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The Wreck (Part 1)

Yvette D’Royale and her daughter Carmella slowly worked their way through the crowd gathered at the annual gala reception. This was part of the fund raising that took place each year to help pay for a number of homes across the city that were open to foster children. Yvette hated crowds and mingling, but this was one of the few times each year she would attend something of this sort and many of the city’s movers and shakers bought tickets just to be able to rub elbows with the lovely and rich widow.

Over the next week, more than a dozen would almost certainly call her with some business proposition or offering to help her sell some of the thousands of acres of family land she owned. It was like an annual ritual. Someone meets you for the first time and then they try to get something in return.

She sighed and looked at Carmella. The girl was beautiful and would be heading to college in a few weeks. Yvette knew that she would have a new problem then. Young men seeking Carmella’s family fortune would feign love and whatever else it might take in hopes of a multi-million dollar payoff.

She had explained this to Carmella, but she still worried about how vulnerable the girl might be. Several times that evening Yvette had been forced to come to Carmella’s rescue to pry her away from overly attentive young man.

They finally made it out the door and to the car. The chauffeur, Cedrick, had been with the family for years. His wife had died a few years ago and recently his daughter had moved back to the D’Royale manor to take on the duties of managing the house.

He held the car door open for the mother and daughter, carefully closed it, and then got behind the wheel.

The gala had been in town and it was only a ten minute drive home. Much of it was up the hill that overlooked the city. As they approached the last curve before the driveway to the house, Cedrick slammed on the brakes hard.

There was a flash of headlights that illuminated the interior of the car from only feet away. Unfortunately, that meant that the oncoming car was on a direct collision course. Cedrick jerked the wheel of the sliding car in a desperate attempt to avoid a crash, but there was no time to do anything that could truly make a difference before the car was t-boned by the oncoming vehicle.

There were screams, the crash, and the sound of tearing metal.

And then silence…



Carmella struggled back to consciousness. She was trapped in the car and could not move. Barely able to even move her head, she could see her mother next to her. Her mother’s body was twisted in such an unnatural way that Carmella knew she could not possibly be alive. Towards where the front portion of the car she could see Cedrick’s arm, but it did not seem to be attached to his body.

Then she heard the voices. Two boys, talking and laughing.

“Shit man, I thought we were going to go right over the edge of the hill. That would have been a hell of a trip down, huh?”

“I’m glad you were able to cop the star. I mean cop the star.”

They both laughed and the second voice finally finished the sentence.

“Stop the car I mean.”

More laughter.

“Hell, their car is what copped the star buddy.”

Carmella wanted to scream. Their indifference to the tragedy was more painful than any injury she had received. Her mother was dead and the culprits were obviously a pair of drunk boys who didn’t give a damn.

Soon there was the sound of sirens and the flash of lights. It took the firemen nearly an hour to extract Carmella from the wreck. She was in shock by then and could not speak, but she did hear them as they worked. Their conversations confirmed that her mother and Cedrick were dead. They talked about how Carmella’s back might be injured and for the first time she realized she could feel nothing below about the level of her breasts.

And they also talked about how two very drunk frat boys from the local college had miraculously walked away with only minor injuries.
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“It’s always the drunks that seem to get through fine and the innocent people on the road who get slaughtered,” one of the firemen said in a heated voice as he continued to work to get Carmella out of the mangled remains of the car.



There were many concerns. With further examinations and tests, they believed Carmella’s situation might be worse than the doctors had initially thought. It also was not unusual for a patient who had been through so much and lost so much to simply give up. The doctors were resigned to the fact that Carmella might be little more than a vegetable for the rest of her life.

Carmella was a pretty and outgoing girl who had grown up as the rich and only child of a widowed mother. But she was anything but spoiled. She had a special type of toughness. She had not taken the easy way out with anything. Though home schooled, her teachers were from the faculty of the local college. She had turned 18 a few months before and was doing work in English, Calculus, and other courses that was considered to be the level a college junior would typically do.

She had also worked hard physically. She loved to jog most mornings. She had also learned judo and a number of other of the “arts of self-defense”. In fact, her most recent undertaking had been boxing and though her instructor had last won a title nearly thirty years earlier, he was both demanding and impressed when it came to Carmella.

But now she was an invalid. Partially paralyzed. Initially she could not move or feel anything from the neck down. Over time, some of the swelling subsided and she regained use of her arms. The vertebras of the spine seemed intact, but something had happened to the spinal cord itself.

For few months Carmella held on to the hope that it would also heal. But it did not.


The Queen’s Dungeon, Part 1

She looked over the group of young men. There were two frat boys from the local college, the son of a prominent local politician, and an up and coming young businessman. The selection process was demanding and these were the ones chosen from hundreds who had expressed interest.

The Queen would tolerate the presence of only carefully screened candidates. Young, with the average age being around twenty-five years old. Preferably from a rich family or with good prospects for their future. Some were smart and hardworking while others were arrogant and sported inflated egos.

They had responded to an ad that appeared in the local newspaper twice each year.

“Dominant female seeks submissive males interested in being trained to serve. Serious responses only. Name and contact details required.”

There was a P.O. Box listed for responses. There was typically a flood of several hundred responses. Many did not provide the required details and were discarded. Those that passed the initial screening were sent a more formal “application” that required them to fill in nearly a dozen pages of personal information, write a five page essay about why they thought they were worthy of serving a Mistress, and a number of legal documents to sign. (Not that anything about the affair was particularly legal.)

If they passed that portion of the entrance requirements, there was often a discrete personal interview conducted by one of the Queen’s envoys. The proposition would be explained in more detail and a down payment on the “offering” they would make to the Mistress was taken.

Usually only four or six were selected. It was always an even number so they could be paired during their training.



The four applicants arrived on Friday evening.

The frat boys were named Timmy and Danny. You had to look carefully to even tell the two apart. The both were average height, average build, and were sporting the currently popular style of haircut.

The politician’s son was roughly the same age and had just recently graduated from college. His name was Jamal. He was black and muscular with a curly head of close cropped hair.

The businessman was named Stan and he had originally invested around a thousand dollars he had managed to save during college into a pizza place. In the years since, his hard work had paid off and the business now had three locations and was thriving. He was muscular with green eyes and red hair. Irish perhaps?

They now stood in the Queen’s dungeon. They had been told what to expect, but none had really believe all of it. They had been picked up in a van with no windows in the back. They had been blindfolded and driven to this location. All of their possessions such as cell phones and keys had been left back at the car park where they had been picked up. There was a woman driving the van and a man who rode in back with them.

They now stood before the Queen. They each took a knee as the man who had escorted them said to do. The Queen was on a throne that was bright gold in color. In fact, it had been built of wood and then covered with a fine layer of gold leaf. It was on a platform that was about two feet higher than most of the rest of the dungeon.
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As they had entered the dungeon, their eyes had tried to take in the various pieces of equipment that was in the shadows. On each wall were huge X shaped braces with a variety of straps and restraints. There were several saw horses that seemed specifically designed for bondage play. There was one area with tiles and drains along with a number of showerheads and hoses. There were other devices they could have no way of knowing the function of.
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The Queen carefully looked over the four young men.

“Strip,” she commanded.

Self-consciously, the four young men began to do this.

The Queen laughed at the young men’s discomfort. “Your modesty is cute.”

A few minutes later they knelt before her, naked.

She knew about these young men in incredible detail. Her applicants were selected with one of three goals in mind for them.

The first group would be totally broken, left shattered by the process they would go through over the next 48 hours. Many of these had something in their past that had caught the Queen’s attention. In Timmy’s situation, he had been caught trying to rape a drunken coed. Being drunk himself, the girl’s boyfriend had inflicted a fair amount of physical damage when he caught Timmy in the act. With Danny, he had convinced a girl to share a nude “selfie” which he had then shared with others. Eventually the young lady had made an unsuccessful attempt to kill herself. Now the Queen intended to inflict both physical and emotional suffering on the pair of them as retribution for their actions.

The second group would also be broken, but not so badly that they would not bounce back after being reformed a bit. They were people who might prove to be useful to the Queen. The graduates of her training were scattered across the city in various positions of politics and business. Occasionally they would be invited back so they never forgot who they ultimately served. Jamal and Stan fell into this category.

The third group was a very small and elite one. These were men who had advanced to positions of power and willingly joined forces under the leadership of the Queen. The Queen encouraged them to find ways to help each other and, truth be told, they had significant control of the city. They were reasonably principled and did not advance by bullying or taking advantage of others (unless it was clear that the others deserved it). Rather they tended to show how a team focused on a common goal and under strong leadership was capable of achieving great things. Most had been groomed for their role over the period of several years.

But regardless of which group a man fell in, The Queen was demanding of all who served. A smile broke on her face. She was happy. Soon the game would begin.



The Queen knew that most of the men who ultimately showed up did not expect things to be as rough as described during the application process. Most of them had likely watched nice, sanitized videos of bondage and domination play. A woman with a whip and in black leather who paddled men and then rewarded them for their obedience.
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There was nothing sanitized about what the next 48 hours held for these young men. It would be intense, nasty, and humiliating.

“Pair up. Timmy and Jamal will be one pair and Danny and Stan the second. You will stay paired throughout the weekend.”

The young men started to move and the Queen shouted, “Stop!”

“When I give you an order, you will acknowledge it. You are to say ‘Thank you, ma’am.’ The expectations were clearly shared with you in advance and you have failed your first test. You will all be punished now and I expect better from you in the future.”

Unnoticed, the man who had earlier ushered them into the van had changed into a black leather outfit. He now stood behind the young men looking very mean and ugly while holding a large leather paddle.

“Bend over and hold your ankles with your hands. The Duke will administer the punishment.”

Stan was the first to be paddled. Five hard, stinging blows in rapid succession. The pain was intense. His ass stung from the treatment and he began to realize this would not just be some fun game. He was not certain he could have handled many more strikes before he would have begun begging for mercy.

The other three were treated in the same way and with similar results.

“Now, pair up,” ordered the Queen once the discipline was complete.

“Yes ma’am,” the four said almost in unison.

“The pairs will shave all of the body hair off of their partner. You will shower and dress with what is provided. Each pair will have one of my ladies in waiting to help.”

Jamal and Stan had learned their lesson and both responded, “Yes, ma’am.”

The frat boys were not as fast and started to follow suit, but the Queen had noticed their pause.

“Timmy and Danny, bend over. You still have not learned to give the respect I both demand and deserve. And you will be taught, even if it takes thrashing you the entire time you are here.”

The two boys bent over and five additional strokes of the paddle were administered to each. The Queen smiled in satisfaction at the slight whimper she heard from Timmy. She had never failed to break an applicant and she was confident should would break these. She enjoyed making guesses about who would be broken first and last. Timmy would certainly be first. Jamal or Stan would be last and she really couldn’t make up her mind at this point. But that didn’t matter, she had longer range plans for Jamal and Stan if they performed well over the next two days.



Over the next hour the four young men were transformed. All of their body hair was shaved. They were dressed in frilly panties and girlish clothing. Wigs were given to them and makeup applied.
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A lady in waiting was assigned to help each pair, but the boys had to do most of the work themselves. Although there was no outward sign of it, each of the ladies in waiting was actually a feminized sissy themselves. These were typically the dredges of the previous classes who had been unable to make the cut but were eager to continue to serve The Queen. It was likely that Timmy and Danny would either end up in this group or simply be cast to the side as unworthy by The Queen.


The Treatment

For Carmella, the role of the Queen was becoming more tiring as they years passed. In the decade since the wreck, much had changed.

Her raw strength and determination was still there. Although part of her body was beyond her control, she continued to exercise and develop the parts she could control. She had continued to study and learn to remain sharp mentally as well as intensely exercise her upper body to stay in shape physically.

About a year after the wreck, she had read an article about a doctor who was experimenting with the use of electrical signals to control muscles. She had contacted Dr. Shelia Brown about her work. Could the signals be used to cause muscles to move and, in essence, be exercised to prevent the atrophy that would eventually set in with unused muscles?
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The doctor had given this some thought. It was an application she had not previously considered.

Eventually Carmella had paid to relocated Dr. Brown to the area and fund her continued research. The only stipulation was that Carmella be allowed access to certain treatments that the doctor developed prior to their approval for broader use. In fact, the process Dr. Brown had developed with the help of insight provided by Carmella was now being evaluated by various companies and government agencies as a way to help others who were paralyzed.

Although the fees for licensing this technology would be reasonable to ensure it was widely available, there was little doubt that it would make Dr. Brown a wealthy woman. But there was also no doubt that she would stay with Carmella.

Carmella and Shelia had become close in over the following years. They were both smart and driven young women. Shelia appreciated the faith that Carmella had put in her and the opportunity to continue her research outside the rigorous bounds of the traditional world of medicine. Shelia also never ceased to be amazed at the ideas and connections Carmella would make as they discussed things. Some where things that Shelia felt she should have noticed already, but then some of the greatest ideas seem obvious in retrospect.

Carmella was now lying down in a reclined bed and resting while listening to Shelia.

“It is around 80% certain that the treatment will work if you find a donor that matches a number of criteria. But there are problems. The donor must match the recipients in a number of areas. Blood type is only one example. There are dozens of other tests to perform. And of course, the donor themselves might well be left paralyzed by the harvesting process that is part of the procedure.”

“You have the list of potential donors you have evaluated?” asked Carmella.

Shelia nodded and handed the woman a few sheets of paper. There were over a hundred names on the sheets along with some of the results related to the key criteria of what could constitute a match. Carmella scanned the list, and one name in particular caught her eye. It also happened to be highlighted and was the name of the only potential donor who was a suitable match.

“That is ironic,” Carmella observed.

Shelia nodded, already aware of exactly what Carmella meant.

Carmella looked closely at Shelia.

“I know you have a strong set of ethics around your medical work. I also know those don’t always line up exactly with the traditional view of medical ethics. But I also know and respect the fact that there around bounds you won’t cross. But let’s talk…”

Carmella spoke with Shelia for the next half hour. Shelia had grown to both love and respect this beautiful and strong woman. Given the realities of the situation, intimacy or any physical expression of that love was limited. But she had dedicated herself to searching for ways to help Carmella. This was one of the most promising. And although there was clearly an ethical dilemma, Shelia still was strongly biased towards helping Carmella even if she had to push the boundaries a bit.

By the time their conversation drew to a close, they were in agreement on how to move forward.


Police HQ

It was Saturday morning. Although Detective Molly O’Malley technically was ready to enjoy her first day off since joining the force on Monday of that week, an urgent call from her boss had drawn her back to the office. She arrived at the office around 7:00 AM and found the chief of detectives, a man who was ironically named Buck Rogers, was already in his office and waiting.

“The mayor called me about 6 AM, just before I called you,” Buck explained to Molly.

Molly had only been with the force a week, having joined after several years with a smaller department in another state. She had been a rock star at the smaller department and had originally worried a bit about how she would do in a larger department and a larger city. But a few good hunches had let her make significant progress on the cases she had handled in her short time there and she thought that being called in on something that was obviously very high visibility was probably a good thing.

“Two men disappeared last night,” Buck began.

“Robby Peters went out about 6:30 PM to meet a friend for dinner. He lives with his parents and exactly who he was meeting isn’t clear. His parents became worried when he wasn’t home by 2 AM and phoned it in. A patrol car found his vehicle parked in front of a laundromat over on Maple Ridge Road. It was unlocked and the keys were in the ignition. No signs of either a struggle or of Peters.”

“The other was Davey Finley. He supposedly left for work yesterday morning around 7 AM. When he did not return from work that evening, his wife called and found that Finley had actually not shown up for work after all. She phoned in around the same time the call about Peters came in. A patrol car found the Finley vehicle parked beside the street just off the square downtown at around 4 AM this morning.”

Molly nodded and asked, “So what was the mayor doing calling you at 6 AM?”

Buck got up and shut the door. Then he sat in the second visitor’s chair in his office beside her and looked at Molly.

“You are new here. I think that’s a good thing and it may help with this. Both Peters and Finley went to college with Mayor Eastern. In fact, they were all in the same fraternity.”

“So we give it special treatment because they were the mayor’s frat brothers?” Molly asked. She asked the question in a matter of fact tone of voice that showed she knew how things tended to work.

“There is another reason,” Buck continued. “About ten years ago Peters and Finley were involved in a vehicular incident. Both were drunk at the time and Peter’s was driving. They plowed into a car carrying a woman named Yvette D’Royale.”

Now Molly interrupted, “Of the D’Royale family?”

Buck nodded. “The impact killed Yvette and the chauffeur. It also left Yvette’s teenage daughter Carmella partially paralyzed.”

Molly sat and processed this.

“So a pair of the mayor’s frat brothers got drunk and decided to go for a drive. They killed two innocent people. And now, a decade later, they both disappear on the same night. Now they mayor is upset because his frat brothers are missing and I also assume there is some suspicion that maybe Carmella D’Royale may be involved in a quest for vengeance?”

Buck nodded.

“It will be a high profile case and we’ll need to keep the mayor updated. But that is pretty much it.”

Buck looked Molly in the eye.

“You follow the clues where they lead. I’m asking you to be discrete, but not to ignore anything you find or to cover for anyone. If the results are messy, I’ve got your back.”

Molly had only worked for Buck a week, but like him. She didn’t doubt for a minute that if it came down to it, Buck would back her as much as he could. But she was also smart enough to realize that with the mayor and the D’Royale family involved, his support might not be enough to do much good.

She sighed and told him, “I’m on it.”

A few minutes later she was walking to her car. There were witnesses and suspects to interview.


The Queen’s Dungeon, Part 2

An hour later, the four feminized sissies were ready and presented themselves to The Queen. She carefully inspected each of them, critiquing their makeup and clothing. 

After the four had each had their turn modeling for The Queen, they lined up and knelt again.

“Now,” said The Queen, “The real fun can begin my pretties.”

The man called The Duke came from the side of the dungeon with a post. This was inserted into a hole in the concrete floor about ten feet in front of The Queen’s throne.
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“You sissies are going to learn to be talented and proficient cock suckers. One by one, you will kneel and be tightly bound with your back against the post. You will be allowed to use your hands, but from the chest down you will be tightly tied.”

“To keep things interesting, you will have five minutes to bring each of the other three sissies to an orgasm. You will swallow, lick, and clean the cocks that are offered to you. For each minute over the five minute limit, you will be punished. Just so you know what you face, you will shocked using a cattle prod. Once for each extra minute you take. If you still have not satisfied your fellow sissy within ten minutes, you will be considered to have failed this portion of your training.”

“I will accept volunteers to go first.”

Stan had stepped forward at once followed an instant latter by Jamal.

They looked at each other and Jamal nodded at Stan.

“If it would please you ma’am, I volunteer to go first.”

The Queen now nodded.

“And you were also going to volunteer?” she asked with a look at Jamal.

“Yes ma’am, if it would please you. I am sorry that I was not the first to step forward ma’am. I can assure you it is not because of any lack of eagerness to follow your commands.”

The Queen nodded and looked at the two frat boys who were standing looking at the ground. Although it was not obvious, there was strategy involved in this test. Each sissy had to suck off the other three. They were all aroused at this point between the excitement of being in the dungeon and of being dressed in their sissy outfits. The sissy who went first typically would have little trouble bringing the others to an orgasm in less than five minutes if he worked at it reasonably hard. But by the time the final sissy was trying to drain each of the other sissies’ load for the third time in less than an hour, they others were typically so drained that it was almost impossible to do no matter how hard he tried.

“Stan, you will go first. Jamal, you are second. Danny will go third with Timmy being the final. Stan, step to the pole and kneel.”

“Yes ma’am,” he replied. He stepped forward and knelt. He shifted until his back was against the pole. Once on his knees, his legs were placed on either side of the pole. The Duke stepped forward with a handful of leather straps. Stan was quickly bound with four straps to the post from his chest down. His ankles were also bound together behind the post.

“Those of you who will receiving the oral service will go in the order I gave earlier,” said The Queen.

They would each be lashed so that their profile was clearly visible to The Queen. She watched Stan carefully as Jamal approached.

“You both look so pretty,” she observed. They were both dressed in frilly, feminine panties and loose fitting blouses.

Stan licked his lips as Jamal stood in front of him. The Duke had a stop watch and was ready to start the timer as soon as one sissy’s cock touched the lip of the other sissy.

Jamal lowered his panties. His black skin glistened in the dim lighting of the dungeon as he approached Stan. Stan reached out and put a hand on each of Jamal’s hips. Then he gently pulled the black stud with his large, rock hard cock towards his mouth.

There was no hesitation. Stan eagerly went to work on Jamal’s shaft. His head bobbed rapidly while his hands worked on the portion of Jamal’s large slab of meat that he was unable to fit into his mouth. Jamal was not able to last long under Stan’s intense effort. Soon a grunt erupted from his chest and grew into a roar.

Then his cock exploded inside Stan’s mouth. His cock spasmed time after time and each time Stan was rewarded with a huge wad of Jamal’s salty and sticky cum. Stan sucked and licked until Jamal was spent and drained.

“Two minutes and forty-eight seconds to achieve an orgasm, your highness,” said the Duke.

Jamal pulled up his panties and went back to the line of waiting sissies. Now Danny came forward. The Queen noticed the young man’s smirk. He thought he was in control, but he would soon learn otherwise.

Danny pushed his hips forward and strut up to Stan. Danny put a hand behind Stan’s head and pulled him forward. Stan did not need urged. He quickly went to work on Danny’s cock. In virtually no time, Danny squealed and began to cum. Stan quickly sucked him dry.

“Fifty-seven seconds your highness,” said the Duke.

The Queen frowned and gave a disappointed look at Danny. “If you weren’t such as sissy and were actually ever with a girl, I suspect you would leave her deeply disappointed with your lack of stamina.”

Chastised, Danny pulled his panties up and shuffled back to the line.

Timmy did little better, make it past the one minute point.

The Queen offered her praise to Stan. “You are clearly a very talented cock sucker. I know you said you had not been with another man before in your application, but you seem to have a natural talent.”

Then she looked at Timmy, “On the other hand, you would also have likely left the young lady disappointed even if her boyfriend had not interrupted you.”

Timmy was shocked. He had not mentioned the incident during the application process. How much did The Queen actually know about him and how had she found it out?

The Duke quickly released Stan and then Jamal knelt at the pole to take his place. The young black man looked eager and ready for the challenge.

Stan was first and Jamal quickly took him into his mouth. He returned the favor of a vigorous and aggressive blow job. Stan swallowed hard savoring the taste of the cum from the other sissies that was still fresh in his mouth. The taste turned him on. Soon he put a hand on each side of Jamal’s head and let the other sissy know, “I’m cumming!”

His wad blew from the slit of his cock. Jamal eagerly sucked and licked as the young sissy continued to spew his load.

The Queen was watching carefully. It was clear that Danny delivered a sizable load that would satisfy even a hearty appetite for cum. She would have to remember that.

“Four minutes and five seconds your highness. And I might also note that he continued to squirt for one minute and nine seconds. A very impressive performance ma’am.”

The Queen nodded, “Both of you have performed very impressively at both giving and receiving blow jobs.”

This time, the other two sissies lasted only slightly longer than the first time.

Danny lasted nearly two minutes. His cock was limp for the first half, but then grew erect and exploded with a second load of cum.

Timmy’s cock never ever became fully erect. After about two minutes his limp dick began to jerk and squirt. The Queen had seen this before. The sissy was nervous and doubting his ability to perform. His own doubts would be part of what she would use to crush him.

Jamal was released and Danny took his place at the post. As Stan approached him, the bound sissy was hesitant. Stan’s cock was semi-rigid after being drained by Jamal. Danny went halfheartedly to work on it. His face was like a young boy being forced to eat broccoli.

“Five minutes your highness. He will face the penalty.”

Danny was shocked when he heard this and realized that he needed to be more aggressive. He began to work on Stan in earnest and was finally rewarded with a load of cum. He choked and sputtered.

“Seven minutes and forty-nine seconds, ma’am.”

The Queen looked at Danny as Stan pulled up his panties and Jamal approached the sissy lashed to the pole.

“You seemed less than enthusiastic. After the wonderful performance of both Stan and Jamal on your cock, you seemed hesitant to swallow Stan’s seed. You have three repetitions of punishment already with that pitiful performance. I would suggest you show more enthusiasm in your work on Jamal or I might add additional punishment for your attitude.”

Danny nodded and The Queen made a clucking noise.

“You do not nod to acknowledge my critique of your performance my young sissy. My Duke, give him a taste of the punishment that awaits him to remind him to do better on the next offering and to properly respect his Queen.”

The Duke stepped forward with a long stick. This was a cattle prod. On the end were a pair of electrodes capable of delivering enough electricity through the fur and thick leather hide of a cow to force submission and compliance. The Duke quickly stepped behind Danny and pressed the end of the prod against one of his exposed butt cheeks.

The young man’s body went rigid. His back arched. If he had been capable of it, he would have screamed. A few seconds later his body went limp.

Jamal was standing in front of the frat boy sissy, his large black cock waiting. The Queen was always watching and was quick to notice even the slightest nuances. Moments earlier, Jamal had been semi-rigid. The sight of Danny’s torment had aroused him to the point of being fully erect again.

Jamal stepped forward. While Danny had been half-hearted in working on Danny’s cock, Jamal did not give the sissy that opportunity. Jamal grasped the sissy’s head and thrust his massive shaft into Danny’s mouth. Several times Danny gagged and choked, but then the pair settled into a rhythm.

“Suck my big fat black cock you sissy slut,” Jamal told the helpless young man. “Shit, I’m about to cum.”

“Five minutes your highness. Even more penalties.”

Jamal increased his pace. “Can’t have that, can we you cock sucking little piece of shit?” Jamal slammed his cock into Danny’s face over and over. An animal-like roar began again deep inside of Jamal as he approached an orgasm.

He came and gave a few final, deep thrusts into Danny’s mouth and then let the young sissy suck and clean him.

“Five minutes and fifty-nine seconds ma’am. I think that Sissy Jamal’s aggressive efforts likely saved young Sissy Danny a bit of punishment.”

The Queen nodded as Jamal pulled up his panties and returned to the line. Now Timmy stepped forward.

Timmy’s cock was limp. Danny stared at it with a bit of despair. The other two had at least not been totally flaccid when he began. As Timmy stepped forward, Danny went desperately to work. He was able to take Timmy’s shrunken member fully into his mouth. Danny sucked and licked. His hands wrapped around Timmy’s waist to pull him closer in a desperate bid to bring the young man to an orgasm.

Danny heard the laughter of The Queen. In desperation, he used his hand to slap Timmy’s ass. He sensed some slightly stiffening so he began to spank Timmy harder.

“Five minutes your highness” said the Duke.

In desperation, Danny grabbed Timmy’s ass and spread it. He worked on finger into Timmy’s puckered asshole. Now Timmy was aroused. His cock was growing. Danny inserted a second finger. Timmy pushed his hips forward at the rough intrusion of a second finger into his ass. This pushed his cock deeper into Danny’s throat. Then Timmy settled into a rhythm riding Danny’s fingers and thrusting into his throat.

“Fuck me,” came the plea from Timmy. He didn’t even realize he had said it out loud.

Danny pushed his fingers forward and deeper. Suddenly Timmy’s semi-rigid cock exploded in an orgasm. Danny sucked and licked in relief.

Danny pulled his fingers out of Timmy’s ass as Timmy backed away.

“Seven minutes and thirty-eight seconds, ma’am.”

The Queen nodded. “Sissy Timmy,” she said. “I believe that Sissy Danny had to put a little extra effort into helping you achieve an orgasm.”

Timmy nodded.

The Duke stepped forward. “Your brain is as worthless as that limp cock of yours. You should learn from the mistakes of others instead of having to learn the lessons for yourself.”

The Duke hit Timmy’s ass with the cattle prod. Timmy’s body spasmed and then fell to the floor.

It was nearly a minute before he crawled to his knees and tried to stand up. Danny had been released and was standing by the post.

“As I was saying,” The Queen repeated, “Sissy Danny had to put extra effort in. Into finger fucking your pitiful sissy whore ass. You seemed to enjoy riding Sissy Danny’s fingers. I think it is only right that you clean them for him after he did so much to help you.”

Timmy was still stunned by the shock from the prod. As Danny stepped forward and held the two finger that had violated Timmy’s ass towards Timmy’s mouth, Timmy meekly took them and began to suck and lick on them. The taste of scat was strong and he nearly gagged, but after two or three minutes the fingers were clean.

While they were doing this, the Duke had rolled a large wooden sawhorse near The Queen.

“Now Danny,” said The Queen. “We will administer your punishment for being so slow to service your fellow sissies. You will receive seven shocks with the prod. I think it is best if you are restrained so you don’t hurt yourself when you faint from the pain.”

Her matter of fact tone saying he would faint from pain hit Danny.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said meekly.

The Duke made Danny straddle the wooden form and lashed his hands and ankles.

Then the torment began. The fist shock with the prod caused Danny’s body to convulse. He was even able to let out a choked scream. The other shocks followed roughly thirty seconds apart. By the fifth, Danny had indeed fainted. The last two caused his body to convulse, but other than that the young sissy was clearly unconscious.

“Now Timmy,” said The Queen. “It is your turn and I hope you prove to be a better cock sucker than our pathetic, unconscious sissy. With young Sissy Danny out of commission, why don’t you start with the Duke?”

Timmy was petrified. “Yes ma’am.”

The Duke strapped the sissy to the post. Timmy could still clearly see Danny’s inert body on the wooden form.

The Duke unzipped his pants. His rigid cock burst forth and Timmy went eagerly to work on it. He did not want to repeat the hard lesson Danny had learned.

Soon he was rewarded by the Duke’s hard cock twitching and pumping a load of cum down his throat.

Once Timmy had finished draining the Duke, the Duke cleared his throat. “I believe it was four minutes and fifty-three seconds ma’am, but I may be off slightly. This sissy need to learn to keep his teeth off of a man’s cock while sucking, but seems to have a natural talent as a cock sucker otherwise.”

The Queen smiled and nodded. Timmy was feeling confident that he could do this without suffering the same fate as Danny. He had got the Duke off in time. Now he just had two more to go.

Stan approached and pulled down his panties. His cock had been drained twice already and while he was okay with trying a third time, he just wasn’t sure his cock would cooperate.

Timmy eagerly took Stan in his mouth. He worked aggressively, deep throating Stan’s semi-rigid rod with desperation. He was so engrossed in sucking that he was surprised to hear the Duke’s announcement.

“Five minutes, your highness.”

Shit. He didn’t want to get the crap zapped out of him like Danny. He continued to work desperately. He fondled Stan’s balls and could feel Stan begin to stiffen.

But then the Duke’s voice came again. “Ten minutes, ma’am. A failure I’m afraid.”

The Queen nodded and motioned for Stan to back away.

“I almost had him there,” Timmy pleaded. “Just a few more seconds and I know I could have made him cum. Please! Let me try again. God no! Not that!”

The Duke had approached from behind and hit Timmy’s helpless ass with the prod.

He hung limply from the restraints holding him to the pole.

The Queen looked on sternly. “Though I enjoy hearing you beg my dear Sissy Timmy, I’m afraid that is not allowed unless I give you permission. You will be punished for your failure to suck our Sissy Stan to an orgasm. Let us see if you can do better with Sissy Jamal.”

Jamal stepped forward and tugged down his panties. Timmy eagerly started in on his lovely black cock. It was so big. Timmy savored it as he worked his mouth and lips.

“Come for me,” he plead and then returned to sucking Jamal.

Soon came the Duke’s pronouncement. “Five minutes, your highness.”

Timmy sucked and licked. Occasionally he would beg.

“Feed me your cum!”

“Let me taste your cum!”

“Please, I need your cum!”

Though Jamal would have been happy to oblige, he was drained.

Now Timmy was crying.

“God, please. Cum for me!”

“I need it so bad. Please! Please! Please!”

Then came the Dukes stern voice. “Ten minutes, ma’am. Another failure I’m afraid.”

Jamal stood back and pull the panties up over his now semi-rigid cock.

“It’s not fair,” shouted Timmy. “I almost made them both cum. I know it. Please don’t punish me. Let me try again.”

As the Duke approached, Timmy struggled against his restraints.

“You can’t! I won’t let you!”

The Duke looked towards the Queen. “Punish him where he is. Ten for failing to bring each of these yummy young sissies to an orgasm. And then another ten to teach him manners and respect.”

Timmy continued to struggle as scream as the Duke administered the first jolt with the prod.

After the fourth time, Timmy was crying and begging for mercy. On the six he fainted.

Jamal and Stan watched on. After ten jolts, the Duke looked towards the Queen.

“I think we have accomplished what we wanted to during this part of the session. Put him and the Sissy Danny over in the wet bay.”

The Duke began to move the two unconscious figures to one corner.

The Queen looked at Jamal and Stan. “Approach the throne.”

“Yes ma’am,” they said in unison. They settled into position kneeling a few feet in front of her.

“You both show a great deal of promise. There are parts that are to come that may seem extreme or even cruel to you. I want you to understand how your two other failed companions came to be selected.”

She explained Timmy’s attempted rape of a drunk coed and Danny’s sharing of a young lady’s nude picture she had trusted him with.

“There will be no mercy for them. They will break and their very souls will belong to me. They will plead for chances to return to the dungeon and redeem themselves, but they will always fail. Over time, the fact that they are failures as sissies will eat at what little remains of their self-image. If a man can’t be a good sissy, how can he ever be a real man?”

“You two are on a different path. It will not be easy, but you will learn that there can be strength in pushing your own will below the surface so you can serve another who you feel is worthy. You are both men, but you will be sissies for one you truly respect and want to serve.”

“I want to serve you ma’am,” said Stan in an earnest voice.

“Me to ma’am,” said Jamal.

The Queen smiled at them.

“And so you shall. Rest a few minutes to prepare for the next stage of your sissy challenge.”



A curtain wrapped around where The Queen sat. Carmella was tired. At one time the excitement of this had given her energy and adrenaline that kept her going. She knew that things were going to have to change. Maybe drastically for the better depending on how the doctor’s work went.

Her own lady in waiting approached and helped The Queen into her wheelchair.


The Parents

Molly decided to start by digging into more details about Robby Peters. She had his parents address and pulled up in front of their modest home ten minutes after leaving headquarters. She got out and walked to the front door. The grass was neatly cut and the flower gardens looked like someone spent a fair amount of time tending to them. She rang the doorbell.

The man who answered was probably in his late fifties or early sixties. After she explained who she was and that she was leading the efforts to find his son, his first words had been, “A girl detective?”

Shit! Saturday morning and she’s looking for this asshole’s son and that’s the best he can muster? It wasn’t like she was Nancy Drew, teenage sleuth.

The man showed Molly to the living room and went to find his wife. When the wife entered the room, it was clear she had been crying. She looked to be a few years younger than her husband, but it was also clear that the stress of the last day had taken its toll on her.

“I’m sorry to have to bother you right now, but the more I can learn and the quicker I can learn it, the better the chances of things coming to a good ending. Okay?”

Both parents nodded.

“Can you tell me about last night?”

The father started while his wife dabbed at tears.

“Robby got a call just as we were about ready to set down to dinner. It would have been a bit before six o’clock because Bess always has dinner ready at six o’clock. He said it was an old friend that he was going to meet for dinner.”

The wife broke in. “Robby doesn’t go out much. He’s kind of a homebody and hasn’t felt well for a while now.”

The husband continued. “He left about 6:15 or so. We were already setting down and eating. I hadn’t got to desert yet, so it definitely would have been before 6:20.”

Molly wondered what in the hell it would be like to have a life that was so organized and structured that you could estimate times by when meals were ready and whether or not you had started desert. She’d be lucky to grab a burger at the drive through at some point today and would probably have potato chips and some store-bought cookies for dinner tonight.

“Could it be a kidnapping? Have there been any calls or notes of any type?” Molly asked.

“No ma’am,” said the father. “We don’t have much money. With Robby getting sick, we’ve gone through most of our savings. We’ve even had to remortgage the house to help cover expenses.”

“You mentioned before that Robby was sick. What exactly is wrong?” Neither parent knew, but he was seeing several doctors regularly. Molly got the names of the doctors. She could check that later.

Molly had a couple of other questions that they also seemed at a loss to answer. Their son lived here with them, but it didn’t seem like he had confided much in them.

Molly promised to let them known about any progress she made and then said her goodbyes.

She sighed as she started the car. This investigation wasn’t off to a good start.


The Wife

Molly made her way to the other address where Davey Finley lived with his wife Kim.

This house did not seem at all well maintained. They yard should have been mowed about a week ago and the paint on the house was peeling.

The lady who answered the door was a match for the house. She looked worn out even though she was probably only in her early thirties. She was wearing baggy sweat pants with a robe over them. She invited Molly in and they sat in a dingy living room on a couch whose springs had long ago sprung. Setting on it, you felt like someone was poking your ass every time you shifted a bit.

“Would you like some water or something?” Kim Finley asked

“No, I’m fine thank you. Can you tell me a bit about yesterday?”

The lady recounted the details. At least this time it wasn’t like the meals could serve as a clock. They had both gotten up with the alarm clock at around 6:00 AM. Kim had packed Davey a lunch and then fixed breakfast while he was showering and getting ready for work. He had left the house for work just after 7:00 AM.

She hadn’t thought much about him being a little late getting home. Sometimes he would stop at the bar with the guys. But when he wasn’t home by 9 o’clock the night before she had started to worry that maybe he had been in a wreck or something. She had called the police and they had taken a report.

“Were you around the house yesterday during the day?” Molly asked. Her instincts were honed from talking with people most of the day for her job. She could tell the question had hit the woman in a way that made the wife wary.

“You know, in case he tried to call or get ahold of you during the day.” Molly also knew how to put people back at ease in most situations. People talked more when they were comfortable, although Molly wondered why the wife had seemed to get nervous.

“Yes, I was around. There weren’t any phone calls or anything.”

“My throat is getting a bit dry, would you mind if I grabbed that glass of water now?” Molly asked. She wanted to see a bit more of the house.

The wife got up and Molly followed her to the kitchen. The kitchen was different than the rest of the house. It was clear where Kim enjoyed spending her time. Although a bit cluttered and not particularly fancy, you could tell that this room was used often.

The Kim filled a glass and handed it to Molly.

Molly sipped it slowly and asked, “So there was nothing like a ransom demand or anything was there?”

“No. Nobody called.”

“I understand your husband went to college with the mayor.”

Once again Molly felt the woman’s defenses rise and once again she tried to defuse it as quickly as she could.

“The mayor is definitively interested in getting to the bottom of this. It never hurts to have support from the top in these types of investigations.”

Molly had anticipated this would help, but instead it just seemed to make the woman close up even tighter and pull further away. Molly couldn’t help but wonder what nerve she had touched.

“They were friends,” the wife reluctantly admitted. “They still did things together every once in a while.”

This surprised Molly although she didn’t let it show. “What kind of things?”

The woman just shook her head and didn’t say anything.

Molly’s eyes had taken in the room. This included a dark blue plastic lunchbox that was setting on the counter near the refrigerator. She wondered exactly what the wife had packed her husband’s lunch in the previous morning.

She made a bit more small talk and then excused herself and left.


The Queen’s Dungeon, Part 3

The wet bay was off in one corner. Like its name implied, it was where a variety of things involving water, piss, or scat were carried out. There were hoses and drains in the floor. It had been scrubbed clean from its last use and there was the slight scent of bleach.

Against one wall were a pair of rails, similar to those they used to tie horses to in the old Western movies. On the back one, four pairs of ankles had been bound to a lower rail just above ground level. The four owners of those ankles were bent over the upper rail. Their arms were pulled forward by tight, elastic restraints.

The ladies in waiting had helped the Duke with preparations. The Duke showed the four bound men an enema bottle about the size of a man’s fist.

“You will be given an enema to ensure you are clean for The Queen.”

Jamal and Stan answered in unison again. “Thank you sir.”

Timmy and Danny were both still stunned from their experience with the cattle prod. Their eyes were blank and dazed.

“Once your bowels are filled, you will hold it for five minutes. Then you may void. We will do three applications. Do not let even a drop leak out before I tell you the five minutes is over.”

Then each of them young sissies was blind folded. The reason for this was so they would not see The Queen in her wheelchair as she pulled herself to a position to watch. Her condition was not something they should know at this point. In fact who came to the dungeon would ever learn about it.

The two ladies in waiting pulled a long plastic curtain into place about five feet behind the exposed asses of the sissies.

There would actually be no enema bottle used. Instead there were several hoses with nozzles and buttons to control the flow on the wall. The ladies in waiting each had a nozzle and would be responsible for administering the enema to the sissies they had helped prepare earlier.

The ladies in waiting first approached Jamal and Stan. They inserted the nozzle in each sissy’s ass and pushed the button for a few seconds. Each was filled with around one-tenth of a gallon of water; a fairly normal amount used for enemas.

They then moved to Timmy and Danny. Again, the nozzles were inserted into each of the sissy’s ass, but this time the button was held for much longer as nearly a half-gallon of water flooded their bowels.

When the ladies in waiting had finished, the strain on Timmy and Danny’s faces was instantly visible.

The Duke asked, “Are you okay?”

Both Jamal and Stan answered, “Yes sir.”

Timmy and Danny were both desperately trying to retain the water that filled their bowels to the bursting point. Their legs were spread and their ankles bound, so attempts to hold their buttocks together were futile. Each squeezed their sphincter muscles as tightly as possible. Both of the sissies trembled from the tremendous effort they were making.

Timmy was the first to let go. A stream of water burst from his ass and hit the plastic curtain.

“Oh dear,” said the Queen in a sad voice. “That sissy can’t seem to handle any of the normal training.”

As soon as she finished with her observation, Danny could no longer hold the water in. Another stream crossed the wet bay and hit the plastic curtain.

“They both are rather pitiful, even as sissies. Try again ladies. Maybe a little less this time since they can’t seem to handle the full amount like our other fine sissy specimens.”

The ladies in waiting nodded and picked up the hoses again. They inserted the nozzle into each sissy’s rump and pushed the button. This time the water was allowed to enter a bit more slowly, but nearly three-quarters of a gallon was pumped into each of the sissies’ bowels. 

The pressure and the discomfort were nearly unbearable. Each tried, but was unable to hold the second load. Both spewed the liquid from their tortured asses almost in unison.

“We’ve never had any who couldn’t handle the normal amount have we Duke?” asked the Queen.

“No ma’am.”

“Maybe a butt plug would help.”

“Yes ma’am.”

The ladies in waiting went to a cabinet and each removed a large butt plug. Both were massive in size and specially designed with enemas in mind. There was a hole through the center that included a one-way valve to allow filling while the plug was in place. By squeezing a portion at the back, fluid could also be drained from the bowels.

The ladies in waiting applied a generous amount of lubricant and then approach Timmy and Danny. As they began inserting the butt plugs, both young men squirmed in discomfort. The Queen did notice that at least Danny had made an unsuccessful attempt to keep from screaming as the black rubber monster was slammed home.

Timmy did not even try. He whimpered, cried, and begged as the plug was inserted into his widely stretched rectum.

The Queen nodded at the ladies in waiting. They had done this before and knew that it was time to crush whatever remained of Timmy’s pride and self-esteem.

They quickly retrieved the tubes and inserted the nozzle into the feed ports on the butt plugs. Then they pushed the buttons to begin filling. This time Danny was able to take a half gallon with the help of a butt plug stretching him tight.

For Timmy, water continued to flow into his bowels. The lady in waiting filling him stood to one side. Timmy squirmed and began to cry out in pain. He begged for mercy. And suddenly the butt plug exploded from his ass followed by a stream of water that again hit the plastic curtain. For nearly thirty seconds the stream continued and slowly tapered off. After that there were several more spastic ejections of water. It was about two minutes before the young man seemed to be fully voided.

The sound of his cries filled the room. Each racked his body.

The Queen looked on in approval. “Sissy Timmy has failed the second portion of his training just as miserably as he did the first. Let him try to redeem himself at least a bit by using his tongue to help make sure the other sissies are clean.”

She rolled her wheelchair away as the ladies in waiting told the three other sissies to void their bowels. Twice more they were filled and emptied. Timmy had continued to cry as this process continued.

The Duke now undid the restraints on Timmy. He then tied Timmy’s hands behind his back and roughly guided him to behind the other men while the ladies in waiting used hoses to clean to remnants of shit and soiled water from the floor.

Timmy was first made to kneel behind Jamal.

“Lick that asshole until it is sparkling clean you pitiful failure,” the Duke commanded.

Timmy began to whimper and cry again. The Duke put his hand behind Timmy’s head and shoved him forward.

“You will lick until your tongue has aroused him to an erection. And when you finish that, you have two more filthy assholes to use your tongue on.”

Timmy began to lick, but only half-heartedly.

“I think I may need the prod again,” observed the Duke.

Timmy began to put more effort into his job and over the next half hour had all three cleaned. The feeling of the tongue on their ass had excited the other three sissies and all had erections by the time he was finished.

They were each given a fresh outfit of frilly panties and a loose fitting blouse so they could dress again.

“Now it is time for the next portion of your training,” observed the Duke. All four young sissies were allowed to stand and quickly shower in the wet bay and then dress.


More Interviews

One of the rookies on the squad had been gathering information while Molly had been out doing her interviews. When she called in he gave her two more potential sources of information.

One was the doctor who had been treating Robbie Peters.

Molly called the doctor’s answering service and received a call back in less than a half hour. At first the doctor was reluctant to share any information about his patient. Molly explained the man was missing and that it was important to find out anything that might help.

“Did he have his medicine with him when he disappeared?” the doctor asked.

“No sir. He got a call and was just going to meet someone for dinner. There was no reason for him to take any of his medication with him since he thought he’d be back in his own bed later that evening.”

The doctor paused and then confided in Molly.

“To the extent you can protect his privacy I would appreciate it. Robbie was very sick and very worried. It was an inoperable tumor that was growing on the inside wall of the heart itself. Very rare and almost impossible to treat short of a heart transplant. One side effect is that the tumor can irritate the surrounding muscle tissue and cause the heart rhythm to become irregular. It would be similar to a heart attack except the cause is different. He is taking medications that helped relax the heart muscles slightly to prevent that. He takes them three times each day. He could probably miss a day of taking them, but much longer than that would dramatically increase the chances of some type of cardiac event. The chances of him surviving a week without a major cardiac event without his medications would be very, very slim.”

Molly pondered on this. “With the medicines, would this eventually kill him anyway?”

“Yes. We have tried several things, but the tumor had continued to grow aggressively. I suspect that within the next month it will begin reaching the size where other factors that would be more difficult to treat would emerge. Mr. Peters is aware that he probably only had two or three months left to live. And that is at most. The truth is that he could die at almost any time.”

“How did he feel about that? Was he scared?”

The doctor paused and gave this some thought. Molly actually appreciated this because she thought it indicated she was going to get a straight answer.

“I wouldn’t say scared. I think he is at least somewhat reconciled to it. Strictly between us and off the record, he harbored a great guilt from an incident in his youth that led to someone’s death. He never talked about the details, but he once said that this was the consequence for the harm he had done. I think his biggest concern at this point was the strain on his parent’s finances. He never had actually had a job and so he didn’t have insurance. His parents were paying for much of his treatment. So far, that has been almost a half-million dollars. His father had retired on disability because of health issues of his own, but I know there was talk he might have to go back to work.”

That gave Molly a lot of things to think on. She thanked the doctor and rang off.

Definitely not a kidnap target when it came to money. She would almost think maybe he had disappeared to commit suicide. Sometimes people liked to take death on their own terms instead of waiting for it to strike them. But then the circumstances that didn’t seem to fit that scenario at all.



A bit later she called Davey Finley’s boss. Finley had worked in the city’s public works department at one of the water treatment plants.

“What exactly did he do?” Molly asked his boss over the phone.

She was rewarded with a snort of laughter through the phone.

“Hell if I know.”

“But he worked for you. How could you not know?”

“He works for me on paper lady, but that is about all. He is responsible for filing a few monthly reports that take maybe twenty hours a month total to complete. Other than that, he always says he is working on ‘special projects’. I tried to give him more work once and the next day I get a call from the mayor himself saying good old Davey is doing some important work on an important project for the mayor’s office and that I need to give him some space. So I have. He sets out here and takes up space.”

“And does a few reports a month?”

“Yep. Doesn’t even make it in at least once or twice a week. Usually puts a sign on the door to his office saying he’s away when he does that. He put the sign up Thursday before he left. That’s why I didn’t think much of it when he didn’t show up on Friday. When his wife called, that was the first I knew that he might be missing.”

“One last thing. Did he eat out or bring his lunch most days he was in the office?”

“Lady, we are out in the middle of nowhere. Water treatment plants need lots of space and not lots of neighbors. Driving to lunch is a pain. Davey brought his lunch like most of us do. Big old blue lunch box that his wife always packs full of goodies. She must be one hell of a woman. She makes sure he eats well, that’s for damn sure.”

Molly sighed thinking that this man’s definition of “one hell of a woman” seemed a bit skewed toward food. Molly thanked the man and hung up.

It didn’t take a lot of thinking to realize she needed to talk to the mayor. Something strange was going on there. She decided she would think about that over the rest of the weekend and broach the subject with her boss on Monday morning.

She had no idea that things would begin moving much quicker later that Saturday night.


Charity

The mayor enjoyed socializing. He was all about parties and having a good time. Saturday night was no different. There was a small gathering to say goodbye to a retiring board member from one of the largest local charities. A number of the city’s elite and powerful who supported the charity were there.

Not that the mayor supported the charity. He pretty much focused on taking care of himself. But his appearance would make the small gathering worthy of a paragraph or two in the social section of the local newspaper. The hostess was very conscious of this and liked to see her name in print. She did not expect her cozy Saturday evening gathering to actually make the headlines of the Sunday paper, but it was about to and in a most morbid way.

She had hired a small local firm to cater the event. It was actually just one woman, but she had hired two young girls from the college to help serve while she worked in the kitchen. One of the girls was carrying a tray of hors d’oeuvres around while the other kept the guest’s glasses filled with wine.

The mayor was drunk. That, thought the hostess, was the problem with inviting him. He always got drunk. Hopefully he would not engage in the raunchy behavior he sometimes did, but the two college girls might prove more temptation than he could endure. Who knew what he might say or do?

The girl with the hors d’oeuvres brought a small plate from the kitchen and approached the mayor.

“The chef has a specialty and wanted you to be the first to try it.”
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The mayor took one of the hors d’oeuvres from the plate and put it in his mouth. It wrapped in bacon and was a bit chewy, but the flavor was delicious. He ate the other one and began to flirt with the girl who had delivered them.

“The chef also wanted you to have this,” she said as she handed him a small envelop and slipped away before he could begin groping her in earnest.

One of the numerous young men who aspired to become power brokers in the game of city politics made the unfortunate decision to move to the space just vacated by the girl. Standing in front of the mayor, he began explaining how he could help the mayor with campaign money, but could the mayor see his way to helping with a slight issue around the zoning of some property a friend owned?

The mayor was only listening half-heartedly. Most of his attention was on the well-shaped ass of the girl who had delivered the hors d’oeuvres as it swayed off towards the kitchen. He wondered if offering the caterer who had handled this party some work at city hall could be used to pressure the young girl into sleeping with him. Just the thought gave him the stirrings of an erection. He loved the mix of power and sex. Forcing her to be his would be even more exciting than her simple compliance.

He had opened the envelope she had handed him and once she disappeared through the door to the kitchen he read note card it had contained.

First he paled. Then he wretched. The unfortunate young man in front of him was showered with almost a bottle and a half of regurgitated wine mixed with various hors d’oeuvres.


The Queen’s Dungeon, Part 4

Along the wall were several giant X-shaped wooden structures. Each of the four sissies was placed so he faced one. Then the ladies in waiting strapped each of them tightly to the structures. Their arms were bound at the wrist and elbow. Their waists were tied. Each leg had three binding along its length.

When their elbows were tied, a wooden rod had been run side to side.

“Bite the wood,” they were told. Then rope was used to lash their head to the wooden rod.

When all four were securely bound, there was the crack of a bullwhip. 

The Duke explained what came next. “You are going to first be tormented with a whip. If you accept your torment, you will receive five strokes. If you flinch or make any noise, you will face the paddle. Strip them.”

The ladies in waiting use sharp knives to cut away the outfit each sissy was dressed in.

Then the whip cracked again. Without warning, it snapped against Danny’s back. The combination of pain and surprise made him try to yell. Four more strokes followed. He cried out at each stroke of the whip.

“You failed rather miserably Sissy Danny. We will return to you later.”

The whip cracked again. This time it was Jamal’s back that was targeted. Jamal bit hard into the wood in his mouth. It hurt and there was a natural tendency to flinch, but he stiffened his body in resolve.

Four more strokes followed.

“Well done Sissy Jamal.”

Almost that same instance came the next crack. Timmy arched his body and a noise came from him. Each of the following four drew the same response and the young sissy began to sob again.

“Sissy Timmy, we have come to expect little of you and you continue to deliver exactly that.”

Stan had the advantage of knowing what was to come. He tensed his body as the first stroke hit his back. He managed to also take the next four without flinching or making a sound.

“Ladies, release Sissy Jamal and Sissy Stan. They have shown themselves worthy.”

The restraints were removed and the Duke motioned them to approach him.

“The Queen has explained part of this. In life, there is a natural order. Your behavior and your actions determine where you fall in that order. Both Sissy Timmy and Sissy Danny have shown themselves to be at the bottom of that order. The two of you will now have the opportunity to prove both your worthiness to The Queen as well as your place in the order of sissies and of men.”

The two ladies in waiting approach. Each carried a paddle that they now handed to the two sissies that faced the Duke.

“The four of you started together. You all serve The Queen. The Queen wishes for the two of you to prove that you can make the weak and pitiful sissies who have failed and disappointed her serve you.”

“You will get to use the paddle to deliver five strokes to your partner. If he takes them without a noise or a flinch, he has withstood the torment you offered and you will join the ranks of failures. If you can deliver the strokes so that their torment is clearly demonstrated, you will be rewarded.”

“Sissy Jamal, you go first with Sissy Timmy.”

Jamal hefted the paddle in his hand. It was made of a hard, but flexible rubber. Jamal stood behind Timmy and carefully selected his position. He could already hear whimpers coming from Timmy.

For a moment he thought about going easy, but it was as if the Duke could read his mind.

“In life, even if you decide go easy on the weak, there is simply someone else who is strong that will come along and torment them. And you will also be tormented if you fail to show the strength your Queen expects.”

Jamal nodded and drew the paddle back. He slammed it forward with all the strength he had. The impact was sharp and loud. A wail came from inside of Timmy.

Jamal quickly delivered four more. Each triggered yet a louder wail. When he was finished, Jamal looked at Timmy tied to the wooden frame. His ass was red and welted from the paddle and his body seemed to heave in time with the wails coming from him.

“Now your opportunity Sissy Stan.”

Stan approached Danny. He could see the young sissy shaking, likely with fear of what was to come. Stan’s thoughts floated back to what The Queen had told them earlier. A girl had tried to kill herself because of Danny’s cruel actions.

His anger came out in five swiftly delivered blows. Danny also wailed and thrashed against the restraints.

Stan stepped back and stood beside Jamal.

The ladies in waiting approached. Each sissy was offered pile of clothing. It included a corset, a garter belt, and hose. The ladies in waiting helped each of them into their outfits.

The Duke studied the young men. He noticed they both now had erections. They had enjoyed the torment they had inflicted on their weaker partners.

The two remaining sissies were released.

The Duke addressed them. “You will now kneel to your partner and thank them for giving you the punishment and torment you deserved.”

Danny stepped forward first and knelt before Stan.

“Thank you sir for paddling me.”

Timmy stumbled forward. He was crying as he knelt before Jamal.

“Thank… Thank you sir…” He let forth a sob of despair. “For paddling me.”

The ladies in waiting now handed each of the sissy failures pink, ruffled panties and a matching blouse. They also placed a pink collar similar to what a dog would wear around the two sissy’s throat.

“Now,” the Duke said, “It is time to consummate the relationship of domination and submission.”

The ladies in waiting clipped leases to the kneeling sissies and then took the two that had survived the ordeal by the hand.

The two groups moved to the next position.


The Hospital

Detective Chief Buck Rogers was in the hall talking to a doctor when Detective O’Malley arrived at the hospital.

“He insisted that we pump his stomach,” the doctor was saying. “But it would serve no purpose. There is nothing left in it. We’ve given him a sedative. I guess you can ask a few questions if you are discrete and can keep it short.”

Buck nodded at Molly.

“They said there had been an attack on the mayor when they call,” she said to her boss.

“Attack might be kind of a strong word. At first it seemed like some sick practical joke, but the lab has done some preliminary tests and it doesn’t seem funny.”

Buck pulled out his cell phone, pulled something up, and handed it to Molly. It was a photo of a small note card.

“You and Finley fed your cock and balls to the women you drugged and raped. So now you tell me, were Finley’s cum filled balls as tasty as you always thought?”

“Holy shit,” Molly muttered.

“The caterer said that they had been delivered by someone who also brought a case of wine for the event. It was supposed to be a chef who had moved here from Europe and was trying to get established in town. That turned out to be a totally BS story,” said Buck. “Let’s talk to the mayor before the sedative kicks in.”

Molly’s gut dropped. She really didn’t want to see the mayor, but there was no way to back out. It was part of her job. She quietly followed her boss into the dimly lit hospital room.

“Sir,” said Buck. “This is Detective O’Malley. She has been leading the investigation into the disappearances of Peters and Finley.”

The mayor was reeling mentally. The note had caught him off guard and he wasn’t sure how to deal with it. On top of that, he had truly been physically ill and still felt terrible. But out of habit he still made an effort to check out this new female detective. If she was hot, maybe he’d put the moves on her. Unfortunately the bed was brightly lit and she was only a shadowy shape. But she did appear to be a rather shapely shadow.

“I’m terribly sorry about all you’ve been through sir, but any insight you could give us into what the note might mean could help us catch whoever did this.”

The mayor was quiet for several seconds.

“Maybe it would be best just to drop things. Maybe Peters and Finley went on a fishing trip or something. Why don’t you just close the case honey?”

Molly seethed in anger. Fortunately it was Buck that responded.

“Sir, we can’t close the case on what it appears may be a kidnapping and potentially a murder. Also, I find your reference to my lead detective by a pet name offensive, unprofessional, and unacceptable.”

The mayor was slowly fading. He’d have both of their badges in a few days and find someone more cooperative. Or maybe she’d be willing to do him a favor if he didn’t fire her. He would play along for now though.

He mumbled a slurred, “Sorry.” Then he drifted into unconsciousness.



Buck and Molly were in the hallway talking.

“I appreciate you standing up for me sir. Not many men in your position would have done that.”

“The mayor is a pompous ass. If I can’t stand up for my people, then I have no business heading the detective branch. Have you got any ideas on where to look next? I’m thinking Finley may be dead. Peters may be also, especially with what you got from his doctor. But we’ve got to try in any case.”

Molly nodded, “I have a few other leads to check out. Can someone check the note for prints, the type of paper, and all the other tests?”

“Forensics and the crime lab are already on it.”

A few minutes later Molly walked out of the hospital. It was Sunday morning and the sun was rising.


The First Suspect

Molly pulled up to the house again. The lawn still hadn’t been mowed. Then she remembered that even though it felt like days to her, it had, in fact, only been hours since her first visit here.

As she got out of the car, she heard a piercing scream from inside the house. Molly felt for the gun on her right hip as she ran to the front door of the house. She noticed that a screen had been removed and one window was open on in the front of the house.

“Police!” she bellowed.

Without hesitating, her foot plowed into the door. It gave before her. Molly had her gun out now and quickly swept the room. She could see down the hall and the backdoor was open and the blinds over it were swaying slowly. Whoever it was had probably left that way. She thought about whether to go back to the car and radio for backup or to look for the woman of the house on her own. She decided to look.
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“Kim Finley,” she said in a loud voice. “It’s Detective O’Malley. Are you okay?”

The living room and kitchen appeared to be empty. Molly began to slowly move in the direction where she thought the master bedroom was likely located.

“Mrs. Finley?”

Molly approached the door at the end of the hall. It was open and she heard a soft noise from within.

Carefully she eased to the door and looked in.

“Oh my god,” she muttered.



Nothing had prepared Molly for what she saw. The room was not what anyone would have expected in a middle class house in a middle class neighborhood. The walls were painted a dark gray. There were no windows and Molly guessed they had been deliberately covered at some point to hide what was within.

There were eyelets, chains, leather, and other things hanging from the walls and ceiling. There was a saw horse with restraints. On one wall hung a collection of whips, canes, crops, and paddles.

In the middle of the room was a circular bed. Kim Finley laid in the middle of it with covers pulled up around her. She was shaking and whimpering.

“What happened?” Molly asked.

It was several moments before the woman on the bed realized that Molly was a friend, not another attacker.

“The man was looking for something. He thought I knew where it was and was going to hurt me.”

Molly looked at the woman on the bed hard. There were bruises on her exposed body that had not been visible under the clothes she had been wearing during Molly’s earlier visit. Now it was clear that Kim Finley was gaunt and abused. There were other scars that showed the abuse had been going on for some time.

“What was he looking for?”

Kim thought for a minute before answering.

“Davey’s laptop.”

“Why?”

“Because of what’s on it. The videos. Lots of videos of lots of people doing lots of horrible things.”

“And do you know where it is?”

Kim nodded.

“They’re going to kill me. I thought maybe hiding the laptop would keep me safe. Give me something to hold over them. I didn’t want money or anything. I just wanted to be left alone and finally have some peace. I was tired. But they are just going to kill me.”

“They’ve got to go through me first,” Molly muttered in anger. “Get yourself dressed and grab that laptop.”



Five minutes later, they were mobile. Molly radioed dispatch and gave a quick rundown on finding the house broken into. She asked for a unit to be sent and said she was following what she thought might be a lead. They could hold the regular status checks because she might not be near the radio.

Kim listened as Molly spoke. She said she had heard noises and interrupted what appeared to be an intruder. She did not mention that Kim had been in the house or was with her now.

Molly drove to a park that was on the base of the hill that overlooked the city. She took the laptop and began to watch.

There were about a dozen different men beyond Finley and the mayor. She didn’t recognize most of them. Kim was in a number of the videos. She was bound and being beaten and raped. There were other girls in other videos. Sometimes Kim was in those with the other girls, other times she wasn’t.

The men were violent. Even if things had begun as consensual, it was clear that the actions of the men went far beyond any reasonable boundaries. In several of the videos it was also clear that the women were drugged. Some were tortured—there was no other word for it. The canes. The cigarette burns. Molly felt an anger swell inside. Some things never change she thought to herself.

Suddenly Molly’s ears perked up. The radio was reporting that the crime scene team at Finley’s house had found Davey Finley’s body. It had been in a freezer in the garage. He was bound and had been castrated. There were several calls on the radio and on her cell phone trying to reach Molly. She ignored them for now.

“You killed him?” Molly asked.

Kim nodded and then asked “What will happen to me?”

Molly thought hard on that one. “I’m not sure yet. Let’s check something.”


The Queen’s Dungeon, Part 5

The Queen was on her throne again. She looked at the four sissies in front of her.

“Sissy Timmy and Sissy Danny, you have disappointed me. You have failed each time you have had an opportunity to demonstrate the strength of your commitment to serve me. You are unworthy to serve me.”

The two stared at the ground as The Queen paused.

“Sissy Jamal and Sissy Stan, you have shown that you take seriously your commitment to serve me.”

“Thank you ma’am,” the two said in unison. The Queen smiled.

“Would all four of you show me your cocks?”

Timmy and Danny pulled down their frilly panties to reveal limp and shrunken cocks. Jamal and Stan’s cocks were clearly visible below the bottom of their corsets. They were erect and at attention.

The Queen nodded and the sissies pulled their panties back into place.
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“Sissy Jamal and Sissy Stan, you have found some excitement in your new positions of power. You have far to go. The other sissies are failures to be pitied. Do not compare yourselves to them because they are lower than the lowest. If you continue to serve me faithfully over time, your submission will be rewarded.”

The ladies in waiting had pushed what looked like a large bed forward.

“Each couple that was paired earlier will consummate their relationship. There is the master and there is the servant. You each know your place.”

“Jamal and Stan,” said The Queen, not addressing them as sissies for the first time. “You may have your way with your sissy bitches. I encourage cooperation and creativity between the two of you, but leave the details in your hands.”

“Thank you ma’am,” the two said, again in near unison.

The ladies in waiting picked up the leases attached to the other two sissies and handed them to Jamal and Stan. The two young men looked at each other.
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Jamal looked at Timmy, “Come on you fucking sissy bitch, climb up on that bed like the pitiful and unworthy whore you really are.”

Stan addressed Danny, “You sissy whore. Get on the bed and beg to be used. Beg like the pitiful and worthless wanton slut that you know you are.”

Jamal and Stan both gave the leashes a quick tug and Timmy and Danny hurriedly made their way to the bed.

“Suck me,” Jamal told Timmy. Timmy took the young black man’s large cock into his mouth and began to suck in earnest. He made happy moaning noises as he nursed on the hard piece of meat.

“On your back, legs high and spread,” Stan told Danny. Danny complied, laying on his back pointing his feet upward. Stan moved into position, put Danny’s legs over his shoulders, and slid his cock into the sissy’s pussy ass.

Danny grimaced and Stan entered him. “Beg me to fuck you, slut,” Stan told Danny.

“Fuck me.”

“I said to fucking beg, not to just ask politely you worthless bitch!” Stan said and began slamming his cock into Danny over and over.

At first Danny made grunting noises, but then he began to beg.

“Yes, fill my ass.”

“God your cock is so big and hard.”

“Use my pussy ass. Fuck me hard.”

Danny grinned as he continued to fuck the sissy and began to hear the desperate need begin to emerge in the sissy’s voice.

Meanwhile, Jamal had Timmy on his knees and began to fuck him doggie style. “Don’t let that other sissy slut beg harder than you,” Jamal warned Timmy.

“Please fuck me.”

“Yes! You are such a stud.”

“Give it to me. I need it so bad.”

Jamal and Stan looked across the bed at each other. It was like they could communicate without words.

They both pulled out and repositioned their sissies. Timmy was still on his knees, but was now over Danny.

“Suck each other’s limp sissy dicks you pussies,” Jamal said.

The two sissies eager began to suckle on each other’s cocks.

“Wanna swap?” Stan asked Jamal.

They changed positions. Now Jamal put Danny’s legs over his shoulders and began fucking the sissy. Stan mounted Timmy from behind, grasped the sissy by the hips, and went to work. 

The sissies were moaning with delight. Sucking each other felt so good to them. They loved the feel of the other sissy’s mouth on their own cock and savored the taste of precum of their sissy partner in their mouths. Both had their eyes closed and just enjoyed the sensations of having a real man’s cock slide in and out of their pussy asses.

They had found their place. They were meant to serve real men like those who were fucking them and women of strength like The Queen.

Jamal and Stan exchanged glances. They were both close.

Both began to hammer the ass they were servicing even harder. The sissies could sense their desperate pace. It excited both of them and they grew hard in each other’s mouth.

Jamal let out a roar and Stan joined a few seconds later. The animal noises and the violation of their sissy asses pushed Timmy and Danny over the edge. While Jamal and Stan pumped their load of cum into the sissies’ asses, the sissies also filled each other’s mouths with gooey, yummy loads of cream.

Squirt after squirt of cum pumped from all four of them for over a minute. And then the pile collapsed.

Timmy was the first to speak. “That was yummy and you are such as stud Stan. I loved the way you were fucking me so hard.”

Danny chimed in. “You are so big Jamal. Your cock spread me so wide and fucked me so deep. I loved feeling Timmy get hard in my mouth.”

The Queen smiled. “Jamal and Stan, you may rest for a bit. Sissy Timmy and Sissy Danny, you need to eat the cum that is dribbling from the other’s ass. Sissies like you don’t want even a drop of cum to go to waste.”

The sissies eagerly complied while Jamal and Stan enjoyed the show along with The Queen.


Visiting the Local Royalty

Molly started the car and continued the drive up the hill. She came to the entrance of the D’Royale estate and pulled in. She and Kim approached the front door. Molly was wearing slacks and a shirt that was untucked to cover her holster and gun. Kim had pulled on a simple dress and a pair of panties. Neither felt particularly well dressed for visiting the mansion. Kim was shaking and Molly put an arm around the woman to reassure and comfort her.

A man dressed like a real honest-to-goodness butler opened the door and Molly showed him her badge.

“I’d like to speak with Ms. D’Royale please.”

“I will see if she’s accepting visitors,” the man said. It sounded like a blow off, but he did motion for them to enter and seated them in what must pass for a living room if your house is the size of some small towns.

They waited for about a half-hour before they heard the sound. It was difficult to place, but then a woman in a wheelchair rolled through the door. Molly and Kim sat on a sofa, side by side. The lady in the wheel chair rolled to a position facing them. Molly started to stand up and the woman motioned for her to keep her seat.
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“I understand you want to see me Detective O’Malley?”

Molly nodded thinking that she had not mentioned her name to the butler.

“Yes ma’am. It is kind of a long story. In fact, it’s a very long story. And parts aren’t going to be easy to tell. But I think it is important. I know it is very important for Mrs. Finley; maybe life and death. It’s also important for me, but for a different reason. And it may be for all of us.”

The lady in the wheel chair nodded.

“Okay, let’s have it.”

“Ms. D’Royale,” began Molly and the woman quickly raised her hand.

“Call me Carmella. Please. Only use my formal name if you’re going to slap the cuffs on me.” She smiled at Molly and Molly found herself smiling back.

Molly began the story of the two men disappearing, of the mayor’s special hors d’oeuvres, of the search of Finley’s house, of the body in the freezer, and of the videos on the lap top.

Molly was holding the laptop on her own lap at this point and Carmella nodded at it.

“That’s the one with the videos?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“So what do you want from me?”

Molly paused. “I think maybe you can help us,” she began.

A hard look entered Carmella’s eyes. “Some type of blackmail attempt?” she asked.

Molly shook her head. “Kind of the opposite actually. You’ve heard how Kim’s mixed up in this. I want to tell you how I am also.”

This, Molly thought, is going to be the hard part. Probably for both of them.


The Wreck (Part 2)

There were four college boys in the car. Robby was driving and Davey was beside him in the front seat. They were joking and laughing as they drove down the hill.

In the back seat sat Billy Eastern. Nobody would have believed that the young, arrogant bully would one day end up being mayor.

Beside Billy was a humiliated Lee Patrick. A week earlier, Lee had just been one of the guys and trying to fit in at school for the most part. A few days earlier he had been caught. His greatest secret revealed. He had forgotten to lock the door to his room one evening. He was wearing a pair of panties and nothing else while he masturbated. Just as he was about to cum, Billy had walked in.

Billy had teased him and threatened to tell everyone. Then he said he’d keep Lee’s secret if Lee would suck his cock. Lee had never done anything like that before, but had no real choice.

Billy had been rough. Even then, he loved the power and control as much as the sex itself. Lee had gagged and struggled, but eventually Billy came and Lee drained him of his load.

For a week now, Billy had shown up each evening and demanded another blow job. Earlier this evening, he had shown up with Robby and Davey in tow. Lee was forced dress in his panties and then to suck and satisfy all three. Tears of humiliation had run down his cheeks as he did what he was ordered to.

But Billy had even more humiliation in mind for the evening. Billy forced Lee to put on a dress and panties. There was also makeup and a wig. They were going to go see Billy’s brother. The plan was to introduce Lee as Billy’s new fiancé and then surprise the brother by showing him what was hidden in the girl’s panties. Then Lee could suck off Billy’s brother and everyone else for a laugh.

A good time for everyone so long as you weren’t Lee.

Lee had sat in the back seat with Billy while Billy began rubbing him through the dress.

“He’s fucking getting hard guys!” Billy had exclaimed. The two drunken boys in the front seat laughed.

Billy had pulled the dress up and tugged the panties down.

Lee’s cock was hard and rigid. Billy looked at it for a minute.

Then he leaned towards it.

“Want me to suck it baby? You’ve been such a good cock sucker. Do you want me to return the favor?”

Lee sat passively and uncertain as Billy lowered his head. When his mouth was a few inches away he suddenly straightened up.

“No way man! I’m not a fucking faggot like you are. Look how hard gay boy got from being dressed in panties and having another guy play with him.”

The two in the front seat had twisted to look. Nobody saw the other car approaching the curve just ahead. In fact, nobody even noticed the curve.

Three sets of eyes were on Lee’s cock and laughing at his humiliation.

Then there was the impact.



Robby and Davey were stunned but conscious. Lee was in about the same condition. It was Billy who seemed totally unscathed. He had crawled out of the wrecked car and looked into the other one.

“I think they are all fucking dead man.” Billy had sobered a bit, but Robby and Davey were stilling giggling like naughty kids.

Lee had gotten out of the car and looked at the remains of the other car.

Billy was talking to the other two.

“Let’s wait a while. You guys can sober up a bit. If any of them are still actually alive, it’s more merciful to let them die straight out anyway. The road isn’t used much and maybe we’ll have an hour or so.”

Then Billy had thought even more.

“If you guys take the rap, I’ll make sure you get the best attorneys money can buy. Robby, you were driving and its Davey’s car. You two are in the soup anyway. Why not cover for me and get something out of it?”

Lee had listened to all of this in shock. Now he started to run. He had no real purpose or destination. He just wanted away. Behind him he heard yells from the other boys. Once he had dared to turn and take a quick look behind him. It looked like Billy was chasing him. But Lee kept running.

Eventually he came to a gas station that was closed for the night. He had gone to the phone booth beside the building and dialed the operator. There was a wreck. People were hurt. Send help.

Now he continued his trek towards town. Still not sure what he was going to do, he just wanted to get away.

The old man in the pickup had been a blessing. He slowed to a stop.

“Hey young lady. This is no place to be walking alone at night. Let me give you a ride to town.”

It was only then that Lee realized he was still in the dress and wearing the wig.

He had been grateful for the ride and pretty much rode in silence.

As they pulled into tow the old man had looked at Lee.

“I don’t know what’s going on and it’s none of my business. But you seem to be in some kind of trouble.”

Lee could only nod in agreement with that observation.

The man had dug out his wallet and handed Lee forty dollars.

“It ain’t much, but I hope it helps you get to where you’re going. You be careful and take care out there.”

Lee had thanked the man and got out of the truck.



Lee only had one person who could remotely be considered a friend in town. It was a girl he liked but had always been shy around. He had given her rides to town a few times and knew where her apartment was. He had made his way there just before dawn and quietly knocked at the door.

When she answered, there was a lot of confusion and explaining. When she realized that the person in the dress was Lee, she was shocked. But she agreed that Lee could crash on her sofa and rest a while. He had been up all night and the adrenaline that had fueled him was spent.

She headed off to her classes.

When she returned later that day she looked grim. The news was not good. The wreck had killed two people and left the third in critical shape. Robby and Davey were taking the rap, but Billy was looking in earnest for Lee. Lee was the one lose end that could ruin Billy’s plan.

Lee had hidden in the apartment for two weeks. The girl helped him dress so he could stay in disguise, but the longer it went on the more Lee realized that dressing this way felt right. It felt natural.

He had decided to transition from male to female. It was not easy, but over time the transformation took place. Picking a new name, Lee was now gone. In his place was Molly O’Malley. Molly went back to school to major in criminal justice because she felt she owed the world something. When she graduated she had worked her way up to the top of the detective branch of a small town and then joined the detective branch back in the city she had once called home.

Which ultimately had brought her here, to Carmela D’Royale’s living room.


The Queen Decides

Carmella sat quietly.

“I’m so sorry. Both for what happened then and for dredging up what I know must still be painful memories,” Molly told Carmella.

“So why are you here?” Carmella asked again. Earlier when she had asked, there had been a hard skepticism in her voice. Now her tone was just one of simple questioning.

“I told you what I did because I don’t want you to think I’m trying to twist your arm or blackmail you. You can destroy me and my career along with Kim here with one phone call. We all know that. I wouldn’t even blame you if you wanted to destroy me. And I’m sure the mayor finding out the fact that the kid he bullied in college was now the lead detective on his hors d’oeuvres case would… Well, you can pretty much imagine how that would go.”

“We also know that Davey Finley was in the freezer with his nuts cut off. A few minutes of watching the videos on the laptop would make a lot of people willing to do the cutting. But Robby Peters disappearance is still a bit of a mystery. At first it seemed like their disappearances were connected because they knew each other and because of the wreck. But now I know they can’t be connected.”

“I’m not sure what is going on with Peters, but I don’t think it is what it seems. I also know that Kim has just dumped a load of incriminating videos in our laps and that a lot of powerful men would probably prefer that those are never seen. And Kim never being seen again could be their first step towards that. She’s a loose end for them right now, just like I was for Billy back then.”

Carmella though for a few minutes and then told the two, “Follow me.”

They walked along behind the wheelchair as she propelled herself down the hall. She casually explained the history some of the painting and other items they passed. Molly was good at reading people, but she still wasn’t sure where things stood with Carmella. The three women came to a pair of white doors that opened automatically on her approach.

This was different than the rest of the house. It was like entering a hospital. There was a woman setting at a desk who stood when Carmella approached. “Shelia, I’d like you to meet Molly and Kim.”

Hesitantly she shook hands as Carmella explained, “Shelia is one of the smartest and best doctors in the world. She’s being modest if she tells you different. My issues keep her busy pretty much full time. Shelia, Kim was married to the other guy in the car that hit us that night. He was an abusive pervert and she cut his nuts off. He’s dead now. And Molly used to be a boy and was one of two other boys who were in the backseat when the wreck occurred. The forth was our illustrious mayor.”

She paused.

“If that doesn’t build some type of a bond between us all, I don’t know what the hell will,” Carmella said with a smile.

She motioned to the other women and they entered one of the rooms to the side of the hall. Inside was a hospital bed. In it was a man connected to numerous tubes and wires.

Carmella explained, “Here is Robby Peters. Technically, he’s in a vegetative state and on life support right now. His heart totally gave out last night. Shelia is going to try a new type of surgery she has been working on tomorrow. It involves harvesting some of the cells out of Peters’ spinal cord.”

Carmella looked at the man on the bed.

“God how I hate him. I try not to, but it doesn’t work. But he was the one person we found with a tissue match making him suitable as a donor. The only problem is that the procedure may well leave the donor paralyzed. I had someone do some digging and found out about his health and finance issues. He was about to die from a heart issue anyway and his parents were nearly bankrupt from his medical bills. He had never done anything worthwhile or been worth a damn since he served the 24 months for what he did to my mother.”

Carmella continued to stare at the man on the bed.

“But I gave him a chance at redemption. Not many people get that and it wasn’t easy for me to offer it; especially to him. But he was going to die within a few weeks anyway. If he would come to us before he died so that we could have him put on life support immediately if something happened, I would make sure his parents were taken care of financially. Also, cells will be harvested from his spine and, with some help from Shelia here, put in mine and maybe I’ll actually be able to walk again in a few months.”

“He accepted the offer. He came on his own and settled into the hospital bed. He wouldn’t take the medicines Shelia offered that could prolong his life. It was like he knew it was time. All he did ask for was something that would give him some peace and relief from the guilt he’d felt for years. Sheila set something up and he drifted off to sleep. About four hours later, his heart acted up and he died.”

Now Carmella looked at Molly.

“His parent’s new mortgage was approved on Friday morning and they got a pretty good chunk of change. There is a life insurance policy on Peters’ that they are not aware of because I’m the one who set it up. It will pay off the mortgage and still leave them with a decent nest egg.”

Molly nodded towards Peters.

“I assume that we don’t find his body here in your house?”

“No. Actually you will eventually find him in a hospital down south a ways. I made a sizable donation to them several years ago. It never hurts to have friends and despite rumors to the contrary, there really isn’t much that money can’t buy. There has been an amnesia victim under their care since Friday evening. At least there has been on paper. They actually don’t have the body to go with the paperwork yet which would be inconvenient if you showed up there asking about him today. The finger prints to be sent to the police to help identify the poor man are setting in the outbox of a hospital administrator who isn’t back until Wednesday. By then, they will have the body. By Friday they should have the identification and Peters’ should be headed back to his parents for a proper burial. If someone looked too close, they would see some incisions on his back that might be difficult to explain, but I don’t expect anyone to look too close. I took care of the funeral costs and arrangements also. It’s all prepaid so far as his parents will ever know.”

Molly worked up her nerve to ask the question that was a large part of why she had come here, “You asked why I was here before. Can you help Kim?”

There was no hesitation. “Of course. Kim, I hated it when you married that bastard. I knew a bit of what was going on, but had no idea it was so bad. I know you love to cook. In fact, the rumor is that you made a special delicacy for the mayor’s enjoyment yesterday. It just so happens that I am in need of a cook. Would you be willing to accept the job?”

Kim could only nod slightly. It couldn’t be this easy. Her life had been one struggle after another.

Carmella continued, “We will have to be discrete. You will need a new name. We can get your hair fixed up in a different color and style. They can also do a few quick touches that will fill out your cheeks and change your appearance.”

Molly smiled and gave Kim a quick hug. “It’s going to be okay honey.”

Then Molly knelt beside the wheelchair. She and Carmella looked at each other for nearly half a minute. Then Molly hugged Carmella.

Carmella looked first at Kim and then at Shelia. “Shelia, can you help Kim get settled a bit in the kitchen. It has its own apartment. I hope you find the arrangements suitable Kim.”

As the two left the room, she turned her attention to Molly.

“May I have the laptop that seems to be the subject of a frantic and rather violent search?”

Molly nodded and handed it to Carmella. Carmella wheeled out of the hospital room and to a set of cabinets. She opened a drawer and stored the laptop.

“I can assure you, it will be used only for good,” said Carmella.

“I’m not sure I’d want to be the one who makes the judgements on good or bad,” said Molly.

The two women looked at each other again.

Carmella gave Molly a serious look. “Please don’t feel guilty. That bastard Mayor Billy Eastern is a different matter, but he will be dealt with. Do you prefer leather or latex?”

Molly looked confused for a second with the sudden shift in the conversation.

“You look like a leather type,” Carmella continued.

Molly had to shrug. “I’m not sure which type I am I guess.”

“Well it’s about time to find out. We are all sharing secrets today. I want to share another one of mine with you. Come along.”

Once again Molly found herself following the fascinating woman in a wheelchair.

This time they entered a room with an elevator in the far wall.

“That’s the way to the dungeon,” Carmella explained.


Preparing for a Visit to the Dungeon

Molly looked around the room she was in. Along one wall a number of outfits were on hangers or in chests of drawers. They ranged the gamut from frilly outfits through latex and leather that were sure to satisfy any fetish. In one corner were a number of beautiful, flowing gowns. On the table beside it were a number of items including a tiara and a scepter.

“I value my independence to the extent it is possible,” said Carmella, “But I also am not so stubborn as to refuse the assistance of friend when it’s needed. Would you help me undress? Normally Shelia… Dr. Brown… does. But she’s helping Kim right now.”

Molly was a bit shocked. She had shown up an hour or so ago to throw herself and Kim on the mercy of this woman. Now it felt as if they were developing a bond of some type that was born from the tragedy they had played very different roles in a decade earlier.

Molly helped Carmella unzip the dress she was in. Molly could not help but admire the woman’s body. Her upper chest was muscular and even with a bra it was clear that her breasts were firm. Molly had seen other wheelchair bound people and the atrophy that often set in with unused muscles. As she pulled the gown off around Carmella’s legs she was surprised at how muscular they were.

Carmella must have noticed because she explained, “The ability to have the muscles work even though I can’t control them is how I first met Shelia. She uses electrical stimulation to make the muscles twitch and move. With treatments, I have been able to keep the muscles reasonably healthy over the years.”

“And if her current idea works out, I may actually regain normal feeling and control of my legs again.”

She paused and then pointed to the corner. “Would you bring me the red dress with gold trim?”

Molly retrieved the dress and helped Carmella put it on.

“Why don’t you try the black leather outfit with the red accents?” Carmella suggested to Molly and pointed to one of the racks of cloths.

Molly took it off the hanger and looked at it. Then she looked at Carmella.

“May I watch you change?” Carmella asked.

Molly shrugged. She had just helped the woman change, so it didn’t seem that uncomfortable.

Molly pulled off her shoes and then slipped out of the slacks. She held the gun and holster in one hand.

“Is it safe to leave this here?” she asked with a look at Carmella.

Carmella nodded and Molly set the cloths on a table against the wall. She did carefully flip the pistol’s safety on out of habit. Then she unbuttoned the blouse she was wearing.

“You have a lovely body,” Carmella observed as Molly stood clad only in panties and a bra.

“Thank you ma’am,” she said.

Then she began to squirm her way into the tight leather outfit. A few minutes later she was dressed.

“Boots,” Carmella said with a point of her hand. Molly selected a pair that would fit and pulled them on.

“And you really should have a riding crop,” Carmella added and pointed to another wall.

This wall looked like the display you might find in a store specializing in “marital aids”. There were dildos of all sizes, shapes, and colors. There were strap-ons in various styles. A range of butt plugs. Crops and whips. Handcuffs, gags, and other bondage related items. 

Molly couldn’t help but think that this was one hell of a place if they needed a collection like that around.

Carmella laughed. “You must think I’m a seriously perverted lady.”

Molly stood and studied Carmella. “I don’t know you that well and I’m not one to judge. A lot of people would call me a pervert or worse I guess.”

Carmella nodded. “Being transgendered must be challenging. Especially in a job like yours where you would have to be so careful. The people you work with are experts at finding out secrets.”

Molly shrugged again. “I manage.”

Now Carmella was studying Molly. “May I ask if you prefer the company of men or women when it comes to intimacy?”

Molly sighed. “Ten years ago, those three boys made me do things to them. Other than the times I was forced back then, I’ve never been intimate with anyone. It’s something that there just hasn’t been room for in my life. It would take too much explaining whether it was a guy or a girl. I guess I’ve always hoped that maybe I would meet a woman that could understand. It just hasn’t happened.”

Carmella thought for a minute in silence. “I really have never talked with anyone about this. I was a virgin before the accident. I think I would have been a very sexual person if the accident hadn’t happened. I can’t feel anything below the middle of my chest. My nipples are slightly sensitive, but that in itself doesn’t really do much. I’m afraid I’ve turned into more of a voyeur who gets sexual satisfaction from controlling others because it is something I can’t experience myself.”

Molly squatted beside Carmella and looked her in the eyes. “I’m so terribly sorry.”

Molly took Carmella’s hand and held it to her face. “So, so sorry.”

Carmella moved the hand and gently stroked Molly’s hair. “We were both victims of those three, just in different ways. You have been strong and found a way to move forward with your life since then. It may not be perfect, but you didn’t dwell on what life had dealt you. I’m much the same way. I think you and I may have more in common than it might first appear.”

The two women looked deep into each other’s eyes.

“Kiss me Detective Molly O’Malley.”

There was no hesitation. Molly leaned forward and her lips met Carmella’s. The two women kissed deeply and intensely. After a minute Molly reluctantly drew away.

Carmella smiled at her. “Grab those masks off the dressing table over there and prepare yourself. It’s time for the dungeon. I hope you aren’t easily shocked.”

The woman wheeled her chair towards the elevator and Molly followed.


Cooking Something Up

Dr. Shelia Brown was walking towards the kitchen with Kim. She pointed out different parts of the house and explained some of how things tended to work.

“Carmella is one of the nicest women you could ever meet as long as you don’t get on her shit list,” Shelia explained at one point.

“How do I keep off of the list Dr. Brown?” Kim asked with a worried tone.

Shelia laughed. “Please, call me Shelia. You don’t have to worry. It is mainly men who make Carmella’s list.”

“You will find that when there are outsiders around, we tend to be fairly formal. You should address Carmella as Ms. D’Royale or call her ma’am during those types of things. Also what you might call ‘the help’ does wear uniforms. As cook, you’ll have a uniform dress. There is also a college girl who comes in to help with the evening meals during the week and any events Carmella hosts.”

Kim nodded but Sheila could still tell she was worried as they entered the kitchen.

Once in the room, it took Kim’s breath away. She did like to cook, but the kitchen at home had also been something like a sanctuary where she could escape from the abuse and humiliation Davey had heaped upon her so often. It was a place she felt safe. She felt a similar peace sweep over her now.

“It is incredible,” Kim said in a whisper.

Shelia motioned her to follow.

“That set of doors leads to the formal dining room where meals are served. That door over there is a large walk-in refrigerator in addition to the regular refrigerator out here in the kitchen. No hidden bodies though.”

Kim looked quickly at Shelia and saw she was smiling at her little joke. For the first time, Kim smiled back.

Shelia continued, “Over there is the pantry. Look back here.”

Off of the kitchen was a small office with a desk, chair, and computer. There were bookshelves that were filled with cookbooks and other items.

“The girl that comes in and helps can show you how it works, but we order most of our food and have it delivered. You also have a budget that you manage. It isn’t super formal, but it is there.”

Shelia walked across the small office and opened another door.

“This will be your apartment. Formally it would be called the cook’s quarters. This is the setting room.”

In addition to a television, stereo, and bookshelves, the room had a sofa and coffee table that looked out a window. Kim was struck by how lovely the view was.

Shelia walked across to yet another door. “This is the bedroom. You have a walk-in closet and your own bath.”

“This is almost larger than our whole house was,” Kim said in awe.

Shelia looked at Kim as Kim sat on the edge of the bed. Shelia could see the glistening of the tears in Kim’s eyes.

Shelia said, “I’m sorry. I know you’ve had a lot hit you today and you are probably a bit overwhelmed. If you would like to take a nap or have a drink or anything else, feel free to. We can get things going tomorrow. Carmella actually is good with ordering pizza in once a week or say.”

Shelia sat down on the edge of the bed beside Kim and noticed the woman was also shaking. Shelia put an arm around her.

“What’s wrong honey? Do you want to talk?”

“It’s been like a nightmare. I’ve been hoping I’d wake up. Now I’m afraid this is a dream and I’m going to wake up and it will be gone.”

Shelia held the woman. Words started to flow from Kim. The beatings. The forced sex with other men or groups of men. Her husband’s enjoyment from humiliating her. There was a flood of tears that came with the words. After about a half hour the flow of both began to ebb.

“I’m sorry,” Kim said. “I didn’t mean to kind of melt down there.”

Shelia nodded. “It’s okay. You’ve been through a lot. If you hadn’t beat me to it, I’d go cut his nuts off right now myself. We doctors are good at things like that you know.”

Kim giggled.

“Would you like me to give you something to help you rest?” asked Shelia.

Kim looked at the woman beside her. She knew what the doctor meant, but she also remembered how talking to her had felt so natural.

“Maybe another hug?” suggested Kim shyly.

Shelia looked Kim in the eyes. Then she put her arm around the other woman. Setting there on the edge of the bed, they leaned towards each other and kissed. Their lips were locked together as the movement of their hands became increasingly frantic.

Both women pealed their clothes off. Their naked bodies touched and each felt like they were on fire. Shelia kissed her way downward from Kim’s lips. She saw the scars and bruises. Davey and his friend had been brutal and cruel men. There were small scars that looked like they had come from burns. Sheila suspected they were they results of cigarettes touching the woman’s flesh. She kissed each bruise and burn she encountered as she worked her way down Kim’s body.

Kim’s bush was dark and fluffy. Shelia let her tongue begin to explore the other woman’s pussy. She savored the taste and the smell of Kim’s arousal.

Shelia was gentle as she lapped away at Kim’s cunt. She felt Kim’s hands tug at her legs and Sheila shifted so that her crotch was positioned above Kim’s face. Shelia felt Kim’s arms wrap around her waist and pull her down towards her mouth.

Kim ate Shelia’s cunt with hunger. Within minutes they both reached an orgasm, but their bodies continued to be locked together as they rode through the second and third.

Then they laid beside each other in the bed. Shelia held Kim tightly.

“Davey used for force me to do things with other men, couples, and women. I always hated it. It felt dirty and humiliating. Things with you were so different.”

Shelia kissed Kim on the neck. “That is the difference between having sex and making love sweetie.”

Both women drifted off into a restful slumber.


The Queen’s Dungeon, Part 7

The Queen was on her throne and the four young men who had dealt with two days of training were nearly done. Standing beside The Queen was a lovely woman dressed in leather. Nobody had ever accompanied The Queen down in the elevator before to anyone’s knowledge, but if those who served in the dungeon were surprised they hid it.
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Jamal and Stan were dressed only in red, silken panties. Timmy and Danny were wearing frilly panties and bras with artificial breast inserts. All four were in wigs and had touched up their makeup to get ready for The Queen.

Carmella had given Molly a quick rundown on who was who and the past transgressions of the two sissies who were to be broke.

The Duke had told the sissies what was expected of them. Now was their time to show off their newly learned skills to The Queen.

The bed was still in place and at a slight signal from the Duke, Sissy Timmy and Sissy Danny went and laid down on it. Their legs pointed towards The Queen’s throne. The ladies in waiting appeared beside the bed and handed each sissy something.

“Ma’am, may we demonstrate how we can take these big dildo’s up our ass now?” asked Sissy Danny.

“We have practiced for several hours ma’am,” added Sissy Timmy.

“Yes Sissy Danny and Sissy Timmy, please show us your new skills,” said The Queen.

Both sissies tugged their panties down, spread their legs, and brought their knees up a bit. Then they each sucked on a huge dildo. At one point, they feed their dildo to the sissy beside them and giggled.

Eventually they began to slide the dildos into their asses. They moaned and squirmed with pleasure as they worked inch after inch inside. Once the dildos were deeply buried, they began to fuck themselves. After a few minutes Danny pulled his dildo out and sucked on it some more. Timmy followed his example, but before long they both were working their toys deep into their wanton man pussies again.

This time when Danny pulled his out, he held it over so Timmy could suck it. Timmy sucked while he continued to fuck himself with his own dildo.

When Danny could not stand being empty any longer, he shoved the monster back into himself and began working it in and out. Now Timmy pulled the one from his ass and let Danny suck on it.

They shifted around slightly so they could begin to suck each other’s cocks. This also let them take control of their partner’s dildos. They pushed them in and pulled them out, twisted them, and both were writhing and moaning in pleasure.
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The Duke now motioned for Jamal and Stan to join the sissies on the bed. Both of them knelt and pulled down their panties exposing their large, erect cocks.

“Suck me whore,” Jamal told Timmy and Timmy immediately stopped nursing on Danny’s tiny dick and went to work on Jamal’s monster slab of dark meat while Danny continued to plow his ass with the huge dildo.

Meanwhile Stan moved into position behind Danny.

“I’m ready for you to satisfy me with your pussy ass.”

Timmy was holding the dildo that was buried in Danny’s ass and slowly pulled it out. Danny’s man pussy gapped open, waiting eagerly for Stan to fill the void. Stan slide in and began to pump.

For the next hour the four tried various positions to show The Queen their skills.

Eventually both sissies ended up on their backs while their partner fucked them in the ass. They let go with one final orgasm, filling the sissies’ asses with cum.

Jamal and Stan were a step above the sissies, but they still served The Queen.

Now they pulled out and knelt between the legs of their partner, each sucking their sissy partner. Their skilled mouths brought both the sissies to orgasms within a few minutes.

Now the ladies in waiting brought something out and handed it to the dominant partner in each couple. It was a male chastity device. It was a small, plastic device with a key that was placed around a cock to prevent the wearer from achieving a full erection and to keep them experiencing any type of sexual satisfaction.

Jamal and Stan locked the cocks of their sissies away. The keys were on a piece of leather that could be worn as a necklace. Both Jamal and Stan put these over their heads. They took collars and leashes from the ladies in waiting and put them on their sissies.

They then approached The Queen.

She nodded.

“Jamal and Stan, you have done well. You have accepted your feminization without losing all of your strength and virility. You have shown that you can service and be serviced by other feminized sissies.”

“Sissy Timmy and Sissy Danny, you both have shown that you cannot even achieve the basic status of being a sissy. You certainly can never claim to be a man. You are now owned. You are my property, but I have given you to Jamal and Stan as a reward for their efforts this weekend.”

“Each of you will be given a cell phone. You will have each other’s numbers but nobody else’s on these phone. Sissy Timmy and Sissy Danny, I expect both of you to call your partner frequently to beg for the opportunity to serve them. Jamal and Stan, you must keep them in their place and continue their training. In a few months, you will each receive a call that will summon you back here. To the dungeon and to your Queen.”

“Don’t let me be disappointed when I next see you.”

With that, a curtain was closed to hide The Queen. The four young men began to get ready to return to the outside world. The sissies could only think of their need for humiliation and cock. The two dominant partners began to think of how their success in other areas could be part of what they offered their Queen.

It was late Sunday night when all four were dropped off back where they had left their cars.



Molly was quiet as she and Carmella rode the elevator up.

“What did you think?” Carmella asked.

Molly thought for a minute. “Pretty kinky stuff.”

Carmella reached out with one hand and gently brushed it against Molly’s crotch.

“I would say it aroused you my dear.”

Molly shook her head and knelt beside Carmella.

“Nope. But being beside you aroused me honey.”

They kissed and neither of them noticed when the elevator door opened.


Back at Police HQ

Molly had been a bit worried about showing up after having found a body and then going missing for almost half a day. She made some excuses about trying to follow Kim that didn’t even sound remotely believable to her, but chief of detectives Buck Rogers seemed to accept them.

The one thing she did that she felt should redeem her a bit was make calls to several hospitals in the area. She knew where Robby Peters’s body was now. The spinal material had been harvested and his body moved to the hospital where it was taken off of life support. On Tuesday she made the right call to the right place. They faxed the fingerprints from their amnesia victim to Molly. It was a match. She had found Robby Peters.

With his death came hope for Carmella that she might walk again and his parents were surprised to find that an insurance policy they knew nothing about taken care of their financial worries.

Robby’s mom had bragged, “Lots of people didn’t understand him. But he was a good kid at heart. He made some mistake, but he also made sure he took care of others.”

Even if Carmella had heard, she would not have dared argue with the young man’s mother on this point.


The Mayor’s Dilma

Mayor Billy Eastern was a worried man. For over a decade he and Davey Finley had fucked around with more women than he could remember. They had hired prostitutes. They had slipped drugs to women at parties. They had frequently shared Davey’s wife among themselves and others.

Davey had videos of some of that. At one point, it had seemed like a cool way for the young men to keep “trophies” of their conquests. When Billy had begun his political career, he had told Davey that the videos had to be destroyed. Davey had refused but assured him they would be kept safe.

The mayor like to live dangerously. He had continued to participate in romps with Davey even though he suspected Davey was still keeping even more videos of the encounters. Davey never tried to blackmail him beyond having a job that paid okay and gave him enough money for drugs and hookers.

One afternoon there was a visitor to the mayor’s office. At first he was refused entrance, but he gave a sealed envelope to the secretary. This was for the mayor only he told her. Billy had opened the envelope and looked at several photographs of himself in compromising positions. One caught the upward sweep of his hand as he had slapped that bitch that Davey was married to. In others, it was clear that he was fucking a woman was drugged and unconscious. He told his secretary to send the man in.

The man was tall, muscular, and looked hard boiled. A tough guy. Billy didn’t like this.

“Mayor Eastern,” he began. “I have been sent to make you a proposition. Just to be clear, I don’t have the videos and I don’t even want the videos. That would be an inconvenience for me. I’m a business man, pure and simple. I offer people what they want.”

“You are a chubby, arrogant, and unpleasant man. I don’t mean that to be personally insulting, but it’s the truth. I have clients who have different fantasies. Some would love to take control of a so called ‘authority figure’ and put them in their place.”

“Here’s the deal, straight and simple. You come be a man whore to my clients that want to dominate an authority figure for a year. At the end of the year, you are free to leave and the video’s go away.”

“You have a week to think it over. You resign and say you are taking some time off. My clients are on the coast and would never see the newspapers from around here. Nobody is going to recognize you. You just come be the natural arrogant prick that you are and then roll over submissively when they want to play a little rough.”

The mayor looked at the man in disbelief. “And if I don’t?”

The man shrugged.

“In that case, I lose a man whore who would likely bring me a few hundred dollars a night. Not particularly a big deal for me. I am simply doing this as a favor for a friend. For you, I suspect things would turn out worse. The person with the videos is very unhappy with you. I was told to remind you of what happened to a guy named Davey.”

Shit. The castrated dead body and the bacon covered, deep fried testicals. They mayor felt queasy at the thought.

“Get things in order and a car will pick you up out front of city hall in a week if you accept. If not… Well, good luck.”

The man left and the mayor began to do some thinking.



A few days later, the mayor announced his resignation.

A week after the meeting, he left city hall, stepped into a waiting car, and was never seen again.


The Queen’s Court

Carmella’s close inner circle included many powerful people. There was the administrator of the local hospital, the assistant editor of the local newspaper, and several people from city hall including the assistant mayor who was now filling in for the missing man.

They met on a regular basis in a large room that was in the basement area. They could discretely park away from the house and enter the basement through a long underground walkway. This was an area near the portion of the basement that held the dungeon. Another part held a number of rooms and areas for various “activities”.

Molly now set at Carmella’s right side. There were no secrets in this room. These men knew each other and they knew Carmella. They also acknowledged that Carmella was in charge and had strong feelings of loyalty towards her. Molly was actually surprised to see that chief of detectives Buck Rogers was setting at one end of the table. He smiled and gave a discrete wave as she looked at him.

“We have a number of items of business to discuss, but first I want to make an announcement,” said Carmella.

“Some of you may know Detective Molly O’Malley. She is new to the city and has already become deeply involved in a number of investigations that could impact us. Mr. Rogers, her presence is certainly not meant to be an indications that you have handled you side of things with anything other than the diligence necessary. In fact, I would say that her presence shows the quality of the people you surround yourself with.”

“Detective O’Malley and I have grown close. Very close. You deserve to know the truth about that. But I am sure she can contribute to the efforts of the Court or I would not have invited her. I expect you to show her the respect you would show me. Is that clear?”

The room filled with a chorus of responses, but the words were the same. “Yes ma’am.”

“Now, let’s get down to business. There are two things I would like for us to have plans for when we are finished this afternoon. There is the Blackstar Apartments that are apparently being purchased by an investor from out of town who is speculating that there will be growth in that area. It seems that his intent is to put a number of long-term residences out of the place they call home. I think we can do something about that. With some creative obstacles, we can make him sell for pennies on the dollar, let the residents stay, and keep that bastard from playing around in our town again.”

“The other is the attack on two young women working nights in an ice cream parlor. I know that it is likely the police can track down the culprits. In fact, they have suspects they are looking for. But I am thinking that maybe we can find a way to make sure the men involved are not a menace to anyone ever again. Maybe some time in the dungeon or chemical castration. I would like to make an example of them.”

With that, the discussions started.



After the meeting, Carmella left in the company of Molly.

“Most of the men will stay for a bit. Some will go off in groups of their own. Others spend time with some of the sissies who did not make the cut during training continue to try to redeem themselves. Powerful men often have powerful sex drives. By giving them an environment they can find release in, they remain very loyal to me.”

The shock must have shown on Molly’s face and Carmella smiled.

“Sweetie, most men will chase anything that they can fuck or that will suck them. A lot of men also have the strangest fantasies and desires; they want to be used or to explore with a partner of the same sex. Those men aren’t different than any other men. I have made those desires a part of the bond they have. When you’ve face fucked the same sissy who’s having his ass plowed by another man, that kind of forms a unique bond. Or if you are negotiating with a man you were 69ing with a few weeks ago, you usually can find common ground.”

Molly could only shake her head, “I can see how that would be the case.”

They reached Carmella’s room and Molly helped her get ready for bed.

“Molly,” Carmella said in a serious voice. “I know you have avoided certain things over the last decade.”

Molly nodded as she sat on the bed beside Carmella.

Carmella put her hand on Molly’s leg. “If you have needs, I understand. I still have my mouth and my hands. Or if you would like to spend time with one of the sissies, I would understand that also.”

Their eyes met and Molly grasped the hand in her lap.

“Carmella, I’ve waited this long. I can wait until you are all better. And then we can both make up for lost time. Together. Okay?”

Carmella smiled and nodded.


Closure

Although most of Dr. Brown’s work through the years had been done in her own lab at the house, the latest operation had required the use of a hospital with a fully equipped operating room. Before Carmella had been born, her father had make a sizable donation that allowed one of the local hospitals to add a new wing. They were very accommodating at allowing the use of an operating room by Dr. Brown. The fact that the head of surgery was also a member of the Queen’s Court had not hurt either.

Someone stayed with Carmella until she was ready to come home. She would be on her back for around two months. For the normally active Carmella, this was sheer torment.

Two weeks later, Shelia did the first tests to see if any feeling was returning to Carmella’s lower body. There was nothing yet, but it would probably be at least another week.

Afterwards Carmella spoke with Shelia. The next day, Molly was present and watched as the doctor explained the tests.

“We don’t want to overdo it. Around the thighs, she should be sensitive to the touch of a finger if things go as planned. Then feeling will likely progress down her body. Eventually we should be able to see feelings to her toes. It will take longer before we are ready for her to try to walk, but the presence of feeling would be first indication that the operation was a success.”

After Sheila left, Carmella looked at Molly. “I had Shelia explain how to do the daily tests to you for a reason.”

Molly pulled a chair up beside the bed and took Carmella by the hand. “And what would that reason be?”

“This is important to me. You know that. You know what success could mean. No more wheelchair and a normal life.”

“If it does work, I want the first touch I feel to be yours…”

Carmella’s voice tapered off. Normally she was in control, whether it was as the rich heiress or as The Queen. She had feelings and did not try to hide that, but she rarely felt vulnerable. Now she was uncertain. Did Molly truly share her feelings to the same depth?

Without a word, Molly stood up and looked down at Carmella. For a moment Carmella feared that this very special woman who had come to mean so much to her was going to say goodbye and leave. Instead, Molly leaned forward and kissed Carmella on the forehead.

“I’d like that,” Molly said.



Kim and Shelia’s relationship had continued to grow. There was a purely physical aspect where they found themselves to be incredibly compatible as lovers. In bed, each seemed to know exactly what the other wanted and needed. They fit together perfectly.

Kim had never thought of herself as a lesbian, but the truth was that she had grown to hate men at the hands of her abusive husband and his friends.

Shelia gave her a feeling of safety and comfort, something Kim had never had before in her life.

Years before, Shelia had insisted on having a bedroom near her lab because of her focus on her work. Now she moved into the cooks quarters so she and Kim could share a bed.

Carmella was happy as she watched them grow closer and closer. She and Shelia had been incredibly close over the years, but never in a physical sense. Finally there was someone who could offer Shelia that.



The girl who Timmy had tried to rape received a strange visit. It was a woman who had shown her pictures. Of the man doing the most perverted things.

Would she like revenge?

She didn’t remember anything about what had happened years before. Her boyfriend at the time said that she had passed out and her mouth was open. Then Timmy had stuck his prick in. He had been like that and working to free her breasts from her bra when her ex-boyfriend had walked in on him.

The thing was the dreams. She would see herself being raped and try to scream at herself to wake up, but couldn’t. They didn’t come often, but they happened once a month or so.

Holly thought over the offer she had just been made.



A few weeks later, Timmy was on his hands and knees. Holly thought that the plastic dong attached to the strap-on harness she was wearing was the biggest thing she had ever seen.

And he begged for it. She was fucking splitting his ass open trying to fit this inside and he was begging and pleading for more the whole time. It took her nearly a half hour before she had the monster fully buried in Timmy’s bowels, but then she started to fuck him in earnest.

The nice lady who had helped her get ready had said when she was done fucking him, they would hang him and whip him.

She could get used to doing this to the little sissy boy…



About a month after his session in the dungeon, Danny opened his e-mail. In it he found a note labeled “Paybacks can be hell…”. He opened it and found that it contained several picture of him in the dungeon. Him being fucked. Him sucking cock.

Then he noticed that it had not just been sent to him. The other e-mail address seared into his mind.

“Oh god,” he said. A copy had been sent to a girl who had once shared a private picture with him. Showing the picture to others had made him feel powerful and like the center of attention.

Suddenly he knew exactly how that same thing must have felt to her at the time…

He typed a simple response to send to her and the email address the photos came from.

“I’m sorry. I know that doesn’t make it alright. But I am so sorry that I hurt you and for what I drove you to do. I know just a little bit of what it must have felt like right now.”



Across town, a young lady was looking at pictures she had just received. She recognized the young man. God how she had hated him.

Now she could show him what it was like to be humiliated.

The note from him came a few minutes later. Did he really think an apology was enough after what she had been through?

She was about to send them to everyone in her address book when she glanced at her own wrist.

She turned both arms over. The scars were still there where she had slit her wrists. She had just wanted the pain and humiliation to go away. She had done it in the bathroom. She remembered fainting and hearing her mom’s screams.

She remembered the ride to the hospital. She drifted in and out. The young man had been looking down at her and holding the compresses on each wrist tightly in his own hands.

“Don’t you dare give up on me! We are going to get you through this! It will be okay, I promise!”

That was how she had first met Jack. He visited a few times in the hospital. There was the hospital hospital and then there was the thing they called the hospital that was for the crazy people like her who tried to hurt themselves. He had come to both to see her. When she told him about the pictures, he said he didn’t give a damn and they weren’t worth her dying over.

She looked at the engagement ring from Jack.

Part of her wanted revenge. But when she thought of Jack’s unconditional love, she reconsidered. She knew that if he were here, he would tell her to let it go.

She typed back.

“I can’t forgive yet. But I won’t do to you the thing you did to me.”

She hit send and put it all out of her mind.



Carmella looked at the e-mail exchange. Sometimes she liked to see men get what they had coming. Times like this were rare. This time she saw a woman do something that was incredibly compassionate.

Carmella knew the young lady was engaged to a paramedic and that she had recently applied for a counselor’s position at the place where she had once been hospitalized.

Carmella jotted two quick notes on her sheet of paper of things to do. She needed to send the couple a wedding present and she needed to make sure the young lady got the job.



Four weeks after the operation, Shelia was growing concerned. She had expected feeling to begin returning to Carmella by that point. Each evening Molly would show up at the house and gently stroke Carmella’s upper and lower legs to test for the return of feeling. Shelia had confided in Molly that she was afraid the operation had failed. Carmella knew what they were thinking without being told, but continued to believe the operation would yield results.

During the day most days, Carmella would concentration for hours at a time. She would close her eyes and will her body to do what she wanted. This woman with incredible disciple and self-control began to focus inward.

By the fifth week, Shelia had lost hope, Carmella kept a positive attitude, and Molly was torn.

After one particularly hard day at work, Molly was telling Carmella about the trials and tribulations of being a detective as she moved the blankets. Almost as a habit, she began to gently stroke Carmella’s upper legs as she spoke.

After a few minutes she grew quiet. She had bitched enough to get it out of her system.

Carmella looked at her. “I’m sorry you had a tough day. Would you like to hear some good news?”

Molly nodded.

“I can feel you running your fingers up and down my leg and I love it.”

Molly had let out a happy scream. Within a few minutes, they found that Carmella could feel Molly’s touch down to the area of her knees.

Molly had called Shelia and both Sheila and Kim had rushed to the room. There was a long ways to go, but this was an important first step.



A few months later, two women walked along a beach on a small Caribbean island. They were holding hands and talking as they walked. As the sun set, they found a bench. Setting down, they hugged each other.

“It is so beautiful here and today has been so special. I love you Carmella,” said one to the other.

“I think maybe it is time we head to our room and make tonight special also. And I love you to my dearest Molly.”

Carmella had been patient. Even as she healed, she had wanted the time to be right. She had talked to Molly. Molly told her, “I’ve gone a decade without sex. A few more weeks is no big deal.”

Molly had never been with a woman. Carmella had never been intimate at all. The evening of their first day at the beach resort ended with them in their large suite making love and exploring each other’s bodies.

As they held each other later Carmella had joked. “You have a penis thingy. So if I’m the Queen, you have to be the King.”

Molly reached down and wiggled her spent and limp shaft. “I think maybe a lot of men and women would find me more to be the wild card that doesn’t fit any nice neat label. Maybe I was meant to be the joker.”

They hugged each other happily.

Carmella whispered, “You are just perfect to me.”


The Man Whore Mayor

In the room of a cheap and seedy apartment building in Las Angles, the living room had been converted to look like an office. There was a desk, some chairs, and a file cabinet. The bedroom had the look of a cheap hotel room.

Billy Eastern who had recently resigned his position as mayor sat at the desk. The door was locked and there were bars over the windows. He had made his choice and there was no backing out now. He had learned that the other apartments in this building were for different fantasies. All were men. Most had done things that had gotten them blackmailed into this.

There was the “priest” with his fake confessional. There was the fake doctor with an exam table and all kinds of tools and toys. One room even had a Christmas tree, a fake fireplace, and a guy who looked like freakin’ Santa. But Billy’s little domain was his pretend office.

There was the sound of a key in the door and it opened. A couple walked in. Every time so far it had been just a man. It was always pretty much the same. Billy was the angry boss and would yell at the guy. Then the guy would take control on some pretext and make Billy suck his cock and maybe take him to the room to be fucked. The other was pretend job interviews where Billy would end up begging the guy to let him suck him and telling him how much he wanted to hire him.

[image: ]

Billy had sucked cocks before this back in some of the group sex he had explored in the good old days. Twice he had been fucked by a woman with a strap-on. Since he had arrived here the week before, he had sucked more cocks than he could count. Probably five or six in an average day. And his ass was raw from being fucked so much. He wondered if man whores ever had weekends or days off. He was guessing they didn’t.

Now Billy looked at the man and the woman who came in.

The man started, “We are unhappy with the products you sold us.”

Billy knew his role. He was the arrogant prick. It came natural to him. “A deal’s a deal. You bought it. It’s yours. No returns.”

The wife now spoke up, “It’s just not suitable for me. I should never have sent my husband out to buy one on his own anyway.”

“I don’t give a damn. I’m not making any exception and taking it back just because your dumb ass husband can’t buy the right thing. That’s your problem, not mine.”

The husband got up and came around the desk. This guy was actually pretty big and Billy felt a surge of fear.

The husband backhanded Billy.

“I think you are going to take it back.”

The woman had pulled a box out from the shopping bag she carried. She now opened it revealing a monster dildo that was probably eighteen inches long and as thick as a coffee cup.

The man quickly had Billy in a choke hold and drug him into the bed room. The woman undid Billy pants and pulled them down.

“Get ready to take it back, slut boy! We are going to make a return right up your sorry ass!”

Billy was struggling to breathe as the man threw him on the bed. The man straddled Billy facing away from him. He grabbed Billy’s legs, lifted, and spread them.

He watched his wife in excitement as she positioned the giant dong on the man beneath him’s tightly puckered ass hole.

“No please!” Billy plead. “At least use some lube!”

The woman pulled the huge dildo back and spit on the tip.

“All lubed up,” she said in a taunting voice. Then she began to shove it in. Billy screamed. He had heard other men in the other apartments scream in the time he had been here. He had not had fun, but nothing so far had compared to this physical abuse and the pain of this invasion of his ass by something no man could take.

“He’s lubing it up some himself,” the man told his wife. “Lots of blood and shit on it, just like you enjoy it baby.”

The wife continued to relentlessly shove the monster in inch by inch. Billy’s screams and cries of pain continued.

Finally it was buried inside of him.

“Hey faggot,” the man said. “You took the whole fucking thing. I have something for that other hole of yours. That screaming like a girl gets old and maybe this will shut you up.”

The man dropped his pants and revealed a monster cock. It was the biggest Billy had seen of the dozens and dozens he had serviced since he arrived. The man moved and Billy meekly began to suck.

The wife continued to hammer Billy’s ass with the giant dildo while the man reached an orgasm. Billy nearly choked on the huge load the man dumped down his throat, but he knew he had to swallow it or there would be consequences.

Then the wife had straddled Billy like she was going to 69 him.

“You touch her pussy, I’ll fucking break every bone in your body,” the husband threatened.

The husband mounted his wife doggie style and began to fuck her. She was using her hands to fuck Billy with the dildo and watched in fascination as the lips of his ass clung to as she slowly pulled it out. She also loved the grunt of pain when she shoved it home again to repeat the process.

She orgasmed a half dozen times before her husband approached his second. Her pussy was drenched and when he let go inside of her, the mixture of his cum and her juices dribbled out and onto Billy’s face.

Billy could only look up with helpless longing and watch the man’s huge cock slide in an out of his wife’s perfect and fuzzy fuck hole.

“Now you can lick us both clean,” the husband had said. Billy complied. He also had no energy left to protest when they forced him to lick his own blood and shit off of the massive dildo.

The first week had been rough, but this was the encountered that had shattered him.

He began to accept the drugs the men who ran the place offered him. When his year was up, Carmella, Molly, and Kim had actually visited. They just watched on the video cameras that were in Billy’s apartment.

“You want another fix,” a big man asked Billy.

Billy nodded dumbly.

“Suck my cock good and you’ll get some magic powder.”

Billy complied. With motions that showed experience, he quickly had the man cumming. The man handed him an envelope and Billy snorted the contents.

The man zipped his pants and told Billy, “Your year is up. You can get the hell out if you want.”

Billy started shaking. “Please let me stay. I don’t know where I would go. I wouldn’t be able to afford my own fix or even know where to get it. Let me stay and I’ll suck your cock every day.”

The man laughed. “You’ve been sucking it every day for a year now Billy boy. Okay, you can stick around. We have some regular clients who like you. In fact, they are here to visit.”

The man left the room. As the women watched the video monitor, a couple walked into the room.

“We’d like to return something we purchased,” the wife said.

Billy knew the routine, “We don’t take returns. All sales are final.”

They watched as the couple produced the huge dildo, violated Billy, fucked themselves silly, and made him clean up the mess. The man was rough, leaving Billy bruised and with a black eye this time.

The man in the room with his three visitors told them, “They are regulars. Once a month or so they show up. I almost feel sorry for the dude. He won’t be able to walk normal for a few days. That thing they stuff in him is a monster. And the guy likes getting rough. He pays a little extra for that.”

“Once a month,” observed Carmella. “It’s good that Billy has a routine he can look forward to.”

Kim stared. “He used to beat me the same way when Davey would ‘share’ me with him. The fucking bastard.”

Molly thought back to an earlier time and what the man had forced upon her also. She could feel no pity for him.

The three women left the building and found a nice restaurant where they could have lunch. They met Shelia who had visited a friend and then did some shopping before catching their return flight home.
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