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Chapter One

________________________________________

________________________________

Liar, Liar, Pants on Fire


IFELL IN LOVE WITH A COP. It was never supposed to happen, but it did.

George and I had been married for ten years already, and it seemed the time just flew by. We each were busy in our own careers, and felt it best if we didn’t have any children.

Of course, things could change. I was thirty two and George was thirty six. Many couples wait to have children, so perhaps my biological clock was okay. I didn’t go freeze any eggs, nothing like that.

We lived in a nice co-op in the middle of the city, and we liked it that there was always lots going on. We had a busy social life; friends from work, friends from the neighborhood. All in all, a pretty normal life.

My name’s Alexa, and I consider myself (and I’ve been told) that I’m pretty spot-on appearance wise. I always get looks from other guys, and propositions from men who don’t know I’m married. I have a rather expensive engagement ring and I don’t like wearing it in public, especially on the subway. Not today.

Let’s see. I stand at five feet, eight inches tall, have dirty blondish hair with highlights, dark-brown thick eyebrows, and black mascara, top and bottom. I’ve got a knock out figure and I work out a lot, so I’m no pushover. That’s an advantage living in New York. I don’t have the body type that potential bad guys would want to fuck with. I also carry a can of Mace in my bag, just in case.

I was robbed at gunpoint once when I was about twenty three. George and I had been dating for about a year then, and the experience terrified him, so ever since then, I’ve carried my little can of protection around with me.

I’m an avid reader, whereas George is not. Usually he comes home and falls asleep on the couch after we have dinner, talk, and settle down in front of the TV. He puts some mindless garbage on, and I like my Kindle app on my phone, especially erotica stories by my favorite author, Jaclyn Dicey, or sometimes paperbacks. I like the feel of a real book in my hands. It’s gonna sound crazy, but I like the smell of bookstores and paperbacks. Right? It is crazy!

A few months ago, George, who is a real estate agent - a very successful one, told me his boss wanted him to show apartments at night. Okay, no biggie. Lots of times realtors have crazy hours. They’ll meet clients anywhere at any time to make a sale, so I thought nothing of it.

Then after he came home, he started showering before dinner. Usually, he showered at night, and I would join him in the shower and go down on him. Sometimes, it would carry over to the bedroom, and we would spend our evenings horizontally.

But for the last two months it seems our sex life petered out gradually. I wondered; was it me? I thought of everything, and I couldn’t find anything I might have done wrong. So I spoke to George about it, and he told me everything was okay, and that his job took a lot out of him lately. I thought he was going through male menopause. I’d heard of such things, even read up on it, and discovered that most thirty five year old men didn’t have that problem.

Last month he said, just to make it up to me, we’d go to Portugal for the week. It’s really a romantic place and the US dollar goes far there. We have a timeshare in Lisbon. Everything was fine. The sex was great, we had a great time, and when we came home, my fears were put to rest.

Still, I had an uneasy feeling. I just couldn’t put my finger on what it was. At home, George didn’t seem as attentive to me like he usually was; something was missing. He seemed distracted.

His appointments took him out later and later, and sometimes he didn’t come home until after eleven o’clock at night. Come on! Who shops for apartments at eleven o’clock? Vampires??

I still had needs; you know? So, I ordered myself a vibrating dildo from AMAZON. When I squeezed it, drops of lubricant would come out of the head of the silicone penis. I mean, it was great; there was ribbing on it too. I’d spread myself out on the bed, watch some very naughty videos on xhamster.com, and put my little (actually eight-inch friend) to work on me. I got myself off something fierce; so much so that I thought for sure I’d be carried off by a rogue wave - from my bedroom.

I developed anxiety, and it mixed with depression. If that son of a bitch was fooling around, which honestly I suspected him of now, I’d probably have to kill him.

I thought about leaving the vibrator out where George could see it, and maybe he’d get the idea that his wife was feeling neglected, but I had too much pride to do something like that. I knew that if he was seeing anybody, he’d never bring them home because I’m a freelance journalist and I work out of the house. If I feel like working elsewhere I’ll just go to a STARBUCKS near the apartment, and sit there, but that would only be for a few hours anyway.

Then one day last week, things changed, in a shocking way. I was going through a draw on top of cabinet next to the stove. I was looking through some receipts to separate them into categories – yes, I’m a little obsessive/compulsive. Anyway, I came across a bunch of George’s credit card receipts, and one in particular caught my eye.

It was a Walgreens Pharmacy receipt for some usual drugstore stuff; hair conditioner, a new hair blower, and . . . a box of condoms! Not just any box, but a thirty six count box!

Now, the thing is that George and I haven’t used condoms for years – I use birth control! So what the fuck??? What other uses for condoms, lubricated ones at that, are there?

I didn’t want to confront George about it because I was afraid about what I might hear. So what was a woman with money coming out of the wazoo like me going to do?

I did what just one month ago would have been unthinkable. I hired a private investigator to follow my husband. Now, in New York private investigators are on every street corner. What I needed to do was to find a good one.

I went to the local NYPD precinct, and I knew a couple of the cops there because last year I had lost my Pomsky dog, Buttons. We were at a dog park, and I turned my head for one second to speak to a friend, and next thing I knew, Buttons was gone. I was frantic, but he was nowhere to be found.

Long story short, the cops had found him a few blocks away, took him to the precinct and they had a vet microchip him. This is one thing that New York’s Finest do well. I was thrilled. As soon as I walked into the precinct, the desk sergeant, Sergeant Patel calls out: “Well look who it is guys! It’s ‘Mrs. Buttons.’”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________________________________

________________

I Seek a Gum-Shoe


How are you today, Mrs. Conroy?”

“I’m fine sergeant, and so is Buttons; you have a friend for life!” and I laughed.

He smiled and said, “Well that’s good to know. So what brings you here today?” I asked him if I could talk to a female detective. I just felt more comfortable asking one of them, because they knew many of the retired cops who went into that business.

I was shown into an office in the back that smelled like stale coffee, and I know it’s a cliché, but donuts. That’s why I was surprised to see a beautiful woman with a perfect figure, and long, beautiful crossed legs sitting behind the desk, dressed in a smart navy blue business suit. The name plate on her desk said, “Lt. Madeline Feinberg.” On the walls were photos of her academy graduation, in her uniform next to a radio car, with her long, blonde hair tied up in a bun, and even one shaking hands with the mayor at an awards ceremony - impressive, indeed.

“Hi, I’m Detective Lieutenant Madeline Feinberg,” she stood up and said with a beautiful smile crossing her face, hand extended. My mind was drawn to her breasts, which had to be at least a double D, and her blue silk blouse was open at least three buttons revealing of all things, a red-laced bra. Either she was being deliberately provocative, or she was color blind. But she was hot nonetheless.

I mean that from a general perspective because I am not, nor have I ever been a lesbian. Her hair, which in the photo was up in a bun, taken when she was a bit younger and on patrol duty, was now much longer and freely flowing down past her shoulders. To add to this beautiful package were her eyes, which were an intoxicating emerald green. I had never seen anything like them before.

So, I felt a bit awkward as I took a seat across from her at her desk, my “Spidey Senses” telling me that she knew I was “checking her out.”

“Mrs. Conroy? How can I help you.”

“Please, call me Alexa.”

“Sure, okay Alexa, how can I help you?” she asked me, looking at me intently. I was put at ease instantly. I didn’t feel like I was bothering her at all. In fact, I felt a kind of chemistry.

“Well, I don’t know if you can help me. I’m looking to engage the services of a private detective, and I thought that the local precinct was the best place to ask around.”

“If I may,” she said, “can I ask what sort of problem is it you’re having?” I took a deep breath. There were other “things” besides the receipt that aroused my suspicions. I wouldn’t hire a private detective just based on a receipt, or long business hours.

“Okay detective,” she held her hand up.

“Please call me Madeline,” she said and smiled.

“Uh, sure. Madeline. I suspect my husband is cheating on me (I was getting teary-eyed at this point), after more than ten years of marriage, and I want to know for sure.”

“I see. Have you discussed this with him; confronted him? Do you have any evidence or signs of an affair?”

“No, I haven’t discussed it with him, because he would deny it outright, I’d feel guilty, and never get to the bottom of it. If he thought I suspected him, he would just be careful and cover his tracks. I found a receipt for condoms on a drug store credit card receipt, and we have no need for them because I’ve been on birth control for a while now.”

“I see. What else?”

“Yesterday, I found lipstick on his shirt collar. I know that sounds like a cliché, but I did, and it wasn’t mine.” Also he keeps late hours at his job. He’s a realtor here in the city, and he told me he’s been showing apartments to clients late at night.”

“Late at night? Did you check his story with the office?”

I shook my head, and started to cry. She immediately left her chair, came around to my side of the desk and gave me a hug.

“C’mon Alexa, don’t cry. It may all be some silly mix-up, and if it isn’t we’ll get to the bottom of it, I promise,” she said very reassuringly.

“I called his office and spoke to the branch manager of the firm, and he told me that no one shows apartments, or any property for that matter after seven o’clock in the evening, unless it’s under very special circumstances. This has been going on for three months now, so I doubt if any ‘special circumstances’ could last that long. I mean, how long does it take to find an apartment in New York, unless you’re maybe The Prince of Wales, and even then?”

“That all seems plausible to me. Do you think the manager will say something to your husband, you know, to tip him off?”

“No, no. I know him well. He’s a guy I used to hang out with in college, and he knows George and me from school. He seemed surprised when I told him what I thought George was up to. He was very sympathetic.”

“Okay then Alexa. So you’ve got the receipt, the lipstick stain, and the bullshit story about seeing clients late at night. I think you’re in luck.”

“What do you mean - ‘in luck?’”

“What I mean is that normally, the department frowns on NYPD personnel acting in the role of private detectives. I mean if they find out, I could lose my job. However . . . (and she looked at me intently, smirking in a confident sort of way) I was in a similar situation myself a few years back, so I totally feel for you. Tell you what. I will look into this myself, using a friend’s private detective company as a shield. The guy owes me - big time -so it won’t cost you anything. Now how do you feel about that?” she said.

“Wow, I mean it sounds great, but how do I go about this?”

“For the record, you’ll sign a contract with him.” My eyes opened wide, like maybe I could get stuck with a big bill. But as I said earlier, money wasn’t the issue. My freelancing work writing for AMAZON brought in plenty of cash.

“But that’s just a formality, you know, to have something on paper. It also supplies me with plausible deniability.”

“Okay.”

“Now, you won’t have to go to his office. My friend’s name by the way is Frank Falcone. He retired from this precinct about four years ago. In fact he was my predecessor at this desk. We go way back.”

That was interesting. Madeline didn’t look any older than me.

“This is how it’ll work. Frank will work on this during the day, and when I’m off I’ll work either with him or alone. He’s kind of busy, but like I said, he owes me.”

I felt much better because now I had a plan of action. Madeline returned to her desk to finish up taking notes on her legal pad.

“Alexa, what are you doing tomorrow night?”

“Uh, nothing, why?”

“Well,” Madeline said, talking over tented fingers under her chin, and leaning close into me. “I’d like you to come over to my apartment on West 60th Street, off Amsterdam, and we can talk more about this and plan things out.”

It blew me away a little bit because I was actually aroused by this woman, and that never happened before. Maybe it was her perfume, or perhaps the nine millimeter piece she had on her shoulder strap underneath the front of her suit jacket. All I knew was that my pussy was getting moist under my panties, and I was blushing. I don’t do a very good job of hiding my arousal.

We were just making general conversation now, but my mind was wandering. Images floated through my mind of her eating me out, her doing things to me in her bed. Really naughty, and perverse thoughts. But dammit! I’m NOT a lesbian I told myself.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________________________________

_____________________

Flipped Horizontal


So, the next night, which happened to be a Tuesday, I went over to Madeline’s apartment, not knowing really what to expect. It was a nice place, right off of Lincoln Center and close to Central Park. How she was able to afford that on a cop’s salary was beyond me, but she did mention something about a similar situation, so maybe it was a product of a divorce or something.

Madeline lived on the twelfth floor. I rang the bell, and I could hear the clack, clack, of the four-inch stiletto heels she wore to work today. I wondered if she wore those when she was out on a stakeout or something. I didn’t even know what area she specialized in.

“Well hello there Alexa! I’m guessing your husband wasn’t even home when you left tonight, am I right?” It was just eight thirty now, and we lived on the Upper East Side off of fifty first street. I took an Uber to her apartment.

“You would be correct. By the way Madeline, I never asked what department you did your detective work in.”

“Homicide,” she said, turning to look at me with no expression in her eyes, but her mouth was curled up in a spine-chilling smile. Maybe it was me. Maybe I read too many murder-mysteries?

“Oh,” I said, not really knowing how to respond to that.

It was a nice apartment; plush living room, large screen TV, maybe seventy inches, a kitchen off to the side with a serving counter, and the bedrooms down the hall. She turned a modest alcove opposite the front entrance into a little office with photos taped to the wall, and pieces of colored yarn with pins stuck in them across maps, with pictures - pictures of women with Post-It notes stuck to them.

I looked at it, and she saw me staring. She nodded to the wall.

“That’s one I’m working on now. Four girls dead; all prostitutes or call-girls, which is just another name for a high-class hooker. They all have one thing in common: No family in the United States, all Slavic in origin. We think they are part of a sex-trafficking ring, and managed to piss off their captors. They come into the country smuggled across the open southern border. Either that, or we’ve got a serial killer on the loose. Of course, you won’t say anything about this to anyone, right?”

“Hell no! Why would I want to share any grisly information like that with anyone???”

“Yes. Why would you?” she said. I was starting to feel a bit uncomfortable, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

“Come on in,” she said sweeping her arm into the living room.

“I’ve got a new bottle of champagne I thought I would open tonight. I wanted to save it for a special occasion, and I would count this as a special occasion, wouldn’t you Alexa?”

I just smiled nervously and followed her arm into the living room where I sat on her plush, velvet couch. The living room smelled of incense candles, like a honeysuckle/lavender mix. It was nice.

“You’re all tensed up! Here, let me pour you a glass, and we’ll make a toast,” she said and starting with me, poured us both champagne in fluted glasses.

“To new friends,” she said, clinking her glass to mine.

“To new friends,” I answered, smiling.

Then Madeline reached over to the coffee table and took out a cigarette from a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, which she lit with a flick from a slim, silver butane lighter on the table. She was still wearing the business suit from the other day, but the blouse was white, and the jacket was off, over a chair by a table next to the couch. Just like in the office, her blouse was open, but this time, it revealed an entire black, full brassiere. Seemed a little strange to be entertaining female guests this way.

She took a seductive drag, staring at me, and blew a thin stream of smoke over my head. “Oh, I’m sorry Alexa! Did you want one?”

I had quit smoking five years ago, but for the last month or two, since George started “working late,” I picked it up again; the same brand as Madeline.

“Yes, I would love one,” I said. Madeline looked at me, licked her lips, and lit me up without taking her eyes off of me. I was getting moist. I could feel my pussy starting to throb and leak a bit. I couldn’t understand it, but I was overcome with the urge to kiss this woman. No, devour would be more like it. I didn’t have to wait that long for it to happen either.

I was quaking, drawn in by fear and curiosity, but also by a longing that felt like nothing I had known before. The site of her service weapon hanging on the coat rack in the corner of the room was also erotic in a strange sort of way. It made me feel safe and terrified at the same time.

Madeline leaned over, her breasts right under my nose and she started kissing me, holding her cigarette in one hand, the other hand gently stroking my cheek with her long, cherry-painted fingernails, parting my hair, and sending chills down my spine. “Alexa,” she softly whispered in my ear.

Her tongue slowly roped around mine, then broke off, she took a drag, and kissed me again; blowing the smoke into my lungs. She was moaning with pleasure, and I stopped trying to rationalize it, and just went with my feelings. It was my first time.

She stood up suddenly, and crooked her finger at me. “Follow me into the bedroom,” she said.

I stood up and she led me by the hand into her massive bedroom. Then she pushed me down onto her bed, which had the covers turned down, as if she knew this would happen.

She reached for my peach-colored blouse and began slowly opening the buttons one by one, starting with number three, because the first two were already opened. Never once did she take her green, haunting, cat-like eyes off me as she began my seduction. I was powerless over this woman that I barely met only twenty four hours ago.

Our kissing became more intense. She began stroking my long, blonde hair, and she placed my hands on her breasts. I broke off and was kissing her all over her face, and neck. She moaned and slipped out of her blouse. Before I knew it, we were only clad in our skirts, both tops and bras off, our chests rubbing, nipples touching each other’s.

I stopped trying to rationalize things and just went with it, letting myself be carried away on a tidal wave of pure lust. She bent her head down and gently played with my nipples, giving them little soft bites, moving her teeth from side to side over them, her tongue tip sticking through. It was electrifying.

She gently lied me down on the bed facing upwards towards her; her long hair spilling on top of my breasts, tickling me. She whipped her head from side to side, covering my tummy with her hair. I was overcome with all of her delicious smells, and new sensations.

She placed her hand under the bottom of my skirt, feeling my satin, laced top thong, rubbing my pussy and my clit with her fingertips over the soft cloth. It was drenched. After unzipping my skirt, her probing fingers found their way to the soft hair of my mound, and she was touching my clit, playing with it, snapping it back and forth like a rubber band.

My mouth was open as electric shocks coursed through my body. Now her fingers traversed the entire length of my pussy from top to bottom, playing at the entrance of my womanhood. I screamed and squirted.

Her head moved lower and now it was her tongue that replaced her fingers, her mouth sucking in all my juices. She was rubbing her waist on my thigh and repeated my name again and again in a raspy whisper.

Now George had gone down on me years ago, and I enjoyed it, but Madeline was better at this game by far. She moved up on me. Licking my tummy and breasts, and now kissing me again on the mouth. I could taste myself from Madeline.

I couldn’t take it any longer and my hunger for this beautiful woman could not be denied. I reached my fingers underneath her skirt, exploring, unbuttoning it, and sliding it down her legs. She kicked it off to the floor on the side of the couch.

******

She moved herself up to accommodate me at my play. Suddenly, I recoiled in shock! I pulled off, and in a loud whisper I said, “MADELINE! WHAT THE FUCK!! You have a . . . cock!”

She looked at me smiling. “Yes, indeed I do. But what difference does it make? I’m all woman, in my thoughts and my actions. I just have what I like to call, an enlarged clitty!”

“But . . . how could I let this happen to me???” I was aghast. Looking back on it, I was just not open to “new things.”

“Let what happen to you, Alexa? We found something beautiful between us, and just went with it. Think about it. Wouldn’t you have let this happen if you had known before? I mean, really now. I got you off good, didn’t I?”

“Yes, but.”

“Shusssh!” she said, as she pulled her thong down around her thighs, letting me adore her “clitty” in all its very enlarged, fleshy glory; placing her index finger on my nose.

I was speechless as she kicked her thong off, turning herself around on her bed; a full “69,” placing her gurl-cock up to my lips, and her face now fully between my legs, licking my pussy. I looked up and could see her smoothly shaved ball sack bobbing up and down hitting my face.

Her gurl cock was teasing the entrance to my lips. It was huge and had a large girth; reminding me of my eight inch silicone dildo. I was like a child being exposed to a new toy for the first time, trusting the “parent” who gave it to me. My lips parted to let the pink fleshy rod ease in between them. Madeline moaned as my tongue slowly circled the head of her “gurl cock.”

I was getting into it, not thinking man, or woman. The lust that consumed me before and allowed me to come so easily was still there.

I slowly took all of her inside me. I could taste the salty-sweet pre cum form in the back of my mouth. She met my up and down sucking motion with pelvic thrusts that I think were meant to choke me, her balls banging my chin.

I was coming now for a second time, aided by the way I was getting her off.

Suddenly, she stiffened and pushed her gurl cock further into the recesses of my throat, and I felt a gush of wet, ropy warmth enter my mouth. She came in several large bursts, so much that it was running down the sides of my cheeks from the corner of my mouth.

She continued thrusting, then sort of stayed inside my mouth, letting me lick her dry. Pulling out, she flipped over and was smiling at me. A small contented laugh escaped her as she pulled me closer to kiss me. I delighted in tasting myself from her mouth.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________________

_________________________

Detective Work


So what do you think now,” she said, smiling at me, her beautiful green eyes questioning. It was a rhetorical question, the answer all over my face, along with some traces of “gurl-jizz.”

“It was definitely a first for me,” I said reflectively. “But, being honest Madeline, I loved it.” I hugged her and snuggled against her shoulder. I felt it ironic that I was seeking out Madeline to find out if George was cheating on me, and I ended up doing the same with her. Then again, was it really the same? I mean, I had a sexual experience with another woman, sort of, albeit a woman with a very large cock.

I was a bit confused, but I felt good about myself.

“Well, I’m going to give Frank all the necessary information tomorrow that he’ll need to track your husband, and a contract on second thought, won’t be necessary. Like I told you - he owes me.”

“Okay,” I said, “sounds good to me.”

This was a relief, and I trusted Madeline, and anything she chose to do what was right for me.

******

Two weeks later, Madeline’s investigation, along with the leg work done by Frank turned up some interesting information which put some pieces together.

Frank and a female partner had posed as home buyers and paid George’s firm a visit. Of course they asked for a night showing, and were promptly told that the realty firm doesn’t do night house showings.

So they did a little investigating through title searches and properties that George sold, but the numbers didn’t add up.

After interviewing several buyers it was determined that George was indeed selling apartments at night, but keeping commissions for himself. He was using the office for his own business which definitely went against company policy. The amount of money in commissions that George stole reached into hundreds of thousands of dollars.

In addition, George was also “too close” with some of his clients – female clients at that. Frank tracked some clandestine rendezvous’s between George and several female clients, some of which took place at several of the properties he was showing as well.

Now two weeks later I was at Madeline’s apartment again. I should mention that I’ve been “bad.” I couldn’t stay away, so over the fourteen days since we first met, I’d say that I was there at least one night out of every other.

George had no idea since he was also out – doing his “thing.”

“So what do you want to do sweetie?” Madeline asked, happy she had helped me. “I think we have enough information here that could put Georgie boy away for quite some time. I can add other felonies to simple stealing of commissions.”

“Well, you’re the detective here. I’m sure you could come up with something horribly humiliating and punishing that would set George right, and give him exactly what he deserves - what do you think?”

Madeline thought about it for a minute, and her expression changed immediately, like a light went off in her head. It really was a very clever plan.

She laid out the preliminaries to me. She would pose as a seller and go to George’s office and specifically ask for him. Naturally George would fall for Madeline’s exquisite body, and things would happen. If all went according to plan, she would have George come over to her apartment, and I would be there in another room, waiting.

Of course, during the evening, Madeline would reveal “her true self” to George, and then the fun would begin.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________________________________

_________________________

The Showing


On Monday morning, Madeline went over to George’s office and told the receptionist that she wanted to see George Conroy about a sale. In a minute, George came out of his office all smiles, and said to Madeline, “Come in Mrs. Fielding. I understand you wish to sell a co-op?”

“Oh please, call me Madeline.”

“Sure. Okay Madeline, come inside and have a seat. Would you care for a coffee? It’s fresh.”

“Thank you very much George, I would,” she said, taking the same liberties with his first name.

“So, I understand you wish to sell your co-op?”

“Yes, it’s on West 60th and Amsterdam.”

George was looking over Madeline from top to bottom; from her beautiful blonde hair, all the way down to the stiletto heels and her beautiful long legs.

Without missing a beat, Madeline said, “Why don’t you come over this evening and I can show it to you? Say, about eight o’clock?”

“Oh yeah, my afternoons are pretty booked, so eight this evening would be fine!” It was just like catching a fly with honey.

“Uh, George,” Madeline asked. “Don’t I have to fill out any paperwork now, or an agreement of sorts between me and your agency?”

George sat back in his chair, with his hands folded behind his head. “No, no,” he said smiling. “That won’t be necessary. Everything will be taken care of, don’t worry.” It sounded fishy as hell.

“Well okay then,” Madeline said and got up from her seat.

It all seemed easy, and to someone not very familiar with how agreements between realtors and customers were made, nothing looked out of place. However, Madeline was not your average customer. Besides working in homicide, she had worked in other departments as well, and could smell a rat when she saw one. George was definitely a rat.

After she left George’s office on the way to her precinct, Madeline called Alexa.

“Hey Lex, I got some good news.”

“Oh that’s great! Did you see George?”

“Yeah, that’s why I called - well, one of the reasons anyway my love. I wore one of my sexiest outfits, and he took the bait hook, line, and sinker.”

“If you could have seen me, you would dripping.” After she told me that, I certainly was.

“I have an appointment to show him my apartment tonight at eight o’clock.”

“Okay, so what time do you want me to come over? - with my toys of course.” Both of us laughed, thinking of the fun we would have with poor, hapless George, and the things we would do with him.

“I have my own toys too you know Lex,” Madeline said with a salacious grin.

******

ISuppose I could have asked for a divorce on grounds of adultery, or let Madeline have him arrested for stealing commissions from his office if they were willing to press charges. Since George’s theft amounted to hundreds of thousands of dollars, it was something very plausible indeed.

When I thought seriously about it over the last few days, I really didn’t want to get a divorce from George. Having him as a controllable “pet” would be lots more fun. I would have plenty of “incentives” for him to do whatever I wanted. Who knows? He might actually enjoy being a sex slave.

Both Madeline and I were stunning blondes, and really looked like a hot couple of beautiful women together; the kind that would get George’s juices flowing. I thought I would let Madeline be the first to have a go with Georgie, and then I would step in. I believe that Madeline’s service weapon hanging on the coat rack would be intimidating enough to have him go along with us.

When I came over to Madeline’s about five PM, she had the day off, and was able to pamper herself by going to the salon and looking really great. She had her toenails painted bright red, and matching false fingernails as well.

She wore tight black leather pants and like a short sleeve spaghetti top, with red, four-inch stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles.

Madeline had a white laced bra underneath that was thin enough so that her nipples were very erect through the soft material. Her facial makeup was on point, and hell, I thought she looked sexy as fuck. I was jealous and I knew that I would be spending the whole night in her bed.

I was dressed in a beautiful one-piece navy blue, lowcut dress, and makeup that Madeline helped me with. It’s funny because I used to try and excite George all these years, but still he strayed to other women. The pain and hurt for me was terrible.

At precisely eight o’five, Madeline’s doorbell rang. She had covered up the peg board in her little office area, and the pictures of her in her police uniform were put away. The service weapon still remained on the coat rack.

“Well, well, good evening George,” Madeline said. George just grinned. I was waiting in the second bedroom.

He was looking the place over, still in realtor mode, while Madeline took on one her sexiest poses.

“Hi Madeline. The place looks great! I don’t think you’ll have any trouble finding a buyer for it. Not in today’s market anyway.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think I would.”

“By the way, you look fantastic!”

“Why thank you George, want a drink?”

“Sure,” he said looking over at the bar on the far living room wall from the doorway. “I’ll take a scotch and soda if you have it.”

“Coming right up,” Madeline said with a smile, making sure her ass wiggled nicely as her heels clacked on the marble floor making her way to the bar. “Why don’t you take your jacket off, loosen your tie and have a seat on the sofa.”

Knowing George, that was all the prompting he needed. As he took off his coat and tie, and his shoes, he couldn’t take his eyes off Madeline, especially her tight ass in her leather pants. Madeline stopped by the bar and lit up one of her Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. She dragged on it seductively and George, who I knew had a rather large smoking fetish (as well as a big hard-on now), was staring at her.

Madeline poured the drinks and came over to the sofa where George was sitting. “Here’s to selling my co-op,” she said.

“Likewise,” George said, raising his glass to meet hers.

She took a deep, cheek-hollowing drag and then a sip of her drink, and leaned in close to George. In a quiet voice and looking George right in the eyes, exhaling in his face, she said, “I really hope that you’re not in a rush to go somewhere tonight.”

Listening from the other bedroom, this really burned me up - George answered: “No, not in a rush, just a wife that I know will be home, just her usual boring self.”

Madeline, pretending shock said to him, “I can’t imagine such a suave, handsome man like yourself married to a boring woman!”

Now George’s cock was bursting through his trousers, making a nice tent. Madeline of course noticed it, and took hold of the bulge with her fingertips, and sharp, fake nails.

George was thinking that this was too easy, too good to be true. This woman must be really into me, he thought. Oh well, best go with the flow.

“Wow!” Madeline said, “what a nice big cock you have George, feels yummy!”

“Yeah, you know, it tastes even better!”

“Now, aren’t we eager,” she said, stroking his face with her nails with the hand holding her cigarette. George said nothing, it was clear that Madeline was totally in control, and she reached her fingers down his crotch and opened his fly, rummaging around his boxers until she found the prize she was looking for.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________________________________

______________________

Just Another Girl


George was breathing heavy as Madeline deftly moved his trousers and his boxers down to his thighs. She lifted up his shirt and began sucking on his nipples and kissing his neck, giving him chills; all the while stroking his cock with her fingertips. She moved up and kissed him deeply on the mouth, her tongue entering his lips and roping around it, all the while arousing him more and more.

The smells and tastes of Madeline were too much for George to bear; the smoky breath, the scotch, and her perfume. Now came what he was waiting for I’m sure as soon as he laid eyes upon her.

She slid down, digging her nails into his chest, making him moan, and kissed the tip of his cock lightly with her lips, teasing, touching lightly.

For George it was too much. He reached over and gently pushed Madeline’s head down onto his cock; her silky hair on his tummy exciting him more, and she took in all of him; at least eight thick inches. George was a beast.

He moaned loudly now, enough for the neighbors to hear if the walls were cheap sheetrock. Madeline’s tongue was very skillful, driving George to the edge, and then backed off. She tasted the sweet-salty pre cum and she knew he was close.

She stopped bobbing and sucking, and used her tongue to play with the sensitive skin on the bottom of his cock, pressing against it, and sliding her tastebuds up and down without moving her head. A feat that is nearly impossible. It proved to be too much for George to handle and he exploded a gallon of thick ropy jizz all the way into Madeline’s mouth.

She took it like a trooper and not one drop of that massive load went out from her lips; she sucked all of it with each shot of his cock, until it was no more. Now her teeth gently (maybe more than that!) bit and rolled around the head of his cock, keeping him hard. He hissed through clenched teeth.

Then she lifted off George’s cock and looked up at his face. He was smiling like a satisfied conqueror - “George The Great.” Madeline decided to give George a taste of his own medicine, or jizz, rather. She swooped in and gave him a big wet kiss on his mouth.

He seemed to take it rather well. Madeline even thought that he enjoyed it. They roped tongues and kissed for a good five minutes. He cleaned all of his jizz out of her mouth and sucked her dry.

“Now George, I think it’s time we go to the bedroom. I need to get off too. It’s only fair, right?”

“You mean pussy? Of course. Lead the way baby!”

Madeline smirked when his back was turned, and she took his hand and led him into her master bedroom. On the way, George stopped, and Madeline turned around to look at him. On his face he wore an expression of shock. “WHAT’S THAT!?” he cried, pointing to Madeline’s service weapon on the coat rack.

“Oh, I’m sorry George, I meant to tell you. I’m an NYPD Detective Lieutenant; homicide division.”

“Holy shit!!! Really?”

“Yes, really George. What’s the matter, you never heard of female detectives? You must not watch a lot of television,” she said very matter of fact.

“No, no, I’m just surprised that you are, is all I mean.” He paused, then said. “If you don’t mind me asking, how is it you can afford such an expensive place on a police department salary?”

Madeline seemed not to be offended by the question and she calmly said: “I was married to a very wealthy hedge fund guy, and we got divorced about two years ago, and I got the apartment in the settlement, and I have no kids. Anything else you want to know?”

“No, no, that’s okay.” She could tell that George was a little nervous. A guilty conscience perhaps?

Just as soon as they got into the bedroom, Madeline pushed him on the bed on his back, and pulled his pants down again and threw them on the side of the bed. She kept her leather pants and stiletto heels on, throwing her top off onto the floor next to the bed. Her breasts were a breathtaking double D size, and her nipples were very erect. Before George could say a word, she placed first one, then the other in his mouth.

George licked and sucked both nipples, making Madeline moan with pleasure. “And now for the piece de resistance,” she announced.

This got George very excited - he enjoyed pussy - everyone’s except mine evidently. That might change after tonight I thought.

Madeline slowly unbuttoned her black leather pants, and took George’s hand and placed it on the tab of the zipper. “Now go slowly,” she said.

“Don’t worry baby,” George said. I got all the time in the world.” Madeline lit another cigarette which got George really hard again - fast. She exhaled, and waited for George to complete his task. Madeline wore a purple thong with a G-String that caressed the crack between her butt cheeks. The thong seemed a little bit “padded,” which George attributed to an aroused pussy. George was biting his lower lip as he slowly stuck his fingers in the front of Madeline’s thong.

She didn’t want to be outdone, and got tired of his playing around with the elastic of the front. She was on her knees, straddling George, and reached inside, sighed, and pulled out a massive eight-inch long, thick cock from the side of the thong. A gaff hid it from view before.

“OH MY GOD!! WHAT THE FUCK IS . . . THIS!????”

Madeline sighed. “Oh George, George. What does it look like? It’s my gurl cock. You’ve heard of transgender women and Thai shemales before, right?”

George was speechless, as Madeline leaned in close to his face, exhaling into it as she did so. “I want you to suck it George. Suck it just like the little sissy fuck that you are, ok?”


Chapter Seven

____________________________________

_______________________

Girls Just Wanna Have Fun


That was my cue, as I walked in on a shocked/terrified George, and a smiling Madeline. I walked over to Madeline first, kneeling on the bed over George, and I kissed her deeply on the lips.

“Alexa??” George said in a state of shock and disbelief.

“Yes George, surprise!”

He looked me over from top to bottom, my one piece short, tight dress with the plunging neckline, my coiffed blonde hair, and exquisite makeup job almost causing him not to recognize his own wife.

“You look, you look . . .”

“Look what, George? Beautiful, stunning, what?” Madeline and I were both laughing. The combination of Madeline’s cock, and my presence making George a bit nervous.

“Yes,” he said. All of the above.” After he stopped talking his lips were still moving which struck us both as hysterical.

“Look Alexa! He’s about to lay an egg!” she laughed.

“Well, that’s sweet George. I think I should explain the rules here,” I said.

George looked stunned as I read him the riot act. “I know all about your affairs George, and I also know about your stealing commissions from the firm.” I glanced at Michelle.

“Detective Lieutenant Feinberg here figures there are enough felony charges to put you away for a long, long time. Why the legal fees alone, plus the divorce . . .” now George’s face looked shocked.

“Plus the divorce, will completely bankrupt you dear. What do you have to say to that? Better lawyer up honey. Oh yeah, one more thing: I have a new love interest now. You see, you’re not the only one, but mine is real. Madeline and I are a ‘thing,’ you see.”

I almost felt sorry for the slob. “I’ll let the law speak now,” I said, turning the stage over to Madeline.

“Yeah, you’re in a pretty tight spot George. Once I turn this case over to one of my friends in the financial division, you’ve pretty much had it. What did my partner say? Two point five million dollars in stolen commissions alone, plus a padded expense account, and then the matter of your adulterous trysts, hurting my lover here very badly. Isn’t that right sweetie?”

I feigned hurt as best I could. I pouted my gorgeous lips, and with a puppy dog look at George, said. “You’re a very bad man, George Conroy!”

Madeline broke out laughing again.

“Now here’s your way out George, depending upon how you look at it. Your ass belongs to us now. You are our new plaything - our new cock sucking, sissy slut toy to do with what we will; dress up and humiliate you as we please. Whether you enjoy it or not is up to you. Now, isn’t this better than the lock up on Riker’s? Believe me, I can tell you it is - much better. At least with us, you’ll know who’s stretching your ass!”

George was whimpering. He was staring wide-eyed at Madeline’s she cock.

“Okay George, on your knees and turn around.” George did as he was told, and Madeline got on her knees behind George, and grinned at me, before lighting a cigarette. I took one too. We kissed and blew smoke into each other’s mouths. She reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and smeared it on her already very hard cock, and then a generous amount on George’s cherry pink, puckered asshole.

Knowing George, the only thing up there was a baby thermometer, years ago. He braced himself for the reality of what was to come. Madeline didn’t waste any time, and began playing with the tip of her she cock on George’s ass, rubbing it around, and then gently poking the tip of her cock inside George’s ass, or “bussy.”

“You know Madeline, I think we need a sissy name for this piece of shit, what do you think?”

“You must have been reading my mind honey,” Madeline said, the cigarette dangling from her lips. What about ‘Grace?’”

“Humm . . . Grace, Grace. I like it! What do you say George? From now on your name is Grace, and you will refer to Madeline and me as ‘Mistress Madeline,’ and ‘Mistress Alexa,’ okay?”

A low muffled “okay,” came squeaking from “Grace,” who had other things to think about now. But Madeline wasn’t satisfied. In the same draw as the K-Y Jelly, she pulled out a short riding crop with a braided leather handle, and whacked George across his right butt cheek with it. The sound of the “snap” gave me a start, and a loud “owww” from George, now Grace.

“I didn’t hear your response Grace!” Madeline said angrily.

“OKAY!!! OKAY!! MISTRESS MADELINE!”

“There now, that wasn’t so hard now was it?” she said.

George didn’t answer because he was preoccupied with what Madeline was doing with his butt. After another “whack” for good measure, Madeline now stuck about a quarter of her big, thick, she cock inside of George. He hissed and screamed; the both of us laughing.

“C’mon Gracie, take it like the true sissy we know you are, okay?” Madeline said. She went in and out repeatedly, just a quarter until Grace adapted to it. Madeline was moaning. “God, Alexa, I wish you could feel how good Grace’s ‘bussy’ is,” she said as if off in a dream. “Nice and tight.”

Now Madeline picked up speed, going faster and faster inside of Gracie’s bussy. Soon she was halfway in. George was getting hard to his amazement. “Oooh Madeline, my sissy hubby Gracie has a boner!”

“That’s nice,” Madeline said. “We can allow him to enjoy himself.”

Madeline was all the way in; her shaved ball sack striking Grace’s butt cheeks. Her speed picked up, and involuntarily Grace started stroking his cock which Madeline had put some jelly on as well. Faster and faster she went, groaning with pleasure and George was pleasantly surprised as well. He was getting into it. Madeline hit his “P-spot,” and he announced: “I think I’m gonna come!”

This turned Madeline on more than anything and she gasped and shot a gigantic load into Grace’s bussy, the warmth of her spunk encircling her cock, with some of it trailing down his ass. Madeline was still busy thrusting; Grace was so tight and so good. Finally she pulled out and turned to me.

“Alexa, you have no idea how really good Grace was. I’m so sorry you don’t have a cock!” Madeline was laughing. “But don’t worry dear, we can make up for that!”

I wondered what Madeline meant.

“So, my little sissy Grace; how did it feel? - be honest. You shot a good load of spunk onto my nice, clean bed sheets.”

Grace was looking down at the bed; humiliated, yet pleased. “Well, being honest it felt good actually. I mean, I never knew I could come like that.”

“Well, see? You just did,” Madeline said, not without an air of triumph in her voice. Then she added ominously: “We aren’t done yet!”

“Now it’s time for Alexa to get in on the action,” Madeline said. She reached into her desk drawer of tricks and pulled out a cock ring, which she generously lubed.

“Here Grace,” Madeline said, handing Grace the contraption. “Put this on, you’re smart enough to see how it works.” Instantly, as soon as Grace put the contraption on, he got hard again. Madeline noticed and said: “See Gracie, that wasn’t so bad, and look, you’re hard again.”

“Now, I want you to fuck Alexa - your wife, remember? At least that’s what she is for now.”

“I’ll take him,” I said. I had a feeling this was a new George, or rather “Gracie.”

“Good,” Madeline said. “Now Gracie will fuck you from behind, in your starving pussy.” Madeline was right. From watching all the action between the two of them, I was sopping wet. I was even running my finger up and down my snatch and I squirted almost at the same time they got off. My labs were swollen and pulsating. I was never so horny in my life! Could these feelings just come from watching my husband take it up the wazoo from a transgender woman?

“And I will fuck Gracie again!” Madeline said excitedly. My God, what a libido this woman had - I knew from the times I spent here that she was insatiable - and HOT. Tonight she was on fire!

The three of us got onto the bed. I was first, on my hands and knees facing the headboard, Gracie was behind me, and Madeline was behind Gracie, her hands playing with the jellied opening of Gracie’s ass. It was like a cum-train.

“Do I turn you on George, er, uh, Gracie?”

“Yes Mistress Alexa, you really do.” For a moment, just a fleeting moment, mind you, I thought I had feelings for my husband, but not really. Tonight he was Madeline’s plaything entirely.

“Fuck me already, goddammit Gracie!” I yelled.

I felt Gracie’s, ringed cock at the entrance to my pleasure chest, poking, and prodding. I reached behind me, and I grabbed at it. “Why are you so fucking lame Gracie!?” I said.

Madeline, hearing this, took out her riding crop again and smacked Gracie on her ass twice - two hard smacks. “You heard the lady, fuck her already!”

Now I felt Gracie penetrate me. It had been so long since my husband, by whatever name had taken me from behind, I forgot what it was like util Madeline showed up.

He was inside me, his girth filling me, and he was grunting. At the same time, Madeline was pounding Gracie hard, although he wasn’t quite broken in all the way yet. He yelped as Madeline entered him with full force, balls slapping his buttocks.

I was pushing back on Gracie, and at the same time fingering myself, rubbing my clit into ecstasy. “Ohhh, c’mon Gracie, attaboy! Yeah, keep it up!”

Madeline was groaning, loving the exquisite tightness and feel of Gracie’s bussy. The three of us were in a race to see who would come first. I didn’t care, but I was really close, coming into this thing already wet and ravenous.

Soon his cries of agony were replaced by pleasure, as Madeline expertly hit his P-Spot. She was pinching her nipples with one hand, and throwing her long hair back in a wild flip.

Soon, I could feel Gracie stiffen and unload a mother lode of spunk into my pussy. I squirted, more so I think from playing with my clit which I was snapping between my fingers like a rubber band.

Madeline gasped and shot her own load into Gracie’s bussy and went in and out even harder, her jizz making it all the more pleasurable. Gracie was our little spunk doll.

The three of us stopped and caught our breath, and I knew that later, Madeline would take me in my ass again tonight. She enjoyed that much more than my pussy, but I didn’t care - I was in love with this tough transgender cop, and I thought I always would be.

In fact, I was in no rush to get a divorce, because I knew Gracie would behave and have no more nightly “showings” with any other clients.

Suddenly, Gracie looked back and forth at Madeline and me and said, “So I guess Mistress Madeline, you’re not really selling your co-op?”

Madeline and I broke out laughing because even in his moment of supreme humiliation at the hands of two dominating oversexed women, he could still try to be funny.

Madeline lit a cigarette, two at once, for me and her, and looked at Gracie. “So Gracie,” she said. “Tomorrow night we begin feminizing you - makeup, clothes, the whole nine yards. I think we’ll meet at your house tomorrow night. What do you say honey?” she said, talking to me.

“Oh! One other thing. We want you to be a smoky, slut, sissy slave. It really turns the gentleman clients on! So, here, take a cigarette,” Madeline said forcefully - in full cop mode. We laughed as George coughed through his first drags. “By the end of tonight you will be hooked. Virginia Slims will be your new and only brand, and you will smoke them at work too. Do you understand, sissy?”

“Yes Mistress Madeline,” Grace said through a few coughs.

“Did you pick out clothes for our little sissy queen Maddie?”

“I sure did,” Madeline said. “I think Gracie will look adorable as a red head with a bob wig, and a black, midi-satin skirt and a white satin blouse. I know just where to get everything.”

I looked at my husband, cuckolded by a transgender woman, and said: “Consider yourself very lucky Gracie. You could be facing hard jail time and financial ruin. Instead you just have to do your time as our personal slut princess and anyone we choose to loan you out to.”

“Alexa’s right you know. I know some boys at the station house who are really into sissies! We are going to have LOTS of fun together! How do you feel about that Gracie?”

Like a robot, Gracie replied, totally broken and numb by now, “Sounds good to me, Mistress Madeline.”

Gracie dressed up really nice, each time to only get soiled and cummed on by the two of us, and the occasional cop friend of Madeline’s. We especially enjoyed it when we and the other men gathered in a circle and they and Maddy cummed on Grace’s face, making “her” makeup run!

Thanks to Madeline, and her private detective friend Frank (who was also to get a piece of Gracie), I went from being a desperate, cheated on cuck queen, to a sort of dominatrix. Maddy and I were also in love and sometimes the three of us would go on vacations together to exotic places. We had Gracie see a doctor to transition chemically into a transgender woman. We let her keep her cock, which was an essential part of our play.

Gracie knew her place as a permanent sub, and never strayed out of line. I think that after a couple of months she actually enjoyed her role in our games. I had no feelings about Gracie one way or the other. One thing was for sure; the old cheating George was long gone.

❤️❤️❤️
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