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Chapter One

_____________________________

_____

Just a Traffic Stop?


OF ALL THE LUCK THAT’S BEEN HAPPENING TO ME LATELY, I GOT STOPPED LAST TUESDAY EVENING AT TEN O’CLOCK FOR SPEEDING ON ROUTE 35 , the big three lane road that whizzes through my hometown shopping area. So I’m sitting patiently behind the wheel of my new, blue, BMW M-8 COMPETITION, police lights flashing in my rearview mirror, and the door to the squad car opens, and I see the cop approaching my car.

The lighting isn’t too good, but I can see the cop’s hand is on the holster of the service weapon. My hands are together on the top of the steering wheel, and my window is rolled down.

“License and registration please,” says the voice behind my window in the dark; a female voice. This is in itself not surprising. Our little town of Beaverton Falls has female cops on the force.

“I’m reaching into the glove box for the papers” I announce in a loud voice, and have them in my hand sticking out the window.

She comes over to the window and takes them, asking, “Do you know why I stopped you?”

I play dumb and say, “Was one of my lights out officer?” I knew it was speeding, I just didn’t want to announce it because it could be recorded on her body cam.

“No,” she says. “You were doing seventy in a fifty-five mile an hour zone.”

I try to cover it up and ‘smartly’ say, “It’s a new car officer, and I guess I’m still getting used to the way the gas pedal responds to my touch.”

There is a pause, and the officer says in an authoritative and somewhat sarcastic voice, “So are you saying your touch is heavy?”

Now that was a rather weird way of saying things and I wondered if she was flirting with me. I looked at her. She had beautiful, long, reddish brown hair, tied up in a bun, a beautiful face, and what may have been green eyes. Her figure was nice and curvy, with a big butt - just how I like my women. But that’s for later.

The first two buttons on her uniform were open, and I could see a pretty decent amount of cleavage there, practically over the window border and in my face. I looked at her name plate. It read “Fewtar.” Maybe an anglicization of a French name, perhaps?

“I’m gonna have to write this up,” she said. “The radar gun doesn’t lie Mr. Milrose.”

“Uh, you can call me ‘Hank,’” I said with a smile. She remained expressionless, and returned to the car, saying, “I’ll be back in a few.”

Just great I thought. I’m gonna be late for sport’s bar night with my friends Joe and Donn. I’m sure that when I tell them I got stopped by a lady cop, they’ll make all sorts of lewd comments.

After ten minutes she comes back and says, “Please step out of the car, Hank, and walk in a straight line for me, heel to toe.” What the fuck?? I thought. Did she think I’d been drinking?

As soon as I step out of the car, of all things I’ve got a huge arousal after I got a whiff of her perfume. There’s a powerful, long, MAGLITE shining in my face, and I can’t see anything. I’m temporarily blinded. I’m squinting, and raise my hand slowly to cover my eyes.

“Please touch your right index finger to your nose,” she commands, and walks around to get between me and my open driver side window. “Nice ride, nice ride . . .” she says with a very sensuous voice, running her hands along the finish. The light is back in my face. “No wonder you were speeding. This baby goes from zero to sixty in four point two seconds, 617 horse power, and probably cost you one hundred seventy thou.”

“Uh, that would be correct officer,” I answer. This lady knows cars! I say to myself surprised as hell. I touch my finger to my face as she commanded.

“Okay, now walk towards my car for me, heel to toe,” she says picking up where she left off from her automotive dissertation.

I do so, no problem. “Now walk back to me, same way.” I do so, and her light is shining up and down my body, the flashlight lingering around my waist, my powerful arousal evident to her. She mutters something mocking under her breath.

She’s checking out my scrawny, shove-him-into-the-locker body that I’ve had since reaching puberty. Only now I’m twenty eight and have the same body. I stop in front of her, maybe six inches away from her, and she lingers there, staring me in the face, strangely turning me on even more, as her lips curve into a smile. It was almost like she just thought of something. She glances into my car.

“Whoa, nice interior,” she says, as she shines her light over my illuminated dash, console, and red leather seats.

And then, “WHAT is THAT?” She says pointing to a plastic baggie on my back seat.

“What is what?” I ask her.

“Please step to the front of the car,” she says. “Place your hands behind your back.” I do as she says. She fucking handcuffs me!

“Wait just a minute!” I cry out. “What have I done??”

No reply, just casual indifference.

Then she walks back to my open car door puts on blue latex gloves from her back pocket, and reaches into the back, pulling out this strange bag of white powder, that I’ve never seen before. “Wait here!” she says. Like, where am I supposed to go, handcuffed and helpless. Could it be a racial thing, I’m thinking because I’m an African American male driving an expensive car?

When she returns she has a vial with a solution inside a small test tube.

“Officer! I’ve never seen that in my life! I have no idea how that got there!” I say, although I know the bitch threw it in my back seat when I did the walking.

She takes a small amount of the powder and places it in the tube and shakes it. One of the lines on the tube turns bright red. “Well, lookie what we have here - fentanyl! At least twenty grams!” She places a red sticker marked “fentanyl” on the bag with a skull and crossbones.

“This could get you put away for at least twenty years my man. I sincerely hope you have a good lawyer, and judging by this car, I’ll bet you do!”

“The car? I’m a day trader in stocks, officer. I’m not, nor have I ever been a drug dealer!”

“Hummm. Well, I’m placing you under arrest and you’ll go before Judge McKesson in the morning.”

I was absolutely stunned and angry! This was a clear set-up. I’ll make sure this Judge McKesson knows that tomorrow. But I don’t even have a lawyer. I guess I’ll have to go with a public defender until I can hire a lawyer. I suppose I’ll have to bail myself out too, because I live alone, and I’ve only been in this town for a little more than a year. I have no parents and no siblings because I was adopted and grew up in an orphanage. I didn’t have a girlfriend either, so I was on my own.

I did join a bowling league, and that’s where I met Joe and Donn, but they can’t help me with something like bail.

So, Officer Fewtar read me my rights and tossed me in the backseat of her patrol car and called for a tow of my car to the police impound yard, where they would probably tear it apart looking for more drugs. Meantime Joe and Donn probably gave up on me. What a sorry-ass day this was!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_____________________________

_____

The Lock-Up


The jail at the Beaverton Falls PD was in the basement of the police station. One thing struck me as a bit odd as soon as I walked into the main room to wait to be photographed and fingerprinted. All the cops on duty now were women! Strange. The finger prints are all done electronically, but I knew that I was in the database.

I’m a US Army Veteran, and I served two tours of duty in Afghanistan, and I was fingerprinted electronically at Fort Hamilton in Brooklyn NY, where I signed up. I grew up in a Catholic orphanage near there in Bay Ridge. I thought the army would be useful experience for my later life, but I came home with PTS from the stuff I saw and did over there.

Maybe, I thought, I could call one of my army buddies, but Beaverton Falls is in the smack dab middle of Arkansas, so who knows where those guys are. When I moved there I was looking for a little patch of peace and quiet.

Officer Fewtar was waiting for me with another female office after I got processed, and she handed me an orange jumpsuit with “BF DOC.” stenciled on the back. “Well, we know you’re a veteran Mr. Milrose, so thank you for you service,” she said, almost mockingly.

“Uh no officer, I said. “It would be ‘Thank you for your SACRIFICE,’” I corrected. She shrugged and said, “Whatever,” and pressed for the elevator. We went down to the basement level and walked down a depressing green corridor to an iron door with rivets and a small window. I was shocked by what I saw inside.

There was a jail “cell,” or rather a large, steel-barred cage in the middle of the immense room, with metal folding chairs all around the inside. Inside the cage, were three cots and one stainless steel toilet. But that wasn’t all -

Joe and Donn were sitting inside on two of the cots!!! What the hell????? They were wearing the same orange jump suits as me, and as soon as they saw me enter the room escorted by the two officers, they jumped up and ran to the bars facing the door, staring at me incredulously.

“HANK!!” They both shouted out. “How the hell are you in here too?”

I didn’t answer them right away. I composed myself enough to keep my mouth shut and wait till the three of us could huddle together and talk quietly amongst ourselves. Officer Fewtar pressed a button on the wall that buzzed, and the cage opened. The second female cop escorted me in, and handed me a blanket and a white towel. When I stepped inside, the buzzer sounded again, and the steel barred door shut behind me.

Officer Fewtar spoke to her female colleague, both of them smirking and looking at the three of us. “Well, JC, it looks like that nasty fentanyl ring that’s been killing our kids is now behind bars.

“Now, now, Debbie,” the other officer said. “Let’s not rush to judge. The law says they’re innocent until proven guilty in a court of law, right?”

“I’m sorry, JC. Right you are. We’ll just have to wait for Judge McKesson to decide what’s to be done in the morning at their arraignment.”

Joe and Donn were going to say something, but I stopped them. Instead, I spoke up. “I want a county public defender. I, we all do have that right!”

“Y’all just be quiet now, wait till tomorrow. I suggest y’all just go to sleep now. Tomorrow’s gonna be a long day!” JC said.

After the two cops left, the three of us stood in the middle of the cell, talking. I said, “How long have you guys been in here? I was on my way to the sports bar to meet you, and the red headed cop stopped me for what I thought was speeding. Next thing you know, she pulls a plastic baggie with white powder from my back seat inside she says is fentanyl; did a field test and everything.”

Joe and Donn looked at each other. Now I knew it wasn’t racially motivated because Joe and Donn are White.

Joe spoke next. “We were headed to the sports bar in my car, coming from the opposite side that you came from Hank, and the same thing. It was another cop, not one of those two - also a female. She told me I was speeding, and made me and Donn get out of the car, do some kind of ‘walking test,’ and the next thing we knew we were charged with fentanyl possession. We’ve been in here since seven o’clock.” It was now ten twenty.

“Did any of you get a phone call, a lawyer?” I asked.

Donn spoke up. “Not yet. It seems this podunk town runs by its own set of laws. God only knows what’s going to happen tomorrow!”

I looked at my two friends. “I’ll bet you guys anything the judge is a woman too.”

“Yeah,” Joe said. “Something is ‘off’ about this whole thing!”

I thought for a moment. “Do, uh, do you guys have anyone you can call? Friends, family?” We were all about the same age - late twenties.

Joe spoke up. “No, we don’t. I moved here five years ago, and got a job as a mechanic at the garage on Seward Street. I live alone.”

Donn nodded. “Yeah, I work in a pizza place in town, you know it - Aiello’s.”

I shook my head. “You know something guys - it’s weird. None of us have a family, or anyone around that will really miss us. At least you two can call your bosses.”

Donn’s face went as pale as the white towel I was handed. “Come to think of it, both of our bosses, the business owners are both females. I have a feeling they won’t be any help to us. I’m not even gonna try and call my boss. I have a feeling she may already know where I am.”

“Well,” I said. At least we’re together. Maybe I can place a call to my old commander in the 75th Ranger Battalion at Hunter Field in Georgia. He’s a decent guy, maybe he’d help a brother out.” I meant an army brother, not in the racial sense.

Joe shook his head. “Yeah, that’s an idea. Let’s see what happens tomorrow. Meanwhile, I’m gonna try and get some sleep. By the way guys; they don’t shut the lights out. The smart-ass cop, JC told me that as she locked us up.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_____________________________

_____

Kangaroo Court


In the morning, about seven o’clock, after a sleepless, restless night, a female worker, naturally, brought us a breakfast of eggs, biscuits, OJ, and coffee. After that, we were lead down the hall to a bathroom, where we took a shower. Then, after we got dressed, we were led upstairs, handcuffed with ankle chains on, into a Beaverton Falls Police van, and driven into town to the main court house. It looked like the town hall from “Back To The Future.”

Officer Fewtar sat across from us in the hallway, reading the local newspaper. Finally, at nine o’clock, we were led into the courtroom, with Judge Sandra McKesson’s name on the door - naturally, another female. We just looked at each with a “we’re fucked” expression on our faces.

The courtroom was empty, except for the female court reporter, and the female bailiff. A bronze plaque with raised lettering, hung on the high, mahogany paneled wall behind the judge’s bench. It read: “Equal Justice Under The Law.” Someone had a sense of humor. None of us found it funny, however.

The door opened and officers Fewtar and JC came in and stood at either side of the door, in what I knew to be a “parade rest” position. The bailiff, a perky blonde with a large chest, and a cute, tight ass, went to the judge’s chamber doors, entered for a minute or two, and then came out.

“All rise for the Honorable Judge Sandra MacKesson!” the bailiff announced to the mostly empty courtroom. We all stood up.

“You may sit,” Judge McKesson said.

She was a rather pretty, thirtyish woman, with long, bright red hair, green eyes, and an Arkansas mountain accent. I looked at the flag against the wall next to the bench that I had fought for, and hoped that it would grant us justice, in what was a clear frameup.

“Will the District Attorney approach the bench?”

A brunette in the front row on the opposite side of us approached the bench. She too was beautiful - long, shoulder length black hair, lots of makeup, high heels, and a navy blue business suit. Standard courtroom attire. I had seen enough law shows to know that.

“Please read the charges, Ms. Evans.”

“Thank you, Your Honor.”

She faced us and read from what seemed like a fill-in-the blanks script. “The three defendants, Hank Milrose, Joseph Baker, and Donald “Donn” Warren are charged with felony possession of the drug fentanyl, with the intent to sell.”

The judge, a bored expression on her face replied: “How do the defendants plead?” I spoke up.

“Your honor, I’m Hank Milrose; a US Army Afghanistan combat veteran - two tours, and I have not, nor have my fellow defendants been offered the right to obtain counsel. I believe that is a violation of the law.”

“YOU . . . are out of order, Mr. Milrose, and I am the only one in this room who can determine what is in violation of the law, unless you see another person wearing a robe in this courtroom!” She looked around and replied, shockingly: “It seems, Mr. Milrose, that you are rather articulate, educated, and are doing a rather good job of speaking for the three of you.” Shrugging her shoulders she said, “I see no need for counsel, nor do we have a public defender,” and she smirked as she said those words, “therefore we will proceed. Now how do the three of you plead?”

I looked at the other two, and they look terrified, and nodded to me. “The three of us plead not guilty Your Honor,” I said.

She spoke for the benefit of the court reporter. “Let the record state that the three defendants plead ‘not guilty.’”

“Well,” Judge McKesson said, “due to the severity of your charges, there is NO BAIL . . . and, you are to be remanded to the Crane Estate on the outskirts of town for ‘rehabilitation’ before trial. Now, would you like to say anything to the court? The trial is set for thirty days from now.”

We looked at each other. Aside from this being an obvious violation of our constitutional rights, we wondered what the hell is the “Crane Estate?” The judge spoke again. “The officers are to take you there immediately.”

“Does the District Attorney, Ms. Evans have anything to add?”, Judge McKesson asked.

“No Your Honor, the prosecution is satisfied at this time.”

“Thank you Ms. Evans,” the judge said with an impassioned look like this sort of miscarriage of justice was a routine thing, and she banged her gavel. “Court is adjouned.”

“Hank, what are they doing to us!?” Joe asked.

“I don’t know guys, I guess we’ll find out soon enough.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________

____

The Crane Estate


We were shuffled back into the police van for the ride to this “Crane Estate,” whatever the fuck that was. I knew, based on the sham hearing back in Beaver Falls, that this was illegal imprisonment, but what choice did we have? They had the weapons, and the shackles and handcuffs. We were at their mercy.

The ride took approximately forty five minutes down winding country roads that none of us recognized. When we arrived, the van stopped in front of a black-barred two-halved steel gate, with “CRANE” inside of some decorative seal, and a camera on top with an intercom. The rest of the property was enclosed by a six foot high stone wall.

The two lady cops, JC, and Officer Fewtar were in the front seat, with Fewtar driving. She rolled the window down, pressed a button, and said, “One-Oh-Six arriving with three.”

A female (naturally) voice rasped out, “Proceed.” Then the two halves of the gate opened, a grating metallic sound coming from the mechanism. There was a winding road to the top of the hill with a large, white mansion on top, with Doric columns in front. It looked like an antebellum southern plantation, and being Black I thought, don’t these rubes know the North won the war??? But it wasn’t a joke. The three of us were horrified, and it took a lot to horrify me after what I had been through overseas.

Fewtar stood on the left of the three of us, and JC was on the right. We entered a large “reception area” that was full of girls lounging around in various stages of undress, or semi-dressed. They were all gorgeous, with lots of makeup. Most of them were smoking all-white cigarettes. I thought I saw packs of Virginia Slims on a couple of the tables near the large couches which dotted the room.

A “stocky” wide-shouldered woman with a long-sleeved, white, low-cut blouse, with rich red hair that was curled to the bottom of her ears, and parted in the center, cherry red lipstick, blue eyeshadow, hoop earrings, and a mid-length black satin skirt came over to us. She looked middle aged; I could see some wrinkles around the corners of her eyes. She was wearing a black-laced bra and had her nipples standing up through the material of her blouse.

I was hard as a rock - this was the sort of woman I’d always jerked off to, ever since I was a teenager.

She came over to us smiling, and in a deep voice told Fewtar and JC, “Unlock them please officers, we’ll take it from here. If you wouldn’t mind, please stay outside in your van until I tell you, you can leave.”

“Of course Miss Shepherd,” Fewtar said obediently. She unlocked our ankles and took the handcuffs off. My wrists were aching from the whole time we were locked up since leaving the jail. Evidently, this middle aged woman of sorts was the head honcho, or “honchress.”

“Well now,” Miss Shepperd said in a southern drawl, while looking us over carefully, “My name is Candee Shepperd and I’m the manager of this house.”

We were half listening to her and at least three-quarters of our attention was looking around at all the sex acts being performed throughout the room. Donn gave me a nudge and nodded to a nearby couch. There were two girls, dressed in very sexy, Victoria Secret lingerie, lots of makeup, and one of them had a COCK!! A very large cock. Holy shit! and the other one was in the middle of an intense sucking session on it.

Another girl on another couch was doing the same thing, while the suckee, just jizzed all over her face, causing her makeup to run. They briefly stopped what they were doing, giving us sultry glances. All of them were smoking long, all-white cigarettes. My smoking fetish dreams were being acted out in front of me! I was as hard as a fucking steel girder, in spite of my precarious circumstances.

Candee noticed our attention and smiled at us. “Well, in case you three gurls (spelling it out) . . . don’t have the idea yet, this house is sort of a training center for feminizing losers like you in order to turn you into smoky, crossdressing sluts. You see, we have a variety of paying customers who come here for entertainment, and you three are our newest attractions.” She spoke excitedly, clasping her hands together in front of her. “The two officers who escorted you here, the judge, and the DA back in Beaver Falls, are all shemales, or T-Gurls, and got their training here, “ Candee said proudly. “By me!”

Candee looked at me and salaciously said, “Humm, I like you. I’ve never tasted chocolate before on a gurl, so it should be interesting.”

“Wait a second!” I said. “You can’t do this to us! It’s, it’s illegal!”

Candee just laughed. “Okay, that’s fine,” she said shrugging her wide shoulders. “If you don’t care to play with us, then you’ll go to the real county penal farm, where you’ll be wearing stripes, and chained to each other. There are deputies with shotguns, rifles, on horseback overseeing you as you break rocks with sledgehammers, and big men to make you their bitches in your bunks at night!”

She continued. “Here at least, your break-in is much more dignified and enjoyable. You boys will be sucking so much cock here, you’ll think you’ve been doing it all your lives. Your memories of who you were will soon be gone. You see, we give you different names. That’s just a nice touch. So in essence, no one is really forcing you to do anything.” She smiled again. “You do have choices, so what’s it gonna be? The officers can take you straight to the farm if that’s what you’d like, or you can stay here with us and become what I like to call ‘conditioned.’”

It was Donn who spoke up. “I think we’d like to stay.”

“Oh good, good,” Candee said. “I like your spirit.”

“Now let’s take you upstairs, get you out of those clothes into something a bit more comfortable. But first - Denise!” Candee called out. “Could you please bring our new arrivals their first doses of medication?”

A voice came from a hallway on the left. “Certainly Miss Shepperd, I’ll be glad too.”

“What kind of medication??” I asked Candee, trying to hide my outrage.

“Well, let’s see. A little Xanax ® to take some of the anger out of you, and settle you down a bit, and some nice, long, Virginia Slims Menthol 120 Cigarettes to get you nice and hooked, and a bit of estrogen. You see, after a few days, you boys will be craving cock so much, you won’t know what hit you.”

The effect of what Candee just said settled in a bit, and she continued.

“Now, we’re wasting time and money. After Denise gives you your meds, we’ll go upstairs.”

“What happens upstairs?” I said, as the spokesman for our little group, half believing what I had just heard.

Candee shrugged her shoulders like this happened every day. “You get dressed up, and we break you guys in as smoky, cock sucking, crossdressing sluts!”

After Denise gave us the two pills in paper cups, the Xanax® and the estrogen, I started to feel a little like, Okay, so turn me into a woman, who cares?

Donn and Joe, however, could not wrap their heads around it. Candee it seemed, took a liking to me almost at once. When we got upstairs, there were a few girls milling around. I wasn’t sure if there were actually any biological women there, they were all so fucking hot that I didn’t even care.

Candee was just my thing, and I decided that if I was going through with this I would enjoy myself - with her. She walked over to me and whispered in my ear. “I know and can see that I turn you on, reaching for my large, eight-inch cock through my orange jumpsuit. That’s just great. We’re off to a good start. Hank is it?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Well listen Hank, when I was first brought here ten years ago, I had my doubts too, just like you. So what I’ll do is take care of you personally. You’ll be all mine; my little protégé. Your two friends will be assigned their own trainers, but you will be getting the best. You know, it takes a bit of time to turn a guy into a real, dick-sucking shemale!”

I let that sink in. Then, as an afterthought, she said: “You do realize that there isn’t any escape, but if you do like you’re told, the rewards will be very pleasurable - I promise you.”

By now, my cock was throbbing; the Xanax® relaxed me, and I went with it as Candee swooped in and kissed me deeply on the lips, pressing her tits against me. The smell and taste of her smoky breath, perfume, and moist lipstick were causing pre cum to show through my jumpsuit.

As if in a dream, I said to her: “You can do with me as you’d like.” Later on I realized it was the Xanax® talking.

“Aww, she said, smiling, that’s what I like to hear.” Taking my hand she said, “Come with me,” as we entered a hallway, my two friends being escorted in the other direction by two other T-Gurls. The game was on.

We walked down the hallway going into a large bedroom with an attached bathroom on the left side. In a seductive voice she said, “Now let’s get acquainted first.”

She returned her hand to the crotch of my jumpsuit, and dug her long, painted fingernails into my steel girder of a dripping cock.

With her breasts pressed tightly against me, she deep kissed me, nipples pressing my chest, magnifying my arousal. Her hand, with fingers now tugging on my orange bottoms, pulled them all the way down, my blue boxers pulled in tight from my cock stretching the elastic.

She broke off briefly from the kiss and cupped her hand firmly on my balls and slid her fingers around my cock, moving them up and down its shaft while looking at me in the eyes. My boxers were pulled down slowly, and it just increased my desire and frustration for what I hoped would come next.

After several agonizing minutes of this play, she got down on her knees in front of me, gently placing her glossed lips on my little “head.”

She teased me, going slowly up and down on the head, her tongue circling around, giving me chills.

Now it was full on sucking, slowly at first, taking half my shaft in her mouth; stopping for a moment to say, “Wow Hank, you certainly are ‘well-endowed’ my dear!” I said nothing, my eyes closed.

Her mouth was open to its widest, her head bobbing on the full length of my cock. She was very skillful in the use of her tongue, slowly sliding it up and down my shaft, circling my full girth.

I pressed the top of her head, so it was full on me, but still allowing her to continue. I felt like a campfire about to burst into flame, little bursts of pre cum like sparks adding to the slick wetness, the ‘tinder’ of her mouth.

Candee moaned, and I shot a load of jizz like a shell from a battleship cannon in two or three large spurts. I have never had a blow job like this in my life, carried away by ecstasy and pleasure, suffused by pure lust. All thoughts of the arrest and impending trial were gone.

Candee continued slurping and sucking, not letting any of my jizz get wasted on her cheeks or chin. This was one thirsty slut.

Now she looked up at me and stood, locking lips with me, and letting me taste my own sweet/salty jizz. Her tongue pushed the cum she had not swallowed yet into my mouth, allowing me to take jizz like a T-Gurl in training.

I gave little thought to Joe and Donn, other than they were doing the same as me in another room of this large estate.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_____________________________

_____

You Dirty Little Sissy You


My, my, don’t you have some fire in you. I ain’t seen so much jizz in a long time! Very well done Hank.”

“Uh, thank you Candee.” I didn’t know what else to say.

“Now don’t you go anywhere; you just stay right here and stay on the bed. I’ll be right back,” Candee said and left the room for about five minutes.

When she came back, she was accompanied by two T-Gurls, like her I guessed. They were both beautiful and clad only in the hottest lingerie – laced bra, sheer nylon pantyhose with a laced top, straps attached to a garter belt open in the front, with a thong underneath. Both wore four-inch stiletto heels.

The girl introduced as Sheena, was also African American, and dressed in red lingerie and high heels. The second T-Gurl was a

blonde named Katrina, dressed in matching black lingerie.

Candee was carrying the same lingerie for me, in black. She smiled at me, the girls standing beside her, and she threw me a thong. I took it from her, and shimmied out of my boxers and took the orange DOC shirt off.

Candee took them and tossed them to the side, smiling. “Now I don’t think we’ll be needing these anymore Hank.”

I didn’t answer, but curiously let my hands feel the cool, satiny material, and the thin G-String in the back.

With Candee and the T-gurls watching, I slipped them up over my legs, enjoying the silky, slutty feel of the thong as it wrapped over my cock, which quickly got hard again.

Candee saw my reaction, smiled, and said, “Why you dirty little sissy you!” And laughed.

I quickly put the rest of the lingerie on, enjoying the silky feel of the nylon on my legs.

“Oh my,” Candee said. “Before we put your makeup and wig on, the gurls here will have to shave you!” They both went into the bathroom/shower part of the bedroom.

I followed them inside. It was so fucking HOT! I was being soaped up, showered and body-shaved by two of the hottest women I had ever seen. Sheena was laughing as she played with my soapy cock, and said, “I think Miss Candee likes you! That’s a good thing honey. It will make your transition much easier.” As Katrina soaped up my back, she told me to bend over.

She had a nice-sized fleshy cock, and she gave me a new sensation which startled me at first, but that I sort of enjoyed. I was bent over, and while she played with her cock at the entrance to my asshole, Sheena was on her knees in the shower sucking my massive eight-inch monster.

I winced with pain as Sheena entered my boy pussy, or “bussy.” Soon, however, that pain and fullness was replaced with a feeling I never experienced before: Pure, otherworldly, incredible pleasure. Sheena thrusted and thrusted, hitting a special place all the way inside me, that made me crazy. That combined with Katrina’s diligent and hard, tight-lipped sucking on my monster cock made me lose control.

I heard Sheena cry out and felt a hot jet of her jizz inside my ass, and I came too inside Katrina’s mouth. It was hard to tell if anything leaked out because of the running shower, but it didn’t matter. I loved getting sucked and fucked by two beautiful girls in the shower - Shemales or not.

I dried off and the three of us dressed and came out of the shower. Candee now finished dressing me up.

Candee helped me with the straps to the garter belt. “I hope your two friends are as cooperative as you are Hank. I wouldn’t want to see them in stripes carrying a sledgehammer now, would you?”

“Oh no Candee, I wouldn’t want that at all.”

“Good gurl,” she crowed.

Just two days ago, if you told me this is what would be happening to us three, I would have said you were insane; but not anymore.

The makeup part, I was not allowed to see until finally the long, black wig was placed on. My excitement was palpable.

Candee studied me and said, “ I think we may need to do a little plastic surgery on your chin and nose later on,” she said. “Then I think, along with the pills, you will look really so HOT honey, the best I’ve ever seen!!”

“Now you may look!” Candee said, pleased with her work.

I swiveled the chair around to look in the mirror and I almost fell out of it. I was amazed that the person looking back at me in the mirror was myself. The eye shadow, a light blue, was spot on. The long, false magnetic eyelashes added to the look of my face, which combined with the eyebrow pencil was fantastic.

She put a light shade of purple lipstick on me. However, my massive cock was a problem as it practically split open the satin pouch on the front of my G-String. Candee noticed too and said, “Oh, I have just the thing for that!” She reached into a drawer and pulled out a gaff to place inside it, but if you looked really hard, you could still see how large my cock really was.

She came close to me sitting on that chair, and I had a great view of her massive cleavage, stocky frame, red hair, and cherry lipstick. “Humm,” she said, “maybe I should put your cock in a cage, so I could control who you give it to. But I think you’ll be using it a lot for the foreseeable future, so for now, we won’t use it.”

“One more thing,” Candee said with an evil grin. She pulled out her black leather handbag and pulled out a new pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes. “Do you smoke Hank?” she asked.

“Uh, no I don’t, but I think I have a fetish about beautiful women who do smoke.”

“That’s fine! I know that now you’ll become the object of your fetish,” she said as she lit up and blew a stream of smoke into my face. Just watching Candee smoke made my boner even harder.

I have always fantasized about a woman who looked just like Candee did forcing me to smoke.

“Candee, could you please cuff my hands behind my back while you force me to smoke?” I just blurted out.

“Oh my, my. We seem to love the same things! You have really become my favorite here Hank - so naughty!”

Candee had a pair of pink furry handcuffs which she placed on my wrists behind my back. She knew just how I liked it.

Her cigarette was dangling out of her mouth, and spoke while she exhaled smoke into my face, one hand rubbing my cock. I thought I might explode.

“Now to really become a good cum-slut T-Gurl, you MUST smoke – in front of me. The reason is that eventually I want to see what you’ll do and how far you’ll go when you have a bad nicotine fit!”

She placed a new Virginia Slim between my lips and lit me up with her silver butane lighter. I was an occasional pot smoker, so I didn’t choke. I actually enjoyed the cool menthol and the awakening of my fetish.

“Keep that in your mouth and keep dragging on it because it can go out if you don’t!” she admonished me.

“Okay Candee,” I said, my speech a bit garbled by the long cigarette dangling from my painted lips. She turned me around to face the mirror and I could feel pre cum forming as I suddenly became the object of all my sex fantasies. I took a cheek hollowing drag and blew the smoke out of my nose. I wanted to jerk-off to my reflection.

“Now it’s time to make Candee happy,” she said, referring to herself in the third person. “Now hop on the bed!” she commanded, then uncuffed me.

I did so and she positioned me on my knees and elbows with my painted ebony slut face turned to the head of the king-sized bed. She made me finish my cigarette first, which sounding like a “punishment,” was really a turn on. A big part of my fetish was doing “role play,” like me being a teenage girl caught smoking and then being forced to smoke by a “punishing” parent or older adult. That’s exactly how Candee treated me. As I took the last drag, she looked on approvingly saying, “Good gurl, that’s it. Soon it’ll be time for another one. We have to keep your nicotine levels up.”

I felt Candee place something slippery and cool sliding over my ass, and a bit on my cock as well, which I recognized as K-Y Jelly. I hissed through my teeth with pleasure as she stuck her finger inside my ass, slicking it up. She rubbed some on her cock too. I knew she really wanted to blow a big load inside of me and I was happy to oblige.

Candee was quite pleased, and she told me: “One of the things we do here at The Crane House, is we make paid YOUTUBE videos for the smoking fetish T-Gurl crowd, Hank, and I think you’ll be our new star money making sissy!”

I didn’t know what to say to that; I was still in a state of disbelief at all the events of the day so far. If all the gurls downstairs were making YOUTUBE videos, they had to be on breaks.

Just like with Katrina, minus the running water, I was being toyed with by Candee’s she cock. It was circling and tickling the entrance to my newly deflowered asshole or “bussy,” as Candee called it, and I had new ideas of what pleasured me - this was one of those things.

The head of her cock penetrated me just up to the end of her head, and she moaned. “So goddamn tight, I love it Hank.”

Her hands were now gripping the sides of my hips, and she put all of herself inside me at once. I winced, and she kept thrusting, pretending not to notice my discomfort. What difference would it have made anyway? None probably.

“You have no idea how I’ve wanted this Hank,” Candee said through her grunts.

As with Sheena, the exquisite pain I felt lasted much shorter as I was somewhat broken in, and like Sheena, Candee had hit my spot which was all pleasure.

I didn’t want her to stop, and I moved my butt back into her to make sure all of her was inside me. Since I was “broken in” already, she was able to go faster and faster, leaving no room between her cock and the wall of my bussy.

I couldn’t take it anymore I was so turned on. I gripped my cock with my fist and shot a huge mother lode of thick, ropy cum onto the bed sheets in front of me, and gasped with pleasure. I was seeing stars. It must have caught on because at the same time, Candee shot her load as well, much more it seemed than what she shot into my mouth about two hours ago.

Her rhythm finally slowed but I didn’t want her to stop. I begged, “More Candee, please, more!”

She pulled out, her cum dribbling down my ass cheeks and onto the sheets. “Oh that’s what I love to hear, my sweet little sissy toy. You love this! See, I promised you that you’d enjoy it.”

She was right, I was hooked.

“And now, you must have your cigarette. You’ll see how enjoyable it is after you’ve been fucked and sucked. Sitting on the bed together Candee lit me and her up. We sat there blowing out streams of smoke.

Candee got up and went to the bedroom dresser drawers in front of the room and came back with a contraption. It was what I recognized as a cock ring.

“Here dear, this is for you. I want you to place it on, and it will keep you nice and hard. We aren’t quite done yet for today.”

“Sheena, Katrina. Would you gurls please come in here?” Candee commanded. Right away, my two shower partners came in.

“Yes Miss Candee?” Sheena asked.

“Sheena honey, don’t you want Hank here to fuck you now? He’d like to return the favor.”

“Oh yes, Miss Candee! Very much.”

“Well, get to it then,” Candee said.

Sheena had a thin frame, and was quite a beautiful girl with large tits. I’m pretty sure that she and Katrina were her two favorites. She eagerly lined up on the bed taking my place, and Candee was right there with a generous amount of K-Y Jelly to smear over her ass.

The cock ring was doing its work on me, and I enjoyed the smooth curves of her feminine body, and the feel of the tip of my hard cock against her bussy.

She was tight, tighter than any pussy I had known, (I couldn’t even remember when the last time was that I had any) and a bit tighter than Candee. She turned around and looked at me with a grin. “Hank, you are so good, you’ll fit right in with us here!”

“Awww, isn’t that nice Hank, Sheena enjoys you.” Then, turning to Sheena she said, “But just remember Sheena dear, Hank is all mine, ok?”

“Of course, Miss Candee.”

I started right away. Sheena turned me on so much. I watched her smoke earlier, and the thought of sharing a cigarette with her made my fucking even more intense. I was much stronger and my muscles more developed than hers. She also was more practiced at this stuff, and she eagerly swallowed up my cock.

As I was fucking her, her girlfriend Katrina came over to “lend a hand,” and she grabbed Sheena’s gurl-cock with her fist and began pumping her and kissing her deeply on the lips. Candee stood to the side watching, rubbing herself and moaning.

Sheena was all mine. I was in control. I pounded her mercilessly, consumed by what I was turning into. I was getting really good at this game. All of her smells and the touch of her ass against my thighs was too much for me, and I shot a big load into her ass, covering my cock, with that nice warm feeling of my jizz.

Sheena, moved by Katrina’s pumping of her cock made her come too. I was starting to wonder, out of all the T-Gurls in this house, was there anyone I wouldn’t fuck? What about Donn and Joe. It seemed like anything goes here.
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Chapter Six

_____________________________

_____

Video Stars


SIX MONTHS LATER, THIS WAS OUR NEW HOME. Over this period of time, my body had gone through some changes. Between the Xanax® and the estrogen, I had started developing breasts - C cups, and my hips became curvy, and my facial features became softer. Also, my natural hair was growing out more, but still I preferred my shiny, long, black wig. I was, in fact, a beautiful Black girl.

I was also consumed by the desire for cock - any cock, whatever I could fit into my mouth. I was cummed on, cummed into, cummed over, everything. I especially enjoyed it when the gentlemen guests of this house would cum on my face making my mascara run, and I stuck out my tongue letting my own jizz fall into my mouth.

I was Miss Candee’s favorite girl. She also knew that if any guys got too rough with me, I could easily break their necks in two seconds. That kind of training from my old life never leaves. The Xanax® helped to control the persistent nightmares, which Candee had come to respect, and realize that they were as much a part of me as my new tits.

She decided on female names for Joe and Donn as well. Joe was “Jolene,” Donn became “Donna,”- not hard there, and I became “Shawna.” Why “Shawna?” Because Sheena and I were very close, and next to Candee being the object of my fetishes, Sheena was too.

I learned how the place worked. In the basement were ten little fake bedroom studios set up; one for each T-Gurl to speak into a video camera and do live videos for paying subscribers. It was all tied in with the smoking fetish. I liked to wear calf high black leather boots that buckled in front, and I would lounge around in my lingerie, lying on the bed, smoking a Virginia Slims 120, talking very dirty into the camera encouraging the guys to jerk off to me. You know, stuff like “You can do it honey, you know you want me. I know what it does to you when you watch me smoke.”

My voice had even become more feminine, seductive. Occasionally, Sheena would join me in front of the camera, and we would fuck, and then light each other up, and blow smoke into each other’s mouths.

Once a month, Judge McKesson, the DA Miss Evans, and the two cops, officers Fewtar and JC had to perform for the cameras as well. It seemed that no one in this town got off.

“Jolene” and “Donna” didn’t particularly turn me on, but I was glad to see that they got with the program here. Occasionally a new gurl just couldn’t adjust here and rather than have her tell the outside authorities what went on, she was sent to the penal farm, and God only knew what happened there.

Occasionally on weekends, we had hospitality nights where prominent politicians, male and female would come over to be “serviced” by Miss Candee’s crew as we were known. Some called us “The Crane House Girls.”

Candee’s staff had closed out the apartments of me, Jolene, and Donna, delivering our stuff here to the house. We wouldn’t have any more need of it anyway.

Last week I went driving into town - I was special, and I got my car back and was allowed off the property. Truth be told, I didn’t want to leave. I was happy with my new smoky, cum-slut life.

So, as I was driving down Route 35, up ahead of me, by the side of the opposite roadway, I saw a Beaverton Falls police car with its lights flashing behind some kind of SUV. I slowed down and stopped on the shoulder opposite the car to take a look.

Sure enough, it was officer Fewtar. She had stopped some guy who was alone in his car and making him do the “heel to toe” walk that had got me. Officer Fewtar saw me stopped across the road, and just as I was about to drive away, she turned to me, smiled, and waved. I laughed to myself, shaking my head, and drove away.
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