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PART ONE

Joan knew she was a target. Her father was richer than rich and it had been driven into her skull for years that she had to always be on the alert. Heck, a beautiful heiress was a prime target for those who wished to get rich without working.

When she was a child Joan had had bodyguards, but now that she was out on her own she had decided to do without bodyguards. She went where she wanted and didn’t worry about it.

Of course, there was good reason she didn’t worry.

First, she had pepper spray in her purse.

Second, she tried never to go out without friends.

Third, she trained herself to check out her environment.

Fourth, and this was the big one, she trained in the martial arts. A lot.

Her father had insisted, and she had gone along with it, but after a couple of years she had realized that she really liked the physical exercise. She liked practicing against full grown men. She liked knowing that she could defend herself. So she had continued her studies far past where her father might have expected her to stop.

For these four reasons, capped off by a bit of arrogance, Joan thought she was immune. Nobody was going to take her against her will.

So on a Saturday night she met with some girlfriends, had a couple of drinks, listened to some fine music, and wound up in the rare position of having to drive herself home without anybody to accompany her. Her bestie, Christie, met some hunky guy and when the new couple decided to go home together Joan took it in stride.

After the couple left Joanie only stayed for a couple of more songs, just long enough to finish a bourbon and Coke, then exited the club.

It was a hot night. Los Angeles hot. And she listened to her feet clicking on the asphalt.

The parking lot was not well lit, and there were an abundance of cars, and not many people.

Joanie’s sixth sense, honed by years of karate, suddenly popped. The hair on the back of her shapely neck stood up, her scalp itched, and she could feel it.

She stopped. Took out her keys and fitted them to her hand. Her keychain was a Kubotan, a small round bar of plastic that was perfect for loading the fist.

The night club was fifty feet to the rear. Her car was ten feet in front of her. Right beyond a dirty, white van.

She heard nothing but the sounds of the city, horn honks and the unintelligible mutter of far away voices.

Ten feet. She moved slowly, setting each step so she would be grounded and have good balance. There was really only one place an attacker could come from, and that would be the van. No wonder it was parked right next to her car. She would walk past and somebody would come out of the shadows and grab her. And it would have worked, except that Joan was no dumbie.

She put her foot just past the bumper of the van and stopped. The man rush out, arms spread, to encircle, to grab, to bear her to the pavement. To pick her up and maybe throw her against the side of the van. Knock her out.

Instead, she stepped back and brought the Kubotan down on the back of the man’s neck. It was a rabbit punch, but as if with a sap. The man lay down and slumbered.

Joan stared down at the man for about ten seconds. She had never seen him, but she didn’t expect to have. He was about five foot six, a little short for a kidnapper, but he was probably good at kidnapping, didn’t need to be bigger to get the job done. Especially if he was going after the fairer of the species.

Only ten seconds, then Joan came to herself. Who the hell wanted to kidnap her? She lifted his coat to find a wallet or identification, or maybe a letter with kidnapping instructions signed with a flourish. Instead, she found handcuffs.

She took the cuffs off and put them on the man, and just in time. He was starting to come around.

“Unh…” he shook his head, realized he was lying on his face, and he struggled and managed to sit up.

Joan glanced back at the night club. Nobody had come out.

“Wha…”

“Get up,” Joan ordered brusquely.

“Huh? Wait? What are you…”

The man started struggling against the handcuffs.

He was brown eyed, brunette, hair a bit shaggy. He wasn’t ugly, he was just..plain. The kind of features you could forget.

“Get up. Now.”

“Get these cuffs off me! Now!”

Joan looked at the club. Any second somebody would come out. She made up her mind. She reached down between the man’s legs, which were conveniently spread out, and grabbed him by the testicles. She squeezed and lifted.

“Aieee!” But he was on his feet. Nobody coming.

She didn’t say a word, just pulled him between the cars. The sliding door on the side of the van was open and she literally tossed him into the van.

She quickly crawled in after him.

He lay on the floor and made puking sounds.

Joan looked around. Duc tape for wrists. A sack for her head. A length of nylon rope. The man had come a’callin’ all right. She searched for instruments of torture, pliers for the nipples, maybe a lighter, but—thank , God—she didn’t find any of that stuff.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined and jerked to turn himself over. It was hard with his hands cuffed behind his back.

Joan turned on the overhead light and studied the man.

“Jeez, lady. Let me loose.” His voice was ragged. He was still feeling the effects of being conked on the head and lifted by the nuts.

“Who told you about me?”

“What? I don’t know about you! I just tripped and it looked like I was coming towards you. I’m sorry if it looked—”

“Handcuffs?”

“Uh…” he wasn’t able to think fast enough to answer that one.

“What’s your name.”

“Douglas Henderson.”

“Well, Dougie, you’ve got a problem. You see I don’t believe you.”

He was coming around to himself. “You’d better let me go. This is false imprisonment. You’re doing the kidnapping. I’m going to scream for help.”

Joan smiled. The odd thing was that she had participated in kidnapping scenarios in her karate class. It was called the ‘stranger danger’ drill, and she knew everything that Doug was going to say or do before he said it.

“Couple of things wrong with your plan, Dougie.”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“First, if you make a peep I am going to kick you in the nuts as hard as I can. Second, if you turn away I will hit you in the back of the head hard enough to make your eyeballs fall out and roll. Third…” she pulled the door shut, “…I actually want you to yell so I can do those things to you.”

That was the moment that Doug really started to worry. The quick snatch job was turning into a major fuck up.

“Okay…there’s got to be some way for both of us to go home happy.”

“I don’t know about your happy, but my happy consists of you telling me who hired you to kidnap me.”

He answered readily and Joan thought it was the truth. “A phone call. I don’t know any names.”

“Bad for you…let me explain. I’m an heiress. People would love to hold me for ransom. But because I know this I keep a very low profile. The only people that know where I live are my best and closest friends, who would never betray me, and my family, who are likewise not suspects. But somebody knows, and they told you about me, and…I need to know who. You are going to tell me.”

“Look, I understand, I even feel for you, if you can believe that. But I was telling the truth. I received all my instructions over the phone.”

“Well, that’s too bad for you.”

“Why? What are—“

She jumped on him, her full body weight, and bore him backwards to the floor of the van. His arms and shoulders hurt from the awkwardness and the weight pushed down on them, then she was ripping off a piece of duc tape and slapping it over his mouth.

“Hey! HE—HGHJK!”

His voice became dour mumble. His eyes flashed frantically, he struggled, but she just got off him and spooled off a piece of rope.

“Whhie yui ukio?”

She didn’t bother answering, just looped the rope through his hand cuffs, then over a hook in the ceiling. From there she brought the rope down and sat on his legs and looped the rope around the legs, then pulled the rope to a hook on the ceiling in the back of the van.

Doug Henderson was barely supported on his belly, his body in a shallow U, and he was trussed up and stretched out.

“Hmpppjhg! “Huoijhg!”

She ignored him, got out of the van and looked around. The parking lot was still empty, but it didn’t matter now. Dougie boy was hog tied, and she was more concerned with her purse, which she had dropped. She found it wedged under the tire of her car and she picked it up and went back to the open door of the van. Watching Doug she tapped the face and started making calls.

Doug had kidnapped people before. He was actually quite good at it. So good that people never even noticed that he was under sized for a kidnapper.

But how much size do you need when your primary target is a woman? You push ‘em on the ground, conk their head if need be, and if the situation warrants, use a taser.

But Joan wasn’t a big girl, he didn’t want to mess with a taser in a parking lot where people could happen by, so he figured he’d just rattle her around, throw her on the ground or against the van, and he’d be gone.

Obviously, he thought ruefully, he should have gone with the taser.

What should have been a snatch and go ended up with him hogtied, and her showing a situational awareness that he never expected a woman to have.

In fact, she was about as efficient as any kidnapper he had ever met.

After a couple of terse conversations, she had put a sack over his head, turned the music up in the van, and stood outside keeping watch.

Now unable to hear or see, he yet knew when another person showed up, and another. He could hear voices, differentiate between them, but he couldn’t make out what they were saying.

No matter. She would make a mistake and he would get free.

Then the door slid shut. He listened, he felt the van jounce and knew somebody had gotten in. Then he heard the motor start up.

Fuck!

He lay in the back, sliding a bit in his uncomfortable position. His arms were starting to ache, and he wasn’t a fan of pain.

He tried to keep track of turns, but rapidly became confused. He tried to at least figure out the compass direction they were going in was, but that didn’t work.

A half hour later the van bounced over a curb. The tires crunched over some gravel, then bounced again, they they were on smooth surface. The van only went a short ways, probably less than a hundred feet, before it stopped.

The music was turned off and his ears rejoiced. His arms felt like they were on fire and he groaned.

The driver’s door opened and closed.

The sound of more cars inside…a warehouse it sounded like. Then the sound of doors closing, and the click of high heels on cement. Multiple high heels.

He moaned again, his shoulders bearing the brunt of his weight. They were pulled up and back and he felt like his bones were in danger of coming apart.

Voices, even some laughter. Fucking bitches. When he got loose…

The door slid open and he smelled a different odor seeping through the mask. An odor like cars being worked on. But that could mean anything.

Then he was ignored again.

Another radio started up, sounded like a boom box, but it wasn’t loud.

He heard the sound of people moving around, all high heels, and he heard voices chatting.

A drill started up, and he could tell from the pitch that it was drilling into concrete.

Concrete? What the hell were they planning on doing to him?

Then more drilling sounds, hammer sounds, even saw sounds. An hour later the sounds of construction stopped.

The van shuddered with bodies getting on. He could feel their bodies moving around him. They loosened the ropes and he laid down on his belly. His arms were getting used to pain, and now they generated more pain as they were allowed to relax.

He was dragged out of the van and across a concrete surface.

He was put in a chair. A weird chair. It felt like a dentist’s chair. The chair didn’t move, and he realized they must have screwed the chair to the floor.

Chains were pulled around his ankles, and his legs were fixed to the legs of the chair.

He was pulled over to one side and a new set of handcuffs was put on his right arm. That set of hand cuffs was fastened to the arm of a chair. The arm was metal, the chair had to be metal, and he tried a sample pull and knew that he was securely fastened, at least for the right arm. But maybe he could pull his left arm loose and—a thin wire was placed around his left wrist. So thin that if he struggled he’d probably just cut himself. Then his left arm was pulled to the armrest and handcuffed.

This whole time he hadn’t tried to make a sound. He had only tried pulling on the wrist once. He had figured out there were four people, and they were probably all women. No sound of men’s shoes; just heels.

The four sets of heels walked away. He heard voices muttering in conversation probably fifty feet away. He waited..

Ten minutes later the heels came back to him. The bag was pulled off his head and he blinked. He was in a warehouse. The lighting was dim. Four women stared at him.

They were babes. Good bodies, pretty faces. No, beautiful faces. Two brunettes, a blonde and one with purple streaks in her hair. They were all made up, and he realized they must have been out on the town before they got the call.

He focused on his target.

Joan stared at him, her mouth in a moue.

“Well,” said one of the brunettes, the one that wasn’t Joan, “I vote we take him out to Griffith Park and bury him deep.”

Nobody said anything.

“Hummmjh!” Doug attempted to start a conversation.

“He wants to talk.”

“He wants to bullshit.”

“Why Griffith Park? Why not just off him and toss him in a field? It’s not like anybody will miss Mr. Scumbag here.”

Doug waited. He was sweating. No, he didn’t believe their tough talk, but the idea was out there. Get rid of him. No fuss, no muss, no bother. God, he wished he had used the taser.

“Well, let’s see what Dougie boy has to say,” suggested Joan. She walked forward, gripped the duc tape and gave a yank.

“Fuck,” whispered Doug hoarsely. The tape near ripped his lips off.

Joanie leaned down and placed her arm on his chair. “Okay, Dougie boy. No time for prevarication…who sent you.”

“I told you, it was a phone call. Money deposited in my account.”

“How much they pay you for me?”

“Twenty-five thou.”

The other three girls had moved closer, and now he felt like he was in the center of a bunch of cops and getting a grilling.

Joanie looked up at the other girls.

“I believe him,” said purple head, “But we need to be sure.”

Joanie stepped back. “Let’s get naked.”

The girls moved in on him. Two of them held his leg firmly.

“What are you—“

The third girl, the blonde held up a razor knife. “Don’t struggle, Dougle. I’d hate to cut deep.” The look in her eyes said she wanted to cut deep.

The blonde started at his right ankle and ripped the knife quickly but efficiently up his pant leg. The brunette pulled, and the thing came apart easily.

The left leg, then some sawing, and he was pantless.

“Ooh, tighty whiteys,” the blonde chimed. She stuck a finger in the leg hole and start cutting.

One thing he had never imagined could happen, not that he had imagined himself in this situation at all, was that his penis stood up.

“Look! Dougie has a stiffie.”

“How cute.

Purple hair grabbed it and shook it and Doug groaned. Why the fuck had he chosen this moment to have an erection. Why did it have to feel so good to have a warm hand holding his prized member?

They cut off his shirt, then they all stood back and Joan stepped forward. While they had been cutting his clothes off she had picked up a pair of scissors. They were rusty, and when she opened and closed them they made a harsh, rasp of a sound.

“What the fuck!” Doug panicked. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Dougie. We have to be sure, and I heard once that eunuchs tell no lies.”

“No! Stop! I told you everything.”

“I doubt that. Hold his head.

The girls moved in again. One of them put a belt around his neck and pulled back. The other two pushed down on his legs. He was caught, he couldn't move. Joan kelt in front of him and he felt her hands grip his testicles. She held them firmly and his pecker pushed up. She slowly shook her head. “So sad.”

“I’ll talk! I’ll talk! Let me talk!”

“Too late, and too bad. They look so big and happy, too.” She moved and he felt a cut across his skin, then…then…

Joan stood up. She held a pair of nuts in her hands. They were slimed in blood, but…his nuts! She had cut off his nuts!”

Doug sobbed. He had been castrated! He had been…he…

Joan smiled. She dropped his nuts. He heard them hit the floor.

CLANG!

Doug blinked.

Clang? Metal nuts? And he was supremely confused. He had metal nuts?

“You…you didn’t…”

“Nope. You’re still whole down there. Those were just those metal nuts they hang on the backs of trucks. But I suggest you start talking for real now. The next time won’t be fake.”

No smiles now.

“So talk. Who paid you?”

Doug was more than willing to speak now. Unfortunately, he still didn’t have anything worth listening to.

“But I don’t know! I really don’t! Jobs come in over a phone. I have a…I guess you’d call him a broker, he gets the jobs for me, but he’s not even here. He’s in New York, and he’s mob connected.”

Joan listened, and frowned. She was pretty sure he was telling the truth. His story hadn’t changed, he had experienced sever trauma…no, he was telling the truth.

“And that’s all I know. I swear! Please believe me.”

The other girls were watching and he looked from one to the other, hoping to convince at least one, hoping to get out of this mess with his balls still in their sack and firmly connected to his groin.

“I don’t know,” said Purple.

“Yeah,” agreed Blonde. “He’d probably lie to his own mother.”

“No! No! I swear!” His eyes were moist and tears started overflowing.

Joan: “What were you supposed to do with me? Kill me?”

“Oh, God! No! I don’t do that! I was supposed to deliver you to a place.”

Purple snorted, “And then they’d kill you. I tell ya, Joan, cut ‘em off and make ‘em into dice. You could put ‘em in little blocks of lucite with painted numbers on the side.

“Snake eyes,” quipped Brunette, and they all laughed.

“No! Please, believe me! You’ve got me! I have to tell the truth to get out of this! You have to believe me.”

“Let’s talk this over, girl.”

The four women retreated into the gloom of the warehouse. Doug could hear their voices discussing him, but he couldn’t make out what they were saying.

A couple of minutes later they came back.

Joanie leaned over and placed her hands on his arms. “First things first, Dougie, we are going to need a confession.”

Purple brought a camera into the circle of light and set it up so it was aimed directly at his face.

“Sure,” he said, his heart sinking, “I’ll confess.”

It was that or his nuts. It would mean the end of his career as a kidnapper, but he would still have his testicles.

“We’re on,” said Purple.

Joanie stepped back, out of the camera view.

“Talk, Dougie, and make it good.”

“Uh…” he was sort of at a loss as to what to say. He hadn’t planned on confessing this evening.

“Start with your name.”

“My name is Doug Henderson.”

“What were you doing tonight.”

“I went to kidnap a girl.”

“Give details.”

So he told the story. He stole the van, he received information about Joan, and he tracked her to a restaurant. He told about having the tables turned on him, he talked and he talked and he talked.

When he was done, they had him confess a second time. Then a third time.

After the third time the girls held a quick discussion.

Blonde: “You believe him?”

Purple: “He never changed his story. If he was lying he probably would have.”

Brunette: “It’s not too late to cut his family jewels off.”

And they actually chuckled at that. Sadistic bitches!

Joan: “Okay, we know the number he was to call, we know the drop off point. And we need to know who paid him. You girls ready for phase two?”

Phase two? What the fuck?

“Oh, yes,” muttered Blonde, and the others shook their heads and grinned.

“What are you doing? What’s phase two.”

“Phase two is where you become deserving of retaining your best friends.” Joan looked down at his groin. She turned to the girls. “Lets get set up. I’ll give Dougie a couple of last minute instructions.”

The girls moved off into the gloom. Shortly he heard cars start, and leave.

Joan knelt in front of him. Her hands were on his. She was smiling and suddenly didn’t look dangerous at all.

“Dougie boy, we’ve got your confession. We could call this number, talk to this Steve person you were supposed to report to, and arrange for him to get the confession.

Doug’s breath caught. He knew what would happen to him, and he knew they wouldn’t stop at his nuts. They would dismember him and spread his remains across the Great Lakes.

Joan reached forward and grabbed his penis then. He froze. He fully expected her to rip it right off his body.

“Then there’s the other option.”

“Yeah,” Doug licked his dry lips. “I’d like the other option.”

“I’m sure you would. The other option is you walk out of here, with the tapes, and your nutsack, and if not a smile on your face, at least not a frown.”

She was actually stroking him. Talk about mixed singles. He moaned slightly, then gasped, “Just tell me what to do.”

“Eventually, we will, but right now…you just have to go along to get along.”

He gulped and nodded.

“Okay. Would you like to have an orgasm?”

“Wha…what? He started blinking at this non sequitur.

“I asked if you would like to have an orgasm.”

“Why…I don’t understand?” Man, talk about confusion. First they’re going to cut his nuts off, then…an orgasm?

“I just thought you might like to have an orgasm. You know, you’ve been under a lot of stress, this might relax you. What do you say, would you like to have a big, old, juicy cum?”

“Right now?” His voice actually squeaked.

“No time like the present. How’s my hand feel?”

“It’s…it’s good.”

“Of course,” she reached under his penis and took his balls in her other hand, “We could go back to slice and dice. I really thought the idea about making your testicles into dice was cool. I could hang them from my rear view mirror and see them every time I looked behind me. And think about what great conversation pieces they would be. ‘Hey, Joan, nice dice, where’d you get them?’ ‘A friend of mine named Doug.’ ‘Cool, could he make me a pair?’ ‘I don’t think so. There’s sort of a limited supply of these things.’ She shook his nutsack and he groaned.

“No, please. I’ll take the…I’ll take the orgasm.”

“I thought you might.” She was stroking him seriously now, and she palpated his nuts, giving little slaps that made him jump. The feeling was building pretty quickly down there.

Joan had soft hands, educated hands, and she used her fingernails to score him, then blew on the head.

Doug moaned and tried to move his hips forward.

“Don’t move, Dougie boy. I don’t want to lose my rhythm.

“It’s…it’s hard.” He meant to not move.

“I know it is,” Joanie laughed. “And it is about to feel so good. Are you close?”

“Yes,” he gulped. “Yes.”

“Then go for it.”

A few seconds later Doug began to spurt. Oh, it was heaven, his testicles tightened up, his muscles began to twitch, and he felt that wonderful feeling of hot sperm pushing up his shaft.

“There we go,” crooned Joan.

Doug spasmed and emptied his testicles in her hand. It took a while, he hadn’t known he was that horny, but…finally, he was empty. He sagged, and Joanie walked into the darkness.

He heard her footsteps, then the sound of water running, then she was returning. Click. Click. Click.

She came out of the gloom, her heels tapping and her ass swaying and her boobs quivering with each step. She had a huge smile on her face. She was holding a little box, maybe six inches on a side.

“What’s that?” He felt good. After sex lassitude permeated him.

“It’s a chastity tube, Doug. We’re going to put your little pal in jail for a while.

“Wait? Why?”

“Oh, don’t worry. You do everything right then you can have the key.”

“But…why?”

So Joanie explained the plot, and his eyes grew large.

“No!” he blurted at one point. “I don’t want to do that?”

“We could just turn your confession over to the police. Would you prefer Steve or the police?”

“But…I don’t want to do this!”

“And I didn’t want to be kidnapped. And then you didn’t want to be kidnapped. But here we are, and it’s not like you have a lot of choices. Besides, once we start in on you you’re going to find that you like it. Men always do. So I suggest you just play along, do your part, and this will all be over.

Suddenly a door far away opened and closed. High heels clicked towards him. He licked his lips and stared into the gloom.

“The girls are back, Dougie Boy. So what’s it going to be? Do you want to go along and get along? Or do you want to go back to the rusty scissors part of this whole thing?”

He stared at her. He didn’t know if she really could cut off his testicles. But she had played him thus far, and she certainly didn’t seem like a soft person.

Joan smiled. “Make up your mind, Dougie Boy.”

He licked his lips again, then nodded. “Okay.”

Joanie reached for his package. She slipped a ring around his testicles and penis. Then she slipped a tube over his cock. She locked it…

CLICK!

Gave it a shake, then stood up and stepped back.

The other three women had come out of the gloom and they stood waiting. They were holding bags and a small, little mini-suitcase

“Okay, girls,” said Joanie. “He’s all yours.”

Joanie stepped back and the three women moved in on him.


PART TWO

The women worked efficiently. They didn’t bother removing his handcuffs, not yet.

One woman took his legs and the other his arms and the other his body. They slathered white cream all over him. They even reached behind his back and slathered it on. If he hadn’t just cum he would have gotten an erection the way boobs were pressed again him. As it was, he was just aware, painfully aware.

Then they stood back and chatted. Talked boyfriends and nail polish and stuff.

Doug didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly his body started to heat up. “Hey! This stuff is burning!”

They washed the cream off him. They had a hose that went to a far sink, and they sprayed him down. Cold turned to hot, so it was probably connected to a slop sink of some sort.

They dried him off. Big, fluffy towels. Rub a dub dub. They chatted amongst themselves, and occasionally directed a quip toward shim.

Dry, two women sat at his feet and two took his hands.

“Just relax, Dougie.”

He tried to, and they prepared his nails. He couldn’t see his toes, but he caught occasional glimpses of bottles of polish. Bright red.

His hands he could see, and his nails were prepped, sanded, and long ovals soon adorned his digits. They painted his new fingernails red.

His toes were done first, and those two girls began working on his face. They cleansed it with tiny sponges, then began rubbing primer onto him. He had no mirror, but he could imagine what they were doing, and figure it out from the way they talked and the movement of their hands.

“Give him a bruise there and there,” Joanie directed.

He felt latex being glued to his skin. He now had swellings as if he had fallen on his face, or just been hit with a fist.

They put a foundation on him, then began applying blush. Shortly they were working on his eyes. Liner and mascara.

He sat rigid, aware that sharp objects were fractions of an inch from his orbs.

“Relax, Dougie.”

He tried. Lord, how he tried, and then he felt something. Oh shit. His cock tried to stand up.

Why now? he moaned on the inside.

He willed his cock to lay down, to go back to sleep, but he might just as well tried to whisper a hurricane to sleep.

“Hey, Dougie’s getting excited!”

The girls all chuckled and Joanie picked up his chastity encased cock and looked at it. She looked at him with a grin. “Told you, Dougie boy. Every man loves this.”

“But I’m not that kind of guy!”

“That’s what they all say, but the proof is in the pudding. Or in the chastity. She shook it. “You can’t hide from the truth, Dougie.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whined, and his cock kept pressing and trying to get hard.

They rubbed his chest with glue, pressed a large pair of tits onto his pecs, held them in place till the glue dried, then put a bra on him.

Doug looked down at his tits. They looked so huge.

He looked at Joan.

Joan was contemplating him. He compared her tits to his. They were a pretty good match. With clothes on nobody would be able to tell the the difference between their tits.

Purple: “We’re going to loosen your legs, Doug.”

He nodded.

“They took off the cuffs around his legs and began pulling nylons up his legs. They had him lift his legs and help a little when they pulled the nylons over the part of his legs that were on the chair.

“Let’s use a garter, I don’t want one of these to slip off at the wrong time. They might look up under his dress to see what’s wrong.

So they did.

Doug felt the straps against his skin and his cock was twitching madly in the cage. The girls kept noticing and they kept mentioning it, and even fondling his plastic prison.

Lipstick. The tube had a bright red label on it. To match his fingers.

A wig. It looked exactly like Joan’s hair.

“Fasten it good. If somebody grabs him by the hair I want him to go with it.”

Blonde said, “Sorry, Doug, but you’re going to have to shave your head to get this wig off.”

“S’okay,” he mumbled.

Almost done, except for the dress, they stood back and inspected their work.

His cheeks had been padded and shadowed. His eyes plucked to perfectly match Joan’s, and he looked like Joan. The slight differences were disguised by a couple of small bruises.

“Joanie, baby,” muttered Brunette, “I’ve seen you look better.”

“Yeah, girlfriend,” chimed in Blonde, “I never got around to telling you how ugly you really are.”

Doug sat and took it, and he thought about his chances. They were going to release him pretty soon, and then what were his options?

He had none.

He had to do what they said, even putting his life to risk, because they had his confession, and that would definitely result in his demise.

Joan: “Okay, Dougie. Now we find out if we can trust you.”

“I won’t run.”

“Put high heels on him first.”

So they slipped some high heels on him, then they undid his handcuffs.

Doug felt his wrists, felt the life come back into them, and he rubbed the chaff marks. He was so aware of how his hands were female hands.

And his face felt like it had a mask glued to it. A skin tight mask.

Which made his weenie struggle again.

He stood up.

He wobbled. The high heels were difficult to stand in. He wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

Joan took off her dress and handed it to him.

His eyes widened at how perfectly built she was.

And…how perfectly built he was.

They helped him slip the dress over his head, and Joanie was handed sweats, including a hoodie, which she rapidly slipped into.

Finally, done, Joanie turned to Purple. “We’ll do his throat as soon as he makes the call.”

“You got it.”

Joanie handed Doug a script, let him read it, and said, “You ready?”

Doug nodded and cleared his throat.

Joanie dialed, and they heard the phone click on the other end, then a man’s voice: “You do it?”

“She’s right here in front of me.”

“Okay. Take her to 4309 Wilson. Nine tonight. We’ll have a package for you to deliver. Just push the girl out on the mattress, pick up the package and leave. We’ll be waiting for you.”

“Uh…”

“Yeah?”

“I had to hit her. A couple of times. She’s got bruises. Does it matter?

“Nah.”

Real sweethearts, Joan thought.

“Okay.”

Click.

Joanie held up a spray can. Try not to swallow. One quick breath will hold you for the night. But try not to talk.

He opened his mouth and she spritzed his throat.

He didn’t feel anything except the cool of the mist, but when he spoke again his voice came out an octave higher. It sounded feminine.

The girls all laughed, and he even grinned. He sounded so funny.

“Okay, girls, and you Doug, let’s go over the plan.”

So they did, and Doug listened avidly. It was his life on the line, after all.

Eight o’clock came and Joan got into the van. The other girls piled into another car and followed her.

Wilson St. was on the far side of town, and it wasn’t a nice area. Shabby houses mixed in with garages and the streets were filthy.

Joan threaded her way through a narrow gateway and back to 4309. The door was a metal roll up and it was open. There were no lights inside, and that was good. Joan was wearing the baggie hoodie and her body was pretty well disguised, but a careful look wild reveal that she was a woman. No lights would help conceal her.

She drove into the garage and the lights revealed a mattress just inside the door. There was a package, just a bubble wrap envelope, on the mattress. She stopped, slid the door open and rolled Doug out. Then she grabbed the package and backed out of the garage.

Doug lay on the mattress, huddled up as in fear, trying to keep his body and face hard to examine.

The door rolled shut and all was silent. Doug waited.

On the street Joan drove away. She drove for some minutes, searching for tails. She saw nothing. She stopped at a seven eleven and ordered a hot dog and a Coke. She kept her eye on the street. Nobody.

She went back out to the van, took out a stick with a mirror on it and walked around the van. She saw nothing attached to the car. Not that there was much chance of somebody putting a bug on her, but better safe than sorry. She got into the van and opened the package she was supposed to deliver. She didn’t feel bad about opening somebody else’s mail because it rally wasn’t somebody else’s mail. It was addressed to her home, her real home where her father lived.

Earlier that night Blonde, Purple and Brunette had driven to a location up the street from the garage. Blonde got out and walked up to a house. The house was dark, nobody home, and she acted like she had lost her keys, then walked around the house, through a couple of back yards, and set up to watch the garage.

Purple and Brunette waited in the car, laying down and not moving. Purple had a mirror on a stick and she held it up and watched the driveway at 4309.

Across from the garage Blonde watched from under a bush. She had brought a Coke and a Three Musketeers bar. She waited, and took a nibble off the bar, and a swig, and waited.

She watched the van pull in, some sort of movement just inside the garage, then the van backed out to the street and drove away.

The door to the garage rolled down.

Doug listened to the sound of the rollers and the door rumbling. He was about as scared as he had ever been in his life. He wanted to jump up and run, and keep running. But he couldn’t. He had to get that confession back.

He heard the sound of somebody coming across the floor. A flashlight shone on him and he ducked his face away from the light.

“All right.” It sounded like the man was trying to disguise his voice.

Joan stopped at a Copymat and made copies of the letter inside the thick envelope. Then she continued on to her father’s house. And now came the sticky wicket. She had to deliver the package and worry her father to death.

It went against everything inside her. But she had to.

She put the package on the front door step, rang hell out of the bell, and ran for it. She was watching from the shrubbery when her father opened the door, looked out, looked down, and picked up the package.

She was crying, cursing herself, but she walked around the house and looked in a side window.

Her father, with lowered brows, opened the package. A look of shock and horror crosseed his face. Then he went upstairs to the computer.

Joan had her own laptop, and she picked it up and connected with the house system. It was a simple matter to tap into the feed that her father was calling up.

Darkness. The screen pixillated, then a picture formed. It was Joan, huddled on a mattress. Her face was bruised and puffy in a couple of places. But it was her.

A voice came over the feed. “Ten million dollars. Deposit it in The Bank of the West Indies. Account number 23-54398222-542.”

The number was written at the bottom of the screen and stayed there.

“If you call the police, the FBI, or anybody…you will never see her again. We are watching you.”

The screen faded to black.

Upstairs Henry Fielding, Joan’s father, collapsed in on himself. His only daughter! The love of his life! How…how!?

Trembling, he reached for the phone, and then stopped. They were watching him.

He thought.

The ten million was no problem. It was chicken feed.

The bank was just. a stopping point for his money As soon as his money was deposited it would disappear, go to other untraceable accounts.

Fine. He didn’t care. He just wanted his daughter back. He straightened up and reached for the computer again. Time to transfer some money.

Joan hit the gas and the van, which was turning into ‘old Trusty,’ responded. She slowed for lights, kept an eye out for cops, but she was in a hurry. Whoever had sent the computer feed was working out of the warehouse. They hadn’t bothered to move Doug, and she recognized the filthy mattress.

She had no idea who had sent the internet stream, and that meant she had no idea who was behind everything, but her only chance of finding out was back at the warehouse. If she could get there in time. Now that the video had been sent they could move at any time.

Blonde held her position. She had finished her candy bar and Coke and needed to pee But she had received no phone call, so she should just keep watching.

Purple and Brunette stayed in the car. Nothing was happening, so they set tight.

Inside the warehouse Doug lay on the mattress and waited. The man who had filmed him had gone into the back room and he could see the glow of a computer screen. The man was waiting for ten million dollars. If Joan was right, her father would send it quickly, and then…then the dispensation of one Doug Henderson would be seen to.

Would he be let go? Left bound on the mattress? Worse?

He was a kidnapper. Sort of a middle man snatch artist. He kidnapped the women, turned them over to a third party for…disposal.

He had often wondered what happened to his victims. Had they been…disposed of?

He didn’t know, and now that he was laying on a dirty mattress in a garage he wanted to know.

Now that he was experiencing what he had handed out…he was having a change of mind.

He had done it for the money, and never bothered to find out what happened to the victims.

For the first time in his life he considered himself a bad person.

For the first time in his life he wished he could go back and change things.

“YES!” the man in the back of the garage exulted. He pumped a fist towards the roof, and the sky above, and began a happy dance. He had managed to pull it off! He had won! He had beaten that old fool, the father of Joan, and he was ten million dollars richer!

He stood and stared at the screen, saw his offshore bank account swell by ten million buckaroonies.

He leaned his fists on the grey table the computer was on and stared at the screen. Ten million dollars. He could get away now. Heck, he could skip out on the money he owed. Fuck those idiots. They could never catch him once he lifted wheels for the Indies.

He straightened up and sighed heavily.

Then: “YEAH!” He pumped his fist and did his happy dance all over again.

Joan turned the van into the shabby district and picked up her cell phone. She had been so intent o driving…and her friends were already there.

“Guys!” she barked. “Is there anything happening?”

“Nope,” and “Nada.”

The man finished chortling and chuckling and celebrating his cleverness and came out of the back room. Doug finally got a good look at him, and he memorized those features. Then he turned his face away and prayed he wouldn’t end up with a bullet in his skull. Or worse.

The man walked up to Doug and laughed. “Okay, my dear, thank you for your service.” He toed her softly in the buttocks. “But I’ll be on my way now. I’ll arrange for somebody to come get you and…” he stopped. The girl wasn’t moving. She should be reacting somehow.

Suspicious, the man leaned down, grabbed her shoulder and pulled her over.

“What the…you’re not…who…”

He saw through the paint and the fake bruises. He saw different eyes than the ones he expected.

His mind spun crazy.

But he had the money.

But…who was the girl? And if he didn’t have Joan, then where was she now? Could this all be…was it a trap!”

Doug expected violence, but the man didn’t react the way he thought he would. Not anger, but fear. In fact, terror.

The man ran to the garage door and began pulling it up.

Across the street. “Joan, something’s happening. The door is going up.”

Down the street Purple and Brunette went into action. Purple crawled over the seat, Brunette sat up and turned the key.

The man didn’t wait to hoist the door fully open. He ran out into the yard.

“He’s on foot,” Blonde was trying to remain calm, but the man wasn’t calm, and she had a feeling everything was turning sideways.

Joan was only a couple of blocks away, driving like a madman. Or madwoman. The van nearly tilted over, but she managed to keep it upright and closed in on the garage.

Brunette turned the car around.

Blonde came out from under the bush, yelling into her cell phone.

“He’s got a car!”

The man leaped into his Jag, turned the key and hit the gas. The car spurted out into the yard and he cranked the wheel. Two wheels throwing up a rooster tail of dust, and slid into the street, just cutting off Brunette.

The engine roared and the Jag jumped like somebody had poked a stick up its ass.

Down the street Joan was listening to the commotion, trying to make sense out of it. She came around the corner, saw the oncoming car and tried to cut it off.

The Jag swerved, made it around her, and all Joan did was succeed in cutting off Brunette and Purple.

Cursing, frustrated, angry, Brunette and Purple leaped from their car and screamed at the disappearing headlights.

Joan got out of the car, but she wasn’t angry. She had a sad smile on her face. “It’s okay.”

“It is? But…he got away!”

“Maybe,” said Joan. “Let’s go check on Dougie.”

Doug was twisting on the mattress, trying in vain to bust his handcuffs. The four women walked in through the open door and looked down on him.

“Sorta cute like that, isn’t he?”

“We could take him home. Keep him for a pet.”

Joan (chuckling): “Come on, guys. He did good.” She knelt and reached behind him and inserted the key and freed him.

Doug didn’t run, he didn’t jump up or curse or anything. He just latched on to Joan and started crying.

He had just lived an hour of terror. He thought of the people he had terrorized. What had he done? What on earth had he done!?

Joan was surprised, then she smiled and returned the hug. Finally, she stood up, helped Doug to his feet. “Did you see him?”

Doug nodded. “But I don’t know who he is. I’ve never seen him before.”

“That’s okay,” Joan just smiled ruefully. “Come on, you guys. There’s one piece left to this puzzle.”

Curious, Doug and the girls left the garage.

The police arrived at Henry Fielding’s house at the same time Joan and company did. Joan had told the police some of what was going on, and now she finished her story.

“So who kidnapped you?” asked a grizzled sergeant.

“He’s inside the house. Talking to my father right now.”

Everybody looked at each other. They were stunned.

“But who?” asked Blonde.

“Come on in and let’s find out.”

Joan opened the door and lead the way into the big house.

Henry Fielding was talking to the man. They were in chairs pushed together, heads bent, discussing the kidnapping.

Joan walked in. “Hello, Father.”

Henry jumped to his feet. “Joan” He rushed to her, held her, was crying.

Peter Fielding was on his feet, a relieved smile on his face. “Joan! Thank God! Henry was telling me about your terrible ordeal!” Yet there were beads of sweat descending from his hairline.

The girls filed into the room. Then two police officers.

“But…who? Who kidnapped you? What is—“

“Hello.” Doug entered the room. Wearing a dress, made up to look like Joan, bruises on his…her…face.

Peter turned white. Still, he tried to brazen his way out. “I…who are these people?”

“Father. It was Peter.”

“Me!? Nonsense!”

Henry turned around and stared at his brother in shock.

“Henry! You can’t believe this!”

Doug: “I saw him face to face. He was surprised when I wasn’t Joan.”

“But…nonsense! I’ve never seen this…this…whoever she is, in my life!”

“He left a computer in a warehouse,” said Blonde. “We brought it with us.”

Peter sputtered some more, but finally caved in. Eyewitnesses, computer proof, it was too much.

“I needed the money,” he said, as if that was an apology, before the police carted him away.

“Lynn, Janice, Sandy. I can never thank you enough for helping my daughter. When an emergency hits you find out who your true friends are, and I guess Joan knows who her friends are. Anything I can do for you. Anything.”

The girls just laughed it off, except for Purple, who said, “I heard you have a bottle of 100 year old bourbon.”

Henry laughed. He went to a cabinet and lifted out an ancient bottle. He poured six glasses and cautioned, “This isn’t your cheap ass shit.” They chuckled at his earthy language. “So just sip it straight, swirl it around, and enjoy the glow.

They all sipped, and the girls all went ‘Gah’ and added Coke.

Doug swirled it, said, “This puts all the cheap shit I’ve ever drunk to shame.”

Henry laughed at that one, and poured another couple of fingers for Doug.

“And that brings us to you, young man. You really are a man?”

“I guess.”

“Well, thank you.” Henry clinked his glass to Doug’s and they sipped.

“Except…”

All listened.

“Except I’ve done some bad things. I need to undo them.”

“Like what kind of bad things?”

And the story came out. Joan listened, and was impressed. Doug could have walked out. He was free, he had his confession, but…there were unseen depths to Dougie Boy.

“So, that’s my situation, and…I want to fix some of the things I’ve done. But for that…I need money.”

Henry saw it then. He measured Doug’s level look. He considered what Doug had done, and what he wished to undo. He sighed, sat down in a chair, and thought. And he said, “Being a businessman, normally I’d ask what kind of collateral you have to offer. But since this situation is entirely—

“Father?”

He turned to Joan.

“Why don’t you think about this for a while. I want to clean Doug up and talk to him first. Can you hold off for a bit? Maybe drink some more of that disgusting bourbon or something?”

Puzzled, Henry nodded. Joan took Doug by the hand and led him back into the house.

Doug followed along. They went upstairs and down a long hall into Joan’s room.

She sat him down at her vanity table and began to work on him. She removed the latex bumps, undid the bruise coloring, and repaired his make up.

“This is my room when I live here.”

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“For what?”

“For getting you involved in this whole mess.”

“And you should be. I’ll probably make you pay for the rest of your life.”

She used brushes and creams and studied his face carefully as she worked.

“Aren’t you taking this stuff off?”

“Why? Don’t you like being a girl?”

“It’s not…It’s that…I…”

She put a finger on his red lips and shushed him. She reached down to his groin and put a key in a lock.

He sprang forth like a horny, young man. Which, of course, he was.

“What are you…”

“I thought I told you to shut up.”

She pulled her sweat pants and panties off and sat on his dick. He gasped as the pleasure hit him.

She took his hands and guided them under her hoodie, and she kissed him. She chewed on his mouth like it was her last meal. She ate his lips, stuck her tongue down his throat, and totally overwhelmed him with the purity of her sex. And all the while she was grinding her buttocks down into his lap.

“Oh…oh, fuck. I’m going to cum.”

“Good.” She got off him.

He stared down at his erect penis. He had never been so close, and so denied, in his life.

“But…but…” he looked at her helplessly.

“I always wondered what it would be like to fuck a woman, and it’s pretty good, although we have some unfinished business.”

“Uh, yeah,” He was breathing hard and his cock was bobbing.

“Before we finish our business, however, we need to talk.”

We need to talk. Possibly the most nefarious statement of all womandom. But they did talk, and after a while Joan got back on top of Doug, and this time she didn’t stop him. This time she reached under and gripped his nuts and slapped them. When Doug came it was prodigious. It was like nothing he had ever experienced.

And she felt the same.

They returned to the dining room. The bottle was empty. Blonde and Brunette were in two chairs next to each other, harmonizing over, of all things, ‘Row, row, row your boat.’

Purple was sitting on her father’s lap and lecturing him on why women had an innate advantage in business.

They all looked up as Joan and Doug entered the room.

“Father?”

Henry tried to straighten up and look dignified, which made Purple laugh.

“You asked what kind of collateral Doug has. And I am here to say that I am it.”

“What?”

“I will personally oversee Doug, make sure he makes sound business decisions and pursues justice for his victims. I will watch him, guide him, and…you may safely invest in him.”

Henry was a bit mystified, but the girls weren’t. They noted how Joan fingered the little gold key on the chain hanging between her breasts.

END
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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