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Chelsea Redstone is a beautiful, powerful woman with a handsome slave named Brad who obeys her every word. But, when Chelsea visits New York and meets a trans woman named Roxy, she decides to take her control of Brad one step further by turning him into a feminized sissy named Angelina. What follows is an erotic adventure you’ll never forget.

Angelina breathed excitedly as we dominated and feminized her over the next half hour or so. By the time we were done she was utterly smooth and hairless except for the top of her head. I undid her bonds and took her by the hand.

“Let’s go over to the sofa,” I said. “Mistress Roxy and I will slide your new stockings up your silken legs.”

“Yes, Mistress!” said Angelina, using the tiny, womanly steps we had taught her to use when walking. She relaxed on the sofa and lifted her right leg in the air. I checked his toenails. Not only were they perfectly trimmed, they were painted the cutest shade of pink. I took one of the white thigh highs, started at the tips of her toes, and slid it up her leg. Angelina gasped.

“Oh, Mistress,” she said. “That feels so very good!”

I watched as Roxy adorned Angelina’s left leg with the other stocking. I studied the lacy material, admiring how it made my slave look pretty and prissy, just as I wanted her to be.

“Lay down on your stomach,” ordered Mistress Roxy. Angelina obeyed. Roxy put on a pair of latex gloves and slipped her thumb and forefinger into Angelina’s ass, which was filled with a pink butt plug. “Anal stretching is coming along nicely,” Roxy said. “Soon our little slave will be able to handle any cock with ease.”

“I wish I could have your cock inside of me now, Mistress Roxy,” said Angelina. “I don’t care if it hurts.”

Roxy looked at me. “What do you think?” she said. “Is it time to pop this slut’s anal cherry?”

Part One

I Turn My Boy Queer

☐

I was watching my slave boy Brad vacuum the carpet when the idea came to me. I waved at him to turn off the machine. He did so with the precise, unhesitating obedience I had drilled into him over the past year.

He looked at me as the sound of the electric motor faded into silence. “Yes, Mistress Chelsea?” he said.

I said nothing in response, simply smiled as I studied him. I looked with approval at his sandy blond hair and rugged yet boyish face. I gazed into his crystal blue eyes. My vision traced his long, lean silhouette, starting with his broad shoulders and barrel chest then moving on to his tight waist. He wore faded jeans, black work boots, and a gray t-shirt that molded to his muscular torso with superb precision. 


My eyes paused in their journey down his delicious frame long enough for me to regard the subtle bulge the cock cage made in his crotch. Such a mighty stallion, I thought, my cunt tingling. Yet under my absolute control. 

I saw the slightest wave of fear course through Brad’s body as he waited for me to say something. I kept the silence between us for a long, lingering moment before finally speaking.

“This Friday night,” I said, “you’re going to have sex with another man.”

“M-Mistress?” he stammered in slack-jawed shock. His sun-tanned features faded to a sallow white as his mind struggled to process my revelation.

“I am on the verge of closing a deal with McCrory Enterprises,” I said, rising from the buttery softness of my oxblood leather recliner. “It will mean a lucrative fee for my firm if I succeed.” I gave him a wink as I approached him. “It may also mean a little extra money in your weekly allowance.” My left hand reached out to rest on his right nipple. “It might even mean you’ll finally get that new F150 you’ve had your eye on.”

I saw his eyes brighten as I mentioned the truck. Dread overwhelmed his anticipation, however, as his brain refocused on my original comment. “I...I’m glad to hear that, Mistress,” he said. “But why – I mean, how does that lead to me…?”

“Shut up,” I said sweetly. He did so. I walked away from him and towards the massive picture window that overlooked the Ozarks. The sun was about to begin its nightly journey below the outline of those rolling hills. Horses grazed in a meadow beneath the shade of white oaks interspersed with the tall, svelte forms of shortleaf pines. Farther away I saw the gentle curve of a stream as it flowed towards some distant outlet to the sea. 


I drank in the sheer magnificence of it all, then turned to face Brad once more. “Mr. McCrory is a 60 year old self-made billionaire,” I told him, using the matter of fact tone I use when briefing my subordinates. “He’s tall and very healthy, with the kind of silver hair that executives dream of someday having.” 

I stopped talking for a moment as I reached into the candy jar that rested on a nearby book shelf. I unwrapped a caramel, popped it in my mouth, and savored the sweet explosion of flavors that followed. Brad stood there in silence, as if he was an Army private being addressed by a five-star general – which, in many ways, he was.

“Mr. McCrory  is also quite gay,” I said. “He has a taste for fit younger men in their mid-20s.” I grinned. “Men like you, in other words, my love.” I saw the fear in Brad’s face morph into rising panic as my words struck him with all the force of a lead-core baseball bat applied to the skull of a gangster’s past-due debtor.

He shook his head, looked away for a moment, then covered his face with his hands. I saw tight cords of muscle ripple through his fingers. “Mistress?” he said at least. “May I sit down, please?”

“Yes, slave,” I said, motioning towards the sofa. He fell onto the divan like a marionette whose strings had just been chopped by a sadistic puppet master. I sauntered over and sat beside him, resting my palm on his left shoulder. “What’s wrong, honey?” I said.

His head hung low as he spoke in a low, even tone. “You know I’m not gay,” he said. “We talked about this. I am happy to serve you, obey you, please you in any way that’s in harmony with our contract.” He looked up at me. “But we agreed you would never try to turn me gay or bi,” he said, the slightest hint of defiance in his features. “Like you’re doing now.”

Anger at his insolence made me want to grab his balls and twist them around his neck. Rebellious little bitch! I thought. I’ll show you who’s in charge in this house. But I choked that impulse back and smiled as I stroked Brad’s freshly shaved cheek with the back of my hand. “I know you’re not gay, honey,” I said. “You’re a sissy queer.” My index finger ran down the length of his cute button nose. “Or at least part of you is. I want to help you come to terms with that side of yourself.”

Brad started to speak. His lips froze in place as deference to my control washed over him. I stood and went over to the bar, pouring a tall glass of Kentucky’s finest bourbon. “As for that silly contract you’re talking about,” I said, giving him a triumphant glare, “that lost all relevance when you became my slave. Submissives have rights,” I said just before taking a long drink. “Slaves don’t.”

I dropped the empty glass in the stainless steel sink alongside the bar. “Finish your vacuuming. Then wash this glass and go for a run. I want you in top shape for Mr. McCrory when he comes for dinner Friday night.” I left my slave standing there as I headed upstairs to take a long, relaxing bath.

The events I just described took place on a Tuesday around six p.m. at the height of summer. The rest of the week was consumed with work-related matters. I run a graphic design and advertising firm headquartered in downtown Little Rock, one that serves the needs of a dozen Fortune 500 firms. McCrory’s fashion empire would be lucky number 13 – if  could close the deal, of course. I had spent most of the last three months in New York courting him and his minions. My accountant was beginning to question the tab I was running up as I footed the bill for lavish dinners, trips to Manhattan’s hottest gay clubs, and tickets to sporting events that had long been sold out. Luckily, New York has no shortage of scalpers.


Two weeks before, McCrory finally agreed to come to Little Rock to see our offices and meet our entire staff. I also wrangled him into a dinner invitation at my ranch. Among his many other talents, Brad is an outstanding cook with a special talent for preparing filet mignon and lobster to perfection. McCrory was anything but a vegetarian, so I knew he would enjoy the bill of fare. Afterwards I hoped he would stick around for the evening’s entertainment. 

I never do anything without thorough preparation. Neither do my workers. I ordered Brad to spend every free moment over the next three days watching gay porn. I monitored his internet usage from my office to ensure he complied; he did. On Thursday night I snuggled next to him in bed as he lay across the mattress propped up on his elbows staring at a film I had selected just for him. It was set in the days of the Roman Empire and portrayed a disobedient slave being flogged by his master. 


The visuals were stunning, much better than the usual low-budget fare. I licked my lips as I watched the wire strands dig their way into the slave’s tortured back. Brad was clearly getting more nervous as he stared at the action. Poor baby, I thought. He really is worried! To ease his mind I inserted a long, black dildo in his ass and worked it in and out of his tight sphincter. I heard him gasp with pleasure several times as I pounded him like a prom queen getting tackled by the captain of the football team. 

When the movie ended I had him roll over onto his back. I grasped his cock in my hand, making him moan. “As I jack you off,” I said, “close your eyes and pretend that McCrory’s hand is wrapped around your organ. Imagine his commanding face, his tight swimmer’s build, his firm jaw and his look of utter mastery. Then just submit to him as you would to me.”

Brad nodded quickly as I spoke, saying nothing. But he did spray his seed all over his thighs three times that night before I made him shower and change the sheets. As he fell asleep I clutched him from behind, one arm around his chest and the other resting lightly against his throat. I soon drifted off myself, my mind filled with images of the events to come…

“Excellent meal!” said McCrory as he rose from the dining table. “My compliments to the chef,” he said, raising his wine glass towards Brad, who sat at the end of the table dressed in an immaculately tailored black tuxedo. I chose the bow tie he wore; it was soft blue, like his eyes.

“Thanks you, sir,” said Brad obediently. “I am honored.”

I reached out to McCrory, taking his hand in mine. “Why don’t we go out onto the deck?” I said. “The view is unbelievable, especially this time of day. Brad will serve us cocktails as we talk.”

“Outstanding idea,” said McCrory. I guided him outside as the massive glass door that led to the outdoors slid open on near-silent hinges. The warmth of the day was a delightful contrast to the air-conditioned coolness inside. I breathed deeply, enjoying the fragrances that came from the perfectly tended flower beds and the less sophisticated but equally pleasant aroma of freshly cut grass. I even noticed a slight hint of bovine scat in the air. It troubled me not in the least but I feared McCrory might feel different. If he did, then he didn’t show it.

We chatted for a few minutes as twilight gradually descended. “Ever been below the Mason-Dixon line before?” I asked McCrory.

He nodded. “Occasionally,” he said. “I have a friend from college, a frat brother actually, who lives in Little Rock. I used to visit him back in the 80s when we were both in school.”

“Little Rock!” I repeated. “Just up the road! Excellent! Do you plan to see him while you’re here?”

McCrory shook his head. “I thought about calling him,” he said. “But we haven’t talked in over 10 years.”

I nodded. The topic gradually shifted to business matters as we continued to chat. The moon had just risen above the horizon when he said, “If I may ask, what’s the story behind you and Bradley boy back there? Are you friends? Lovers?” I saw a twinkle in his eye as he spoke. “Siblings?’

“He’s my slave,” I said, looking him dead in the eyes. “I own him and use him as I see fit.”

McCrory’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. “What?” he said, spilling his drink as he gave me a goggle-eyed look.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s true,” I said. “I control every aspect of his life. He does the cleaning, cooking, laundry, and much of the upkeep around here.” I gave McCrory a mischievous grin. “He also tends to my personal needs.”

By this time McCrory had regained his composure. “Is -” he said, looking around to see if anyone was standing nearby. They weren’t. “Is that legal?” he asked. “I mean, I know it was in the days before the Civil War. But now? In 2017?”

“There are all kinds of laws,” I said. “There are ones printed in books and enforced by people with guns.” I looked out into the gathering darkness as I spoke. “Then there are the laws that govern human interactions. Master those laws and you can have anything you want in this world.”

McCrory nodded as I looked back at him. I saw a growing respect for me dawning in his eyes. “I own Brad because I control his mind,” I said. “I spotted him one night at a country western bar in Little Rock. He thought he was going to fuck me then move on to his next conquest.” My eyes narrowed as my thoughts drifted back in time 12 months. “But he was wrong. I probed his mind until I figured out which buttons to push. Then I pushed them. Now he’s as much mine as this ranch or these 300 acres.” I leaned against the railing and tossed my head in the air, enjoying the stillness of a country evening. “As if I really had purchased him off the auction block.”

McCrory chuckled. “Ms. Redstone,” he said, “I believe you just won my business.”

“Excellent!” I said, reaching out to shake his hand. “To seal our new partnership, why don’t we go back inside? Brad is ready to service your physical needs and I am anxious to watch him do so.” Astounded, my newest client could only follow in stunned amazement as I guided him back into my home. The dishes were put away and the house was neat and tidy, a testament to Brad’s domestic skills.

I led McCrory into the main bedroom. As we entered, the soft glow of candlelight flickered all around. The lighting was soft and seductive, the ideal setting for what was to come. Lying in the center of the massive bed was Brad, nude except for the chastity cage that kept his cock bent in a gently curving downward shape. Good boy, I thought. You followed my directions exactly.

“Oh…oh, wow,” said McCrory as he stood there by the bed gazing with admiration at the superb man-prize stretched out before him. I saw a bulge grow in his gabardine slacks, all the proof I needed that he was horny as the proverbial goat.

My fingers encircled the golden key that hung from a filigree chain around my neck. “Help me with this, please,’ I said to McCrory, lifting my long scarlet hair.

“Of course” he said, removing the chain from my neck and holding it in his hand. “Is this the key to your slave’s cock cage?”

“Indeed it is,” I said, taking the glimmering object from him and holding it in hand as I slid onto the bed beside Brad. I inserted it into the proper slot, gave the device a gentle tug, and pulled it away from Brad’s crotch. As I did, his 14 inch fence post-like cock grew to its full size. I smiled as I watched it rise to the occasion, knowing that the short but intense brainwashing of the past few days had achieved the desired results. Brad was aroused at the idea of being with another man. It was a heavenly sight!

“Well?” I said to McCrory. “Get your clothes off and get to it!”

McCrory slid out of his attire faster than a small town slut slipping out of her cut-off jeans on a Friday night. As he stood there naked I got a good look at his own manliness. Compared to Brad’s it was a bit shorter and thinner, but still more than ample for the task at hand. “What do you want to do first, Brad?” he asked my slave “May I touch your cock?”

“NO!” I shouted, my voice echoing against the walls of the room. McCrory recoiled as he took a step backwards. He looked at me as if I had lost my mind. I pointed at him. “You do NOT ask my slave what he wants, get it? You tell him what to do and he will comply.” I glanced at Brad lying there, his chest heaving with rapid breaths as he got more and more aroused. “Just think of him as one of your hourly wage earners, McCrory,” I said. “Perhaps a mail room boy or a queer little housekeeper.”

McCrory nodded as he again approached the bed. He climbed onto it this time, bracing himself on his knees and stroking his rock-hard organ. “Crawl to me, slave,” he said to Brad. “Crawl to me and suck me off.”

“Yes, sir,” said Brad, his tone subdued, almost robot-like. He rolled over onto his stomach and approached the other man on his hands and knees, flicking his tongue along the head of McCrory’s swollen manhood. He older man moaned in ecstasy. “That’s it, Brad,” my sweet boy,” he said. “Show me how eager you are to please.” He fell back on his ass and Brad clambered over to him, wrapping his lips around the gay executive’s man-meat like a sugar addict sucking on a lollipop.

I fell into a chair and watched, fascinated by the display of raw male sexuality before me. I studied Brad’s head as it bobbed back and forth, back and forth. The older man wrapped his huge palms around either side of Brad’s skull and forced him to take in all of his shaft. I heard my slave gag for just a second, but then his throat relaxed as he let the silver-haired alpha male slide his full length down his throat.

At some point I began fondling myself. I’m not sure exactly when, but I became aware of my fingernails digging into my clit as I worked my womanhood into fiery excitement. It hurt. And I felt a little of my own blood drizzle down into the depths of my cunt. But I didn’t give a damn. This was the most intense erotic moment of my life and I was determined to enjoy every millisecond to the utmost.

McCrory’s hips began a rhythmic pounding as he face-fucked Brad with ever-mounting vigor. He was a business tycoon, a man born to command, and he assumed that role as he mastered Brad with brutal efficiency. He forced my slave to roll over onto his back, then McCrory mounted his chest and rode him like a mighty steed. The whole time McCrory’s cock never left Brad’s sissy faggot mouth.

As the older man approached orgasm he gritted his teeth and balled his fists. Brad’s face turned white as a sheet, the sheer size of the other man’s organ choking off his oxygen supply. For a moment I worried that he might pass out. But that fear melted as, with a roar of animal lust, McCrory came. I saw his organ swell as he pumped his steaming hot load into my slave’s yearning mouth.

The sight was so incredible I felt my cunt about to boil over into my own climax. But, with a supreme feat of willpower, I pulled my hand away from my nether regions and took my place near the bottom of the mattress, spreading my legs wide and calling out to my slave. “come over here, Brad,” I ordered. “Eat your Mistress. Make me shriek with pleasure.”

McCrory rolled off of Brad’s chest, giving him the freedom he needed to obey my command. I watched with insane craving as he dragged himself to me. His face was covered in hot, sticky man-cum. Jism drooled from his lips and down his chin onto his chest. The sight of him covered in another man’s essence made me all the more hungry for his tongue caressing my clit. As he approached, I grabbed a huge fistful of his hair and wrenched his head forward, unable to wait another moment.

He went to work with the smooth attention to detail that comes with being a seasoned pussy eater. I felt his velvety lips deep in my woman cave caressing its inner folds. I screamed as his tongue swept over my bulging clit in great swirls, then focused laser-like on the ultra-sensitive nerves at the tip.

My attention was distracted for a second as I saw McCrory start to get off the bed. “Were are you going?” I growled at him.

He gave me a sheepish grin and grasped his shaft; it was already hard again. “To take care of this,” he said. “I’ll masturbate in a bathroom while you two have fun.”

“No,” I said, my words coming out thick and heavy as my mind clouded over with erotic joy. “Get on top of Brad and fuck his sissy queer ass. That’s what it’s for.”

McCrory gave my slave a toothy, wolf-like grin, then climbed aboard and began pounding Brad with renewed fury. Brad’s ass was still a bit tight and he was dry, so he winced just a little with each jackhammer-like descent onto his hips. But he held up well, keeping his efforts focused purely on my pleasure even as he yielded his virgin sphincter to McCrory.

As I looked at my slave going down on me my heart filled with tenderness and affection. It was in that instant that I first realized I loved Brad. My mind formed images of proposing to him and making him mine forever.

I guess it was that foray into sweetness that fueled my orgasm, which washed over me in wave after wave for a full minute. I clutched the sheets and bellowed with sheer, unimaginable bliss, surrendering to the perfection of the moment. McCrory came seconds later, and once more Brad was filled with his essence.

Hours later, after a quick shower and a thorough tidying up of the bedroom, I held Brad close to me from behind, one hand holding his sac firmly yet softly, the other snaking around his windpipe in a soft reminder of my power over him. McCrory was fast asleep in a guest bedroom.

“You were superb, my darling,” I said, leaning forward and kissing my slave’s cheek.


“Thank you, Mistress,’ he said. 

Noting a troubled tone in his response, I said, “is something the matter?”

He choked as a tear slid down his cheek, making Its melancholy voyage down my arm and onto the bed. “Nothing,” he said, ‘except that you were right about me. I guess I am a sissy queer after all.”

“Yes, you are,’ I said, resting my right cheek against his muscled back. “But you’re my sissy queer. Now go to sleep. You’ve earned a rest.” I heard his breathing become calm and regular as he drifted away into slumber land. I joined him soon afterwards as all became silent and still.


Part Two

I Meet Roxy

☐

A few days after Brad’s first gay experience, I was in New York signing the papers finalizing the agreement between my company and McCrory’s. We looked across a massive oak table at each other while our respective attorneys droned on and on about an infuriating number of legal details. After an hour or so I smiled at my new partner. He smiled back and gave me a wink.

At last the hum-drum technicalities were behind us. The lawyers and other staff members left us alone. “Let’s celebrate, shall we?” said McCrory, He went to a large hardwood door mounted on a wall of the office and opened it. Frothy wisps of chilled air poured out into the room. My eyes opened wide with interest as I saw a dozen or so bottles of champagne arranged neatly on an open rack, their corks pointed at me like the swollen heads of 12 highly aroused cocks.

“Champagne?” asked McCrory with a grin. “I have a bottle from 1990 I have been saving. It has a bold, adventurous flavor – not unlike you and I, my dear.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure!” I said. “By all means! Let’s celebrate!”

“Outstanding,” said my host, taking hold of his chosen vintage while retrieving a pair of pre-chilled glasses from the bottom of the cooler. He sat the bottle on the conference table, deftly made a corkscrew appear seemingly from nowhere, and began twisting it with vigor. I couldn’t’ help but laugh. He gave me a wry smile and said, “did I do something amusing, Chelsea?”

I smirked as my face turned red. “I just couldn’t help but think of how talented you are at screwing things,” I said.

A huge smile broke out across McCrory’s face. His hands shook so much as he laughed that he almost spilled the delicious bubbly on the plush, carpeted floor. Most of it still found its way into the glasses, but a few precious drops were lost, tragically.

I watched bubbles dance and pop inside the golden liquid. He handed me a glass. I took it gratefully, fighting the urge to taste it before we had made the customary toast. “To a long our mutually profitable partnership,” said McCrory, raising his glass. I tapped mine to his with a satisfying TINK sound, then I let the delightfully smooth yet undeniably powerful liquid bathe my taste buds in ecstasy before beginning its descent down my throat.

I set the glass down on the table and took a seat. “I’ll say this for you,” I said. “You have excellent taste in champagne.”

McCrory settled into a seat opposite from me. “Actually, my executive assistant does,” he said with a wave of his hand.” She is the real power behind my throne. She chose the décor for this building, the suits in my wardrobe, even the food and alcohol we keep on hand.’ He sipped at the liquid in his glass, looking out the window at the all-encompassing Manhattan skyline beyond. “She’s the power behind the throne, as it were.”

I nodded, taking another sip of McCrory’s champagne as I did so. The aroma of the alcohol make my nose twitch. “They say that behind every successful man is a woman,” I said. “I guess that’s true even when the man is gay.”

“Point taken!” said McCrory, tipping his glass towards me before draining it in a single fluid motion. “By the way,” he said with a twinkle in his eye, “where is that handsome slave boy of yours? Did he make the trip with you?”

I shook my head. “I never permit Brad to leave the ranch,” I said. “He has plenty to do tending to the house and fields. I let him drive around the property but that’s all.”

McCrory gave me an inquisitive look. “He allows you to control his life to that extent?” he asked.

“He has no choice,” I said, looking my new client dead in the eye. “He’s my most cherished possession and I love him. But, like all my possessions, he knows his place and stays there.”

McCrory nodded and pursed his lips. “That keeps things simple, I guess,” he said, handing me a business card. “This is who I’ve chosen to act as the liaison between your firm and mine,” he said. The card was printed on glossy black stock with pink and gold lettering. The name at the top read ROXY QUEEN followed by her job title: CREATIVE DIRECTOR.

I snickered. “Let me guess,” I said. “She majored in either theatre or fine arts and has more than one past marriage under her belt.”

McCrory snorted. “Close!’ he said. “She majored in fashion design and was married once for three weeks. Rumor is she castrated the guy after he refused to buy her a diamond tiara that cost more than a mid-town penthouse.”

I nodded. “and I bet she’s always on the rag.”

“I can see how you might think that,” said McCrory with a coy grin. “But you would be wrong.” He drummed his fingers across the top of the table, making a hollow tapping sound. “In fact,” he said, “I can say with certainty that she has never been ‘on the rag.’ That is, unless there’s something important about trans women that I don’t know.”

“Ah,” I said, taking another sip of champagne and tucking the card into my portfolio. “One thing’s for sure,’ I said. “I’m definitely in New York!” McCrory chuckled and refilled our glasses. We spent the next several minutes chatting as we looked down on the world from 1200 feet in the air.

An hour later I looked at Roxy across her white marble desk. She was a statuesque strawberry blond dressed in a perfectly pressed black ladies’ business suit. She wore a wool jacket and matching pencil skirt that flattered her figure nicely. I saw no label or distinctive patterns that indicated a particular brand. This suggested that her clothes were custom made for her, probably by a designer whose name was known only to a select few.

Other than her somewhat broad shoulders and plus-sized hands there was no indication she had ever been anything other than a woman. Even her long, angular throat showed no signs of an Adam’s apple. Glittering gold and diamond jewelry accented her long, tapering fingers, which ended in superbly sculptured scarlet fingernails.

“I want to make one thing clear right off the bat,” she said. “McCrory might be the CEO but I’m the HQIC around here.”

“HQIC?” I said.

She gave me a cold smile. “Head Queer in Charge, honey,” she said. “Now let’s get down to business.” I spent the next four hours going back and forth with Roxy over every aspect of our company’s mutual commitments to each other. I quickly realized why McCrory had chosen her for the job. She was not only razor sharp but an ultra-tough negotiator.

Several times I had to check my temper when she made demands I thought were unreasonable. I countered with my own expectations, which she said were absolutely impossible until I made it clear I wasn’t backing down. This went on till just before 6 p.m., when we reached a tentative understanding and shook hands.

She kept a scowl on her face until the top of the hour, when a change came over her that was nothing short of remarkable.  Her tone, which had been acidic moments before, suddenly became honey-sweet. “Well, sweetheart,’ she said, giving me a delightful smile, “now that the work day is over, how about I buy you dinner?”

My mouth fell open. “Excuse me?” I said. “Are you the same woman who was busting my metaphorical balls a couple of minutes ago?”

“No,” said Roxy with a straight face. “I’m not. That was my work persona. She only exists from eight in the morning till six in the afternoon.” I nodded and arched my eyebrows as she explained. “Then she disappears, replaced by me,” said Roxy, brushing her fingertips against her ample chest, “the sweetest little angel you ever met.” She retrieved her handbag from her desk drawer as she got to her feet. “McCrory tells me you’re a dedicated carnivore,” she said. “There’s a scrumptious steak and seafood place less than a block away. I’m sure you’ll love it. Come on; let’s go.”

I followed her to the elevator. “Sounds good,” I said, stepping quickly to match her long stride. “Far be it for me to turn down a free meal.”

20 minutes later Roxy and I were seated at a linen-covered table in the corner of the restaurant she had mentioned. The lighting was subdued and soft piano music drifted through the air. A flickering candle sat in the center of the table, giving the setting a relaxed, almost romantic ambience. I would’ve been horny as hell had Brad been sitting across the table from me. But I was there with a transgendered business associate 1200 miles from my Arkansas ranch and sex was the last thing on my mind. Unknown to me at the time, that would not be the case for long.

Roxy and I fell into an informal conversation that I began to enjoy very much. The talk was mostly about clothing and jewelry, the usual girl stuff, when I got around to the topic that had been on my mind since I had met her. “So,” I said, “you used to be a man. Right?”

She was sipping her water when I spoke. My question made her spray it all over the table as she started coughing. “Oh shit!” I cried out. “Roxy, I’m so sorry, honey! I didn’t mean to startle you!” In my mind’s eye I saw the multimillion dollar contract I signed early that day go up in flames. My heart seized in my chest as I imagined telling Brad we would have to move to a trailer park.

To my relief, Roxy not only regained her composure, she also began laughing. “Oh, oh dear!” she said, fanning her face with her fingers. “I’ll say this for you, Chelsea. You’re always full of surprises!” Relief washed over me as I saw I had done no harm, either to Roxy or to my business.

Moments later a waiter appeared alongside our table. “Pardon me, ladies,” he said. “May I be of assistance?” A lump formed in my throat as I looked up at him. He was tall and slender, with an angular face and luscious black hair combed straight back. He had a Mediterranean complexion and soulful brown eyes that glistened like glowing, crackling coals in an ebbing campfire. He wore tight black slacks, a silken long-sleeved dress shirt, and shimmering gold cufflinks. I could tell by the way he filled out his uniform that he was exceptionally well built. My clit stood up and took notice instantly.

“Now that you mention it,” said Roxy to the waiter, grinning as she gave me a sideways glance, “we could use a dry tablecloth! And new glasses of water, if you don’t mind, my handsome fellow.”

The waiter smiled back at her. “One moment, please, madam,” he said. “I’ll be right back with both.” As he sauntered away Roxy kept her eyes on his cute little ass. “Tell you what, Chelsea,” she said in a sultry voice, “I would love to pop the top off that can and insert something deep and hard inside of it.”

I gave her a surprised look. “Umm,” I said, choosing my words carefully, “I don’t know how things work here in New York City, Roxy. But, down in Arkansas, ladies don’t have the equipment to do what you’re describing.”

She snorted. “Don’t act naïve, Chelsea,” she said. “It doesn’t become you. You may play the role of a country fried cowgirl. But anyone who can gain McCrory’s confidence is no fool.”

“Oh, I’m no fool,” I said, coming right back at her. “That’s how I know there are boy parts and girl parts and girls don’t have the boy parts. I think I learned that in third grade, or by messing around with my first boyfriend in my uncle’s hayloft when I was 17. Not sure which.”

“I can understand your confusion,” said Roxy, slipping her hand under the table and taking mine in hers. “Let me educate you on something.” She pulled my hand towards her silken thighs. I was alarmed by her forwardness but also curious as to where she was taking me. So I let her take command as she placed my hand on her crotch. I gasped when I felt the massive, stone-hard object between her legs!

“Wow!” I said as I emitted a low whistle. “I think the doctor cheated you, Roxy. He left something essential still attached when he did your surgery.”

Roxy gave me a mischievous look. “Oh, he left it intact,” she said. “But not by accident. It was what I wanted. And I still do.”

The waiter showed up with our new tablecloth. “Here you are,” he said, taking away the old one and replacing it with the new. He took our dinner and drink orders as well.

Roxy grabbed his hand as he was about to walk away. “Tell me, my love,” she asked him. What’s your name?”

“Oh, how stupid of me!” he said, smacking his forehead with his open palm. “My deepest apologies, ladies. My name is Andre. I’ll be right back with your beverages.” 
As soon as he left our table I grabbed Roxy’s shoulder. “Okay,” I said, “while we are still alone, tell me how a woman as beautiful and feminine as yourself also has a monstrous cock between her legs!”

“Oh, it’s quite common,” she said. “I’m a chick with a dick. Have you heard the term ‘shemale?’”

I nodded. “Of course,” I said. “But I thought that term was considered offensive among the transgendered community.”

“It is,” she said with a shoulder shrug. “But I’m hard to offend, as you may have guessed.” She patted the table. “Why don’t you slide over next to me”? she said. “I want to whisper something in her ear.” I did as she asked. She took my hand once more and put it over her crotch.

I wasn’t startled. I wasn’t even surprised. If anything, I was glad to have the opportunity to fondle such an impressive example of a cock. I began stroking Roxy through the sheer material of her panties. Fortunately, she was wearing a short skirt that gave me easy access to her underwear.

I slid my hand into her panties, got a firm hold on her shaft, and began stroking it, glancing around me to make sure no one was looking at us. “Don’t worry, honey,” said Roxy. “This is New York. Everybody is too wrapped up in their own affairs to pay attention to others.” She leaned back in her chair and spread her legs wider to give me full access to her organ.

I had encountered some pretty impressive examples of man-meat in my time. But even Brad’s humongous cock paled in size next to Roxy’s unbelievable endowment. I have long fingers and a strong grip. But I was still unable to get my hand around its full girth. Stroking the entire length of the shaft required me to flex my arm at the elbow with each pass. I loved the feel of her cock head sliding beneath my palm, the velvety smooth texture of her skin, the pleasant warmth that built up as I worked her towards orgasm.

Other than a contented smile and a rosy tint to her cheeks, she showed no evidence of what was going on under the table. I scanned the restaurant for the approach of our waiter, hoping that the food took a long time to prepare. I had a healthy meal on hand already!

I stopped stroking for a moment and took her glans between my thumb and forefinger, squeezing gently. My pinky finger traced the outline of the massive vein that pulsed alongside her cock’s exterior. I felt a jackhammer-like pounding flow through it with each of her heartbeats. She closed her eyes and moaned softly. By this point my cunt was warm and sticky, my clit screaming for attention. I felt my breasts tingle inside the lacy cups of my bra. I crossed and uncrossed my legs repeatedly, desperate to get some relief from the tension building up inside of me. Sweat beaded on my forehead and trickled down my face, even though the restaurant’s air-conditioning kept things nicely cool throughout the dining room.

I felt Roxy’s right hand under the table. It snaked along my upper left thigh, igniting electric sparks of ecstasy inside my body. Her fingers deftly grasped the zipper of my slacks and pulled it down, undoing the metal clasp and sliding underneath the elastic waistband of my panties.

A moment later I felt the point of her manicured middle finger pressed into my clit. It hurt, but it also felt amazing. My breath froze in my chest as my brain struggled to process the subtle paradoxes of the sensation. Pain and pleasure at the same time, in the same point of my body: who would have guessed it was possible? I guess it’s true. You really can have it all in New York!

I released my pincer-like grip on Roxy’s glans and returned to stroking her shaft. At the same time she removed her fingernail from my clit and took it between her fingers, once more applying just the right amount of force to drive me wild. I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

I saw a drop-dead gorgeous guy sitting a few tables away glance at Roxy and me. He called a waiter to his table and said something to him I couldn’t quite make out as he looked at us.

“You better hurry up, girl,” I said to Roxy. “I think we just got busted.”

Roxy said nothing in response but her fondling of my clit became more intense. In return, I stroked faster and faster and faster. My vision turned into a milky haze as hormones overwhelmed my brain. Seconds later a jolting burst of pleasure ripped through my body like a lightning bolt. I gritted my teeth as hard as I could to keep from screaming right there in the restaurant.

Roxy maintained her facial composure as her climax came seconds later. Her lady-cum soaked my palm and oozed down my fingers. I felt a drop hit my toe; I was wearing open-front shoes and dark stockings. The liquid was sizzling-hot, or at least so it seemed.

Exhausted yet exhilarated, I dropped my head on to Roxy’s shoulder and started laughing. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and began laughing too. We sat there together, two beautiful, powerful women who had just shared a marvelous mutual experience, literally under the eyes of everyone around us. Our hands clasped together in sisterly community, hers drenched in my pussy juices and mine in her she-cum. From that moment on, I knew we would be the best of friends as well as ardent lovers. Brad would just have to get used to another cock fucking me.

“Excuse me, ladies?” The sound of the waiter’s voice tore us from our sweet post-climax communion. We gave him a startled look as he stood there alongside the serving cart. The aroma of our dinners greeted my nostrils.

“Sorry,” I said, giving him a weary smile. “We’re exhausted. Long day at the office.”

“No problem,” he said, then presented us with our entrées. Roxy was dead-on about the place having great steaks. I looked lustfully at the filet mignon, which was seared to perfection and served alongside potatoes Lyonnaise and buttered carrots. Roxy’s eyes devoured the grilled salmon on her plate with equal gusto. We started to reach for our silverware then caught ourselves in the nick of time, keeping our hands out of sight.

The waiter poured our wine, asked us if we required anything else at the moment, and left us alone. “Maybe we should visit the ladies room,” I said to my companion with a sly wink.

“Good idea,” she said. We hurried past the other diners and stormed into the restroom, where we spent the next minute or two scrubbing fiercely and trying not to break out laughing. We returned to our table, where we tore into our food while we each downed a hearty glass of some insanely expensive red wine.

After a few minutes our waiter came to the table. Hello ladies!” he said. “I’m glad to see you’ve gotten your second wind.” He nodded at the man who had been eyeing us earlier. “The gentleman over there would like to buy you a drink.”

“How about that?” Roxy said to me. “Sounds like things are about to get interesting!”

“Indeed,” I said as I looked across the restaurant at our benefactor. He was tall, with dark hair that was silver along the temples. His complexion was ruddy, as if he had spent most of his life under a blazing Middle Eastern sun. But his skin wasn’t coarse or blemished. It was smooth and rich, like a fine example of hand-tooled leather.

He was slender but far from scrawny, with long, tapered fingers, one of which was adorned with a massive gold ring that glittered in the restaurant’s low-key lighting. I had seen enough jewelry in my lifetime to tell the difference between genuine gold and the tacky crap they peddle at flea markets or on the home shopping network. His ring was crafted from the real thing. He wore a dark blue business suit with red tie. Gold wire-framed glasses sat perched on the edge of his angular nose. My cunt grew steamy and oh-so-wet as I looked at him, my recent orgasm notwithstanding.

Roxy and I placed our drink orders. The waiter returned with our chosen beverages soon after. I selected a mint julep, Roxy a daiquiri. We raised our classes towards the handsome, gracious gentleman. He reciprocated, a tall glass of Scotch in his powerful hand.

I chatted for a few minutes longer with my shemale associate while we enjoyed our drinks. Then, with the sumptuous feast behind us and our bodies flush with alcohol, we approached the swarthy fellow who had honored us. Roxy took a seat to his right, I to his left.

“Thank you so very much,” said Roxy, giving the stranger an appreciative smile.

“Yes,” I said, brushing my hand along his forearm. “That was very sweet of you.”

His face beamed with a cordial look. “My pleasure, ladies,” he said, his voice as smooth and rich as 50 year old brandy aging gracefully inside oaken barrels. I heard the slightest trace of a French accent in his tone. “Such beauty as yours should never lack for admiration.”

He leaned forward to say something in a subdued tone. We followed his lead, our ears keen to listen. “I could not help but notice how you two pleasured each other so boldly earlier. It was so risqué to do so in a public setting, yet so very elegant as well.”

“Huh?” I said, stunned by his comment. “You mean…” I fought for the right words. “You mean it was that obvious?” I gawked at Roxy. “I thought we were so careful!”

My transgendered companion looked at our new acquaintance with an amused expression. He returned her gaze. The two of them laughed. “Please excuse my friend, sir,” she said to the man. “She’s still getting used to how this city works.” 


I blushed as she spoke. “I keep forgetting I’m not in Little Rock anymore,” I said, grinning sheepishly as I looked down at the table.  Roxy patted my hand reassuringly. “It’s fine, sweetie,” she said. “You more than make up for your naivete with your other skills.” 

“I’m sure she does,” said the man, giving me a warm smile that sent a shudder through my crotch. “My name is Adham, by the way,” he said. “I am here for several days on business – all alone, alas. I yearn for company when I sit alone in my suite during the evening hours.”

“Hear that, Roxy?” I said. “this poor fellow gets lonely being all by himself! We can’t let that happen, can we?”

“No,” said the voluptuous shemale, eyeing Adham like a dog salivating over raw meat. “Absolutely not.”

20 minutes later the three of us were in Adham’s 50th floor suite at the Mandarin Oriental Hotel, a joint so swanky even the bellhops drive new Mercedes. My heart froze as I stood alongside the mammoth window overlooking Central Park. Roxy sauntered up beside me. “Careful, my dear,” she whispered in my ear. “Your small town roots are showing.”

“What do you mean?” I asked her.

“I mean,” she said, “that you’re acting too impressed. Sure, it’s magnificent. And surely this guy we’ve snagged has enough money to buy and sell McCrory a hundred times over. Don’t forget, though, that he puts his pants on one leg at a time, just like us.”

I nodded at her. “You’re right,” I said, taking a long drink of chilled white wine from the glass in my hand. “Still, it’s all a bit overwhelming. I thought I had seen enough of New York to know my way around.” I deposited the now-empty glass on a marble table and drank in the jaw-dropping opulence of the room in which the two of us stood. A circular sectional sofa with enough room to seat a dozen people faced a 54-inch TV that rested inside an oak entertainment console against the opposing wall.

Overhead a crystal chandelier shone down on the grandiose setting, creating endlessly refracting jewels of light that made everything around me seem to sparkle. I was just about to plant my ass on the sofa when, when a whish of air, the door to the master bedroom suite opened and Adham appeared framed in the entranceway. He wore nothing but his underwear and the gold ring I had spotted earlier in the restaurant. 


His body was all that I had imagined and more. He had flat washboard abs with a broad, plank-like chest and the cutest little dark nipples I had ever seen. His legs and arms were long, with sleek, rippling muscle that made me wonder if he was a swimmer. His long, luscious neck rested atop granite-like shoulders. 

Then there was his face – oh my, what a face! – soft yet decidedly masculine, with full lips and eyes dark and mysterious like the desert night. Last but by no means least was the mountain-sized bulge between his legs. It seemed to strain the fabric of his black silken briefs to the tearing point. I staggered and grasped a nearby shelf for support.

“Damn,” said Roxy, her tone incongruent with her earlier advice to play it cool. “Just…damn.”

Adham smiled appreciatively at the two of us “You flatter me,” he said. Then, with a sweep of his arm, he ushered us into his bed chambers.

Driven by alcohol and hormone-induced lust, I leapt upon Adham like a starving alley cat. I pressed my lips hard into his, my tongue darting forward like a crazed snake to probe the inner regions of his throat. He held me tight, returning my fury with his own ferocious lust. We clung to each other in this position for a few brief moments. He spun round and round on uneasy feet, his arm clasped around my back till we tumbled side by side onto the bed. We broke our lip lock long enough for me to sink my teeth into his neck, his shoulders, his chest. I bit him over and over, each time drawing blood as I covered his body in jagged wounds from my animal-like assault.

Adham tried to push me back at first, then surrendered to my attack as I took hold of his wrists and forced his hands down on either side of his face. I mounted him while he still wore his briefs, my cunt sliding over the sensuous material to take in the full length of his cock through the fabric. My hips pounded into him as I thrust down on his helpless form with jackhammer-like intensity over and over and over.

I wasn’t just having sex with this man. I was raping him without relent and without mercy. I didn’t care if he survived the experience or not. I only knew that I wanted to devour him one delicious piece at a time till I reached the explosive moment of orgasm which my lust-crazed brain craved above all else.

Adham’s eyes glared back at me as I forced myself upon him. He was from a patriarchal culture in which men ruled and women meekly obeyed. As such, he was unprepared for the sheer ferocity of my sexual rage. Glaring into his eyes, I saw shock morph into rage, then into defiance, then into desperation, and finally into helpless acceptance of my dominance.

His cock remained slab-hard but his will evaporated into mist. As I climbed the heights of ecstasy to the supreme climax we shared a mystical communion in which his spirit knelt before mine and he acknowledged me as the mistress of his fate. 


My triumph over this strange man I had met only hours before was like gasoline poured onto a roaring blaze. It ignited every nerve in my being, starting with my clit and colliding with tidal wave force against the walls of my cunt till it spilled over into my ass and left a singed path of raw ecstasy behind it. 

The orgasm tingled through my hips and shot white-hot bolts of erotic electricity into my nipples and breasts and neck. It washed up into my face and bathed me in a primal heat that, for a single instant, tore back the curtains of physical sensation to give me a glimpse of the raw, irresistible fury that is at the heart of sex itself. 


Then, with my mind and body ready to explode from the trillions of sensations coursing through them, Adham’s glorious cock erupted with his own orgasm, spurting what felt like gallons of delightfully scalding man-seed into the heart of my cunt. I laughed and wept and moaned with inconceivable bliss, with the sheer perfection of the moment, till my exhausted body collapsed like a house of cards upended by a hurricane, falling into a satiated jumble of skin and sweat and cum onto the velvety folds of the bed covers. 

Adham and I lay there beside each other, sucking in copious amounts of oxygen with each breath as we edged back from the near-suicidal brink of rapture that had driven us both to test the limits of our human endurance. The fires in my brain, now momentarily satisfied, cooled to a dull, persistent glow.

Then I looked up and saw Roxy standing there, her clothes in a heap at her feet, her magnificently feminized body displaying her luxurious skin, her ample bosom, her tight waist and flawless legs. All of these marvelous trappings of femininity, however, stood in stark contrast to the pulsating sex organ between her legs.

I had never seen her she-cock before, even though I had eagerly fondled it in the restaurant earlier. I was completely, utterly unprepared for the sight of it fully erect and displayed in all its majesty before me. It was like a Manhattan skyscraper swollen to astronomical proportions by the ceaseless efforts of manic construction workers.


A fresh wave of arousal gave new life to my recently extinguished libido. But my desire was checked by a counterattack of sheer panic as my eyes tried in vain to comprehend how any human being, no matter how stout or how strong, could possibly live with an object that enormous between her legs. The veins that traced their ways through its girth were, by themselves, larger in circumference than my pinky finger. Moist pre-cum glistened on its tip. 

I felt Adham’s body quake with fear as he came to his senses and beheld the one-eyed demon staring directly at him. “Mon cher dieu!” he uttered in a tiny, choked whisper. The words were French for “oh my dear god,” a fitting comment for the occasion.

I stared in horrified fascination as my eyes followed Roxy’s silhouette to her emerald eyes, which burned with a lust-inspired fury that would have made Satan himself cower in terror. She was hungry. She was enraged at being ignored by Adham and I, who had selfishly pursued our insane orgy without a thought for the third person in the room. And she was armed with a weapon of such proportions that it could rip us both apart, transforming us both into a handful of scattered molecules carried away by the wind.

Roxy’s lips parted. “My turn,” she snarled.


Part Three

I Get the Idea

☐

“Pease, Roxy,” I said, digging my hands into the satin sheets beneath me as I slid as far away from her as I could. “Please. I’m sorry.” That was all I managed to say before she sprung forward, her cock slicing through the air like a javelin. The moments seemed to pass in slow motion as her flawless body followed the course set by her missile of love.

Roxy seemed to freeze in mid-air just before she came down on top of me. Had I my wits about me, I would have clamped my legs together. But I was still woozy from my recent bout of scandalous lovemaking; and so my pussy was wide open when Roxy’s monster-cock impaled me.

The pain was…well,  don’t have words to do it justice. I have heard women describe what giving birth is like. I wouldn’t know, not being a mother But I think the agony they describe comes as close as anything possibly can to what I experienced as Roxy’s pinacle of pulsating lust bent the laws of physics by contorting my body in ways that even the most imaginative scientist would swear are impossible. I didn’t scream. I didn’t fight. I just lay there as her lovely face receded in and out of my field of vision while she did her best to split me in two.

An experienced dominatrix will tell you that the line between pain and delight is as fine as the width of a human hair. Doubt them if you must, but I know they’re right, for it was mere nano-seconds before the torment to which Roxy was subjecting me transformed into a grinding, jerking form of animalistic pleasure.

My cunt began to accept, and then to love, the feel of her cock as it stretched my tender flesh to the limits of endurance. The pressure against my nerves sent tiny signals to my brain that said “this feels good. You like this.” As I somehow found the ability to relax and just submit to Roxy’s violation of my womanly essence, I found my hips moving in sync with hers. A long, moaning wail escaped my lips as we joined together in common purpose. It was unnatural, unnerving. But it was also exquisite.

I looked up at the gorgeous female face of my dominator as she went down on me. I studied her full, sensuous lips, admired the delicate form of her neck, traced the curves of her heaving breasts. As I did so, I realized how truly magnificent the female form is, how perfectly delicate yet overwhelmingly strong its subtleties are, how it brings together perfect proportions and sexual alchemy to create a work of art.

Yet Roxy was not a genetic woman. She was actually a man who had undergone extensive feminization treatments. If they worked for her, why couldn’t they work for some other poor, unfortunate creature trapped in his own masculinity? Those thoughts poured from my brain and, mixed with the growing sense of euphoria from her lovemaking, explain the words I cried out while Roxy was fucking my brains out.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I screamed. “I’ll do it! I’ll turn Brad into a girl!”

“Who is Brad?” I heard Adham  say. He was sitting alongside of us jacking off as he watched Roxy control and use me.

If Roxy heard my declaration, then she paid it no mind. She was focused on both punishing me and pleasuring herself. And so the brutal sex went on and on and on. As it did, the pleasure in my cunt grew and I noticed the tits of her DD breasts stroking my chin. My tongue darted out and I began licking her nipples. Then I began suckling one breast and fondling the other with my fingers. Roxy arched her back and moaned in rapture while I served as her dutiful bottom.

By this point I had somehow learned to take in the full length of my companion’s organ without splitting myself in two. My pussy walls grew slick with my lady juices, further dampening the pain while increasing my level of ecstasy. I felt my body moving towards climax and I licked my lips in anticipation.

My competitive side began whispering in my brain. If I can cum before Roxy, it said, then it will be like I won. I clenched my eyes and my teeth tight, picturing the lewdest things I could conceive, trying desperately to get to the launching point for my orgasm. Gotta beat her, I thought. Gotta come out on top.

To this day I believe Roxy sensed my drive to cum first. Being a hyper- competitive bitch like me, she knew she could not allow that. But she needed something more than the stimulation my cunt could provide if she was to climax ahead of me. So, with a gazelle-like leap, she hopped to her feet. My cunt screamed in protest at being robbed of its newfound companion. I sat up in bed, my fists balled in rage. “What the fuck, you shemale bitch!” I shrieked. “Get your cock back inside of me now!”

“With pleasure,” she said, rocketing forward with her hips in the lead. But this time her target wasn’t my pussy. It was my mouth. I suddenly found myself struggling for air as Roxy began face-fucking me with gusto. She had forced her organ down my throat just as I had exhaled. So my lungs screamed for precious oxygen as she went at me with all the force of an industrial impact drill. My eyes rolled back in my head as I began to black out. I tried to pull away from her, but my limbs were far too weak to muster the effort.

Then it came. It came like lava bursting from an active volcano. It came like a roaring rush of water breaking through a weakened dam. It came like an asteroid from deep space slamming into the earth. Her shemale cum filled my stomach, ran up my throat and sprayed past my lips, coating her thighs and stomach.

Mercifully, she pulled her organ out of me just in time to prevent my utter asphyxiation. I fell back on the bed and breathed deeply, choking on her essence yet savoring each drop of that delicious nectar with which she blessed me so generously. As I did, I knew that she had bested me in every possible way.

The knowledge that she had won was all I needed to reach climax. I didn’t leak, I spurted my whore-spray all over the bed as I writhed against the plush mattress, soaking my body in the precious liquids the three of us had produced during our insane lovemaking session.

When it was all over, Roxy and I fell together in a delighted heap on the bed. We hugged and giggled and shared a sweet post-orgasmic fellowship that only the depraved can understand.

After a time, we remembered that there was a third person on the bed. We look over at Adham, who sat in a corner of the bed, arms wrapped around his trembling kneees as she regarded us with a look of sheer terror.

“I - I’m sorry,” he said. You - you ladies, you are more than this poor Arab can endure. “Respectfully, I must ask you to leave.” He paused for a moment, his eyes wide with barely constrained panic, then said, “please.”

“Whatever,” I said. Roxy nodded in agreement.

20 minutes later we were in the back of a limo, just the two of us. It was on its way to drop me off at my hotel and Roxy at her midtown apartment. As we sat close together, our thighs interlocked, I said, “ever been to Arkansas?”

“Never,” said Roxy. “Why?”

“Because I have a little extracurricular project down there that requires your expertise,” I said.

“What’s that?” she asked, her face showing interest.

“I want you to feminize my male slave,” I said.

“Ah,” said Roxy, her eyes narrowing as she gave me a mischievous smile. “I think I can accommodate you. Yes,” she said, nodding her head.  “I think I can accommodate you nicely.”

The two of us parted with a kiss. The next morning when I returned to McCrory’s offices she was, once more, the all-business, stone-cold creature I had first met. But at six p.m. the magical transformation occurred again. We went out for dinner and drinks, but my county girl cunt was way too sore from the previous night’s adventures to endure another round in the hay. So we settled for pleasant conversation instead.

“So how old were you when you realized you’re female?”

“I was a teen,” she said as she picked at her food. We were in a different restaurant than the night before. We had no desire to run into Adham, who we both agreed was a wuss. “I cross-dressed in secret until I went to college, when I became active in the campus LGBT scene. Even though I identify as trans I am a dominant top who has no desire to get rid of her male organ.” She grinned wickedly. “It’s too much fun to part with.”

“Don’t I know it!” I said, my hand brushing against my bruised crotch.

She laughed. “You should have seen the poor boys in college who tussled with my cock! Some of them staggered around campus for a week, all but crippled after having me shoved up their pathetic sissy asses.”

“I can imagine!” I said. “But I have to ask: I thought trans women lost their ability to get hard because of all the hormones they take.”

“That’s true,” she acknowledged. “But I don’t take any hormones. Everything you see here,” she said, waving her fingers over her beautiful body, “is a result of surgery, plus endless hours of Pilates to keep my body trim and fit without becoming muscular.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s incredible. It also answers a concern I had about feminizing Brad. He’s so bulky with his big man muscles. I want his body to be sleek and smooth like a woman’s.”

“It can be done,” said Roxy. “Though it may require giant doses of estrogen. His cock will never get hard again. You should be prepared for that.”

I nodded thoughtfully. “I do enjoy having him inside of me,” I said. “But I like the idea of turning him into a girl even more. Plus, his cunnilingus skills have always surpassed his fucking skills. I could live a lifetime letting him eat me raw with his tongue and lips.”

“Does it bother you that you’ll be destroying his ability to become erect and to orgasm?” Roxy asked.

I snorted as I considered the question. After a long moment of silence I said, “no. Not at all. In fact, the idea gives me sadistic pleasure.”

“Glad to hear it,” said Roxy. “I’ve had it up to hear with so-called ‘dominants’ who don’t understand that  D/S relationship is all about their desires. The slave doesn’t get a say. He is like a lump of soggy clay for the owner to shape in any way she pleases. His fulfillment should come from pleasing her, not from emptying his useless balls of their pathetic man-slime.”

“I love the way you think, Roxy!” I said, raising my glass to her. “Let’s have a toast to strong women and weak-ass men!”

“Yes!” she said, tapping her glass against mine. “To strong woman and male slaves!” We drank deeply, then settled in to our seats to discuss the details of Brad’s feminization.

I kept a close eye on Brad’s activities while I was in New York. The ranch is covered with surveillance cameras that allow me to know everything going on in my absence. I was able to track Brad’s Internet use, deny him access to rooms where he had no business, and punish him by administering electric shocks to the slave collar he wore. I rarely use the shock function, however. I prefer to control Brad through sheer force of will and psychological manipulation, not brute force.

I use the Internet monitoring feature all the time, however. That’s how I knew Brad was spending practically all his spare time browsing gay porn sites. Apparently my efforts to turn him queer had succeeded beyond my wildest fantasies.

Every day I logged into my laptop to catch up on my slave’s activities. I even monitored him when he was asleep. I run a tight ship, you see. I have spoken to doctors about having chips planted in his mind so I know what he’s thinking, but, sadly, the technology doesn’t exist yet, at last not publicly.

That Friday Roxy and I had a meeting with McCrory in his private conference room. After we finished discussing business he asked us, “you ladies have any plans for the weekend?”

“Yes,” said Roxy. “We’re going to Arkansas to turn a man into a woman.”

McCrory’s brow furrowed together in a look of concern. “You mean Brad?” he asked.

“That’s the lucky candidate,” I said.

He started to speak, caught his tongue, and shut his mouth. “Okay,” he said with a dismissive wave of his hand. “Have fun.”

“What about you, boss?” Roxy asked McCrory. “What are your plans?”

McCrory shook his head. “Don’t really have any,” he said shrugging his shoulders. “I’ll probably come into the office a few hours each day to catch up on some work.”

“Well, have fun,” said Roxy as she and I left the room. When we got into the elevator I gave my friend a concerned look. “Something tells me your boss isn’t too happy about our plans to feminize my slave,” I said.

She nodded. You don’t know McCrory nearly as well as you think, she said. “He can be ruthless when he wants something. Or someone.”

“You mean like Brad?” I said with alarm.

She gave me a dark look. “I wouldn’t be surprised if that’s the case,” she said. “He may want to make your boy toy his private bitch.”

My eyes narrowed as I glared at the elevator door. “I’ll kill McCrory before I let him take Brad away from me,” I said. “Brad is my property. I stalked him, caught him, brainwashed him, and imprisoned him on my ranch. I feed him, clothe him, and give him shelter. I have way too much invested in him to let another person reap the rewards of my efforts.”

“Honey, you’ll get no disagreement out of me,” said Roxy as the elevator door slid open and we stepped out into the building’s basement level with the parking garage was located. We walked together to her car. “Chelsea, I agree that Brad is your slave for you to use as you see fit,” she said. “As long as you don’t harm or kill him, that is. But, by turning him gay, you may have set forces in motion that you can’t handle.”

“Nonsense,” I said as I shook my head. “I’ve never run across anything I can’t control.”

“That may be so,” said Roxy, giving me a tight smile as we approached her red BMW. “But there’s always a first time.”

“Look,” I said, grabbing her shoulder . “If you’ve got something to tell me, then just spit it out!”

Roxy started to speak, then caught herself, shaking her head. “Never mind,” she said. “Let’s just get to the airport.” She walked to her car with me trailing close behind. I stayed silent as we got in the vehicle. But my mind filled with foreboding thoughts as she drove.


Part Four

My Boy Disappears

The plane touched down in Little Rock a little over four hours after we said goodbye to New York. Local time was 9:15 as we left the terminal and stepped out into the muggy heat of an Arkansas summer. We had stopped off at Roxy’s apartment for her to pack a few things. I had left my SUV parked in a lot adjacent to the terminal five days earlier when I caught the flight to the Big Apple. We walked there briskly, Roxy almost panting by the time we got to my vehicle.

“So this is what a summer down South feels like,” she said. “I’ll stick with New York, thank you very much.”

I laughed. “It stays pretty warm down here from May through August,” I said. “Still, the winters are mild and usually snow-free. That’s something you can’t say about New York.”

“Point taken,” said Roxy. “Say,” she said as she sat across from me and took a gander at the items strewn about the cab. “You’re quite the cowgirl, aren’t you?” On the floor at her feet was a pair of muddy leather gloves I had worn the day Brad and I fixed a hole in a barbed wire fence at the far end of the ranch. Scattered about were a cowboy hat, a few hand tools, and a gun rack mounted on the window behind us.

“Into firearms, are we?” said Roxy.

“Sometimes,” I said. “They come in handy.”

She chuckled. “They do in New York as well,” she said. We both laughed.

Minutes later my SUV sat idling in front of the ranch’s main gate. I typed my code into the remote control and the barrier slid out of the way, letting us pass. The SUV handled the graveled road deftly, making the trip comfortable as we closed the distance to the house.

“I emailed Brad this morning,” I said to Roxy. “Told him to expect us between nine and 10.” I glanced at the clock display on the instrument panel. It read 9:35. “He’ll have dinner ready and waiting for us.”

“I hear he’s a fantastic cook,” said Roxy.

“He is,” I said, smiling as I pictured seeing my beloved slave once again. I breathed deeply, savoring the smell of the woods, the fields, and all the other wonderful scents that told me I was home. The closest town of any size was Little Rock, where our plane had landed. But that was 30 miles away.

I killed the engine as we pulled up next to the house. “Ready to meet Brad?” I asked Roxy.

“I most certainly am,” said Roxy. Then she brushed her crotch. “And so is someone else,” she added.

I smiled and shook my head. “Girl, you have a one track mind,” I said.

“Oh, and you don’t?” she retorted as we get out of the SUV.

“Point taken,” I said. I lead the way to the front door, turning the knob.

“It’s not locked?” Roxy asked as she came up behind me.

I snorted. “Remember where you’re at, honey,” I said, looking around. “Out here we don’t call 911 if someone breaks in. We just shoot the bastard.” I opened the door and stepped inside, fully expecting to see Brad on his knees to greet us. But, to my shock, he wasn’t there!

“What – the – fucking -hell?”  I said, dropping my luggage to the floor as I stared around at the empty house.

Roxy stood beside me, her face a mask of boiling rage. “I bet I know who’s behind this!” she said.


Part Five

I Go on the Hunt

☐

“What do you mean, Roxy?” I said, grasping her arm and boring a hole into her skull with my eyes. “Do you know where Brad went? Tell me!”

She knocked my hand away as she returned my glare with a vicious look of her own. “Don’t boss me, bitch,” she said. “Or you’ll think that punishment fucking I gave you the other night was gentle foreplay!”

The sheer murderous glint in her eyes deflated my anger. Play it cool, Chelsea, I thought. No reason to piss her off. “Okay,” I said “I’m sorry.” I took her hand, holding it gently as I pleaded with her. “Please,” I said. “If you have an idea where Brad went, then tell me!”

She nodded at the sofa. “Let’s sit down,” she said. “And why don’t you get us a drink? Then I’ll tell you everything I know.” I complied with their request, going to the bar and filling two tumblers with whiskey. I brought the drinks back to the couch and handed her one. We drained the glasses in one gulp and sat them down on the coffee table.

“Okay,” I said. “You said you would tell me everything. I’m listening.”

“Okay,” Roxy said. “As I told you earlier, McCrory likes getting his own way. That’s how he built a billion-dollar fashion company. I’ve worked for him for 10 years, ever since I got out of college. During that time he’s been a great boss. But I’ve also seen hints of a dark side.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She shook her head and looked down at the floral fabric of the couch before our eyes met again. “He’s gay, of course,” she said. You know that. No problem there.”

“Of course,” I said. “And you’re transsexual. Nothing wrong with either of those things.”

“But McCrory isn’t just a homosexual. He’s sadistic.” I started to speak but Roxy raised her hand to cut me off. “I mean, really sadistic,” she said. “Well beyond what you usually find in the mainstream fetish community. In fact, his sadism goes beyond what’s legal in most countries.”

She got silent for a second. “Yeah?” I said. “Go on!”

Roxy sighed. “I can’t prove this,” she said. “But I suspect it’s probably true. He’s...” She fell silent.

At this point she was driving me crazy. I grabbed her by the arms and shook her. “Tell me!” I shouted.

“He’s a cannibal,” she said.

I stared at her in disbelief, unable to accept the words that had just come out of her mouth. I started to speak but my response choked in my throat.

“You wanted to know what I know,” Roxy said. “Now you do.”

I looked at her for a long moment, then shook my head. I got up and started pacing around the living room. “Wow,” I said at last. “You New Yorkers really are fucked up!”

Roxy stood up and came over to me, draping her arm across my shoulders. “Some of us are, honey,” she said. “I won’t deny that.”

I fell into a seat alongside her and gathered my thoughts. “Okay,” I said. “So your boss likes to eat people. Literally. What does that have to do with Brad?”

She knelt down beside me. Every time McCrory’s had a boyfriend, the guy has disappeared shortly after they began dating. I don’t think he has ever been with anyone for more than a month. I asked him about it on occasion. He always mumbles something about it not working out.”

“Now, it’s true that a lot of gay guys are promiscuous,” she continued. “McCrory sure is. But young, unattached, good-looking men are in short supply across the globe, even in New York City. That’s doubly true in the LGBT community. McCrory may be a billionaire, but his supply of potential lovers is far from unlimited. There are too many rich gay men in town for that to be the case.”

I nodded at Roxy. “And so…?” I said.

“”And so it’s weird that so many of my boss’s young men literally fall off the map,” she said”. If nothing else, I would expect to see a few of them hanging out in the local clubs. But, once McCrory breaks up with a fellow, no one ever sees him again.”

“Okay,” I said. “How this does lead to cannibalism?”

Roxy buried her face in her hands, rubbed her eyes, then looked up at me again. “Can you tell I’m exhausted?” she said. “I’ve been up for 24 hours. McCrory pays well, but he expects a lot in return. Anyway, to answer your question, it’s well-known that there’s a small circle of very wealthy, very powerful, very disturbed people in the New York fashion scene.”

My heart skipped a beat as she spoke. “No one can prove it, of course,” she continued. “They’re way too rich and have way too many friends in City Hall to get caught. But they’re far from a secret. They take the idea of the master slave relationship to its furthest extreme. They believe the dominant has the right, even the duty, to either drive the submissive to suicide or kill him themselves. When that happens, it’s said they have a banquet and feast on the remains.”

I stood up and walked around again, rubbing my temples. Roxy wasn’t the only one who was fighting her fatigue. “Is this group only in New York?” I blurted out.

“I’m not sure,” said Roxy. “Some say it all goes back to some guys who met in college back in the 80s. They were in the same fraternity at Cornell, where McCrory went to school.”

I shook my head. “Roxy,” I said, “what you’re describing sounds crazy. It sounds like the plot of a two-bit conspiracy novel.”

“Maybe it does,” said Roxy. But why is it so hard to believe? “Rich men have always tried to get their own way. Every day you hear about some group of billionaires that has screwed its customers or tried to cheat the government. When people get rich and powerful enough they begin to think they can do anything. Like commit murder. Or worse.”

I tried to think of a reply but my brain was fried. I kept quiet and let my friend continue her story.

“I watched McCrory’s face over the past week whenever you or he mentioned Brad,” Roxy said. “I’m an expert at nonverbal communication. I saw in his features a look I have noticed many times in the past. Believe me, honey, he’s had his eye on your boy since they met. He likes him. He wants him. And McCrory has a way of getting what he wants, no matter who he has to destroy in the process.”

“Even if all this is true,” I said to Roxy, “none of that explains what happened to Brad.” I snapped my fingers as a thought came to me. “The cameras!” I said. ‘I haven’t checked the video logs since early yesterday. They can tell us what happened.”

Roxy stood beside me as I pulled my laptop from my bag, logged in, and went to the website where the recordings were stored in the Cloud. I saw Brad as he busied himself about the house. Several hours before we arrived he began preparing dinner. My heart warmed as I saw him following my orders. “What a good boy,” I said to myself.

“And handsome too,” said Roxy. “But in a pretty kind of way.” I gave her a hostile look. “Just saying is all,” she said innocently.

I returned my attention to the screen. Everything remained as expected until about 4 o’clock that afternoon. That was when a pair of pickup trucks pulled up to the main gate. A guy in dark clothing and sunglasses got out and fiddled with the mechanism. The gate slid open. The two trucks barreled down the gravel road, came to a skidding stop in front of the house, and five guys piled out of the vehicles.

“Holy fucking shit,” I said.

“Holy fucking shit indeed,” said Roxy.

I watched in terror as they pounded on the front door. Brad went to see who was there. When they did, three of the men attacked him and wrestled him to the ground. One went back to the truck, got a cattle prod, and came back. The audio had sound, so I heard Brad scream as the man pressed the torture device into Brad’s neck.

Oh!” I shrieked. “My poor baby!” Roxy gasped as he sat beside me. The men snatched my boy up, threw him in one of the trucks, and hauled ass as they beat it away from the ranch.

“I’ll bet they flew him back to New York,” Roxy said. “Probably on one of McCrory’s private planes.”

Watching my prized slave suffer tore my heart open, as you can imagine. But it also made something dark and ugly rise up from deep within me. “I’ll find those bastards,” I said. “And I’ll make them pay.”

“And I’ll help you,” said Roxy. “I’ve had my doubts about McCrory for years now. But I ignored the stories about him and his little group because he pays me so much money.”

“Welcome aboard,” I said. “I need all the help I can get.” I headed towards the door on the far end of the room.

“Where are you going?” Roxy asked me.

“The bedroom,” I said.

“The bedroom?” she asked. “You think now is the right time for sex?”

I gave her a sour look. “Don’t be an idiot,” I said. “I’m going to get one of those guns you were asking about earlier.”

Roxy followed me. “Oh, great idea!” she said sarcastically. “And how you plan to get those guns on a plane headed back to New York?”

I turned around and looked at her. “If we’re going after a band of murderous cannibals,” I said, “then we have to be prepared.”

“Wait a minute!” she said. “Before we run all over the country half-cocked maybe we should think about this a little.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, for one thing,” she said, “we don’t even know they took Brad back to New York.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Then where else could they have taken him?” I asked her.

She took out her iPhone from her purse. “Let me make a quick phone call,” she said. “I know someone who might be able to help us. “He works for McCrory but the two of them have never got along.”

“Go for it,” I said. “I’ll be busy arming myself.” I left her behind as I entered the bedroom, where I went into the main closet and opened a small cabinet door. Inside was a lock steel case with a keypad on the front. I punched in my code, opened the heavy metal door, reached into the box, and pulled out a sliding drawer. Nestled in the center of it was a Kimber 9 mm pistol. No one knew the gun was there, not even Brad, who is forbidden to handle firearms. Guns are much too dangerous to leave in the hands of men.

Minutes later I had the weapon tucked away in a special purse I had bought for concealed carry. It was loaded. Alongside it in the bag sat three extra magazines. I went back into the living room where Roxy was wrapping up her call. “Thanks, Daniel!” she said. “I really owe you one. Bye!”

“What did you find out?” I asked her.

“Get this,” said Roxy. “McCrory left New York before we did on board his private plane! He told everybody he was going to Chicago for a weekend fashion show. But my friend Daniel poked around the system and found out he was actually headed for Little Rock!”

A wave of fear course through me at hearing the news. “That bastard has my boy slave!” I said.

Roxy nodded grimly. “I hate to say it, but you’re right,” she said. “The good news is that they’re not in New York. McCrory would have come down here unless he has a contact in this area.”

“Oh, shit!” I said, slapping the side of my head. “I remember now! When he was down here a week ago he said something about an old college buddy who lives in Little Rock!”

“Probably a member of his little group,” Roxy said.

“Has to be,” I said. “We’ve got to find out who the guy is and where he lives.”

“Maybe we should call the cops,” said Roxy.

I shook my head. “Even if we show them the video footage,” I said, “do you think they’ll go breaking down a millionaire’s door based on a story about cannibals? It’ll take them days or even weeks to put the clues together. By that time Brad will be…” My voice trailed off.

Roxy took me by the arm and gave me a reassuring look. “Don’t worry, honey,” she said. “We won’t let that happen.” She nodded towards the front door. “Let’s get out of here.”

“Where we going?” I asked her. “We don’t know where they took Brad.”

“Maybe not,” said Roxy. “But I know a few private detectives back in New York who are old pros at online research. I’ll give them a call while we’re on our way and see what they can turn up.”

“Let’s go, then,” I said to her.

“Let’s do it,” she said. “You got the gun?”

“I sure did,” I said.

“Good,” she said. “We’ll probably need it.”


Part Six

I Track My Boy Down

☐

“Are you sure?” I asked Roxy an hour later as we turned off the highway onto a dirt path.

“As sure as I can be,” said Roxy. “Ramon said the guy owns a compound deep in these woods. This road is the only way to get there.”

“And what makes your friend Ramon think that this is where they took Brad?” I asked.

“The owner of the property is named Tab Bennett,” she said. “He and McCrory both went to at Cornell at the same time. They were in the same fraternity. The two of them were called before the disciplinary committee for abusive hazing of a frat pledge.”

“Okay,” I said as I drove. “What else did you learn?”

“The guy they were initiating lost two of his fingers during a ritual the group held in the woods,” said Roxy. “He and his parents were pressing charges, but all of that ended when he disappeared one day. The parents tried for years to get the cops to look into the case. They were sure their son was murdered by members of the fraternity. But there was no evidence for the police to go on. It all got pushed under the rug.”

“Wonderful,” I said. “Just wonderful.” Silence fell across the cab as I extinguished the headlights and let the SUV creep along by the light of the moon. I didn’t want to give Bennett or McCrory advance warning that we were approaching. I felt my heart pounding in my chest as I navigated the narrow, winding gravel road. The tree cover on both sides was thick, plunging us into utter darkness time after time.

The drive seemed to take forever. But at last the forest fell away and we found ourselves on the edge of an open field with a bright full moon overhead. In the center of the meadow was a group of steel utility buildings. Parked outside of them was a Cadillac Escalade, some kind of nondescript economy car, and two pickup trucks that bore a striking resemblance to those that had invaded my ranch hours before. We saw no person outside. Yellowish light streamed through the tiny windows of the structures.

I stopped the SUV, shifted into reverse, and began backing away down the gravel road on which we had come.

“What are you doing?” asked Roxy, sounding confused.

“Trying to stay unnoticed,” I said. We can’t just pull up to the front door and knock. I saw a little spot just off the road back here. We will park there and approach the buildings on foot.”

“And what if someone comes outside?” Asked Roxy.

“Then we’ll drop to the ground,” I said. “Or just shoot them.”

“Good enough,” said Roxy. “Lucky for me I dressed in jeans and sneakers.”

Moments later the SUV was parked and we followed the road back to the edge of the field. We stood there peering at the buildings as I reached into my bag and took out the 9 mm. Our eyes scanned the ground ahead of us. So far so good; we saw no one.

“Come on,” I said to Roxy. “Let’s go.” She followed me as we crossed the hundred yards or so to the compound.

We were about halfway to our goal when we heard a door begin to open. “Drop!” I whispered as loudly as I could. Roxy and I did so. Lying there in the grass, we watched in silence as two men came out of the closest building. One wore a baseball camp. The other sported a cowboy hat. We saw a red glow as one of them lit a cigarette.

“What you gonna do with your share of the money?” said the guy in the cap.

“Hell, I don’t know,” said the smoker. “Maybe take a cruise. Maybe buy a new truck.” He snorted. “Hell, maybe I’ll just go blow it all on hookers and meth!” He looked at his companion. “What about you?”

“Who the fuck knows?” the other man said. “Aint never had that much cash at one time in my life.” He nodded towards the building behind them. “What do you think they’re gonna do to that poor bastard we caught?”

“Who gives a shit?” said the smoker. “He aint my friend and he aint my kin, so I don’t give a damn.”

“You guys get back in here!” a voice called from within the compound.

The smoker threw his butt on the ground and crushed it out. “Time to earn our pay, Hoss,” he said to the other man. The two of them went back in the building, shutting the door behind them.

Roxy and I looked at each other. “We better hurry,” I told her. She nodded in agreement. We half walked, half crept our way towards the compound. We were maybe 100 feet away when we heard screaming. It was followed by two gunshots.

Holy Shit! shouted Roxy.

“Shut up!” I said. “Down!” We hit the ground once more.

“If anyone told me I would be tracking down cannibals and risking my life in backwoods Arkansas when I was studying fashion design,” she grumbled,” I would have told them to take the job and shove it up their ass.”

We waited a few seconds, heard nothing else, then rose to her feet. I waved her forward as we covered the final distance between ourselves and the buildings. What I saw inside chilled my blood.

The structure was utilitarian, with plank floors and metal walls riveted together. McCrory was standing in a large, open area alongside another man who held a smoking pistol in his hand. At their feet were two bodies. Blood was pouring out of their ruptured skulls; they had been shot through the head. It was the par who had been standing outside minutes before.

The sight was horrific. But it paled when compared to what I saw behind the men. My beloved slave boy was lying on a massive metal table, arms and legs stretched wide apart with his ankles and wrists bound to the table with handcuffs. He was naked.

On a small wheeled cart next to the table I saw several large knives made of gleaming metal, a bone saw, and a giant cleaver. My heart froze in my chest as I imagined the men using those merciless tools on Brad.


Part Seven

I Rescue My Boy

☐

Roxy and I crouched with our heads just below the window. “Let’s rush in!” she said in a furtive whisper.

I sat there with my back pressed against the outer wall trying to think. “No,” I said a few seconds later. “They’ve got a gun, just like me. There may even be more of them in the back for all we know.”

“Well, we can’t let them chop your slave to bits and eat him, can we?” snapped Roxy.

“Of course not,” I said. I closed my eyes and tried to figure out the best plan of attack. “I’ve got it,” I said to my friend. “They’ll never suspect.” I looked at Roxy. “Stand up and knock on the door.”

She gave me a “you gotta be shitting me” look. “You can’t be serious,” she said.

I nodded my head. “Yes I am,” I said. “Stand up and knock on the door. Do it NOW, Roxy!”

“And where will you be?” she asked.

“I’m going to be right here with my gun drawn.” I said. “Don’t worry. If anyone get shot, it sure as hell won’t be you.”

Roxy looked at me for a long moment. I could tell she was trying to figure out whether to follow my lead or not. Finally, she said with a sigh, “if I get killed from this, then I’m coming back to haunt your ass.” Quietly, carefully, she got to her feet and approached the door. I stayed low but peeked in the window.

McCrory and the other man were standing on either side of the table where Brad was manacled. The glass was thick so I couldn’t hear what anyone was saying. But I saw tears running down Brad’s face. It looked like he was pleading for his life. McCrory had the cleaver in his hand and was looking at Brad with a malicious grin. Seeing my slave boy in such pain ignited rage in me such as I had never known.

Sit tight, baby, I thought. Mama is coming.

Being from New York, Roxy has never done anything subtly. So, when she knocked on the door, it sounded like King Kong beating on the building. The men froze when they heard the noise. McCrory pointed towards the door and said something. The other man took his pistol and walked over to the entrance slowly, holding the gun in front of him.

He stood in front of the door, pistol pointed at it. That’s what I heard McCrory shout, “Open it, goddamn it!” The man hesitated for a moment, then darted forward, one hand on the knob and the other clutching his pistol.

The door opened with a whoosh of air. Roxy stood there, looking calm and collected with a gun pointed at her skull. I guess New Yorkers are used to that sort of thing. “Good evening,” she said”. I was wondering if my boss Mr. McCrory is here. I’ve got some papers for him to sign.”

The man with a gun gave her a startled look. “Who the fuck are you?” he demanded.

“Roxy!” shouted McCrory, turning his attention from Brad and walking towards the open door. “What’s going on?” I stood nearby, crouched against the wall, 9 mm in my hand ready to fire.

“Just like I said, Mr. McCrory,” said Roxy, her tone casual, even friendly. “You left New York without signing those requisitions for the new fabric from Paris.” She shrugged her shoulders. “We’ve got to have that material to be ready for the fashion show next month.”

For a fraction of a second McCrory looked stunned as well. Then, regaining his composure, he said to the other man, “Shoot her!” I saw the man tighten his grip on his gun. That was my cue. I stood, circled around to Roxy’s side, and fired square at the man’s chest. The shot blew him backwards. Blood erupted from his ruptured heart and sprayed everywhere.

I rushed into the building with Roxy right behind me. I pointed the gun at the bastard who had kidnapped my slave boy. “Don’t move, you motherfucker!” I ordered.

McCrory gave me a look of pure poison. “You fucking bitch,” he said. “You were a nobody with a piss-ass advertising firm in Bumble Fuck Egypt. I gave you a chance and signed you to a multi-million-dollar contract. I flew you to New York. I even let you drink my goddamn champagne!”

He glanced at Roxy, who stood beside me. “Now you’ve turned my most loyal employee against me! You’ve interfered with my private affairs and you’re trying to stop me from enjoying a good meal! You fucking traitorous cunt bitch!”

The sheer ferocity of McCrory’s tirade repulsed and immobilized me. I wanted to shoot him but couldn’t summon the willpower. I stood there with my gun pointed at his head, wanting to send him to hell but unable to pull the trigger. He leered at me. “You’re not the only one who knows something about mind control,” he said.

He threw his thumb over her shoulder, pointing back at Brad. “He’s nothing to you, just a dumb-ass cowboy you picked up in a bar. You can get another slave whenever you like. Hell, you can get a dozen if you want! You got the brains and the ass to do it. But you will never get another deal like the one I gave you! Kill me or call the cops and you’ll just be another nobody.”

As McCrory spoke, a war raged in my brain between my dark side and the better part of my nature. I knew what he was getting at. He wanted me to sacrifice Brad. In exchange, he would give me anything in the world I wanted.

McCrory nodded. “I can read your mind,” he said. “You know I’m right. Go back to your ranch. I’ll clean up the mess you made here so nobody will ever know what happened. I’ll drop by tomorrow. You think the contract I signed with you this week was generous? I’ll make you richer than you ever dreamt you could be.”

He looked at Roxy. “I’ll take care of you too,” he said. “Very good care.”

My mind swirled with conflicting desires as I stood there with images of unlimited cash and worldwide prestige running through my brain. I dropped my pistol by my side.

“What are you doing?” said Roxy. “Shoot the bastard!”

I shook my head. “You gotta admit,” I said, “he’s making a tempting offer.” Roxy looked at me in blind, uncomprehending disgust. As she did, McCrory turned away from us and approached Brad, picking up the cleaver. I waited till the mad fashion designer held the instrument directly over his head.

“No, please!” cried Brad. “Please don’t!” He looked at me. “Please, Mistress!” he begged. “Help me!”

I’m not a kind soul. I’m sure as hell no saint. I’m a predator. I take what I want by force. I play as mean and dirty as any man and I’m a stranger to mercy. I freely admit all of these things. But, deep within me, there is a small shred of decency. I control and dominate, but I also cherish and protect what is mine, no matter what threats loom on the horizon. So, with McCrory standing alongside Brad about to sever his head from his neck, I was true to my nature. I raised my pistol, took aim, and pulled the trigger. McCrory looked at me in horror, thinking he was about to die.

The hammer came down. But, instead of the roar of a bullet, there was nothing but a dry clicking sound. The 9 mm misfired, leaving me, Roxy, and Brad with no defense against the monster named McCrory, who stood there grinning with a cleaver in his hand.


Part Eight

Roxy and I Settle the Score

☐

Sometimes we cis-women are horribly, brutally unfair to transgendered women. We think they’re nothing but men pretending to be female. We assume that they’re like males: klutzy, slow, and cowardly. I have been guilty of thinking the same thing myself more than once. But what happened in the next moment cured me of those misconceptions forever.

“No!” shouted Roxy with an Amazonian battle cry as she charged at McCrory. I watched in amazement as her long, lithe body bolted through the air, sailed over the table upon which Brad was bound, and plowed directly into McCrory’s chest, sending him crashing to the floor and knocking the cleaver out of his hand.

I dashed forward as well, clearing the misfired round from the barrel. I leapt on top of the table that held my beloved. I looked down at him reassuringly. “It’s okay, sweetie,” I said. “Mistress is here now.”

He gazed up at me with a look of pure adoration, which filled my heart with joy despite the tension of the moment. On the floor in front of me McCrory and Roxy were tearing at each other. I tried to get a clear shot to take the fashion designer out, but to no avail.

For a moment I thought McCrory had gained the upper hand when his fist plowed into the side of Roxy’s head. But, instead of knocking her out, the blow only made her mad. “You fucking bastard!” she bellowed, clawing at his face. I grimaced as I watched her dig her long scarlet nails into his brain.

I’ve seen some pretty nasty shit in my time. But nothing could match the horror of the fashion designer’s once handsome visage covered with pieces of his shredded eyeballs and chunks of his brain. His body quaked as his nervous system tried to figure out how to survive without an intact frontal lobe.

An eerie noise issued from McCrory’s throat as he died. Maybe it was simply a result of his ruined brain sending out scrambled signals. Maybe it was the sound of his soul screaming as the devil dragged him down into hell. Whichever it was, it will haunt my dreams forever.

Roxy looked at me. I looked at her. “Damn, girl,” I said. “That was really fucked up.”

She nodded, regarding me with a fierce look. “It was what he deserved,” she said with cold finality.

I heard a blubbering sound beneath me and looked down to see its source. It was Brad. He was weeping tears of joy and relief. “Oh, thank you Mistress,” he said, gratitude pouring from his heart. “Thank you for saving me.”

“I had to, my beloved,” I said. “What would I ever do without my precious slave?” Then I kissed him.


Part Nine

Roxy and I Transform my Boy Brad into my Girl Angelina

☐

Six Months Later

“Oh, please, Mistress Roxy,” begged Brad, whom I had renamed Angelina, as she looked up from the bed on which he lay. “Run the razor over my legs again!”

Roxy snickered and looked at me. “I think Angelina is enjoying becoming a woman,” she said. “What do you think?”

I smiled as I stroked my sissy’s flaccid cock with my index finger. “I think you’re right,” I said. “In fact, I don’t think she misses having a functioning penis at all.” I stroked her cheek lovingly with my other hand. “Isn’t that right, sweetheart?” I said.

Angelina nodded enthusiastically. “Not at all, Mistress Chelsea,” she cooed in a dainty feminine voice. “Who needs a silly thing like a cock?”

I looked up at Roxy. “What did the plastic surgeon say?” I asked her.

“Angelina’s breast implant surgery is scheduled for the 20th of this month,” Roxy said with a smile”. “Giving her C cups will be no problem at all.”

“I’m so looking forward to having boobs of my own!” squealed Angelina. “I want to feel a man’s strong, calloused hands fondling them.”

Roxy and I looked at each other, indignant at Angelina’s remark. “And what about our hands?” I said. “Are our soft, smooth, feminine hands not good enough for you?”

Angelina shook her head. “Oh but they’re more than good enough, Mistress Chelsea,” she said. “I would love to have you play with my new breasts.”

“That’s nice to hear,” Roxy said to Angelia. “Since you’ve been such a good sissy, I’m going to shave not only your legs but the rest of your body again. You have to be as smooth as possible when you try on your new lingerie.”

Angelina relaxed as Roxy began lathering her legs. “I’m such a lucky slave,” she said, “to have two such wonderful owners feminizing me.”

Roxy took one leg and I took the other, running our respective razors from just above Angelina’s ankle to the tops of her thighs. We had already removed most of her hair earlier. But we still managed to catch a few follicles as we stroked he for the third time. I shaved around her limp cock and shrinking balls as well. My clit throbbed as I watched the razor followed the curves of her legs, removing the final remnants of her nasty man-hair and taking him one step closer to utter sissification.

Angelina breathed excitedly as we dominated and feminized her over the next half hour or so. By the time we were done, she was utterly smooth and hairless except for the top of her head. I undid her bonds and took her by the hand. “Let’s go over to the sofa,” I said. “Mistress Roxy and I will slide your new stockings up your silken legs.”

Yes, Mistress! said Angelina, using the tiny, womanly steps we had taught her to use when walking. She relaxed on the sofa and lifted her right leg in the air. I checked his toenails. Not only were they perfectly trimmed, they were painted the cutest shade of pink. I took one of the white thigh highs, started at the tips of her feet, and slid it up her leg. Angelina’s eyes rolled back in her head as she gasped.

“Oh, Mistress,” she said. “That feels so very good!”

I watched as Roxy adorned Angelina’s left leg with the other stocking. I studied the lacy material along the tops, admiring how they made my slave look pretty and prissy, just as I wanted her to be.

“Lay down on your stomach,” ordered Mistress Roxy. Angelina obeyed instantly. Roxy put on a pair of latex gloves and slipped her thumb and forefinger into Angelina’s ass, which was filled with a pink butt plug. “Anal stretching is coming along nicely,” Roxy said. “Soon our little slave will be able to handle any cock with ease.”

“I wish I could have your cock inside of me now, Mistress Roxy,” said Angelina. “I don’t care if it hurts.”

Roxy looked at me. “What do you think?” she said. “Is it time to pop this slut’s anal cherry?”

“Why not?” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “She has been very well behaved.”

Angelina clapped his hands. “Yay!”

“Now let’s see,” I said, looking around the room. “Where should we do this?”

“Lean her over that table there,” said Roxy, pointing at a piece of furniture in the corner. “I’ll ride her from behind.”

“Okay,” I said. “But I’m feeling a little sadistic. Give me her ball leash.”

“Please don’t hurt me Mistress Chelsea!” Angelina begged. “I’ve been a good sissy, haven’t I?”

“Of course you have, sweetie,” I said to her soothingly. “But remember, you exist to serve me and other women in any way we desire. And, right now, we wish to inflict pain on you for our own pleasure.”

Angelina dropped Angelina head, chastened by my remark. “You’re right of course, Mistress Chelsea,” she said in a quiet voice. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” I said to her. “I’ll forgive you this time.”

Roxy and I led Angelina to the table when the leash wrapped around her tiny balls. I pulled on them hard, making the spikes dig into her tender flesh. Angelina whimpered and cried a bit, but she didn’t complain. I ordered her to lay face first down on the table. With her ass sticking in the air, Roxy slid out of her skirt and panties, exposing her glorious organ for me to see and admire.

“I’ll never forget when you first used that thing on me,” I said. “It spoiled me for any other cock on earth.”

“As well it should,” said Roxy, smiling as she ran lube up and down the full length of her shemale skyscraper. “No man can match what I’ve got between my legs. It just goes to show that women are superior in every way.”

I nodded. “I’ve always believe that,” I said. “But now I know it’s true.” I glanced at Angelina. “Whether we let men keep their masculinity or destroy it for our amusement, their role is to make our lives happier. That’s just the way it is.”

I fished the plug out of Angelina’s ass. She shivered as Roxy ran the head of her cock along the rim of her sissy butt cheeks. “Here it comes, baby,” I whispered in Angelina’s ear. “Ready or not.”

With the same leopard-like reflexes she had shown the night she helped me save Brad from McCrory, Roxy leapt forward, impaling my slave Angelina with her sex-spear. He screamed, she wailed. She begged for mercy, crying, “take it out, please! It’s too big! It’s too big!” But she submitted to Roxy’s control and, over the next few minutes, began purring in pleasure as my friend pounded her sissy ass.

Watching Roxy go down on my sissy lit a fire inside my cunt. When I heard Roxy began to approach the moment of orgasm I touched her arm. “Wait,” I said. “Don’t come just yet.”

Gave me a cold stare. “Why the hell not?” she demanded.

I stepped out of my pants and dropped my panties around my ankles. “Because I want you to come in my pussy instead,” I said, burying my fingers deep inside my essence.

Roxy leered lustfully at me and withdrew her organ from Brad’s ass. “My pleasure,” she said. I leaned against the wall and closed my eyes. “Get over here, Roxy,” I said. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, you perverted shemale bitch.”

I felt like a steamroller had just slammed full speed into my body when Roxy injected her telephone pole-sized rod into my whore cunt. My head and body jerked back and forth as if I was riding an out-of-control roller coaster as she thrust in and out, in and out, shaking me like a rag doll. I felt her rubbing me raw inside. I felt my skin blister. I felt myself begin to bleed. But I didn’t care. I just wanted to cum.

Just before I reached my climax I felt Angelina’s lips on my feet. She was on her knees worshiping me from the ground below. She kissed my thighs, my calves, and licked along the sides of my ass while Roxy fucked me. It was the pinnacle of my life, the instant of supreme ecstasy which I knew would wash away the pain and horror and travail the three of us had endured over the past six months. So I surrendered to the intensity of the orgasm, letting my lover and my slave use me as they pleased.

The orgasm didn’t start in just one part of my body. It hit my nerves all at once simultaneously, like a bolt of lightning sent by a sex goddess from above. Every fiber of my being resonated with overwhelming, climactic pleasure. I screamed in delight, my cries reverberating against the walls of the room and echoing through my brain. I knew thus moment wouldn’t last forever. It couldn’t. But I would hold onto it, and my beloved slave, and my beloved Roxy, for as long as I could.


Part 10

Epilogue

☐

“McCrory’s dead,” said the man with the scar running down his face. “So is Benett.”

The man behind the desk stood up and walked over to the office window, looking out towards the New York skyline beyond. He studied the outline of the skyscrapers for a moment, then turned back to the man with the scar. “I know,” he said. “But we can’t worry about that. We need to focus on revenge. We’re going to kill those two bitches.”

“It won’t be easy,” said the man with the scar. “The one named Roxy is now CEO of his company. The one from Arkansas is her partner. Not only are they wealthy and powerful, they also know about us.”

“I understand that,” said the other man. “But this is personal. They killed two of our own. Now we’re going to do the same to them.” He put his hand on the scarred man’s shoulder. “Do it carefully,” he said to him. “But do it ugly and slowly and painfully as well.”

The scarred man’s lips parted in a vicious snarl. “No problem,” he said. “In fact, it’ll be my pleasure.…”
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