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Chapter One

____________________________

____

Ijoined the NYPD at 22 years old, and now I’ve been a uniformed officer for three years. My name is Alberto Perez, I’m of Dominican descent, and ever since I was a kid, I wanted to be a cop. I liked shows like NCIS, Chicago PD, and all the undercover cop movies and shows. I suppose in the aftermath of 9/11 I wanted to “give back” to the community. See, I’m too scrawny to ever make it in the military, and I wouldn’t have wanted a desk job or a tech gig. I like the action and excitement of being in an active precinct, so I ended up close to home in the Big Bad Bronx.

I don’t know how I made it through the physical requirements of the police academy, but I did – just by the skin of my teeth. Academically I was at the top of my class. Physically, the bottom third.

The other stuff, like the pistol range, I was surprisingly good at. To everyone’s astonishment, I was the number one shot. The instructor could swear that on one target I made a shot go through the same hole twice. As a joke I suppose, they nicknamed me “Deadeye.” It was really cool and made me feel special in spite of my height and my slim build. So, after graduation, I wasn’t just Alberto Perez, I was “Police Officer Alberto Perez.” It felt good.

I had a secret growing up that I always managed to hide very well. When I was fourteen and other guys were going through puberty, I did too, physically, but in my mind, I felt like I was drawn to, shall we say, my female tendencies. In school I was always the target of bullies and idiots who thought little of me in the macho Latino culture I grew up in. Pretty much, I kept to myself.

I admired the clothing the girls wore to school – the laced tops, the tight jeans, their hair styles, and especially the makeup. Girls found it easy to talk to me, and one day at school, I don’t quite remember how it came about, but my friend Yolanda and I were talking about makeup.

Perhaps she thought I took too much of an interest in girl’s makeup and clothing, so one day at lunch, when we ate together on the lawn behind the school, she just blurted out, interrupting me in mid-sentence, “Al, why don’t you come over after school today and we’ll try some makeup on you – just for fun?”

Well, I gotta tell you, my pubescent dick got very hard at just the mention of that. I tried to hide my excitement, but I didn’t do a very good job of it. Yolanda just smiled, and I was embarrassed as hell. One thing led to another, and what was just supposed to be a makeup session, turned into a full-blown dressing session. Yolanda even had a long, brunette wig, and red, satin panties for me to try on that she got from an older sister. I especially enjoyed putting on the silky panties. I kind of insisted on those, my excuse being, well, if I’m gonna do this, I might as well go all the way.

“So, Yolanda,” I said when I was done. “How do I look?”

“Oh my God Al, you do dress up well!”

“Thanks Yolanda,” I said, while admiring myself in her mirror. “But this is between us, right?”

“Of course, Albert,” she said. “You’re my best friend in the world. I would never betray your trust.” I believed her. She giggled. “I think I’d even like to hang out with you like that at school.” My face turned into a mask of horror.

“Oh no! You’re kidding, right?”

Of course, she was. Yolanda was true to her word. When she went away to college, I lost my best friend, but never her social media accounts.

High school just went by, and between borrowing things from Yolanda, and my older sister, Rina, I had a regular compulsion, of dressing en femme. When I hit eighteen, I dressed as often as I could. I looked at guys and got raging hard-ons imagining them ravishing me and taking me like a caveman would do. I had primitive and lustful desires, just like a girl at the height of her arousal. But in my culture, and in my neighborhood, machismo was supposed to be the rule for guys – or else!

I went to John Jay College of Criminal Justice in New York, and I lived at home. After my freshman year, my parents helped me out with rent, and I got an apartment in the city, away from the Hood, and with it, the freedom to dress as often as I wanted.

I started going to bars dressed as “Aly,” and gave free reign to my “inner slut,” bringing guys home or going to theirs. I let them have their way with me, never revealing my true sexual identity. The illusion of me as a woman was that good. I would never be with a guy dressed as a guy, only as a girl. So what did that make me? I didn’t care. I just went with what felt good to me – and right.

For my first assignment out of the Academy, they sent me to a precinct in the Bronx. They paired me with Carole, a female officer who was two years out of the academy. Her regular partner was out on maternity leave. When Carole was told her new partner’s nickname was “Deadeye,” she was shocked when she first met me.

I suppose she pictured a male with a square jaw, crewcut, big shoulders, muscle-bound, and over six feet tall. After her shock wore off, Carole and I became good friends. She shared a lot of personal stuff with me, the kind of stuff a girl would share with her friends. I was hardly surprised. I think women sensed this side of me. Girls are perceptive like that you know. She was twenty-eight and I was twenty-five.

Perhaps behind my decision to join the force was to prove something to myself; that I could keep “my proclivities” separate from my job; lead a double life as it were. So far, it seemed to be working, and I settled into a good routine with Carole. We had a strictly professional and platonic relationship.

About a year into working with Carole, I decided to transition and was started on estrogen. I wore an elastic chest band to hide the breast I was pleased to see coming in. I also shaved all the hair off of my body.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

____________________________

____


One day, Carole and I were rolling along, and we got a call of a robbery in progress at a very busy bodega. Our precinct was the 44th – a very active one. We pulled up to the place, it was two in the afternoon on a nice, sunny fall day, and there was a crowd of people across the street. Four other units screeched up, sirens blaring up about the same time. Carole was driving and she was the first to hop out of the car, her hand on her holster.

Suddenly a guy comes running out of the bodega, turns to Carole and crouches; getting off a shot which struck her in the left shoulder. I and several other officers returned fire. By then a second perp exited the building. He went down wounded by Smitty and Paul, two of the other officers on scene.

I shot and killed the one who wounded Carole. Of course, it made the papers, and my name and photo were in there. It was a clear-cut case of a cop returning hostile fire and protecting his partner. Carole made a nice recovery but had some psychological trauma. They put her in counselling and on desk duty for a while until the shrink said she was fit to return to work.

It was during this little hiatus from our partnership that things began to change for me at work. I got awarded a medal for my actions that day, as did Smitty and Paul. I was temporarily assigned a new partner, a guy named Derrick who I graduated the academy with.

About a month into my new partnership, the captain called me into his office. There was an inspector in the room too, and an agent from the DEA. The situation was that a gang of Dominican drug dealers, very sophisticated, and very dangerous, were moving drugs from boats; mostly container ships that docked at New York Harbor, and then stealing cars and placing the carefully hidden drugs inside. From New York, they were distributed to dealers all over the United States.

The NYPD and the DEA wanted a couple of undercover cops to infiltrate the gang, with the help of an informant who would vouch for the cops, and some carefully planted information. The idea being to catch the cartel in action. No question it was a very dangerous assignment. Impressive resumes would have to be prepared for the undercovers, a male and a female – In this case a male and me, as the female.

I was chosen because of my coolness under pressure and fire, and the recent award I was given. Also, it was thought that my build wouldn’t label me as a cop, and I could easily be “cross-dressed” to look like a woman. I think that the DEA guy at first thought I would resist being placed undercover as a female, but when I raised no objections, he just shrugged. He didn’t care one way or the other. Along with this plainclothes assignment came a substantial raise in pay and the promise of a promotion to detective. Naturally, I accepted.

What they told me at the end of our little meeting was that there were no Latina cops who could pull it off, not with my marksmanship abilities and smarts. They approached me delicately on the subject, not wanting to insult me by telling me that I could easily pass as a woman, but deep down I knew that’s what they were thinking.

To them it was simple – I was given an assignment, and I chose to accept it. Of course, I played along and told them I knew nothing about dressing up and impersonating a woman. No problem they said. They would assign a female cop to help me fit in. My parents being from the DR, I knew Spanish with the Dominican dialect perfect, and I had a dark complexion which they said would make me ideal.

The other undercover, Ramirez, was chosen for his tech ability in computers and communications -in other words, covering tracks and leaving no digital fingerprints. His job was in the area of digital crime for the NYPD. So just like that, a team was born.

A few days after the interview with the captain and the DEA agent, I reported to Dolores, the female officer who would “teach me” to dress and act female. I played dumb, not wanting my secret to get out. She decided the sexier I looked, the better. I couldn’t have been happier. I looked really good in tight, denim jeans, and also short skirts and hot pants. My stiletto heels with ankle straps completed the picture. I had thin eyebrows and grew my dark brown hair long, but she died it black, and even shaved my eyebrows – something I never thought of.

I have to mention an aside here, about the dressing part. I wore the elastic chest band to work, and there was no way that I could hide my transitioning from Dolores. When she saw it and I took it off, letting my C cup breasts show and my shaved chest, she let out an “Oh my!” It was cool though. Just like with Yolanda in high school, Dolores said she would protect my secret. Soon, however, after this assignment was over with, there would be no way to hide what I was becoming from the Department, and I was okay with that.

Even though I was of course well-versed in all things female, for the sake of appearances, Dolores played along with me and strung out my instruction, much to the annoyance of the captain and the inspector.

Now, after Dolores’s work with me was done, Ramirez and I met up with the informant and decided on the place and time to infiltrate the gang. The informant, a guy named Carlos, who was a drug dealer himself, met us at a dive bar to talk about it.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

____________________________

____


The Department and the DEA had to prepare me very well. My cover would be as an expert in smuggling having made many cross-border trips with drugs hidden inside of cars in all sorts of places, and how to cover the scents from dogs. In short, my role would be to expand the gangs influence and territory, hopefully leading to the breaking of the cartel.

My identity was based on a real-life crime figure turned DEA informant; a Dominican named “Marisol Santiago,” who worked for a medium-sized drug cartel out of Columbia and Mexico. She was apprehended in Mexico and turned by the DEA. Her photo was doctored to look like mine, and she was allowed to continue her work for the cartel.

For this assignment, she was removed from the field, and I picked up where she left off. I had much material to study about the real “Marisol Santiago,” her mannerisms, history, etc. Lots of videotapes, films, and interviews. Her cartel, the one we wanted to bust, thought they were sending her up to New York at the request of the New York gang. It was believed that the New York players were controlled by the main cartel, and that they would “fear me” because I represented “the home office,” just like in a straight law-abiding business.

If I passed scrutiny, the plan had a chance to work. If it failed, I would be torn to pieces by a chainsaw, and killed - then tortured and dumped! The DEA guy painted a chilling picture, with actual photos of past unfortunates. I needed my dark sense of humor to pull this off. No one laughed at my little joke.

So the stage was set for “Marisol Santiago” and “Sanchez” to arrive in New York. Carlos took us to a collision place in the South Bronx, which was where this operation took place out of. Our covers would be safely in place - hopefully, and we could get to work.

The NY boss was a stocky, muscular bald-headed guy named Pablo who wore a tank top, shorts, and sandals. But what caught my attention was the huge bulge under his shorts. My excitement was heightened by the sense of danger involved. He looked at me through slit eyes with an “I want to bone you badly baby” kind of expression. His arms were covered in tattoos that seemed to twitch as I walked by.

I was wearing my sexiest outfit – with a very short leather skirt, padded thong to hide my huge boner, tons of makeup, and hoop earrings. I looked like a Dominican goddess.

After Carlos made the introductions for me and “Sanchez,” we got to work. During the whole time we spoke in Spanish and Pablo couldn’t take his eyes off of me.

I proved my worth by packing twenty kilos of pure cocaine from a previous shipment inside of a new Chrysler minivan. Pablo’s men were impressed watching me work. After I was done, one of Pablo’s guys brought out two Belgian German Shepherds that were drug sniffing dogs. They couldn’t find a thing and Pablo looked at me with a salacious grin.

The van would be driven to an as yet unknown location where members of the cartel were waiting to break it down and distribute it. Sanchez was to pass the information along to our superiors.

My job, which I accepted gladly, was to distract Pablo, which if our first meeting was any indicator of success, would be easy. What I had planned was something that the department was too embarrassed to ask me to do, and most likely wouldn’t even want to know.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

____________________________

____


After the van drove off, the gang had about a week to wait around until the next shipment was due to arrive. In the meantime, they continued with their work of stealing cars and distributing drugs off to the local dealers. On a Tuesday afternoon I found myself alone with Pablo. We spoke in Spanish the whole time.

For a monster, Pablo was quite affable and tried hard to make a good impression. If he had known what I was really thinking, he could have saved his efforts. I was a sure thing. From the moment he walked into the garage, I was hot to have him inside me. I had pre cum on the inside of my satin panties. There was something about a hot guy and danger that made me crazy.

I was craving his cock more than all the cheap thrills I got from the neighborhood bars. My fingernails were tingling, dying to dig them into his tattooed arms as he humped me from behind.

I had a hard time concentrating on what he was saying. I had to constantly remind myself that I was here to do a job; a very dangerous job.

“ . . . So that’s how me and your boss from Cartagena got to know each other. Hey, Chica! Are you listening to me?” I was only half-listening. The other half of me was fantasizing about that throbbing Latin monster under his gym shorts. I knew the story anyway from my briefings.

“Oh yeah, sorry Pablo. (I had to think fast). It’s just the way you met Manuel sounded so much like my story.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t fuck him right away, now did I Chica?”

“Oh, of course not,” I giggled.

“Come over here into the light, and let me get a good look at you baby,” he said. His breath smelled like beer and cigars. “Umm, I love the way you smell,” and, leaning into me, he rolled the back of his fingers down my face and my long, shiny, black hair. I wore heavy mascara, ruby colored lipstick, and my lashes were naturally long.

I did what came naturally to me next. I bit my lower lip, and looking him right in the eyes, I grabbed his crotch, and he hissed through his clenched teeth.

“Let’s get out of this garage and go upstairs to my office,” he said.

“Sure, let’s go. I’m dying to see what you got under those shorts.”

He turned around to me on the downstairs landing and kissed me hard on the lips. His tongue found mine and we twisted them around each other’s. I dug my long, painted fingernails into his crotch some more, tracing the outline of his long snake from ball sack to tip.

“It’s more comfortable upstairs Chica,” he gasped, grinding his crotch into mine, and running his hands over my upper body as he kissed me. Tangled up together we made our way upstairs to Pablo’s office. There was nothing special about it, just a desk, chair, and a large, long, plush couch. As soon as he backed into the room pulling me, he locked the door and pulled the shades down over the windows.

He was cursing like an excited schoolboy, and pulled at my white-laced camisole, pulling it over my head, my bra showing my budding cleavage. It wasn’t spectacular, but certainly passable. I was well on my way to becoming a shemale. I liked the term much better than “transgender female” anyway.

I quickly undid my bra snap and shimmied out of it dropping it to the floor. I gave my head a shake, and let my long, shiny, brunette wig cover my bare tits. I straddled Pablo, grinning at him and pulling his shorts down with my teeth which made him crazy. He was all commando, and I found myself staring at a brown replica of a silicone dildo you might find on AMAZON. It was hard as a rock, at least nine inches and wide. I never saw anything like it before in my life; only on YOUTUBE videos.

Pablo was smiling. “What’s the matter Chica, too big for you?” he said, laughing. I was never one to back down from a challenge, and I was certainly ready to take this one on. I didn’t answer him, but teased him, kissing the tip of his cock with my moist, ruby lips.

I pulled up his shirt as I took the tip of his cock in my mouth between my lips. I made a tight seal and used my tongue to lick around the sides of it. His eyes were closed, and he was mumbling something. Now I took his shaft, just the first third and it almost filled my mouth. I was a maestro with my tongue conducting a strange, erotic symphony of pleasure. I rubbed my tongue along the sensitive bottom of his cock. It became nice and slick, and it was easy for me to open my mouth wide and slide up and down his whole shaft.

I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to, but suddenly he pulled off me, and said, “I want some of that wet, slippery pussy of yours Chica.”

Thinking fast, not ready to reveal myself yet, I flipped around on him, my ass with the pink G-String in his face and said, “I want you to fuck my tight little asshole. It’s more delicious, I promise you Pablo.”

“Ooooh, you are so evil Chica. Yeah, let’s DO IT!” With a quick motion, I reached behind me and pushed the G-String off to the side, and grabbed my bag off the floor. I had a tube of K-Y Jelly. I knew for sure I would need it for this one. I took a nice amount and rubbed it all over my boy pussy, or “bussy,” and stuck a bit inside which made me gasp. Then I squeezed out some more and lathered it all over that cock which my fingers could barely make their way around.

He had great control and didn’t cum yet. As soon as my fingers left him, he stuck his cock inside the entrance to my tight, little bussy.

“Oh wow Chica,” he grunted, “You’re so tight!” He felt so good. I loved to play with a dildo collection I had, but he was bigger than anything I had. Every girl knows that there’s nothing like the real thing. Pablo was about as real as it gets.

He was like an animal, pounding and pounding me, hissing at me. I could feel his ball sack hitting my ass cheeks, and I was as hard as a rock under my gaff. I fought the urge to touch myself, but it was too much. I grabbed my shaft, and felt that feeling of pressure and pleasure welling up inside of me – he hit my “P-Spot.”

I felt Pablo’s jizz gush inside of me, filling me with that wet warmth. I could feel some of it leaking out down my butt cheeks. I shot my load too. The front of my gaff was all wet and sticky. That, I did not want Pablo to see.

He surprised me. I felt his lips and tongue licking the front of my cherry bussy, and the jizz dribbling down me, and I stiffened and loved every second of it. I was even getting hard again. Then he spun me around and kissed me some more. Both of us were sweating. “Would you like some wine, Chica?”

“Yes, thank you Pablo. You were wonderful.”

While Pablo went to his cabinet to get the wine and the glasses, I reached into my bag and pulled out my pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and lit up. I made sure to smoke very sensuously in front of him. As soon as he made his way to the table with the wine and the glasses, I saw he was hard again; evidence perhaps of a tad of a smoke fetish. I smiled. I wondered what he would taste like, cumming in my mouth.

He sat down next to me, and he proposed a toast. “To a very profitable business venture and to a new relationship,” he said grinning from ear to ear.

“Oh,” I said, doing my best to sound coy. “It seems like you want some more of me, eh Pablo?” I glanced quickly at his shorts, and he knew I was referring to his massive erection. He laughed, put down his drink, and grabbed me around the shoulders and kissed me harder than before. I was to him like a drug, mysterious, addicting. I was loving it, almost forgetting the reason I was with him in the first place.

Like an animal, I pulled his shorts down, going to work on his cock again. This time there was a mixture of K-Y Jelly and his own sticky cum on his cock, which soon became a wet sponge. He thrusted at me, his balls slapping me in the face as I took all of him inside me. I kept my lips in a tight seal, tonguing and sucking him faster and faster. His hands were balled up in fists, pulling at my hair and pushing my head deep into his lap.

“Don’t stop Chica,” he squealed like a schoolboy. I kept going and I felt the pressure of a fire hydrant go off inside my mouth, warm and sticky. It was like he never came before, even though it was just twenty minutes since he exploded into my bussy. I sucked all of him in, then pulling off him, and grabbing his cock between my fingers. The last few shots of his cum hit me in the eyes, cheeks, and forehead. My eyes were misted over, and he pulled off me, studying my face for a second, and then he licked all the cum off my face, my mascara and eye shadow running.

He started kissing my breasts which sent me into orbit and an icicle plunging down the length of my body. I was dying to fuck him, but how could I reveal myself to this guy. Potentially, he could snap my neck in a fit of rage if he ever found out the truth.

“You know, “ Pablo said. “Manuel never said if he fucked you or not.” I was going to say something, but he pre-empted me.

“Don’t worry Chica, he doesn’t have to know anything about us.”

“That’s good,” I said. “Because Pablo,” and I brushed my nails gently across his face, “You’re more of a man than Manuel could ever be.” My flattery was working. I knew he wouldn’t say a thing. From the way he was talking earlier, it sounded like he wanted some more independence from the crew in Columbia and Mexico, and I would be a big part of his plan. I didn’t think he would be willing to let go of me so easily. Things seemed to be falling into place, in a very strange sort of way.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

____________________________

____


So where are you staying tonight Chica? This is your first day in New York,” Pablo asked.

“Manuel has a cousin in Manhattan. I’m staying with her.” That was a situation neither the DEA nor the NYPD foresaw happening. As soon as I got home, I would have to speak to the captain.

“OK, so how will you get there?” Pablo asked.

“Carlos is going to take Sanchez and me,” I said, referring of course, to my partner, the other undercover.

“You know Marisol,” Pablo said, the first time he called me by my first name. “If Manuel’s cousin doesn’t mind, you could stay overnight with me in my penthouse in Manhattan.”

“Yes, I’d love that!” I said, jumping on top of Pablo and hooking my skinny legs around his strong waist, arms around his shoulders; kissing him.

“But not tonight, I’m afraid. I need to get settled first with Manuel’s cousin. It’s been a while since we’ve seen each other.”

“Oh, of course. No problem. Perhaps this weekend,” Pablo said, a little disappointed. But Pablo feared Manuel, and he didn’t want Manuel to know that he was falling for the newest member of his organization. Later that night, I would have to give my report to the captain and the DEA agent, and they would have to tell the real Marisol what was happening, so she could give a report to Manuel. It was a dangerous business. One slip up could mean death.

So the three of us left the garage around nine o’clock that first evening. Sanchez, me, and Carlos. We stopped off at a diner in Long Island City, away from Pablo and his gang. I had to report to the captain and the DEA when I got home.

“How did the distribution go?” I asked.

“Good, I got to know all the small fish in Pablo’s chain. When the next big delivery comes in, that’s when we’ll make our move,” Sanchez said. By now, it was obvious to him and Carlos that I was a bisexual, or whatever they wanted to think of me. I think they just thought of me as a woman. I’d have thought they would have been curious to know if Pablo had found out I had a cock yet. But that was none of their business.

“I don’t want Pablo to be present when they go to the dock for the shipment. The gang will be easier to round up if the big boss – ‘el jefe’ isn’t there,” I said.

“I agree,” Sanchez said. “How will you arrange that?”

I thought for a while about that. I had some girlfriends (all shemales), and I could arrange for them to be at Pablo’s garage the night of the shipment. I could explain to him that we needed to celebrate. We had a couple of weeks until the next container ship carrying the Columbian coke came in.

Over the next ten days or so, I was still busy with Sanchez loading cars with bricks of coke, seeing them off and then fucking and sucking Pablo. He was content with fucking my bussy and never once asked to see my “pussy.” I thought it a bit strange, but there was an element of fear still of what would happen if this macho Hispanic drug lord ever knew the truth about me.

Finally the schedule of the shipment came into Pablo’s office. On Tuesday night, the container ship would dock in the Port of Newark, and his gang would board the ship and take the drugs out and transport them in Pablo’s van to his “body shop” in the South Bronx, where I would get to work and pack the bricks into several cars – all newly stolen. This is where the shipment was most vulnerable; on the way from the port to the shop in the Bronx. It was the logical place for the bust to take place. After Pablo’s crew was rounded up, his office would be raided, and he would be arrested. Of course, “Marisol” would be arrested too, so my cover wouldn’t be blown. I just hoped I wouldn’t be killed.

I had a look at a locker in Pablo’s office. There were enough small arms in there to take over a small Banana Republic.

The Saturday night before, I decided to stay over at Pablo’s Penthouse overlooking Central Park West. I made sure to wear the sluttiest outfit I could find, and the most alluring makeup. I told a few of my close friends about it. They knew I was a cop and when I told them I was undercover, they were all excited. Pablo wanted to have a real party of it, so some of his trusted crew came over as well.

At nine o’clock on Saturday evening, I came over with two of my girlfriends, Ruby, and Dolores - from the NYPD makeup division. I knew I could trust them, and I needed some backup in case things went south. As it turned out, Ruby was a shemale cop as well, having come out three years ago, and was about thirty. Dolores introduced us. There was no need for them to use fake names.

Pablo greeted us, drink in hand. He wore a business suit, and in spite of his bald head and his fat neck, he looked like a, well, a well-dressed gangster. He had two friends milling around the bar, Dominguez, and Velasquez. Carole and Ruby made their way towards them after Pablo made the introductions.

“So Chica, how do you like my place?”

“It’s breathtaking Pablo,” I said, being totally honest. “Whoever said crime doesn’t pay?”

He laughed, and handed me a drink from the bar. It was a whisky, straight up. I lit a cigarette and looked around. One entire wall was a picture window overlooking Central Park.

Dolores and Ruby didn’t waste any time. They each found places in the enormous living room where they could be alone with Dominguez and Velasquez. Pablo took me over to where the fireplace was. There was a long sofa in front of it. It was a chilly night and the warmth from the fire felt good.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

___________________________

____


Iwas ravenous. I went straight for Pablo’s crotch, like so many other times. Except tonight, I thought I would reveal the true me. I felt safer with Ruby and Dolores around. I hoped they had their service weapons with them in their bags.

Pablo started to moan as I teased him with my fingernails on his cock and took my time, pulling his zipper up and down, like a tease. I liked it when he got impatient. He was like a little child at times. He began kissing me, hoping that the fury of his kisses might make me go faster and pull out his treasured cock, but he was wrong this time.

I unbuttoned his dress shirt and ran my fingernails now over his chest, and he was moaning with his eyes closed. I was getting excited by his play and took pity on him. I pulled his cock out and started sucking on it, slowly, taking little breaks and looking up at him smiling.

“My Chica likes to tease I see.”

“I can do more than that Pablo.”

So far he must have fucked my ass about twenty times since I got to know him. He suddenly stood up, pulling his pants up and walked me into his bedroom, which was just as spacious as the living room. He had a little altar set up in the corner of the room to pay homage to “Santa Muerte,” the “Saint of Death,” who was supposed to be the guardian saint of the drug cartels. It shocked me for a moment by its hideousness.

Pablo ignored it and pulled me down onto the bed, taking his pants down and kicking them off along with his boxers. He lied down on his back, and I straddled him like I usually did and began sucking his cock. I went at it furiously, getting all nine inches in my mouth. It was so wide that my mouth was fully open, and I didn’t have to close my lips that much to completely encircle and close around it. I slid up and down it easily, slurping, and going faster and faster.

He flipped me over suddenly and went right for my ass, not waiting for any K-Y Jelly and spitting on my bussy and his hand, rubbing his cock with it. I felt him line up against me again and start pounding me. By now I was used to it, and he slid inside me easily. It didn’t take long for him to hit my P-Spot, and I moaned at the same time he unleashed his jizz with full fury, filling me up completely. Again, I leaked his hot cum out of my ass, and I was consumed with pleasure, having my own “sissygasm.” Each time we did it, it got better and better.

He pulled out and did that thing with his tongue which turned me on so; sucking and licking all the jizz off my ass and butt cheeks. Both of us were sweating profusely, and we turned around and kissed deeply. Something told me the time was right. I pulled away from Pablo and got on my knees in front of him.

“Pablo,” I said. “I haven’t truly been honest with you.”

“What do you mean Chica?” he said, just a bit confused.

“Look here baby,” I said.

I pulled the wet front of my G-String away to the side, and my eight inch she-cock popped out. I intently watched his face for some reaction, maybe expecting him to pull out a machete or a pistol and kill me right there, but it was something I just had to do. I was really taking my chances here, because the real Marisol was a biological woman, and if Manuel ever told Pablo about fucking her I was in real trouble.

To my shock, Pablo just grinned.

“I can’t believe it Chica! I want you even more now! I love it, I mean I love being fucked by a real shemale!” he laughed. “But if you tell anyone about this, especially Manuel, I’m afraid I’ll have to kill you!” and he laughed hysterically and then pulled me closer for a kiss. I was stunned, but I was happy.

I reached into my bag and went straight for the K-Y Jelly because Pablo was already on all fours with his ass up to me. I lubed up his ass and put some of the slickness on my she-cock as well. It was already hard, and I almost came from touching myself. I’m very sensitive! I made him moan with pleasure as I stuck some of the K-Y into his ass.

My only concern was if he would be able to take all of me. I would soon find out. I lined up the head of my cock with his cherry asshole, and played around at the entrance, teasing a little bit. Now I penetrated him, just the head of my cock entering his boy pussy, and he hissed. I went back and forth, slowly grinding, and moving my cock around and around like a mixing spoon inside his ass. He was loving it, and even backed up on my she-cock penetrating me further inside him.

I took over now, and went inside him all the way, meeting little resistance. I had a feeling that Pablo wasn’t telling me something, that maybe he liked doing this himself. I went faster and faster, my balls were slamming his butt cheeks with an intensity I hadn’t known before.

Pablo’s hands now gripped his massive cock with his whole fist, pumping it up and down as I hit his P-Spot. He yelled in pleasure and shot his whole load onto the bed sheets, his jizz dripping down between his fingers. I came soon after, the warmth of my cum encircling my cock. It was so long that I was on this side of the game, I forgot how good it felt. Well you know what they say: It’s always better to give than to receive!

My jizz now dripped down the sides of his butt cheeks, and I couldn’t help myself. My tongue just went right for his cum, my lips sucking it all in. He flipped around me, and we kissed some more, playfully touching. He squeezed my nipples between his fingers, and it sent shockwaves of pleasure through me.

We fucked all night, and when we came out of his bedroom at four o’clock in the morning, Dolores and Ruby were sleeping on the couch, Dominguez and Velasquez having left already, either going home or back to the garage.

I got dressed, kissed Pablo goodbye, collected Dolores and Ruby and we left.

“So how were they?” I asked.

“They behaved themselves,” Dolores said. I let both of them fuck my bussy and Ruby here, gave up hers as well. I don’t think they knew we were shemales. If we get together again, maybe we’ll tell them.” Ruby laughed.

“Yeah, I liked Velasquez, maybe I’ll see him again, although it would be a little awkward, I mean you’re the one undercover Alicia!”

“I revealed the ‘true me’ to Pablo,” I said.

“Really?” Dolores said. “How did he take it?”

I looked at her and grinned. “Like a man, like a real man!” We had a good laugh.

On Sunday I was off, and Monday was back to business at the garage. The shipment was coming in tomorrow night at nine o’clock – Tuesday. As far as Pablo knew, I was spending time with Manuel’s cousin, Berta. In fact, Berta really was Manuel’s cousin. She was turned by the DEA as well.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

____________________________

____


As usual, I wasn’t going down to the dock to meet the shipment. Pablo’s two trusted men, Dominguez and Velasquez were going to do that with the other five guys from Pablo’s crew. Me and Sanchez would meet the van and do the packing in the cars at the garage. The weak point was always the transport of the drugs from the terminal to the factory. Pablo always had a couple of SUVs following the van with heavily armed men inside.

This time, however, it was different. Pablo was very creative. He recently purchased, just for this job an armored car and called it “ARROW HEAD SECURITY.” He got uniforms for his men, and they carried an arsenal in the truck. It was to be used from now on strictly for transport of merchandise from the Newark Terminal to the factory where we would load it into the stolen cars for distribution. Who in their right mind would stop an armored car?

The way it would go down, according to the DEA and the Port Authority Police, was they would bust the crew at the dock, intercepting the loading of the armored car, and then head over to the garage and bust Pablo and his crew.

Sanchez and I filled in the DEA about when and where the shipment was coming from. We got them every detail including the container numbers on the ship. Nothing was left to chance. To be honest, I was having mixed emotions about it all. Sort of a “Stockholm Syndrome,” where a “captive” begins to sympathize with their captors.

I became very attached to Pablo and had a real dilemma. When the shoe dropped, and it was due to drop soon, should I “come clean” to him, level with him and plan a sort of escape with him? I’ve never had a lover like him before – so caring, so loving, but still, and this was a big still – incredibly evil.

The DEA and Port Authority Police arrived about two hours before the ship, under Panamanian registry, was due to dock. The SWAT teams would hide in place, but not too close for discovery. However Pablo was clever. He had his own sniper far enough away to observe any suspicious activity on the dock. I found this out and got the information to the DEA.

Pablo and I had some time at the office before the shipment was due to arrive. He had a shortwave radio with a secure frequency to stay in touch with his crew on the outside. There was only one way to relieve the tension at the office. Pablo grabbed me from behind and started kissing me on the neck. It sent chills down my body. I turned around, we embraced and began kissing, hard. He practically ripped my starched cotton blouse off that was tied in front just below my breasts.

I was kissing his bare chest, and all the strange tattoos, mostly Santeria symbols that he had since his teen years in the DR. In the DR, in the rough neighborhood Pablo grew up in, there were two opportunities for a boy like Pablo. Either become a sports star, soccer or especially baseball, or turn to a life of crime. Pablo took the life of crime. He told me he didn’t much care for organized sports.

Now I went to work on his zipper, playing with it and slowly pulling it down. But Pablo had something else in mind that he never did with me before. He pulled the zipper of my jeans down, and moved my thong aside and pulled out my cock. He smacked his lips, kissed it lightly and went to work on my she-cock.

“Now Chica,” he said, “You’re going to have the time of your life.” My heart was racing, and I breathed deeply. He was gentle and I was in no hurry. He played with my she-cock, running his lips and his tongue over the tip, locking his lips together and forming a tight seal. His tongue circled me, around and around, placing the tip of his tongue in my slit. Now he took me on full, sucking and slurping, forming a vacuum and not letting any air in or out.

I was soon on complete autopilot, pressing my hips to his face and meeting his every thrust. I had the palms of my hands pressing onto the top of his bald head, my fingernails digging into his scalp. He was moaning through his sucks. I couldn’t take any more torture. “I’m gonna’ cum!” I shouted.

“Yeah Chica, come on baby,” he yelled – urgent. I shot a full load of my juice into his mouth, just the same as I would do if I had a real pussy. But to me, this was my pussy. Squirt after squirt came out in a steady jet. My jizz was rolling down the sides of Pablo’s cheeks, like rainwater. I pulled out of his mouth and licked my cum off of his face and lips, sticking my tongue in his mouth to suck every bit of jizz off of him. After we were both satisfied, I lit a cigarette and lie next to him on top of the bed.

“You know Chica,” he said softly. “I wish we could go somewhere nice and stay for a week and not even leave the bedroom for a minute.”

I laughed. “You mean not even for food?”

He smiled. “You’re the only thing I want to eat,” he said half-kidding. We both laughed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight

____________________________

___


We left the upstairs loft and came downstairs to the office. Pablo was nervous, grateful to me for breaking some of the tension of the moment. The operation was in full swing. The ship had finally docked and the crew, all cartel members, let Pablo’s men come aboard the ship. They had their flashlights out, red filters in place. They were dressed in combat gear, vests, and equipment with ammunition. Normally cargo was unloaded during the daytime, but in this business nighttime was the preferred time of day.

Pablo was standing by the radio, getting situation reports and giving instructions to his men. Sanchez was getting nervous, trying not to look so obvious, mingling with Pablo’s men onboard the ship and scanning for signs of the SWAT team, and he hoped the sniper was being taken care of.

The DEA guys spotted Pablo’s sniper on a far container roof about a half-mile away from the drug shipment. One of them stealthily climbed to the top of the container and wearing rubber soled boots wasn’t making a sound. He pulled out a K-Bar Marine Corps knife and quickly grabbed Pablo’s man by the forehead, pulling it back quickly and cut the jugular vein of the sniper in one swift move. He nodded to his friend who scanned the other rooftops of the container ship for any more surprises.

Now, Pablo’s men were blind. The DEA let them go about their work, positively identifying the right container and bringing crates up to load the cocaine. This was probably the biggest shipment of the whole year – Christmastime for the cartel.

Now the DEA team went to work, the snipers picking off the perimeter guards one by one. By the time they saw the green laser pointers on their chests they were dead. Most of Pablo’s men were trained in Columbia by the American military – ex Columbian Special Forces. Not an easy bunch to go quietly in the night. But so far, the government was lucky.

After five kills, the crew at the port knew something was wrong, when none of the guards were answering their radios. Soon the sounds of silenced small arms fire pinging off metal could be heard on the ship. Pablo at his station heard it as well, coming over his shortwave radio. His face took on an ashen complexion.

“I should have been at the port with my men!” he shouted to no one on particular. He reached into his gun cabinet and handed me a P-90 automatic rifle.

“I think we may have some company soon Chica!” He announced. I saw a frightening bloodthirsty look come over his face. “They dare to fuck with ME? Then those pigs will get what’s coming to them. Go downstairs and tell those guys to arm up! Place some of them outside for an ambush Chica.”

“Okay Jefe,” I said, using his action name. He was glued to the shortwave. “Valencia, come in! What the fuck is going on there?” Pablo said urgently.

“It was a trap Jefe; they knew when the shipment was coming in exactly. They must have been in place for hours waiting for it. I think we have a traitor in our group!”

“Thank you Valencia. Kill them all, do you hear me? Kill them all.” There was no static on the radio, just the rattle of the small arms fire and now stun grenades.

Soon above the ship, a Blackhawk helicopter appeared with a searchlight. When Pablo was told this, he put his head down and cursed.

A thought crossed Pablo’s mind, an impossible one. Could Marisol and Sanchez, the two newest members of his gang be informants, or undercover police? But that was impossible, no? They were vetted by Manuel in Columbia. There was just one thing to do now. He grabbed his sat phone and called Manuel. At the same time, he called outside to the garage where his men were putting on vests and loading their weapons, Marisol among them with her P-90.

“Chica, come in here please!” He called outside to her.

*****

I heard Pablo calling me as I was busy strapping the vest on. I became a little nervous. I was hoping and praying the assault team knew there was a friendly in the garage. I would return fire and aim high once the shooting started. I was “assured” they had a description of me.

I walked through the big doors to Pablo’s office. He was standing with his ass leaning against the desk and his arms folded. A suspicious look on his face.

“Come here Chica,” he said. “I have Manuel on the sat phone. He wants to speak to you.”

A shiver ran down my body, but my facial expression was more of annoyance, like an I don’t have time for this shit kind of expression. “Hello Manuel,” I said.

“Marisol, Pablo tells me the gringos have intercepted the shipment at Newark. This will ruin me! What do you know about it??”

“Me? Nothing Manuel.”

“I sent you up there Marisol to make sure this kind of thing doesn’t happen. You are my right arm!”

“Tell me,” he said. “How is my cousin Consuela doing? She must me happy to see you. Did she recover from her auto accident?” I froze. The DEA never mentioned much about Manuel’s cousin to me. I think that was a bad move on their part. I had no choice but to ad lib.

“She’s fine Manuel . . . but she doesn’t like to talk about the car accident. Maybe she has some PTS disorder about it.”

There was silence on the other end of the line. We were on speaker, and Pablo had his arms folded, looking at me.

“Marisol, let me speak to Pablo please,” Manuel said.

The speaker was shut off and both of them were talking. I just caught snippets of the conversation, but Pablo was looking at me. I could tell he wasn’t happy at all. He hung up the line and there was a bit of silence with Pablo looking grim and staring out the window of his office now.

“So Chica,” Pablo said slowly. I could tell he was restraining himself. “Manuel’s sister is named ‘Berta,’ NOT Consuela. Also, she was never in a car accident. He suspected something was wrong and he wanted to trip you up. I think he succeeded, no? He wants me to kill you now.”

“Pablo, I want you to listen to me carefully, and please reason with me.”

“REASON WITH YOU!?? Reason with you?? Marisol, or whatever the fuck your name is. You’re a fucking cop, and Sanchez – that “puta” too! My men at the dock are dead, the shipment is in the DEA’s hands. Now, they are coming for me. My men are prepared to die for me and take them on, whoever they send. Tell me Chica, what will you do??? Join the fight and kill me? You wanna handcuff me now? You betrayed me!”

“it is only my feelings for you that stop me from pulling the trigger now.” He pulled out a Glock 9mm pistol from the back of his pants waist, and pointed it at me, priming a round in the chamber. His hand was shaking, and I could see tears rolling down his eyes. “Maybe we should die together, eh?”

“No, Pablo no. When I first took this assignment, I didn’t know,” I said looking down with a low voice. I was about to make a life-altering decision that once made, I could never go back from. “I didn’t know how much I love our time together. I fell in love with you Pablo, and I’m willing to, to flee with you now! To go somewhere they will never find us, where we can live together – always.”

He laughed like I never saw him laugh before. He looked at me and couldn’t stop.

Slowly, he walked towards me. Part of me said I should flee, another part told me I should stay, that I should trust him. He grabbed me around the waist, and he looked deeply into my eyes, and he kissed me. “I never saw you look more beautiful than you do now, Chica.”

I could feel like I did, maybe it was because of fright, maybe it opened my eyes more, and some of my natural beauty came out more.

“You know I’m like an eel, Chica. No one takes Pablo alive. I’m going to give you a choice. I love you too and I would never kill you. I know Manuel would, but I would never. I’m planning to leave here, to escape, and I want you to come with me. We’ll go to a place where they will never find us. Someplace that doesn’t have an extradition treaty with the United States. Of course it will mean that you can never come home again. What do you say? Time is fleeting. The “Federales” will be here soon – within the hour. Should I abandon my men and leave with you now? If I let them go, it will give us some extra time. What do you say?”

This was the most important decision I would ever have to make. I found my soul mate in this dangerous drug lord. I would never see Dolores, Ruby, or my other friends again. I could never contact my sister or my parents again – no one.

I ran closer to Pablo and jumped up on him like I did once before, shortly after we met. I wrapped my legs around his and I kissed him deeply, my arms around his broad, tattooed shoulders.

We broke off the kiss and I said to him, “Come on, what the hell are we waiting for?” And just like that, we ran off into the night.

SIX MONTHS LATER – THE SUDAN

Pablo and I got used to life in another country, no, more like it was another world – but we were happy. I still have some regrets, but I suppose as time goes on, they will become less and less. I know that Pablo made the Ten Most Wanted poster of the FBI. Maybe they figured that I was either killed or kidnapped. But as far as I knew, I was off the radar.

This is what happens to a shemale when she becomes “The Crime Boss’s Sissy.”

❤️❤️❤️
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