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PART I

I WAS ON MY WAY TO A LITTLE WATERING HOLE/dance place about twenty minutes outside of Cyler City; the small town in which I lived. It was a Saturday night, and there was nothing going on inside town that would pique the interest of a twenty two year old guy like me. I had been out of college for about a year, and I had yet to find a job in my field of medieval Irish poetry interpretation, so I took a “tide me over job” at a local auto parts chain store.

Now the place I was headed – The Blue Macaw, was a nice place with a decent crowd, a dance floor, and a healthy smattering of good looking girls drawn from the surrounding areas. My two friends from work, Charlie and Alex were going to meet me there.

It was a crisp fall evening with a full Moon which made the road in front of me open up as far as I could see. I had just entered a long, straight stretch of highway when behind me, in my rearview mirror, I saw headlights on the side of the road turn on, and a car pulled onto the highway. Just a second later, blue and red lights began flashing on a panel on top of the car and it began accelerating to catch up to me. Oh fuck I said to myself – a cop car!

How fast was I going? I didn’t see any speed limit signs either. Of course that wouldn’t be an excuse if that was the reason the cop was pulling me over. Before I could count to five the patrol car was right behind me and over the loud speaker I heard, “PULL OVER TO THE RIGHT AND STOP!”

So I did, and I killed my engine. The police car did the same. Next I heard, “HANDS ON THE WHEEL!” As I complied I saw the passenger door open up and the driver, a tall female cop with her hair tied back in a bun got out of the car, her right hand firmly on the butt of the holster, walking slowly towards me. In her other hand she carried a powerful flashlight which she shined on me.

With her flashlight she knocked on my window. She stood off to the side, behind it, as I rolled the window down. The light was shining in my face and I was squinting. In a husky, feminine voice I heard the usual “license and registration please.”

“Okay officer, I’m just reaching into my glovebox here for the papers.” I wasn’t looking to get shot for any sudden movements. Traffic stops were the most nerve-wracking things a cop could do, especially at night. So, better to be careful and deliberate.

“Do you know why I stopped you, Mr. . . . (she read from my license) Warren.”

“No officer I don’t,” I said truthfully.

“Well now there’s two things. The first is you were going 45 in a 30 mile an hour zone, and the second thing is that your right tail light is out.” So there it was – mystery solved. Now I was expecting a ticket with a lecture telling me to be more careful and attentive to both speed limits and car maintenance, but I was wrong.

“Now here’s what I need you to do Mr. Warren,” she said slowly and deliberately. There was something very sensuous about the way she spoke that to be honest turned me on a bit. “I need you to follow me into town – to the police station. You see, I’m gonna need you to be printed and photographed.”

“Officer! Are you kidding me? This is just a simple speeding ticket and a busted headlight! I’m not drunk or under the influence of any substance – so what gives??”

“Listen, I don’t want no back talk. This ain’t Cyler City, this here’s Culver City Springs, and we do things here our way, understand? Now do you follow me into town, or should I call for backup and take your raggedy ass in??”

A chill went up my back. I wasn’t gonna argue at night on a deserted stretch of highway with an armed police officer who wasn’t wearing a body camera, and as far as I knew, didn’t have one on her dash.

“Okay, okay. I’ll follow you into Culver City Springs officer.”

“Good, I knew you would see things correctly.” She tipped her smoky hat, and from the angle at which she bent at my window, I could see some exquisite cleavage. I couldn’t read her name tag though.

“It should be about a five minute ride. Now, you’re not gonna make me have to chase you, are you? Because if I do have to chase you, I’m allowed to discharge my weapon in a criminal pursuit, and I’d really hate to do that - I don’t need the extra paperwork tonight.”

“Oh no officer, just pull in front and I’ll follow you.”

Nodding her head, she walked back to the squad car and pulled right in front of me and waited until I started my engine. I also set my flashers on just to reassure her a bit. As soon as I started my engine, I used my dash computer to call Charlie’s cell phone. It rang and rang, and then went right to voice mail. I didn’t bother to leave a voice mail. It’s not like I was gonna be especially late anyway.

After following the car for about five minutes, she pulled onto a right fork in the road and there was a green and white sign that said, “WELCOME TO CULVER CITY SPRINGS, EST 1885”

After another straight stretch and another turn, we pulled onto a small main street with shops and just what you would expect in a jerkwater town. I followed her down the main street with the unusual name of Main Street and pulled into the Culver City Springs Police Station.

We parked out in front, and there was another road which ran to the back of the station. She pulled in next to me and got out of her car. I noticed the name tag on her gray uniform blouse – it said DONOVAN.

“Am I under arrest?” I asked with some hesitation.

“No, not quite arrest, but neither are you free to leave,” she said without emotion. She waved her hand in front of her indicating which way I was to proceed into the station house. She followed right behind me. Once inside I noticed there was another female officer sitting behind the desk with sergeant’s stripes.

She looked up from her desk at both of us and said to my officer, “So Donovan, what have you brought in here?”

“This guy was speeding down Route 39 with a busted right tail light.”

The sergeant’s eyes turned toward me and she said, “Well Mr. . . . what’s his name?”

“Warren sergeant; Douglas Warren,” Officer Donovan volunteered.

“Okay Douglas Warren,” the sergeant continued. “This may not seem like much of a town here to you, but believe me when I tell you that we take our laws and public safety very seriously here. Driving 15 miles over the speed limit is a very serious offense.” She let those words sink in a little. They had the desired effect. I began to feel that I was a hardened criminal – almost like a serial killer.

“Now of course we’re going to have to fingerprint you and take a mug shot.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “This is going to take a while. Unfortunately, our fingerprint person and photographer are both off for the night – including the magistrate, so I’m afraid you’ll have to spend the night downstairs in lockup.”

“Wait just a second sergeant! Are you kidding me? You’re keeping me overnight for speeding and for a busted tail light? Now I’m no lawyer, but I’m pretty sure this is a gross violation of my constitutional rights!”

“Did you hear that Officer Donovan? His constitutional rights!”

“Yes I did hear that Sergeant Masters.”

“Well now, just for that little outburst of disrespect, I think we’ll have to photograph and fingerprint you the day after tomorrow Mr. Warren.”

My heart started beating quickly as I realized that I wasn’t in an ordinary police station or lockup – but I was in something far more sinister and certainly illegal by any standards. What sort of a place was this? I found out by looking at a duty roster on the wall that my arresting officer’s first name was Kathleen, or Kate for short.. Maybe I could use that to my advantage. Nevertheless, I continued my objections in as polite a way as I could muster.

“Excuse me Sergeant Masters, but don’t I have the right to contact anyone, like say, a lawyer for instance?”

She just glared at me from behind her desk in a way that made me wish I hadn’t said anything at all. “After we finish your processing there will be plenty of time for you to contact anyone you wish. Am I clear Mr. Warren?” I realized that this banter was going nowhere and I kept my mouth shut.

“Now Mr. Warren, if there are no further questions, Officer Donovan will take you downstairs to our holding cells. And just to show you that we aren’t barbarians here, we have a choice of some takeout food you may order in case you’re hungry.”

Well that was something at least. “That’s very kind of you,” I said cautiously. I wondered if a price would be exacted for that later.

I followed Officer Donovan out of the main office area, and we walked through a door and down a stairway to where I assumed the holding cells were. In a crazy moment I thought to myself what would happen if I just decided to leave? I wasn’t handcuffed. What would they do – shoot me? Something told me that I was better off not tempting fate.

I wasn’t prepared for what I saw when we entered the long corridor at the bottom of the staircase. At the end of the corridor was a large room with bars in front – a large cell rather with five bunk beds inside, and a metal toilet off to the side. Three of the beds were open and two were occupied. The two occupants looked frighteningly familiar to me – they were my two friends Charlie and Alex; the two guys I was supposed to meet earlier at the Blue Macaw!

Just by impulse, the words “WHAT THE FUCK?? CHARLIE!? ALEX!?” escaped my lips. My mouth hung open. Officer Donovan stayed expressionless and opened the door to the cell and guided me inside.

“Okay boys, as the sergeant said, we’ll have some food brought back down to you soon. In the meantime, enjoy your reunion,” she said laughing.

My two friends jumped out of their cots and ran over to me. “Doug!” Charlie exclaimed. “I can’t believe they got you too!” Alex stood next to him nodding his head. Both Charlie and Alex came together in the same car and were to meet me at the Macaw.

After the preliminary expressions of mutual shock and awe at our situation were exchanged, we calmed down enough to take an accurate appraisal of our situation and formulate some sort of mutual plan of action. Alex was the most practical and legal minded of the three of us and we naturally looked to him for some kind of reassurance or hope.

“Look guys. Obviously this whole thing is illegal – I’d say it amounts to flat out kidnapping, but there’s nothing we can do. We’re being denied due process and all of our constitutional rights.”

“Great Alex,” I said, with a deadpan expression crossing my face. “Now tell us something we don’t know.”

“Okay, okay . . .” he said, pacing with his hands behind his back. “We keep trying to resist as much as we can, and hope we get a phone call – otherwise – we’re screwed!” Speaking of phone calls, that would have done us exactly no good at all because down here our cell phone service showed NO bars. Internet and texting were all dead as well.

In a few minutes, the heavy metal door to the outside opened, and for the first time I saw written on the wall above the door, words written in an Olde English font: “JUSTICE ABOVE ALL ELSE” – what a joke, whose irony was not lost upon me. Three police officers came in, including officer Kate Donovan, who was carrying a shopping bag from Door Dash.

“Back away from the door,” she barked at the three of us. “Here’s a little something to tide you over. You’ll be here at least all day tomorrow and probably a good part of the day after too.” We just looked at each other in mute surprise, while at the same time grabbing for the contents of the shopping bag. The smells of fast food – chicken and warm, crispy French fries causing my mouth to water.

All three cops were, I’m not sure how to describe it really – were a bit “overdressed” for regular duty. Two brunettes and sandy haired Officer Donovan. All three of them had their hair down, and cascading around their shoulders. They were standing outside the front of our cell, staring at us and touching themselves in an erotic way that made me go very hard in seconds. Perhaps this confinement would not be so bad after all I thought.

As their “show” continued, we scarfed down our chicken sandwiches and drinks, barely looking at the food. Then one of the brunettes came up close against the bars. Her badge said “KEATING.” She was staring at me and smiling. “How badly do you want to get out of here?” she asked.

I looked at the guys and saw the hints of grins spreading across his face. Alex and Charlie nodded at me as if to say Go ahead!

“Okay, okay . . . I’ll play officer. Yes, I want to get out of here very badly. So what do I have to do?” I said.

She reached for a key ring on her belt and said, “Everyone except you (meaning me) stand away from the door.” Alex and Charlie backed up, the door opened and I came out and stood next to Officer Keating. She threaded her arm through mine and said, “Follow me.” We left the large room with the jail cell and proceeded down the corridor to the end and came to another heavy steel door. She took another key from the ring and opened it. It lead to another corridor. On the left wall of the corridor were picture frames of various women, all scantily clad in various poses. Soon we came to another door – this one was wooden and painted pink. What the fuck is this? I said to myself.

She opened it and turned to me. “By the way, my name is Barbara.”

“Uh, pleased to meet you Barbara,” I said. The room was a large bedroom, with a king sized bed, a dressing table and a walk-in closet.
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“NOW DEPENDING ON HOW WELL you do in this little test will determine how quickly the judge lets you out tomorrow.”

Before I could respond, she spun me around and began hungrily kissing me on the mouth, face and neck. I was as hard as the flagpole outside the station house, and it showed – or rather Barbara felt it as it pressed against her uniform trousers.

“Oooh, what do we have here?” she asked in a sultry voice, filled with total desire.

“Nothing, it’s just the cock I walked in here with.” I thought I was being cute. Now how bad could this be? One thing was for sure – they went through a lot of trouble to get all of us down here.

Now Barbara pushed me down on the bed, so I was sitting over the side. “Okay Doug, take your clothes off.” I did what she told me until I was sitting on the bed in just my boxers. “Them too,” she said pointing to my skivvies. I maintained total eye contact as I took them off. Right away she reached for my cock and started rubbing it. I felt a drop of pre-cum leak out onto her fingertips. Then she got undressed out of her uniform, slowly undoing her service belt, uniform blouse and trousers. Underneath she wore black, sheer nylon pantyhose, a fishnet black bra, and a black nylon girdle and panties. Hardly what you would expect an officer of the law to wear underneath her uniform.

Immediately she bent down and lifted my cock with the long-nailed tips of her fingers and placed it in her mouth. She played with it for a while, running her tongue skillfully around my head and my shaft. Her cherry red lip gloss came off onto my skin with a velvety smoothness I could only have dreamed about in my wildest erotic fantasies. Her mouth began going faster and faster up and down my length, her lips making a tight seal around me. I placed the palms of my hands on the top of her luscious, thick black hair, pressing her farther down my cock.

Then I exploded – all of my pent-up sexual frustrations, my most hidden desires and fantasies came pouring out of me in a tsunami of cum. Barbara sucked it all in, yet with a few more pulses from me a stream of cum began running down the sides of her lips. It was a beautiful sight and filled me with a sense of power. I know that sounds crazy because after all, I was still technically a prisoner.

She slid off me slowly and looked up at me, eyes half closed in a dreamy state, the cum running down her cheeks; thick, milky white. Slowly, she moved up on me and placed her arms around my shoulders. I could feel her hot breath on my face and soon the soft moistness of her lips on mine. Before I could register what I was doing, I was licking my own cum out of her mouth. It was the first time in my life I had ever done anything like that. As a matter of fact it was the first time I had ever had a real blow job in my life! I reveled in it. I actually enjoyed it- the sweet/salty taste and the thick texture that seemed to loll on the tip of my tongue.

After I had licked her mouth, lips, and cheeks clean of all of my cum, she slowly came off me and looked down at me sitting on the bed. She had her fingers underneath my chin, stroking gently, and she said to me softly: “Now it’s time Doug for you to please me.”

“Okay Barbara, sure. What would you have me do?”

“Why eat me out of course!”

Now this would be another first for me in a night of firsts. She stepped away from the side of the bed and unhooked her girdle from the straps of the pantyhose slowly, mysteriously. My eyes were drawn to the sight like magnets. Then she hooked her thumb underneath the top of her black thong, playing with it and moving her hand back and forth. I was hard as a rock again, completely transfixed by her little show.

In a matter of seconds things got even more interesting. Her thumb started moving the front of the laced thong down over her pubic area. A look at Barbara’s face showed her biting her bottom lip and staring at me with a hot intensity. I didn’t have to wonder very long to see where this play was going. My eyes were playing a trick on me – or so I thought – a very frightening trick. A quick tug of her thumb pulled the top of the thong down to the top of her thighs revealing a huge COCK! I was overcome with the strange mix of fear and yes -desire! It was insane. How could I ever think I desired something which would only have seemed hideous a day ago?

Overall however, I was in complete shock. “Barbara! WHAT THE FUCK! IS THAT WHAT I THINK IT IS????”

She looked at me and laughed which I guessed (which happened to be correct) had been done on other men before. “Of course it is Doug. Please, don’t be stupid. I took you for a smart guy with a delicious cock, and now I’d like you to return the favor, that’s all.”

Her cock was enormous. It was veiny, thick and had to be at least seven inches long. How I never guessed before she revealed it to me remained a mystery. “You see Doug,” she continued, “I’m what you’d call a shemale. I don’t like the word ‘transgender.’ I spent some time in Thailand, where girls like me are considered a national treasure of sorts.”

This got me thinking. I was starting to put two and two together – but very cautiously. I recalled the photos of girls lining the hallway. Who were they and what had they to do with me, and with Alex and Charlie downstairs for that matter? I hoped Barbara could provide some answers. But she had an agenda that I had a major part in I was soon to learn.

She walked towards me, catlike and with soft padding footsteps. “So what do you think Doug? About shemales like me?”

“Uh, I think it’s fine. I mean it’s who you are after all, right?” Now I felt stupid and my face was growing red. “I mean . . . well, can I ask you a question Barbara?” I had to be polite as fuck because after all, she was a cop and I was not free to leave this place.

“Sure Doug, ask away.”

“Okay. Now did you have to use any hormones to get to . . . I mean to look as HOT as you are?”

“Oh! You think I’m hot do you?”

“Yes, of course. You had me foo – I mean convinced from the beginning that you were a beautiful woman.”

“Well yes, I went through a chemical transition and just some minor surgery here and there. But as you can see, I’m very proud of my cock and I wouldn’t trade it for the world.”

“Yes, I got that idea.”

“Okay, are we done with the chit chat for now dear?”

I didn’t answer and felt as if I was starring in some badly scripted movie; I was helpless to resist, as if in a trance. She moved right up against me and placed the tip of that immense cock on top of my lips. Playfully, she kept pulling away and moving on to me again and again. Her pressure pushed my lips apart and soon the head of her cock – her “helmet” was inside of my lips.

My mouth was still wet from kissing her and licking up the cum from her lips and cheeks. Now her shaft was in my mouth, and I began sucking hard on it, all down through its length. My tongue was going around and around it. I really enjoyed it and was consumed with a guilty excitement.

My “moralizing” only lasted for a second or so, because I was too wrapped up in giving Barbara the pleasure she wanted. She was moaning, her head twisting, and her hands were pressed against my head; sharp fingernails digging into my scalp. I was going faster and faster and I could taste her pre cum joining the wet mix. Her moans became very intense and then, out of nowhere, she exploded inside my mouth. Now I was the one with lakes of cum to swallow. Just like Barbara, I had cum dribble down the corners of my mouth and cheeks. I kept on going, licking and sucking her cock until it was whistle clean. Finally I pulled off.

Barbara immediately pulled me up by my shoulders and faced me. She kissed me intensely, licking up the cum that settled on my cheeks. Then she even kissed my eyes, getting cum on my lashes, which made my eyes pasty. I felt just like a slut – a huge slut as a matter of fact.

“You were wonderful Doug! I think you liked it – a lot . . . now didn’t you?” she said, with her eyes boring deep into mine. I couldn’t lie; I did like it. No, to be more exact, I loved it. What was happening to me – and so quickly?

“Yes Barbara I did.”

She threw her head back and laughed. “Well that’s good. You’re one step closer to liberation.” I thought she was kidding, and that this was part of her game. I mean, all things being equal, how long could these cops really hold us here on a speeding charge and as for me, a broken tail light? Then I received my answer – my very unexpected answer.

“So you mean we can leave soon?”

She placed my face between her hands and squeezed my cheeks. “Oh no, no, no dear. I never said you could leave soon. Interstate drug trafficking is a very serious charge!” Wait! What the fuck did she just say? Did I hear her right?

“Barbara! What do you mean ‘interstate drug trafficking?’”

“Well Doug, it’s simple. You see Officer Donovan found two kilos of coke in your trunk, and the same for the car Alex and Charlie were driving. I’m afraid you boys aren’t going anywhere that soon.”

“COKE??? That’s INSANE! We are not drug traffickers! You guys must have planted that stuff on us to get something from us!”

“Gee Doug, I have no idea what you’re talking about. I know that you did fine today, and if you want to have any hope of ever seeing the outside again, you just have to trust me.”

Now a chill ran through me, coursing up and down my spine. She had me. She had us. In fact, now I wondered just what might be happening to my friends at this moment. Did they have other officers do the same thing to them? How would Charlie and Alex take it, and what would happen to me?

I looked at her. Her arms were folded and she was smiling at me. “That’s right Doug. You’re catching on now. You won’t be getting a lawyer and you and your little buddies won’t be getting out of here anytime soon. You will be totally at our mercy, until we feel you’re ready to move on.”

Move on?? What could she mean by that. Now all sorts of crazy scenarios were playing out in my head.

“Right now Doug, it’s time to go to sleep. You’ll find some toiletries in the bathroom here. We’re always ready to entertain hardened criminals like you and your friends. Tomorrow we’ll start you on some real ‘jail house reform’ – Culver City Springs style,” and she laughed, and locked me in the room. Now there was nothing left to do but go to bed. I still couldn’t believe what was happening to me – and I assumed Charlie and Alex as well.


PART II

THE NEXT DAY WAS ALL BARBARA. Things happened to me that I never thought would be possible in all of my wildest dreams. She introduced me to makeup, women’s clothing and lingerie, and more “things.” Reluctant at first, she reminded me that I didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of getting out of it. She threatened to follow through with the help of the state police on pressing the interstate drug trafficking charge to both me and Alex and Charlie. Also, I had no clue as to what would be happening next.

A little bit before noon I was sitting on my bed, dressed in a short denim skirt and a camisole top with a bra that pulled the fat in my chest together to give me the illusion of cleavage. I was fully made up and wearing a raven colored long hair wig. Barbara, who stepped out for a bit was now back inside the room with me.

“So Doug,” she was smiling at me like all this “stuff” was normal. “You look absolutely stunning!”

“Okay great. Now does that mean I can leave here and pay a fine and go home??”

She laughed. “Not at all! We still have a bit of a ways to go yet. I thought we’d get started right now before lunch.”

“Started? With what?” I said innocently, but really terrified inside.

She looked at me and her demeanor changed – like a lioness on a hunt confronted with her helpless prey in front of her. “I want you to stand up and walk over to the wall and face it.”

“But . . .” I started to say.

“NO BUTS! Just get over to the wall – NOW!” she barked at me.

I walked over to the wall a bit clumsily because I wasn’t used to walking in the red pumps she brought me. “Now place your arms against the wall over your head and step back.” I did so, and she said, “Okay, that’s far enough – good. Now, move down the wall and stick your butt up in the air.” I complied once more.

Very unceremoniously she flipped the hem of my skirt up over the small of my back, and pulled the strap of my G-String over the side of my right butt cheek. I felt something wet and cold being applied to the crack in my ass and all the way down my taint. It was a lubricant gel. Next I felt her finger go inside my ass and rub the lube all around. It hurt at first, but then . . . it actually started to feel good. It’s hard to describe but a new feeling was awakening inside of me. Dare I say so, but I actually loved it. My ass became more dilated and ready for whatever came next.

And what came next was the feel of her very hard and fat cock rubbing against the rim of my asshole which was now throbbing with expectation. Next, I felt it fill the space between my rim with just the head. My heart was beating fast with expectation as Barbara went inside me more and more, stretching me, causing me pain. I balled my fists up against the wall and bit my lips, grunting softly.

“Easy now Doug. The pain will soon turn to a pleasure unlike anything you’ve ever experienced.”

She was right. After a few more thrusts, soon her entire length was inside my boy pussy or “bussy” as I was to later learn it was called.

She thrusted harder and harder inside me; I actually began craving her. It was an all-consuming desire that chased away all other thoughts to the contrary. I began moving my ass backwards on her cock.

“Oooh, that’s it Doug, that’s it . . .” she cried out as she went faster and faster.

It wasn’t long before she let out a loud gasp and I felt a wet warmth fill me up inside. With each thrust, her cum began leaking out onto my butt cheeks. There was simply too much to be contained inside me. The cumming only made her go faster and faster. I felt a burning deep inside me and my own cock was hard too; without my even touching it. The burn moved up me until it filled my entire body. Before anything could register, I shot a tremendous load into the pouch of my G-String and I cried out.

Barbara called out in a staccato voice between thrusts, “That’s . . . your first . . . SISSYGASM Doug!”

“Wow Barbara, this is fantastic - I’ve never felt so good!”

“Well you’re in luck Doug, because there’s lots more where this came from,” she assured me. Slowly, she stopped her thrusting and pulled out of me. She pulled me off the wall, spun me around, and kissed me hard on the lips, with full tongue.

“You’re transformation has begun Doug,” she said in a soft, yet frim voice.
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THE NEXT FEW DAYS FLEW BY IN A BLUR. I couldn’t even count how many days went by. I tried counting the days by how many times I went to sleep. It seemed that for the first five days or so, I had Barbara, who I was becoming very attached to. I depended upon her for food, of course for sex – which I was grew to need, and other basic necessities. After Barbara, one day I was surprised when Officer Donovan – Kathleen came into my room. She wasn’t wearing her uniform. Like Barbara, she had changed. This time she wore a black PVC one piece dress, and heavy makeup. And just like Barbara she too had a massive cock, but she pushed me onto the bed and made me get on my knees, pushing my G-String off to the side. She wasn’t as gentle as Barbara was – she was totally mechanical.

Kathleen didn’t play around with exploring my opening. She went right ahead and pounded me all the way in. It was more like a rape, and she didn’t utter a word. She too came inside of me; cum leaking out of my boy pussy. Each time I was fucked like this I came too.

In no time I was being visited by maybe five or six more girls – all cops, and I even had one judge – or so she said she was. A few times I was spun over, and my partner came right in my face and eyes, causing my makeup to run.

I even began to smoke. One of the girls gave me a pack of the long, all white girly cigarettes – the 120’s. It was a way I had of coping with being turned into a complete cum slut. All I did was eat, sleep, get dressed, made up, and fucked silly.

One day Barbara came in to see me and said, “Now let’s go down the hall to the common room and you can meet your friends.” This surprised me because in the whole time of what felt like days, she never once mentioned meeting up with my two friends again.

I wasn’t even embarrassed about Alex and Charlie seeing me dressed as I was. I just didn’t care anymore. Then it dawned on me that if they went through with this whole thing, then they would look just like me. I didn’t have to wait long to find out. I followed Barbara down the hallway to the common room. It was the first time that I was even outside of my room in what seemed like weeks.

When I walked into the room, Alex and Charlie – at least I assumed it was them, because they looked like two slutty girls, were sitting at a table in the center of the room. We were soon joined by three of the other women who I knew as police officers.

“Hey Doug!” Alex cried out as I strode towards the table, my gait in the pumps being stable now.

“Alex? Is that really you??” I asked, squinting.

“Hey Doug,” Charlie said. The three of us were all dressed and made up. I think that Alex and Charlie had sluttier makeup. Alex had sort of a goth demeanor – with a green streak down the front of his wig, and a laced, black leather outfit. Charlie was more of a naughty “school girl” type with blonde hair in a bob style, and a parochial school girl’s uniform; plaid with a white blouse and a bow tie. Then there was me – in my country denim, wholesome country girl attire.

“Well now, isn’t this a pleasant little reunion,” Office Donovan (Kathleen) said. She looked at all three of us, and the other officers, and the one who identified as a judge all smiled at us.

“I suppose you’re wondering when you’ll be released,” she said rhetorically. “Well the answer to that is not in the forseeable future. You see girls . . . there is a big market for broken in transgender sluts like you. Men pay big money to be with girls like you, and we just happen to be in the business.”

We listened in stunned silence, and looked around the table at each other. Then Kathleen spoke up: “You know of course that if you ladies transition . . . you know, like we did – chemically, then you could make nice money, and we may forget all about those nasty drug trafficking charges. So what do you say?”

“How much money are we talking??” Alex asked.

Now Kathleen was smiling. “More money than you can count.”

The way Kathleen was talking to Alex I could tell that he was a favorite of hers. But now Charlie was smiling at me. Barbara caught onto that fast. Immediately she said, “Charlie, do you want Doug?? You should take her then!”

At this point I couldn’t care less and Charlie looked too good to resist. Besides, my mind was made up – I would become a fully transitioned transgender cum slut!

Charlie stood up and walked over to where I was sitting, and he placed his hands on my shoulders. “Come on now beautiful. Let me take you to my room.”

Our arms linked together after I stood up from the table. “Now Charlie, that sounds like the best thing I’ve heard all day!”


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

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

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites!

SHY SISSY

DO ME!

HOT MESS

HOT WIFE'S PET

ALPHA FEMME BOSS

GIRLY HEAT

SIX EROTIC TRANSGENDER ROMANCE STORIES

TOE CURLING TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

FIVE ALARM FEMME

HIS SISSY TUTOR

FRAT BOY FEMME

BOYZ TO GURLS - SERIES COMP

COUGAR MEAT

CAUGHT WITH HIS PANTS DOWN

TONGUES HANGING OUT

HOUSE SLAVES FOR A DAY

THE BULLY WHO TURNED ME

HOT WIVES FEMBOYS AND SISSIES SERIES COMP

SKANK RETREAT

HUBBY TRAP

BLOWN AWAY

TEST TUBE FEMBOY

DUPED

RIGHT WHERE I WANT HIM

FEMBOYS CROSSDRESSERS AND SISSIES

TEST DRIVE

NO RETURN

MY BOSS'S HOTWIFE MADE ME A SLUT!

BECOMING MIRABELLE

BECOMING ILANA

BECOMING JACLYN

IT STARTED OUT SO INNOCENT

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES RETURNS

F'ING AWESOME!

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

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

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

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

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

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcCA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcC9.jpg
Transgender Romance - 1* Time Feminization






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		COPYRIGHT

		Dedication

		PART I

		2

		PART II

		2

		More Stories for You!

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32






