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Initiation

Maria Rodriguez was worried about her mother. During the week Maria often stayed with friends who lived closer to the community college where she attended school and she had only returned home earlier in the evening to find her mother experiencing excruciating back pain.

Her mother had confessed that she had been unable to leave the apartment for three days now because of the pain. She had lost a noticeable amount of weight and did not look at all well. After a bit of arguing, her mother agreed to go to the clinic the next day but Maria decided to quickly go to the drug store that was two blocks away to get some pain relievers and a heating pad.

Maria pulled on a scarf and coat and made her way out the front door of the apartment building. It was cold and dark. She could see the cars driving along Diversy Street a few blocks ahead, but here things were quiet.

Maria dreamed of a better life. When she finished school, she wanted to take her mom and go live someplace nice. Not here. Not in Chicago.

Suddenly from the darkness came a voice. “Hey.”

Cold fear gripped Maria’s heart. She knew with certainty that she was in trouble. In her pocket was a can of pepper spray that a friend had once given her. It was actually illegal here. Everything you might use to protect yourself was illegal here.

She hoped that they would just think she was a little old lady with no money. They went after the weak and vulnerable, but if there was something else in it for them like a young lady or a few dollars they would be even more aggressive.

She sped up but not too much. A little old lady wouldn’t be able to walk that fast.

But tonight was an initiation. In the darkness just ahead of Maria, crouched around the edge of a build, was a young man. He was only fifteen. Beneath the tough exterior, he was really just a scared kid. But joining the gang, becoming a Scrub, represented a bit of prestige and maybe a bit of safety for his own family. He would be on the inside after he completed his initiation. It was nothing personal. He just had to kill someone. His target could have been anyone, but that evening it turned out to be Maria.

As she grew near he leapt from the shadows. After tonight, he would be a member and have the right to carry a gun as the gang hunted, but his first kill had to be with a knife.

The knife was out and ready. Maria was startled, but before she could even move her hands the sharp blade of the stiletto pierced her jacket and her abdomen. She started to crumple forward and the young boy grabbed her. With an arm wrapped around her neck and her bent forward, he thrust the knife into her twice more. With a slice at her neck, it was over.

She laid on the ground, dead. Blood flowed from her wounds. The night air was chilled. The warm blood actually steamed as it flowed.

A car turned down the street and the young boy turned and fled. It was a police squad car.

The two officers inside were discussing the ball game they had listened to a few hours earlier. The irony was that they would simply have driven past without noticing except another member of the gang didn’t like the cops cruising in their territory. He heaved a brick that had been lying on the sidewalk nearby at the squad car.

Although he aimed for the window, it ended up bouncing off the hood. The two officers inside snapped on the search lights mounted on the side mirrors and began using them to pierce the darkness. This was not so much in hopes of seeing anyone as it was to warn off those around them. The officers had no desire to be heroes and neither planned to get out of the car to inspect the damage caused by the brick.

Just use the lights to warn off anyone around and then get the hell out of here. Back to the safety of the busier streets.

Then one of the lights landed on the form of Maria’s body lying on the sidewalk.

They weren’t heroes, but they also had their limit. They put their safety higher than taking on thugs throwing things at squad cars, but neither hesitated a second once they saw the girl.

One threw on the emergency lights of the squad car, grabbed the microphone, and called dispatch offering a quick recount of the situation. The officer in the driver’s seat angled the car so that its headlights illuminated the body and the area around it. Then he slammed the gear lever into park and ran towards the body.

He knelt with a certainty it was too late.

But Maria was tough. Life here had made her tougher than she should have to be. As he pealed back her jacket, the officer noticed a slight frothy look to the blood.

“She’s alive,” he shouted as his partner exited the vehicle.

It was a sucking chest wound. Without the froth, Maria’s breathing was so shallow that it would likely have gone unnoticed. But Officer Mike Denton was fresh out of the Marines and had seen action. He knew the signs. He pulled open the Velcro top of the trauma kit he carried on his bullet proof vest. Some of the other officers had teased him about carrying this, but tonight it would save a life.

He quickly applied quick-clot bandages to two of the three wounds. Over the one with the frothy blood he applied a piece of rubber roughly the size of his hand with a small valve in the center. The victim’s lung had been pierced by the knife. As she exhaled, air came out both the wound and her airway. The rubber bandage would stop the mixture of blood and breathe from leaving the wound. The problem was that the lung would continue to push air into the victim’s chest. Over time this would build up pressure insider the victim’s chest cavity. That pressure would push against the lungs making it difficult, and eventually impossible, to breathe. From time to time it was necessary to let the air escape from the chest through the valve to prevent this.

It seemed like hours, but in less than five minutes an ambulance pulled up.

Mike’s partner was beside him watching. Mike didn’t have time to mess with him or baby him along on what to do. In theory Mike was just a rookie and his partner should have taken charge of the situation. Screw theory.

“Gim’me oxygen!” Mike shouted as the medics exited the ambulance. Another patrol car pulled up as one of the medics grabbed an oxygen canister.

“Three entry wounds. Probably a knife. No exit wounds. Sucking chest wound. Two quick clots and a patch. That’s all I had. I haven’t had time to check her breathing.”

The medics nodded. The officer’s words saved them the few minutes triaging the patient would have required. One of the medics grabbed one of the officers standing around and ran to the ambulance for the litter.

The second medic put the oxygen mask over Maria’s mouth and nose. She was not breathing noticeably. With the attached bulb, he forced oxygen down her nose and throat. It wasn’t much, but as he did this rhythmically he could only hope that it might just be enough.

As the two men with the litter approached, Mike let the air that had already built up in the chest cavity out one last time. Quickly but with as much care as possible, they loaded her on the litter and into the back of the ambulance.

“Damn good work,” one of the medics said, looking Mike in the eye for a second before he slammed the door and the ambulance made its race to the hospital.
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The other officers were standing around Mike chatting excitedly. Several more cars drew up and then a crime scene unit. They would gather what evidence they could tonight. At dawn, they would see if there was more to find.

When they were done, there would be a public works team show up with handled bristle brushes and water.

This turf belonged to the Scrubs. The gang took their name from the nickname for the crew the city sent to try to wash away the signs of blood and suffering.


An Experiment

Dr. Holly Bassy was a psychiatrist. Although her resume did not show it, for nearly twenty years she had worked for various groups within the Department of Defense, the Central Intelligence Agency, and the National Security Agency.

Psychologic Operations or PsyOps was her area of focus. Specifically, she had worked on various methods of that would “convert” or “flip” people with certain skills or knowledge from one side to the other. A number of intelligence agents or “spies” who had been sent to gather information returned to their original handlers with both hordes of false information and a hidden desire to aid the country they had once been intent on destroying.
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Holly slowly drove down the street in the early summer evening. She had read a number of stories in the newspapers about a gang calling themselves the Chars selling drugs along this street. There had also been a number of rapes and robberies in the same area.

She quickly checked two things. In a holster attached to seat on the side toward the driver’s door was a 9 millimeter Berretta M92 pistol, loaded and off safety. There was also a device under the passenger seat. God have mercy on her if that didn’t work. She was a decent shot with the pistol, but was depending heavily on her newly constructed device.

She saw two young men talking up ahead. She had never been a field agent, but this looked like she had always imagined a drug deal going down would look. She slowed and pulled to the curb a few dozen feet away. One of the men glanced around and then nervously walked away. The other surveyed the area with his eyes quickly landing on first Holly’s car and then on Holly.

Holly had the uncanny ability to almost read people’s minds. She could tell what they were thinking more often than not. This young man was thinking that fate had just dropped a gift into his lap.

He walked towards the car. Holly was nearing fifty, but she was still an attractive women. She had a figure that was still trim and fit. Her life until now had consisted of primary work and exercise. She enjoyed jogging and even weight training. She also had a black belt in judo.

But today her hair looked like it had not been washed in a week and she wore clothes that had come from the thrift store and were specifically chosen so that they would not match. The car was also a recent purchase. Both her and the car left you with the image of something that was nice and probably had some money, but that had allowed itself to get somewhat run down.

Kind of like, she thought to herself, someone who had just recently become addicted to drugs.

The man was standing by the passenger side window now. She made a show of letting her hands tremor and shake as she rolled the window down.

“Hey baby,” the man greeted her.

“Hey,” she said in a shaky and uncertain voice.

“You looking for something? Maybe I can help.”

“Uh, yes. I’m looking for something. God. I’ve never had to look before. I’m not sure how I’m supposed to do this.”

She watched the young man eye her. She had no bra on and could feel his eyes inspecting the shape of her breasts.

“Maybe you should let me help you,” the man said. “You take care of my needs and I can take are of yours.”

She let a shudder pass through her body. It was only partially an act.

“Um, take care of you? Like…” Holly let her finger slide up one leg and point towards her crotch.

“Like that and like this,” the man leaned into the car through the open window and groped her right breast.

“I’ve never done anything like that,” she said in a nervous voice.

“Oh baby, I’ll bet you’ve done it lots of times. You just didn’t get as much in return. What’ca looking for?”

“They were little brown pills.” She held her fingers apart. “And there was something we smoked. I was with a friend. We were together for a while, but now I’m alone. I don’t know how to get more.”

The man grinned. In a fluid motion he opened the door, slid into the passenger seat, and closed the door. He twisted towards her.

“Drive up a couple of blocks. We can get you what you need at my apartment. And then you can give me what I need.”

“I have money. I can pay instead of…” She let her voice trail off.

“Baby, you and your money both will get some special treatment. They call me Horse.” He reached over, took her right hand, and guided it towards his crotch.

It really was big!

“It might be too big for me. It has been a while and I might be kind of tight. It might hurt. You wouldn’t hurt me would?”

She paused her stream of rapid, nervous chatter and he laughed. “Don’t you worry baby. After we get you fixed up with some fuel, you won’t feel a damn thing when I slide it in the first time. I’ll get you nice and stretched out before you wake back up.”

“What?” She let word hang.

“Let’s get going. My place is close.”

Holly started the car and tremored as she placed it into drive. She pushed the button that raised the window on the passenger side as they pulled away from the curb.

“You ain’t no undercover cop or nothing are you?” the man asked. He already knew how to be sure. He’d make her give him a blow job in the alley near his apartment. If she was a cop, she’d refuse. She seemed a bit spaced and if she was the real deal she was getting to the point where she’d do anything for fix.”

Holly laughed nervously. “Cop. No. I swear. Nothing like that.” 

Then her eyes hardened and she looked at him. His blood ran cold.

In a calm and confident voice, “You’ll wish I was though.”

She had placed her left arm on the arm rest that was part of the door. Now she pressed a button. In theory, if it didn’t work, her hand was well positioned to go for the pistol.

But it worked flawlessly. A large needle speared up from the box under the passenger seat hitting the man they called Horse in the buttock. A massive amount of tranquilizer was pumped into him within a split second.

Holly enjoyed the fleeting glimmer of fear that showed in his eyes before they glazed and went blank.

He slumped towards her and she pulled to the curb again. She pushed him away and put a seat belt over him to hold him in place. He was going to be out for the next few hours. She slowly pulled into traffic.



After a few blocks, Holly began to wonder. When he had guided her hand to his crotch, it had felt big, but how big was it really?

She tried to shove the thought to the back of her mind, but it wouldn’t stay there. Finally, with a sigh, she pulled off into the parking lot of what looked like a store that had gone out of business.

She leaded over and struggled to get the unconscious man’s belt free. Then she unbutton and unzipped his pant. Peeling them open she could see the bulge. It was impressive and she gently tugged his underwear down to free his manhood.

Holy shit. He really was huge!

She grasped the limp cock and admired its size for a few moments. She could only imagine how big it would grow to when he was aroused and what it would feel like inside of her. She felt herself getting excited and there was a damp tingling in her crotch.

Suddenly there was a pounding on the window of her door. She jumped and would swear her heart missed a beat. Standing beside her car was a man wearing the uniform of a security guard.

In a loud voice he said, “If you’re going to be doing that kind of stuff, get out of my parking lot and go get a room somewhere!”

Meekly Holly nodded and started the car.

As she drove off she looked at the clock. She would drop this one off and maybe grab another. It seemed like there was plenty of time.


A Decision

The morning after the attack on Maria Rodriguez, the telephone rang in the Maxwell house. With everyone using their cell phones, calls on the home telephone were almost always either wrong numbers or sales people. Today call was something unimaginably worse.

Sam Maxwell answered the telephone.

“May I speak with Tammy Maxwell?” asked a female voice.

“This is her dad, may I tell her who’s calling.”

“Sir, I’m with the college registrar’s office. Tammy Maxwell was listed as an emergency contact by Maria Rodriguez.”

“My daughter is close friends with Maria. What is this about? Why are you calling Maria emergency contacts?”

Sam thought of the serious, dark eyed girl. She was a good kid and stayed at their house several evenings most weeks because it was closer to the college. And they had better food. That was a joke between him and Tammy. Sam would tease her that her friends really just hung out with her because they ate better that way.

The lady from the registrar’s office gave Sam a quick description of what had happened the night before.

Sam thanked the lady and hung up after learning what hospital Maria was in. “Damn.”

“What’s wrong dad?”

With a temporary sense of guilt at being caught alone with his thoughts, he spun in surprise. His daughter, Tammy, stood watching him.

While both Sam and his wife had brown hair and brown eyes, Tammy had red hair and some of the greenest eyes you would ever find. People joked that she must be adopted. The fact was, she had been adopted. She knew this, but it wasn’t something she talked about much. Both of her parents had been killed in a car wreck when she was only three. She had been adopted by her aunt and uncle. They were the only parents she really ever knew.

And now those green eyes were fixed on Sam and wide with concern.

“Maria has been hurt,” he said. “Tell your mom to get dressed and we’ll go to the hospital.”



Maria was alive. She was heavily sedated and hooked to various machines and monitors.
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Her mother sat in a chair, watching her daughter and with tears flowing down her cheeks.

As Sam entered the room with his wife Ellen and daughter Tammy, the woman in the chair looked up. She struggled to rise and Sam crossed the room in long, quick strides.

“I’m so sorry Madre,” he said. Maria’s father had been killed during an armed robbery when Maria was a young girl and her mother had raised her alone. Maria’s mom knew that over the last few years her daughter had come to view Sam as something as close as she had ever known to a father. A few months earlier, Maria had shyly asked Sam if he would go to a father and daughter banquet the theater club was having and Sam had been proud of the young girl who had achieved so much. Although the families weren’t as close as their daughters were, Sam shared the crushing pain at seeing what had happened.

“They tried to kill my Maria,” the lady said in a broken voice.

There were a lot of tears over the next hour.

Sam quietly slipped from the room.



Sam dialed the number. The only reason he had it was because it was stored in his cell phone history from the call he had received two days ago.

The phone rang several times before it was answered with a gruff, “Hello.”

The political machine controlled much of the City of Chicago and had for the better part of a century. This man had fought that machine for most of his life. He was a politician. He would admit that. And his goal was to replace the current political machine with one controlled by the other party.

There was vulnerability now. Chicago was a war zone. Each night there were deaths. Each day, more people fled. Almost weekly large companies that had once proudly called the Windy City home were moving away. This man was getting old and tired, but he wanted to make one more run at crumbling the existing machine that had so miserably failed his city.

“This is Sam Maxwell,” Sam introduced himself. He quickly explained that he was at the hospital and why.

“Two girls and more boys than I can count that went through high school with my daughter are dead because of the gang violence. She’s a sophomore in college and has had one close friend killed and another raped since she started there. Now there is this.”

Sam was struggling to keep the anger and pain out of his voice.

“You asked if I would take the party’s nomination and run for mayor against the incumbent. I told you then that I’m a businessman, not a politician. But this morning, I realized that I am a very angry parent who wants something better for his daughter and who wants to clean up the vermin on the street who do this kind of thing with impunity.”

“If the offer still stands, I would accept the nomination if I received it.”

The man on the other end nodded and smiled. The smile was not one of victory or happiness. It was because he honestly believed that there was a good chance that this could be the beginning of a real and meaningful change for the better.

“It certainly stands. I think you can make a difference or I wouldn’t have asked you. Take care of your family and your daughter’s friend. We can talk tomorrow.”



Two weeks later, Sam made the formal announcement of his candidacy for the office of mayor at a banquet hall downtown. The crowd cheered as he explained why he was running and his desire to clean up the city.

Later that night in Maria’s hospital room, someone used spray paint and “tagged” the wall with the sign used by the Scrubs to mark their territory. Various IVs and cables were ripped off of the young girl as she slept. She slowly emerged from her sedated state and began to scream.

Fortunately between the alarming medical instruments and her screams, the thug responsible fled before he could hurt the girl.

Later that week, Sam Maxwell paid for Maria and her mom to be moved to another city where Maria could recuperate safely.

And the city watched. Some expected Sam to drop out of the race after this “warning” from the gang saying they could reach the people he cared about any time and in any place. But he didn’t drop out. In fact, his determination only grew. Conversations around the diners and coffee shops began to question whether or not he might just end up winning.


Fresh Flesh

When the man nicknamed Horse finally regained consciousness, he found himself naked and locked inside a small cage that hung from the ceiling of what looked like a vast and otherwise vacant warehouse. Although only roughly a foot off the floor, the swaying of the cage and the lack of any firm footing was unnerving. So was the sight of so many other empty cages around him.

He had yelled, screamed, and eventually broke down crying.

He had no concept of time, but later he heard the sound of a door opening and slamming shut. He began yelling for help again.

As the woman he had encountered earlier in the car walking into the circle of light, he fell quiet. She was dressed different now. The kind of light blue scrubs doctors wore and a lab jacket.

“Just me I’m afraid,” Holly said. “I’m sorry. The sedative I gave you must have worn off quicker than expected. I didn’t mean for you to wake up while I was gone.”

She pulled an apple from a sack she was carrying and extended her arm so Horse could reach the apple without being able to reach her.

“You know,” she continued as he eagerly munched on the apple. “One of the worst things is not being able to talk to anyone about any of this. It gets kind of lonely.”

She was looking at Horse like he was some kind of specimen and it made him nervous.

“It should not be painful. I don’t mean to make any of you suffer. At least not as part of the transformation itself.”

Horse stopped chewing.

“But something has to be done. Things are out of control on the streets.”

Horse was actually more intelligent than he acted. Holly was smart enough to recognize the difference between someone playing dumb and someone who really was dumb. She sighed and eyed him again.

“I have to admit, your comments about your size were not empty brags.”

Horse was well endowed. That was part of what had helped him move to the top of the gang. Few other members could lay claim to being more masculine. His body was lean and muscular. His cock was now limp, but still hung a good eight inches. When fully aroused, he was a foot or better in length and as nearly as thick as a coffee mug.

“I have to bring in another package,” Holly said. “I’ll only be a few minutes. Then we can continue our chat.”

She walked off and he heard the sound of an overhead door being opened. Then a car was pulled in and the door was lowered. He heard the squeaking sound of wheels and the doctor appeared again. She was pushing a cart that had probably been used around the warehouse at one point. It had a pair of bicycle tires and a pair of handles. A wooden box about the size of a pallet was attached in the front. Laying on this was another man.

“Hawk?” Horse asked.

The lady gave Horse a curious look. “Do all of you have animal names? It’s like an indian tribe or something. He did say people called him Hawk.”

The doctor struggled to lift the unconscious man into another of the cages. There was an eyelet in the top of the cage and she used a winch along with a sling under the man’s shoulders to help. Once he was inside the cage, she carefully stripped him down and put a padlock on the cage door.

Horse watched silently. Hawk was part of a different gang, but they had met a few times on neutral turf and had no beefs with each other.

The doctor moved the cart and winch out of the way and now pushed a rolling tray to near the cage holding the new occupant.

She picked up a bottle and a syringe. She carefully drew the syringe full. She unceremoniously plunged the needle into Hawk’s butt and emptied the syringe.
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“That will pretty much fuck up his brain. Chemically induced amnesia is the medical term.”

She prepared another syringe using another bottle. Again, she made an injection.

“That will put a stop to him screwing around. Within an hour his willie will never want to play again. Chemical castration. After the transformation he won’t need that thing anyway.”

She stopped and looked back and forth between the two occupied cages several times. “Anyway, he didn’t have that much to offer in that department. Not like you.”

After still another injection she explained, “In addition to the amnesia, that will dumb him down a bit. It will soften him up for the programming.”

After the final injection she looked at Horse. “Hormones. A lot of them. He will feel all girlie when he wakes up in a few hours. Girlie, disoriented, castrated, and not to smart. He will be ready for the programming and the transformation then.”

Horse had tried to stay silent and act indifferent. He total failed and his body was trembling.

From the tray she picked up a remote control and pushed a button.

Previously unseen in the darkness, a huge wall of video screens suddenly lit up. Then the sound began. It was a booming roar. Horse could hear voices.

“Be a good girl.”

“You are such a pretty girl.”

“Kill them if they mess with you.”

“Do what the doctor commands.”

“You can’t let them hurt her.”

“You are such a slut. But you only play with those the doctor says it is okay to play with.”

“Don’t hurt the girls.”

“Find the others in the gang. Bring them to the doctor.”

“Make yourself pretty.”

The voices droned on and on for over a minute. Horse put his hands to his ears to block out the sound, but it didn’t work. He tried to avoid looking at the screens, but the hypnotic motion they displayed continually drew his attention back towards them.

Some were swirling with lights and geometric shapes. Others showed chicks with dicks. One flashed a short video of a man being castrated with a large knife. There was a sweet and innocent girl with large eyes who just stared. A man putting on makeup.

Suddenly the screens went blank and the sound stopped.

“I’m afraid it would drive you mad in a few hours without the drugs. With the drugs, it will be how I reprogram those minds I have wiped clean.”

“Why?” asked Horse.

“Why am doing this? Because someone has to do something about the mess this city has become.”

“No, why are you telling me when you just pumped Hawk’s butt full of chemicals without him even waking up?”

Holly sighed. “There is no sense in denying it I guess. So far I have avoided that because of your…”

She pointed towards his crotch.

Pointing back at Hawk she explained, “He will be lucky to be alive in a year. Mentally he is incapable of any meaningful independent thought. Or at least he will be within next few hours. I have a doctor, a so-called plastic surgeon, who will slice him open and stuff in a pair of cheap ‘made out of readily available materials’, do-it-yourself breast implants. I’ll use depilatory chemicals on a regular basis to remove all of his excess body hair, but it will be hell on his skin over time. He’ll have big tits and a tiny brain.”

She looked down and studied the size of her own breasts. “I wonder if I still would have become a doctor if I had been given a larger pair.”

Horse looked at her in confusion.

“I’m sorry,” she said as she shook her head and tried to focus again. “But I have already decided. That decision was made the instant you got into the car with me. I’m afraid you will also have to be feminized. But maybe I can do it in a bit different way and we can figure out a way for you to keep that.”

She pointed again at his cock.

She picked up a paper bag and held it out for him. Inside was a sandwich and a bottle of water.

“I’d like to find one more subject for treatment before it gets dark,” she said as she walked off into the darkness. The car started, the overhead door opened and closed, and Horse sat down in his cage eating the food she had given him and doing some thinking.



Over the span of about three months, Dr. Holly Bassy was able to collect nearly two dozen young men. At first she had used roughly the same approach she had used with that first time with Horse. She would drive along, spot a likely candidate, pull to the curb, and wait for them to make a move.

But the gangs had noticed the slow disappearance of members and the ones on the street during the days and evenings became more wary. But, ultimately, they were still men and would chase after anything in a skirt.

Because of this, she later began to use some of the former gang members who had completed the process of forced feminization as bait. With a bit of flirting and a lot of skin, they could draw the men into alleys or other areas where the doctor was able to deal with them. She was like a kid on Christmas morning when she bought a dart gun that allowed her to knock out the men from a safe distance. With the help of one of her shemale zombies, Holly took five men off the streets in one day with using the dart gun.

Between this and the arrangement she had made for the one once called Horse, she was extremely satisfied in the results she was achieving.


Drugs, Sex, and Near Death

“I needed it for my brother,” said the young girl. Lucy looked at her.

Lucy Meeks had been working here at the all night pharmacy for several weeks now. She had been a medic in the military and returned to college to become a pharmacist on her return. Why the hell they were even open all night, she had no idea. Nobody in their right mind would be walking around this neighborhood this time of night.

Except for this young girl who was probably twelve or thirteen years old.

She had brought an empty bottle for a refill. It was an anti-seizure medicine. She had borrowed the money to get it refilled from a neighbor when her little brother had started showing the symptoms that often proceeded the start of his seizures. Then she had walked alone for the five blocks to the pharmacy to get it filled.

Damn it all. Lucy knew she couldn’t send the little girl off into the night by herself. She might get fired for it, but ultimately she had to live with herself and that would be tough if she sent a young girl out into the streets by herself. Lucy began to lock up the pharmacy.

“I’ll help you get home, okay?”

The other clerk in the story overnight was a teenaged boy who was awkward, both physically and socially.

“You keep the doors locked while I’m gone,” she told him.

She had flipped open her phone and hit a button. She asked for a cab and gave the address.

“But we aren’t supposed to close or leave the story,” the teenager clerk told Lucy.

“We also don’t send young girls off into the dark alone,” she responded. “If anyone asks, I made you do it.”

She had no time or patience for arguing. The young man also had a bit of a crush on her so he decided to just go along with whatever she did.

Lucy finished locking the pharmacy counter and door. She also grabbed a few groceries and stuffed them in a bag after scanning them and paying for them herself. In for a penny, in for a pound.

The cab honked as it pulled up near the doors to the store. She and the girl went out and slid into the back seat.

Lucy pulled out a twenty dollar bill and handed it to the driver.

“There’s another one when you drop me back off here,” she said. “This shouldn’t take fifteen minutes.”

It was a lot of money for a drive that was a little over a mile round trip, but looking at the girl beside her she knew there were things money could not buy.
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The girl gave directions to her apartment. The cab driver was less than enthusiastic about the drive but followed the girl’s directions.

He pulled up across the street from an apartment building and parked.

“Wait here,” Lucy told the cab driver. “I’m going to walk her to the door and then I’ll be back.”

Lucy took the girl’s hand and they walked to the door of the apartment building. The girl used a key and opened it.

“Thank you,” they young girl said politely. “You are a nice person.”

“It’s okay sweetie. You take good care of your brother, okay? And don’t wait so long on the next refill. If you are short on money, wait until I’m around the store. We’ll figure something out.”

The girl nodded. In a split instant Lucy saw the look on her face shift from a smile to fear and her mouth begin to open with start of a scream.

Whatever the hell that meant, it couldn’t be good. Lucy made a quick move to get through the door hoping to put it between her and whatever it was that was behind her that had scared the girl so much. She felt herself grabbed and being pulled back by the neck of the shirt on her pharmacist uniform. With desperation she grabbed the door handle and pulled the door shut at the same time she was pulled backwards. Part of her knew that at least the young girl was now safe. Now she could focus on dealing with the situation she was in, whatever it was.

Almost at once, something hit her over the head leaving her stunned. She felt hands clawing at her and ripping the clothes from her body. She felt her legs roughly pulled apart. She was now on the ground with the grass beneath her. She tried to scream but no sound made it from her mouth.

“I like ‘em best when they put up a fight,” said a male voice.

She felt weight the weight of a body pin her to the ground.

She felt the man shoving his hard prick against her pussy.

“Fight it all you want baby, but you are still going to get it.”

With the full weight of his body he plunged into her unlubricated and unwilling cunt.

Another scream choked off in her throat. 

Another voice commanded, “Suck this bitch.”

The world was a blur of darkness and shadows to her and she was still dazed by the initial blow to the back of her head. She felt herself being grabbed by the hair and someone was pressing their cock against her lips. At the same time, she felt hands roughly handling her breasts.

“I wanna fuck her ass,” came another voice.

The man holding her by the hair sent the fist of his other hand into her jaw. She gasped in pain and he shoved forward into her mouth at the same time.

That was fucking stupid she thought. If they’re going to kill me anyway, why not give them a good reason.

She did not know it, but her jaw was partially broken from the earlier blow. She still bit with all the force she could. She was rewarded with a man’s scream and the taste of blood.

She felt the man on top of her let up a bit as he probably checked out what had just happened to his friend. Her hands were free and she reached up, gouging at whatever she came into contact with. The thumb of one hand ended up in the man on top’s mouth, but the other got an eye.

Other hands now grabber her arms and held them. The man with the damaged eye pulled back and away. Waiting for the perfect time, Lucy let loose a kick that took the man in the balls.

She was rewarded with another scream.

“Kill the fuckin’ bitch,” someone yelled. She heard a sharp, metallic snap that was probably a knife being opened. She pulled free of the hands holding her and tried to roll away from the direction of the sound.

“Show me your hands!” A commanding voice yelled. To Lucy it sounded a few feet away in the direction she was already rolling. It didn’t seem to be one of her attackers, so she was assuming it was a good thing at this point.

A second later she heard the blast of a shotgun. She heard a few pellets bounce off trees, cars, and the sidewalk in the distance, but not much. She hoped that meant that most of the shot had hit flesh. Then there was a second blast.



Trevon Pounds was retired army and proud of it. He had never seen combat, but he had done what his country asked him to do for twenty years. Moving back to the neighborhood in Chicago where he had grown up had been a shock. It had gone from a lower-middle class area filled with families and hope to a rough and dangerous wasteland ruled by young thugs.

He had heard the screams of a young girl and then the front door of the apartment building slamming shut. He had rushed to the closet and pulled out the shotgun he kept there. He quickly snagged a key that was hidden in the pocket of a jacket that hung in the closet and removed the trigger lock from the gun. He grabbed a flashlight and began shoving shells into the tubular magazine of the shotgun as he rushed to the door of his apartment door.

There were more screams in the hall. Those of a young girl. A lot of folks in the neighborhood seemed to have reached the point where they ignored these kinds of things, but Trevon would be damned if he’d let himself become one of them.

Trevon pulled the door open and found the young girl from upstairs standing there by herself screaming.

“What…” he began.

She had pointed at the door.

He had rushed to the door, but looking out the window he didn’t see anything except for a cab pulling away from the curb across the street.

The young girl was quiet now and he heard the scream of a man in pain from outside.

“Have your mama call 9-1-1,” he turned and yelled to the girl.

He didn’t take the time to see if she headed upstairs or not. He jerked the door open and then pulled it shut behind him. Whatever the hell was going on outside, he didn’t want it getting into the building with the girl, his wife, and the other families.

To his left he saw the blur of a struggle. He thumbed the switch of his flashlight and the beam of light pierced the darkness and lit the scene. There was a woman on the ground and he watched as she kicked one attacker in the nuts.

One now one of them looked his direction. The young man looked lean, angry, and dangerous. The long blade of a deadly looking knife protruded from one hand.

“Show me your hands!” Trevon yelled.

The woman on the ground was rolling herself towards him now. There were five men. One was off to the side throwing up. Although Trevon couldn’t know it at the time, this was the one Lucy had bitten a minute earlier and who’s scream Trevon had heard.

One turned and began to run. The three others crouched, leaning forward towards Treveon.

The one with the knife took a step forward.

Trevon racked the slide of the pump shotgun and let go a blast that took the young man in the neck. It wasn’t exactly where he was aiming, but it was pretty damn effective. One of the two remaining men decided to follow the example of the one who had fled earlier.

The second started forward. He covered about half the distance in the split second it took for Trevon to eject the spent shell and slam a fresh one into the chamber. He pulled the trigger. He had aimed high because of the woman on the ground in front of him and watched the man’s face disintegrate into a mass of hamburger-like flesh and blood.

Although not a combat veteran, Trevon was smart. He quickly scanned the area with his flashlight to make sure there were no other attackers around. The man who had been on the kneeling on the ground was also gone now, probably having decided that fleeing was the safe choice. Trevon began to kneel beside the naked and bloody woman on the ground when the door to the apartment building opened.

He turned to see his wife standing in the doorway in her night gown. She held a huge kitchen knife in one hand.

“What the hell are you doing out there?” she asked as she surveyed the two bodies and the woman on the ground.

“Call 9-1-1 and get me a blanket,” he said.

“A blanket for you or for her?” his wife asked.

Trevon suddenly realized he was dressed only in his underwear as he had waded off into battle.

“Blanket for her. After that, my robe please.”

In the distance he heard the sirens. He place the shotgun on the ground, held the hand of the lady on the ground, and waited for help to arrive.


Emergence of the She-Male Zombies

Holly laid on her back in the bed and looked up in admiration. The woman looking down at Holly was so beautiful. Long dark hair and deep brown eyes. Her makeup was perfect with a bright purple eye shadow and large, bright red lips.
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“Oh yes honey,” Holly sighed.

Her partner looked pleased. “It’s all the way in!”

Shit. After a half dozen tries, she finally had that monster slab of meat slid all the way into her cunt!

Her partner began to thrust slowly and gently. Over the next hour, Holly experienced more than a dozen orgasms. Finally she could stand no more and pulled the lovely shemale towards her. They kissed as their hands explored each other.

Slowly Holly rolled so that her partner was now on the bottom.

“I want you to cum for me now,” she said as she straddled the shemale and began to ride her huge cock.

Minutes later it erupted inside her. Massive wads of cum squirted deep into Holly’s tummy. She collapsed and held her partner tight. Soon she felt the warm cum begin to dribble from her cunt.

Horse was gone. In a playful way, Holly had named the feminized sissy who replaced him Felicity and shortened it to the nickname Filly.

Every night since the reprograming was complete, they had made love for hours. During the day, they had worked together to harvest more and more men for Holly’s harsher treatment. Twenty three cages were occupied by what had once been some tough and ruthless gang members. For hours they would stand in a drug induced stupor and watch the programming tapes Holly had prepared. Those who had been around for several months were allowed out of their cages for a few hours now and then. They were responsible for helping each other groom. Through the use of harsh chemicals, their bodies were hairless. They helped each other with doing hair and makeup. The doctor who had helped with breast implants had left scars, but under a tight fitting dress the large, firm breasts made an impressive sight.

Their sexual urges were a problem at first. Since they were chemically castrated, none could achieve an erection or an orgasm. But Holly had found that they enjoyed playing with strap-ons to replace their own limp and useless members. They could spend hours fucking and sucking each other. That type of play seemed to release most of the tension.

Holly felt safe walking among them. While they would play with other shemales, they were programmed to avoid females when possible and to be protective of them when necessary. She did have to be careful to keep them away from the newly captured males who were in the early stages of treatment. They would rape and torment any male gang member—that was how Holly had programmed them.

She looked over at the shemale she called Filly. Holly had splurged on this particular transformation. Laser hair removal. A professional job with the breast implants. Even a slight surgical procedure that had trimmed Filly’s vocal cords slightly to make her voice more feminine.

Dr.Bassy had invested much of her life in her work. She had never had much of a social life. Now, in Filly, she had someone she could make love with, someone who would listen to her even though they did not understand some of the more scientific parts of the conversation, and someone who worshipped her. Being loved felt good, even if it was the same type of blind love and loyalty others might get from their dogs. Hell, some people talked to their dogs. At least Filly was sort of a real person.

She had not felt even the slightest guilt about Filly’s transformation. Horse would have been destroyed in one way or another. With the way he had been and the life he had led, it was inevitable. The streets were tough. But Filly would live a life she found fulfilling as Dr. Bassy’s partner.

Holly sighed in happiness and felt Filly snuggle closer to her.

“We have work to do later, but this feels nice,” Holly said



It was dark. While traffic flowed on certain main streets, the side streets were largely quiet and deserted. Dr. Holly Bassy drove the plain white van. Beside her sat Filly. As she approached an area where there had been a significant amount of gang activity lately, she turned off the lights and quietly pulled to the side of the street.

She turned around in her seat. There were four people in the back.

“Okay girls,” Holly said. “You know what to do.”

Slowly the four emerged from the van and stood on the dark sidewalk. After fluffing their hair and straightening their dresses, they began to walk up the street.

Even with just the shadows, their shapely figures were noticeable. Large breasts and big butts. They swayed as they walked in heals. Holly watched them disappear up the street and turned to Filly.

“In a bit, we’ll know if this crazy idea works or not.”

Filly looked earnestly at Holly, “You are so smart honey. I know it will work.”

Holly smiled. She enjoyed having Filly around. They girl’s complements expanded her ego and the girl’s massive shaft and slowly expanded Holly’s pussy. She reached out in the darkness and took Filly’s hand.

“I love you sweetie.”

“I love you to ma’am.”

Suddenly in the distance, there were three gunshots. Holly perked up and listened. Then there were two more shots. A few minutes later came three more that were spaced apart by a few seconds each.

Not bad for a city that was gun free in theory.



The four shemales had walked along in a bit of a daze. For months, their brains had been conditioned.

Their bodies were bait. Once the vermin came out to take the bait, it was up to the bait to take out the vermin.

After three blocks a wolf whistle broke the darkness.

“You ladies looking for some fun?”

One of the shemales put her arms around the waist of the partner beside her and drew her close. They kissed long and deep. Then the one answered in a husky voice.

“We don’t have to look. Fun comes to us.”
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She kissed her partner again and there were chants of encouragement from the shadows. Several young thugs emerged from the darkness. These chicks had to be fucking spaced out or something to be walking out here in this neighborhood during the middle of the night, but the guys were up for some fun.

One of the thugs came close.

“How about one of those kisses for me?”

The shemale walked to him and grasped him. Then she kissed him deep and hard. The other guys watched and decided they wanted a piece of the action. The first one was groping and feeling the woman kissing him. As he worked his hand into the crotch of her panties, he let out a startled noise.

“Shit, it’s a guy!”

In one swift move, the shemale pulled a sap from beneath her dress, spun the man, and slugged him over the head. 

Her partners also jumped into action. There were seven men in the group. Within seconds of the startling discovery by the first one, there were four of them unconscious and on the ground.

One of the three remaining pulled a gun and let go three shots. Two of the shots hit one of the shemales in the chest and she toppled over backwards. Another shemale sprung forward swinging and knocked him to the ground. The other two thugs found themselves in head locks.

The one who had knocked out the man on the ground checked the shemale who had been shot. She was dead. Quickly she undressed the shooter who was now on the ground stunned. She pulled two items from her handbag. She rolled the man over and spread his ass. Without any warning she shoved a giant butt plug up his ass. The man screamed in pain as it hit home.

“Hurts so bad,” he whimpered, still stunned. The second item was a long dildo. She shoved this down his mouth while he gagged and struggled to breath. Then she stood up, now holding the gun. She pointed and fired two shots into the man and his eyes glazed over in death.

Then she pulled a long stiletto knife from her purse. The men being held by the two other shemales struggled. There was nothing subtle about the woman with the knife’s message.

“If you live, tell your other friends we’ll be back for them.”

With that she made about a half dozen, strong upward slices to the crotch of each of the captives. They screamed and bleed. Their cocks and ball were mutilated and bleeding. Both fell to the ground.  Two of the girls grabbed one of the unconscious men on the ground and began to drag him. The third woman pointed the pistol again. Once more the gun began to bark. Three shots. One in the head of each of the other unconscious thugs.

The girls disappeared into the darkness with their lone captive. They made it to the van and loaded the man in. Holly looked at them and asked, “We lost one?”

They three girls nodded. Then the one who had shot the men added, “We tagged one like you wanted. We got four kills.”

Holly nodded and started the van. She drove for several blocks slowly and without lights. Then she headed back to the warehouse. 



After the new captive was striped and put into a cage, the other three were rewarded with a decent meal and being allowed to sleep in a cell off in one corner instead of their cages.

“I need that fucking love stick of yours Filly,” Holly admitted in a husky voice. She had not expected to get so aroused through the night’s violence.

Filly smiled happily as they made their way to the old office area in the front of the warehouse that Holly had converted into an apartment.

Through most of the night, there were screams echoing off the walls of the apartment, but these were screams of intense pleasure as Holly experienced orgasm after orgasm with Filly’s hard member buried deep into her womb.

Early the next morning Holly quietly slipped out leaving Filly to sleep. The doctor had rounds to make and patients to see. After that she could come back and get her brains fucked out again.


Like Old Times

Four women were in the hospital room with Lucy Meeks. They had all served together in the military and were close. In fact, Lucy had once described the relationship between the five as, “like being a family, except we don’t fight and we do have sex.”

Christy Henry, who was usually called Tissy, had retorted, “I’m from down south. Just ‘cause your family doesn’t mean you can’t have sex.” Everyone had laughed. Tissy was a few years older than the others and had been an officer. She was smart. Really smart. When it came to things like figuring out how to take a target in a crowded neighborhood without collateral damage or how to avoid getting ambushed during routine patrols, she was one of the best. Both men and women had eagerly sought to become members of her team.
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Diana Means, sometimes simply referred to as D, was a fighter. She was short, standing only 5’2”. But in close quarters situations she was like a tornado that whirled from the destruction of one target to the next. More than once she had taken on groups of armed enemy fighters barehanded and left them bloodied and ready for the rest of the unit to haul back to camp.
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Yolonda Meyers, or Lonny, was tall and slim with dark skin and brown eyes. Although not formally allowed in combat, Yolonda had taken out her share of enemy soldiers for hundreds or even thousands of feet away with her rifle. Nobody was a better or quicker shot. Nobody.
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The fourth was Yvette Rodriguez, also called Vet, with her dark complexion and a wilting voice that drove men crazy. She was a wizard with computers and other technologies. Even the EOD guys would call her on occasion when they were faced with some new type of device to disarm. With a few pictures and some thinking, she would offer advice. Nobody who ever asked her for advice in disarming a device had gotten themselves blown up though many joked that they had wished they could get blown. But they had too much respect for her to ever say anything like that to her face.
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Tissy, Diana, Yolanda, and Yvette looked at Lucy.

Tissy said, “You were the medic. You are supposed to get people to the hospital, not end up in here yourself.”

Lucy grinned weakly.
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Yolonda added, “That took guts to make sure that young girl made it home safe. We’re all proud of you.”

“Somebody has to do the dirty work,” Lucy muttered from behind bandages and tubes.

Tissy’s voice took on a serious tone. “Yolanda and I are going to stick around a bit. We don’t have much going on right now and Yvette could probably stand some company.”

Tissy and Yolanda had flown in from Dallas that morning after hearing about the attack on Lucy. Yvette and Lucy were roommates in Chicago.

Diana had also flown that morning from Florida. She had been trying to get used to being a beach bum, but it really wasn’t working out for her. “I’m sticking to.”

A nurse stuck her head in the door. “The doctor is here to see Lucy and then we need her to get some rest.”

Lucy pointed towards her head. “The shrink.”

A lady had walked in as she said this.

“Well,” the lady said, “A sense of humor is a good sign. I’m Dr. Holly Bassy.”

She shook hands with Lucy’s friends.

“She is a strong lady and lucky to have friends like you to support her.”

With a few laughs and a few tears, the group left Lucy in the hands of the doctor.



Over beers that night they talked that evening.

“Three of the bastards got away,” Tissy lamented.

This fact did not set well with any of them.

“The gang they think did it calls themselves the Chars. Their trademark is arson or fire. They don’t like someone, they try to burn them. Literally. A few car bombs and such, but usually just good old fashioned gasoline and a match.

Yvette shuddered.

It was Diana that expressed what was in the back of everyone’s mind.

“I want to do some hunting.”

The four women went back to Lucy and Yvette’s apartment and began to plan.


What the Hell?

That same morning in a building used by a gang known as the Shams, a group studied the five bodies on the floor. 

“Fucking gun fight and not a cop around,” observed one of the men.

The shemale had been stripped naked.

“What the hell was she, it, or whatever doing out there?”

Word had circulated among various gangs about the events of the previous night. All were trying to make sense of the attack. A young man came in with two thugs escorting him. None of them looked happy.

He looked at the bodies and then stared intently at the shemale.

“You see the tats,” said one of the men to the new arrival.

“Yeah.”

“She was part of your gang. What the fuck is up with that?”

They eyed the new guy suspiciously. The dead chick with a dick had the tats that showed the world that she was a Scrub. This guy was a Scrub that had come to see for himself and offer an explanation.

“That’s Hawk,” he finally said.

“What? You’re bullshitting me!”

“No, that’s Hawk. I recognize the tats. No chick or whatever it is goes out gets tatted up exactly like some guy do they?”

At this point, nobody was sure what anyone might do.

“Check the mouth. Hawk had the back teeth on the right hand side of his mouth knocked out a few weeks before he disappeared. He also had a scar from a knife cut on the forehead just where the hair started.”

They pried open the body’s mouth. The teeth on the right side were missing. Pulling back the long and heavily hair-sprayed hair, they found a scar at the hairline.

“So they fucking turned Hawk into a big titted bitch?” said one of the men pointing at the body. Then he pointed to another. “And they fucking raped Sancho with a bunch of fucking sex toys? Then they kill him? What the fuck is going on here?”

Everyone shook their heads. Nobody had an answer for that one.

Within an hour every gang in the city had heard about the fate of Hawk and Sancho. The seed of fear was planted.


The Hunt

Four figures moved through the darkness. They were near where Lucy had been attacked a few evenings before.

Tissy, Diana, Yolonda, and Yvette were dressed in black. Masks covered their faces. They moved without noise from shadow to shadow.

A black SUV stood in front of the apartment complex where the attack had taken place. A woman in uniform soon left the building and drove away in the SUV. Yvette had recognized her from the news stories. “The Deputy Chief of Police. I heard the initially arrested the guy who saved Lucy’s ass because he had a gun. That didn’t go over well with most of the people in the city. She’s probably groveling with the man not to sue the department or something.”

Tissy took out a night vision scope and surveyed the area. She passed it on so they could all become more familiar with their surroundings. 

“Movement at three,” whispered Diana.

Tissy took the scope and looked off to the right. She recognized the woman who had left a few minutes before. The woman took up a position in the shadows and seemed to be watching the apartment.

“She’s a friendly, but we may need to slow her down a bit. You take it D.”

Without a word Diana slipped off in the darkness towards where the Assistant Commissioner waited.



This, thought Deputy Police Chief Nancy Hagger, was stupid. She was here without backup and without a plan.
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There had been the rumor of reprisals against Trevon Pounds for killing two members of the Chars. It might just be big talk, but it could mean something. The rumor went that they would make him watch them rape and burn his wife alive before burning him alive. But fear was what gave them power, so they might just be crazy enough to do something.

She carefully surveyed the area again. She couldn’t shake the feeling that someone else was out here.



Tissy studied the area again. “Damn.”

There were several figures walking up the street towards them. They would soon pass the house where the lady cop was waiting.
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Tissy saw one fumble with something. A sharp spark of light showed on the screen of the night vision scope. Tissy knew it was most likely a cell phone being answered.

They paused and then a few minutes later the figures began to drift back down the road.

Several minutes later two figures came back up the road. This time they were moving slowly and cautiously. From their stance, Tissy guessed they were carrying hand guns. Nothing gave an amateur artificial confidence like holding a gun in their hand.

The old days flooded back and Tissy began issuing commands and using the nicknames the team had for each other. “I’m go to scout with D. Lonny, you take up a position so you have a shot if we need you to take it. Vet, you get the van ready. I’m going to try to bring the tall one home as a present.”

Yoloda climbed up the edge of a nearby porch to gain a bit of height while Yvette quietly moved back towards where they had started and left their van.

Tissy moved off in search of Diana.



The two men moved towards where they knew the Deputy Chief of Police was hidden. She was a pretty lady and Clinch was looking forward to this.

They both smelled of gasoline from the containers they had been carrying earlier. It was not noticeable to them, but Nancy smelled it as they were coming and it warned her of their approach. She drew the pistol from the holster on her duty belt. Then she waited…



Diana thought the two guys approaching where in for a big surprise, but then she noticed another figure creeping up behind the woman in uniform. The woman was standing with her gun pointing in the direction the two would approach from.

Diana understood now. They were bait. The third was the one who was going to get the lady cop.

Diana was wearing a thigh holster. She reached down and quietly clicked the retaining snap open so she could draw fast if necessary.



“Freeze! Hands up!” Nancy had her flashlight and duty weapon pointed at the two gang member who had been sneaking up.

She heard a slight sound behind her and only had a split second to think how stupid she’d been to fall for this old trick and to be out here doing this without backup. A heavy weight slammed into the back of her body, stunning her.

As she went down, reflex pulled the trigger. It was either a lucky or unlucky shot, depending on your prospective. It hit the leg of the shorter of the two who had been the bait.

As Nancy hit the ground she lost her grip on both her pistol and her flashlight.

The man who had hit her from behind was on her and had her neck in a choke hold. With the wind knocked out of her from the fall, she had only a few seconds before she would black out.

Her eyes were glazing as she saw the booted foot aimed for her face. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion. Ha! They were going to miss. The boot continued upward and over her head.

She heard a cracking thud and suddenly could breathe again.

She saw the taller of the two men who had been bait begin to moved forward. Suddenly a figure from the darkness grabbed him around the neck and with one smooth motion roughly threw him to the ground.

Nancy felt hands on her waist. Her duty belt. Shit. Her backup revolver was inside the waist in the small of her back. She tried to move… to resist… but her body was not cooperating.

“Here.” A female voice had quietly announced and Nancy saw something tossed towards the figure that now stood over the two men who had been bait. It barely registered. They were her handcuffs. They hadn’t been trying to get her backup revolver.

A pair of hands turned her over. Dressed in black. A mask over the face. But a female voice.

“You okay?”

Nancy finally caught her breathe. “What the hell?”

Now the second figure was beside her and knelt.

“Tricky bastards. I think someone ratted you out. The one with a bullet in his leg is clean and cuffed. Looks like mister ‘sneaking up behind women’ got his face messed up pretty bad and will be out a while. Anyone askes, you took them. It was one hell of a fight. We’re taking the tall one. I want some answers.”

They each took a hand and helped Nancy to her feet and then with quick smooth movements grabbed one of the attackers from the ground. With each hooking an arm under his shoulders, they drug him towards the street. A plain white van pulled up. A third figure who looked like they had a long gun slung around their back came around the van and pulled the door open. The two who had just saved her butt pulled the man they had snagged in behind them. The third figure swung inside. The door slammed. Tires squealed. And they were gone.

Nancy bent over and picked up her flashlight and pistol. She looked around at the carnage. The thug with the bullet in his leg was cuffed to a metal post that held a burned out lamp. Turning around she saw the third thug for the first time. She found some satisfaction in the fact that the boot had done some serious damage to his face.

She thought for a moment and then pulled the radio from her belt.

“Dispatch, this is one double-oh two. Officer needs assistance.” She rattled off the address and within minutes patrol cars had surrounded the block.

Nancy thought long and hard as other officers dealt with the details of cleaning up the situation. It was a struggle and it went against everything she thought she believed. The comment about getting ratted out had hit home though. And they had saved her life.

When Nancy gave her story, she had taken on three attackers. One was shot in the leg. One had a broken jaw and a concussion. The third had apparently fled.

So far as she was concerned, there were no mystery women to mention.


The New Mayor

Sam stood resolute as he took his oath of office. It was a small gathering. It included Theodore Lomberg, the man who had lost the election to him. His attendance was tradition, but the bitter loser made no attempt to be civil about it. He came from a family of politicians that had been able to lock up a variety of state and local offices over the years. Once elected, they managed to find a variety of ways to incent their reelection. With the exception of only two terms, the City of Chicago had a mayor named Lomberg for the last six decades.

This election should have been no different. The unions were warned that if the current mayor did not see overwhelming support they could expect their job sites to be shut down over even the slightest infraction or technicality. The day after he lost, Theodore Lomberg had put the infamous Chicago political machine to work doing exactly that. Tens of thousands of carpenters, plumbers, pipefitters, and electricians found their jobs at various construction projects closed to them. With nothing better to do, they converged on city hall.

They mayor tried to declare martial law to restore order only to find that only the governor had such authority. After a bit of wrangling, the governor did institute martial law and over the next few days people from his staff took over leadership of various city departments. Soon the job sites were open again, but Lomberg’s power was totally broken and his reputation destroyed.

To put it mildly, he was pissed off. Yes, he had millions of dollars stashed away from shady deals over the years, but it was the lust of power and control that had driven him even more than the money.



As Sam addressed a press conference, he was asked a question that caught him off guard.

“A few days ago a man was arrested for illegal possession of a firearm and manslaughter for killing two men who were in the process of attacking and raping a woman. How does that arrest fit with your promise to bring safety to the citizens of this city?”

Sam paused for a second and then responded.

“This is the first I’ve heard of the situation and I want to hear all of the facts before I make any decision. I also would not take meddling in the day-to-day operation of our city’s police department lightly. But wading into an attack and using whatever means you have at your disposal to stop it is not a crime. And I am not advocating vigilante law, but I also will not allow citizens to be punished for using reasonable means to defend themselves when necessary.”



Police Chief Greg Nowles and Deputy Chief Nancy Hagger were watching the new mayor’s press conference from in a conference room in police headquarters.

Nowles grumbled, “He’s going to have everyone running around with a gun before this is over.”

Nancy Hagger wasn’t so sure that would be a bad thing. Virtually all the criminals were armed in some form or fashion. Why shouldn’t law abiding citizens have the right and ability to protect themselves?


Interrogation Techniques

Tissy looked at the punk they had snagged the night before. Lucy’s apartment didn’t work well as a place to stage their operations from, so they had found a building available for lease cheap. It wasn’t perfect, but it was better than some of the hell holes they had operated from overseas.

“You are going to talk,” she said. “You can do it before all the pain and suffering or because of all the pain and suffering. Your choice.”

“I always like to chat a bit after a few hours of fucking around. Why don’t you and I get it on honey?”

The punk was tied to a post. His wrists were bound and a rope pulled him upward. His legs were pulled behind him, one on each side of the post, and bound on the behind the post. A light was focused on his face, allowing him to only see what came into that close, bright circle.

That made him very vulnerable to the swift kick in the balls she gave him. The grunt and the way his face became pail and pained were rewarding.

Tissy was patient—to a degree. She did want to know more about how things had gone down the night before, but had a few hours to spend getting that information.

She pulled out a knife from her pocket, pushed a button, and the blade flipped open and locked in place with a sharp click. She stepped up and put the point on the thug’s belly button. Then with one swift movement she pulled and his shirt tore and ripped open in the front.

He was still looking a little pail as she closed the knife and walked to a counter that lined one side of the room. She picked up a lighter and a pack of cigarettes and made a show out of removing one. She flicked the lighter and a flame flared up. She carefully lit the cigarette.
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“You’ll need a cigarette when I’m done fucking you honey,” the man said in a strained voice that tried to hide his pain.

“You shouldn’t smoke anyway,” he continued in a smart ass voice. “It’s bad for your health.”

Tissy inhaled deeply. “Actually I rarely smoke. And, trust me, it will be much worse for your heath than mine.”

Blinded by the light shining in his eyes he had no warning as Tissy applied the glowing end of the cigarette to his left nipple. He screamed in pain.

Tissy sat the cigarette down and pulled out the knife again. With a few quick slices of the sharp blade, the man was naked.

She looked at the man’s dick and the row of teeth marks on it. This was one of the men who had attacked Lucy. It was very, very personal to her now.

Picking up the cigarette again, she stepped close. This time she held the cigarette a fraction of an inch from the man’s right nipple.

“You raped my friend,” she said in a cold voice.

The man could feel the heat from the cigarette and was trembling in anticipation and fear of what would happen next.

“You should had talked the easy way while you had the option. Because I’m actually going to enjoy prying everything I want out of that pitiful skull of yours once painful piece at a time. Your mind could not even begin to comprehend how much pain you will endure before I’m done with you, you sorry piece of shit.”

She shoved the cigarette to the man’s other nipped and was rewarded with another scream of agony.

As the sound dulled to a whimper, she drew close to his shaking body and whispered, “God that’s a turn on. Making you hurt gets me so fucking wet.”



Eventually the man cracked and spilled everything he knew.

There was a man who coordinated the gangs. He had stopped the turf battles.

“Why waste time and effort fighting each other?” he had asked.

He had defined boundaries. Any gang that tried to operate outside its boundaries soon found itself the target go both other gangs and of the police.

All the man had asked in return was that the gangs keep their activities away from certain businesses he named. It was assumed that he was collecting protection money from those businesses because a few times they had been hit hard in various and violent ways. Whoever hit them, it was not one of the street gangs. These guys showed up, did their work, and disappeared.

Occasionally one of the gang leaders might receive a call warning about a snitch or an impending raid. More than one undercover cop had lost his life because of these types of calls.

The man had carefully hid his identity and used a succession of prepaid cell phones as his only means of contact. At the meetings he called, he was masked and in the shadows.

Nobody knew much and nobody asked questions. Questions weren’t healthy.

Tissy wasn’t sure what to do with the man once he sang. She was rarely indecisive and her initial instinct was to kill the man. But for some reason she decided to wait a bit. Maybe he would prove useful again in some way. Or maybe he’d just die on his own from the misery she had inflicted on him.


Organized Crime

Although she could not know it, the gangs had noticed the results of Dr. Bassy’s harvesting of their members. The quiet disappearance of members first raised suspicions about rival gangs, but soon it was clear that all gangs had lost and continued to mysteriously lose members.

For several years now there had been an agreement in place. The first meeting had been a call on the cell phone. The voice had named off the various gangs and gang leaders he had called. The caller had said that they were wasting their time fighting each other. Why not formalize the boundaries of their turf? Why not stop the petty rivalries?

He had suggested a meeting. Each could send the member of their choice. In that meeting the man had hidden his identify in a darkened room. He showed them information about each gang. Enough that they understood he knew details that they thought nobody outside their gang knew. He insisted that they play by his rules or face ruin.



One gang, the Torry Street Boys, had decided not to play and continued to raid areas where rival gangs stored their drugs and other contraband.

In less than a week, the carnage began. Each night, one gang member disappeared only to be found tortured and dead a few days later.

After two weeks, the leadership of the gang had been destroyed and the gang was effectively out of business.

Now members of gangs were disappearing again. And this time they had the puzzling transformation of Hawk added in the mix.


Meet the Press

Later that afternoon, the new mayor and his wife Ellen were visiting various departments within City Hall and at other city facilities. Their last stop of the day was at police headquarters. 

Sam and Police Chief Nowles shook hands.

Sam was blunt. “Cutting crime and corruption is my number one priority. I have no desire to be a career politician and hope I can get enough accomplished in one term to allow me to step aside in good conscious come the next election. But the voters have trusted me with a job and I intend to do it.”

The Chief thought of himself as a smooth and savvy person, but Sam saw through the man’s empty words and promises. Before the end of that first meeting, Sam knew that the current Chief was part of the problem and would not willingly become part of the solution. Sam also knew he could potentially be a difficult and dangerous man to try to push to the side.

As they wrapped up their discussions they gathered for a final meeting with some of the press corps that had been following the mayor that first day.

One reporter asked, “Who do you think will win the game between State and Chiffy College this weekend?”

Sam smiled, “I’d have to go with my alma mater and take State. After all, that’s where I got both my degree and my wife.”

The reports laughed as Sam hugged his wife.

“What year did you graduate?”

“Back in 1992 with a degree in business. I spent two years working at the bottom of the heap on Wall Street before I ended up in Los Angles to help turn around Stratotronics Systems. We were successful and then I came back home to Chicago and have worked on several successful turnarounds since.”

Cheif Nowles was listening idly. He knew the meeting with the mayor had not gone well. So he had a decision. He could quit or he could wait to be forced out.

Nowles took in some of what the mayor was saying. 1992 at State. Then New York for two years. Then Los Angles for two years. That was an odd coincidence. Could there maybe be a third option? The pieces didn’t seem to fit, but maybe he could find some dirt on the mayor and create a third option. Blackmail.


Instructions

While Chief Nowles thought he was smooth and polished, Deputy Chief Nancy Hagger truly was. For three years since moving from New England to take this job, Nancy had put up with the Chief’s flirting, dirty jokes, and even an occasional grope he tried to pass off as casual contact. He had no idea of the personal hatred and professional disrespect she had for the man and his abilities.

After the mayor left the Chief approached her. “There are people who are smart and people who I trust. You are one of the few that falls into both categories. They mayor is going to be gunning for our jobs. He doesn’t understand the realities of the challenges we face.”

The Chief had made a show of looking around to make sure nobody else was listening.

“I want you to check out someone. A guy named Chad Thales that graduated from State the same year as our illustrious mayor. There may be no connection or you may find that our mayor is a closet faggot. That would give us some leverage.”

Diana merely nodded as the chief went off to talk to one of the reports that was still hanging around.


Captive

Deputy Chief Hagger’s instinctive dislike of the Police Chief was based on his actions at work. If she had been aware of his actions when he wasn’t at work, she not only would have found her feeling confirmed, but would also have had something to slap him in cuffs for.



By the time Nowles got home that night, he was drained. It had been a stressful day. There was part of him that wanted to shower and go to bed, but he knew that he wouldn’t be able to sleep. He knew the only thing that would take his mind off of the day and headed downstairs to his basement.
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The back wall appeared to be solid and made of cinder blocks, but when Nowles pressed in a certain area of the wall, a door concealed in it opened. He stepped inside to a hidden room.

The inside was dimly lit. There was acoustic foam on all the walls that blocked any sound from the outside or inside. He stood still and savored the single sound. A slight whimpering.

The room was about twenty feet square. Set off in one corner but away from the wall and ceiling was a cage. It was about six feet square and only slightly taller.

In the dim light the figure huddled against the back corner could barely been seen.

“Sorry I’ve been neglecting you,” Nowles said.

He walked around the cage and was amused at how the figure sought to keep as much distance between them as the limited confines of the cage would allow.

There was a stench in the air. There were four drains around the floor of the room with one inside the cage. There was a five gallon bucket of water in the cage and also another bucket had been used as a toilet. But there was no place to dump the waste. Around on the floor were a couple of wrappers from candy bars.

Pamela Stein had run away from home and an abusive step father when she was only fourteen. She was pretty and smart. She had made her way through life for the ten years since and was proud of her independence. She tended to drift from city to city. She would often make a few friends, stay a while, and then move on. She painted or did other types of work for some pocket money, but she didn’t need much. The simple things in life were enough for her.

She had left Indianapolis for Chicago three months ago. She had headed downtown to see the lake and the city. The first evening was perfect. She met two girls visiting from Germany who enjoyed her company and who decided they needed and interpreter. She had stayed at the hotel with them until they left.

Unfortunately, that had left her overly confident.

After they had left she walked along the trail by the lake enjoying the view and the fresh air.

An older gentleman who seemed nice had struck up a conversation with her and offered to buy her lunch at the snack bar. They had laughed and had fun. Pamela did not take intimacy lightly and over the years had steadfastly refused to sleep with men simply as a way of having a bed. And while she liked this guy, when he invited her to go home with him as the sun was setting she had been blunt with him. She wasn’t interested.

The guy had seemed okay with it and had even bought her an ice cream cone.
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She didn’t remember anything after that. Whatever he had put in the ice cream cone had gone unnoticed. When she awoke, she had a dry mouth and a headache. She had been in a tiny cage in a dimly lit room. At that point, the room had smelled of bleach as if it had just been cleaned. She was naked, cold, and afraid.

There was a bucket of water and a candy bar. She had hesitated about both out of fear of being drugged again, but eventually thirst and hunger won out. She screamed and cried for hours and after a few days she began to wonder if she had been simply left to die. The room’s light was constant and dim, so she had no idea how much time passed.

Then he had shown up. He had stripped and dressed in a black leather outfit. He was strong and her struggle was a weak one. He had used handcuffs to hold her near the wall with her arms up and her back exposed. And then he began using the whip.

Eventually she passed out from weakness and pain. When she woke up again it was clear that her body had been used for his pleasure in other ways. The only slight sign of mercy was that he had put some type of lotion on the raw, bloody lines on her back that seemed to keep them from becoming infected.

Since then there had been more beatings. All pretty much ending the same. She had plead and begged. He rarely spoke more than a few words here and there to taunt her.

Now he was back. In the back of her mind, Pamela realized that she had given up hope. She hated that. She tried to light a fire of hope or determination with hatred and rage. But there was nothing left. He had taken it away.



Nowles opened the door to the cage and pulled the young lady out. She was gaunt and her eyes were blank and sunken. This one was just about finished. Not that he was concerned about that. He would drug her and dump the body. Some he had injected enough to OD and simply left them lying on a street corner. Just another hooker killing herself on drugs so far as his department was concerned. A few he had gone to the trouble to haul out into the lake in a barrel filled with the body and concrete. These slowly sunk into the silt over a period of months. Once he had tried burying one, but he had decided that was too much work.

As the beating began she barely protested. Yes. This one was definitely finished.

He tried to remember her name. She had shown up in the database of missing people. He thought he remembered her originally being from Kansas or someplace like that.

Without her pleas for mercy, the game was no fun. He left her conscious this time as he raped her hoping that she might put up a bit of fight during that. But nothing. Finished.

He did not think of himself as an evil man. Nobody would miss her. She had only been here a bit over two months now. From the shelves he pulled a jar of peanut butter and some bread. He also gave her a package of cookies and a six pack of root beer.

“Enjoy yourself. Don’t worry, it will all be over soon.”

He left the room.

Tears slowly trickled down her cheeks, but she didn’t even have enough energy left to really cry.


Digging for Dirt

Deputy Chief Nancy Hagger was efficient. While the Commissioner had headed home, she stuck around the offices to catch up on work. The crime rate had steadily climbed since she had joined the department and that offended her on a deeply personal level.

After reviewing a few reports and making notes suggesting possible ideas for investigators on various cases to consider, she glanced at her note pad.

Chad Thales. She wondered why the Commissioner might be interested in Chad. The comment about the mayor possibility being a faggot had bothered her but she wasn’t sure how to take it. Was it meant as an idle slur or something more?

She began digging and it didn’t take long to begin finding stuff.

Chad had been a student at State the same time as the mayor. There were actually several articles. Chad had been a “water boy” for the team’s football team. There were what appeared to be copies of yearbook pictures that showed a thin man with delicate features. She was hardened by what she saw each day with this job, but as she read the story, it was gut wrenching.

Chad had been raped by a football player. The earlier stories did not name either Chad or the rapist, but the later ones named both. The rapist had been named Sheldon Lomberg III, also called Trey. The third? She knew junior had followed in his father’s footsteps as mayor, but she had not heard of him having any son other than the last mayor, Theodore Lomberg. Pictures showed Sheldon the third at events with his father Sheldon junior. The family resemblance was unmistakable. Apparently all the Lomberg men were graced with that arrogant scowl that made them look like the world was constantly inconveniencing them. The previous mayor had also shared that trait.

Nancy dug on.

Sheldon the third had been arrested, released on bail, and scheduled for trial. One evening he had gotten drunk and parked his car on the tracks at a railroad crossing. None of the stories called it a suicide, but Nancy had been around long enough to read between the lines of the police spokesman’s statement.

She picked up her cellphone and sent a text to the Chief. Who knew if he was awake or not?

“LOOKING INTO CHAD THALES AFFAIR. DON’T SEE LINK TO MAYOR. ANYTHING SPECIFIC I SHOULD LOOK FOR?”

She printed off one of the pictures of Chad. So far as she could tell, he had disappeared after Sheldon the third’s death. She leaned back in her chair to think a bit.

The sudden ring of her cellphone startled her.

“Chief?” she answered in surprise.

His speech was a bit slurred. He had probably been drinking.

“That son of a bitch Chad drove old man Lomberg’s son Trey to kill himself.”

“The train wreck?” Nancy asked.

“Hell yeah. The old man was pissed. I was a rookie back then, but the chief sent three of us down to the university to look for Chad. You know.”

Shit. Nancy could guess. The Lomberg family had ties to the mob and a reputation for a corrupt police department that they used like private enforcers at times. She did not like the direction this was going, but she needed to dig.

“I can see why he’d be upset and want Chad to get a thrashing,” she said.

“Thrashing hell. We were going to bury the bastard. But he took a powder. Ha! Everyone knew he was a fag. Take a powder. That’s kind of funny. Anyway, he was probably asking for it. Shouldn’t have messed up the old man’s son’s life.”

Asking for it? Nancy’s blood boiled. Rape was rape. Saying that a man had asked for it because he was gay was no better than saying a woman had asked for it by dressing nice.

“Never could find the asshole. I went to New York because there was some money wired to the gay boy’s mother from there. Then there was some more from Las Angles. That’s the same path our illustrious new mayor traveled. I was thinking maybe some plastic surgery or something had changed Chad the fag into Sam the businessman.”

Nancy could answer that one. “Definitely not. There is no track of Chad after the incident, but Sam Maxwell was around and even on the football team with both Trey and Chad the water boy.”

She heard what sounded like the Commissioner taking a slug from a bottle.

“No plastic surgery magically changed our fag boy into the mayor then, huh? Well, it was worth checking out. I’m sure Teddy would have loved to spill that story about the man he lost the election to. The new mayor being a fag and all.”

She let the Commissioner talk on for a while. He had to be close to passing out and thankfully he hung up about five minutes later.

She grabbed a newspaper that showed the new mayor on the podium giving his speech after the election had been won. Looking between him and Chad, there was just no way. Thank goodness. She respected Mayor Maxwell and wouldn’t want him getting toasted by good old Teddy the looser.

She was about to set the paper and the picture down when something caught her eye.

Holy shit.

She started digging again. An hour later she stood up and paced her office.

The mayor did have a secret, it just wasn’t at all what the Commissioner was thinking. And she was guessing she was probably one of a very few people in the world to know that secret.

What the hell was she going to do now?

First, she did have an errand she need to run. She grabbed her keys and headed towards the parking lot.


Back Tracking

Even before Tissy had tortured the punk they had captured into talking, Yvette had been working on his cell phone. There had been a call received just a few minutes before the attack on Deputy Chief Hagger. The number belonged to a disposable, pre-paid phone. Normally these were untraceable, but sometimes there were ways to find links.

Each device had what was called a MAC address. This was a unique number that identified it and only it. In theory, no two devices were supposed to have the same MAC address.

That gave her a starting point.

If the phone had been connected to a WiFi network, the network would have seen the phone’s MAC address. Usually this information was gone in a few hours. Yvette decided that the best approach would be to troll the millions of devices providing WiFi hotspots and home networks around the city to see if she could find the MAC address she was interested in being used on one of them. It was an incredibly long shot, but it was something.

In a half hour she had hacked into various computers around the country and turned them loose to do this work.

She also knew that some phones could make calls over WiFi networks instead of the cellular networks and tried digging into various the logs she could access for various cellular phone operators. About an hour into this, she found something.

"Bingo," she exclaimed. 

Yvette had been dozing lightly on a sofa in the office of the old warehouse that Yvette was working in, but when she heard the tone of excitement in Yvette’s voice she snapped awake.

"What now babe?" she asked.

“I have an IP address that the phone used when making a call one time a few weeks ago.”

“What does that do for us in plain English?”

“This IP address is a number that it looks like would belong to someone’s cable modem. That’s kind of like a street address. Now I just need to figure out whose home it belonged to when the call was made.”

Yvette went back to work at the keyboard. 

An hour later there was another exclamation. "Oh shit."

Yvette sense something different in the tone this time. “What now?”

“You know I said I was looking for whose home the address belonged to?”

“Yeah. So?”

“Want to see whose home it ties to?”

Tissy stood up and walked to the desk. Looking over Yvette’s shoulder, she saw a name and address on the screen. “Oh shit,” she said.



In less than an hour, Yvette was into the home router she had linked the phone to. It was nearly 3 am in the morning, but she was on a scent.

She was able to find two computers and a tablet on the network, but there were also other devices connected that took more work to decipher. She started a script that would try to crack the passwords for those devices and started investigating the other.

A few minutes later she muttered to herself, “Cameras?”

Tissy was watching the progress now. “Huh?” she asked.

“I think there are surveillance cameras connected to the network. Seven of them.”

In a few more minutes she was able to display video from various locations around a darkened home.

“But what the hell are those?” Yvette asked herself.

“What’s up?” Tissy asked.

“There are four devices I can't get into yet. They seem to be streaming something. They look like maybe cameras with some type of heavy encryption.”

She noticed that the passwords had been cracked. Two used the password “drowssap”. The arrogant bastard had just used the word password spelled backwards.

The other computer used the password HARD2play.

Interesting. Maybe he also used that as an encryption key for the four remaining cameras. 

She tried and one by one, images from the four cameras popped onto the screen.

She squinted. 

“Oh my god,” said Yvette.

Tissy was looking over her shoulders now. 

On the screen were images from a dimly lit room. Two showed the room itself. To one side was an iron cage. There was a figure in the cage and the other two cameras provided a better view. 

Inside the gaunt figure of a woman was huddled and staring aimlessly. 

“Oh my god,” echoed Tissy.



During some of the hacking, Yvette had come across the Deputy Chief’s personal cell phone number.

Tissy took a prepaid cell phone and left the building after Yvette had uploaded a single shot of the girl in the cage into it.

The sun was beginning to come up as she hopped in one of the cars they now had. The phone might be untraceable in terms of who owned it, but someone with the right resources could figure out roughly where a call was being made from. Being in motion prevented this.

She dialed the number and the deputy chief answered on the third ring with a groggy hello.

“Good morning Nancy. This is one of your new best friends from the other night.”

“Who the hell are you?” Nancy asked. 

“Let's talk about what I've found first.”

Nancy paused, “Okay, what did you find?”

“The punk who jumped you admitted he got a call warning him you were watching the house. Who all knew you were there?”

Nancy hesitated. Nobody. Well, nobody except the Chief. She had texted him telling him that she was going to watch the place for a while and might be a bit late getting in the next morning. Only the chief had known.

Her thoughts were interrupted.

“I hear the gears turning. You might be thinking your boss, the chief? If you are a bit concerned by that, let me tell you enough to make you damn worried. We have the punk’s telephone and the text he received warning him there was a cop watching the apartment came. You might be flattered, the text said there was a ‘fucking hot bitch cop’ watching and suggesting they might have a little fun.”

Nancy’s stomach churned as Tissy continued.

“The text from a pre-paid phone. Untraceable in theory. The only thing is that it happened to connect to a WiFi hotspot at one point. One of my friends did some of her magic. The hot spot is on your boss’s home. How cool is that?”

Damn, thought Nancy. This was bad. Really bad.

As if she could read Nancy’s mind, Tissy continued.

“It gets worse sweetie. My friend got into the home router. There are a couple of computers and a couple of surveillance cameras. There was also some weird shit. Eventually she figured out that they were encrypted video cameras. Is it safe to send a picture to your phone? Trust me, you don’t want any traces of this on anything that someone might search later.”

“It’s my private phone. It’s safe.”

“Hang on a second.” Tissy pushed a few buttons and sent the captured image that she had. “It’s on it is on its way.”

There was a pause.

“Oh my god,” said Nancy.

“I know,” said Tissy. “The thing is that there are four cameras all in that same room and all streaming video. All of it is coming from the chief’s house. There may be a few other explanations, but the obvious one is that he’s holding that girl somewhere in the house.”

Nancy thought back to a dinner party the chief had hosted a few months back.

“I’ve been in the house. Not everywhere, but around enough that it seems like this would be hard to hide anyplace other than maybe the basement.”

“The walls look like concrete. A basement room would make sense.”

“I’ll get a team and go in.”

“No,” Tissy said. “Think about it. You know and we know. You start preparing to go in and you don’t know who you can trust and who you can’t. He’s smart enough to have a plan and it probably involves getting rid of her. He isn’t going to leave someone behind who can testify. Kinky sex he might be able to explain away if there isn’t a witness left to say it wasn’t at least somewhat consensual.”

“So what am I supposed to do? Trust you and your gang?”

“Yes. We get her out, quick and quiet. Then we take him.”

“And do what? Act as judge and jury and kill him?”

“I suspect that girl wasn’t going to get either a judge or a jury if he had anything to do with it. But we won’t kill him. We may rough him up a bit. But we will figure out a way to put a bow on it and hand it to you. We won’t taint the evidence if we can help it.”

“Why the hell should I trust you?”

“Because you and I want the same thing right now. First, we both want that girl out of there alive. Second, we both want the chief stopped. With a setup like that, you can bet she isn’t the first. You know how many young runaways just disappear each year? I’m thinking your chief might have something to do with a few of those.”

Nancy thought. “So what are you suggesting?”

“We get her out now. We bait a trap for him. You text me when he leaves the office. Then you just pretend you don’t know a thing other than what I tell you over the phone when I call you after that. First we’ll get you some evidence so you can start putting things together on your end. It looks like a warehouse or something. There’s no reason for you to think it’s his basement at first. An hour later, I call a second time and tell you exactly where he’s at. You sweep in, arrest him, and then you’ll probably have to drag him off to the hospital for a while before you toss his sorry ass in jail.”

Nancy grinned. “Why the hell do I trust you?”

“Because I’m cute? Actually probably for the same reason I trust you sweetheart. Give me your office phone number and text me on this number when he leaves for home. Also, I’ll text you once the girl is out and safe.”

The connection was gone.

Nancy’s thoughts were grim. She quickly got dressed and headed to the office. She began planning her day in anticipation of a very intense evening.


Raid

There was more news by the time Tissy made it back to building. Yvette had managed to get into the computers themselves.

Tissy was tough. She had seen bad things happen to a lot of people over the years. She had even done her fair share of bad things to bad people. But those were different places and different circumstances.

For Tissy, watching the “trophy” video’s the chief kept on the one computer was gut wrenching. He had killed them. Dozens of them. And he had kept the videos carefully stored off in folders that included the missing person watch sheets and posters that desperate parents had put together in hopes of finding each victim. Young, innocent girls whose life had no meaning to him except to feed his repugnant, demonic appetite.

They also found other videos. These included visits from the previous mayor. They couldn’t link him to any of the murders, but the videos put him there raping at least a few of these young girls. There were a few other men that Tissy didn’t recognize and the names on the files meant nothing to her. She was sure they were all movers and shakers the police chief had wanted to keep some dirt on in case he needed leverage.

Tissy made one more call to Deputy Chief Hagger later that afternoon.

“I was going to text, but there’s something you need to know. This is going to get bad. Real bad. He killed at least some girls. We have videos he’d kept as trophies. They even go back to some that look like they were originally video tapes from ten or more years ago.”

“Also, your previous mayor and a number of other guys apparently visited at times over the years to make some whoopy. Nothing ties them to the killings, but Lomberg and a dozen other men knew those girls were captive there.”

“Give me a few more hours. You have my word, we aren’t going to take him out. But we are going to take him, Lomberg, and the others down. And we are going to do it in a very public way.”

Nancy feel physically ill. She had worked with this man and never had a clue of what was going on. How many girls had died since she’d started this job?

Tissy had led people and she could guess what Nancy was thinking.

“It’s nobody’s fault to his and the bastards who looked the other way. You’re a good cop Nancy. You could have put someone out there to watch that apartment the night we met, but you did it yourself. You step up and you do your best. We do our best too. Neither of our best will bring any of those girls back, but it damn sure will bring them justice. Us working together. We can do that for them.”

Tissy paused.

“Are you okay?”

Nancy sighed. “Not really. But I’m with you on this one.”

“Thanks,” Tissy said and then the phone went dead again.



At least, thought Tissy, the weather was cooperating. By cooperating she meant it was overcast and drizzling.

Yolanda was in the van with a laptop computer as Tissy and Diana climbed out. Yolanda would take control of the home router. She could then steam still shots to make it look like nothing had changed. There would be a gap in any recordings on the computers inside, but that was fine.

The two women huddled together as they walked the last hundred feet to the chief's home.

"You sure you're okay with the plan?" Tissy asked Diana.

There was no doubt that Diana had the worst part of this plan. She just shrugged.

"Somebody has to do it."

Tissy reached out and gave Diana's hand a quick squeeze.

Tissy pressed the small button on the headset she wore.

"Go..."

In the van Diana quickly typed away.

"Shield down," she joked as the home data system was disabled.

Tissy and Diana walked quickly to the front door of the chief's house. Tissy pulled out a pick set and had the door unlocked in less than thirty seconds.

They both kicked off their shoes and padded quietly towards the kitchen in their socks. Deputy Chief Hagger had given a brief rundown on the layout of the home. Diana took a small bag she was carrying and hid it behind a large potted plant in one corner.

There was another locked door here in the corner of the kitchen. Tissy quickly opened this one with the picks. She flipped a light switch and led the way down to the basement.

There was only one wall that could be fake if the entire basement was under the house. The trail of footprints that led straight to that wall would have given things away anyway.

"Careless bastard," Tissy muttered to herself.

She and Diana quickly scanned the fake wall. Fingerprint smudges gave this away also and in seconds the hidden door swung open.

The stench was nearly overwhelming. The scents of human waste, sweat, and fear were heavy in the air.

"Pamela Stein?" Whispered Tissy. The barely visible figure that huddled in the corner looked up. Both Tissy and Diana were shocked. Even the video had not prepared them for the girl's condition.

"We're getting you out of here," Tissy said as she stepped forward and started work on the cages padlock.

While she was doing this, Diana striped. Tissy fixed the lock so it would close and stay shut with friction from a shim, but could be opened with nothing more than a tug.

The girl was quiet and passive as Tissy brought her out of the cage. With Diana's help, she was able to dress the girl in the clothing Diana had shed.

Diana studied the girl for a moment.

"I should be okay unless he's really paying attention."

Tissy nodded and Diana entered the cage and huddled in the back corner. Diana wore only a pair of flesh colored gloves. No doubt there would be tons of everyone's DNA, but that was not as easily ran to ground as sets of fingerprints could be.

"Good hunting," Tissy said. Diana gave a quick thumbs up.

Tissy took Pamela by the hand and guided her out. The hand felt so limp, frail, and helpless. Tissy choked back anger. There was a job to do.

The concealed door was carefully closed, the basement light was flipped off, and the basement door locked.

Tissy helped the girl pull on the canvas sneakers Diana had worn earlier. Then the pair slipped out into the falling drizzle. The girl was crying, but she probably never expected to leave that hidden room alive.

Tissy helped Pamela into the van

"Shields up," said Yolonda. The homes network was operating normally again. They could watch Diana on a screen that received the video, but Diana was largely on her own for a bit.

The van pulled away taking Pamela to safety.



Nancy felt her phone buzz and quickly looked at the text.

“MADE EXCHANGE. PACKAGE FRAGILE BUT NOT BROKEN.”

Tissy had not shared details of the plan, but Nancy assumed that this meant the girl was out and decoy was there in her place.

She felt a sense of relief, but she knew she wouldn’t really be able to let this go until this evenings activities were over.



Yvette tried to talk like she thought someone from Kansas would.

"Thank you for taking my call chief. I'm Chief Deputy Suzette Warner with the Labette County Sherriff’s Office in Kansas."

The chief had his speaker phone on and smiled condescendingly across the desk at Nancy and shrugged.

"My secretary said something about a missing person investigation."

“Yes sir and it is a strange one. One Pamela Stein ran away from home about ten years ago. Occasional contact with her mother by phone or letter until the last few months. Then yesterday her mother received a curious thing. It was an envelope addressed to her and post marked Chicago. Inside was a candy wrapper. There was writing, not with a pen or pencil. More just groves to make a message.”

The chief tried to stay calm, but inside he felt like he had been kicked in the stomach. How had that little bitch been able to get a message out?

Nancy noticed the strained look on his face. She had never doubted Tissy’s assessment, but it was clear that he was shaken. Nance was absolutely certain just from the way he began to act.

In a different tone as he asked, “What did the message say? I hope it was that she was okay or something.”

“Well, it is a bit cryptic. It says "Need Help" and then has her mama's address on it. We lifted some prints. A few partials belong to her, but there are others. Right now we are working with the assumption that someone found the wrapper and took it serious. They probably copied the address and slapped a stamp on the envelop.”

“I know that as the chief of a big department, you probably aren’t involved in all the day to day stuff, but if you can tell me who in your department I might be able to send a copy of the case file to, we could sure use some help. We were thinking of maybe trying to make a public appeal so whoever sent it might come forward with some information on where the found it.”

The chief tried his friendly voice. “You are right about usually staying out of the day to day stuff, but this is different. I'll do whatever I can to help. Let’s hold off on any public appeal. It could just cause her problems depending on the details of the situation. Go ahead and send the case file directly to me. I’ll get some of my best people to dig a bit.”

After a few pleasantries the call ended. He gave Nancy a few quick instructions and looked at his watch.

“Someone is coming by the house to give me an estimate on some work I need done. I'm going to head out and leave things in your hands for a while.”

If Nancy had any doubts that the woman on the phone’s information had struck a home run, they were gone now.

She watched the chief leave. The next time she saw that sorry sack of shit, he’d be under arrest and publicly humiliated. She quickly texted the number from earlier.

"CHICKEN JUST FLEW COOP."



Tissy had safely tucked the girl away back at the building. Besides Diana who was in the house, Tissy and the rest of her team were setting in a van not far from the chief’s house.

Tissy had concerns. She didn’t like to be so dependent on people she barely knew. Even though she found herself liking and trusting the deputy chief, she was still a bit of an unknown quantity.

She felt a bit better when, shortly after the fake call to the chief, she received the text from Nancy saying the chicken had flown the coop. She assumed that meant the chief was on his way home.

Tissy and Yolanda were in dark fatigues and armed. When things started happening, Tissy anticipated four likely scenarios.

The first was the deputy chief swooping in with a bunch of cops. There was not much they could do in that case except take their lumps. She wasn’t going to get into a gun fight with the cops, even if she thought she could win.

The second scenario was that when things started to go down, someone the chief had dirt on would see the video and recognized where it was coming from. Some very powerful men were involved. She had little doubt that if that happened she and her team would quickly be facing adversaries that were well equipped and well trained operatives sent to destroy any evidence. That evidence would include any of the human nature also.

The third scenario was that someone in the department was as big of a computer geek as Yvette and managed to figure out what was going on and where it was coming from. Her money was on Yvette with that one.

The final scenario was that things went as planned. With Nancy’s text, she now gave that better than even odds.

Her big concern was for Diana’s safety. Tissy had no doubt Diana would be able to handle the situation if things went as planned, but there was a lot of distance and potential barriers between her and the team if she ended up needing help. But Diana knew these risks and had accepted them. Seeing the young captive earlier had made this personal to both of them.

The police chief’s car was coming down the street.

Yvette pressed a key on her computer and it dialed the deputy chief’s office number.

“Deputy Chief Hagger,” came the answer on the second ring.

A synthesized voice from the computer said, “I think you’ve lost your chief. If you want to find him, you should look on the Internet at…”

The voice rattled off a series of four numbers that made up an Internet address. This particular address was for a server that was in the basement of a building in India. But the video they would see when they connected to it was coming straight from the chief’s house. The voice repeated the same message a second time before hanging up.

The chief had pulled into the garage now.

Yvette pressed a few more keys and similar messages went to a couple of reporters the team had selected. Tissy didn’t expect Nancy to brush it under the carpet, but also wanted to make damn sure word got out.

Yvette pointed to a counter in one window on her laptop. Several computers had already connected to the remote server and were watching the video.



In her office, Nancy typed the Internet address she had been given into her computer. It showed a room with a cage containing a huddled female figure. She hit a button on the phone and barked commands.

“I just got a call on the office phone. Trace the number and grab the audio from the archive tapes. I also have an Internet address for you.” She rattled off the four numbers she had been given. “Record everything coming from it and track down the source.”

The technical forensics section kicked into action. Normally their job started after a crime had been committed, but this time they were getting involved on the front end.

She had her secretary get ahold of the mayor and the special agent in charge of the FBI’s Chicago office.

“We are pressed for time. I don’t have much right now, but wanted you to have everything I do. Five minutes ago I received a call with a digitized voice saying something was going on with the chief. They gave me an Internet address and…”

Nancy paused, a man had entered the room on the screen.

“Shit.”

She rattled off the address for the two men on the phone.

“Something is going down.”

She punched the bottom for the speaker phone. The other two got to computers and across the city these three and several others were watching.



Nowles entered the dungeon and felt a satisfaction at seeing the girl helplessly huddled in a heap in the shadows of the cage.

He spoke while he undressed.

“It is almost over Pamela. I know you haven’t had as much fun as I have, but if it makes you feel any better I did have a lot of fun. I wish you had more spunk. You gave up easier than I expected. Although sometimes the ones with spunk are the tough ones to finish off. It can be terribly messy sometimes.”

The figure in the cage had not moved.

“I’ll make it quick and painless for you. One little prick and the shot will just make you drift off to sleep. Don’t fight it. Just let it happen. I’ll have to figure out what to do with your body when I’m done, but you don’t have to worry about that dear.”

Nowles had picked up a bull whip from a table as he talked and now he approached the cage.

“One last time and then it will all be over my little pet.”



She had no watch, but Diana was able to track time with uncanny accuracy even without one. She guessed that it was around 6 o’clock. (It was actually 5:56 pm.)

She had been in the cage for around three hours now. The stench of human waste might have sickened others. It fueled a flame of anger inside her to a white, hot intensity that she had rarely felt before. This man had sworn to protect and serve his city. Instead he was using his position of power to kidnap, torture, rape, and slaughter young girls.

She had carefully surveyed the room while making certain to look as if she was simply another victim who had abandoned hope. But she had played out exactly how things would go in her mind over and over. She had thought about the exact moves and their timing. 

When Nowles entered the room every muscle had tensed like a spring ready for action. The damn prick was enjoying his little chat so much he didn’t notice a thing.

Now he walked around the cage and she slowly moved towards the center without letting him get a clear view of her face. Her build and that of the young girl Pamela were close enough although Diana’s was lean, hard muscle. Over the last few hours she had matted her hair so it looked unkempt. If he looked carefully or with more light, he would know.

But he was too caught up in his fun…

He tried to prod her through the bars.

“My, maybe you have a little bit of feistiness left,” he joked as he laughed to himself.

He pressed against the bars trying to get the edge of the whip’s handle just a bit further so he could poke at her.

He never knew what hit him.

Diana twisted and grabbed his right arm that was in the cage. She put her weight behind it and shoved hard to the left. This cracked the bone in the upper arm but also pivoted Nowles body forcefully against the body of the cage. Diana quickly grabbed his left arm and slammed it to the right, cracking the bones in that arm as well.

With a swift move she grabbed the whip from the floor where it had dropped from his hand.

Stunned and in pain, Nowles took a step back from the cage with his broken and useless arms dangling at this side. There was not even time for him to begin understanding what had happened before Diana was against the bars of the cage.

She reached out and with a quick snap, the leather bullwhip wrapped around Nowles neck. Her free hand grabbed the other end. Holding both ends she put her entire body into leaning back. The leather across Nowles neck went taunt and then pulled him back against the bars of the cage.

His legs had went out from under him and his weight was supported entirely by the garrote-like pressure of the leather whip around his neck. Off balance and with his arms useless, he could do nothing and felt himself drift into darkness.



Mayor Maxwell, Deputy Chief Hagger, a number of other officers and a few reporters had first watched in horror as the Chief Nowles apparently was getting ready to whip and then kill the woman in the cage. Then they saw the breathtaking speed of the woman’s counter attack. A few had quietly cheered her on. Now they watched her choke the life from the chief’s body.



Diana had discipline. There was a plan and she would stick with it even though she wanted badly to extract justice from this beast.

She saw his body go limp and let go of the whip. She was quickly across the cage, tugged the lock free, and stepped out. The original plan had been for her to simply lock him in the cage and leave him for the arriving officers to find. She had decided it would be okay to embellish the plan a bit and she had come up with an alternative in her hours of waiting and seething.

There was a specially constructed item that was similar to a large sawhorse. She pulled this away from the wall and carefully positioned it. Then she went to the chief’s unconscious body. Diana was strong, but now her strength was also fueled by a righteous anger. She placed him into a head lock and drug him over to the sawhorse. She threw him over it and used the built in restraints to hold his legs spread apart. She then restrained his shattered arms so he was bent over and helpless.

There was a well manufactured machine in one corner. It was a platform with a heavy base, but wheels. She rolled it behind him and locked the wheels so that it was stabilized. It was a motor with a wheel and a shaft. She had seen similar devices, but only in pictures. It was designed to fuck a person. As the motor turned the wheel, the shaft moved back and forth.

This one had several adjustments. Diana set it for its maximum stroke which would be just under a foot of movement. In a padded compartment there were attachments of different sizes and shapes ranging from the size of a finger up to a monster that was in the shape of a clinched fist. Diana picked this one up and attached it to the shaft of the machine.

She adjusted the motor position and then adjusted the platform itself. The giant plastic fist pressed against the puckered asshole of the Chief Nowles. With one hard shove, she pressed it until it ripped open his ass and penetrated his bowels.

A howl of anguish came from Nowles.
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Diana locked the wheels so the machine would stay where it was and then quickly ran the cord to an outlet on the wall.

She pressed a switch and the force of the motor began to relentlessly shove the giant plastic fist almost a foot further into the Nowles’s bowels. Then it came back before slamming forward again.

The man screamed in pain. She adjusted a knob on the machine and it picked up speed, jackhammering Nowles exposed ass roughly once a second. Then she made for the door.



Deputy Chief Nancy Hagger had watched in shock. Slowly others were being added to the phone conversation on her speakerphone. There was utter shock and confusion.

“Where they hell do they have him held?” asked a late comer to the call.

“It’s more a question of where he had her held before she managed to escape.”

“Escape? She just attacked the police commissioner!”

“I think any jury would probably agree it was self-defense.”

The mayor’s voice took command. “Regardless, we need to find where he’s at. So we can make sure the girl is okay and that he faces justice.”

Nancy broke in, “I have our computer forensics people working on it. I just received an email. They have traced the video stream to a location in India. They are trying to track it back from there. Their initial assessment is that the original feed is coming from Wisconsin.”

The FBI man jumped on that. “Wisconsin means it is crossing state lines.”

Nancy tried to hide her dislike of the man. “Actually I think that India probably also would be an indication that it crossed state lines.”



Diana knew where the cameras in the house were. She carefully avoided them as she retrieved the bag she had hidden earlier in the kitchen. She quickly pulled on a black jump suit and a pair of shoes. There was a shoulder holster with a pistol. She strapped this on and then pulled out a dark sweater.

She opened a window and climbed out to avoid the other cameras. She made her way through the darkness. Up the street about five hundred yards she came to a van. The side door slide open and she slipped into the dark interior.

Tissy fist bumped her.

“A bit of improvising there at the end, but a damn good job.”



Yvette pushed a few buttons on her laptop. There were four video feeds on the screen and these were now being watched on nearly three dozen computers. One continued to show the relentless violation of Nowles’s ass while the other three began to play back stored video content.

There was the previous mayor. The head of the city’s largest labor union. The city’s district attorney. The president of a local university. The president of a large manufacturing company. And many, many others.

Now one changed again. Without any attempt to dull the horror, it showed Nolwes killing a young lady with repeated stabs of a knife. When that was complete, another victim was shown being strangled to death.

None of the women in the van felt any joy at what they had accomplished. So many had endured such torture and faced such violent deaths over the years.

One thing was clear, the attitude that it was okay for sexual predators to roam the streets of Chicago had started at the top with the previous mayor and the police chief.

“Let’s go,” Tissy said and the van quietly left the area.



On the expressway, another button was pushed on the laptop.

Nancy was in her office trying to moderate the conversation going on over the phone.

“Everyone hold the fuck on. I’m getting another call on my private line.”

She hit a button to put the first call on hold and answered the second one.

A mechanize voice offered some useful advice.

“You might want to see if the chief is at home.”

Nancy’s office was full. She hit the button to go back to the conference call and started yelling orders.

“Get a team together. Get to the chief’s house. Have any squad cars establish a parameter. Also get two ambulances to the area to stand by.”

She locked at a young lady named Glenda Horton from the prosecutor’s office who had been pulled in.

Nancy spoke to the phone, “Mayor, Assistant Prosecutor Horton is here with me and is watching the tapes. It is your call sir, but my recommendation would be for you placed the district attorney on administrative leave effectively immediately and pending the outcome of a thorough investigation and to make her acting district attorney.”

There was no hesitation from Mayor Maxell.

“Both the chief of police and the district attorney are on administrative leave as of now. Deputy Chief Hagger, you are acting chief of police. Prosecutor Horton, you are acting district attorney. Please do everything in your power to bring the men shown in that video to justice and conduct an investigation into these horrific scenes.”

The two women looked at each other and answered in unison, “Yes sir.”

On the line various arguments continued, but the two women sprung into actions.

“I’ll find a judge and begin getting warrants.”

“I’ll get officers out in teams to pick up everyone that can be identified from the videos.”

The two women nodded grimly and abandoned Nancy’s office to the horde of voyeurs who had invaded it.



A few hours later, Tissy’s disposable phone rang. “Hello?”

“The chief is in the hospital and under guard. We have seven other men we could identify including the district attorney under arrest. Two men we have identified seem to have fled and the FBI is cooperating in the search for them. One man, the head of a local college, committed suicide before officers could arrest him.”

Tissy sighed. “Thank you for the update.”

“We need to talk again soon. Face to face. We made a difference today. There have been a lot of days I haven’t been able to say that.”

“The radio reported you were acting police chief. I suspect the number of days you make a difference is about to noticeably increase.”

“Thank you.”

“Hey, we’re on the same team.”

This time, instead of simply hanging up, they said goodbye to each other.


Girls (and Shemale) Night Out

Chicago was in an uproar. The fact that men in positions of power had abused those positions in such horrific ways was an outrage. Protesters were in the streets over the weekend and the gangs kept a low profile. Additional men from the videos found in Nowles’s house had been identified and there were now eighteen men either arrested or with arrest warrants out for them.

On Monday, what was left of the gangs made an attempt to push back into the streets. Acting Police Chief Hagger had beefed up patrols and was able to largely keep the gangs in check except in a few areas. As she left police headquarters before dawn on Tuesday morning, a sniper located on a building two blocks away attempted to assassinate the acting chief. The bullet hit under her right shoulder and passed through the flesh on the right side of her chest before lodging in back portion of her bullet proof vest.

Later that day the mayor encouraged residents to observe a voluntary curfew for the remainder of the week so that her officers could better focus their efforts.



Tuesday night would be busy. During the day, Dr. Holly Bussy shuttled a number of her shemale vigilantes into the neighborhoods where they once lived. They were programed with a single purpose. They would seek out the members of the gang to which they had previously belonged.

Her original plan had been to use them in teams for missions, but this more permanent placement seemed to offer a better long-term solution. They would live in various rooms and apartments she had arranged. They were carefully programmed to avoid being seen. At night, they would slip out under the cover of darkness to hunt.

In each of the rooms that she had arranged, there were several weeks of food as well as “the things a girl needs” like makeup and hairspray.

They had been programed so that when supplies ran out, they would simply change their habits and take to the streets as hookers offering their bodies in exchange for money. Holly was not sure about this part. She could either resupply them or let them fall into this mode of survival. They had once been evil men and it was not the humiliation of their use that bothered her. Her only concern was whether the streets were safe or not.

She would likely keep them supplied so long as they were needed to hunt the predators of the night.

They were programmed primarily to kill. This was another change. Initially Holly had wanted to slowly grow her army of shemale zombies. Now that she had the creation process finely tuned, she knew that she could raise such an army from scratch in the span of a week if necessary.

As dark set, she had arrived in one of the more dangerous parts of town to watch her shemale soldiers in action.



Tissy and the others were pissed. After the last few weeks, the attempt on the Nancy’s life was almost as personal as the attack on Lucy as well as a direct challenge to the rule of law.

Yvette had been able to hack into the computer system used by the police department’s gangs unit. Reading through the various reports provided a wealth of information.

Rumor was the Scrubs had been behind the assignation attempt. The turf they claimed would be the girls’ hunting ground that evening.

In fatigues and wearing tactical vests, they got into the van and arrived in the area shortly after dark.



Another rumor Tissy had read about involved what the gangs described as a zombie army of chicks with dicks or shemales. There were whispers that if they captured a man, he would face the same fate—feminized, turned into a zombie, and sent to hunt his former gang mates.

Yolanda had a short barrel rifle with a night vision scope and a silencer while the others were armed with silenced pistols.

As soon as they arrived, they began to scout the area. Before long, Tissy’s attention was drawn to another van parked on the side of the street. She couldn’t be sure, but she thought there were people in it. That would be unusual. Setting in cars in gang-infested portions of town was not a safe way to casually pass the time, especially at night.

Maybe they were cops. Or maybe they were something else interesting.

Then her attention was drawn to motion. Pulling out a night scope, she studied the moving figures. They were young men looking for trouble. If the reports on the gang department’s server were right, this was about the entire remnants of the hard core members of the gang. Many who had joined out of fear or simply for perceived prestige had fled the city.

Suddenly she saw gestures and movements. Looking in the direction they were moving, Tissy was shocked. Four women with huge tits, big hair, and tight dresses were strutting up the street. What the shit where they thinking?

Unless… Where these the fucking shemale zombies in real life? She hadn’t believed the reports she had read, writing it off to some type of twisted urban rumor. But now she seemed to be looking at exactly that.

The pack of men began to whistle and shout as they approached the ladies.

“Yolanda,” Tissy said. “They may be friendlies. Keep eyes on the guys.”

Yolanda nodded and settled into position behind a car. She carefully watched the situation through the nightvision scope of her rifle.

“Any preference?” she asked.

“It’s up to you. Feel free to shoot to kill.”

At this distance and with the short barrel, that would make Yolanda’s job a bit easier. Hitting center of mass in the chest would be simple work for her. Trying something like a trick shot to a leg or arm would be iffy.

The women had turned to face the approaching men.

Although they were unable to see it from a distance, one of the gang members recognized a facial tattoo on one of the women.

“It’s more of those fucking shemale bitches!” he screamed as he began to draw a gun from the waist of his pants.

Before he could even begin to tug the gun out for use, Tissy head the noise of an empty thud and a metallic scratch. At almost the same instant, the man dropped with a bullet through his chest from Yolanda’s gun.

One other began to draw a gun and quickly met the same fate. Yolanda’s shots had both been perfect hits and instant kills.

Then the women from the street were in the middle of things. They had knives in their hands and went in slicing. The remaining men quickly fell before them.

“Did that one just cut off that guy’s dick and stuff it down his throat?” Yolanda asked as she watched through her scope.

“I think so,” said Tissy.

“Cool,” said Yolanda, although Tissy suspected Yolanda found that just as strange as she had.

As the fight continued, Tissy looked at the van she had noticed earlier. The driver’s window was down now. Tissy slipped away and towards the van. She silently drew up alongside. Then she stopped in a shock of recognition.

“Dr. Bassy. Fancy meeting you here.”



Holly was surprise. In a reflex she grabbed her pistol first and looked second.

“One of Lucy’s friends, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes. Just out getting a bit of fresh air.”

Lucy looked at the lady’s dark fatigues and tactical vest.

“Looks like you might be out hunting,” Holly observed dryly.

“I like the personal touch when it comes to hunting. I am assuming you prefer to use a pack of trained animals for your hunting? Different strokes for different folks as they say.”

Holly nodded and asked, “Are we good?”

“I think so. It might be good to coordinate a bit in the future.”

A woman on the other side of Holly leaned forward and looked out of the window of the van at Tissy.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m Filly.”

“Nice to meet you,” Tissy said. “I’m Christy, but most people call me Tissy.”

“I’m actually Felicia, but Holly calls me Filly,” said the woman with a childish giggle.

Holly looked at Tissy. “So I think my hunting is over for the evening. I appreciate your help. If you are done for the evening, maybe we should talk a bit.”

Tissy nodded.



To their surprise, they found that the buildings they occupied were only separated by a welding shop and a vacant lot circled by tall, chainlink fence. Who would have guessed that the two groups that were ridding the city of the scourge of the gangs would be so close by chance?

Holly gave them a tour of her facility. Tissy felt a growing respect for the time and effort the woman had invested as she saw the rows of hanging cages. They were vacant now and Holly explained her new plan to put her army out in the neighborhoods.

As they entered the building Tissy and her team had used, the first things Tissy showed Holly was the man they had captured during their first hunt.

The man was only semi-consious but he looked at Filly.

“Horse?” he said in a barely audible voice.

“I’m Filly,” said the girl with a smile.

Holly caught Tissy’s look of curiosity.

“It would not be HARD to go to GREAT LENGTHS to explain why she was a special project. Filly, would you like to show our new friends your lovely body?”

Filly nodded eagerly. She wiggled out of the short, tight dress she had been wearing and kicked off her high heels. Underneath were panties and a bra. Although Tissy and the girl’s eyes were first drawn to the crotch of the panties, Filly pulled off her bra.

“Do you like them?” she asked. “Holly bought me the best ones the doctor had.”

Filly wiggled her hips and her large, firm breasts jiggled in response.

Then she peeled off her panties.

“Holy fucking shit,” whispered Tissy. “That damn thing is a weapon itself.”

Filly modeled her large cock. “It took a long time to fit it all the way into Holly.”

Holly added, “But we sure as hell had fun the whole time we were working up to it.”

Tissy pointed to the man lashed to the pole. “This piece of shit doesn’t have much of a cock. Do you think you could just do the cheap and cheerful type of feminization on him and send him out on the streets?”

The man let out a whimper and fainted as Holly nodded.

“I really never had a serious boyfriend or any serious relationships,” Holly told Tissy. “I always just kind of focused on my work. Filly has been good for me.”

Tissy studied Holly and stepped closer. “Just between us, men are kind of overrated. I think the girls would agree with me, if you know what I mean.”

She wrapped her arms around the doctor and kissed her deeply.

“If you don’t mind sharing, why don’t you let us get to know you and Filly better?”

Holly nodded. “I’d like that.”



Like her name, Filly was an animal in bed. Naked bodies littered the room where the girls bunked. Right now Filly was working on Yolanda.

“I almost have it all the way in,” Filly said excitedly. 

Yolanda was unable to speak as she hit her fourth orgasm since Filly finished with Yvette and started on her an hour before. Filly’s ability to pump a massive load of cum during an orgasm and then be ready to go again a few minutes later was incredible.

Tissy and Holly were locked together, each eating the other’s cunt. Behind Holly, Diana had spread her ass cheeks and was eagerly rimming the entrance to her tightly puckered turd tunnel. Holly was making up for lost time when it came to sexual exploration.

Meanwhile, Yvette had recovered enough to straddle Yolanda’s face while Filly began to plow Yolanda’s well stretched pussy.

“Eat that last load Filly dumped out of my cunt honey,” Yvette said and Yolanda eagerly began to comply.

Later Tissy took her turn with Filly. She spread her legs and watched as the shaft slipped into her. The other girls were cheering her on and to everyone’s shock Filly was able to gently slide the entire length into Tissy without having to work at it.

“She took the whole fucking thing,” Diana said in awe.

After a few minutes of watching, the three other girls all ganged up on Holly. Diana straddled her face, Yolanda began rimming her, and Yvette happily lapped away at her pussy. Holly’s body was in spasms as she reached orgasm after orgasm.

Later they all collapsed.

“Oh god,” said Holly in a quiet voice. “Why did I wait so long to try all these wonderful things?”

Tissy hugged her and kissed her neck.

“You have been very selfless and helping a lot of women who need your help.”

Their eyes met and Tissy added jokingly, “And we’ll help you make up for lost time now.”

Holly giggled and held Tissy tight and told her, “I’d like that.”


Visitors

The next morning, the entire gang showed up together at the hospital. While Holly went to make her rounds, the girls and Filly went to visit Lucy.

Tissy was in the lead as they entered the room she drew up quickly to a stop. There was now a second patient sharing the room with Lucy.

“Hello,” said Acting Police Chief Diana Means from the other bed.

Tissy paused and studied the woman’s face. “Hello.”

“I had some time to do some thinking while I was laid up here. A couple of pieces seemed to click into place. We happened to cross paths around the apartment where Lucy here was attacked. From there, I made a few leaps of logic. I got myself moved in here for some company. Since then, Lucy and I have been exchanging war stories about what it’s like to be around you guys.”

Tissy looked at Lucy and Lucy said, “She’s okay.”

The team had long learned to trust each other. If Lucy was comfortable with the situation, Tissy and the others trusted her judgement.

Diana cleared her throat. “I understand that pretty much the last of the Scrubs were taken out yesterday evening. Two with bullets to the chest and four with knives.”

She was looking at Filly now. “And I believe we may have met once a few years ago.”

Filly looked blankly, “I don’t remember much from that long ago.”

“The tattoo on your shoulder with the horse and the flowing mane is memorable. I grew up around horses.”

Now Filly smile, “I like horses. My name is Filly.”

Diana looked at Tissy. “So are the so-called shemale zombies yours also? Lucy hadn’t mentioned that part of things.”

A voice from the door answered, “No, they are mine.”

Dr. Holly Bassy stepped into the room and quietly closed the door behind her.

Tissy looked at Diana. “Believe it or not, I think pretty much the whole gang is here together.”


Fresh Leadership

Nancy waited nervously in the reception area of the mayor’s office. After a few minutes the door opened and Mayor Maxwell ushered her into his office.

“What a mess,” the mayor said. “I think we finally are getting it all back under control thanks in a large part to your work.”

“Thank you sir. We are still piecing parts together. Exactly who was involved in outing the chief is not clear. The server in India wiped itself clean about an hour after the incident. There are no traces of tampering on the computers inside the chief’s house. Nobody seems to have seen anything.”

“I wonder what happened to the girl from the basement?” he said and Diana noticed a genuine concern in his voice.

“There were some rumors sir. I don’t feel comfortable reporting them in any kind of official capacity. But I have heard that she has called her mother since the incident, although her mother refuses to confirm it. It seems likely she may be avoiding men and remaining in the company of other women right now.”

“Lesbians?” asked the mayor. Then he blushed. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have asked that and I don’t want you to think badly of me. I am not one to judge. I hope she’s with others who can care for her and help her.”

Diana nodded. Thinking about what she knew, she was pretty sure the mayor was sincere in saying he didn’t mean to judge anyone.

“Let’s get to why I wanted to see you,” the mayor said and he pushed a piece of paper across the desk towards her.

“You are officially Acting Police Chief as of today. That formalizes the emergency declaration I initially made verbally. There will be a hiring board put together because it is required, but I intend to use all of my power and influence to make the appointment permanent and get rid of that pesky ‘acting’ part of the title just as quickly as possible.”

Diana nodded and looked at the paper.

“Sir, I am honored and I will do my best. But there are two things I think you need to know before I accept this.”

He looked at her intently.

“The easy one first. Just now you mentioned lesbians. Most of my life I have thought of myself as being bisexual and I’ve been in relationships with both men and women through the years. And the reality is that I was much more focused on my job than any of those relationships. But I recently met a woman that I have grown very close to. I wouldn’t want you to be blindsided by a headline that says, ‘New Police Chief is a Lesbian’.”

The mayor smile. “I am honestly sorry about what I said earlier and that doesn’t change anything in my option. I don’t give a damn about the headlines and your personal life is your personal life. So what’s the second thing?”

“That one is a bit more difficult. It’s about you.”

“Just after your election, former Chief Nowles asked me to look into something. He noticed that some of the things in your life lined up in time and location with things related to someone he had been looking for. A young man named Chad Thales.”

She saw the look on the mayor’s face and her heart hurt for him.

“Nowles had been sent by former mayor Sheldon Lomberg, Jr., to find the young man and extract what they considered justice. Nowles was drunk when he mentioned it and I don’t know all of the details, but it was clearly a horrible and awful thing. The intent was to drive the young man to suicide or for him to have an ‘accident’ out of vengeance for the suicide of Trey Sheldon.”

“He thought maybe you were Chad. He thought maybe you had plastic surgery at some point to change your appearance.”

The mayor started to say something and Diana held her hand up.

“Please hear me out…”

“I know you aren’t Chad. And I never told Nowles, but I did figure out what had happened to Chad. I want you to know that I know. I also want you to know that I will never say a word. I wanted to tell you now because it might come across as trying to be manipulative if I had to tell you at some point down the road. I also will not hold it against you if it makes you reconsider my suitability to become chief. I enjoy my job and am happy being deputy chief if that is where I can best serve. Or, if you think it is better, I can leave and find a job someplace else. Given the events of the last few weeks that would be entirely understandable.”

The mayor eyed her quietly for a full minute.

“Chad is gone now,” he said in a whisper. “I hadn’t even thought of Chad in years.”

“Yes sir, he is gone. And I don’t think that anyone other than Nowles would have even thought of looking for him at this point.”

The mayor stood up and so did Diana.

He stretched his hand out and shook her hand.

“With both things you shared, I am even more confident that I have made the right decision chief.”

“Thank you sir.”

“Would you do me the honor of joining Ellen and me for dinner some evening? Maybe you could bring this person you’ve met. She must be very special.”

“I’d like that sir. It’s a date.”

The two smiled at each other and said their goodbyes.


Flash Back

Stepping back in time to decades earlier at State college…

It had been a busy day for young Sam Maxwell, but he still made it to the gym for a workout late that evening. As he walked in, Trey Lomberg walked quickly past with a smug grin and an arrogant strut.

"Free blow jobs down by the trainer’s room if you are okay with sloppy seconds."

Sam had just shook his head. What a prick. If it wasn't for his family's political ties, Trey certainly would not have made the football team and probably wouldn't even have been able to get accepted to the college. 

Sam started towards the weight room, but curiosity got the best of him. He turned towards the trainer's area. As he turned the corner, he saw a chair propped against the door to one of the treatment rooms.

What the hell was that about?

He was about to turn away when he heard what sounded like the whimper of a wounded animal. Sam walked towards the room, moved the chair, and slowly opened the door.

Instantly Sam was hit with the powerful scent of the analgesic cream the trainers used to sooth and treat sore muscles. The room was about 10 feet square and in addition to a few pieces of trainer’s equipment, there was someone naked and huddled against in the far corner.

"Hey," Sam said.

Slowly the figure turned. Sam barely recognized Chad, one of the team’s water boys. Mucus poured from his nose and tears from his eyes. He didn't even try to stand, but began to crawl towards Sam. On the floor was a pile made up of feces, blood, and muscle cream. Nearby were several discarded tubes that had once held the muscle cream.

"Oh my god," Sam gasped. "Did he... Inside your..." Sam's mind could not even wrap itself around what he was trying to ask but Chad's nod was enough. 

Sam had helped Chad up off the floor and helped him towards the larger training area. A mixture that seemed to be as much blood as muscle cream seeped from Thad's ass. Sam started the shower that was in one corner and got Chad beneath the stream of water. He struggled with what else he could do when he noticed the coiled hose a few feet away.

Chad was back on his hands and knees in the shower when Sam approached with the running hose.

Their eyes met.

Sam asked, "Maybe use it like an enema?"

He saw a grateful look in Chad's eyes as he nodded.

Sam guided the hose close and then Chad's shaking hand had inserted it into his raw and painful rectum. In less than half a minute it had filled Chad's bowels and began flooding out. The stream of water was colored a bloody red.

Chad collapsed in the corner of the shower holding the hose in place. 

"I'm going to call an ambulance," Sam said.

Chad spoke for the first time. "No! Please, no."

The young man continued to shake and cry.

"Give me a few minutes. Please."

Sam nodded. He went to the other side of the room and set on a bench. There was no doubt that Trey was a royal prick, but this was beyond belief. 

A half hour later the water was still cleansing and cooling Chad's bowels. He struggled to stand and Sam went to help.

Chad looked at Sam. “I'm still bleeding. I think I need help.”

“I can call an ambulance or I can drive you to the school infirmary,” Sam offered.

“The infirmary, please,” Chad had asked. Sam grabbed a blanket and as many towels as he could carry. Wrapped in the blanket and using a towel to try to catch the still seeping blood, Chad had made it to the car.

“Trey did this?” Sam asked.

Chad nodded.

As they pulled up to the infirmary, Sam had started to get out so he could help Chad walk to the building.

“No!”

Sam stopped and looked at Chad.

“I don’t know how I'm going to explain this or what's going to happen. You've help me so much. I don’t want to drag you into anything worse.”

Sam wasn't sure what Chad meant, but respected his request. Sam felt a boiling anger watching the young man shuffle to the door of the infirmity wrapped in a blanket and holding a bloody towel.

The rumor was that Chad was gay, but that didn't give one the right to treat the young man any different than anyone else.



The chief of the campus police was retiring at the end of this semester. Candidly, he wasn't taking any crap from anyone at this point.

When the infirmity had called saying they thought there might be an issue, he had driven over. They were waiting for an ambulance when the chief showed up. The boy's claim of an accident was patently a lie. You didn’t accidently get enough caustic chemical in your bowel to cause the bleeding and blistering that they young man had. 

The chief had recognized the towels and blanket as coming from the athletic department. When he checked things out in the gym, the pieces pretty much told the story. 

When confronted with this at the hospital, Chad had admitted that Trey had asked him for a blow job and had then became enraged when Thad said no. Trey had raped and sodemized Chad. Then he had "punished" Chad using the muscle cream.

Trey was arrested the next morning. Within two hours he was out on bail and surrounded by attorneys. The chief really didn't give a damn.



The Saturday before the start of the trial, Trey got drunk. His attorneys had tried to position things as a college prank gone bad. They implied that Trey was taking the rap for other members of the football team who had actually attacked the young man. But the previous morning his attorneys had told him the prosecution had surveillance video from a security camera and fingerprints from the handle of the drawer where the cream had been stored. There was little doubt that they could pin things on Trey alone.

There was the offer of reduced charges if Trey agreed to plead guilty. Otherwise the prosecution would move forward aggressively with the case. 

Trey had called his dad for advice only to get berated; not for what he had done, but for getting caught at it. Lomberg’s had done all kinds of crap for decades and never had a thing come back to roost. Now, because of his negligence in leaving a trail of evidence for the prosecution, Trey had brought shame to a family that was not used to being held accountable for their actions.

It was the argument with his father that pushed Trey over the edge. A few hours later that night he pulled up to a railroad crossing with a train approaching. A few seconds before it arrived, he pulled forward a few feet and sat waiting. He could only hope that the feelings of shame and guilt would be crushed from his body.



One thing that Trey’s father, Sheldon Lomberg, Jr., did in the extreme was try to make sure that nobody ever thought he had made a mistake. If they did get that impression, they were best off keeping it to themselves. He could be a cruel man where his ego or reputation were involved.

“Once you figure out your story, you stick with it no matter what facts they throw at you. If you ever start to change your story, you’re done.”

Sheldon Junior had simply continued to stick to a lie and ridden through many previous scandals and questionable actions.

Even though his son killed himself less than two hours after their heated telephone conversation, Junior placed the blame for Trey’s death solely on the shoulders of the young man his son had raped.

“He made up sordid lies about my son and tried to blackmail him. When my son stood up to him, he started spreading those lies to the newspaper and the police. That faggot should have just shut up and walked away.”

Three men were listening. All were Chicago police officers, but none were in uniform. One was a rookie officer named Greg Nowles who the mayor saw great potential for in the corrupt political machine that ran the city.

“You guys go down there. Bring that gay boy up here. Let him set in jail a few weeks in some rough company. And then, if he doesn’t decide to kill himself, make sure he has an accident. Understand?”

The three men had nodded and a few hours later they were in a car heading towards the university.



Chad was ready to move on. He felt terrible about Trey’s death. The guy had hurt him terribly, but that didn’t mean that Chad had wanted him dead. He had even tried to cover for the guy for as long as he could. But now, the semester was over and Chad was ready to just go home. He didn’t plan to come back and finish his final year.

His downstairs neighbor, a widow named Mrs. Cutler, had asked Chad to water her plants and feed her fish while she visited her sister. She returned tomorrow and Chad was making one last sortie to her apartment to take care of things. He planned to sleep in his apartment one last night and then head home the next morning.

He heard the car pull up in front of the apartments. The loud voices of several men were clear.

“We grab the fag, maybe soften him up a bit, and haul him back to Chicago to make some new friends in jail. Piece of cake.”

They continued to laugh and joke.

He peaked through the curtains as they went up the stairs. They were big, unpleasant looking men and Chad had no doubt who had sent them and that their mission was deadly serious.

After a few knocks, he heard them bust down the door to his apartment upstairs. Maybe he could wait it out here. But what if they just camped out and waited for his return? Then he’d be stuck here.

He had an idea…

He quickly went back to Mrs. Cutler’s bedroom. He hoped she wouldn’t mind, but he didn’t have a lot of choices. He found a dress and some other clothes and quickly changed. Mrs. Cutler had several wigs she wore on occasions to cover her thinning hair. Chad selected one and settled it on his head.

His hands shook as he looked in the bathroom mirror and applied makeup. He really didn’t know what he was doing, but the eye shadow and lipstick seemed easy enough even if they were a bit smeared.

The men upstairs were talking loudly, complaining about Chad’s absence. Finally one offered a suggestion. “Let’s talk to the neighbors.”

He heard them banging on various door. He prayed that nobody had seen him come down to take care of Mrs. Cutler’s stuff. Eventually they made their way to the door of Mrs. Cutler’s apartment. He debated not answering, but was afraid that if they decided to simply wait, he was stuck. Maybe he could get them to leave for a while and buy some time.

He grabbed a handkerchief and answered the door. A young, mean looking man stood there dressed in a suit. The jacket hung open and Chad could see the man’s badge and gun.

“We’re looking for Chad, the guy who lives upstairs. Have you seen him around by any chance?”

Chad coughed a few times and held the handkerchief to his mouth.

“Flu,” he whispered hoarsely and was pleased to see the man take a step backwards.

“Chad usually keeps to himself, but this morning I asked him to run to the store and buy me some soup. He got back maybe half an hour ago. I think he was going to run some other errands. He mentioned going by the bank to get some travel money and he was also holding some library book I think he was planning to return.”

“Thank you ma’am. If you see him, don’t mention we were around. We’d like to surprise him.”

Chad had closed the door as the man walked off. A few minutes later the three men piled in the car and drove off.



Sam was also ready to leave. He was starting a new job in New York City in a week. He was excited about the opportunities in front of him. His car was packed and the gas tank full. He planned to grab a few hours of sleep and then hit the road.

Suddenly, There was a rapid series of knocks on the door of his apartment. He opened it and a woman slipped in without invitation.

Sam let out a startled, “What?” 

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t know where else to go. They are going to kill me.”

As she spoke, Sam looked closely.

“Chad?”

The woman, no, it wasn’t a woman, it was Chad… He nodded and quickly explained the ordeal at the apartment.

Sam didn’t really know Chad that well, but Sam was also the kind of guy who wouldn’t leave someone else in a bind if he could help it. He thought for a few minutes.

“I’m heading to New York. I start work there next week and have an apartment lined up. I was going to sleep a few hours before starting the drive. Why don’t we leave now? If you want to skip out somewhere along the way, you can do that. You could grab a bus to wherever you wanted to go. If you want to come all the way to New York you are welcome to and can spend a week or so with me while you figure out what to do next.

Chad didn’t trust his voice and just nodded.

“But you have to stay dressed like that. We don’t know who will be looking or how hard they’ll be looking. It would be best if Chad just disappeared for now and…”

Sam thought. He looked at Chad. To him, certain types of women had certain names. Or maybe it was the other way around, having a certain name tended to lead women to become a certain type. But in Sam’s opinion, Chad’s disguise make him look like an Ellen.

He continued, “…and Ellen is around. Is that name okay?”

Chad nodded again.

A few minutes later Sam and Ellen hit the road heading towards New York.

They were about halfway there the next morning. They stopped in a small town and did some shopping. There was a second hand store and Ellen added to her wardrobe. At the drug store she tried to figure out what makeup she needed. She thought it was strange how quickly and comfortably she had fallen into the role of Ellen. The evening before she had been worried about staying alive. This morning she was wondering which shade of red she should get in lipstick and nail polish.

When they got to New York, Sam explained to the apartment superintendent that he had asked his girlfriend to marry him. They were engaged now and would be staying together. The man didn’t seem to think anything of it. They settled into the small apartment. Ellen slept on the sofa and Sam in the bedroom. They had spoken several times about what came next.

Sam figured they could say there was a fight and she’d left him. But where could either Ellen or Chad safely go?

Sam started his job and enjoyed it. He worked long days and came home exhausted most evenings. Ellen found a job at a small diner. It didn’t pay much, but she didn’t ask much from life at this point. On her way home after working lunch on a Friday, she found herself looking in the window of a lingerie store. Until now, her wardrobe was largely utilitarian. Now, on an impulse, she decided to buy something pretty. A second stop at a dress shop let her complete a wardrobe. She at least had one outfit that was nice.



That evening Sam got home at a reasonable hour. It was Friday night and it had been payday. He suggested that instead of eating warmed over soup or scrambled eggs, they go out to dinner.

The place wasn’t fancy, but it was nice. There were candles on the tables and a real band with a real dance floor. When they were finished eating they prepared to leave. On an impulse Ellen looked at Sam and asked, “Dance?”

Sam hesitated for a moment and then smiled. They walked onto the floor and began to dance. She was graceful. Sam had rarely danced before, but she seemed to glide with him in tow. He smelled her perfume. He studied her face. She had become so good with applying makeup and looked beautiful in the dim light.

An hour later, they headed for the apartment. As they walked, Sam took Ellen’s hand without even thinking about it.

As they entered the darkened apartment together, Ellen had quickly turned and kissed Sam on the cheek. Their eyes met and an unspoken message passed between them. Sam leaned forward and kissed Ellen on the lips.

Both had been saving themselves. They wanted their first intimate experience to be with the right person. That night, they both had no doubt that they had now found the right person.

They shed clothes as they made their way to the bedroom. Ellen was wearing a garter belt and hose that made her feel sexy and Sam would have agreed that they did, indeed, make her very sexy. While Sam laid on the bed, Ellen kissed her way down his body until she reached his cock. She took it in her mouth and began to gently suck.

The rape had been terrible. Having someone force themselves on you was an experience that left scars, but gently making love to Sam helped heal those scars. Soon he stiffen and she savored the salty taste of his cum.

He then gently rolled Ellen onto her back and worked his way down her body. He had not been sure how this would feel, but when the moment arrived it seemed so right. He gently tugged her panties down and took her into his mouth. Soon she exploded in his mouth allowing him to savor the taste of her juices.

On through most of the night they made love. Around 4 AM the next morning they finally collapsed into each other’s arms, exhausted, satisfied, and happy.



Ellen was careful. A few times she wired money to her mother who was going through some health issues. A few letters were mailed to friends who would destroy the envelops and hand-deliver the letters to Ellen’s mom. Ellen did not mention the changes in her life. She just wanted her mom to know she was okay and that she had found happiness.



Over the following years, Sam was very successful in his career.

On one trip to Europe, some of the best plastic surgeons in the world did breast augmentation surgery on Ellen. They also used electrolysis to remove virtually all of her body hair. She was a beautiful women who always drew admiring glances when she walked into a room.

At one point she and Sam discussed a sex change operation. Sam made it clear that he was happy with her body as it was but that he would also respect her decision. So long as Sam was happy, so was Ellen.

Obviously, biological children were out of the question, but when Sam’s sister and brother-in-law were killed in a car accident the couple did not hesitate to adopt the young orphaned Tammy.

They had talked about whether to tell her their secret. Ultimately they decided that they would tell her six months after she completed college. That way they could help her get started in life and how she wanted to handle her relationship with them going forward would truly be her decision. They worried that telling her earlier when she had no choice but to live at home might make her feel trapped and pressured to accept things.


Joining Forces

Acting Police Chief Nancy Hagger was just settling into her new office when Tissy Henry showed up.

Tissy took one of the visitor’s chairs and looked at Nancy. “You summoned.”

Nancy nodded. “Thanks for coming.”

With a smile she added, “At one time I was always afraid your first visit to the police station might be under slightly different circumstances.”

Tissy returned the smile.

“Yesterday the mayor called. The hiring commission he appointed has formally selected me as the next Police Chief for the City of Chicago.”

Tissy smiled. “That’s great! You have earned it.”

The two set in silence for a few moments.

“I’d like you to join the force Tissy.”

“Me? Why? I don’t do traffic tickets and stuff.”

They smiled again.

“I have a huge amount of discretion in certain areas. I’d like you to head up a special team focuses on violence against women.” Nancy pause. “And other things like the shemale zombie outbreak.”

Now Tissy had to laugh. “Nobody ever proved a thing about those rumors.”

Diana looked at her. “I’m serious about the job.” She walked around the desk and sat on it facing Tissy.

“There’s only one downside I can think of.”

“What’s that?” Tissy asked.

“You will probably have to sleep with your boss and put up with some groping now and then.”

“I thought you said you be my… Ah!”

Tissy stood up and faced Diana. They embraced and kissed.

“I love you Tissy,” Diana whispered in Tissy’s ear.

Tissy looked at Diana. “You know that me and my team are rather, uh, close?”

Diana nodded.

Tissy thought a few moments. “And there is also that doctor lady.”

Diana nodded again.

“Oh, and Filly. Who they hell could ever forget Filly.”

Diana sighed, “Okay, I understand you’re a total slut who can seduce and sleep with any woman who you cross paths with.”

Tissy smiled and Diana continued, “I guess I’m asking if you’ll seduce and sleep with me?”

Tissy laughed and looked at Diana.

“I’ve always thought that someday it might be time to settle down a bit. I can’t promise you total monogamy. But I care a lot about you to Diana. I realized just how much when I heard about the assassination attempt on you. They didn’t say how badly you were hurt when it was first on the news.”

Tissy held Diana close. She was near tears. Nobody had seen her cry in so long.

“I thought you might be dead. I thought I might never get to see you again or tell you how much I love you.”

Diana felt the warm trickle of Tissy’s tears as she cuddled her head.



A week later the two women stood the door step of the mayor’s house and Diana rang the doorbell.

“You’re sure I look okay,” Tissy asked her in a worried voice.

“I have never seen you in a dress before and I think you look better than okay. You look yummy enough to eat with a spoon.”

The held hands as the door opened and the mayor and his wife greeted them.

“Come on in. I’m glad you could both make it.”


Unexpected Meeting

Officer Mike Denton made it a point to go to the hospital the day Maria Rodriguez was being released.

“It has been a long recovery for her and the pharmacist who was attacked a few days later,” said one of the nurses he was talking to. While he waited he was shocked to see the mayor and is family approach.

The mayor shook Mike’s hand. “I never got to thank you personally. Maria is a good friend of my daughter’s. You saved her life and I’ll never forget that.”

Mike managed a simple, “Thank you sir.” Then he noticed the new police chief approaching in the company of another attractive woman.

“Big day here I guess,” Diana said. “Lucy Meeks, the pharmacist who was attacked, is a friend of a friend. By the way, this is Tissy Henry.”

A few minutes later the elevator stopped and two wheel chairs were pushed out.

Maria saw Mike and smiled. “I saw your picture in the newspaper. You are the man who saved me.”

The mayor’s daughter, Tammy, hugged Maria and they began to talk.

Mike looked at the woman in the second wheelchair. She was talking to the chief’s friend, but now her eyes turned and met his. She motioned for him to come over.

“It’s great to meet the man who saved that young girl. If you hadn’t been there that night she wouldn’t be here today.”

Mike looked at Lucy with a grin. “You’ve done your own share of good deeds also. I read about how you were attacked because you made sure that young girl made it home safe.”

They looked into each other’s eyes for a minute.

“Can I push you someplace?” Mike asked.

“Sure,” answered Lucy.

“Where to?”

“Someplace with sun. I’ve been stuck in here way too long.”

Diana looked at Tissy. “I’m kind of thinking maybe we won’t need to take your friend home after all. She may be able to catch a ride with someone else.”


Breaking News

Sam and Ellen had discussed things since Sam’s conversation with Chief Hagger. There was a slight, but still very real, risk that that their secret could be exposed at any time without any warning. They trusted the chief, but they also realized that if she had put the pieces of the puzzle together, so might others.

The entire Maxwell family sat in the living room one evening for a family meeting and Sam began the story. At points Ellen would interject. They explained why they were telling her now instead of later as planned.

When they finished, they both looked at the silent Tammy.

Tammy was thinking. Finally she broke her silence. Looking at Ellen, she said, “I wish my birth parents hadn’t been killed, but you have been my parents the whole time I was growing up. You taught me so much and had so much patient. I love you mom. And there is no other woman in the world who I’d rather have as my mom.”

Tammy got up and rushed across the room. She hugged her mom and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

Then she straightened up and looked at her dad.

“You are a good man and I’m so proud that you’re my dad.”

She quickly hugged and kissed him on the cheek.

“I need to be alone and think a bit. But if the two of you had been my friends back then and asked what the right thing to do was, I don’t think I could have suggested anything better.”

Later that night Ellen looked in on Tammy as she prepared for bed. Tammy was lying on her bed holding a giant stuffed dog she had named Spot.

“Are you okay?” Ellen asked.

Tammy nodded. “I’m fine mom. A lot to think about, but I really am fine. I love both of you and I know how much you guys love me. I’ll admit it was kind of a shock, but the more I think about it the more I realize it really doesn’t change anything.”

Ellen smiled and kissed Tammy on the forehead.

“We may not be perfect, but we raised one hell of a great daughter.”

They both laughed and said their good nights.


Whatever Happened to Pamela?

Pamela Stein had been deeply scared by her time in captivity and the torture she had been forced to endure. This had been piled on top the abuse as a child and that she had spent almost half of her life running way from.

Dr. Bassy spent nearly a week just getting Pamela to the point where she would interact with the other women in the group. The doctor had serious reservations about ever getting Pamela to the point of being comfortable around men.

Dr. Bassy had treated hundreds of abuse victims over the years. Some had endured years of domestic violence or abuse. Others had suffered a quick and violent attack that shattered their world. But Pamela’s total immersion in such horrific conditions was something unique in her experience. There was no text book that explained how you helped someone process and move beyond that type of treatment.

Pamela asked about the women who had helped her and both Tissy and Diana spent time with her. From the start, it was clear that the girl was more comfortable talking with Diana than anyone else.

For several days, Diana and Pamela spent a lot of time talking about almost everything except Pamela’s captivity. Eventually Pamela asked Diana a question.

“Why did you help me?”

Diana thought about this and found she could not come up with a particularly good answer.

“You needed help. And I was in a position to help you. It was the right thing to do.”

“I was scared for you when you stayed in the cage and Tissy took me away.”

“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a bit scared to, but it was important. And I was more angry than scared.”

“Can you tell me about what happened when he came back?”

Up to this point, the entire topic of Pamela’s captivity, even how it had ended, had been something everyone avoided discussing with her. Now she was asking a very specific question.

Diana tried to answer it but Pamela stopped her when the fact that there was video of the incident came up. Pamela had not heard this before and had no idea that four cameras had watched every moment of her torment for months.

“Can I see the video?” Pamela asked.

Diana was taken aback. “It is kind of rough stuff.”

At first Diana felt she should ask Holly, but then decided that the rapport she had with Pamela and the interest Pamela was now showing in the events was a good thing.

They went to one of the rooms where there was a computer. First Diana teed up the time when she and Tissy had come for Pamela. She speed up the playback to get to the part where Nowles made his final appearance.

Diana was surprised at the emotions she felt as she watched herself on video. Some of the thoughts and anger flooded back into her mind and she explained to Pamela what she had been thinking and what she had felt as she waited.

When Nowles showed up, she hit the button to resume normal speed for the video.

Pamela watched the man strip and walk around with the whip.

Then there was the explosion in action as Diana sprung. It had only taken 8 seconds for Diana to break both of Nowles arms. She began to choke him 11 seconds after her first move and the man had fallen to the ground unconscious at 47 seconds.

If you had asked Diana prior to then how long it had taken to render the man unconscious, she would have guessed two or three minutes. Even her uncanny ability to mentally track time had a hard time wrapping itself around the speed and ferocity with which she had struck.

A few minutes later Nowles was bound to the sawhorse and his torment began. The sight of the huge, fist shaped dildo disappearing deep into the man’s ass only to be pulled out and then plunged forward again was more intense than Diana had expected and she glanced at Pamela.

The girl was setting in a chair watching and Diana pulled up a chair beside her. Nowles torment had lasted just under twenty minutes before the door to the room burst open and a half dozen armed men in uniforms rushed in. One unplugged the machine while another checked for a pulse.

There was a flurry of movement and in a few minutes two EMTs with a gurney entered and loaded Nowles for his trip to the hospital. Then the room filled with crime scene technicians and the process of gathering evidence began.

Diana stopped the video.

“Are you okay honey?” she asked Pamela.

Pamela nodded.

Diana said a silent prayer. Please god, don’t let me have done something that hurt her even more.

“Can I see the part where you are in the cage and attack him again?” Pamela finally asked.

Diana clicked the mouse a few times and that part of things played again. This time she paused the tape as Nowles dropped to the ground unconscious.

Pamela now turned and studied Diana.

“I was in there helpless for months. You were out in less than a minute. Can you teach me how to fight?”

“It took me years to learn to fight like that sweetheart.”

Pamela nodded, “Then I’ll spend years learning also. And maybe someday I can help someone like you helped me.”

Pamela had been almost devoid of emotion since even before her rescue. Now she began to cry. Diana hugged her and whispered reassuring words into the girl’s ear.

Later Diana laid in Pamela’s bed with the girl and continued to hold her. They feel asleep in each other’s arms.



The next day, Diana was out when Pamela woke up. She had breakfast and then started to read a book. Dr. Bassy watched. It did seem like the girl was doing better.

Mid-morning, Diana was back with a large package. She went into the living area where the team spent most of their leisure time and handed it to Pamela without a word.

Pamela opened it and pulled out what looked like a pair of pajamas. Then she realized what it was.

[image: ]

“For you to teach me?” she asked Diana.

Diana nodded.

Pamela quickly disappeared into her room with the package. A few minutes later she was back, dressed in the uniform of a Judo student.

“Technically I’m not really a teacher,” Diana said. “But I think I can manage for now.”

Pamela hugged Diana.

“Thank you!” Pamela said.



When Diana explained what she had done and was going to do to Dr. Bassy and Tissy they both agreed that it made sense. It gave Pamela a purpose and goals. It would help her build a healthy and supportive relationship with Diana while learning skills that would make her feel safer and more in control of situations around her.



Six months later, two women walked along the lake as the sun set.

“I met him right around here,” Pamela said in a pained voice.

Diana took her hand and squeezed it. “I won’t claim to know all the answers, but things happen for a reason. Unfortunately, we don’t always understand the reason.”

Pamela nodded.

Suddenly there was a scream from the parking area.

Pamela and Diana looked that way.

Four men were accosting a woman. Two had grabbed her arms and pulled her up on the hood of a car. She was held down, flat on her back with her leg flailing. 

“You fucking tease us and then try to leave us?” one of the men said in an angry voice.

“We’ll take what we want bitch,” said another.

While the two men held her to the hood of the car, one pushed up the woman’s skirt exposing her panties.

The man never knew what hit him the next instant, but it was a flying kick from Pamela. The impact of her foot with his spine crushed three vertebras and would leave him paralyzed for life. He feel forward, face down on to the hood of the car and slid to the ground.

Before his face had even hit the car, Pamela had swung around and landed a kick in the crotch of a second attacker. As the man doubled over, a series of sharp and quick jabbing punches pummeled his face. It would be months before the multitude of fractures would heal and he would lose more than half his teeth as well as the sight in one eye before he left the hospital for jail.

The other two had been holding the lady they were attacking, but now let go of her. They hesitated and Pamela began to back slowly away. Emboldened by her apparent retreat, the men moved forward slowly.

Pamela let them approach. She didn’t want them to run and her retreat was designed to draw them in.

She faked a kick. One man leaned back in anticipation. Pamela took one step forward and the edge of her hand hit the man in the neck crushing his windpipe. He went to the ground unable to breath and would black out in less than 30 seconds and be dead in 3 minutes.

The forth man was wary and began to back away. As he did so, he tripped over the body of the man with a broken spine. With the agility of a cat, the man managed to land in a crouching position, but he was defenseless as Pamela’s foot slammed into his face. His head snapped back with a cracking noise and he fell to the ground lifeless.

“Are you okay?” Pamela asked the woman who was still on the hood of the car.

In something of a daze, she could only nod. Pamela gave her a thumbs up and then jogged towards where Diana had stood watching.

Diana hugged Pamela. “Good job grasshopper,” she joked and Pamela’s face lit into a smile for the first time since they had met.

“I think I might understand at least part of the reason for things now,” said Pamela.

With the sound of sirens approaching, the two women left the area.



The next morning Tissy found Pamela and sat down beside her.

“You know, we wanted to watch over you as you got your feet back under you.”

Pamela nodded, “And I appreciate all you’ve done.”

“I think your feet are under you now…” Tissy began.

Pamela wondered if this meant her time here with the other women was drawing to a close.

Tissy continued, “So far as I’m concerned, you aren’t our guest any longer. You’re now one of us. One of the team.”

Tears came to Pamela’s eyes as she hugged Tissy.


The Hunt Continues

After the incident exposing the true nature of former police chief Nowles and ex-mayor Lomberg, the situation in the city continued to improve. People got used to seeing small groups of attractive women walking around the various neighborhoods at night.

One night, a nurse returning home from work was attacked by two gang members as she got out of her car. Within minutes of her scream, there were three of the shemale zombies there to help. Two of them each grabbed a man and held him in a headlock while the third drew a knife and slashed both of the men repeatedly in the crotch.

Then they dropped the mangled and bleeding men to their agony. Depending on your point of view, it would be unfortunate or fortunate, but by the time the first ambulance arrived about fifteen minutes later one was dead and the other would not survive the trip to the hospital.

The papers reported stories like the nurse’s. Occasionally one of the shemales was found dead. Fingerprints and such would show that they had once been gang members themselves. People did not understand what was going on, but then they hadn’t really understand what was going on previously either. At least this time they felt reasonably safe despite their ignorance while in the past they had felt only fear and dread.



Dr. Bassy continued to refine the process of forced feminization. Few of those who underwent the treatment survived more than a few months because of the situations they were often involved in. The gangs of shemale zombies would occasionally capture a gang member alive and hold them to be picked up.

Now, Holly could often returned a fully programmed shemale back to the streets within a week of his capture. This quickened pace also tended to instill a greater fear into the remaining gang members.

There was consolidation. While the city had once been split into dozens of territories each controlled by a different gang, now there were less than a half dozen that covered larger areas individually but less of the city overall. But anyone who stepped into the role of a gang leader knew their days were numbered. None survived more than around three months without being killed or captured.

For some the power was worth the risk. Others simply thought they could beat the odds. But the crushing destruction of the gangs from the top down by the shemale zombies who had once been members of the gang themselves was relentless.

The number of gang members continued to dwindle. With the power hungry and corrupt men who had made a career (and millions of dollars) from Chicago politics gone, the city began to heal.

Sometimes something would seem to flare up, but Chicago was being guarded by its special band of FemDom avengers.
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