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______________
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Jake McPhee considered himself to be a lucky man. He didn’t win the lottery or Superbowl tickets, or a vast inheritance. No, he was lucky because he woke up today on the top side of the grass. Now if he could just keep that lucky streak going, he’d be okay. He recently finished testifying as the key witness in a Salvadoran drug cartel trial, and his testimony put the boss and his two top lieutenants away for life. It was a grisly, heinous murder case, and because it was a triple homicide and committed in broad daylight, it made the top of the news for the last two months. Jake was the last witness alive, the other three – not.

So now that the trial was over, the FBI promised to place him in their Witness Protection Program (thank you very much). Since Jake was twenty-one years old, and a senior in college, he had no attachments; no wife, girlfriend or family for that matter, having grown up in a Catholic orphanage since he was five. The day of the crime, Jake found himself in the wrong place at the wrong time.

“Look at it this way Jake. You’re gonna have to find a new career – civil engineering is out for you. Anything linking you to your past life is a liability. I don’t have to tell you what that gang is capable of. You know they’re gonna be looking for you, and it ain’t gonna be good enough just to relocate you. We’re gonna haveta’ get you a whole new identity.”

Jake was in a temporary FBI safe house in Upstate New York, with plainclothes federal marshals posted outside. The man that gave him this news was Special Agent Gordon Meade of the New York City FBI Field Office, a well-built middle aged man with a square chin and a buzz cut that said “Fed” all over him. An imposing figure with a “Desert Eagle” strapped to a holster over his chest, he had twenty five years’ experience in the Witness Protection part of the Bureau. The trial was over for a week, and Jake was still shaking.

“Yeah, I thought everybody in Witness Protection got a new identity.”

“Well, you’re not just getting a new identity, you’re getting a new identity,” Meade said, emphasizing the last two words, smiling.

“I don’t understand.”

“I figured you wouldn’t. Hang on a second Jake.”

Meade turned around from the dining room table chair he was sitting across from Jake in and called to the door: “Doug, could you come in here please?”

The door opened and a stocky guy in a blue FBI windbreaker came in holding an AR-15 rifle with a thirty round mag attached. The safety was ‘off.’ “Yes boss.”

“Have Carmella come in here please.”

“Okay,” Doug said, and left the room. In about one minute, a female agent, same blue windbreaker with a hip holster came into the room.

“Jake, meet Special Agent Carmella DeSoto. Carmella, meet Jake.”

“He’s a lot more handsome in person than on TV,” she said smiling.”

“Yeah, that might be a good thing,” Gordon said, smirking.

“Uh, I don’t get it,” Jake said, a bit confused.

Carmella sat herself on the table. She was thirty-four years old, been in the Bureau for eight years, and was a very experienced tactical agent, ex-military, and very familiar with Witness Protection. Not to mention, she was drop dead gorgeous, with long, auburn hair tied up in a bun, and sparkling green eyes, and a figure that looked like she was poured into her jeans. She leaned over to Jake, and underneath her tactical vest were what looked like very generous breasts. Something clicked with Carmella’s smile and Jake became very hard. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman had this effect on him, or the possibilities it presented.

“You’re not just getting a new identity Jake,” she said. “You’re getting a complete gender makeover.”

Jake swallowed hard at that news. “A WHAT??”

“Listen kid, this may be hard to take in, but those killers won’t be looking for a girl, they’ll be looking for YOU. Having you transition was my idea. In fact, the Director made this a whole new part of the program. You’re one of the first. It isn’t for everybody, but we think you’ll be good for the program. Now, we’re not talking about cutting off your balls or anything drastic like that, we’ll transition you with hormones,” Meade said. “But, if you prefer, we could also do the full surgical option. That will be up to you of course.”

Jake looked at Special Agent Meade, wide-eyed, swallowing hard. “I know kid. It’s a helluva thing to take in, but it’s the only way to save your life. Carmella happens to be the best in the business, so you’re in good hands, and you’ll be closely watched by medical and psych.”

Jake said nothing, mulling over the possibilities. His decision to accept the offer was motivated by fear of what would happen if the cartel ever got to him. Still, he was curious as to why they chose him for this. “No disrespect Sir, but why me? Why would I be ‘good for the program?’” Jake new perfectly well why they wanted him, but he was curious to see what they knew.

Carmella and Gordon smiled at each other and then Carmella spoke. “Jake, we’ve uh, the Bureau that is, took the liberty of looking through your computer and we know all about your online browsing history – the smoking fetish, crossdressing, and transgender websites you’ve been visiting. So . . .” she was tapping her fingers on the table where Jake sat and smiling. He turned a beet red. They had his dirty little secrets busted and out in the open.

“Come on now Jake. There’s no use in hiding it like we said. Don’t be embarrassed, please. Being embarrassed could get you killed. Remember those pictures we showed you of the other three witnesses who weren’t as lucky as you? At least you lived to testify, and now we want you to live in Witness Protection.”

“We have a good place to relocate you to when this is finished – in the middle of nowhere. Those guys will never find you.”

“Oh, Gordon said. There is some surgery involved. We’re gonna’ have a doc do plastic surgery on your face and . . . uh, chest, neck and hips,” he said, a little embarrassed and feeling a bit sorry for Jake.

“Really Jake, I’ve seen the results. It’s amazing what these docs can do,” Carmella said, trying to be reassuring.

“Jake??” Jake was sitting silently – his eyes wide open.

“Please forgive me while I process this. My head is exploding.”

Meade and Carmella were looking at each other. Carmella said, “Relax Gordon. This is a mild reaction. I’ve seen some of them puke!”

“Can I step out for a minute?” Jake asked.

“Sure, take your time, but don’t go outside. We swept the area for snipers, but you can’t be one hundred per cent certain,” Gordon said with an ashen face that spoke volumes. He couldn’t step out even if he wanted to. Doug and another agent were standing by the door, so Jake took a walk down the hallway of the expansive log cabin overlooking Lake Champlain and went into a sitting room with books along the wall and a fireplace. He let himself drop into a cushioned arm chair and thought.

“Don’t stand by any windows kid!” Doug called after him.

Fuck! He said to himself. My life is over. Maybe I’m better off letting the cartel kill me. Transition??? I’m not gay. I just like going on those websites! It’s harmless. Why do I have to go through with this? Why can’t a disguise work? How about plastic surgery to work on my face without all the feminizing stuff? I’ll have to ask them. And how long is this “process” going to take? Am I suddenly going to get horny . . . for guys??? I don’t even have any family to talk this whole thing over with. I’m an orphan. I got nobody. Why couldn’t I have called in sick at school that day of the murder?

Jake sat mulling all this over with his head in his hands. If the cartel wanted him dead, he was sure it wouldn’t be a pleasant “good night.” Earlier, the Feds showed him photos of the other three witnesses the cartel managed to get to. One of them was shot in the back of the head, and a dead canary was in the guy’s mouth! The thought of that gave him the shivers. Okay, okay, he thought. Fuck, I’ll do it. Better be a living tranny than a dead straight guy with no friends or family anyway. He took a deep breath and walked back into the conference room with Meade and Carmella.

“So Jake,” Carmella asked, “what have you decided?”

He sucked in a deep breath. Still, he had to give the alternative one last shot. “Why . . . transition? I mean, why can’t I just get my face done and a new identity?”

“Because these guys are smart Jake. But they’ll never think to look for a woman, and they’ll never look for you where we’ll put you. Consider yourself lucky.”

“Yeah, I feel really lucky,” Jake answered sarcastically.

“Listen to me kid,” Gordon said. “Our job is to keep you alive, and trust me, this is the best way to do it. Just like we have sophisticated ways of hiding people now, the bad guys have sophisticated ways of finding people. This is the best hope of keeping you alive.” Jake got the impression that Gordon wanted this to be over with quickly, like he was keeping him from more important things.

“So, I’m turning you over to Carmella and her team now, and for the whole process – for the foreseeable future, we’ll always maintain overwatch on you. That means even five years from now, or twenty, you’ll always have us hovering nearby to protect you, okay? Now I’m needed back in the city, but I’ll be up again soon. Any other questions Jake, ask Carmella. You belong to her now.” And just like that, Gordon stood up and left the building.

“Agent Meade?” Jake said. “I’ll . . . I’ll do it.”

“Smart young man, er., woman. You know what I mean – smart choice Jake,” he said with a big smile like a used car salesman who sold a lemon to some idiot. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Sure, see you.”

This might not be so bad after all, Jake thought. He knew he would be spending a lot of time with Carmella. Number one, she was several years older than him; he guessed she was in her mid-thirties, and number two, he really liked her. Perhaps under different circumstances, he might have even liked to be in relationship with her. I mean, she’s absolutely hands-down gorgeous, he thought. Of all the times to be feminized! Shit. But she was going to keep me alive. That had to be worth something.

“Okay Jake, it’s time for us to go,” she said. “We’re going to another safe cabin that’s owned by the federal government nearby. It’s going to be our new home for the next several months,” she said. “I took the liberty of buying you some clothes – women’s clothing that should fit you. I’m going to teach you how to speak, eat, walk, and act just like a young woman your age. You’re also going to have some surgery on your vocal cords that will give a higher feminine pitch to your voice. But that won’t be until you’ve become adept at the things I just mentioned. In the meantime,” she said reaching into a brown backpack, “You should start taking these now.”

“What are they?” he asked looking at a yellow and white pill in in her hand.

“They’re female hormones. They will prepare your body for the ‘changes’ you’ll undergo. A medical doctor, a Dr. Trigg, will constantly supervise you, so there’s no danger here, okay?”

Carmella was very reassuring, and Jake felt better right away. He hoped that his dick was still able to get hard when he was in Carmella’s presence. It would be a damn shame to let that go to waste, he thought. She gave him a bottled water and he took the medications. Carmella noted the time and date in a notebook she carried.

The drive wasn’t far, and the cabin looked like the one they had just come from. There were several unmarked cars nearby that screamed “FED” parked along the side of the road leading up to the house. There was a “landscaper” doing work on the front, and the radio that Carmella carried crackled with static, and voices started talking when they pulled up in the gravel driveway. Carmella keyed the handset twice. Overhead an FBI drone hovered.

As Carmella shut the engine of the Chevy off, she turned to him, and nodded her head to the Bureau personnel walking around the perimeter. “Think of this as a CIA Black Site, Jake, but only we’re FBI. The difference is there’s no waterboarding here.”

This was it, Jake thought. Now there’s no going back. The pills were in his system, and he was to be locked up in this cabin with a gorgeous woman for an indeterminate amount of time. Things could always be worse, Jake thought; shivering at the memory of the picture of one of the other unlucky witnesses missing his head.

❤️❤️❤️
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That first day was a “transition day,” not in a sexual sense, but in a general sense. A day to observe and settle into the surroundings. It wasn’t bad. There was a government WIFI setup, and Jake assumed correctly that all the Internet traffic would be monitored. He had to surrender his cell phone for a burner, and Carmella used one too. Can’t be too careful. It just reminded him of the seriousness of the situation. There was also a large den with a fireplace, well-stocked book shelves, a large screen TV, an ornate chess set on an oak table, a basement with a gym and a pool – for his physical conditioning, and a large bedroom on the second floor which belonged to him. Attached to that was a private bathroom with full bath and a vanity full of all kinds of makeup and beauty supplies which Carmella would work on him with.

Who knows? Jake thought. It might be fun. Better to have a positive outlook on things anyway. Besides, what choice did he have? Jake was seated in the modern kitchen while Carmella took the large backpack upstairs. When she came down, she smiled at him, and took a seat opposite him at the table. There was something quite different about her.

“Now Jake, this is all very professional.”

“What is?” He asked, curious. He was moving his legs together because his very hard cock had some new fuel to work with. Carmella changed upstairs into a very short black skirt with a high slit up the side, and a yellow camisole with a plunging neckline. Without her vest on the full extent of her magnificent cleavage became apparent, and her hair was now freely flowing down her front.

“This program has some parameters for our candidates. We have to make sure that there is something to work with. In other words, you have to have some sort of innate sexuality for us to work with in order for this transition to take place.” She never once broke her smile and glanced down at his lap and her eyes lingered on his cock which was now tenting up through his jeans.

Jake cleared his throat. “So you’re supposed to give me like a preliminary ‘assessment?’”

“Bingo! I knew you were a smart boy Jake,” she said with a lusting gaze into his eyes. “So Jake, I assume that you’re a virgin?”

He was surprised by the question, and it made his cock quiver, but she was also right. “Yes I am,” he said, his eyes downcast. Carmella lifted his chin up with her long-nailed, red-painted fingertips.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s only temporary,” she said smiling, reaching into her black leather over the shoulder bag and pulling out a pack of long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes. She placed one in the corner of her mouth and lit it up slowly with a silver butane lighter, not taking her eyes off Jake. For a long time, at least since his teenage years, Jake had had a very strong smoking fetish for attractive women who smoked those “girly” cigarettes. He often went to online sites that pictured seductive looking women smokers and jerked off quite frequently to them. Carmella was a quick study, and she laughed and huffed out a stream of blue smoke which covered Jake’s face. She was wearing cherry red lipstick, and Jake noticed how it covered the end of the long white filter, and how she held the cigarette high up between her index and middle fingers.

“Jake, I never met a man with a smoking fetish before. I’ve read about them, even took a fetish course in one of my FBI training modules. One guy was a serial killer, but I doubt you fall into that category,” she said laughing. “Anyway, he had a foot fetish, and still had shoe catalogs delivered to his cell on death row. Can you imagine that?” she was laughing.

Embarrassed, Jake admitted the truth. “Yeah, I guess that smoking is and has been a turn on for me.”

“Well that’s good then. We can use that to aid your transition – turning you into a real reeky smoky cum-slut. Wouldn’t you like that?” Her eyes took on a new look of pure excitement.

“Yes, yes I would,” Jake said, having an “out-of-body” experience. He had never been with a woman who indulged him in this fantasy of his, which until now, he never really understood. But Carmella got it, and that was good enough for him.

She took a cheek hollowing drag, and then did a snap French inhale. Jake was like a hungry dog eyeing a treat. Just to add insult to injury, Carmella placed her fingertips on Jake’s bulge and began to rub it, cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth. Jake spread his legs apart to accommodate her. She unfastened the buckle of his belt and undid the snap of his jeans, then slowly pulled down his zipper until only his boxers remained.

Carmella stood up and faced him. She shook her head until her auburn hair was freely flowing down her face. Then she placed the filter between the strands of her hair, took a drag and blew the smoke out, the blue cloud covering her hair. She sat on Jake’s lap, facing him, and tugged his jeans down until they fell below his knees. She took some of her hair and curled it between her fingers and placed it underneath Jake’s nose. He inhaled it, and the scents of strawberry shampoo and smoke mixed together in a fiendishly tempting and erotic mix that caused pre cum to leak out of his slit and form a wet spot on his boxers.

Carmella saw it, and smiling, she placed a fingertip underneath his boxers, and touched the wet tip of his cock, and slowly placed her fingertip in her mouth, exaggerating and licking her finger, eyes looking straight into Jake’s. Now she began stroking his cock with her hand and curled her fingers around his girth.

“Oh my, Jake. Your cock is so HUGE I don’t think I can grasp this thing!” she said in mock astonishment. Jake laughed.

Carmella pulled Jakes’s boxers down until they fell on top of his jeans on top of his ankles and his cock bounced up like a charged electric wire. She got on her knees and whispered her smoky breath close to his mouth. “I’m a very horny, smoky cum slut, and soon you will be too.”

The words stuck with Jake and slowly the whole idea of this transition thing began to appeal to him. What a change from the horrible three weeks of the trial and worry about the aftermath of it. Now she slowly placed her head close to Jake’s cock, her silky hair tickling the tops of his legs. She moved her head back and forth and then he felt her warm, moist lips on the tip of his cock, her tongue sticking out and moving around his head like a paint brush, driving him totally crazy.

Not missing a beat, Carmella now committed fully to her mission – J. Edgar would have been proud. She attempted to place his whole cock in her mouth, but only got as far as the bottom third. He was least seven inches long and thick. She used her tongue skillfully ticking the soft tuft of skin on his underside.

With her lips forming a tight seal around his shaft, she moved up and down him, driving him to the brink of insanity. This was his first blowjob as well. He could hear her sucking and slurping and she made a rhythm. Jake bucked his lap up to meet her and she almost gagged on his length.

Faster and faster Carmella went, until finally Jake felt that ball of coming orgasm explode, and he shot a tremendous load of thick, creamy cum into the back of Carmella’s throat. She took it all in stride. He shot out at least three loads. It was too much for her, and as she looked up at him with half-closed eyes, he saw some cum dribbling down the sides of her mouth. That picture would stay with him forever.

She wasted no time, her mouth cleaning all the cum off of his cock, and with dripping lips, lifted her head up and kissed him, giving him for the first time, a taste of his own jizz. He used his tongue and licked it all off her face.

“Umm,” she said. “You taste so good Jake. I could have your cock as a steady diet for a long time to come.”

“I suppose you will,” he said, thinking of the next several months ahead. Things could be worse. What was so bad about being in lockdown with such a beautiful woman? Then the thought of the transition hit him. Will he still enjoy Carmella or any other girl for that matter after this is done? But that thinking was still a long way off.

“Now Jake, we’ll eat something and then go upstairs. There are some things I have to show you.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Though the kitchen was fully equipped and the refrigerator well stocked, Carmella had one of the agents outside bring in some takeout for them. That was one of the perks of the program he thought. They ate quickly and she led him by the hand up to his bedroom. The bed was a large kingside – big enough for two.

“Now tomorrow, we’ll begin by teaching you how to walk and act feminine Jake. Something tells me that you’ll like that. Tonight, well . . . tonight,” she said, moving in closer to him, “I’m going to make you feel truly comfortable. I have to get off too you know. I’m a very horny woman Jake, and that magnificent cock is calling to me tonight.” And with that she kissed him very hard and long, and he threw his arms around her, and they embraced tightly. He nuzzled her neck and took in all the delightful scents of her. All the while, she was rubbing his bare cock with her hand, and he was as hard as a fireplace poker immediately. She took off his t-shirt and threw it on the floor next to the bed on top of his jeans and boxers.

Carmella stripped down to her red laced bra and matching G-String. She was wet, sopping as a matter of fact, and he could see the stain of an aroused pussy through the material.

“Now lie down on the bed. I want you to eat me out Jake. Another first, I assume.”

“Yes, “ he said in a shy voice. He was still in a state of disbelief as to what was happening.

Smiling at Jake, she hooked her thumb underneath her G-String and slowly pulled it down, walking closer to him. He saw beads of moisture on her hair and inside her folds. She was leaking juice down her thighs and breathing hard.

Jake was sitting on the edge of the bed, and she touched her pussy to his lips. He got the full scent for the first time in his life of a woman in heat. He used his tongue instinctually, licking and kissing her folds, her clit, and even sticking his tongue inside her. She moaned and squirted on her face.

“I need you inside me Jake,” she said in a faraway voice.

It was another arousal signal to him, and she grabbed his cock once more and began pumping it with her hand. She backed away leaving him to think what a fucking tease she is!

“Just relax Jake. I’m gonna blow your mind.” Carmella took out her pack of Virginia Slims and lit one up, posing and smoking in front of him, wearing only her bra, and making him totally nuts. Involuntarily, his hand began stroking his cock and she pulled it away quickly, shouting, “NO CHEATING JAKE! You have to trust me okay?”

“Okay Carmella, anything you say.” What the hell was going on he wondered?

“Good, that’s better. Uh! I can’t take this anymore – now spread your legs.”

She faced him, her cigarette dangling from her lips, and stood over his lap, going down slowly and using her hand to guide his cock right into her pussy. He slid in easily and he went inside her, Carmella bending her knees just enough to let the tip of his cock enter her. She was grinning at him, as though she was privy to an evil and seductive secret.

“Oh my God . . .” said Jake. “This is absolutely wonderful Carmella.”

She just chuckled and continued, going faster and faster up and down him, his huge cock finding its way all the way inside her until it was swallowed up. She lingered with him inside her and she stirred her body around and around his stiff rod.

He lifted his ass up off the bed and met her thrusting, and they were locked in a smooth, sensual rhythm. So soon after he came inside her mouth, he was ready again, and this time he shot out an even bigger load of  cum, surrounded by the warmth of a pussy in heat. The release lasted a full minute without her slowing down at all.

She went faster and faster and he must have triggered something because she arched her back, taking a quick drag, and with her cigarette in hand, she moaned loudly and squirted all over his cock. Her juices coated his thighs, and she kept going. Jake was still hard, and he was at the point once again where he came a second time, filling her insides. He could feel her pussy contracting around his cock.

She slowed down her pace, and came off him, lowering herself on his soaking thighs, and kissed him hard on the mouth, her tongue entering his mouth and twirling around his. She whispered to him, her smoky breath keeping him hard. “Did you like that Jake? You almost fractured something inside me,” she laughed, her arms around his shoulders.

“Yes, I don’t know what to say. You’re fantastic Carmella.”

“There’s lots more where that came from,” she said reassuringly.

So far, thought Jake, witness protection was pretty good.

❤️❤️❤️
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Four weeks went by in a blur of incredible sex, but something was changing. Carmella gave him lessons in speaking in a feminine voice, and walking, and she taught him to wear heels which was no small feat since Jake didn’t have very strong calves to begin with. But Carmella was persistent, and Jake wanted to be a success and please her. Then one day she introduced him to female clothing, starting of course, with lingerie. Only four weeks ago, he would have done so with much reservation, but now, he was eager, and when he slipped on his first satin thong, he found himself strangely eager, titillated, and even enjoyed it. She took him into the bath and shaved his legs, chest and even around his cock and balls, which appeared to him to be growing smaller. Even his facial hair which still needed to be shaved was markedly lessened.

He was at the point where he wondered how could he even have liked dressing as a male. Then he remembered the pills. They were beginning to have an effect. His breasts became more pronounced, and his nipples were very visible sticking up through the t-shirts he still wore. His hair was thicker, and Carmella allowed him to grow it longer. He also had more fat around his thighs.

She also made sure he exercised regularly in the pool and the gym downstairs. A transformation was taking place, and he marveled at the fact that he was okay with it. But something else was happening to his libido. He enjoyed the sex he was having with Carmella, but he wanted more. He couldn’t understand it exactly, but when the G-String strap nestled itself between his butt cheeks, he felt his asshole tingle. It was if it had a mind of its own and demanded fulfillment.

He discussed this with her and all his feelings and new observations about his changes went into her ever present federal notebook. He wondered if they kept records on every man who went into witness protection and transitioned.

Jake was having dreams about dressing up as a woman. He fantasized during the daytime about not just being a woman, but becoming a real SLUT. He envied Carmella her clothing, thinking about his own. There were magazines from fashion houses laying around the cabin – Carmella made sure of that. Jake was encouraged to watch his online fetish videos. He wanted things like fishnet stockings, sheer nylon pantyhose, one-piece satin dresses; short ones with low cut necklines.

He was proud of his emerging cleavage, and Carmella even felt it was time to put on a bra every day. She had makeup sessions with him and the sluttier he looked, the better. She went heavy on the mascara, and blue eyeshadow became his favorite. He experimented with wigs; deep auburn to match Carmella was his favorite. He liked them long, and planned to grow his hair as long it could grow. Perhaps he would look so good he thought, he might not even need a wig. However, Carmella cautioned him not to try to look like a female version of himself because of the whole “recognition thing” by the cartel which was always in the back of the minds of not just Jake, but of the special agents who protected him.

Still, he was rapidly growing even beyond the control of Carmella and coming into his own as a real transgender woman. He kept pictures of famous transgender celebrities around that he found to be exotic and appealing. His smoking fetish was also getting stronger each day.

One evening, he and Carmella took a break from his training and were in the expansive den watching TV and Carmella lit up a Virginia Slim, and just like a teenage slut asking her mother for a cigarette for the first time, that’s what Jake did.

That was one of his fantasies – a MILF mother who let her slutty teenage daughter smoke for the first time. So when he asked Carmella for one, she was pleased, and said, “I wondered when that little ‘fehteesh’ of yours was going to really come out.” 

Jake was dressed as a slut with a short leather skirt, long auburn wig, and lots of slutty makeup. He took to it with a hunger, and strangely, his ass started to tingle and he actually . . . wanted cock. Damn it, he thought. I’m really going all the way! I want to be fucked, and fucked good. But how? Carmella had a pussy. She saw him stirring on the couch, smoking like a girl, and had a feeling she knew what he wanted. She thought to herself: Well, I can’t let the poor dear suffer, now can I? So she asked Jake. “Jake, would you like to be fucked by a cock up your boy pussy??” He’d seen enough videos to know what she meant. “Are you dying for it?”

No use pretending, so he answered truthfully. “Yes Carmella, please???” But he was curios now about what she would do.

“Come upstairs Jake. Oh! Before we do, we’ll have to give you your girl’s name; one that will stick with you and become your new female identity. Do you have any favorites?”

“As a matter of fact I do,” he said, very confidently. “I like ‘Vicki.’ How about that?”

“Humm, ‘Vicki . . . Vicki.’ Okay dear, that sounds good. I like it. It has a nice ring to it. Then from now on, Vicki you shall be, and we’ll refer to you in the feminine – ‘she,’ and ‘her.’ Are you happy, ‘Vicki?’”

“Yes, VERY!”

“Then come on, let’s not waste any time. We can’t keep your “bussy” waiting, now can we?” Special Agent Carmella asked. “Now, up you go.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Once upstairs, Carmella told him “Vicki, take off your very sexy leather skirt and open your cotton blouse, but leave it on. We’ll pretend you’re getting pounded in a backroom of a bar, or in some guy’s apartment. Leave your G-String on, and get on the bed on your knees girl.”

Vicki was eager and did just as Carmella instructed “her.”

“Oh, I almost forgot dear, have a cigarette.” So Carmella opened her bag and took out the pack and placed it on the night table next to Vicki’s bed. Then Carmella went over to Vicki’s walk-in closet and took down a box which Vicki saw, but never opened. She didn’t have the inclination to do so because everything that Carmella supplied up until now came from her private stash.

Carmella opened the box on the bed and pulled out a giant, flesh-colored dildo, which had a “hook” on the back, which was meant for the wearer who had a pussy, to get some action of her own. She attached it to the belt and looked like she had a stiff cock of her own. It was pretty wide – no training dildos for this girl. This was a “professional” one.

She saw Vicki staring it with some amount of apprehension. “Now don’t worry dear. I’ll go easy on you, but your desire for this in your bussy will be greater than any discomfort you might feel, okay?” Also inside the box was a tube of K-Y Jelly which Carmella placed all over the silicone contraption, and then took a hefty amount and spread it all over Vicki’s taint. She massaged it in good and also stuck her index finger inside Vicki’s bussy for good measure. It felt wonderful. Vicki squealed just like a horny slut.

“Good, good,” Carmella said. She wasted no time and spread Vicki’s butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of the now slick dildo right up against his bussy. He moaned as just the tip was inserted. Carmella also moaned as she leaned into the “cock” portion of it.

“Stick with me baby,” she said, as she went in farther, causing Vicki to gasp with sudden pain and grab the sheets of her bed in pain. “Now I don’t want you touching your little boy clitty, okay? You’ll see some magic happen soon, I promise; and it will feel sooo good!” He trusted her completely.

She was now thrusting slowly, but went in all the way, breaking Vicki’s “cherry.” After some thrusting and rocking back and forth, Carmella was moaning unintelligible sounds and Vicki’s pain soon became pleasure and the dildo inside her became the most urgent thing in the world – she needed to be fucked and hard.

“How’re you doing honey,” Carmella gasped.

“Great,” Vicki said. “Please Carmella, whatever you do, don’t stop,” she said as she took a drag, the cherry colored lipstick on the white filter making Vicki delirious. All the pleasurable sensations melded into one as Vicki felt a strange feeling welling up deep inside her. Her cock was hard as a rock and leaking out pre cum. Carmella hit the “p-spot,” which was the way to get Vicki to cum. She knew what she was doing. What happened next threw Vicki over the edge – Carmella stiffened, cried out, and squirted all over the dildo and the juice from her pussy leaked all over her thighs and onto the bed sheets.

This triggered Vicki, and Vicki’s cock shot out a tremendous load on top of the bed sheets, not once, but three large loads. It was the most intense orgasm she ever had.” Of course she would fuck Carmella as a girl, but Vicki grew to love this the best, and soon she began dreaming of a real cock to take up her ass.

“Well that was something, huh,” Carmella said breathlessly as she came out of Vicki.”

“Yes it was. It was . . . just amazing. I’ve never had anything like this before. I want it again and again, but can I tell you something Carm?”

“Sure angel, anything.”

“I want a real guy’s cock up my bussy, and I desperately want to suck a real cock. Is that even possible here?”

Carmella lit up a cigarette and gave one to Vicki too. After sex it was the best. Now Vicki felt that she arrived at being a real cum-slut. “Why yes Vicki, I think it is possible. I think we can find some real hunk of a guy with a big cock to satisfy you. The bigger the better, especially because of those pills you’re on.”

Vicki gasped with anticipation. “Oh God! I’m going out of my mind just imagining it.”
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Carmella felt bad for the next few days because all Vicki could talk about was getting pounded by a real guy with a huge cock. She thought to herself that she didn’t just turn Vicki into a transgender woman, she had created a “monster.” She couldn’t take those pouty looks anymore, her loss of appetite for food, and the constant badgering. So towards the end of the week during her daily assessment with the “transition team,” Carmella pulled Gordon aside.

“Listen Gordon, I have to do something about Vicki.”

“What about Vicki? I thought you said she was doing fine, and she would be ready for surgery in another six months?”

“That’s all true. She’s become a very slutty, cum-slut whore, but here’s the problem – she’s not happy with the dildo. She wants a real cock to pound her sissy ass badly, and I don’t know where we can find anyone like that – anyone that would be willing to fuck a transgender woman.”

“Humm,” Gordon said, pacing the room, his hand under his chin. “Okay, okay Carmella. Give me till the end of the day, and I’ll find someone. In fact I think I may have someone.”

“Who are you thinking of??” Carmella asked, really curious who her boss had in mind.

Gordon took a deep breath and turning away from Carmella, started shaking his head and smiled, speaking out loud to himself. “That’s it! That’s it”

“What Gordon? What is it?”

He quickly turned to her – newly enlightened and said one word: “Jeff.”

“Jeff?” Carmella said confused. “Which Jeff? Is he here now? Someone back at the field office? Who?”

“You remember him Carmella. How could you not? He’s one of the overwatch snipers. The guy is six foot five, has a six pack, and arms of freakin’ Superman. We got him from the Navy Seal Teams two years ago.”

Suddenly, Carmella’s eyes opened wide in recognition, her brows registering surprise. “OH SHIT YEAH GORDON! The guy’s massive. Hell, if it wasn’t against protocol, I’d fuck him myself, and I know some of the female agents feel the same way.”

Gordon looked at her sternly, Carmella realizing she may have crossed a line with her last statement. “I mean, you know, girl talk Gordon. But how do we know he’d go for a transgender woman?”

“I don’t know Carmella. I’ll have to ask him; motivate him. You know, ‘take one for the team,’ rah rah, that kind of thing.”

“Okay Gordon. If you think you can pull this off, then kudos to you. It will really help Vicki with her full transition into this new lifestyle – and . . . keep her alive.”

“I’ll get back to you later today. Meanwhile, give Ms. Vicki a larger banana to play with,” Gordon said, rolling his eyes. “I should take a desk job already. I’m getting too old for this shit,” he muttered under his breath as he left Carmella in the room.

***

CARMELLA FOUND VICKI UPSTAIRS walking around with a butt plug inside of her. That was her new thing now – having it as a constant companion to keep her bussy stretched and ready for anything new to come along.

“I think you’re going to be happy with what I’m going to tell you Vicki,” Carmella said.

“What is it Carm?” Vicki said, in a faraway voice, squatting, and moving obviously to increase the pressure inside of her.

“I think Gordon found a real cock for you – and if it’s what I think it is, it’s going to be a BIG ONE!”

Vicki stopped pacing, her eyes opening wide, and turned quickly to Carmella and said, “Really!? Wow! That’s great – who is it?”

“No one you know dear,” Carmella said. “But if it’s who Gordon said it is, you won’t be disappointed – he’s a former NAVY SEAL, and he’s one of our protection snipers here on the detail.”

“Oooh, sounds good. Do you think he’ll fuck me??” Vicki said, her eyes suddenly wide with desire.

“We’ll know later from Gordon.”

By the end of the day, after the shifts of the protection detail changed and before Gordon went home he came to Vicki and Carmella’s cabin.

“Hi Gordon,” Carmella said, welcoming Gordon.

“Where is she?” Gordon asked.

“She’s upstairs, I’ll call her down,” Carmella said, giving Gordon a cold beer to nurse along as she went upstairs to bring Vicki down.

After some discussion, Vicki ran downstairs, with Carmella trying to catch up. Vicki stood in front of Gordon, looking at him excitedly.

“Wow,” Gordon said. “She looks better every day. After the surgery, God Himself won’t recognize her.”

“That’s the idea, right Gordon.”

He laughed. “Yes, it certainly is. My compliments Carmella. She looks like such a slut! Good job!”

Then, turning to Vicki, he said, “Carmella told you I may have someone to ease your cravings Vicki . . . the suffering of your ‘boy twat’ is over.”

“Really Gordon? When do I meet him?”

“How about tonight? He gets off duty tonight about eight o’clock.”

“Is it the Navy Seal? The sniper with the big cock??”

Gordon laughed. “Well, I don’t know about the cock, but he’s a very big-muscled strong guy, and yes, an ex-Navy Seal.”

Vicki gasped. “I can hardly wait. How do I look Carm?”

“Perfect. I just need to touch up your makeup a bit. You’ll look like such a slut; the Pope himself will want to fuck you!”

“Okay ladies,” Gordon said laughing. “I think it’s time for me to go. Jeff will be here about eight thirty.”

“She’ll be ready Gordon.”

“Good. Lemme know tomorrow how it goes.”

“We will. Good night Gordon,” Carmella said.

“Night Gordon, and thank you,” Vicki said.

Gordon left and Vicki turned to Carmella. “I hope his cock is as big as he is tall!” Carmella showed Vicki his personnel file with a photo. He had short brown hair and muscles that looked like they were sculpted in a studio.

“You’ll know soon enough Vick,” Carmella said, smiling.

Upstairs in Vicki’s bathroom, Carmella put the finishing touches on Vicki in preparation for her date later that night. “There, you look perfect! I put the mascara on extra heavy.”

Vicki was dressed in a green satin one-piece short dress with a plunging neckline. Her figure was perfect – the weeks of working out in the gym and the pool paid off. She was only wearing a bright red satin G-String with a laced top, and a laced bra.

“You know something Carm – I like the term ‘shemale’ much better than ‘transgender woman.’ I’ve been doing a lot of looking online, and some of the girls in my websites I go to love the term better too.”

“That’s fine Vicki. It’s almost eight o’clock. Let’s go downstairs and wait.”

Vicki was ready, all right. She was hard as a poker from the fireplace, and she had a bit of pre cum dripping out into the G-String. Her girl-cock was throbbing.

❤️❤️❤️
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At precisely eight o’clock, the doorbell rang. Carmella dashed over to the console of open laptops on the dining room table, and saw the tall ex-Seal standing in front of the door.

Carmella would stay in the background all night. While Vicki and her had become extremely close – lovers even, this was still after all, a mission to be carried out. Tonight was just another phase of it.

Carmella gave Vicki a kiss on the lips and said, “I’ll just let him in and make myself scarce, while you two ‘do your thing.’ Good luck honey. I’m sure you’ll be satisfied.”

Vicki hugged her. “I can’t thank you enough Carm.”

Carmella laughed. “I can feel your cock standing at attention! Now let me let this hunk of testosterone in.”

Jeff walked in, and had to bend his head to get his six foot five frame into the doorway.

Vicki stared up, not quite believing how tall this guy was, and her excitement went right down to her girl-cock, which got so hard, her blood supply was almost cut off.

“Uh, Jeff?”

“The one and only,” the chiseled super hero mouth replied.

“Hi, I’m Vicki,” she said, all nerves.

“Yes I know,” he said, his piercing, blue sniper’s eyes taking all of her in – his lust apparent.

“So, I’ve heard you have a little bit of desire. Now how can I help you?” he said with a lascivious smile.

“Uh, well, I’m usually not this forward with a guy . . .”

“Your first guy, I’m assuming,” he said. “It’s okay, I know all about your situation. Depending on how things go tonight, I’ll be accompanying you to your new house when your transition is over.”

“Really??” Vicki squeaked out in amazement.

“Yes, is there a problem?” Jeff asked sarcastically.

“No, not at all. I’m just really hopeful that’s the case.”

“Well, I haven’t had a good solid fucking in a long time, to tell you the truth, and you look like just the girl for me,” the hunk said. “You know there’s only so much jerking off a guy like me can do to get all of my spunk out.”

So blunt and to the point he was.

“Well, then I guess there’s only one thing to do.” Vicki said, her inhibitions gone, and grabbed for the steel girder that passed for an arm.

Getting weak in the knees, she almost collapsed when they started out for the stairway. Without saying a word, Jeff picked her up effortlessly. “Why don’t we just do this the ‘cave man’ way?”

Vicki swallowed hard. “Okay then, let’s go.”

Jeff laughed smugly and before she knew it, they were up the stairs.

Very unceremoniously, Jeff threw her on the bed like a rag doll. “Umm, I love your dress,” he said.

“Thank you. Uh Jeff would you mind if I lit a cigarette? I’m a little nervous. It helps me fuck better and it’s somewhat of a turn on for me.”

“Not at all. I love watching a sexy cum-slut who chases after cock smoke. It’s a turn on for me too,” he said grinning.

Oh thank God, Vicki said to herself. Vicki grabbed for her bag on the carpet next to the side of the bed and with her hands shaking she pulled out a long Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. She took out her silver butane lighter, and before she could flick it to life Jeff grabbed it out if her hand and lit it up for her.

“Oh, thank you,” she said, as she did a very seductive French inhale, looking at Jeff in the eyes. The cigarette acted as a necessary prop for her and made her bussy tingle as the back strap of the G-String massaged her.

Vicki placed the ashtray from the night stand closer to her as she got on all fours on the bed. But before she could get in place, Jeff turned her around and kissed her deeply on the mouth as smoke drifted out of her nose. “Umm,” he said, his mouth planted on hers. “I love it, sooo sexy.”

“Yes, so do I,” she said. “May I please suck on your cock?”

“I was waiting for you to say that” Jeff said, an evil, lustful glimmer in his eyes.

Jeff got on top of the bed on his back and loosened the belt of his black combat fatigues and pulled them down to his knees. Vicki straddled him, the cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth. She pushed her hair to the back, and grabbed hold of his cock through his boxers, making Jeff groan.

“Oh my,” she said. “So thick and so BIG! I don’t know if this will even fit in my mouth,” she said, taking a quick drag and blowing smoke into his face.

Vicki quickly, and with an air of pure desperation, pulled his boxers down on top of his pants, and Jeff’s snake sprang to life, standing upright. It had to be at least eight inches long – just about the same size as her fourth dildo. That’s how many she had gone through in her training so far; each one bigger than the one before.

Her mouth was nice and wet – she was salivating over what was just beneath her head, and gently, she placed her moist, gloss-covered lips on top of it. She kissed the head of his cock and placed her lips over it, making a tight seal, her tongue moving slowly around it, like a paint brush. She tasted a bit of his salty pre cum, and began rubbing herself on his bare thigh, just like a desperate slut rubbing her clit.

She slid her mouth all the way down his shaft as far as it would go, stopping just short of the end, almost gagging on the girth. It was so big that her lips easily made a seal around it. Her silky auburn hair – natural hair, fell over his tummy, adding to the erotic sensations that were running through him.

“Girl, you are the best . . .” he said trailing off, his eyes almost closed.

His moaning and breathing were becoming staggered, and Vicki suddenly came off him, saying, “That’s enough Jeff.”

He looked at her bewildered, his strong eyes taking on a puppy dog expression. “What do you mean ‘that’s enough?’”

“I want you to fuck my brains out and ram me very hard,” she said.

“Oh yeah! Now that’s what I’m talking about babe – let’s go!”

They flipped over and Vicki crushed out her cigarette after talking a last drag.

She reached into her night stand and just underneath her collection of dildos was a half-spent tube of K-Y Jelly. She handed him the tube and got into position, sticking her butt high in the air. He pushed aside the G-String to the side of her left butt cheek and squeezed a generous glob into his hand. He rubbed the cool jelly into her crack, all the way down to her balls. Just for good measure, he stuck his finger into her bussy, spreading it around in a nice circle, stretching the skin, making Vicki moan with pure delight.

Then he rubbed some more of the jelly over his stiff, wet cock. He lined himself up perfectly with her bussy and placed the tip against her greedy asshole. She was tingling all over with anticipation and gasped as he entered her. My God he is soo big she thought to herself.

He asked rhetorically, “Am I big enough for you honey?”

“Oh God yes!” she said, a thousand miles into space.

He pushed in farther, her bussy, used to this, taking him all the way in. She squeezed her muscles in tighter, getting the full feel of it inside her. “Umm,” she moaned over and over again.

He got into a fast, steady rhythm, and she bucked herself against his thrusts. Faster and faster he went. Vicki allowed herself the pleasure of stroking her girl-cock as he did so.

Jeff gasped and Vicki felt a warm, slick river of cum enter her for the first time in her life. He spurt out at least three times, filling her up so much that she could feel some of it leaking slowly down the insides of her thighs. This triggered “that feeling,” that sensitive p-spot deep inside her that gave her a mind-blowing orgasm. But this time it was more intense than any she had experienced with the silicone toys she had. Vicki screamed out wordlessly as her girl-cock shot out a heavy load onto the bed sheets, not once, but two big shuddering spurts. Vicki tensed and a shiver ran through her body. She just had her ‘official’ first sissygasm, and it was wonderful.

Jeff collapsed his big frame over her back and neck. They lay like that for a few moments, Jeff’s face in Vicki’s hair, nuzzling the nape of her neck, and smelling the mix of smoke and strawberry shampoo. When Jeff finally pulled out of Vicki and was on his knees behind her, Vicki got up too and lit a cigarette. “Oooh, that’s so good after a nice fucking. But I’m still not satisfied,” she said slyly.

“Oh really? Jeff said. “What is it you need darling? Another hard pounding?”

“No Jeff, I want you to suck my girl-cock clean.”

Here is where Vicki though she might meet some resistance, but instead, she was pleasantly surprised when Jeff said, “Sure! I’d love some good girl cum from you.”

Vicki laughed as Jeff tossed her on her back. “Please blow smoke in my face as I suck you off honey,” Jeff said.

“With pleasure . . .” She barely got the words out when Jeff went to work on her already slick girl-cock – his mouth taking her all the way in. He quickly accelerated to a fast sucking motion, and Vicki was immediately turned on. It was so different than Carmella.

Jeff’s lips were closed tightly around Vicki’s ramrod stiff cock, and she moved her hips up to keep time with his sucking and licking motion. He really knew how to please her as his tongue rubbed against the sensitive tuft of skin on her underside. It wasn’t long before she shot another hot load all the way into Jeff’s mouth. He sucked and slurped hard and didn’t let a drop wash down the sides of his mouth – he got her all. Vicki was very impressed. Obviously, this wasn’t this cowboy’s first rodeo.

Downstairs, Carmella and Gordon were glued to the lap top screen. The transition was a success, and now Vicki could, in a few months move onto the last phase of her transition. But as far as the surgery went, Vicki liked having a cock, and she made that clear to the transition team of which Gordon was the chief. They agreed, much to Vicki’s relief.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________

___

“I’m really proud of you Vicki. Jeff said he loved it and will gladly come back any time you want him too.”

“That’s great Carmella. He’s a big boy – full of surprises.”

Carmella knew what Vicki meant but decided not to say anything about it. So, after a few months of more and more sex with Jeff, and even a few more men from the transition task force, Vicki was ready for the plastic surgery on her body – all except for the genital part. When they were done with her, no one could ever recognize her.

Two years later, they decided to relocate her to Butte, Montana – to a big ranch house. Of course, Carmella moved in with her as the chief special agent assigned to her case. Because of the sensitive nature of the case, and the always remote possibility that Vicki could be tracked by the cartel, Jeff and a sniper team were covertly assigned to her protective detail, along with five plain-clothed agents.

Vicki had her pick of attractive bulky young agents to fuck whenever she wanted, and especially she had her favorite – Carmella, who became the love of her life. In addition, Vicki had plenty of time to mull over new career possibilities and Gordon made her an offer – to join the FBI transition team for new young men entering witness protection. Both she and Carmella would oversee the transitions. Some interesting days were in store for the two of them.

Looking back over the last four years, Jake, aka “Vicki” never would have believed she could become a “Femboy Fed.”

❤️❤️❤️
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