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_______________________________________________

_____________________


Iwas fresh out of the police academy here in the Big Apple. I know, it’s a strange and difficult time to be in law enforcement, but it’s something I’ve dreamed about since I was a kid. Eventually, I wanna be a lawyer and go to school parttime, so I thought being a cop would give me some good training in the law.

I got my first assignment at a precinct near Greenwich Village in Lower Manhattan. I’m twenty-two years old, and let me start by saying that I’m not a crewcut, buffed cop with mirrored sunglasses and beefy arms you’d expect to see getting out of a patrol car, or walking a beat. In the academy I just managed to squeak through the physical requirements - I was the shortest guy in my class, and have kind of a slender build and somewhat wide hips. My classmates at the academy called me “Tinker Bell,” and the nickname followed me through to this first assignment, because Doug – my nemesis and bully first at college; Hofstra University, and then at the police academy, mercilessly teased me and pulled pranks on me.

Now I could finally afford to move out of my parent’s house on Long Island and get my own apartment in the city. The rents are sky high in New York, and I thought about getting a roommate. That’s when I was shocked when Doug, of all people asked if he could share an apartment with me. He was in the same domestic position as I was – both of us the same age, living at home, and single. Somehow, after the academy he seemed to mellow out, and since we were both rookies at the same precinct, he approached me one day in the locker room.

“Hey Frank, how’s it going?” He never talked with me except to tease or insult me, so what could he possibly want?

“Uh, ok Doug, what can I do for you?”

“Well, first, I wanna apologize for being a shithead with you in college, and the academy,” he said with what seemed like a sincere apologetic tone. No one was more surprised than him when he saw me at the academy on our first day. Naturally the bullying continued there.

“Look,” he continued. “I never thought you’d make it through the academy. I always thought you’d be the first one to drop out, and I kind of respect you for making it through. You’ve got guts, I’ll grant you that.”

“Well thanks Doug, I appreciate it,” I said, still wary of his intentions towards me.

“Listen, you know it’s a big commute from Long Island to work, and I was thinking about getting an apartment here in the city. You live in East Meadow, right?”

“Yes I do.”

“Well, I live in Levittown, so we’re practically neighbors,” he said smiling.

“Yeah, I was thinking of getting an apartment too, and because of rents being what they are here, I’ve thought of getting a roommate.”

“Yeah!” he said. “Same. I think you’re the quiet type, and I kind of know you . . . well, sort of,” he said with some embarrassment – guilt probably for all the hell he put me through. “And I thought maybe you’d like to rent an apartment with me. You know, after these shifts sleep is important, and you’re not an anonymous asshole that’s gonna play loud music and be a pain in the ass.”

An off-hand sort of compliment, but I’ll take it, I thought. Doug was popular on campus, and the guys in the frat he was in thought he kind of a slob, but that wasn’t a big deal. I could handle that, as long as my stuff wasn’t messed with. (The “Odd Couple” 2.0)

“Okay, I’ll do it. Let’s both look, and then we’ll talk about it.”

“Really?” he said with some surprise.

“Yeah, I think it could work, unless I have to call the cops for battery,” I said, which made him laugh. I was semi-serious.

“Okay deal,” he said, and we both shook on it, his hand almost crushing mine. We weren’t partners, and he had nights, and I had days for the time being. I was coming off my shift and he had the four to midnight. Both of us were assigned to foot patrols, and while I was usually busy with drunks urinating on sidewalks, and breaking up fights, his shift was relatively quiet.

In school, Doug was popular with the girls, and I wasn’t. In fact, I was still a virgin. I had no real skills in relationships with women. I wondered how he kept up a social life with this job. A lot of the other cops usually met their future spouses and girlfriends through introduction, but who, I thought, would want to introduce me to anyone?

So one weekend I was online looking up apartments and I found a two bedroom apartment in Murray Hill, which wasn’t too far from the Village – just a couple of subway stops, like between the UN and the Empire State Building. It looked nice online and so I called Doug, and we made up to meet the realtor there on a Sunday afternoon. We both had to find cops to switch with which meant we’d have to return the favor someday, but this was important.

The place was okay, so in two weeks we moved in. We hired a large moving van which stopped off at Doug’s parent’s house and then mine. None of us had much and we had no furniture, except for our beds from home, so when we went to buy a couple of chairs, sofa and tables, the sales people must have thought we were a gay couple, because of my body build and appearance. I didn’t really care much because we were getting our lives on track. Doug stopped calling me “Tinker Bell,” so I suppose that’s progress.

♦️♦️♦️


2

____________________________

_________________


On a Tuesday morning, right after roll call, Lieutenant McCoy called me into his office. “Officer Greenblatt, I’d like to see you in my office.”

“Yes Sir,” I said, and followed the lieutenant through the glass door with his name on the outside.

“Have a seat Frank,” he said, rather cordially. I was very curious and a bit scared. I was only a rookie for three months, and I couldn’t think of anything I did wrong.

“So, how do you like being on the job so far?”

“Good Sir.”

“Nice,” he said looking through my folder. I arrested a guy for a bodega robbery about a week ago, and the guy had a knife, which I quickly relieved him of. He looked up at me. “We’ve been trying to catch that guy for a couple of months now; good work.”

“Thank you Sir.”

He looked me over and pulled out a thick folder. “How’d you like to go undercover?” he asked, hands folded on his desk and smiling at me.

I saw this as an opportunity; maybe even a “quick way” to get on the road to detective!

“Sure lieutenant, what do I have to do?”

“Well, let me explain the assignment. If you don’t want to do it I’ll understand, but I think you’d be really good. Want me to continue?”

“Sure,” I said. He just told me I could refuse if I wanted to, but I had a feeling that if I did refuse, I might not get another chance to “prove myself” for a while.

“Okay. There is a big problem with prostitution here, especially in this precinct. Some stats came out that show this area has one of the highest levels. Frequently, these women belong to gangs, and there are usually drugs and violence involved. Many of the self-respecting ‘Johns’ get rolled and hurt. I need a few officers to go undercover, and dress like hookers and go out and arrest the Johns. It’s really for their own protection, and when word gets out of the busts, the gangs may take their trade and seek other places. Frankly, I don’t care where they go, as long as it’s out of my precinct, understand?”

“So, let me get this straight. You want me to dress like a hooker and do what; walk the streets? I’ll be alone, it sounds dangerous.”

“We have you covered Frank. You’ll be wired, and a radio car will always be a couple of blocks away. Plus, you’ll have a small Glock on you – Austrian made, the best; and you won’t be alone. There will be several of you, dressed up on other street corners nearby. You will be paired up with another undercover for a while with more experience who can ‘show you the ropes.’”

He continued. “Of course, if you see any drug deals going down, you can call it in. Or, if you feel threatened by any gang members who think you’re ‘crowding their turf,’ help will be there.”

I had lots of questions, but one rose to the top of my mind right away, although I thought I knew the answer. “Lieutenant, why did you pick me, out of all the six other rookies in the precinct?”

“Before I answer that question directly, I want to tell you that it’s not unusual for rookies to be thrown into areas where there is double-digit crime increases. The problem is manpower, and the lack of it; especially here. Now, why you? Please don’t take this as an insult Frank, but the captain and the inspector think, how shall I put this; that you could be a convincing undercover cop in this role.”

That was “shortspeak” for telling me I could pass as a girl “in this role.” I wasn’t really surprised because I took a lot of ribbing growing up, by people like Doug. I was also secretly pleased by this because for as long as I could remember; I always fantasized about dressing like a woman. I acted out on it as a teenager, sometimes trying on panties from my older sister Janet who was three years older than me, and out of the house with a family of her own. For me, it was a form of pleasant release.

“Now, I know you’re sharing an apartment with Doug Salvaggio. I don’t want you telling him, or any cop who is not in the program what your assignment is, okay?”

“Yes Sir.”

“So, are you on board, Frank?”

“I guess I am Sir. When do I start?

“Right away. I’m going to assign you to a female officer who will dress you, teach you how to put on makeup, and get ready to hit the streets. There will be a couple of training videos to watch, and some refamiliarization with the laws of prostitution; you know, like when to make the busts, etc.”

“And Frank – you do us good on this assignment, it will put you on the fast track to a promotion, like sergeant.”

That sounded good, because for one thing, undercover cops get a pay increase, and if I get a promotion once this assignment is over with, the sergeant’s pay will be nice indeed.

“Okay Frank, I want you report to Detective Marinelli. She’s in charge of this undercover unit, and she’ll,” he looked at me and smiled, “help you in your new role,” which was the lieutenant’s way of saying, “transition.”

“All right lieutenant, should I go now?”

“Yeah, yeah, she’s downstairs in B3.”

“Okay.” I stood there waiting to be dismissed or for whatever else he had to say.

“What are you waiting for Officer Greenblatt? Dismissed!”

“Yes Sir,” and I made my way downstairs to see Detective Marinelli.

Detective Marinelli’s office was in the precinct basement which was full of storage rooms with old computer terminals, the evidence room, and a small forensics lab, and the holding cells. Her office was bigger than the other rooms, and a bit crowded with a couple of free standing armoires, and boxes stacked on the floor. Her desk was really the only uncluttered space, containing a computer terminal, and a pencil sharpener bolted to the desk.

I knocked on the door, and a pleasant female voice said “Come in.”

I walked in, looking around at the mess, and the first thing she said was, “You must be Officer Greenblatt. Frank, right?”

“Yes ma’am,” I replied respectfully. I stood at ease, straight, with my legs spread and my hands folded behind me.

“Please, call me Louise, Frank. We’re very informal in this division. I’ve heard some good things about you from Lieutenant McCoy,” she said.

She was looking me over from head to toe, particularly my waist and my hands, which I held out for her to see. “Not bad, not bad. I think you’ll do just fine. Now before you go out on the street, there’s a couple of things you should know. First, when you come in for work, you’ll come in uniform, present for roll call, and then come down here to get changed, Okay? Secondly, you are to tell NO ONE what your assignment is.”

“Yes Louise.”

“Good, have a seat,” she said, pointing to the wooden chair in front of her desk.

She smiled at me. “I’m going to make you pretty Frank, but first we need a female name for you. What do you think of ‘Francine?’”

“Yeah, it’s got a nice ring to it.”

“Good, because that’s how you’ll be known in the unit from now on.”

“I have a question sergeant.”

“Go ahead.”

“Are all the officers in this unit men posing as women?”

“No, it’s a mix. I’d say close to fifty fifty.”

Detective Marinelli – Louise, was a beautiful woman with long auburn hair, that went down past her large breasts, which I couldn’t help staring at, a short black skirt, and a long sleeved blue blouse, buttons opened at the top, and she wore a lot of makeup – especially the mascara on her long eyelashes. She had radiant blue eyes, and was about my height – five feet eight inches.

To be honest, the assignment was interesting because I always wondered how I would look as a woman. In fact, just sitting here in her office, I had a huge hard on, which I think if I stood up she would notice. It wasn’t her specifically that turned me on, it was me, thinking about dressing to look like her – but sluttier. In other words, I was very turned on by the whole thing. 


“Now Francine, let’s get you dressed. Then afterwards we’ll watch the training videos. In fact, this whole week will be training before you join ‘your sisters’ (she laughed) out on the streets. Just one thing – you are not to tell a soul about your training here, okay? I want you to sign a non-disclosure agreement testifying to that.”

She pulled out a three page document with lots of fine print, with the official NYPD logo on it, and her name typed in as the commander of the unit.

“Louise?”

“Yes Francine.”

“What’s the name of this unit?”

“Very simple Francine. We’re just called ‘The Unit,’ okay?”

“Yes, that certainly is simple,” I said as she pushed the documents towards me.

Now the fun part began, and I was very excited. I stood up and Francine noticed my hard on, and she smiled at me, as if to say, ‘I see that!’ She went to one of the armoires and pulled out a very short skirt, a one-piece black bra which pulled the fat of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage, a very short black leather skirt, a makeup case, a nice jet black wig with a part off to the left side, and to my excitement, a pair of black nylon pantyhose, a satin G-string with a padded pouch in front, and a girdle which the straps of the pantyhose hooked onto. There was also a pair of hookerish strapped, black high heels that I would have to practice walking in, so I didn’t fall and break my neck.

I looked around for a changing room.

“What’s the matter Francine?” she asked.

“Uh, I was looking for a changing room.”

“That won’t be necessary Francine, you’ll change in here, in front of me.” She stopped to see my reaction, which was one of surprise. “Come on Francine, it’s not like I’ve never seen a cock before you know,” she said grinning at me.

My blouse was red, and it tied in the front, exposing my tummy. There was also some jewelry; wide hoop earrings, a chain necklace, and a studded leather collar.

So I stripped down to my boxers, taking my uniform off and placing it on top of a stack of boxes. I stood there at attention facing her. She grinned at me. “Come on now Francine, what are you waiting for? Get dressed!” she said impatiently.

“Okay Louise, I said, still embarrassed that my “interest” would show through.

I stripped off my boxers, and I had no questions for Louise or trouble about dressing. I had watched plenty of videos at home, and, as I alluded to before, done this by myself already. Louise looked at me as if she already knew about my “secret.”

The makeup, she did expertly too, I might add. She applied everything on thick, and heavy – very “hookerish,” but not too high class. I had to look like I was being run by a gang. When she finished, she came out with a mirror. “Here Francine, look at your new self!” WOW! I couldn’t believe how convincing I looked. I wanted to fuck myself; even though I was a virgin!

“Just one more thing Francine – you have to smoke like a hooker too.” Having said that, she pulled out a pack of all-white, MISTY 120s and handed me one. She took one herself and asked, “Do you smoke Francine?” That was another fetish of mine which I indulged in when I played at dressing up while I was a teenager at home. My sister smoked the same brand, and I pretended to be her when she was getting ready to go out on a date. I was full of envy.

“Yes,” I said. “Occasionally.”

“Good, well here you go,” and with that, she lit herself up and then me with a silver butane lighter. “Here Francine,” she said as a mouthful of smoke escaped her, “This is for you,” she said handing me the lighter, and a black leather handbag.

“Now practice holding the cigarette and smoking like I do – effeminately.” She was surprised because I knew how to do it without being told how.

“Before we watch some training videos, there is another aspect of your training which you will have to go through personally Are you ready?”

I had no idea what she meant, but I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Sure, let’s go.”

♦️♦️♦️


3

_____________________________

_________________


I

She picked up the phone on her desk and made a call. “Yes, Marinelli here. He’s ready,” she said looking at me and smiling. “I must say Francine, I think you’re the best job I’ve done yet.” There was a knock at the door. “Excuse me Francine,” she said, as she got up to open the door.

A buffed, muscular man walked in wearing a brown business suit who I’ve never seen at the precinct before. I assumed he was a cop too, but I didn’t ask. “Francine, this is Tom. He’s here to assist with the next part of your training. First, I want you to understand that once the John agrees to pay your price, and the money comes out, you arrest him for soliciting prostitution. A team will be nearby in case he tries to pull something. Remember you’ll be wired.” There was a pause, and Louise looked me right in the eyes. “There will be times when, now how shall I put this. “You might have to do ‘some things’ before the John pulls out his cash.”

My eyes widened. “Wh, what sorts of things???” I think I knew the answer, but I wanted to hear it come from her mouth. “Come on Francine, do I really have to spell it out for you? Sexual things. Now, at this point many of the trainees get undressed, put their uniforms back on and leave, but I have the feeling that you’ll go through with it. Are you going to disappoint me Francine, and make me feel like I’ve wasted my time on you? Or will you choose to further your march towards detective status?”

I still tried to hide my excitement at what was to come, albeit still somewhat reluctantly. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”

“Tom,” Louise said, nodding at the chiseled hunk in front of her.

Without any show of expression, Tom stood in front of my chair, his waist at almost the same height as my head, and pulled the zipper of his trousers down. I was mesmerized when he pulled out the biggest, thickest, most veiny cock I had ever seen. “Now go to work – slut. On your knees!” Louise barked at me, carrying her chair away from her desk and placing it behind Tom and a bit off to the side so she could watch me in action.

The Tom person pushed towards me, his cock touching my lips, getting my lipstick on his tip. It felt soft, warm, and nice, somewhat comforting on my lips, giving me a weird sense of déjà vu. Almost reflexively, I opened my mouth, and he pushed his cock in between my lips, giving me a mad rush of excitement. I maintained a tight seal around his cock, and stuck my tongue out, experimenting, swishing it around his bulbous head, and causing him to close his eyes and start to moan. At the same time, Louise unzipped her skirt, pushed it down over her thigh, and with a mischievous grin, placed her hand inside her red, satin panties. I could see a dark spot growing in front of her wet pussy.

This excited me more, as I took Tom’s cock deeper and deeper inside my mouth, practically making me gag, to which I withdrew my mouth a bit to suppress. I went back and forth over that large monster, getting it fully wet, and using my tongue to brush against the sensitive tuft of nerves on his underside. Tom was bucking his hips in rhythm to the back and forth movement of my mouth, and moaning harder.

Louise was stroking herself faster and faster, like a cellist playing a fast tune; her panties now joining her skirt at mid-thigh level. From where I sat, I could see her shaved pussy glistening with her wetness. She used her middle finger, which occasionally she dipped inside her pussy, causing a surprising deep growl to escape her lips, as she threw her head back, whipping her hair over her shoulders.

I tasted a sweet/salty mix come from Tom’s cock, and I realized that I wanted him to cum. No, I needed him to cum! I went faster and faster on him, and Louise, watching intently while continuing her “cello concert,” screamed in pure ecstasy. Thus triggered a big load of warm, thick cum to flood my mouth. He went shot after shot, causing some of it to run down the sides of my lips, dripping onto my chin. He kept thrusting and I was swallowing big loads of the foaming jizz.

Finally, I came off him and he pulled me up out of my chair by my shoulders, and drew me into him. He kissed me and licked all of his jizz off of my face, getting every drop. Then he turned to Louise, got down on his knees and started eating her out. Something about their movements made me think that they had done this before, perhaps many times, but it mattered little to me.

He lingered and she spread her legs, gripping onto the corners of one of the boxes next to her chair, her head thrown back and moaning. I watched, becoming extremely hard with my cock throbbing. I grabbed it with my fist.

They finished, and Tom stood there, his wet cock still out of his trousers, and Louise, panting, said to me: “Francine honey, did you think we forgot about you?” It was more of a rhetorical question, when next she said to me, “Pull your skirt and your panties down Francine and bend over my desk.” I looked at her in a mixture of amazement and pleasure.

“Now my dear Officer Greenblatt, you’ll learn how to cum without touching yourself. I know how badly you want to cum, right?” I just stood up and shook my head, pulling my skirt and panties down.

“Thought so,” she said, as if privy to my secret.

I bent over the desk, and before I knew what was happening, Louise threw a tube of K-Y Jelly over to Tom and he caught it with his free hand; his other hand grasping his cock. The cool gel spread over my asshole, making me clench my butt cheeks together. Tom forced them apart and spread more gel over, then sticking his finger up my boy pussy or “bussy,” as I was to learn later it was called. Strange. You would think I would feel humiliated, but I felt good, like this was something I had been waiting for - and I was getting paid for it too. The dangers of the job barely entered my mind.

My cock grew stiffer, and a bit of pre cum leaked from my tip. Instead of the finger, now I felt the soft, warm head of Tom’s cock touch me. He played around, circling my puckered, virgin asshole. Louise was turned on again by the site, only this time, she pulled out a fleshy, pink dildo from her bag and lathered it up with the K-Y. Louise got up and moved her chair again, this time to the side of the desk where she got a great view of Tom and me. She was full of lust, her eyes were burning, and she lit a cigarette and shoved the dildo inside her, turning me on even more in the process, grinning.

My hands were spread across the desk, and Tom inserted himself inside, going slowly with the tip at first. He played around at the entrance, moving his cock back and forth, slowly, causing me to grip the desk in pain. It must have shown on my face because Louise called out with the cigarette dangling from her mouth, “The pain will pass Francine, just enjoy it, and relax. But DON’T touch your cock, let the magic happen!”

Tom went in and out, faster, and faster, until he cried out in pleasure, and I shot a huge load on top of Louise’s desk without touching my cock. It was the longest, best orgasm I had in my life. My head was spinning with all kinds of dirty thoughts, wishing I could take the Tom monster home with me. His wet warmth inside me was like the first take of a very addictive drug. Where would I go from here?

♦️♦️♦️
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The training lasted for a solid week of lectures, videos, and finally a test. The members of the unit had a meeting on Friday, and I was there, getting to know the others. There were eight of us in total; five “girls” like me, and three bio women. All of us were dressed in varying degrees of sluttiness. I think I was a favorite of Louise, and I was dressed the best. I had a small purse on a chain, learned to walk very well in the stiletto heels, and had a skirt that was almost up to my navel (I’m exaggerating here, but it was really short).

I talked with them, and I had trouble telling the difference between the real girls and the “trans women,” which I was starting to think of myself as. The others in the unit couldn’t tell if I was a natural girl or not either. I looked nothing like I did before when I showed up in uniform for roll call. I took the clothes home with me (against department regulations), and when Doug was on duty, I played around, dressing up at home. I even went out in public, eliciting whistles and hoots from the stereotypical construction workers near our apartment. At last, we all got clearance to go out and go to work.

*****

On “D-Day,” I met Doug in the locker room when he was getting ready to start his four to midnight shift. He had no idea I would be out on the streets same time as him. There were few days when we actually got to speak with each other. I was under orders to tell no one what I was doing. Even if I was to get arrested by a uniformed cop who busted me for “prostitution,” I was to say nothing. The idea of carrying a gun was nixed by Louise at the last minute when she considered this possibility. She didn’t want to chance any of us getting killed by “friendly fire” while we were at work. To make up for it, she promised to have extra back up available to us in case we needed it.

I stayed in the precinct until it was time for me to go out. There was a cot downstairs which I slept on, and when I went out on that first night I was wired. I considered the possibility of Doug seeing me when he was on foot patrol, so I mentioned this to Louise, and she assigned me to an area that was out of Doug’s foot patrol radius. He was paired with another cop. The first night saw no action, and I just stood on my corner as drivers passed by and whistled and hooted at the new hooker on the block.

My first week I had three busts. They went smoothly, and they were all “cash first,” and then BANG – “you’re under arrest.” One of the Johns thought he could overpower me, but I got the cuffs on him quick, and within two minutes, two plainclothes cops were there to take him away.

October thirteenth was a warm night; we were in the middle of an “Indian Summer,” so I was able to flaunt myself really nicely on one of my usual street corners. The PD had arranged it with a Venezuelan drug and prostitution ring, telling them what they were doing with our unit in exchange for giving them immunity from prosecution. They had the goods on the gang, thanks to an informant, to arrest and deport all of them, so they played nice with us. One of their jobs was to provide “protection” from rival gangs by claiming we worked for them.

We even had to submit to getting fake tattoos to ward off the competition. In the hooker trade around here, the girls were “branded” like cattle. The PD had all the angles covered. Still, it was quite dangerous. You never knew if some of the “wilder” members of the cooperative gang might turn on us. I was an adrenaline junkie, and I loved every minute of it. I often wondered how many of the “trans girls” really liked what they were doing, since they all had to do what I did with Louise and Tom.

Around three am, a black, Nissan Rogue pulled up to my corner, stopped like they all did, and rolled down the passenger side window. “How ya’ doing honey?” the guy asked me. A shiver went up my spine – Holy Shit! It was Doug! He must have finished his shift, come home, and gone out again. He probably wondered where I was. I could always say I stayed with my parents on Long Island.

I did a double take because I was in disbelief. Maybe it wasn’t Doug. After all it was nighttime, and I couldn’t really make out his face because the car was dark, and the interior was black leather. I knew it wasn’t Doug’s car to boot.

“I’m doing fine papi,” I answered, staying in character, hiding my disbelief. “What are you looking for?” I asked in my husky, trained feminine voice, with a hint of a Spanish accent – even though my knowledge of the language was limited to one year of high school Spanish, in which I proudly received a “D.”

“How much for a blowjob?” he asked. Now I definitely knew it was Doug. I was tempted to reveal myself and tell him to go the fuck home.

“Twenty,” I replied.

“Deal. Come on in honey.”

Doug opened the car door and quickly looked around. Before I got in I pressed a button in my purse and went to radio silence. “Go down five blocks that way, (I pointed south) and make a right on Twenty Third.” This way I knew my backup wouldn’t follow me.

“Okay baby,” he said and off we went. There was a parking lot there that belonged to a large bodega I used to walk into on my foot patrols. The lot was open, and he pulled into a dark corner away from the lights. Doug pulled down his zipper. I wanted this. One of my secrets was that I wanted Doug, ever since he started making fun of me in college, and even more in the police academy. I was taking a chance of losing my job, and maybe risking criminal prosecution if I was found out (if we were found out), but I didn’t care. My lust for my partner was too strong.

I got hard as a rock, as I took Doug’s cock in my hand. He started breathing heavy as I placed my glossy lips on top of his big cock. I never realized how big he was until now, and I loved it. Louise and Tom unleashed a monster. I was hooked. I played with it a bit and stroked it, looking Doug straight in the eyes. I marveled at the fact that he didn’t recognize me for who I was. Now I bent my head down, and he started to grab for my breasts. I pushed his hands away and said nothing. My head was in his lap, and I stuck my tongue out and started licking his cock, rubbing my tongue around his head. He moaned and I could taste a bit of his pre cum. God I felt like such a slut. It was perfect. The dirtier I got, the better and truer to myself I became.

I moved down more, making a tight seal with my lips, then pulling off to look him in the eyes again, making a slurping sound. My eyes were misted over with desire, and he pushed my head down gently back onto his lap. My tongue circled his cock, and I even moaned for effect, but I was seriously enjoying myself. I even played with his cock a bit, moving my teeth softly over the fleshy tuft underneath, making him hiss through clenched teeth.

“That’s it baby,” he said gasping. “Keep going, you’re fucking fantastic.” That was my cue to go faster and faster. He moaned loudly and before I knew it, a warm load of Doug’s creamy jizz filled the inside of my mouth, dripping down the sides of my lips, onto my cheeks. He was much more copious in his cumming than Tom, as he pushed out squirt after squirt inside me. I licked and slurped him clean like this was my last meal before an execution. The ridiculousness of the deception almost made me laugh, but I held back, enjoying it too much.

When I got every last drop of jizz off, I gave him a freebie – I let him kiss me, and he enjoyed licking the cum off my face and my lips. We stopped after several minutes, and he handed me a twenty, and started to drive me back to my corner. I had him pull over two blocks from my corner and stop. I wanted to walk the rest of the way for obvious reasons.

I was just about to get out of the car when he asked me, “Hey, do you think you could come over to my apartment sometime?”

♦️♦️♦️
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______________________________

_________________

Struck by the heat of the moment, I made up to meet him one evening the following week. We agreed on a “price,” and set the “date” up. I was moving up from street hooker to call girl. He happened to get that evening off. I even went so far as to casually say to Doug back at the precinct that I would be visiting my parents for the night and the next day, having earned a day off myself. Since that night with Doug, I had made three more arrests, and I was “the darling” of the unit. Louise was very pleased, and the little “comms” incident on Oct. thirteenth went by with scarcely a word, attributed to a “glitch.”

For our “date” I got dressed at the precinct’s changing room for the unit. There was no one there that early in the evening, most of the members showing up at ten o’clock to get ready for the evening shift.

The thought of a sexual encounter with my roommate and former bully would have repulsed a “normal guy,” however, I was anything but. I was starting to consider myself as a transgender woman, although initially “forced” by circumstance. Anyway, I picked out the sluttiest outfit I could find from the armoire in Louise’s office. I wore a very short denim skirt, and an underbust made of leather that laced up the front. The bra underneath gave me great cleavage, and now that I was shaved, I looked really freakin’ hot!

I parked down the block on our street, faraway enough so that even if Doug were to take an early evening stroll on this warm October evening, he wouldn’t see my car. Walking down the street to our apartment I got catcalls and whistles from men passing by. One guy was walking past me with his wife or girlfriend, and he whistled at me, promptly getting a hard elbow into his side from her. I couldn’t help but laugh!

I rang our buzzer, announced myself and Doug buzzed me in. I was glad I didn’t run into the landlord or the super, even though they would never be able to recognize me. I just hoped that my disguise held up in a well-lit room.

“Hi baby, wowww . . . don’t you look gorgeous.”

“Okay papi, you got something to drink?” I said very casually in my most seductive low voice. Looking at Doug now, I saw how much I desired him, and his big cock.

“Sure, beer, wine, something harder maybe.”

“I’ll have a beer , thank you.”

“Say, uh, does your pim . . . I mean, uh, man know you’re here?” He said, seeming concerned for my welfare which was sweet of him.

“No he don’t have to know nothing. This is on my time, and I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“No charge for tonight papi – I want to be here.”

“You know, I never got your name.”

I wouldn’t go by Francine, not with Doug, so I picked the first name that popped into my head. “Maria,” I said.

“Okay, it goes two ways. I’m Doug,” he said, smiling. He got up from our cheap couch and went to the fridge and came back with two CORONAS.

“Thank you baby,” I said.

“You know Maria, you’re going to think this is crazy, but I feel like I know you.”

I laughed a hearty laugh. “Oh, every guy say that to me papi.”

“Humm, I guess so. But it bothers me.”

“Hey, HEY,” I said forcefully, grabbing his chin in my hand. “Forget about it, okay?” And before he could answer I kissed him deeply on the mouth. I was as hard as a rock underneath my G-String and gaff. I placed my CORONA on the coffee table, and with my free hand I grabbed at his crotch, and felt his cock, pulsing and hungry. We continued kissing, wrapping tongues around each other, and I made low sounds of pleasure which made him shift his ass to untangle his cock from his boxers.

He broke off from me and kissed my neck and my face, running his fingers through my shiny, silky hair. I sighed.

“Aye Dios mio, (Oh my God), I said softly. Your cock means business baby. What would you like me to do?”

“Whatever turns you on girl,” he said. But I knew what he wanted.

“I want to suck that big cock of yours,” I said with misty eyes and a true longing, remembering that night last week.

Still kissing, I reached for his zipper and pulling his waist with my fingers, I pulled down his zipper, and reached under his boxers for that thick, veined monster in his pants. Quickly, I undid his belt and pulled down his pants, and his boxers with the same movement; pure animal lust guiding me.

I gently touched the tip of his cock with my glossy lips. This time, there was no fear of being caught – or worse! It was pure pleasure, the fulfillment of long desire. Now my lips closed tight around his head, my tongue doing its thing, making him shift again and moan. I tasted the sweet/salty mix of pre cum as I went further down his shaft, sucking and licking. His hands pressed down on my head. I loved the male, musky smell of his body as I continued on my rampage.

He let out a long wail – and blew a tremendous load that took me completely by surprise. It was a longer burst than the last night, and it completely coated the inside of my cheeks, my tongue, and as tight as my lips were, some of it leaked down the sides of my mouth and chin.

I came off him, and said in a dreamy voice, “Lick all the cum off me papi, now!” and I put my face up to his. Like an obedient pet he licked my face from top to bottom, breaking for a second to say, “You’re fabulous Maria.”

I laughed and put my arms around his neck, and kissed him again, letting him swallow all the remaining jizz from my mouth. His tongue made circles inside me, and then slowly we broke off.

I stood up and reached into my bag for a cigarette. I never smoked in the apartment, and I didn’t even ask his permission. Obediently, anticipating my next request, he pulled an antique ashtray from the end of the coffee table, spilling out the paper clips inside it, and placed it in front of me. I dragged seductively, looking at him, seeing I was turning him on.

“What would you like now, papi?”

“I think you need to get off, right honey?”

I had a devilish idea. This was it; it was now or never.

“I think you’re right Doug.”

I stood up and told him: “I want you to stand up and slide your hands down my skirt and stroke my pussy.”

“Yeah baby, sure! I love eating pussy!”

I laughed inside, and said, “Go right ahead.”

He was grinning at me and stuck his hand underneath my waist, and then, just as his hand reached the tip of my cock, his eyes opened wide.

“Wh . . . WHAT THE FUCK – MARIA????”

“Hey, hey,” I said. “I’m a transgender woman sweetie. Just think of my cock the same way you would a clitty,” I said in the sweetest voice I could, not knowing if he would pull out his Glock and shoot me on the spot or beat the shit out of me, but I was pleasantly surprised. His expression softened somewhat. He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Well, what the fuck. Who cares? Really, I don’t mind.”

With that said, and his reaction astronomically lower than I would have expected, I said, “Stand up and go into the kitchen. I want you to bend over the table.” He smiled and did what I asked!

“I have a confession to make, Maria,” he said. “I’ve done this before. I’ve been with transgender women before, but I like to call girls like you ‘shemales.’”

I looked at him stunned. “You see, I’ve been to Thailand and I, well, you know, I liked it. I haven’t been able to find one until you came along.”

I got over my shock, and said at a loss for more words, “That’s sweet.” I went back into our living room and reached into my bag for the tube of K-Y Jelly I got from Louise, coming back into the kitchen, finding Doug bent over the kitchen table with his legs spread apart, and his butt sticking out. “Okay baby, you’ll like this. I promise to go easy.”

“No, no,” he said. “I want you to be hard and ride me really rough!”

I lathered up his asshole with a generous helping of K-Y, and then put some on my cock. I threw the tube to the side and touched his asshole with the tip of my cock, playing around at the entrance, watching him move in delight. I went in slowly at first meeting resistance, and I spread his butt cheeks apart with my hands, and went in further. He hissed between his closed teeth but said nothing, knowing that he was not a newcomer to this game.

I slid the full way in easily and went in and out faster and faster; him bucking back on me, my balls slapping his butt cheeks. He groaned with delight and grabbed his cock, stroking it back and forth. I could hold back no longer, and I came inside him, feeling the wet warmth of my cum surrounding my cock. I moaned loudly, and felt like I was putting out a long, simmering fire; my desire, Frank’s desire for Doug.

Hearing me, Doug came again, stroking his cock and shooting out another large amount of jizz onto the floor under the table. I was still hard and kept going until I knew that it was too soon for me to cum again.

I slapped his ass before I pulled out, Doug groaning, liking it, so I slapped him again. “Doug, how would you like me to be your private slut - all yours?” The difference now was that I said that in my Frank voice.

He pulled off me quickly and spun around staring at me in the face. “My God! It’s . . . it’s”

“It’s me Dougie – Frank.”

I’ll never forget that look on his face if I live to be one hundred and fifty.

“Wait, but how . . . why???”

I shouldn’t be telling you this Doug, but you’ve been a bad boy.”

“What do you mean?” he stammered.

“I could have arrested you Doug. I’m part of a secret unit in the precinct – an anti-gang and prostitution unit. It’s made up of female officers and men dressed as women. However, the detective in charge of the unit insists on making the male members of the unit conform to certain, how shall I say it, ‘standards.’”

“Standards??”

“Yeah, very simple. The men have to be able to take a cock up the ass. Some of them, like me, love it, and the ones who refuse, or don’t – are asked to leave.”

“I think I see,” Doug said, still a bit confused.

“I’ve known this about myself for as long as I can remember – since I was a teen in fact.” I walked closer to Doug, and wrapped my arms around his shoulders. “You know Doug, ever since you started teasing and bullying me in college, (I gently grabbed him by the collar of his shirt) I wanted you. At first I denied it. But then I realized that denying my true self was a form of self-punishment. Being a part of this special unit gave me the chance to explore the ‘real me.’ – understand now?”

Doug smiled, and kissed me hard. We wrapped tongues and were in a long kiss.

“Yes, I get it,” he said. “By the way, what is your, uh, feminine name that I should call you?”

“Francine,” I said softly. But only when we’re here – at home.”

“You still want me after all the hell I put you through all these years?”

“Positively,” I said. Then, we went to bed together, in no rush to get up because we both had the day off.

♦️♦️♦️
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