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I’M THIRD GENERATION COP. That’s all I ever wanted to do. Listening to the stories my father and grandfather told me growing up clinched it for me. I was a year out of the academy in Metropolis City – more populated than Chicago, but less so than New York. I was assigned to a radio car with a partner who’d been on the job for about six years and was really streetwise. Yeah, I learned a lot from Ernie. He had nothing but good things to say about me to the higher ups, and I guess they took notice because one Tuesday after roll call, the sergeant called me out.

“Mulligan, you stay. Come up to the front – I got something for you.”

Ernie looked at me and shrugged, and he said, “I’ll see you in the car.”

“Yeah, okay.”

Sergeant Fullerton had been around a while. Tall, with a square, chiseled face and built, he was no nonsense. He was decorated for his part in bringing down a shooter and preventing a lot of civilian casualties in what could have been a disaster. For that, they made him a sergeant. He took a round in the arm and had the scar to show for it.

“Mulligan,” he said. “Looks like you’re being promoted as of tomorrow – to undercover. You’ll report to Lieutenant Messina downstairs. No roll call, just go straight there.”

“What did I do to deserve this sarge? I mean, it’s a promotion, right?”

“Yeah, yeah, you could say that. We have an opening and the captain wanted it filled. You developed a rep as a solid cop since you’re been here. I guess Ernie taught you well.”

“That sounds good sarge. Do you know what they want me to do?”

“No, I’m afraid that’s above my pay grade Officer Mulligan. But I’ll tell you what. If you do good at this, they’ll make you a sergeant and bump you up to detective. How’s that sound?”

“Great!” Then a thought occurred to me. “Hey sarge, if you don’t mind me asking; after your commendation, they could have made you detective. How come you didn’t go for that?”

The sergeant stood at six feet two, above my six, and he looked right at me and with a deadpan expression said, “I didn’t want it – never did. I like being in uniform. Less paperwork and more street. That suits me just fine.”

I went back upstairs and outside to the idling squad car where my soon to be ex-partner sat behind the wheel. I think he knew what I would tell him. “Let me guess – you got promoted, right?”

“Well, if being transferred to plain clothes is a promotion, then yeah. That’s what happened.”

He made a brief snorting sound. “Terrific, now I get to break in another rookie!” He must’ve felt bad about saying that because he quickly corrected himself. “Hey Frank, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean any offense. You were smart and quick from the get go. I just worry about who they’ll send me next, that’s all.”

“No offense taken Ernie.” Then his mood turned serious. “I have some friendly advice for you. Plainclothes is a whole ‘nuther world. You have to have your eyes open all the time. Watch out for the cowboys and the crooked cops – you’re bound to run into some. And last but not least – get some more time at the pistol range, okay kid?”

“Yeah sure Ernie. I’ll be fine, and I’ll still be in touch. It ain’t like I’m going to the moon or anything.”

He laughed. “Sure kid. Hey – after our shift, let’s go down to Gulliver’s and grab a round or two, okay? I’ll ask Sweeney and Goldman if they want to join us to celebrate your new promotion, okay? How’s that sound.”

“Terrific. Now let’s go protect the public.” And off we went on our last shift together.

The next morning I was nursing a hangover from the rounds that kept coming and didn’t stop. But after breakfast, aspirins, and strong coffee I felt well enough to see Lieutenant Messina. Messina’s office was downstairs and next to the holding cells.

I knocked on the door. Lieutenant Messina, a well-built brunette with her hair held back in a “cop bun,” and voluptuous curves, was busy typing up some kind of report on her desktop. One of the “perks” of higher rank in this department; something I hoped never to reach. Her door was halfway opened and she looked up, through her heavy tortoise shell glasses. “Oh Officer Mulligan, good; come in, have a seat,” she said, pointing to a beat up leather swivel chair in front of her desk. The room smelled of stale coffee and filters that hadn’t been changed. Good thing I had mine at home. A fluorescent bulb flickered in the ceiling.

“So, you come highly recommended from your superiors upstairs, and your academy test scores were off the charts. Maybe some of that’s hereditary from your dad and grandfather, huh?” She was smiling.

I was beaming inside and was as modest as could be. “Maybe Ma’am, I don’t really know.”

“Well, let me cut to the chase here. There’s a street gang that’s moving narcotics and hookers in the south district, past Liberty Street. I guess you know that place since it was your old patrol beat. Anyway, we do know something very interesting. The gang is all female, and they aren’t to be played with.” She stopped and looked at me, waiting for a response.

“Uh, so,” I cleared my voice. “You want me to infiltrate this gang?”

“Yes we do. Now you do realize that will mean dressing you up as a woman to get in. Please don’t take this with any disrespect Officer Mulligan, er., Frank. We can be informal here. Captain Hancock thought that you would pass as a woman very easily. You kind of have the build and shape for that. Not that you aren’t a good cop . . .but you’re not a gym rat like your partner Ernie, or Sergeant Fullerton.”

“No it’s okay, I get it.”

“So, what do you think? Does the job interest you?”

“Ma’am, if it still means to protect and to serve, then that’s what I’ll do.”

“That it does Frank. Exactly. This gang has been a real nuisance for the last two years, and lately they’ve added homicide to their little repertoire. Captain Hancock will fill you in more. She’s up on the second floor in ‘Special Operations,’ Room 237. In fact, she’s expecting you right about now,” the Lieutenant said after checking the wall clock. “Welcome to the undercover unit, Frank.”

“Thank you Lieutenant. Will there be anything else Ma’am?”

“No. Now get up there – you’ll make us proud I’m sure. I’ll be up there in a little while and join you.” And with that, Lieutenant Messina finished registering me in the plainclothes unit.

I stood up from the chair and left her office and rode the elevator up to the second floor and found Room 237. The door was closed and had Captain Hancock’s name on the door – Captain Rachel Hancock.

I knocked and a deep, throaty voice came from inside. “Come in.”

I walked in and found Captain Hancock. I had never met her before; maybe catching glimpses here and there, so I had never had the occasion to speak with her. She was a well-built, attractive woman in her early thirties, with long, black hair tied back in the same cop bun, and a crisp new uniform.

“Hello Captain Hancock. Officer Frank Mulligan reporting.”

She sat back in her leather desk chair, tapping a pencil on the green desk blotter, looking me over. “Welcome Frank. It’s okay. We’re very informal here. You can call me Rachel. From now on you’ll report here to me every day and you won’t be wearing your uniform. You’ll be dressed for your assignment. Now, I assume Lieutenant Messina gave you some tidbits about your assignment, right?”

“Yes ma’am, she did.”

“Please! Stop with the formalities. Call me Rachel, okay Frank?”

I turned a bit red which I think she found cute. “Okay . . Rachel.”

“So are you okay with being dressed as a woman for this undercover assignment? I want you to know that the department, under my direction is sparing no expense to make this work.”

“That’s fine ma’ . . . er, Rachel.”

“Now we want to get you out there as fast as possible. We figured out a way for you to become part of the gang from an informant we have on the inside.” She pulled out a printed form from her desk. “Now this here is a consent for let’s just say an essential part of your work. After you see our doctor for a physical and some blood work we can begin. I just need you to sign this form, and then we can start with some of the basics – today.”

“Today? Wow that’s quick. So what’s to do today?”

She looked at me appraisingly and said, “Let’s get you over to medical first, then come over to Room 200 where I’ll meet you along with Lieut. Messina.”

I signed the form which was two pages long with lots of fine print in it, and I was on my way. The medical was with the in-house police physician, and he asked me some general questions, did the usual stuff – the EKG, blood work, and sent me on me way. He also called in a prescription for me to the in-house dispensary which I was to pick up and start taking. Then I made my way to Room 200.

Room 200 was the size of an elementary school gymnasium; reminding me of my local polling place. There were different stations in there. Captain Hancock greeted me just inside the doorway, and Julia was seated at the desk in front. Hancock made her way over to the coffee table and said, “You want some coffee Frank?”

“Please,” I said.

“Everything go okay Frank?” Lieutenant Messina asked.

“Yeah, fine Julia. What’s with these?” I said as I pulled out the vials of pink tablets from my jeans pocket.

Julia and Rachel looked at each other, then at me.

“Oh those. Yeah, well, they are just temporary to help with your undercover disguise. Just think of them as a prop, okay?”

“Yeah but are they safe, is what I mean?”

“Of course they are Frank. That’s why the doctor checked you out.” I trusted her and the department. My family’s history with the police in this city helped cement that trust. I didn’t question them any further. Julia handed me a plastic bottle of water with which to take the first one. I unscrewed the cap and Julia and Rachel both smiled approvingly as I swallowed it.

She rubbed her hands together. “Okay, now I’m going to turn you over to the civilian staff who will begin the process. Follow me,” she said as she led me to a curtained cubicle across the room.

Once inside I met a tall redhead who introduced herself as Gloria. She was a tall, shapely woman with large breasts and a high, tight denim skirt. Her white blouse had the top three buttons open, revealing her ample cleavage.

“Okay Frank,” she said as she moved to a wardrobe on the other side of the curtain, taking out what looked like lingerie. “Put these on.” I looked for a dressing room, but there was none. I still had trouble believing that this was what they wanted me to do.

“Hey, uh, Gloria? I know this involves dressing as a woman, but is the lingerie, I mean, you know – the panties really necessary?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “Of course they are! Why the hell do you think they sent you to me anyway?”

“Nothing, I just thought . . .”

“Look Frank, you have to be prepared for anything, okay? They just might want you to undress. This is an all-female gang, remember?”

I was resigned to my fate and sorry I made a fuss. The department knows what they’re doing. At least I hope they did. But I wonder if they considered that I have a cock. “Where do you want me to change?” I asked, my eyes bulging.

“Right here. Come on now, I’ve seen plenty of men naked; plenty of cocks.” I bet she has, I thought. Okay, I would do it. I felt a warm tingling sensation moving through me. It was almost a euphoria. Then I remembered the pill I took. Could it be possible that whatever it was, was working so quickly?

“I want you to strip for me completely,” she said, standing over me like a taskmaster.

I slowly got over my shyness and undid my belt, slid my jeans down; taking off my shoes and pulling off my boxers and placing them on the table. I was very relaxed about it – uncharacteristically so. She looked at me, smiling wickedly, and to my surprise I discovered that my cock was at full attention. If only Ernie could see me now. I wondered if Lieutenant Messina & Captain Hancock knew about this.

“Whoa Frank, nice cock you have there.” And with that Gloria came closer to me and started stroking it from the underside, sending chills racing through my body. “Now this is just part of your training for your undercover role Frank, so I expect you to act professionally, okay?”

“Yeah, okay . . . ummm . . . yeah,” I said, feeling that I was about to float away.

“Now for this assignment, you have to know that these women are out and out SLUTS, but dangerous sluts, okay? So if they ask you to make out or something you have to do it. Which brings me to the next part. Most of these girls are shemales. Do you know what that means?”

“Uh, I think so. Isn’t that like a transgender or something?”

“Pretty close. You’re a smart boy Frank. They are transgender, but one step up from that. To all intents and purposes they’re women but with cocks. Okay? So you’ll fit in just fine.” As if to ram that point home she kept on rubbing my cock, making an “O” with her thumb and index finger and sliding it up and down my shaft. A bit of pre cum leaked out of my head as she was working her magic on me. She stared at my cock with a labored intensity and was licking her lips. She pulled the laced top of the G-String down over my junk, and then slid it down until it was mid-thigh. She laughed and then got down on her knees, which rested on a mat on the floor of the large room. A quick glance to the side showed me that the large curtain wasn’t disturbed.

“This will be a very good part of your training Frank,” she said as she grinned at me with a fevered intensity. I was lost and in a fog of bliss. Whatever was in that pill made me open to just about anything. I had lost all my inhibitions and couldn’t care less if even my mother walked in through the curtain.

She came close to me and placed her glossed lips on the tip of my cock, opening them ever so slightly and moving them just over the head and making a tight seal. The tip of her tongue touched my slit. Gloria was a real fucking tease, because just after she gave me a couple of wet, silky slides, she suddenly pulled off. I was confused.

“What’s happening here Gloria?” I asked, my eyes wide open.

“I just thought that a drink would go nicely about now. I’m sorry I didn’t think about it before. You’re not going to tell anyone are you Frank?”

Well shit – if she’s giving me a blowjob in the precinct house, how could she possibly be worried about a drink? It was crazy; like something out of a movie.

“No, of course not,” I said very softly.

She got up and walked, catlike over to a side of the room where there was a cabinet under a long folding table. She reached inside and pulled out a bottle of Bourbon and two glasses. “On the rocks or straight, Frank?”

“Uh straight is fine.”

“Good, just like me,” she said smiling, and poured out two shot glasses, bringing them over with the bottle.

“Okay, now let’s drink to the success of your new assignment.”

She handed me a glass and stood close to me. We clinked our glasses and downed the shots quickly. It burned nicely going down, and left a warm feeling inside me.

“Ahhh.” She sighed loudly in a whisper. “Now that’s good.” Considering it was eleven o’ clock in the morning, I didn’t know what to make of that. Welcome to the undercover world Frank, I said to myself. As the old saying went – It’s gotta be five o’clock somewhere.

“Now there’s one more aspect to your disguise that you will have to do in order to fit in with this gang.”

“And what’s that exactly?” I asked, curious.

“This,” Gloria said as she reached into her black leather bag on the floor and opened it, pulling out a pack of long, all-white cigarettes. “Do you smoke, Frank?”

“Uh occasionally.” I lied. The last time I smoked was for a few months back in high school. Now we’d see if my body remembered anything. Gloria pulled out a cigarette for herself and one for me. She placed hers in the corner of her mouth and it dangled there. Then she handed me one and as she clicked a silver butane lighter, I leaned into the flame and drew on the cigarette. My memory was better than I thought, and I took to it well, or should I say I needed it; huffing out a blue plume. Then she lit hers and stood in front of me, studying me as she dragged.

“I’m very pleased Frank. You hold it just like a slut.” She was right. I looked at my hand, and I was holding the cigarette effeminately, low down between my index and middle fingers. “Care for another drink?” she said casually.

“Sure, why not?” I could feel the first one starting to work on me. So she poured a second shot for me and one for herself. This time there was no toast, just a nod from her as we downed them.

“Now, where were we?” she said. “Oh I’m sorry,” she laughed, getting back down on her knees and gripping my cock like a flute with her long, lacquered nails.

“Ouch!” I hissed out. She laughed and placed her lips back on the head of my cock. This time there were no interruptions as she went lower down on my shaft – slowly, using her tongue skillfully, rubbing my underside. I began to moan, and I placed my hands on the back of her head, and they moved back and forth to her sucking rhythm. Gloria went faster and faster and she teased me by stopping and biting down gently on my shaft. The mix of pain and pleasure combined to give me the best blowjob of my life.

I began thrusting my hips into her and she had her mouth down the entire length of me. Her hair was loose in front of her, and it tickled the inside of my thighs with its silky fullness each time she went in on me. I felt a heat welling up inside of me and I could contain myself no longer as I let out a loud, low moan and shot out a huge load into her mouth – squirting at least three times. I could hear her slurping and sucking loudly now. I saw my white cum dribbling out from the corners of her mouth.

“Oh FUUUUUUCK Gloria – you are amazing!” I said. She didn’t respond to me and kept on sucking until the cum was gone from my shaft. Then, she slowly pulled off me, and looked up at me with her eyes misted over. Gloria stood up and placed her arms around my shoulders pulling me in close, kissing me. I licked my own cum off the sides of her lips and tasted myself for the first time. She took a big drag off her cigarette and exhaled into my face.

“You know Frankie,” ‘Frankie’- I kind of liked that name. No one ever called me that before. “I really like you – more than any other trainee I’ve had. I think you really have potential.”

“Why that’s nice to hear Gloria. I like you too.”

“Well I would hope so,” she said, laughing as she drummed her fingernails on my hairless chest.

“Come on, let’s finish the rest of your outfit, and then that’s all for today.”

She pulled out a crimson stretch bra that pulled my chest in tight to give me the illusion of cleavage. She chose a very hookerish outfit from the closet – a short red halter blouse that tied in the front, just underneath my breast, a short denim skirt like hers, hooped, clip-on earrings, and a long, auburn wig that had a part on the side.

“Okay Frankie, follow me into the bathroom for the makeup, and pay attention; you’ll have to learn to apply this yourself.”

It sounded reasonable and I was looking forward to it. Like I said, all my inhibitions and any thoughts I might have had to the contrary were gone. I took a seat in front of the vanity mirror as she laid out all the makeup.

“This is going to be fun Frankie. I think you’re going to look and act like a real tough slut.”

“Act?? What do you mean exactly.”

“Before we send you to make contact with this gang, you’re going to have to adapt a completely new persona; a new way about you – the total criminal slut.” Well all right then.

The makeup went on heavily and she gave me a short, studded leather jacket and fingerless gloves to complete the look. To all appearances I was ready, but I didn’t yet know the full price of this “transformation.”

“There you go,” she said as she finished the last touches with the lip liner and the false eyelashes. I was turned to the side as she worked on me. Finally she said, “Okay Frankie, turn around and look at yourself now.”

I was amazed at the person who looked back at me in the mirror. Gloria was a real Davinci at this stuff. I hardly recognized myself.

“Wow Gloria, I look like, like . . . I don’t know what I look like!”

She smiled, standing behind me, gripping the top of my chair as we both looked in the mirror. “And now the cigarette will complete the look. I want you to make slits of your eyes; concentrate on looking as slutty as your wildest fantasies, okay?”

“Sure. Got it.” She was right. I wanted to jerk off to myself – I looked that good.

“Now I am going to give you a couple of new outfits to take home with you. You have to report here to me every day for the first part of your training – dressed. Before your proceed to the field, you have to have the ‘femme’ part down.”
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I HAD TO GO HOME DRESSED AS SHE MADE ME. I took home a month’s supply of the little pills she gave me, with instructions to take one each morning. My apartment building was large, and I didn’t really know anyone, so dressing like Gloria wanted me too wasn’t really hard. She told me something interesting: she said the pills would work best if I was “psychologically attuned” to them. In other words, dressing like a slut helped along the mode of action of the med. The doormen were the only ones who noticed, and I was somewhat friendly with them. So about three weeks into the training I ran into my favorite concierge. He’d seen me like this before but never said anything until today.

“Uh, good morning . . . Mr. Mulligan??” Joe at the concierge desk greeted me as I picked up my mail. I was wearing a really provocative outfit with a tight leather skirt and a low-cut blouse. He knew I was a cop.

“Good morning Joe. Uh yes, this is me . . .”

Joe cut me off by waving his hand. “Hey, no need Mr. Mulligan. I have nothing against LGBTQ people. In fact my sister Lourdes - . . .”

“No, now you wait a second Joe,” I said, my turn to cut him off. I’m not an LGBTQ; not that there’s anything wrong with that. You know I’m a cop right?” He nodded his head. “Okay then. This is my undercover outfit.”

He was speechless and staring at me. “Oh . . . nice. I won’t tell anyone.” Then something funny started happening. I was looking at Joe differently. What I mean was that I was finding him attractive. As the Brits would say, I was “fancying” him. I have no idea where that came from. Then suddenly I thought of the meds, but by this time I didn’t really care what they were doing to me – how they were changing me.

“I’m not worried about that Joe.” Right after I said that I noticed the change in pitch in my voice. I also considered the changes in my body form that were happening. I was going all out it seemed. I had a pretty decent cup size – not too big, and not too small either. Incidentally, my cock was as hard as a friggin’ flagpole. At work, after reporting in at Gloria’s office where I sometimes fucked her and sometimes got a blowjob, I went upstairs to classes in undercover work.

Finally, after another month had gone by I was ready to appear at Capt. Hancock’s office for the official assessment. It was a Tuesday morning, and I knocked on her door. “Come in,” she said.

Capt. Hancock was seated at her desk and Julia was standing behind her. “Well congratulations Frankie. We were just going over your evaluations. The trainers were all very impressed with you. We would have preferred you be ready sooner, but this is okay. The gang is getting a big narcotics shipment in sometime next month, and we need you in there. Hopefully, they’ll trust you and let you in their circle,” Hancock said. “Please Frankie, have a seat. I’m going to call our informant and have her meet us here. She’s in the building.”

“Okay,” I said. “Say, do you think that they’ll trust me and let me inside of their operation on such short notice?”

The two officers looked at each other as if anticipating my question. It was Lieut. Messina who answered. “Only if you have something that they want, and we’ve provided that.”

“And what would that be?”

“Okay – The container ship the drugs are on is locked down tight as you would expect. We suspect it’s weapons and drugs. YOU . . . are an employee at the shipyard and have the keys and the manifest on where the narcotics are. You see, on the other end – in Singapore, where the shipment originated, Interpol was able to bust them on that end. They are cooperating to help bust this gang operation here. The gang you’ll be a part of here has no idea they were compromised – understand?”

“Uh, sort of.”

“See, I told you he was smart Julia,” Capt. Hancock said.

Capt. Hancock passed a manilla folder over to me. It was the shipping manifest and had the container and lock information circled on it, courtesy of Interpol. “Now you’ll keep this and have it memorized. Your story will check out with them. Once the shipment comes in and they open the container, we’ll swoop in, bust them, and you’re home free – It will be a nighttime dock operation. There’s bound to be shooting, but you’ll be safe.”

I let the last part sink in. I really hoped I would be! The shipment was due in about a month and a half. The informant who was on her way down to the office, would fill me in on how I’d get into the gang.

The door opened and a very hot looking shemale with short black hair done in a bob, in heavy makeup and stiletto heels walked in. Capt. Hancock made the introduction.

“Frankie, this is Diane. Diane, Frankie.”

“Hiya’ Frankie. Heard good things about you.”

I had to remember that this “Diane” wasn’t a cop, but a gang member herself, turned informant. I didn’t ask what they had on her to make her turn like she was doing. It seemed like she was high on something. She smiled at me with a look that said I want to fuck you NOW! I was excited as well, and knew that was only a matter of time. I wondered if I’d be able to suck a cock like Gloria told me I would have to. Now, after seeing Diane – I knew I could. Hell, I wanted to.

Diane was looking me over. “You guys did a pretty good job with her. I’m impressed,” she said, slurring her words a little bit. That set off alarms in me right away. How could I trust a fucking addict – with my life!?

“Hey Rachel,” I said. “Are you sure I can trust this one?? I mean she’s obviously on something! My life depends on her. How do I know she’s not gonna turn for a hit of something?” My nostrils were flaring. Diane looked to Rachel, apprehensive. She caught on.

“Don’t worry Frankie. Diane is cool. We supply her with ‘the flavor of the month’ – whatever she needs, and in turn; she cooperates. No need to worry, okay?”

I believed her. I’m not sure it was because of what Rachel just told me, or because I really wanted to climb all over Diane. There was an air of mystery about Diane. The way she carried herself, in spite of a substance – the confident way she walked, her mannerisms. I was smitten. Being a slut made her even more attractive to me. I was really fucking hard too.

Julia, not one to miss anything, noticed the way I was looking Diane over. Of course she couldn’t know about how hard my cock was, but she knew something was going on with me. “Uh Frankie, it seems that you and Diane are gonna get along just fine.”

“Okay,” I nodded. “Then what’s the plan? How do I infiltrate the gang?”

“That’s the key part Frankie,” Julia answered. “You and Diane will go out to a bar where the gang usually hangs out. You’ll be Diane’s date for the evening. Now don’t be so anxious to meet her friends at first – act a bit nonchalant. It won’t look too good if you seem too anxious to be part of the gang right away, okay?”

“Yeah, I understand. This had better work.” Diane walked towards me slowly and looked me up and down. She was smiling as she came in close to me. Julia and Rachel were watching with great curiosity.

“Don’t worry Frankie,” she said with a very seductive tone. “Everything’s gonna be just fine, you’ll see.” She walked her long fingernails slowly up my front, poking them into my tits. That sent chills through me. I couldn’t help myself when she leaned in to kiss me. The fact that Julia and Rachel were in the room didn’t faze her a bit. She wound her tongue around mine and covered my mouth with hers. It lasted for two minutes. Then she came off me and turned to Julia and Rachel.

“Is it okay if I go home today with Frankie here? I’m sorry you guys,” she said in a misted over faraway voice, “but I just have to have her.” Then she turned and grinned at me. I wasn’t in the habit of taking home strays as it were, but my cock was doing the thinking for me here.

“Oh look Rachel!” Julia exclaimed. “It seems Diane has a girl crush on Frankie.”

“That’s just fine,” Captain Hancock said to us. “I think Diane should move in with you Frankie. The better you two know each other, the more convincing you’ll be for the gang.” So just like that I had a roommate. The thought turned me on like crazy. Hell, my sex life sucked as it is. I wondered though, where her bags were. It seemed like she was wearing everything she owned. I was to find out soon enough.

“Frankie,” Julia said. “Diane here doesn’t really have a formal address. Ever since she’s been working with us, we’ve been supplying everything she needs. We’re going to send her home with some clothes to your place, so you won’t have to worry about dressing her up. We’ll also give you money for her food.” Then she laughed. “Think of Diane as an exotic shemale pet.” 

“Great. Uh, do you mind telling me where she’s been living until now?”

“Oh not at all,” Julia said. “She’s been living in a room down the hall – right here in the precinct house.”

“Really? Since when did we start housing informants?” I asked.

“Well Diane is special,” Rachel said. “You see Frankie, Julia and I like to fuck her too.”

I was shocked and turned on but tried not to let it show. Diane meanwhile, stood alongside me and held my hand, looking at me with wide doe eyes. It was like I was her new master. Just like that I had not just a new roommate, but a new dependent. And it was fine. My cock was throbbing and I wanted very much to take her for a spin. Then in a very seductive, almost pleading voice she looked anxiously around the room, and said, “Umm, does anyone have a cigarette? I’m fucking feening for one right now.”

Julia answered. “Oh of course sweetness. Just hang on a second. I’ll get you one. Diane burst out in a big smile.

“Uh, could I also have a drink? Some of that Bourbon maybe you guys keep around?”

“Sure honey,” Julia said and left the office, returning in a minute or so with a bottle and her black handbag. She pulled out a pack of long, all white cigarettes which seemed to be the rage here, and a bottle of Bourbon like Gloria and I shared. Diane hungrily took out a cigarette and grabbed the lighter from Julia, and lit herself up immediately. Then Julia offered me the pack, and I took a cigarette for myself. Diane, her eyes half-closed like slits, cigarette dangling from her mouth lit me up.

Rachel pulled out four shot glasses from the drawer in her desk and handed them to each of us. Julia poured us all shots. Diane downed hers quickly and held out her glass for more which Julia obliged her with. The rest of us nursed ours compared to her. It was then agreed that I and my new pet would report back here to Hancock and Messina in a week. In the meantime, I was to make contact with the gang, and get to know Diane better. This all seemed more like fun than work.
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SO THAT AFTERNOON, after some grocery shopping, during which time Diane clung to me like a child not letting go of my arm, we got to my apartment. Joe was at the front desk, and he was staring at Diane but didn’t say a word.

“Well this is me,” I said as Diane walked in, eyes open wide at the apartment.

“Wowww, look at this place,” she said amazed. Now my apartment was nothing special. I could only imagine what she was used to.

“Yeah, I do okay on a cop’s salary.”

“Wowww,” she repeated. “Say can we eat something Frankie?

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll get some pizza. There’s a great Italian place not far away.”

“Cool,” she said, absentmindedly dragging her fingers on my kitchen counter; her eyes wandering all over. I put the groceries away and took her gym bag from the precinct into my bedroom. The delivery guy came and Diane ate like she hadn’t eaten in five days. It was crazy to watch her. She hardly swallowed the last bite, and she looked at me like I was a piece of untouched pizza. “Umm Frankie,” she asked with a quiet, but determined voice.

“Yes Diane?”

“I’m sorry for being so forward in asking, but do you think you could suck on my delicious gurl cock?”

It was music to my ears. “Of course honey! Oooh, I thought you’d never ask me! Sure!” She couldn’t see, but underneath my skirt my cock was throbbing – that’s how crazy Diane made me. I mean just think: she would be my house guest for God only knew how long.

Plus, she was more than a house guest – she was a pet. I was responsible for clothing and feeding her. I could fuck her and be fucked any time I wanted to. Before I started this assignment, such thoughts would have been repulsive – but the meds were changing everything I thought previously about sexual relations. 

In addition, for the undercover assignment we were supposed to be lovers anyway. Diane would give the gang a great cover story for me. Speaking of the gang: I didn’t ask Diane what her role was in it; whether she had stolen, or possibly murdered even. But the way she made me feel was special; it almost made placing my life at risk worth it. I jumped out of my chair at the kitchen table and walked over to Diane, standing behind her. My hands reached down and started massaging her breasts while I leaned in and kissed the side of her neck, nibbling on her tight flesh. She began to moan and reached up and stroked my head.

I pulled her up by the shoulders and turned her around so that she was facing me. I placed my lips gently against hers and then slipped my tongue out between my lips, entering her mouth. Soon we were locked in a tight seal – licking and sucking away on each other. She began to breathe heavily, and with our mouths locked, I led her out of the kitchen into “our” bedroom. I threw her down on the bed on her back and kneeled over her. My cock was pulsing, but it would have to wait for release – she came first.

She wore a tight, one-piece leather dress that had a zipper in the front. I slowly pulled it down, revealing an emerald green thong with a large bulge in the center. I traced my fingers over it, and I could tell that she had a huge gurl cock. I licked my lips. She knew what I wanted and eagerly lifted her torso off the bed so I could pull the G-String down. I wasn’t disappointed. Her cock was the largest I’ve ever seen, and her pubic hair was neatly shaved. I began rubbing her cock.

“Umm Frankie?” she asked. “Could I please have a cigarette? It relaxes me and I love smoking while I have sex.”

“Of course honey,” I said. It turned me on as well. So I reached onto the floor where my black leather bag was, and I took out my pack of all-white 120 mm menthol cigarettes. I gave Diane one and took one for myself. I placed an ashtray on the side of us, and lit the both of us up. She took a big first drag and blew out a perfect straight blue plume up int my face. We both puffed away looking hungrily at each other. She had a knowing smile on her face, and her eyes were half-closed like slits. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out as I was stroking her cock on the underside. I made a show of placing my wet fingertip up to my lips and sucked on it, relishing the salty/sweet taste of her cum.

Before I could consciously process it, my mouth was on top of her cock, and I gently kissed the head, sticking my tongue out and placing it onto her slit. With my elbows on the bed, I was able to hold her cock between my fingers, gripping it as I led it into my mouth. I was about halfway down her shaft, and my lips were stretched open as far as they would go – she was that wide. She moaned as I took her inside me. My mouth was very wet, and I bobbed up and down on her; slowly at first, and then faster and faster. Her eyes were rolling up into the back of her head, and she placed her hands on the back of my head. I pulled off her, took a drag of my cigarette before stubbing it out, and I blew smoke all over her cock.

As soon as I resumed my sucking and licking, she let out a loud moan and shot at least three loads of cum into my thirsty mouth. I couldn’t help it, but some of it was dripping down from the corners of my mouth. I smiled inside because now I was a total slut, and I wanted more and more. I kept on bobbing and using my tongue to lick her completely clean. I relished the heady salty aroma mixed with the salty/sweet taste. It was my first time, and I was an insatiable pro.

Finally, I slowly pulled off of her. I moved up on Diane and we kissed – sweetly, and with great passion. It was as if I had been doing this all my life. MY cock was bursting, wanting my own release, and I knew exactly how I wanted it to be. Diane licked all of her cum from the inside of my mouth and from the corners of my lips. There wasn’t much because I had swallowed most of it, but it was enough to satisfy her. In a misty, dreamy, far away sounding voice, she said words that were music to my ears: “You poor baby, I know how much you need me inside you.”

Immediately, I got off from over her and undid my denim skirt and took off my G-String; my cock springing to life.

“Ooh, such a beautiful cock you have Frankie.” She stroked it and looked at me, revealing intentions; a need that had to be satisfied.

“Thank you angel,” I said. She seemed ready to go after blowing off such a huge load. Now I moved myself to the front of the bed and got on both knees, my ass facing her. She spanked my ass which sent chills through my body.

“Ouch! Why’d you do that?” I shouted, playfully enjoying it.

“Because I wanna make sure you stay hard honey.” Then she spit on her hands and rubbed it between my butt cheeks. Her wet finger inserted itself right up inside my boy pussy. I’m not sure it was the pills that did it, but I really wanted this. I mean, more than I ever wanted any of the women I was used to. Just the fact that she was living under my roof and I could have her any time I wanted to was the most incredible turn-on! Think of it – having a reeky, sexy as fuck shemale slut to call your own, at my beck and call. Having Diane ram me like an 18-wheeler into a Volkswagen was my only desire.

I began to breathe hard as she spit again and rubbed it over her cock which was still as hard as a rock. It too, needed a good fucking. There was no force on the planet that could have kept us apart. It was so sinfully delicious. Her palms rubbed the sides of my butt cheeks as I felt the tip of her determined gurl cock enter me for the first time. I gasped as she dilated me. She made a cooing sound of satisfaction and ripped me apart with her next thrust, so much so that my eyes rolled back upside my head and I grasped the side of the bed with all my strength.

It was just a split second until she was going fast and slippery inside me. With each pounding I let out little gasps in my high-pitched women’s voice. I was shaking as she took me in and out, in and out. “Diannnne . . . .” I gasped.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Ohhhhh!” she screamed. In the blink of an eye, she let out a long moan, and I felt the wet warmth of her cum enter me and fill up my bussy. This triggered me and I felt an intense burning deep inside of me welling up. Then I too shot the biggest load of my life! – my first sissygasm – right onto the bed sheets without even so much as a touch. She kept going, and I could feel her cum leaking down the sides of my butt cheeks – the overflow from my boy pussy.

She finally pulled out of me – slowly, moving her hips around and grinding her cock against my sides. After we tumbled around on the bed, passionately embracing and kissing, it was my turn to fuck her and she became wild. I had never in my wildest dreams thought anything like this was even possible.
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WE HAD A MEETING THAT WEEK with Captain Hancock and Lieutenant Messina; Rachel and Julia. The purpose was to set up my front at the shipping company. I had supposedly been working there for five years, and my cover story was that I had taken bribes before for organized crime. There were several unsavory characters inside the prison system who would vouch for me in exchange for lighter sentences, thus cementing my cover. A job like this that the gang was planning would be impossible without someone on the inside.

Rachel slid an employee badge over the desk to me and I would go down to the shipping company later that day to “work.” My cover job was to oversee the container ship cargoes that came into the port, and have access to whatever was inside. I was privy to which ship and container the narcotics shipments was on. Because of the work of Interpol, and the Asian connection being compromised, I was all ready. I even spent some time with some SWAT guys brushing up on my close order pistol work. That was an unpleasant, though necessary part of the work.

Rachel looked at me and Diane, and a small smile played on her lips. “Well well Frankie, you seem to be taking well to the new you. I trust that you and Diane are getting along fine as roommates, eh?”

It was Diane who answered in a faraway voice. “Oh yeah, like Frankie is the best. We’ve gotten really tight. Say Rachel, is it possible that I could stay with Frankie after this is over – I mean we really dig each other, you know?”

Rachel laughed. “Of course Diane. But it’s up to Frankie you know.” Then she looked at me. “I’m sure it’s okay with you too Frankie”

“Yes it sure is. I’ve never had anyone like Diane.”

Julia and Rachel looked at each other, smiling. “We’re very pleased at how this is going for the both of you.”

“Now it’s time for you to meet the rest of the gang,” Julia said. “Diane, have you worked that out?”

“Yeah I have an idea. I’m gonna meet them at the Brass Monkey tonight at eight o’clock, and Frankie will be with me. I told them I’ve been living with someone with inside connections.”

“Okay that’s great!” Rachel said. “That’s going to be the trick part – getting them to trust you Frankie. They may want to ‘test you’ first. I have no idea what they may want from you, but just go along with whatever it is, okay?”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. “Okay captain, whatever it is.”

“Good. That’s what we expect from you. We’re sure it’ll work out. Just to make sure, I’m giving you an ear piece to wear for tonight. There will be a blue paint company truck parked down the block from the bar. If you get into any trouble, we’ll be right there, okay.”

“Sure captain.”

Rachel slid a small ear bud over to me about the size of a big house fly. I placed it inside my right ear. I was set.

The Brass Monkey was located in an unsavory part of the city, with street walkers and drug dealers and users walking around the area. As Diane and I walked in, we saw several transactions happening right outside the doorway of the place. A large, baldheaded bouncer stood just inside the doorway. He wore a worn, black leather jacket, looked like a sumo wrestler, and had an unshaven face. Not the kind of person I would want to mess with. He recognized Diane right away.

“Hey Diane, long time no see. Who’s your friend?”

“Hi Clint. This is my new girlfriend, Frankie.” He appraised me quickly and then nodded.

“Nice ta meet ya Frankie. You girls have a good time.” Then he turned to Diane. “Some of your crew is already inside by the bar Diane.”

“Thanks Clint.”

Diane squeezed my hand as we walked inside and took two seats by the bar. A bartender came up to us, smiling. He had big, white “Tony Robbins” teeth, and a white apron on.

“Hey Snake,” Diane said.

“Good to see you Diane.”

“Likewise. Oh, this is Frankie. Frankie – Snake.”

“Hi,” I said, in a low voice trying to seem as aloof as I could.

“I know, scotch, no ice, right?” he said to Diane.

“Yeah, make that two please,” I said to Snake, waving two twenties and leaving them on the bar. I wanted it made clear who was in charge here.

Snake looked at the two twenties. “Whoa, just for that you get clean glasses! Nah, just kidding.”

“He’s funny,” I said, turning to Diane.

“Oh, they allow smoking in here,” Diane said smiling, turning to me. I was glad about that. I could really use one -my nerves were all over the place. So, I pulled out two from my bag and lit us both up. Snake slid an ashtray across the bar to us.

We got our drinks and settled in. Diane looked around and then nudged me. “I see one of the girls coming over. She’s a meth-head. Name’s Shirlene.”

A skinny woman with purple died hair and wearing a studded leather jacket came over nervously looking around; obviously paranoid. She took the stool next to Diane, on the opposite side of me.

“Hey Diane, haven’t seen you here in a while. What’s going on, and who’s your friend?”

“Oh, this is Frankie. She’s my main girl.” Then turning to me, Diane said, “And Frankie, this is Shirlene – she’s a regular,” she laughed. “She practically lives here.”

Shirlene pulled out her own long, all-white cigarette and lit up, nervously puffing away. “So what’s your girlfriend’s deal Diane? She gonna join our club, or what?”

“Yeah she is. I think she’ll be a good fit.”

Shirlene appraised me carefully – as carefully as a coked out meth head could do anyway. “Okay, okay. Uhh, why don’t we take her in the back to meet Yolanda?”

“Sure, why not? C’mon Frankie, follow us.” And with that Diane leaned in and kissed me hard on the lips right in front of Shirlene. Before I left the bar I picked up my scotch and drained the glass. Diane followed my lead and did the same.

We walked across the dance floor which was full of transgender women in all sorts of dress and appearances. Once we got to the other side we turned left and walked down a dingy corridor lit by a single light bulb hanging from the ceiling, and came to a large double door. Shirlene gave three hard raps. A deep voice from inside said “Come in.”

The door opened, and the lighting inside was subdued. There were six girls inside plus one sitting behind the desk who I assumed wass the boss, Yolanda. The other six were busy paired off and in various stages of undress and lovemaking with each other. I saw cocks sticking out from underneath their clothes. One girl was giving a very serious blowjob to her partner.

There was a glass table next to one of the couches with bottles of liquor and what looked like white lines of coke, and drug paraphernalia. Before saying a word, Diane made a beeline for the table and snorted a line of whatever the white powder was. She turned to me and pointed to the table with a smile on her face.

“Uh no thanks honey,” I said. Diane just shrugged.

Yolanda sat forward at her desk. She was a beautiful mulatto woman with long, black hair and almond colored eyes which shone brightly and were wide open. She looked at me intently.

“So you’re Diane’s new friend huh?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“And she tells me you work for Yakima shipping at the waterfront, right?”

“Right again.”

“Well uh, I don’t know what Diane told you about our little group here, but we’re in the export/import business . . . in fact, we have a little business deal, coming up soon right where the Yakima container ships come in from Singapore. Tell me Frankie, how is it that Diane just happened to find a new girlfriend in your line of work?” At that, Yolanda tilted her head and three of the girls got off the couch and pointed 9mm handguns at Diane and me. Diane’s eyes went wide and I showed no fear and kept staring at Yolanda’s face, not breaking my gaze for a second.

“I find it just a little bit too coincidental. Don’t you ‘Frankie,’ or whatever the fuck your name is? Be careful here, because what you say next could save your life.”

I was briefed well by Hancock and Messina and knew just what to say. I also took comfort in the fact that backup was in the truck outside and they would be ready to crash the place if I needed them too. I could picture them now getting ready to leap out at any moment.

“Hey, no need to get excited, all right. You should be proud of Diane here – she did her homework. She approached me. She knew some of your people inside – in the joint who know all about me; that I was looking for something extra, and that I would work with you.”

Yolanda looked at a skinny blonde next to her who nodded. “Okay, okay, that checks out. We know who you’re talking about. They said Diane approached them and got your name. Then you know what our plan is. The question is what do you want out of this in exchange for what you give us?”

“Just give me a cut of whatever you think is fair, and remember there’s more where that came from.” Yolanda nodded.

“Okay, we’ll figure something out depending on the haul. But just remember something. Until this little transaction is over, we’ll be watching you. Can’t be too careful in this business you know.”

“Yeah, I got it.” And with that Yolanda nodded to the three trans women and they put their guns away.

“Well then, why don’t we have some fun. You wanna mix in with us?” Yolanda said, smiling and raising an eyebrow at me.

“Sure.” The truth is I was very horny and dying to experience what I saw going on, on the couches myself.

“Here Frankie, have a drink or whatever your pleasure is,” Yolanda said, extending her hand to the table.

“I’ll have a scotch, straight up if I may.”

“Sure, help yourself,” Yolanda said.

By now, whatever Diane took made her stop shaking and she was ready to party. Yolanda got up from behind her desk and walked over to me, got close and put her hand with long, painted nails on my face. “You, I wanna fuck – really hard!”

My cock was dancing inside my G-String. After being on those pills for several weeks, I was ready to fuck anything with a cock – especially these shemales. “I think you’ll find here that we can be a friendly bunch. Isn’t that right girls,” Yolanda said, turning to her minions. Scattered laughter came from the occupants of the couches.

______________________

_________

Yolanda’s body was nice and tight; her leather body suit accented all her curves and features nicely. She smelled like jasmine and smoke and came close to me; her moist breath landing gently on my face. She placed a gloved hand on my face and drew me into her, kissing me – at first softly exploring, and then harder, firmer. Her tongue slipped from between her lips and entered my mouth, curling itself around mine. My cock was pulsing and I pressed myself up against Yolanda’s waist. I think she felt my bulge underneath because she began to moan. A couple of girls gave deference to their leader and vacated a couch, whereupon Yolanda guided me and we both sat facing each other.

Yolanda rubbed her long, bony fingers against my leather skirt and pressed them against my cock bulge. “Oooh, you are well-endowed Frankie,” she said happily. Then she whispered something into my ear which sent chills through my body – “You better be the real thing or I’ll kill you,” and smiled at me. Right after that sank in she smiled and resumed kissing me. I placed my hand on her crotch and felt her hard-on as well; her snake slithering against the inside of her G-String which felt like satin the way it moved to my touch.

I suddenly stood up and undid my skirt and kicked it off to the side of the floor. Next came my emerald green thong – that too came off and I was standing in front of her, completely nude from my torso on down.

She pulled me down by the shoulders and began suckling on my cock, playfully licking me and kissing me up and down my long shaft. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Diane getting it on quite nicely with a red head like her. She had her top off and the red head was kissing her and had her mouth clamped on top of her nipples.

Yolanda stood up and undid the leather pants she wore and kicked them off. She was wearing her three-inch stiletto heels and a fuchsia G-String. She picked me up and laid me across the couch with my knees on the carpeted floor. My ass was sticking up in the air. Yolanda spit on her hands and rubbed her saliva all up and down my taint, and for good measure stuck her finger inside my boy pussy and rubbed it slowly around the inside. This sent me into orbit, and I was shaking with pleasure. I reached back and grabbed her cock which was now free of its constraints.

Yolanda spread her legs and stood behind me, her fingers holding her cock like a flute, pressing against the entrance to my bussy. She was playing, touching it and coming off – like she was experimenting with me because I was something new for her, a new toy. I moaned and backed up on her, taking her head inside of me. She stretched me and she was bigger and wider than Diane. It was painful, but still felt wonderful as she went inside me and came out again.

Now we got into a faster rhythm; she went in all the way as deep as she could go. She thrusted hard, pounding me back and forward. I thrusted back to meet her and was wet and slick inside. She made wordless sounds of pleasure while she pummeled me. We continued this dance at a fevered pitch. I felt a fire welling up deep inside of me – pain mixed with pleasure. My cock was moving up and down and I didn’t need to touch myself. I was being pounded just like a cheap slut. That was, after all, my fantasy, and it was coming true. The danger of this gang and my situation wasn’t even considered. I could just imagine what the SWAT team in the truck was thinking!

Yolanda sped up to a feverish pitch and then let out a large sigh, pushing out a great load of her cum inside me. I felt a chill as the warmth of her expulsion entered me, the excess pouring down the insides of my butt cheeks. This only made her go faster and faster. Then the fire inside me became intense and I shot my load all over the couch. It was an incredible release – better than anything I could have done myself.

Behind Yolanda, Shirlene was standing, her hand down her skirt. She was not to be denied either. I was their new sex slave, and I was ready to go. Yolanda came off of me, and I was hungry for more. I wanted to be fucked to the moon and back.

Shirlene took up where Yolanda left off. She was rougher than Yolanda and made me know it. She gripped the sides of my buttocks hard and dug her nails into my flesh, causing me to wince with pain. I was silent, but screaming inside. She slid in easily, the way paved by Yolanda, and went faster and faster inside of me. I felt like a cum doll to be used by whoever was near me. Was this an initiation into this gang? It felt like it.

Shirlene was moaning and moving around inside me, stirring inside my bussy like a wooden baking spoon. Soon, she let out a large moan, and I felt a new wet warmth enter me as she spilled her load inside of me. Again, I felt her leak down the inside of my buttocks as the giant load escaped from inside me. I screamed again as my own cock released the last of the load I had stored up. It was my second sissygasm of the night. The rest of the night, the other girls took their turns with me. I was now officially part of this group, but Yolanda’s warning played in my mind.

After I was home with Diane she asked me “So how do you like my friends Frankie? They all seemed to enjoy you.”

“Yeah, I had a great time. I like being used like a cheap slut – just like you my dear.”

“Can we go to bed now Frankie? I want to cuddle up against you.”

She was so sweet. How could I refuse. After this job was over I thought, I would keep Diane as my “house pet,” never to let her go. The time for the operation was growing near. In a way I felt bad about the fate that awaited Yolanda and the girls, but it was part of my job. That’s just how it was. I wondered if other undercover cops felt the same way.
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DIANE AND I WERE AT THE BRASS MONKEY on the evening when the shipment was due to arrive. It had come in earlier in the day and was due to be unloaded tomorrow. But Yolanda and the girls in her gang had things already prepared: three white, unmarked vans were to drive to the dock, Diane would go onboard, unlock the container, and the crane operator – on Yolanda’s payroll, would load the crates with the contraband onto the three vans parked alongside the dock. At that time, Hancock and Messina’s SWAT team would move into action. For the first time since I was introduced to the gang I carried my service piece – a Beretta 920. I prayed that they didn’t decide to search me beforehand. Why would they? They trusted me. Two days before, Diane and I were part of a petty heist of a jewelry store. I even roughed up the proprietor – an elderly man. I tried my best not to hurt him too much and maintain my cover.

I ran on pure adrenaline that evening from the time we left the Brass Monkey until the cargo was unloaded from the dock. I heard over my ear piece that the team was in place, and they were waiting for my signal of when to strike. It wasn’t until the goods were being loaded onto the vans. All of a sudden, within seconds after I gave the signal, the whole dock area was bathed in searchlights.

Yolanda and the rest of the gang had their automatic weapons out and I confronted her. I pulled out my Beretta, and she looked at me in shock.

“DROP IT YOLANDA!” I yelled at her. “YOU’RE SURROUNDED!”

Yolanda realized she had been double-crossed and she did what I thought she would do. She pointed her UZI at Diane. “Why you little FUCK! I should have known. I trusted you!!”

But before she could take her vengeance out on my poor Diane, I discharged three shots into Yolanda, killing her on the spot. The rest of the gang was surrounded by the SWAT team who appeared from both ends of the dock surrounding them. They dropped their weapons immediately. Mission accomplished. Two of the gang members who were stupid enough not to put their weapons down were wounded by the SWAT team. The rest were taken into custody and the shipment was seized. This was the biggest drug bust in the history of our little department. Hancock and Messina were very pleased.

_______________________

__________

The next day at headquarters, Rachel and Julia called Diane and me into their office at the precinct.

“You girls did a marvelous job,” Rachel said. “I’m putting you in for a medal Frankie, but of course ‘the new you’ will be the one to receive it. Officer Frank Mulligan doesn’t exist anymore. You are now Detective Sergeant ‘Frankie Mulligan.’ Now how does that sound?”

“Why it sounds great Rachel. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Rachel laughed. “I didn’t think so.”

I was too far along with my transition to expect anything else. I had my new self, and I had my new lover and roommate Diane as well. She was now my girlfriend, and I was hers.
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I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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