, she still clung to Harley for a few moments, then let him go as she fell lifeless to the earth.

“Ha!” shouted the relieved mercenary as he reasserted his grip on the limb. His eyes darted up and down and through the trees, on the alert for more attackers. But the war cry of the Amazons had vanished, and the only creatures he saw were men like him. 

“WOO HOO!” shouted a mercenary, raising his fist in the air. “We done it, boys! We beat ‘em off!” His cheer was joined by the shouts of the rest of the soldiers as they celebrated their victory.

Minutes later they scrambled down the trees. Scattered in bloody mounds on the jungle floor were heaps of dead Amazons. Occasionally one of them groaned in pain from her wounds, but only for a moment, till a bullet from one of the soldier’s rifles silenced her cries forever.

“Looks like we win,” said Harley as he looked around at the bodies. “Just goes to show that no woman can out-fight a man, even if she’s some kind of freak.” He took a cigar from his shirt pocket, lit it, inhaled the fragrant smoke, and breathed it out as his face lit with satisfaction.  “I licked three of them cunts all by myself, I’m proud to say.” 

“I helped too, Harley!” said a voice from a nearby bush.  Harley turned to the sound, then scowled as he saw DA’s face merge from the brush, a simple-minded grin plastered across it.  “In fact, I shot that bitch that had ahold of your leg. Didn’t I do good, Harley?”

Harley gave the younger man a poison look. “Look here, DA,” he said, pointing an accusing finger at the teen. “You take that back. I wasted those three all by myself.” He raised his voice and looked around at his fellow mercenaries. “Right, boys?” A half-hearted chorus of affirmations was his response.

“But Harley,” said the boy, holding his pistol in front of him, the barrel pointed downward. “I did help you! I saw that last one go down after I shot her!” Tears pooled in his eyes. “I done good, Harley.” His voice took on a pleading tone as he spoke. “Please, Harley, please…tell me I done good.”

Harley’s face turned to stone as he approached DA. “Dumb Ass,” he said. “I’m givin’ you one last chance to tell the truth.” He glanced around at the other soldiers, who were watching the unfolding drama with keen eyes. “Right here, in front of all these fellers, “he said, “I want you to tell the truth, boy. You clung to the ground like a scared little faggot while us real men done the killin’.”  His hands balled into fists. 

“It aint so, Harley, it aint so,” said DA, his voice cracking as he choked back tears. “I helped. I done good.”

The blow came so fast that DA didn’t know he had been struck till he fell backwards into the dirt.  His gun tumbled from his hand, and Harley picked it up, aiming the barrel at the 19 year old teen’s chest. “Last chance,” he said. “Tell the truth now.” He cocked the hammer.

“Harley…Harley, please,” wailed the boy, blood pouring from his shattered nose and drenching his shirt. “I helped...I did.”

A handful of the onlookers turned away completely. Most began to look around the jungle with disinterested expressions. Several moved closer to Harley and DA. “Do it, Harley,” one man said, his hands reaching for his crotch.

The sound of a single pistol shot echoed against the trees as DA’s chest exploded. His head fell against the jungle floor. Gun smoke drifted through the thick, steamy air. 

Harley glared at his victim, worked up a wad of saliva, and drenched the body’s face in his spit. “That’s what happens when folks call me a liar,” he said. “Just what the punk deserves.” He inserted the pistol in his holster.

“Well, Harley,” said the man in camo who had roused the pair from the hut only minutes before. “Now you done it, son.”

“What the fuck you mean, Bob?” said Harley, his jaw clenched.

“Now we gotta find us another little queer to blow us tonight!” the man named Bob said. He, Harley, and the other soldiers laughed long and hard. Then they walked away, leaving DA’s pitiful remains to rot in the sweltering African sun.

Chapter Four

“Wow! Holy shit, dude,” said Jim Taylor to his friend Rob Owens, who sat beside him.  “Looked what just walked in the club!” 

“Why?” said Rob, who was slouched over and swaying back and forth. “Something more interesting than this glass in my hand?” he said in a slurred voice.

“You bet your sweet ass!” said Jack, tugging at his buddy’s jacket sleeve. “Just look!”

“Better be pretty fuckin’ good,” said Rob, was set down his tumbler filled with whiskey and cola and rotated his rear end on the stool. His eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw what had Jim so excited. “Fuck-me-sideways!” he shouted. “Wow!”

The object of their attention was the woman who had just walked into the club. The first thing most onlookers noticed was her long scarlet hair. It was perfectly straight and hung well past her shoulders. Her locks were a stunning contrast to her eyes, which were wide and sharp and as green as tropical seas. Her lips were full and moist and the same color as her crimson mane. 

Her skin was fair, yet it glowed with a deep beauty that needed no cosmetics. She had a long, flowing neck that met her firmly set jaw. Her face wore neither a smile nor a frown, and her steely gaze showed that she was alert and aware of her surroundings.

Her bosom was ample, yet it neither made her look voluptuous nor underendowed. Like the rest of her features, her breasts were in ideal proportion to the rest of her body. Her shoulders were broad, her waist trim, and her legs long. She wore a short-sleeved black silk top that plunged mid-way to her chest and black jeans, the legs of which were tucked into her knee-high black leather boots, which had heels. Hanging off her right shoulder was a hand bag. Though large by most lady’s standards, it seemed small framed next to its owner, who was over two meters tall.

Rob Owens slapped his face and shook his head. “Either I’m drunker than I thought,” he said, “Or the hottest woman on the planet just came through the door!”

“Buddy, you’re sober as a judge,” said Jim Taylor, “because I’m seeing her too! Wow!”

The woman walked past the throngs of gawking males with cool disinterest. She approached the barkeep, who was giving her the same lecherous look as the other males. “What will you have, beautiful?” he said. “Whatever it is, it’s on the house.” 

The redhead gave him a tight, quick smile and said, “Tell Samantha I’m here.”

The bartender’s face turned pale. “Um…sure,” he said. “Right away!” He disappeared into the kitchen.

The crimson-haired giant walked behind the bar, perusing the available forms of alcohol. She settled on a bottle of Irish whiskey, poured herself a tall glass, and took a seat in one of the stools on the customer side. She took a long, slow drank from the tumbler. She sat the drink aside and looked straight ahead, seemingly unaware of what was going on around her.

“He, darlin’,” said Rob Owens, who slid into the stool beside her. “What’s your name?”

Victoria ignored her visitor for several seconds. Then, with a long, slow turn of her head, she said, “Victoria. And yours?”

“Hell, I’m Rob Owens, son of the state governor Bill Owens!” he said. “I’m in school at Columbia. Bet that impresses you, right?”

Victoria took another swig from the glass and once more turned to her unwelcome company. “No,” she said simply, then glanced at her watch.

Rob swayed a bit, steadied himself by putting a hand on the bar, and tried to formulate a clever response with his alcohol-fogged mind.

The barkeep reappeared from the kitchen. “She’s ready for you, Ms. Marlowe,” he said. Ignoring her would-be Paramour, Victoria stood, walked past the bartender, and into the kitchen, passing through a door at the rear with a sign on it that said RESTRICTED.

On the other side of the entry was a dark room lit only by candles. Victoria expertly navigated her way through her dim surroundings, approaching the leather oxblood sofa on which a nude Asian woman reclined face down. A well-oiled male slave dressed only in a waistcloth was massaging her feet. As Victoria passed the man he fell to this knees. “Get up!” Victoria snapped at him. “Continue to serve your mistress.” The man got to his feet and resumed his massage.

Victoria perched herself on the edge of the massive sofa. “Hello, Samantha,” The Oriental woman lazily opened her eyes. “My dear Victoria,” she said, a warm smile slowly creeping across her face. “What brings you to New York?”

“Business,” said the redhead. “What do you know about the situation in the Congo?”

Samantha turned to the slave rubbing her feet. “That will be all for now, Anthony,” she said. “You may go to your cell.”

“Yes, mistress,” said the mammoth, heavily muscled slave, bowing deeply and departing.

The Asian stretched, drew her towel over her shoulders, and sat up, facing her visitor. “Reports are sketchy, but it seems our troops are facing heavier resistance than we thought. Someone is recruiting mercenaries to fight in the jungles; they’re well-armed, experienced fighters, most with years of military experience.”

Victoria nodded. “That kind of talent costs money. Do we know who’s financing them?”

“We’re pursuing leads,” said Samantha, reaching for a manila folder tucked into a pouch in the sofa. She flipped through its contents, producing a color photo of a man in a business suit. Samantha handed the picture to Victoria. “This is our lead suspect. His name is Talbot Strong.” The redhead scanned the image with her emerald eyes. The man had silver hair, a long, lean face, and appeared to be around 50 years old. He was well-built and tall. He stood in front of the limo which he had just exited. By his side was a woman wearing a chauffeur cap.

Victoria grimaced. “A woman serving a man,” she growled. “By the Goddess, that’s just wrong.”

Samantha nodded. “He’s a billionaire industrialist and stock speculator,” she said. “Has offices here in town and every other major city around the globe, including London.” Victoria arched her eyebrows at the mention of the British capital. “He’s a male supremacist, a big-game hunter, and an all-around ass,” Samantha said. “I’d love to send him to that island of yours.” The Oriental woman smiled. “He wouldn’t be feminized easily, I guarantee it!”

“I prefer the difficult cases,” said Victoria, returning the other woman’s smile with one of her own. “They give me more latitude to use discipline.” She thumbed through the rest of the folders’ contents. “Do you think he knows about our operation?”

“Very likely,” said Samantha. “He has contacts with our clients in the Middle East who, as you know, purchase eunuchs from us. The sheiks occasionally have one of their sissies service visitors from the West.” The Oriental woman grinned. “You train them a bit too well in the cock-sucking department,” she said. “They’ve earned a reputation for their abilities.”

Victoria shrugged. “Good cocksuckers fetch better prices at our auctions; and we need the money to finance our other enterprises,” she said. “If we’re ever to wrest control of the planet from men.”

“I understand, of course,” said Samantha. “But chopping off their cocks and their balls? That’s a bit much, even by your Amazonian standards, isn’t it?”

Victoria smiled. “It removes any possibility that they will ever feel pleasure again,” she said, “It takes away temptations, makes them focus all their energies on pleasing their owners. And,” she said, smiling, “it gives me an outlet for my sadistic urges. Besides,” she said, “I let most of them keep their genitals – as long as they never touch them.”

“Mmmm,” said the Asian, “it is fun to watch their faces as you slip their little toys into those metal cages and throw away the key. I think it becomes real for them in that moment. They lose all hope of ever regaining their manhood.”

Victoria’s face beamed. “And you can see that in their faces: the despair, the utter humiliation. It shreds what little bit is left of their male egos.”  The redhead stood and paced around. “It has been a busy day, what with the flight from London and these worries about male resistance. I would love to take out my frustrations on a man right now!”

“I’m glad you said that!” said Samantha. “One of my sissies tried using my makeup without permission yesterday. I have her in bondage in the back till I decide how to punish her.” The Oriental gave Victoria a crooked smile. “If you want to handle the matter, then feel free!”

“Lead the way!” said Victoria excitedly.

Samantha took the redhead by the hand and led her through the darkened hallways and down stone steps until they stood at a massive wooden door. “This is the cellar where they used to stash booze back in prohibition days,” the Asian said. “We gained access to it when we bought the property for the club. But, since drinking is now legal, we’ve adopted it for other uses.”

Samantha inserted a key and pushed the door open. The two women walked into a torch-lit chamber with rocks walls. The air was cool and moist. The flickering fire light left dark shadows in the corners, giving the room an eerie, forbidden quality.

In the center of the space was a large wooden table made from rough-hewn planks. Stretched across it, face-down, was a tall, feminized sissy. Thick, rough cords bound her hands over her head, while steel manacles held her ankles in their unbreakable grip. She struggled in vain to slacken the ropes that pulled her body taut.  Wood blocks on either side of her head kept her from turning her neck. Her face was pressing into the table’s hard, splintery surface.

“Hello, Amber,” said Samantha, walking up to and addressing the sissy.

“Hello, mistress,” said the sissy in a tight, strained voice. “This sissy hopes you’re well tonight.”

. “I am fine,” Samantha said. “Have you had time to think about what you did wrong?”

“Yes, mistress,” said Amber. “This sissy was wrong to use your mascara without checking first. This sissy promises to never do it again.”

Samantha shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Amber,” she said, “you still don’t get it, do you? It’s not enough to ‘check first.’ You must receive direct permission to touch anything that I own! That includes your body! Get it?”

“Yes, mistress,” said the sissy. “This worthless slut is very sorry and will never do it again.”

Samantha looked at Victoria. “We train them to refer to themselves as ‘this worthless slut’ or ‘this sissy.’ It reinforces their sense of inferiority.”

Victoria nodded. “I like that,” she said. “Good idea!”

At the sound of Victoria’s voice Amber’s muscles tensed; she began a renewed fight to loosen her bonds. “Mistress Samantha?” she said. “Is that by chance Mistress Victoria who just spoke?” The sissy swallowed hard, then continued. “Is she in town?”

“Yes, Amber,” said Victoria, placing her left hand on the sissy’s ass cheeks. “I am.  And your mistress tells me that you have been very, very bad. You must be punished.”

“Oh…oh no, please, mistresses!” cried Amber, her voice cracking with fear. “I will be good! I swear! I will never borrow Mistress Samantha’s makeup or argue with the other sissies or look a real woman in the eyes ever again! Please! I swear!” she began to sob, and her tears poured onto the table.

The two women looked at each other in shock. “Amber,” said Samantha, a note of incredulity in her voice, “do I understand you to say that you have dared to look a real woman in the eyes? As if you were her equal?”

“Yes. No. Yes,” said the sissy, her voice choked with terror. “It was only once! She told me I was too slow when I waited her table! But I wasn’t!”

Samantha’s mouth fell open. “Did you hear that, Mistress Victoria?” she said to her friend. “Amber has dared to contradict a woman. She has argued with her fellow sissies. She has stolen makeup. And she now has the gall to use the “I” word!” The Asian woman shook her head. “Such impudence! Would you like to administer discipline, Mistress Victoria?”

The redhead’s face curled up in a vicious smile. “Oh yes,” she said, her breathing getting harder as her crotch turned dark from her juices. “I would like that very much. Do you have any fish hooks?”

“Indeed I do, mistress,” said Samantha, reaching for a small, rusty metal box on a shelf nearby. “Here you are.”

Victoria opened the container; inside were a dozen small, gleaming metal barbs. She lifted one out and held it in her fingers. It glistened in the torch light.

Amber was reduced to muffled sobs and groans. She stopped struggling and submitted to what was to come.

The sissy screamed as the first hook dug into her tender ass. Victoria pushed the other barbs deep into the soft, creamy flesh, some in her rear, some in-between her ass-cheeks, and some into her upper thighs. 

In the box was also a spool of fishing line. Victoria took it, wound it through the loops on each hook to join them together, and lifted the whole arrangement in the air. Amber’s shrieks echoed against the cellar’s stone walls. She slobbered, she begged. Victoria twisted her wrist, pulling Amber’s punctured flesh in all directions. The sissy screamed long and hard.

“The more you cry out, Amber,” said Victoria, “the worse it will get.” She released the cord, and for a moment Amber felt relief from the gut-wrenching pain of the torture.

Victoria glanced around the room. Seeing a paddle in one corner, she took it in hand, raised it over her head, and brought it down with a WHOOSH on Amber’s ass. Victoria followed up with another whack, and another, and another, till she lost count.

Amber’s body quaked. It convulsed. She stopped screaming and began to emit a long, low monotone wail from her pathetic sissy lips. “Well,” said Victoria, sweat pouring down her face and torso as she stood with paddle in hand looking at her handiwork, “I doubt this sissy will ever break the rules again.”

Victoria turned to address her friend. But, to her surprise, Samantha wasn’t standing beside her. The Asian woman was lying spread-legged on the stone floor, fingering herself. She was moaning in ecstasy. “Oh…oh, Victoria,” she said, “This is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. You must get to New York more often!”

The redhead’s pulse quickened as she looked on the beautiful, unclothed woman at her feet. She knelt down, gently removed Samantha’s hand from her sex, and inserted her own fingers. She gently stroked the heart of Samantha’s pussy. 

The Oriental woman grabbed Victoria’s arm as her orgasm flooded through every nerve of her body. Then, rolling onto her ass, she sat up and kissed Victoria, burying her tongue in the redhead’s mouth. The women made love for the next several hours while Amber lay face-down on the table, her ass burning and throbbing, her flesh bruised and bleeding, her mind numb with humiliation. 

Chapter Five

Talbot Strong sat at the ponderous oak desk reviewing reports about the African campaign. He shook his head as his eyes scanned the forms, which had just arrived by special courier. “Pathetic,” he muttered. “Pathetic.”

In front of the desk stood a nervous neophyte to the organization named Todd Belcher. He stood with his trembling hands folded in front of him. His pupils were dilated, his knees were quaking, and his shirt collar was stained with sweat. He kept his lips clamped shut while his boss reviewed the report.

Strong dropped the forms in front of him and pushed them away. He took off his glasses, rubbed his eyes and temples, and looked up at his employee. “Belcher,” he said, “do you know how I became rich?”

Belcher’s eyes darted about. He started to speak, stopped, and then started again. “Y...yes sir,” he said. “You made your first million in advertising, then switched to shipping and international exports when you were in your mid-30s.” Belcher cleared his throat, adjusted his tie, and continued. “It…it’s an inspirational success story that’s studied by most MBA students.” He finished with a queasy smile.

Strong stared at the younger man for a moment while he remained seated. Then he got to his feet, buttoned his gray suit jacket, and walked around the desk. He stood beside Belcher and put his arm around the assistant’s shoulder. 

“Come with me, boy,” he said in a quiet voice.

“Yes, sir,” said Belcher, a lump forming in his throat as he spoke.

Strong led Belcher to a series of stuffed animal heads that were mounted along a wall of the massive office. “See these trophies, Belcher?” he said.

“Yes sir,” said Belcher, confusion showing in his eyes.

Strong pointed at the one closest to him. “That is a rhino I shot in Africa.” He then pointed at the next head in the series. “That is a ram I shot in Colorado.” He continued down the wall of trophies, naming a bear, an elk, and several other animals. Finally his finger pointed at the head of a deer. “See that one, Belcher?” he said.

“Yes, sir,” said the young man, twitching and fidgeting as he shuffled his feet.

“That,” said Strong, “is the first animal I ever killed.” He smiled as a look of pride filled his face. “I was 12 years old; shot it with a .410 shotgun, one of the puniest weapons made.”

Belcher nodded. Where the Hell is he taking this? He thought.

Strong continued. “That deer head is, by all reasonable standards, a miserable trophy. It’s a doe, for god’s sake – a pathetic female! It doesn’t even have antlers!” Strong waved his hand along the wall. “Compare it to my other trophies, the mighty rhino for instance. Doesn’t that sad little deer head look ridiculous in comparison?”

“If…if you say so, sir,” he said.

Strong took his young employee by the shoulder and turned him so that the two men were facing each other. He stared into Belcher’s eyes. “The reason I even bothered to have that head mounted is because it’s the first creature I ever killed. It was my initiation into the world of men, Belcher.” He waved his finger of front of the younger man’s face. “When I stood over its dying body and watched its life ebb away, I knew that this world was meant to be ruled by the strong.” He nodded. “Do you understand, Belcher?”

“Yes, sir,” said Belcher, the light of comprehension dawning in his eyes. 

Strong turned away from his employee and began to pace back and forth, hands folded behind his back. “We’re men, Belcher, males, the dominant form of life on this planet,” the billionaire said, his voice taking on the tone of a lecturing professor. “We dominate and exploit those weaker than us: animals, women, even other men when they lack our strength and ruthlessness.” 

Strong stopped pacing. “That’s our destiny, son,” he said. “To sit at the top of the food chain and take what we want from the weak.” He paused for a moment, looked around the room with pride, and resumed his talk. “Everything you see around you, the inlaid oak panel walls, the $30,000.00 desk, the $10,000.00 office chair, the paintings, the rare books, the liquor cabinet, everything – all of it is mine simply because I out-fought and out-maneuvered and out-competed my enemies.” Strong’s voice grew louder as he spoke, his tone more aggressive. His hands shook and his face turned red.

“Yes, sir,” said Belcher. “I think I understand.”

Strong walked over to his protégé and touched him in the arm. “What do you understand, boy?” he said.

“That men are the top dogs,” he said, his voice rising in pitch. “That these she-freaks are vermin. That it’s our duty to crush them, and not only them but whoever created them. We need to wipe these upstart cunts out, so we can maintain our position as the rulers of the earth.” 

Belcher’s hands began to quake. His eyes grew wide. “In short, sir, we need to quash this fucking rebellion against men, so we can keep doing whatever the Hell we please!” Belcher shouted those last words, his fists clenched, his jaw set in stone.

Strong patted the younger man on the arm. “You make me proud, boy,” he said. “Now get out of here and find this island where our enemies do their foul work. I will make sure you have unlimited resources. But wrap this up soon, you hear me, boy? Or else.”

“Or else what, sir?” said Belcher, fear creeping into his voice.

“Or else I will make you my private whore; got it?”

Belcher swallowed hard. “Yes, sir,” he said. “Understood.”

Strong leaned back, placed his fingertips together, and smiled.

Chapter Six

“Attention passengers,” said the stewardess. “You may move about the plane freely. We will arrive in London in approximately six and one-half hours.”

Victoria sat in first class, her hair pulled up and tucked under a ball cap, her eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses. She wore a loose-fitting t-shirt and baggy jeans. Men that might have noticed her if she was wearing her normal attire paid her no mind in the low-profile outfit. 

Sitting in front of her was an obese man who stank of tobacco and cheap cologne. He sat next to a woman who was trying to read a book. “I’m serious, baby!” he said in a loud voice. “I’ve got the biggest firearms collection in Dallas, Texas! Hell, I can out-shoot any man alive! You oughta drop by sometime!”

That poor dear, thought Victoria, giving the lady reader a sympathetic look. I would shove that fat slob’s guns up his ass, but the last thing I can afford to do right now is draw attention. Blocking the portly Texan from her mind, she closed her eyes and dozed for the first hour of the trans-Atlantic flight. By her side was a locked portfolio filled with information about Talbot Strong.

“Pardon me, miss,” said the stewardess in a crisp British accent. “Fancy a beverage?”

The request stirred Victoria from her light sleep. She looked up at the flight attendant. “Thank you, no,” she said, and closed her eyes.

“You’re most welcome, miss,” said the stewardess. The Amazon studied the flight attendant’s well-shaped ass as she walked away. Victoria felt a spark in her pussy, smiled, but made no advances. Not now, girl, she told herself. Business first, pleasure later. She drifted back to sleep as the plane gently bore her back to the UK.

“EVERYONE STAY SEATED!” the shouting man tore Victoria from her rest. Her eyes popped open and her muscles tensed. She removed her sunglasses so she could see clearly. 

A man was standing in the aisle; in his right hand he held a pistol. The man behind him was also armed; he was waving a rifle around the cabin. Victoria’s fellow passengers, mostly men, cowered in fear, too terrified to move. The Amazon’s pulse quickened slightly, but she remained calm.

“You!” shouted one of the terrorists, pointing at a woman with a child. “Come here!” He motioned for her to approach him. The lady remained seated, an angry gleam in her eyes. “Fuck you,” she said. “You just told everyone to keep their seats, numb-nuts; can’t make up your mind eh? I’m staying right here.”

The terrorist stared in disbelief at the woman’s bravery. Then he aimed his pistol at the brave lady’s three-year-old girl. “Get up now,” said the madman. “Or I will blow your little one’s head off.”

The defiant mother said nothing, simply got to her feet. “Mommy, what’s going on?” cried her daughter. “Who are these bad men?” Tears ran down her cherubic face.

“Never mind, baby,” said the mom. “Just sit here like a good girl. I’ll be back soon.”

“No, mommy!” cried the child. “Take me with you!”

“Shut up, you little wench!” shouted the terrorist with the pistol. “You!” he screamed, again at the fearless mother. “Come with me – now!”

Slowly, carefully, her hands held above her head, the woman did as she was told. 

Victoria’s seat was in the back of the aisles, so she had a full view of the drama. Her hands tightened their grip on the arms of her seat. Don’t rush into action, Victoria, she told herself. Watch the enemy first, wait for the right moment…

The madman forced the woman to face the rear of the plane. Then he cinched his arm around her neck and held his gun to her head. His partner waved his rifle around the cabin, on the alert for anyone who might try to be a hero. He need not have bothered; except for Victoria and the captive mother, the plane was populated by docile cowards. The Texas braggart, who had been so verbose before, curled up in a ball and muttered, “I’m scared, I’m scared. Don’t hurt me, please,” over and over in a small, squeaky voice. The woman with the book gave him a look of pure disgust.

“Get up front,” the man holding the woman said to his partner. “Kill the captain and take over the controls.” The one with the rifle nodded and did as ordered.

Victoria’s hand slipped into the pouch at her side. Her fingers caressed the handle of her throwing knife.

“Your decadent nations have oppressed my people for too long,” said the pistol-wielding terrorist. “In retaliation, we are commandeering this plane and flying it to the Middle East.” He cocked the hammer of his weapon. “But first,” he said, “I kill this bitch!”

“No!” screamed the child, running through the aisle and pounding her tiny fists against the madman’s legs. 

Once more the terrorist, startled by the resistance to his actions, froze. That was all the distraction Victoria needed. Her hand moved with blinding speed as she whipped the knife from the pouch and threw it with all her Amazonian strength at the terrorist. He screamed as the 13 centimeter blade found its mark, piercing his right eye, slicing through his skull and burying itself deep in his brain. His body spasmed, the pistol fell from his hand, and his lifeless corpse collapsed to the floor. 

The mother scooped her daughter up in her arms. “Mommy’s got her brave little girl!’ she shouted, hugging the little one. The other passengers looked around the plane, wondering who had thrown the knife. Victoria bolted out of her seat, leapt over the people in front of her, and threw her shoulder against the flight cabin’s door.

A grisly sight greeted her as she entered the cockpit. The surviving terrorist was flying the plane, having killed the captain. The stewardess who had offered Victoria a drink sat in the co-pilot’s position, frantically pushing buttons. “I’ve never flown a jumbo jet!” she screamed at the gun-toting man beside her. “I can’t help you with this thing!”

“You WILL help me with it!” shouted the man. “Or we will crash into the ocean and everyone will die!”

Those were the last words he ever said. Victoria’s heeled boot struck him at the base of his neck. His head flew forward and struck the glass at the front of the cockpit. He was still breathing when he fell backwards into the seat, but Victoria ended his life by twisting his neck around 180 degrees. His corpse tumbled to the floor like a rag doll.

“What the bloody Hell?” screamed the flight attendant as the Amazon tore the terrorist’s body from the captain’s seat and planted herself in it. She gave the stewardess a comforting look and touched her on the knee. “Courage, girl,” she said. “We’ll get through this fix together.” Taking the controls, she stabilized the plane’s flight, then set it back on course for London.

“Blimey, who are you?” said the wide-eyed flight attendant. “You’re a regular arse-kicker, aren’t you? Like out of those American action films!”

Victoria smiled at her admiring companion, noting that her name tag said BEVERLY. “Just watch the gauges for me, Beverly” she said. “We’ll be safe at home soon.”

Beverly helped Victoria for a few minutes, then left the cockpit to calm the passengers. Six hours later the plane touched down at Heathrow.

Beverly, who had returned to the co-pilot’s seat, looked at the tall, self-assured redhead beside her and said, “Girl, you’re bigger bollocks than any bloke, that’s for sure!” Her hand found its way to Victoria’s knee. “How ‘bout you drop by my flat when all is said and done and you can show me how two women shag?”

Victoria gave her new friend a regretful look. “I fancy that idea quite a bit, Beverly, but I’m busy with a project at the moment. Besides, I have to get off this plane before London Yard comes storming in.” Her face turned sour. “We women do the work and those with a todger between their legs take the credit.” 

She gave the stewardess a quick peck on the lips as the plane wheeled to a stop. “Don’t worry, though, mate,” she said. “We’ll set the world to rightt before long!” Then she bounded out of the seat and through the cockpit door. 

Beverly watched Victoria vanish. Her mouth hung open, her clit felt strangely warm. She knew who would be making love to her in her dreams that night, and it would not be a man.

Chapter Seven

“What do you say, Mistress Lucia? Should we let these two sissies play with each other?”

The dark-haired Australian woman with eyes like black diamonds and skin like cocoa butter let her chin rest on her knuckle in the classic thinkers’ pose. “I’m not sure, Mistress Victoria,” she said. “Do you think they have been good enough?”

Nearby Allison and Tiffany, the two transvestite slaves to whom the women were referring, sat with baited breath and hopeful faces. They sat beside each other holding hands. Allison glanced down at the iron cage that held her cock imprisoned.

Mistress Victoria pursed her lips and shook her head slightly. “I’m not sure,” she said. “Neither has tried to masturbate in at least a month, and both have been exceptionally good at keeping their bodies hair-free...so…”

The two crossdressers looked at each other like a pair of beauty pageant contestants waiting to hear which would be crowned queen. Tiffany squealed and patted her friend’s knee.

“Oh, alright,” said Mistress Victoria. “Might as well; their little bollocks are probably ready to burst. Better to let them milk each other than to force a real woman to do the job.” She looked at the pair of ecstatic sissies. “Stand up, Allison and Tiffany,” she said, reaching for the golden key around her neck. “I’ll release you from chastity for 10 minutes.” She held her index finger up in warning. “If you don’t manage to cum in that time, then you will both be in chastity for at least six months. Got it?”

“Oh yes, Mistress Victoria!” cried Allison. 

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” said Tiffany.

Victoria turned the key in one chastity tube, then the other. Mistress Lucia stood by grinning as the feminized sissy’s micro-cocks jutted out from between their satin legs, like tiny pebbles on a smooth, sandy beach. 

Tiffany fell to her knees and tried to take Allison’s sissy-clit in her mouth. It fell out three times before she was able to hold it between her lips. Allison moaned as her fellow sissy stroked her glans with her tongue. 

Victoria and Lucia laughed and smiled. “They’re pathetic, aren’t they?” said the redhead.

“Totally,” said Lucia. “Just like all males. Still,” she continued as she watched Allison spray her sissy-cum all over Tiffany’s face, “at least they’re well-behaved. If only all men were so easy to control.”

“All in good time, sister, all in good time,” said Victoria. 

“So,” said Lucia, gesturing towards the door to her office. “What brings you to Australia, my dear?”

Victoria opened the portfolio in her right hand, removed a large photo, and handed it to Lucia. “Do you recognize this man? His name is Talbot Strong.”

Lucia’s eyes opened wide. “Yes, yes, I do!” she said. “He was…” Lucia said, then stopped speaking and grew silent.

“What’s wrong?” said Victoria.

“Well…it’s just that...he was my client, and…well, you know, confidentiality and all…,” said the Australian, her face tight, her brow furrowed.

“I understand,” Victoria said, reaching out to take her friend by the hand. “But this is a special case. I believe this man is responsible for the slaughter of our sisters in the Congo. He may even pose a threat to Operation Estrogen.”

“Oh my,” said Lucia, setting the picture down on her desk. “Well, in that case, I’ll tell you everything.” She leaned back in her office chair and began to tell the story. “Mr. Strong contacted me through a friend who runs a gay nightclub in Berlin. She said that she had an American client who wanted to experience hard-core humiliation of the most extreme variety.” 

Lucia smiled as she relived pleasant memories. “I tied his balls up with twine, ran a dog leash through the cord, and dragged him around my dungeon. I forced him to suck a dozen of my slaves to orgasm and drink every drop of their cum. They made cream pie on his face; it was a blast!” 

“Then I made him lie face down on the floor while I gave him a golden shower.” Lucia began rubbing her inner thigh. “I forced a massive black dildo up his ass. I used a rubber mallet to tap it deep into his sphincter. Then I tore it out of him, filled the crater left behind with enema solution, and capped his ass with a butt plug.” 

Lucia grinned. “He begged for 45 minutes for permission to use the toilet! I finally offered to remove the plug for an extra one million Euros; he agreed instantly. Then I removed it right there in the dungeon and his waste sprayed out of him and all over the floor; good thing it’s solid stone! I dressed him as a French maid and made him clean up every drop.” Victoria smiled.

“Then, to top it all off,” Lucia said, “I chained him to the wall and kicked his balls till he passed out from the pain; how he screamed!” Lucia looked up at the ceiling dreamily. “It was one of the most satisfying experiences of my life.”

Victoria rubbed her legs together and fanned herself. “That is really, really hot,” she said. “So this guy obviously craves humiliation and punishment. He must be a big business tycoon who struts around pretending to be an ‘Alpha Male.’” Victoria smirked as she said the last two words.

“He’s a billionaire financier and land developer,” said Lucia, “owns property all over the world. In fact, I remember hearing that he mines gold in Africa!” she said, snapping her fingers and pointing at Victoria. “He probably has a claim on the same strike that our army is trying to acquire! He’s financing those mercenaries down there; I’m sure of it!”

Victoria nodded. “That fits with what I have put together,” she said.  “Strong is standing in our way – and he’s responsible for many of our sisters dying.” The Amazon’s face turned dark as she clenched her teeth. “I should pay him a visit.” She took the photo and placed it back in the portfolio. “Where does he live?”

Lucia looked up as she made an “hmm” sound. “He has homes all over the globe,” she said after a few seconds. “But he is usually at his complex in Scotland. It’s some kind of combination corporate retreat center and hunting preserve.”

Victoria shook her head. “Typical insecure male,” she said with a sour tone. “Has to kill animals to reassure himself of his ‘dominance.’” She tucked the portfolio under her arm. “Well, thanks, Lucia,” she said. “I gotta get back to the island. The auction is coming up soon, and I have to make sure the details get nailed down.”

Lucia smiled. She ran her lovely fingers along the hem of her blouse. “Are you sure you have to leave so soon?” she said. “I was thinking we could have fun.”

Victoria froze; her eyes darted back and forth. She glanced at the clock on the wall. “Umm...”she said, her mind torn between her duty and her libido.

“Well, if you have to run, then I understand,” said Lucia, her eyes dropping to her legs as she ran her right index finger along the frilly tops of her black stockings. “I just wanted to feel our nude bodies pressed together for a while.”

Victoria dropped the portfolio on the desk and started unbuttoning her top. “Let’s go!” she said.

“Yes!” said Lucia, pumping her fist in the air. The two women took each other’s hand and went into the Australian’s bedroom, which was next to her office. They had their shirts off by the time they entered the room, and they faced each other on their knees as each climbed onto the mattress. Victoria unclasped Lucia’s bra, which hooked on the front, and gasped at the Australian lady’s naked bosom. Then she moved her hands across the breasts, cradling the right one in her palm and lifting it to her mouth. She ran her tongue against the nipple, and Lucia moaned with pleasure. She arched her back and spread her arms.

The Amazon poured kisses down Lucia’s chest and abdomen, then lowered her head so that she could wrap her mouth around the other woman’s labia. Lucia fell back on the mattress and opened herself completely, giving Victoria full access to her cunt. The redhead thrust her long, lean, thick tongue deep into the heart of Lucia’s sex. The Australian woman writhed in ecstasy as she felt the organ piercing and licking every inch of her pussy walls. 

Then Victoria focused on her clit. She flicked her tongue over its tip in short, rapid movements. The redhead’s hands crept up Lucia’s butt cheeks, and one finger found its way into her ass. She finger fucked her friend while she tongue-banged her clit. The twin sensations poured through Lucia’s body, and she gritted her teeth as Victoria’s lovemaking overwhelmed her senses.

The Amazon cupped her free hand over Lucia’s left breast. She was fondling the Australian woman’s cleavage, finger-fucking her ass, and licking her clit simultaneously. 

Lucia, knowing that her climax was near, fought to keep the orgasm at bay, wanting to prolong the pleasure as long as possible. But Victoria was too much woman for her to resist, and her climax washed over and through every cell of her body, like a tidal wave that engulfs everything on the shore. 

“Ahhh….ahhhh…..AHHHHHH!” screamed Lucia, burying her hands in Victoria’s crimson hair. The Amazon’s superior strength held the other woman in place as she continued to fondle and fuck and lick.

Lucia’s orgasm began to fade. Then, as she looked down and saw Victoria’s face still buried in her cunt, another climax flowed from her clit, through the walls of her pussy, along her labia, and coursed in great electric shocks down her legs. The feelings echoed throughout her torso, through her arms, and poured into her brain, until every atom of her being was alive with euphoria. 

Finally, with a raw, animalistic scream, she wrapped her legs around Victoria’s shoulders and bucked like an angry mule, thrusting her hips into the Amazon’s willing mouth.

After it was all over, the two women cuddled in bed and watched Lucia’s closed circuit TV. On the screen were Allison and Tiffany, who were still fondling each other. “Can’t you hold my clitty in your mouth for more than two seconds?” whined Tiffany, rolling her eyes. 

“I can’t help it!” said Allison. “We’ve both shrunk so much while in chastity that our clitties have almost disappeared!”

“How did I know those two wouldn’t obey your 10 minute rule?” said Lucia, chuckling.

“They can’t help it,” said Victoria, stroking her lover’s arm and giving her a peck on the shoulder. “Even after they’re feminized, men are still inferior creatures. We owe it to them to take over the planet.”

“Agreed,” said Lucia. “I’ll be glad when it’s all over. I could use a few more slaves anyway.”

Victoria snickered. “Like those two?” she said, pointing at the screen.

Lucia giggled. “Hey, you said it yourself! They’re men; what can you expect?” The two ladies laughed long and hard, their naked bodies soft and warm against each other.

Chapter Eight

“Hey, Belcher! Check this out!” said the msn hunched over the monitoring screen. The name HANOVER was etched into his name tag.

“What is it, Hanover?” said Belcher, rushing to the other man’s work station. “You got something?”

“I’ll say!” said Hanover. “We’ve got a distress signal coming in from a spot in the South Pacific!”

Belcher leaned over the other man’s shoulder. “I’ll be damned,” he said. “Can you make out a specific message?”

Hanover held his right index finger in the air as his left hand held his headset against his ear. “One second,” he said. Then, a few seconds later, he shouted, “Holy shit! It’s coming through loud and clear!”

“Write it down!” said Belcher, putting pen and paper in front of Hanover. “Get every word!”

Hanover began jotting down what he was hearing. The message went on for over a minute, then the signal vanished.

“Did you get it all?” said Belcher, licking his lips. He was still leaning over Hanover’s shoulder.

Hanover held the piece of paper in front of his face. “Every fucking word, boss,” he said. “It was a message from one of the men who disappeared from that London hotel last year. He’s been held prisoner on their island ever since.” Hanover looked at the monitor, writing down a series of numbers that flashed across it.

“Go on!” said Belcher; “tell me more!”

Hanover turned to his boss. “We’ve got it,” he said, his eyes wide, his voice quaking with excitement. “We’ve got the coordinates of Eunuch Island!”

Belcher stood looking at the paper in stunned silence. Then he took his cell phone from his pocket. “I’ve got to let Strong now right away!” he said.

***

Janet and Nicole poked their heads out of the door of the radio transmitter shed, looked in both directions to make sure no one was around, and darted out of the building into a patch of trees nearby.

“Are you sure the message got through?” whispered Nicole.

“For the millionth time, yes!” said Janet. “Stop worrying!”

“I can’t help it,” said Nicole, wiping sweat from her forehead. “We took a huge chance sneaking out of the compound and coming here! If they found out what we did, then they will chop our balls off…or worse!”

“Keep quiet!” said Janet, her body tensing at the sound of rustling in the night. The two sissies froze in silence as an armed guard passed within inches of the grove in which they hid. She was about 20 feet away when she stopped and turned, staring at the bush that concealed the pair. 

Janet and Nicole broke into a cold sweat. Their hearts pounded in their ears. Then, silently, the guard walked towards the transmitter shed, shook the door to make sure it was locked, and continued on her way, disappearing into the inky blackness of the tropical night.

The sissies breathed deep sighs of relief. “Come on,” said Janet,” let’s get back to our barracks.”

Nicole made a whimpering sound. “But I’m scared! What if we run across another guard?”

Janet shook her head. “Won’t happen!” she snapped. “I’m making a dash for the compound. You do what you want!” Then she bolted from the grove and down the winding path.

“I’m scared, I’m scared!” said Nicole, biting her long pink fingernails. Then came a stirring in the bushes behind her. Suppressing the urge to shriek, she fled from the grove and followed Janet through the steamy blackness of the jungle night. As she did, the creature responsible for the noise, a small white rabbit, bounded from its hiding place. It watched the retreating sissies in silence, twitched its nose, and hopped away. Somewhere on the island a bird screeched, while waves crashed against the rocky shores. Then Eunuch Island was silent once more.

Chapter Nine

“Hey, Harley!” shouted the man in camo fatigues. “The big man wants to see you!”

The drowsy, disheveled mercenary cursed, adjusted himself in his hammock, and fell asleep. Seconds later a boot to his ass wrenched him back into the world of the living. “Harley!” shouted the camo man, who was in the hut and standing alongside the murderous mercenary. “Get up, dammit! The boss wants to see you – NOW!”

Harley sat up with a start, gave his visitor a murderous look, but said nothing as he climbed out of the hammock. “Best get a move on,” said the ass-kicker. “It’s something important!” 

Harley grumbled vague threats as he slipped on his boots. Two minutes later he entered the field office. It was a small mobile structure with wires running from nearby diesel generators and into the building. An ancient air conditioner was mounted in one of the windows. Its obnoxious roar was enough to wake the dead, but it poured ice-cold air into the structure. Harley felt a cold blast as he walked into the shack, slamming the door behind him.

Across the room sat a large man in a nondescript military uniform. He was smoking a huge cigar, an expensive Cuban one. Harley approached the seated man and gave him a half-hearted salute. “You majesty wanted to see me?” he said. 

“Sit down, Harley,” said the cigar smoker. Harley did so. “Here, have one,” said the man, offering the recent arrival a stogie from the small, ornately carved box on the desk.

Harley’s mouth dropped open. “What the fuck kind of fucking special day is this?” he said, his face registering his disbelief. “The high-and-mighty Colonel Brinks is giving me one of his prize smokes?” 

“Harley, just take the goddamn cigar before I shove it up your ass,” said Brinks. Harley snatched the cigar out of his commander’s hand. “Light?” he said, holding the prize in front of his face. Brinks obliged, using a gold-plated butane lighter emblazoned with a skull insignia. Harley inhaled deeply, then blew a smoke ring into the icy air. 

“Well, Brinks,” said the mercenary, “like I asked already, what’s the occasion?”

“Fair question,” said Brinks. He handed a sheet of paper to his visitor. “It seems you made an impression on the new honcho back at corporate, the one whose company is financing this little war of ours. They got the report about you bagging those three super-bitches the other day.”

“Those cunts got what they deserved,” said Harley, “killing poor ol’ DA like that.” Harley flicked ashes at his commander as he exhaled blue smoke. “That boy was like a son to me. I just wish you’d been there to see me kick ass, Brinks!”

“Yeah,” said Briggs, sarcasm evident in his voice, “whatever. The reason you’re here is because you’ve been chosen to lead an assault squad.” 

Harley’s eyes opened wide. He sat up straight. Briggs chuckled. “I thought that would wake you up!” he said.

“Exactly where will I be leading this squad?” said Harley, his eyes narrowing as he regarded the smoldering cigar between his fingers with a suspicious glare. “How much is this fucking cigar gonna cost me?”

Brinks glanced around the office, leaned forward, and spoke in a hushed tone. “You’re going to lead a raid on their headquarters,” he said. “The place they call ‘Eunuch Island.’”

Harley’s free hand grasped the edge of the desk so hard his knuckles turned white. The cigar fell to the wooden plank floor. “Holy Jesus Mother of god Fucking Christ,” he said in a choked whisper. “You’re shitting me, Brinks.”

The colonel smiled. “I shit you not, Harley,” he said. “They got a radio message from the place about 20 hours ago. It’s in the South Pacific. They pegged its exact coordinates.” Brinks gave his subordinate a deadeye look through the haze of smoke-filled air. “This is it,” he said. “The big score we’ve been waiting for all these years.”

Harley’s boot crushed the half-smoked cigar at his feet. He held his hand to his temple and shook his lowered head. “Place had gotta be crawling’ with super-cunts,” he said. “Why not pass the word to US or UK military? Those she-freaks have abducted plenty of American and British citizens over the years.”

“Because,” said Brinks, “the guy who’s financing this expedition doesn’t want to just shut the place down.” The commander slammed his fist on the desk. “He wants to give those bitches payback for the way they’ve tried to knock us men from the top of the food chain.” Brinks smiled. “He wants you and the men you lead to do some dirty, nasty things to those women – the kind that regular forces would never do. Got it?”

A vicious gleam appeared in Harley’s eyes as he nodded slowly. “I know exactly what you mean, Brinks,” he said. “I can handle it.”

“Good,” said Brinks. “Because you need to get your ass to the airfield.” The commander looked at his watch. “There’s a Jeep parked outside waiting for you. But go NOW, because that crate is taking off in 15 minutes!”

“On my way, boss,” said Harley as he snapped to his feet. He turned, rushed towards the office door, then stopped and looked at Brinks.

“How much money is in this for me?” he said warily.

“Triple your regular pay,” said the colonel,” plus a million in gold. You’ll be a rich man, Harley. Hell, you’ll even be able to buy a box of decent cigars!”

Harley gave Brinks a toothy, snarl-like grin. “Yes, sir!” he said, saluting his boss. Seconds later he was behind the wheel of the Jeep racing down a winding dirt road towards the airfield. In his mind he pictured what he would do to the women of Eunuch Island once he had them at his mercy. The images were not pretty.

Chapter 10

“How did you like sleeping in a real bed?” said Lucia to her crimson-haired friend. “Was it a nice change from the cold, hard ground?” 

Victoria smiled at her friend. “Luxuries are nice every now and then,” she said. “But too much of them will make a girl soft.” The Amazon stood, stretched her hands over her head, yawned, and reached for the apple that sat perched in the glass bowl on the dinette table. The fruit made a crisp sound as she bit into its flesh.

“Have it your way,” said Lucia, her eyes dreamy as she looked at the porcelain coffee mug in her hands. “But as for me I’ll take the comforts that come with money.”

Victoria sat down on the far side of the small table and crossed her legs. The terry bathrobe she wore fell in gentle folds against her skin. “I won’t begrudge you that, sister,’ she said, finishing the apple and discarding its core in a nearby waste basket. “Perhaps after we’ve got the world in order I’ll relax a bit myself.”

“That will be a great day,” said Lucia. The Australian woman glanced at her watch. “Where is that idiot?” she said. “I’m hungry!”  She shouted towards the swinging door between the dining area and the kitchen beyond. “Antonio! Where’s our breakfast? Get it out here – now!”

“Coming, mistress,” a voice called back. A moment later a man in a white tee shirt, pink apron, and black jeans emerged from the kitchen, holding two plates. One was filled to overflowing with scrambled eggs, toast dripping with butter, and a large piece of smoked ham. The other held a small egg-white omelet and thin slices of mango fruit. 

The slave set the bountiful plate in front of Victoria, the one with skimpy portions in front of Lucia. Then he hurried back into the kitchen, returning with fresh coffee and juice for the ladies. 

Lucia looked at the feast on her friend’s plate. “How I envy that metabolism of yours,” she said, looking mournfully at her own meager fare. “It must be wonderful to eat all you want and never gain weight.”

The redhead dived into the food, taking large bites. “It’s not as fun as you might think,” she said. “I’m stronger and faster than any man, it’s true. But my body requires four times as many calories as that of the average human just to keep me alive.”

Lucia nodded. “So when are you going to tell the rest of the sisterhood about your people – you know, the Amazons? Where did all of them go? Are you the only one left?”

Victoria winced. “Some things are just too painful to share,” she said, then devoured the rest of her meal.

“I understand,” said Lucia gently. “If you’re in the mood to indulge a different kind of appetite, then Antonio is skilled with his tongue.”

Victoria gave her friend a sour look. “You mean let a man touch me?” she said,

Lucia laughed. “Well, in this case, yes. I have Antonio lick me to orgasm several times a week. He’s very obedient and efficient.”

Victoria grinned. “How about I watch while he services you?” she said. “If he doesn’t performed as well as you say then I will gladly discipline him.”

“That will be acceptable!” said Lucia brightly. She snapped her fingers. Antonio came rushing out of the kitchen. “You need something, mistress?” he said anxiously.

Lucia looked at Victoria and smiled. “Antonio usually isn’t that quick,” she said. “But he knows that, when I snap my fingers, I’m in the mood for oral worship.”

“Just like teaching a dog to salivate at the ringing of a bell,” said Victoria.

“Precisely,” said Lucia. “Antonio, clean up these dishes. Then report back, ready to pleasure me.” 

“Right away, mistress!” the man said, scooping up the dishes and racing into the kitchen. A second later the women heard the sound of running water as Antonio scrubbed furiously.

“Do you ever allow the slave to cum?” asked Victoria.

“Every once in a very great while,” said Lucia, dropping her panties around her knees to expose her pussy. She kicked away her underwear and leaned back in the chair, spreading her long, luscious legs wide. “Antonio gets to play with his toy perhaps once a month – though sometimes I throw a glass of cold water on his junk just before he orgasms. That feeds my sadistic side and denies him release at the same time.” Lucia laughed. “He says it makes his balls ache when I freeze them – poor dear!”

“Suffering is good for the male soul,” said Victoria. “I never allow one of mine to cum more than once a year – and then only at the touch of another sissy.”

“I have considered feminizing Antonio,” said Lucia, running her finger along her labia. “But he is unusually muscular and bulky, even for a man. I will probably keep him as he is, at least until I tire of him.”

“And what will you do then?” said Victoria, staring appreciatively at her friend’s sex. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Lucia, tossing her right hand in the air while continuing to finger herself with her left. “Probably castrate him.  Then I’ll sell him to an Arab billionaire as a eunuch slave.”

“Good plan,” said Victoria approvingly.

Antonio bounded back into the room and fell on his knees before his owner. “Go to work, slave boy,” said Lucia. “Show our guest how well-trained you are.”

Antonio’s tongue was all that Lucia had said and more. Victoria watched in amazement as he extended the massive organ from his mouth, sliding it into Lucia’s wet and willing cunt like a gay man’s cock going into his lover’s well-lubed ass. The Australian woman gasped as her slave’s tongue darted in and out of her cunt, then swirled around the labia lapping up her juices. Victoria watched with interest, feeling a fire building within herself as she enjoyed the spectacle.

Antonio’s tongue flicked Lucia’s clit in rapid-fire motion, making her pinch her nipples as she writhed in the chair. “Oh…oh Goddess….yes, my slave,” she moaned. “Make me proud…yes…ohhh…” He extended his tongue its full length, licking and caressing the nether regions of Lucia’s sex. 

“Damn!” said Victoria. “That thing is like a snake!”

Lucia rolled her head towards Victoria and grinned. “I told you!” she said. Then she thrust herself forward, burying the slave’s face in her cunt. “Make me cum, slave,” she said, “or you’ll never take another breath!” 

The threat made Antonio redouble his efforts, and he began using his lips as well as his massive tongue, sucking and stroking his mistress as she pounded his face. Victoria watched as he began to turn pale, then a little blue. “Dear Goddess!” said Victoria. “Don’t smother the poor creature!”

As if on cue, Lucia’s climax rushed from her clit, through her cunt, and in white-hot jolts through her body.  “YES! YES! YESS!!!!” she screamed, kicking Antonio’s chest and arms as she exploded with pleasure. Then, seconds before lack of hair would have asphyxiated him, she pulled away. Antonio fell to the floor, his chest heaving as he inhaled huge gulps of air. Color slowly returned to his face over the next minute. 

Lucia took a while to catch her breath. Then she looked down on her slave, who had resumed his former position on his knees at her feet. “Good boy,” she said, running her foot through his hair as he knelt before her. Victoria loved what she saw: a strong man dominated and enslaved by an even stronger woman.

Lucia gave Victoria a coy look. “Well, how about it, Victoria?” she said. “Want Antonio to take you for a ride?”

Victoria smiled. “Hmm,” she said. “Perhaps…” 

The Amazon’s phone sounded, interrupting her thoughts. She answered. Lucia could tell that the voice on the other end was frantic, but she couldn’t make out the words.

Victoria leapt to her feet and began dressing. “I’ll be right there!” she said to the person on the other end.

“Victoria!” said Lucia, alarmed at her friend’s actions. “What’s wrong?”

“Eunuch Island is under attack!” she said. “I’ve got to get back there right away!”

Chapter 11

“Get all the warriors to this spot!” shouted Mistress Cruelty. “And get the anti-aircraft batteries firing! I want those damn planes shot down!”

The other women scrambled to their posts. Moments later the thunder of exploding shells was heard as rapid-fire cannons filled the air with shrapnel. 

“Goddamn it, Harley!” shouted the pilot of the lead plane. “Those fucking bitches are shooting at us! I thought you said they don’t have guns!”

“Don’t worry about it!” shouted Harley, who sat in the co-pilot’s seat. “Just get this crate up in the clouds! Now!”

The pilot pulled back on the stick, and the rickety transport craft gained altitude. The two other planes in the convoy followed its lead, and soon all three airplanes were cruising just above the reach of the shells fired from the island.

Mistress Cruelty watched the trio of transport planes from the ground below. Beside her stood Mistress Raven. “What kind of planes are they, Cruelty?” she asked.

“Look to be Whitworth Argosy transporters,” said Cruelty, shading her eyes from the blazing tropical sun as she looked into the sky. “Ancient rattle-traps that have been out of service for decades. Must mean they’re mercenaries, not national troops.

Mistress Raven nodded. “Think they’ll be back around?” she said.

“Count on it,” said Cruelty. “They’re here to invade.” The giant she-brute called out to the women manning the anti-aircraft guns. “Keep them in your sights!” she shouted. “As soon as they drop altitude open fire!”

“Did you make contact with Victoria?” asked Raven.

Cruelty nodded. “Briefly. She knows what’s going on and will be back as quick as possible.”

***

“Well, Harley,” said the pilot, “what’s your plan now?”

“Gimme a second to think,” said the mercenary.

“Damn it, Harley,” shouted the pilot. “We don’t have time for thinking! Do something!”

“Okay, okay!” said Harley. Seconds passed. “Have the third plane land. We and the second one will circle the airfield as low as possible to provide cover fire.”

“Are you nuts, dumbass?” shouted the pilot. “These crates are 40 years old! They don’t have external guns!”

“Exactly!” said Harley. “They’re shitty old propeller jobs! That means they can fly slow enough for us to open the cabin windows. We’ll fire from those; maybe drop a few grenades down on those cunts as well.”

The pilot shook his head. “You’re the boss, asshole,” he said. Then he radioed instructions to the other planes.

“Watch out!” shouted Cruelty as the trio of transports began its dive. “They’re coming back!” 

Once more the anti-aircraft batteries opened fire. One shell burst into the cockpit of the second plane. Moments later it descended into a fiery crash in the jungle. “Fuck this!” shouted the lead plane’s pilot, as he watched the aircraft explode in flames. “I’m scratching this mission!”

“Like hell you are!” shouted Harley. “Get that third plane on that strip like I told you!”

“Kiss my ass,” said the pilot, giving the mercenary a defiant glare. “You’re not in charge here anymore.”

“Oh yes I am,” said Harley, pulling the pistol he had used to shoot DA from his holster. He pressed the barrel to the pilots’ temple. “Do as I say or I’ll turn your fucking brains into pudding.”

The pilot quaked with rage, but did as he was told. The second of the surviving planes began its descent. 

“To the runway!” screamed Cruelty, holding her sword over her head as she charged through the brush. A horde of giant female warriors followed, shouting war cries and waving their weapons. The women tore through the woods and into the clearing that led to the airstrip, just as the plane taxied to a stop. 

The first soldier off the transport dropped to one knee and fired at the attacking force. Two of the warriors fell, but the others poured on the speed. By the time the second soldier had disembarked the women were at the plane. One snatched up the first soldier, lifted him over her head, and snapped his spine over her knee. The second soldier died a fraction of a second later as a she-warrior drove her spear through his skull.

“Holy shit!” shouted one of the men still on the plane as the Amazons charged up the open gangplank and into the aircraft itself. Mistress Cruelty led the way, slashing and hacking at the mercenaries. She split one into two halves, from the top of his head through his groin. She snatched another up by his hair and smashed his skull against the bulkhead; he dropped lifeless to the deck.

Harley and the pilot watched from the air above as the landed plane shook from the war going on within it. The remaining plane dived, and one man fired a few stray shots out a window. The bullets buried themselves in tree trunks. Another man tossed a hand grenade; it exploded harmlessly a hundred meters from the action.

Seconds later the Amazons emerged from the plane. Each held a mercenary’s head in her left hand and a weapon in her right. As the remaining plane circled overhead they held their trophies aloft, screaming lustily and waving their swords and spears in defiance at the airborne invaders.

Harley cursed as he watched the events unfold. The pilot snickered. “Well, genius,” he said, looking at the mercenary, “got any more bright ideas?”

Harley sat in stunned silence. He buried his face in his hands. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “I don’t know.”

The pilot swung the plane towards the Pacific. “Then I’m scrubbing the whole damn thing,” he said. “You can explain to Belcher how you managed to get 60 men killed; not to mention the millions of dollars in equipment that’s now in the hands of the freaks on the island.”

Harley nodded in silence. Then he jerked his head towards the back of the plane. “No, not yet,” he said. “We got one more card to play.” He left the cockpit and went to the cargo bay. It held boxes of supplies and the two dozen remaining soldiers. “What the fuck’s goin’ on out there, Harley?” one of them shouted. The mercenary ignored the question, pulling back a sheet that sat over a pile of round metal containers. He read the label on one of them. It said CAUTION: NERVE GAS. LETHAL TO HUMAN AND ANIMAL LIFE.

Harley smiled. “Now I’ve got you, bitches,” he said, a vile smirk on his face. “Now I’ve got you.”

Chapter 12

“What do you mean you can’t find a pilot?” shouted Victoria at the airport worker. “I’ve got to get to that island!”

The official, a man in a pale blue uniform, shrugged his shoulders. “I’m sorry, miss,” he said. “There’s a storm brewing in the Pacific. All flights to that area are grounded for the foreseeable future.”

The redhead lunged at the worker, making him cower in fear. “Mam, please!” he shrieked, holding his clipboard between him and the enraged woman. “It’s out of my hands!”

Victoria clenched her fists, but restrained herself from lashing out. Instead she turned and stormed away from the terrified man, muttering curses to herself. She went to the airport bar, took a seat, and ordered a whiskey. “Leave the bottle,” she told the waiter.

As she drank she prayed. “Goddess,” she said, “if there was ever a time for a miracle, it’s now. I’ve got to get back to the island.”

“Victoria?” said the voice from the adjoining table.

The red-haired Amazon turned to see who had spoken. There, looking at her, was Beverly, the flight attendant she had met days before.

“You need to get somewhere?” the blond woman said. “If so, then I’ve got a private plane.”

Thank you, Goddess, thought Victoria, tears welling in her eyes.

***

“You may lose your pilot’s license for this, you know,” said Victoria, looking across the cockpit at the blond woman behind the controls.

Beverly smiled. “Perhaps,” she said. “But you saved my life the other night – along with everyone else’s. I’d say that earns you a free plane ride.”

From the radio came a man’s voice; he was jabbering in Australian, demanding to know why Beverly’s plane was taxiing down the runway with no prior authorization. The blond switched off the noise box and focused on getting the small plane in the air. Moments later the two women were leaving Australia behind, headed for the South Pacific. Distant storm clouds brewed in the skies ahead.

Chapter 13

“Gotta hand it to you, Harley,” said Chatsworth. “You pulled it off.”

Harley nodded. “I knew that gas would make those bitches drop like flies. Good thing that rain came along right after we dispensed it, though. Washed the residues into the ocean." He snorted. “Some poor fisherman is going to catch a load of toxic marlin and croak!”

Chatsworth smirked. “Does that bug your conscience, Harley?”

“Hell no!” said the mercenary. “I don’t eat fish!” The men laughed.

“Only thing that bugs me is that I didn’t get to ride one of them super-cunts while she was breathing,” said Harley. “I wanted to show one of them what it’s like to be fucked by a real man!”

“What would you do then?” asked Chatsworth. “Put a ring on her finger and marry her?”

“Hell, no!” said Harley. “I’d slit the bitch’s throat and watch her bleed out!” Again the men laughed. Then they watched as their fellow mercenaries led the sissies intended for the London auction towards the transport plane. “Might have to send out another aircraft to carry all of them,” said Chatsworth. “They were damn lucky the nerve gas didn’t poison the air in their living quarters. The freaks really fucked up those guys. Gave most of them boobs, chopped off their willies, pumped ‘em full of female hormones, made ‘em dress up in panties and bras and suck dick.”

Harley spit on the ground, then wiped his mouth with the back of his arm. “No true man would let himself be treated that way,” he said, eyeing the sissies with disgust. “He would kill himself first.” The mercenary shook his head and scowled. “No sir, those wimps wanted that shit done to them. They’re all fucking queers!”

“’Queers?’” said Chatsworth. “You mean ‘poofs’?’”

“If that’s what you British bastards call faggots,” said Harley. “Point is, they’re not men and don’t deserve any respect, not from any of us.” Chatsworth nodded in agreement. A man came running out of the compound and approached the pair. “Just got word from Belcher,” he told Harley. “He wants the sissies sent to Strong’s Scottish estate.”

“What for?” said Harley.

“Seems the women were going to auction those poor devils off to Arab oil billionaires,” the man said. “Strong’s going to invite those Middle Eastern bastards to his place and run the damn auction himself.” He turned and watched as the soldiers loaded sissies aboard the surviving plane. “Those bloody cock jockeys fetch as much as $10 million each,” he said. “We got 50 of them. Do the math; he could clear almost half a billion dollars!”

“And how much of that goes in our pockets?” said Chatsworth. 

“Yeah,” said Harley. “What’s in it for us?”

The man grinned. “Bonuses, big ones, once we’ve got them into Scotland. Belcher’s talking five to six million British pounds for each of us.”

“Don’t mean shit to me,” said Harley. “How much money is that in good ol’ US greenbacks?”

The man did some quick mental math. “About eight to nine million bucks,” he said.

Harley whistled. Chatsworth grinned. “Quite a tidy payday,” he said. 

“You aint shittin’,” said Harley. “Hell, we’ll be able to live like kings!”

“That damn storm that’s west of us is keeping Strong from sending another plane,” the man said. “It’s supposed to clear in the next few hours, though. Once we’ve got another crate to haul these poofs in, we’ll be on our way to Scotland.”

Harley smiled. “Then its payday,” he said, “and we deserve every penny. Maybe now women will learn that it’s a man’s world!” The mercenary fished a cigar from his shirt pocket and fired it up. “Women gotta take what we dish out, and that’s just the way it is.” 

The ground around the men was littered with dead Amazons, their bodies turned milky green by the nerve gas. Their blank, unseeing eyes stared up at the sky. 

Chapter 13

“Brace yourself for a rough ride, Victoria!” said Beverly. “We’re headed into the storm!”

The Amazon grasped the metal bars at her side so hard that she bent them. “Any chance we can fly above or around it?” she asked.

“Sadly, no,” said Beverly. “If this were a jet then we could climb higher. As it is, though, we’re at the maximum ceiling for my plane. As for flying around it, that would exhaust our fuel before we reached your island.”

“We’ll just have to rough it out, then,” said Victoria. She looked at her companion. “Beverly,” she said, “I have no idea how to thank you. You’re risking your life –“

“Never mind that, girl,” she said, smiling. “I have you to thank for inspiring me to quit that bloody job. I was so sick of male passengers taking the piss on me!”

Victoria nodded. “That’s what our movement is all about,” she said. “We have to set the world to rights. And the only way to do that is to kick the sodding male bastards out on their arses.”

Beverly’s face grew tight. “I know,” she said. “But it’s just that…” Her voice trailed off.

“’Just what’?” Victoria asked.

“It’s just that I’m not sure they’re as bad as all that,” said the blond. 

“Let me tell you a story,” Victoria said, her eyes tearing up as her voice cracked. “One I’ve never told anyone else.”

Beverly gave her friend an “I’m listening look” when a gust of wind struck the plane’s underside, forcing it straight up into the clouds. The women were tossed about in the cabin. Victoria’s head struck the hatch to her side, making her see stars. Then she blacked out

***

“For the last time,” said Janet, crossing her legs. “I’m not giving you a blow! I’m a man, not some depraved poof!”

Harley looked at the mercenary to his side, then back at Janet, who was seated so that she faced him. “How do you like these ungrateful bitches, Reese?” he said. “We save their queer little asses and they won’t even do the courtesy of sucking our dicks!”

“We’re not queers!” shouted Nicole, who sat beside Janet. “We’re men just like you! It’s not our fault those beasts abducted us!” The sissy crossed her arms over her chest and glared at Harley. “Once we get back to civilization we’ll resume charge of our companies and have these horrid surgeries undone!” Nicole glanced down at her breasts with disgust.

“And will you regrow your cocks?” said Harley in a mocking tone. “You let those bitches chop ‘em off, along with your balls. Way I see it, no man would let that happen to him.” The mercenary reached into his pocket and pulled out a one dollar bill. “Tell ya what,” he said, holding it over his head. “I’ll give this buck to the first of you sissies who blows me!” The feminized wimps looked away from the soldier; some began to cry.

“You’re rude!” said Janet. “Simply boorish! Why did they have to send human trash like you to rescue us?”

Harley’s face turned dark as he folded the bill and put it back in his pocket. “You watch your mouth, cunt,” he said, pointing at Janet. “If it wasn’t for us, you sad little sissies would still be on that island.”

“And, as for your old companies,” said Chatsworth, who sat a couple of seats to Harley’s right, “forget it. Those Amazons control them now. It seems you signed over control to them.”

“We were forced to!” said Nicole. Then she buried her face in her hands as tears poured down her cheeks. “We’re still men though; deep inside. I’m sure of it!”

Harley reached out with a muscular arm, placing his hand under Nicole’s chin and wrenching it upwards, forcing her to look at his face. “You never were men, you miserable worm,” he growled. “You was faggots before the island and you’re faggots now. I’ll say this for you, though,” he said, “you sure have a nice ass!” Some of the other mercenaries guffawed at Harley’s comment.

“I won’t let you talk to my friend like that!” said Janet. The sissy stood, drew her right hand across her chest, and slapped Harley’s left cheek. “Take that, you brute!”

Harley’s reaction was so quick that it startled the onlookers. In a flash he had Janet’s head in between his palms. He flexed his biceps as he applied pressure to both sides of her skull. The sissy began to scream. Blood poured from her eyes.

“Harley, goddamn it!” shouted the man beside him. “Don’t kill that bitch! She’s worth millions!”

“They can take it out of my pay,” Harley said, keeping up the pressure. Janet shrieked. She rained blows on Harley’s arms and shoulders, but her feminized body was far too weak to cause any real damage.

A few of the men looked away. Others stared intently as Harley squeezed tighter and tighter. Janet fell silent, her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body began to spasm. Then, with a sickening POP!, the sides of her head imploded from the force of Harley’s grip.

Blood and brains spewed over those nearest the head mercenary. One man began to puke. Others slapped their knees and clapped their hands. “Good man, Harley!” shouted one of the soldiers. “Way to waste that poof!”

Janet’s pitiful remains fell to the deck. Harley kicked the corpse aside, then stood and dropped his trousers. His penis jutted out several inches from his hips. It was long and thin and greasy, with drops of pre-cum on the glans.

“I’ll do the same thing to the rest of you sissies, unless you line up and start blowing me now!” the enraged mercenary shouted. He looked around him. “Any of you fellahs want a blow job too?” he said. “Come on over! I’m buyin’!” Several of the men moved forward, loosening their pants. Harley pointed at Nicole. “Get to work, faggot!”

Nicole stared at the offensive organ in her face. “The women on the island were right,” she said. “Men are pigs.” Then, her eyes closed and her mouth open, she began the nauseous task.

***

The plane appeared in the skies over Eunuch Island, its engine sputtering, its fuel line leaking. Onboard Beverly reached out to Victoria with one hand as the other held the yoke. “Here we go, girl!” she said. “It’s all or nothing!”

The small craft shuddered during the descent; the storm had broken one of the ailerons and warped the rudder. The landing wheels were gone. For a moment it appeared as if the plane would crash head-on into the airfield. But, at the last moment, it swooped upward just enough for the battered wreck to hit the strip on its belly. The women onboard were tossed out of their seat as the chassis spun in circles. Then all was still. 

Victoria shook her head. “Beverly!” she said to the dazed blond at her side. “Are you alright?”

The former flight attendant’s eyes were glassy. She murmured something indistinct. 

Victoria smelled fuel from the ruptured tank. It was spewing out of the plane. She tried in vain to rouse Beverly from her stupor. She struggled to free the brave pilot from her harness. The Amazon was so focused on her task that she failed to notice the sparks coming from the craft’s wiring. 

A deer watching the drama from a nearby patch of woods flinched as it saw the smoldering wreckage explode. Moments later a huge, muscular female figure strode out of the smoke, carrying an unconscious woman in her arms.

“Where am I?” said Beverly, shaking her head. She tried to sit up, but a powerful hand held her down. “Easy, girl, easy,” said Victoria. “You’ll be fine. You’ve had a minor concussion. I’ve got you in the island’s medical ward. Just lay back for now.”

Beverly tried to speak, but her mind reeled. She fell silent, doing as Victoria ordered. Then, glancing to her left, she saw a woman lying on the cot beside hers. The person was huge, taller than Victoria. She was covered in scars and third-degree burns. Her long blond hair matted in clumps, stained with blood and soot. Beverly smelled the stench of cooked human flesh. Had she not been so weak she would have retched.

Beverly watched as Victoria bent over her fallen companion. The massive woman’s eyes flickered open. She smiled. “Victoria,” she said faintly. “It’s you. You came back.”

“I’m here, Sister Cruelty,” the Amazon said, choking back tears and forcing herself to smile. “You and the rest of the sisterhood were magnificent. I could not be more proud.”

The one named Cruelty coughed; specks of blood appeared on her lips. “S…sorry we failed…the gas…it was vicious…k-killed most of our warriors in seconds…They…they were cowards…would not fight us head….head-on…”

“Don’t talk about that now, sister,” said Victoria. ”Just rest.” Unable to restrain her tears, they drizzled down her face. Beverly felt her own eyes grow moist as she watched the heartbreaking scene.

“V…Victoria,” said Mistress Cruelty, her voice fainter than before. “Don’t…don’t let the bastards win..” She held up her left hand. Victoria clasped it in her own. “I..I love you…sis..”  Those were Mistress Cruelty’s last words. Her eyes closed, her muscles went limp, and she stopped breathing.

“Oh, oh Goddess Diana!” wailed the crimson-haired Amazon as she flung herself over her fallen comrade. “Take the soul of my beloved sister to the halls of Amazonia! Give her rest!” Beverly watched her weep over the broken body. Seconds passed. 

Then the redhead looked at Beverly, who was now sitting up. Her headache was gone and she felt more alert. “Now do you see?” said the Amazon to her surviving friend. “Do you see what men are capable of? Do you see why we must take control?”

Beverly felt her heart break as she stared into the mask of agony that was her friend’s face. She nodded. “I see, sister,” she said. “I see.”

Chapter 14

Talbot Strong and Belcher watched as the two planes circled the skies over the billionaire’s Scottish resort. “It’s working out just like I planned, sir,” said Belcher. “We’ve wiped out the Amazon’s home base and captured their slaves.” He smiled as the first plane touched down on the private airfield. “All we have to do now is wait for the Arabs to get here. Then we’ll have ourselves a nice little auction!”

“Don’t get cocky, Belcher,” said Strong. “You haven’t tied up all the loose ends.”

“What loose ends, sir?” said Belcher, cocking his head.

“The chief Amazon,” said Strong. “Harley’s men didn’t find her body. She may still cause us trouble.”

Belcher snorted and waved a dismissive hand. “She probably wandered off into the jungle to die,” he said. Besides, what can one woman do?” He waved his hand. “You’ve got 1,000 professional security officers guarding this place. Plus,” said the assistant, pointing at Harley and his men, who were just then getting off the transport, “we’ve got those bad-ass mercenaries at our beck and call. You saw Harley’s report; his men fought those cunts hand-to-hand – took the island from them with old-fashioned courage and daring! Heroes, each and every one of them,” he said, a note of pride in his voice.

Strong chuckled. “My boy,” he said, looking at his assistant with a bemused expression, “you really shouldn’t believe everything you read!” The billionaire smiled and shook his head. “No matter, though,” he said. “We have the merchandise they were going to sell to the Arabs – all except the one your ‘hero’ said was killed by the Amazons. Our guests will start arriving this evening. We’ll have the auction tomorrow night. Then,” said Strong as he watched the sissies being led off the transports at gunpoint, “we’ll conclude this affair and count the profits.”

“Sounds good,” said Belcher. Then he looked at Strong quizzically. “What do those Middle Eastern fucks see in those castrated wretches? Why do they pay so much for them?”

“For the same reason men shell out good money for vintage automobiles, fine wines, and tailored suits in our culture,” said Strong. “Having a cadre of eunuch slaves is a symbol of affluence among the Arabs. The eunuchs watch over their harems, perform menial household duties, and serve as sex toys for their owners.” 

“No shit?” said Belcher. 

“No shit,” said Strong, nodding. “But enough trivia.” The billionaire pointed to the metal utility building into which the captured sissies were being led. “Get over there and make sure our merchandise isn’t mishandled. I don’t want any more of them dying on us.” Strong smirked. “The loss of the one named Janet cost me millions.” Belcher nodded, then left to fulfill his boss’s order.

The billionaire watched as his eager assistant walked away. Then he cast his eyes around his massive estate with approval. “The fruits of victory,” he said to himself, “come only to the strong.”

Chapter 15

Victoria knelt before the candle-lit altar. A sword lay across her outstretched hands. “Goddess Diana,” she said, “mother of the Amazon race, protector of all things female, I pray that you will strengthen and guide my hands as I wreak vengeance on the enemy.”

She lifted the sword above her head. “Bless this blade as well, that it will soon be dripping with the blood of men. Give me your divine blessing, Mother Diana, as I go to war as the last of my race.”

Victoria stood, bowed, sheathed the sword, extinguished the candles, and left the darkened room. She walked to the aircraft hangar where Beverly, covered in oil and sweat, was bent over an aircraft engine. 

“How is it?” said the red-haired woman to the blond.

“Not bad, fortunately,” said Beverly, reaching down to tighten a screw. “They ripped out most of the wiring, but I was able to salvage enough parts to repair the damage.” She stood, wiped the grease off the spanner in her hand, and looked at Victoria. “This is the most advanced jet I have ever seen,” she said. “Who built it?”

The Amazon smiled at her new friend. “Even us super-women must have our little secrets,” she said. Then she nodded at the plane. “How long till we can take off?”

“How about right now?” said Beverly. “We can be in Scotland in about 15 hours, if this thing goes as fast as I think she will.”

“Splendid,” said Victoria, giving her companion a cold smile. “Then we will repay blood with blood.” Beverly returned her friend’s look with a chilling gaze of her own.

***

“So,” said Aboukir Al-Nephilim, “Mistress Victoria will not be conducting this sale?”

“That’s correct,” said Belcher. “We are representing her interests in this auction.”

The Arab gave the American a suspicious look. “I have never known Mistress Victoria to work with men,” he said doubtfully. “She can barely tolerate the presence of male buyers at her events.”

Belcher touched the dark-skinned man’s arm and smiled. “Don’t worry, your highness,” he said. “I assure you that the quality of the merchandise is up to its usual standards.” He waved towards the banquet room. “Now, if you and your party would like to dine, our chef has prepared a variety of Middle Eastern dishes for the enjoyment of you and our other guests.” 

Aboukir maintained his suspicious look, but the aroma of freshly grilled mutton caught his nose, leading him into the dining hall.

***

“Victoria,” said Beverly, “this plan is insane.”

The Amazon laughed. “Which is why it will work,” she said.

The blond pilot shook her head. “No human can parachute from that altitude. You will never survive!”

“Have no fear,” said the redhead. “Just get me over that bastard’s estate. The satellite images show that the Arabs are staying in one of the manor’s guest homes. The slaves are confined to a metal utility building nearby, and I am guessing that the auction will occur in the outdoor pavilion.”

“So that will leave the rest of the estate open to attack?”

“Exactly,” said Victoria. “As you know, this is a very special plane. It has highly advanced weaponry. Feel free to use it.” The redheads’ face turned hard. “Blast everything to Hell.”

Beverly nodded as she pulled back on the yoke. “With pleasure,” she said. The jet’s engines screamed as the plane tore through the sky.

***

Darkness fell across the Scottish highlands as Strong paced back and forth on the veranda. “You’re sure of this?” he asked Belcher.

“Absolutely,” said Belcher. “A plane left the island five hours ago. It’s streaking towards Scotland now, should be here before sunrise.”

Talbot stopped pacing. He looked at Belcher. “See what I mean about loose ends, my boy?” he said. The assistant nodded silently. “Make sure we’re ready to greet them when they arrive.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Belcher, turning to leave.

“Oh, by the way,” said Strong, calling out to the younger man.

“Yes?” said Belcher, turning to face his boss.

“If you don’t handle this properly,” said the billionaire, “I will have you killed.”

Belcher’s face went pale. He nodded and hurried away, new vigor in his steps.

Chapter 16

The sun came up behind the plane as it raced over the European continent. “Not long now,” said Beverly. 

“Excellent,” said Victoria. Touching her friend’s arm, she said, “You okay? You’ve been awake for the whole flight.”

“I’m good,” said Beverly, taking her friend’s hand in her own. “At this point I couldn’t rest till all this is over anyway.”

***

“They will be here any minute,” the soldier told Belcher.

Strong’s assistant gave the rapid-fire cannon a quick look-over. “And you’re sure this gun will take them out?”

The soldier nodded. “It’s old, but it’s in good shape,” he said. “It should do the job. Besides, if the shells don’t hit the target I’ve got heat-seeking missiles as well.”

“Good enough, then,” said Belcher, craning his neck to look towards the rising sun.

***

“It’s time, Victoria,” said Beverly. “We will be over the estate in seconds.”

The Amazon rose from the seat, checked her parachute rigging, and moved to the rear of the plane.

“Wait!” called Beverly after her. The red-haired warrior walked back to her friend. The blond set the autopilot controls, stood, and gave Victoria a long, lingering kiss.

“Good luck,” said the blond, holding her hand against her friend’s chest.

“Thanks,” said Victoria, blushing. Then she disappeared through the cockpit’s hatch. Beverly returned to her seat and glanced at the weapons console. “Okay,” she said. “Let’s see what this baby’s got.”

***

Aboukir Al-Nephilim stood on the deck watching the sun appear over the horizon. His 20 year old son stood beside him.

“Why do you always rise at dawn to watch the beginning of a new day?” said the young man.

“As a reminder,” said his father.

“Of what?” asked the son. 

Aboukir Al-Nephilim smiled as the golden orb appeared over the Scottish hills. “That all things change,” he said. “A new day brings with it both new opportunities and new dangers.”

“Dangers?” asked the son.

“Yes,” said the father, turning towards his child. “Never assume that we men will maintain our grip on this world forever. Once the dinosaurs reigned supreme, yet Allah felled them with a pebble he flung from the heavens.” The Arab nodded. “One day our time too will come.”

The distant sound of a jet caught the men’s ears. They watched in amazement as a silver streak shot over their heads, followed by a figure drifting down from the sky, buoyed by a parachute. The person landed on a distant point, but the sharp-eyed Arab sheik could see the scarlet color of her hair as she unbuckled the chute and ran towards the estate. 

“By the Prophet’s beard,” said Aboukir Al-Nephilim. “What fresh wonder is this?”

***

“Fuck!” shouted the man at the anti-aircraft gun to the soldier at his side. “That goddamn thing is faster than Hell! No way can this gun take it out. Quick! Launch the missiles!” 

“Right!” said the soldier, pressing a red button. “These babies will blow that bitch out of the air for sure!”

***

“Hurry up!” shouted Harley at the assembled team of private guards and mercenaries. “That red-haired bitch is somewhere in those woods! Fan out and find her!” the men poured into the wilderness as Harley stood back and watched. “She’ll be in our hands soon,” he said with a smirk. “Then I’ll pop her head open like a can of beer.”

Beverly turned the plane hard as the first missile locked on to her. She kicked in the after burners, giving the jet an extra burst of speed. The G forces nearly made her lose consciousness, but she slapped herself to stay alert. “Don’t black out now, girl,” she told herself. “Victoria needs us!”

***

“Go that way,” said the guard to his partner, pointing to the right. “I’ll follow this path.” He held his rifle in front of him as he poked his way down the forest path. “Where are you, you foul cunt?” he muttered between clenched teeth. “I’m gonna tear your throat out.”

Those were the last words he ever said. Victoria leapt from the forest canopy, landing on her feet just behind him. As he turned, her blade lashed out, severing his head.

***

“Have a cigar, son,” said Strong to Belcher, handing his assistant a brownish-gold smoke with a Cuban insignia on the band. “You don’t mind if I call you ‘son,’ do you?”

“Not at all,” said Belcher, taking the stogie and running his nose along its length. “In fact, I’m honored.”

“Glad to hear it,” said Strong. “Light?” 

“Thank you, sir,” he said, using his boss’s flame to ignite the end of the cigar. He inhaled deeply, but a bitter taste made his lips pucker.

“Is there a problem, son?” said Strong, smiling casually.

“No – no, not at all, sir,” said Belcher, holding the bitter-tasting smoke in the fingers of his right hand as he covered his mouth with his left. He coughed. Strong continued to smile.

“You’ve done a marvelous job, Belcher,” said Strong, patting his assistant on the back. “In fact, you remind me of myself at your age.”

“Thank -“ Belcher struggled to speak; he cleared his throat and continued – “thank you, sir. I’m glad you feel that way.”

“Oh, I do, son, I do,” said the billionaire, his smile changing to a look of regret. “That’s why I just poisoned you.”

Belcher tore the cigar from his lips, looking at it in horror as he clasped it in his shaking hand. “What do you mean?” he asked. Then he dropped the smoke to the ground as he fell to his knees. He clutched his stomach and doubled over, hacking up blood and spittle.

“I mean, son,” said Strong, looking down on his soon-to-bed-dead assistant, “that I never permit men who are my equal to live. That way I never have to worry about them threatening my position.”

Belcher wheezed as he looked up at his homicidal boss. “Y-you called me ‘son,’” he said, holding his hand up towards the treacherous billionaire.

“Quite right,” said Strong. “It’s only appropriate. After all, my real son was very much like you. That’s why he’s dead.”

Belcher’s eyes clouded over. The pain in his body faded as death washed over him. His raised hand fell to the floor. Strong gave the corpse one last smile, then strolled onto his deck to watch the unfolding battle.

***

“Report, you stupid fucks!” screamed Harley into the radio handset. “Tell me what’s going on out there!” The air was silent for a moment; then a strained voice came over the speaker. 

“She’s everywhere!” the terrified voice said. “One man winged her but it didn’t slow her down!” Then, once more, silence reigned. Harley stared at the handset, his face pale, his hands quaking.

***

“Damn!” said Beverly. “Can’t shake that last missile.” She feverishly pressed the anti-missile defense button over and over; nothing happened. Holy shit, she thought. It’s not working. The missile trailed the plane by less than 10 meters.

“Hey, Goddess Diana!” she shouted. “If you’re out there, this is when I could really use an assist!”

The woman felt calm rush over her as she spoke. Then her hands took the controls, pointing the plane directly at the sprawling mansion below. “Okay then!” she said, gritting her teeth. “If I’m going out, then at least I’ll take a few of them with me!” Her thoughts turned to Victoria as the screeching plane bore down on the manor’s main house, the symbol of Talbot Strong’s wealth.

***

The billionaire watched with satisfaction as the plane desperately tried to avoid the missile coming up fast behind it. “At last,” he said, “all my enemies will be dead. Then nothing will stand in my way.” Confidence surged through him as he looked heavenward.

Then self-assurance turned to cowardly fear as the plane aimed itself at him. His designer slacks turned dark and wet as his bladder emptied itself. “No! No!” he screamed, holding out his hands towards his approaching doom. “Please! I don’t want to die! No!”

His heart failed in the final fraction of a second before the plane arced upwards and away from the manor. He felt a minute degree of relief in that brief moment. Then he saw that the missile, diverted from its prey by the sudden maneuver, was aimed directly at him. The scream died in his throat as the blast turned the billionaire, along with a good portion of his house, into vapor.

***

Harley’s lungs were on fire. His heart bounded in his chest; he heard its mad beating in his ears as he ran. “Gotta get away, gotta!” he muttered as he fled from the forest.

The crimson streak was moving so fast that all the mercenary saw was a blur at first. Then, standing a few meters in front of him, was his conqueror, the last of the ancient Amazons, her sword held high over her head. The rising sun burned into Harley’s eyes as he fell to the ground. 

“Please,” he pleaded, looking up tearfully at the massive figure that stood over him. “Please don’t kill me,” he whined.

The red-haired fury paused, tensed her grip on her blade, and lunged downward. Harley shrieked, cowering before Victoria. The tip of the sword stopped just before it carved open the mercenary’s head like an overripe melon.

Harley shook, He wept. He blubbered. The Amazon smiled. She placed the heel of her boot on her enemy’s chest.

“Don’t worry scum,” she said. “I have other plans for you.”

Chapter 16

“One million pounds!” shouted an Arab, raising his hand. Nicole blushed and giggled as she strutted her feminized body for the bidders. Nearby, Victoria sat and watched, grinning at the effect the voluptuous sissy was having on those present.

“Two – no, three million pounds!” shouted another man.

Aboukir Al-Nephilim raised his hand. “20 million pounds,” he said. The other men turned and looked at him. 

“You are serious?” one asked.

“Very much so,” said the Arab. “It was worth that and more to witness the spectacle that unfolded today.”

“20 million pounds it is!” said Beverly, who was acting as auctioneer. “To our good client Aboukir Al-Nephilim!”

Bids grew ever higher as the 49 sissies were sold. At the end the stage was vacant. “Is that all?” one of the Arabs asked. 

“Not quite,” said Beverly. “We have one more piece of merchandise for your consideration.” The Middle Eastern men watched as Victoria led the last sissy onto the stage. 

“What a miserable item!” one of them shouted.

“Hardly the equal of the rest of tonight’s crop!” said another derisively.

“Agreed,” said Victoria. “Which is why we are starting this bidding for particular piece of property at well below our usual rates. Do I hear three pence?”

The men laughed. “One pence!” shouted Aboukir Al-Nephilim. “Not a pence more!”

“I have once pence!” said Victoria. “Can I get two?” No one spoke. “Going once, going twice, sold!” Victoria looked at the winning bidder. “Would you like to come onstage and claim your item?” she asked.

“No,” said Aboukir Al-Nephilim. “Let it stand there for a while. It’s quite amusing to look at!’ The other men began to chuckle. 

The object of their amusement hung its head low. It tried to cover its shriveled penis and the recent surgical incision that marked where its testicles had once been. Its legs were unshaven, as was the rest of its body. But it still wore panties, black stockings, and a bra that was many sizes too small and stretched across its chest.

A sign hung from the castrated sissy’s neck. It said MY NAME WAS ONCE HARLEY. NOW IT’S SHARON, AND I’M A COWARDLY SISSY QUEER. The former mercenary wept in shame as the vicious laughter echoed throughout the Scottish hills.

Epilogue

Beverly and Victoria stood on the hillside overlooking the charred ruins of Eunuch Island. “So what now?” said the blond pilot.

“Now we rebuild,” said the Amazon. “The cash from the auction will give us a good start. But it will be years before things are back to normal here.”

Beverly shook her head sadly. “I understand now why your mission is so important,” she said. “Women are superior. We must rule this planet if it’s to survive.”

“Truer words were never spoken,” said the crimson-haired warrior. “But our forces in the Congo are still bogged down. Mercenaries are pouring into the region by the day. And, although Strong is dead, others are snatching up the pieces of his empire.” Victoria looked at her friend. “They will do everything they can to stop us,” she said. “Are you sure you want to join this fight?”

“Too late to back out now, love,” said Beverly, taking the other woman’s hand. Then she glanced towards the jungle. “I just remembered something,” she said.

“What’s that?” said Victoria, stroking the pilot’s corn silken hair.

“You were supposed to show me how two women shag,” she said with a mischievous smile. “Care to have a go at it?”

Victoria’s smile lit up her face. “Nothing I would rather do,” she said in a deep, sultry voice. The pair walked hand-in-hand into the wilderness. Overhead the tropical sun bathed Eunuch Island in its warm glow, and for the present all was well.
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