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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note!

Sissy Boy! I love his story!

He gets drunk, dresses up, runs a stop sign, speeds, tries to elude the cops, and is arrested. But that’s not the worst thing…the worst thing is that the judge is his…ex-wife!

Oh, man. I started thinking about all the things that happen in prison, and I found there was way too much to put in a simple story. This needed a BOOK!

After all, what happens when a crossdresser goes to a prison that is nothing but a big whorehouse?

How does a sissy survive when he is being groomed to turn tricks?

And, when push comes to shove…how does a sissy stand up for himself and get his proper due?

Guaranteed, you’re going to love the story of Sissy Boy, too!

Now, read on, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Sissy Boy Goes to Jail!

Crossdresser arrested en femme…

his ex-wife was the judge!

Grace Mansfield


Part One

Ace made three mistakes that night.

First, he drove the Porsche. He loved the Porsche. He loved to slide around corners and pretend he was on a racetrack. He loved the feeling of being pressed back in the seat when he put the pedal to the metal. But he should have known better.

His second mistake wasn’t so much what he did, it was that the Porsche was red. Considering what he was doing, and the fact that cops always loved to pull over fast cars, and red cars were pulled over at a statistically higher rate than any other car…he should have known better.

His third mistake was driving his red Porsche while wearing what he was wearing.

He was wearing a slinky, black dress. His breast forms pushed his chest out and accentuated his female form. His lingerie, a corset and nylons, made him look more female than a female. He was wearing a brunette wig, full make up, and…he should have known better.

But he didn’t know better. It had been too long since he had played dress up, too long since he had partaken of his favorite sport: driving through town en femme.

The fact that he had been moving a little too fast and had missed a stop light didn’t help.

He jerked when the red and blue lights lit him up. Sweat poured off him and he reflexively jammed his foot down.

He couldn’t get caught…he had to get away…what would people think?

For a minute he held the pedal down, then he came back to his senses and realized what he was doing.

Even if he got away, the cops would be on the look out for him. And the chances of getting away were quite slim. The cops had radar.

So he let his foot up, the car wound down, and he looked for a place to pull over.

The cop was right behind him and as he slowed down the cop was telling him to pull over through his loudspeaker.

Ace pulled into a parking lot, drove into a corner, away from the lights, and stopped his car.

He cursed himself under his breath.

“Get out of the car!” the voice boomed from behind him.

He stuck his hands out the window. They were red tipped. He had gone all out. His wife had left him, he had felt so lonely, and he had needed this. He needed to dress up and get horny and let his horniness relieve his mind of the loss of his wife.

It was something he hadn’t done since before he got married.

“Put your hands on top of your head!”

He did so, feeling his wig move under his hands. It wouldn’t come off, but it did tend to slide an eighth of an inch.

“Face away from me and back up!”

He turned, stumbling a bit in his high heels. He was usually quite coordinated in heels, but it had been a while, and he was so scared. He backed up, careful not to fall.

“Get down on your knees!”

That was tough. Wearing the heels made the movement awkward, and he almost put his hands down on the ground, but he caught himself.

“Cross your legs!”

He crossed one ankle over the other, again almost falling, then the cop moved up behind him and cuffed one hand, brought his hands down and cuffed them together.

The cop grabbed his arm and stood him up. Even with his high heels the cop was taller than him, and the cop was not happy.

“What the hell you mean running from me?”

“I’m sorry…I did pull over…I was just scared!”

The cop frowned and squinted at Ace.

Ace knew what was happening. The cop had realized that Ace’s voice was a little too deep for a woman. He had looked past the make up and tried to discern the male features.

Still, he wasn’t sure.

“Sit on the curb.”

Ace took a step to the curb and sat on it. His pencil skirt was tight and his nylon clad legs shone under the street light. He looked down and wished he could undo the night.

He had, with a drink in him, called his ex-wife. He wanted to get back together. He still loved her. What could he do to make her love him?

But Roxie had listened stoically, then dismissed him quickly. “I don’t want to live with you any more. I don’t want to be married.”

“But…why? What have I done?”

“It’s not what you’ve done…it’s that there’s a part of you that I don’t see. You’ve got some secret, and it makes a barrier between us.”

“I’ll get rid of it! I’ll tell you all my secrets!” Except about the crossdressing, he thought.

“It’s no good, Ace. You’re a nice enough guy, but…I need more than you can give.”

She had finally hung up, and he had stumbled into the kitchen and made himself a bourbon and Coke, heavy on the bourbon.

Then, getting drunk, he had given in to his secret desires. He had gone into the garage and gotten his stash of female clothes out.

He had everything. He had the heels and the lingerie. He had wigs and cosmetics and…and everything.

Drinking, his mind feeling better and better as he transformed himself, he put on his clothes, his make up, his wigs and breast forms.

Then he had walked around the house, watching himself in the reflection of windows and mirrors.

He imagined himself accepted, his wife taking him back, his life finally on an even keel.

No more secrets.

But that wasn’t enough. He needed more.

Too many drinks in his gullet, he had gone out to the garage and sat in his shiny, red Porsche. He felt the leather and saw himself riding around town, a free spirit, envied by everyone. The top down and his hair flowing out behind him.

Then he had turned on the motor. Just to hear the sound of it. Just to smell the sweet smell of the exhaust.

Then, the radio singing sweetly, he had backed out and driven down the street.

He was just going to go around the block. He was just taking a little ride. Just enough to sate his desires and calm him down.

He needed this.

He needed to be accepted…by the world and his ex-wife.

But a trip around the block had turned into a burst or two of speed on the freeway, and then he had gone downtown. There would be enough traffic there that he couldn’t speed, and he could just cruise past where his ex-wife worked.

He could drive and his heart could break and his wife (in his mind) would come running out, flag him down and take him back.

But he had watched her place of work too hard, pined too hard, and missed the traffic light. And he should have known better. He was near the courthouse and the cop station was only a street over, and the lights had flashed and the siren had burped at him. And now he was sitting on the curb and wondering what was going to happen to him.

The cop had rummaged through his car, and found nothing. Ace had forgotten his wallet.

“Where’s your identification?”

“I forgot it,” Ace mumbled.

The cop was confused, peering at Ace, trying to figure things out.

“Do you know your driver’s license number?”

Ace rattled it off.

The cop went back to his cruiser and  called it in.

Ace sat, and he would have cried, except he was still drunk. And he knew he was going to have to hide his drunkenness from the cop.

Two minutes passed, and Ace heard the cop laughing.

The the cop closed his door and stood in front of Ace.

“Well, Mr. Johnson…”

He knew! He knew Ace was a man!

“…I have you running a red light, speeding, fleeing and eluding, and driving without a license.”

Ace said nothing. He just looked at the ground and wished it was all over.

“You can stand up, sir.”

Ace struggled to his feet. He tottered on his heels.

The cop had a smirky look on his face. He was trying to conceal the smirk, but not succeeding.

“I’m sorry. I panicked, but I really did pull over. I…I knew it was wrong, that I would get in more trouble, so…I really did pull over.”

The cop listened, and nodded. When Ace was finished he said, “Well, I was going to run you in, but…it looks like you’ve got enough problems. I’m going to write you a ticket.”

A big sigh of air escaped Ace.

The cop got his ticket book and brought it to Ace. He wrote out the offenses, red light, speeding…he didn’t write down about fleeing and eluding.

“I left off the evasion charge, it did look like you were pulling over, but…sign here.”

The cop leaned forward and handed Ace the ticket, and then he jerked back, pulled the ticket book back.

“Sir? Have you been drinking?”

Ace tried to muddle through. “I had a couple of drinks a couple of hours ago. But I’m sober now.”

But it was too late. The cop could give him a ticket, Ace would slow down and obey the laws, and he was no longer a danger on the road.

But the cop couldn’t let a drunk driver go. A drunk driver was a danger to other motorists, and he had to arrest Ace.

After a quick sobriety test, Ace was introduced to the back seat of the cop’s cruiser.

“Watch your head, sir.”

Ace ducked and got in. He sat, uncomfortable with his hands behind his back, and waited.

He watched as his beloved, red Porsche was towed onto a flat truck and taken away.

Then he was taken away.

Ace was booked in, and it was a nightmare.

First, all the cops were laughing at him. Not so loud, but they smirked and stared and grinned. He quickly acquired the name ‘sissy boy.’

“Do you have some male clothes?” he asked one of the cops.

“What’s the matter sweetheart? Panties in a bunch?” returned the cop, and the two cops with him cracked up.

“Please. It’s…I…don’t you have something?”

“Sorry, sweetheart, but this isn’t a dress shop.”

Then Ace was put in a cell with other prisoners.

There were a couple of rough looking bikers, who stared, then grinned.

There were several black prisoners, and they refused to refer to him or consider him in any way, a man. They made a big show of bowing and and being polite, and one of them tried to dance with him.

Then there were a couple of Mexicans, a couple of homeless drunks, and a big Chinese guy with a Fu Manchu and an evil disposition.

Ace found a corner of the cell and sat down. He pulled his knees up and held them. A couple of the prisoners looked at his nylon encased legs and licked their lips, but there was nothing he could do about that.

The night dragged on. The lights went to dim and everybody was expected to sleep.

But how could one sleep on the hard tile benches? And there were no blankets or pillows.

Ace went to the bars and summoned one of the jailers. “Don’t you have blankets or anything?” he asked.

The jailer chuckled. “Yeah, right.” And walked away.

Ace went back to his corner and held his knees and slumped his face down and tried to sleep.

The sounds of the jail waned. Cell doors were no longer clanged shut. The raucous voices of the guards fell away, and the prisoners all leaned against the wall or curled up on the floor.

Ace was sober now, and had a hangover, and was more miserable than he had ever been in his life. The minutes became hours, and he sat in his crumpled up position and his eyes grew heavy. He didn’t think he would be able to sleep, but the long day, the stress, coming down from alcohol…his eyes slowly, slowly closed.

The jail grew quiet. Some of the prisoners snored, and quite loudly.

Ace came up to consciousness. Something had woken him. Then he felt it. A hand was on his leg!

“HEY!” he screamed.

Prisoners woke up.

The Chinese fellow was crouched in front of him, and he snaked his hand between Ace’s legs. Caught, he was determined to cop a feel.

Ace squeezed his legs together just as the fellow put his hands on his balls.

“NO!”

Prisoners were waking up, shouting, guards were running in the corridor outside the cell.

The Chinese guy grinned and fondled Ace’s testicles.

Ace drew back a fist and clobbered the Chinese guy, hard. The man fell away, rolled on his side and went to sleep.

The cell door was thrown back and half a dozen cops ran into the cell. They had batons and they pushed prisoners back, used the batons when they felt like it, and then Ace was cowering in the corner, two big guards standing in front of him.

“What goes on?” one guard asked.

The other guard examined the Chinese fellow. “He’s out. We’re going to have to take him to the hospital. He hit his head on the tile bench here.”

The guards had all the prisoners backed up against one wall now, and they crowded around Ace. It was obvious Ace had been fighting. He had hurt his hand and his knuckles were bloody and his fist was swollen.

“What’d you do?” the big guard directly in front of him shouted at Ace.

Ace had thought the cops would rescue him, but now he was being shouted down. He managed to say, “He tried to molest me.”

“So you near kill him.”

“But he started it!”

“And you thought you’d finish it.”

The interrogation went on for what seemed like hours, but was in reality maybe ten minutes. Then the Chinese guy was rolled out on a gurney and the lights went out again.

One of the other prisoners whispered in the darkness, “Man, you fucked up, Sissy Boy.”

“What? I didn’t do anything!”

“Fighting? That ain’t nothing. You better hope that guy isn’t hurt too bad.”

“But he was trying to…to…get me.”

“You shoulda let him. Now they’ll charge you with rioting or something. Man, you just added six months to your sentence.”

It was too much. Everything that happened…it was too much. In the silence of the early morning Ace sobbed quietly.

And the last thing he heard was one of the prisoners whispering, “Stupid bitch.”

Morning came, and Ace woke up quickly. He was stiff and sore. He was still wearing his dress and his wig and heels, but his make up needed a bit of work.

Other prisoners were awake, and a couple of them were slapping their arms back and forth in a feeble attempt to exercise.

There was room on a bench, so Ace got up and sat down.

He was never more miserable in his life. He was hungry, he had the dry taste of last night’s alcohol in his mouth, and…he was in jail.

And he knew that his life was changed.

His arrest wouldn’t bother his work because he worked out of his home. He had an internet business.

“When’s breakfast?” asked one of the prisoners of another.

“They don’t give you no breakfast,” was the answer. “The judge will see us today and we’ll either make bail, or get assigned to a section. That’s when you get to eat.”

Ace was starving. He wanted bacon and eggs and pancakes by the stack. But he would have taken mush if it had been offered. Instead, he sat with his belly feeling empty and pondered his situation.

He had a two in three chance of getting out of this. He might have to serve some time, but probably not. The newspapers had been full of stories about how criminals were being cycled out of prison as fast as they were arrested. And he wasn’t really a criminal.

He was just a dope who made a mistake. A big mistake, but…just a mistake.

Time passed. A couple of the prisoners were playing pitch a penny against a wall. Where they had found the penny who knows, but they played, and a couple of the prisoners watched and made remarks.

Ace considered them very low brow prisoners, getting excited over the toss of a penny.

More time passed, and it was ten o’clock before the cell door was opened and the prisoners were lined up in the corridor.

The cops were gruff and impolite, except for Ace. Even though Ace looked a bit ragged, the cops laughed at him and made remarks like, ‘Right this way, good looking.’ And ‘Have a seat right there, sweetheart.’

And he was constantly referred to by the monicker of ‘Sissy Boy.’

The line of men, and one woman, was shuffled down the cell block, through a maze of doors, and into a courtroom.

The courtroom was just like any other courtroom. Paneled walls, high ceilings, and a high bench at the back of the room. Two tables for prosecution and defense. An area for a jury on one side, and a place for prisoners to sit on the other.

Ace sat down in the middle of the line of men. Almost immediately a cop stood up and yelled, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

Ace groaned. He had a two out of three chance for mercy, but he had to get his ex-wife. Out of the three judges in this courthouse he had to get his ex-wife!

The prisoner next to him nudged him, “Get up…Sissy Boy.”

Ace stood up.

Roxanne…Roxie…the love of his life, entered the courtroom. She entered through a door behind and to the left of the bench. She mounted a couple of steps, and sat down.

“All be seated!” yelled the cop.

Ace sat down and stared at his ex-wife.

She was red-headed, and the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. He could see the thrust of her breasts through the black robe. Her blue eyes stared down at paperwork. Her full lips were painted red, and…his heart hurt for looking at her.

She turned and held a brief conversation with the bailiff, then the court proceedings began.

Prisoner after prisoner stood in front of her.

Since this was an arraignment charges were discussed, and men were sent back to the lock up to await more proceedings, or given bail.

Ace crossed his fingers. Bail…bail…please, dear God, let it be bail!

Five men stood up. One was held over, four were given bail, and one guy couldn’t make bail. He was going back to lock up.

Then it was Ace’s turn.

He stood up and shuffled to the center of the court. The other prisoners gave little hoots and whistles, and one of them called out, “Down on your knees, Sissy Boy!”

Roxanne’s mouth dropped open. She looked at the form in front of her. She looked up at Ace. She sat back and listened.

“Prisoner D1475. Gerald Johnson. Charged with Running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault…” there were a few other charges, but that was the gist of it. Those were the biggies.

But he was confused. Assault? Then he remembered the guy he had hit. They must had decided to tack that on him!

Roxanne motioned to the bailiff and he approached. She whispered in his ear.

The bailiff turned and said, “Prisoner D1475—“

“That’s Sissy Boy!” yelled one of the prisoners.

“Order!” Roxie slammed the hammer down and glared at the prisoners. She had a rep for being a tough judge, and everybody quickly shut right up.

A cop touched Ace’s arm and he was guided back to the prisoners’ box.

“Next case is…” the bailiff droned.

Ace didn’t know what to think. Why had she refused to see him? Was that good? Was she going to just give him a talking to and get him out of here? Or was it more ominous?

Ace and her were on good terms, so…maybe she was just going to let him go. Maybe she didn’t want to give him a light sentence in front of the other prisoners?

Yeah! That was it?

Ace was still nervous, but he was relaxing. Good, old Roxanne would have his back. He was going to get out of this.

The rest of the prisoners were seen, only Ace was left, and…the cops moved in and moved the prisoners back through the maze of doors and to their cell.

“But…wait a minute?” Ace blurted, but Roxanne had already left the courtroom.

“Move it, Sissy Boy.”

“But I haven’t been…I haven’t…”

“Shut up and move it.”

He moved down the corridor and into the cell.

What had happened?

For the next hour prisoners were released. One of them was taken away. He would be in a separate part of the jail. The others disappeared and Ace didn’t really know what happened, except that he thought they all got bail. Even the guy who couldn’t afford bail.

Then Ace was alone in the cell.

He was dirty. His dress had stretched a little, it was awfully tight, and…he just sat and felt sorry for himself.

Noon came, and now he was really hungry. He was actually shaking, he was so hungry.

He called to the cops, and they just ignored him, except to laugh. And once he heard somebody talk about the ‘Sissy Boy.’

More time passed, and at 4:30 in the afternoon a cop came to collect Ace.

“Let’s go, Sissy Boy.” He smirked and held the cell door open.

Ace walked down the corridor and through the doors to the courtroom. When he stepped into the courtroom, however, he was shocked.

It was packed.

There was nobody in the bench area, except for one lawyer. A trim brunette who watched him with level, grey eyes. She had a Dorothy Hamill haircut, a thin briefcase. She had a flat chest and her lips were thin.

They didn’t look naturally thin; it looked like she was compressing her lips in disapproval.

But the area where the audience sat was filled to overflowing. A lot of them were cops, in uniform, doubtless come to see the circus. A lot of them wore plain clothes, but they looked like cops, too.

And everybody was grinning. There was a spattering of hand claps, some hoots, and lots of grins.

Once again, Ace wanted to just shrivel up and blow away.

He sat down next to the lawyer. He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off.

“Be quiet. My name is Debra Smith, and I’m your lawyer, and you’ve got problems.”

Tell me about it, he thought.

“Word is the judge is going to throw the book at you. I don’t know what you did to piss her off, but—“

“She’s my ex-wife.”

The lawyer was quiet, stared hard at him, then nodded. “Well, that explains that. The charges are…” she read through the litany of crimes.

“But I didn’t assault anybody!” protested Ace. He explained about the Chinese guy trying to make advances, or whatever he was trying to do.”

Debra considered him, gnawed on her lip. Her lips weren’t thin, so that meant she just disapproved of him. Great.

“Okay. I’ll see what I can do. But I’m really going in blind. Let’s just wait and see.”

Debra asked him several questions: he hadn’t been arrested before, he could afford bail, he amenable to community service, and so on.

Meanwhile, if anything, more people had squeezed in to watch.

Then the bailiff loudly chanted, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

The lawyer leaned towards Ace and asked, “She took her maiden name back?”

“Yes.”

“Damn.” And she frowned again.

“Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…”’ the charges went on.

Ace stared at his ex, and she ignored him, looked down at a form and followed along as Ace was charged. She had a slight curve of lip as she read. Was that a smile?

Ace wasn’t sure, but when the charges were finished Roxie looked up at him. Her gaze was direct, and there was no nonsense. “Mr. Johnson, I never expected to see you here. Got anything to say for yourself?”

“No…” he pondered how to address here. He couldn't use her name, so he decided on, “…Your Honor.”

He couldn’t help but think of the time she had bought a new robe and had modeled if for him at home. In their bedroom. With nothing on beneath it.

“Oh, baby,” he had nuzzled her and slid his hands under the robe. He had felt her large breasts, and she had shivered. Then he had lifted her into the air and settled her on his penis. It had been wonderful. Sweaty and smelling of sex, and when they were done she had laughed and said, “I better not smell of cum when I’m sitting on the bench!”

Now he was standing in front of her, and she was wearing the same robe.

Then his lawyer nudged him.

He realized he had been day dreaming, and he racked his mind for…oh, yeah. She had asked him, “How do you plead?”

“Uh…”

Roxanne sat back and contemplated him. “Mr. Johnson?”

“Well, uh…I guess…I plead guilty with an explanation.”

She had a look on her face like a cat that had just caught a mouse.

“Well,” she drawled. “I can’t wait to hear this. What’s your explanation?”

Ace began talking, and shortly found himself gasping for breath, befuddled, and in the throes of the most severe case of mortification in the universe.

He tried to slide past his garb. “I had a few too many drinks and I—“

Roxanne was having none of that. “And how do you explain your apparel?”

“My…this…I…”

“You’re not going to tell me that a bunch of perverts kidnapped you and made you dress up like a girl?”

His face was so red…and it was hot…and he stammered, “Nu…nu…no.”

“So how did you come to be dressed like this?” She waved a hand to indicate his dress and wig and stuff.

“Uh…”

There were snickers behind him, and somebody whispered loudly, “Sissy Boy!”

Roxanne sat up. “Sissy Boy? Is that what they call you when you’re dressed like this?”

“I…no!”

There was laughter behind him, and one of the cops yelled out. “That’s his alias, Your Honor!”

“Your alias?”

“No!”

“If the court reporter will make a note of it. Gerald Johnson, alias Ace, alias Sissy Boy.”

“That’s not—“

“Now, I believe you were telling me how you came to be feminized.”

Debra hissed. “Just tell her the truth!”

“Well, I…I sometimes dress up like a woman…”

“A woman? Or a girl? A little sissy girl?”

“A woman!” Ace was pleading now now. He just wanted this farce to end.

“And how long have you been dressing up.”

Snickers and chortles from behind him as the cops all enjoyed his embarrassment.

“I…uh…”

“Tell the truth!” from his lawyer.

“I…uh…since I was…young.”

“Before high school?”

He nodded, ashamed.

“Before junior high?”

He shook his head.

“And what was the first time you ever…”

“And did you have girlfriends?”

“And did you masturbate whenever you got dressed up.”

Ace’s eyes were filled with tears. He was losing his mind, couldn’t think, mumbled answers helplessly.

The cops behind him laughed out loud and made remarks.

And the torment went on and on.

For a full hour Roxanne grilled him, humiliated him, and then, when Ace was wrung out and ready to collapse, she banged her gavel down.

“Well, this has been very interesting, and educational. I think we should bind the prisoner over that we might explore this situation more thoroughly.”

Ace couldn’t help himself. He blurted, his voice a little squeaky and a lot desperate, “Roxanne! Can’t you get me out of here?”

Now the court was silent.

Roxanne had been starting to stand up, but she stopped, looked at Ace, and sat back down.

“Prisoner please approach the bench.”

Debra moved first. She tugged on Ace’s sleeve and he moved forward. He stopped just in front of the bench and Roxanne leaned forward. She gave him a bright smile.

“Sissy Boy—”

“Can’t you call me Ace?”

“No. I can’t call you Ace. You are Sissy Boy, and that’s what I will call you.”

Ace’s eyes were pleading, but Roxanne just rolled right over him.

“Do you know how embarrassing it is for me? You show up in my place of work dressed like that? You make me the laughingstock of the system, and…” she shook her head.

“But I need to get out! I need to eat! I need to get out of these clothes!”

“Sissy Boy. You are in the custody of the state now, and I am about to go research the law. I need to know just how far I can go in dealing with you.”

“But…”

“Bailiff, take him away. Put him in isolation. I’ll let you know when I want to see Sissy Boy again.”

“But you can’t!”

The bailiff grabbed his arm and Ave resisted, tried to pull out of the man’s grip.

“You can’t do this to me! Please! I love you!”

Two cops moved forward and helped the bailiff.

“Roxanne stood up and walked towards the door that led to her chambers.”

“Roxie! Roxie!”

Cops in the back of the room were cheering.

The door closed behind Roxanne, and Ace struggled helplessly. Within seconds he was overpowered and dragged out screaming.

“No! No!”

But his day in court was over.


Part Two

Ace sat in his cell—he had his own cell now—and worried.

What had happened? Sure, he had embarrassed Roxie, but she had never shown bias in a court case. She was actually proud of the fact that she stuck with the law, instead of throwing the book at people who probably deserved it.

He had a small window at the top of his cell, and he could tell it was getting dark.

And he was hungry. He hadn’t eaten for more than 24 hours, and he was hurting.

But what could he do?

The cops just ignored him, or laughed at him.

He was ‘Sissy Boy,’ the girly man of the jail.

A couple of times cops had even come back and stared at him, smirking.

Well, what was going to happen, he was going to have to get a real lawyer, and—

Click, click, click. It was the tap of high heels coming down the cement floored corridor.

Ace stood up.

He was a mess now. His dress had stretched out, one of his boobs had come unglued, his make up was smeared and faded.

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

Roxanne stopped in front of the cell. She wasn’t wearing a robe now; she was wearing a tight dress, purple with white trim. Her breasts were big and heavy and the nipples showed through.

She was going out.

“Where are you going?” he blurted, jealousy eating him alive.

“Oh, just out.” She grinned. She knew what was going through his mind.

He was silent then. He wasn’t going to get into it with her. That wasn’t the way back into her heart. And he did want to rekindle their marriage.

“So now you’re Sissy Boy.” She pursed her lips and nodded her head slightly.

“Please. Call me Ace.”

She sniffed slightly. “So how do you like being a jailbird? Is it all it’s knocked up to be?”

“It sucks.”

“Too bad, so sad.” Here smile was open now. She was really enjoying this. “You know, I always wondered what your big secret was, and now I know. You’re a crossdresser.”

“I just…do it…a little.” He was once again feeling the sharp bite of shame.

“A little, a lot…who cares. What you were stupid about, if I may insult you a little, is that if you had told me, right up front, I wouldn’t have cared.

His eyes focused on her.

“Oh, I would have chuckled a bit, maybe told you to keep it to yourself, but…who knows? Maybe I would have taken advantage of you, made you wear women’s clothes all the time. I would have loved a good maid.”

“Then there’s hope for us?”

“Me and a jailbird?” she laughed outright. “I think not. I’m going to have a rough enough time overcoming what you’ve done…and you’re just my ex. Imagine what it would be like if we were married.”

His mind started to spin with visions of happiness and sugar plums, but she crashed that with her next words.

“Judge marries pervert. Then I couldn’t even say I divorced you because of…you know? And there would go any hope of being selected for a higher judgeship, or running for public office.”

Ace’s head slumped and he took a step back.

“Come here.”

Ace looked up. She was smiling. He stepped up to the bars and she was right in front of him, close enough to kiss.

“Where do you hide your penis?”

He blinked.

“It’s…I wear a gaff. It’s pulled back between my legs.”

“What’s a gaff?”

“It’s like really tight underwear. It pulls my dick back between my leg, makes it really hard to get a boner.

“And it’s called a gaff.”

He nodded.

“Show me!”

Ace looked around nervously, as if there was somebody in the cell with him.

“Come on. There’s nobody here, and we’d hear them coming, anyway.”

“But…”

“Come on. It’s just you and me. Lift up that dress and show me.”

A new shade of red.

Ace lifted his skirt. He pulled down his gaff. His cock immediately began to swell.

Roxie stared at it. She licked her lips.

“Come closer. Let me feel it.”

He stepped up against the bars, and she reached down and grabbed his cock.

Her hand was warm.

His cock was hot. It had been wiggling around for hours, trying to get hard in the gaff, but failing.

“I had no idea you were such a little kinkster.”

“Yeah, well,” he was breathing hard under her grip. She couldn’t stroke it, but just the feeling of her hands on him…

“And your balls, they feel like they’re full! The skin is tight and they weigh so much.”

Ace wanted to cum, she had always known how to excite him with her hands, and he was ready to squirt.

She smiled at him, licking her lips again, and both her hands were working him.

He groaned and his knees shivered.

“You know,” she whispered, “you’re sort of sexy.”

“Oh…”

“It’s sort of like making love to a woman, being a lesbian, but…without the…the…”

“Guilt,” he blurted.

“Guilt. Yeah. Maybe shame. But…it’s breaking a taboo. I could screw you, and be making love to a woman, and not break any taboos.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “I need to cum!”

She held his package, worked it, and laughed. “What? No! And lose this wonderful boner?”

He shook his head. He was holding on to the bars so he wouldn’t fall now.

“That’s another turn on. Screwing a man and having total control. I’m a control freak anyway. If I could cum and leave you high and dry…oh, fuck. I’m almost ready to cum right now!”

Suddenly she looked down. “Are you cumming?” She sounded shocked.

“No,” he gritted his teeth. “That’s just…I’m leaking. I can’t hold the pre-cum, and the cum, inside, but I don’t get an orgasm.”

“Oh, God!” She let go of his package with one hand, kept working it with the other. Her free hand went down and under her dress. She began playing with her nub.

Ace couldn’t believe it. He was having sex with his wife…but not having sex. “Please…” he said. “Please…”

But he didn’t know what he was asking for. He was just tormented and wanted release.

She leaned forward, squeezed his testicles, rubbed her clitoris, and whispered, “Kiss me.”

He was shaking when he moved his head forward. Their lips met, surrounded by bars, and it was an exquisite moment of sex while being denied.

This was the feel of kissing her while he was in her, but he wasn’t in her, he was in his cage.

And all the time his semen flowed out. He knew that if enough cum came out he wouldn’t be able to have an orgasm.

“Fuck!” she spoke against his mouth, like she was ejaculating the word. The orgasm rolled over her, swept her away, and she held onto his package to stop from falling. The whole world became hazy and unreal and the golden feeling whelmed over her.

Ace groaned, and held onto the bars, and wished he could cum. They used to be able to cum together. But enough semen had drained out of him that he could no longer have an orgasm. In fact, he probably wouldn’t be able to cum for a few days.

Then she opened her eyes, giggled, and stepped back from him.

He thrust his hips against the bars, but she drew away.

“Thanks, jailbird.”

“Roxie…”

“We’ll have to do this again sometime,” she chuckled. “We’ll certainly have the opportunity. After all, you stay here and I come down and get off whenever the mood grips me. And I can drain you so…” She giggled and left the thought unfinished.

“Roxie! No!”

“Why not? You’re in the system now. I have your life in my hands.” She looked at his cock, it was now limp. Then she looked up at him, “And a lot of other things. So why not keep you here for a while? If you ever want to get out of here…” she stopped talking and started thinking.

“Roxie, you can’t be serious. That would be against the law.”

“But I am the law, Sissy Boy.”

He cringed at the cavalier manner in which she spoke his alias.

“Drunk driving, running stop signs, speeding, fleeing and eluding…and we mustn’t forget that assault charge.”

“But he was trying to molest me!”

“Do you know how long I could keep you for?” She began doing the math in her head, adding up the years for each offense.

Drunk driving is five years, fleeing and eluding is fifteen years, speeding is five years…that’s twenty-five years—we can forget about assault, that’s only 60 days and five hundred—and we haven’t even tacked on the fines. That’s probably twenty thousand.”

“But…you can’t!”

“Of course I can. I’m the judge. And those things you did, they are all felonies.”

“Felonies?”

“Absolutely. A higher court won’t even blink when I lower the boom. No hope on appeal.”

Now Ace was desperate. “But, honey, I love you with all my heart! Surely you can’t do that to somebody who’s only real crime is loving you too much? That’s the only reason I was out there…why I got caught like this.” He looked down at his dress, then back up at Roxanne. “That’s why I drove past the courthouse. I just want you back!”

Roxanne put a sober look on her face and nodded. “I suppose I could be a little lenient.”

“Oh, yes! Please!”

“I could knock off the speeding charge. Then you’d only be in jail for twenty years.”

“Roxanne!” Ace wailed.

But Roxane was done. She turned and walked away, her heels tapping loudly, the curve of her calves and the sway of her round ass so incredible beautiful.

“Roxanne! Please! Have mercy!”

She turned at the end of the corridor and smiled back at him.

“By, hon,” then she added, “Sissy Boy.”

“ROXIE!”

But the door clanged shut.

An hour later a guard came back with a bag for Ace.

He almost fainted when he saw the arches on the side of the bag and smelled the delicious aroma.

He normally wasn’t a McDonald’s fan, but he was so hungry now that he couldn’t help it. He took out a Quarter pounder and devoured it. He slurped the fries down and licked his fingers. He drank the Coke like it was booze, and burped.

The jailor was waiting for the empty bag, and he remarked. “Damn, Sissy Boy, you need to work on your manners.”

Ace didn’t care. He handed the bag over, went and lay down on the tile bench. Now if he could only get a fresh change of clothes. He was starting to smell.

And as cool as female clothes were, he wanted male clothes.

The night went by peacefully. Only a few yells from inmates having nightmares. When Ace woke up the next day he was given another bag of McDonald’s, this one with a McGriddle and a patty and a Coke, and again he licked his fingers and was thankful.

Then the long day began.

He was not taken out of his cell for the morning arraignment. He was not given any lunch at noon. He just sat in his cell and watched a patch of blue sky through the one high window.

Four thirty came, and two officers came for him.

Ace was looking downright ragged now. His nylons were saggy and had runs. His dress looked like it had been designed for a bag lady, and his breast forms were slipping out of his bra.

He had finally scrubbed what was left of his make up off.

He was not cute looking, but the cops still called him Sissy Boy.

“Let’s go, Sissy Boy. The judge wants your opinion on something.”

They chuckled as they walked him through a series of doors.

“Probably wants fashion advice,” said the other cop.

“Is that it?” asked the first cop. “Are you going to give the judge advice on what to wear when she sends you to the Big House?”

Ace said nothing. He was still feeling the effects of hunger, and he wanted to turn and snap at the cops. But he didn’t dare.

Into the court room, and once again it was packed. The cops were apparently really getting off on Ace’s situation.

“All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

And Roxanne, looking fresh and beautiful stepped into the courtroom.

“Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson,” the bailiff started, but he was interrupted when Roxanne cleared her throat.

The bailiff glanced up at her, nodded, and rephrased his sentence. “Prisoner D1475, Sissy Boy, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…”

Ace stared at Roxanne. She had commanded the bailiff to refer to him as Sissy Boy!

“Okay,” said Roxanne, looking at Ace. “You had an arraignment yesterday, so it’s time to get around to the sentencing.”

Ace as whispering to his attorney, and he suddenly stood up. “Your Honor?”

Roxanne tilted her head slightly. “You had your chance to defend yourself yesterday.”

“Please. I just want to say one thing.”

Roxanne didn’t want to, but gazing around the courtroom she could see that all the cops in the audience were eagerly listening.

“Very well.”

“Well, Your Honor, I would like a change of venue.”

The audience buzzed. They hadn’t expected any legal shenanigans.

Roxanne sat back and looked at the ceiling. She actually wasn’t thinking, she already knew what she was going to say, but she wanted to give her statement the appearance of judicial consideration.

She leaned forward and said, “Denied.”

The audience laughed.

Ace said, “Your Honor!”

But Roxanne wasn’t having any more of that.

“Counsel for the defense will approach the bench.”

Debra stood up and rounded the table. Ace stood up, too. He intended on going to the bench, but Roxanne merely smiled and said, “Just the counsel for the defense.

Ace sat and stewed. And watched. The conference was short, and Debra returned and sat next to him. She leaned over and said, “Sis—Ace, the judge is about to throw the book at you. She’s going to give you a full twenty year sentence, with fines.”

“But she can’t—“

“Or, she’ll accept a plea deal.”

Ace stared at his lawyer suspiciously. “What kind of plea deal.”

“A year, here, at county. All charges reduced from felonies. No fines.”

“A year?”

He glanced at the waiting Roxanne. He looked at his lawyer.

“What’s the catch?”

“As far as I can tell, there is no catch. I mean, she was your wife. Maybe she was just bluffing, and now she’s decided to be lenient.”

Ace didn’t think so.

He looked at the table he was sitting behind. His eyes took on a glaze as he thought about it.

Twenty years, hard time in the Big House, plus fines. He knew he would never survive.

Versus one year in jail, the county lock up, his record cleaned up, no fines.

But he just knew Roxanne had something up her sleeve.

“Take it,” hissed his lawyer. “Don’t be a dope!”

He nodded.

Debra stood up. “Your Honor, my client is in agreement with a plea deal.”

Roxanne wrote on a form.

The court reporter typed, then waited.

“Very well. Gerald Johnson, it is the order of this court that you be confined to the county jail for a period of one year.” She slammed the gavel down and that was it.

But, of course, that was not it.

A dissatisfied rumble arose from the audience. The cops wanted blood.

Roxanne just smiled at the audience. She said, “Sissy Boy will be assigned to the women’s correctional facility.”

Ace was already standing, but he almost jumped on the defense table.

“What?”

Roxanne sat back and waited, her lips slightly pursed, the humor evident in her eyes.

“You can’t put me in the women’s side!”

“I can’t? Aren’t you dressed as a woman?”

“But…but…”

“And it is the practice of this court to assign men who identify as women to the women’s section of the county jail.”

“But I’m a man!”

The audience was getting louder, and they were appreciating Roxanne’s subterfuge. Cops were talking loudly to be heard, laughter was rising up.

Roxanne struck the gavel down once, and the audience calmed down.

“Yes, about that. Since the court is aware that abuses have happened in the past, it is the order of this court that, to protect the women of this facility, Sissy Boy wears a chastity tube.”

“WHAT? I’m not wearing a—“

“Or the plea deal is off and you will be transferred to the state prison to serve your sentences, consecutively.”

“But…”

His lawyer was tugging on his arm.

“You can’t…”

The cops were laughing.

“Roxanne?”

But Roxanne had a slight smile on her face and was waiting.

“Would you like to go for door two?” she asked pleasantly.

Ace, under the tugging of his lawyer and the laughter of the cops, finally calmed down.

“No, ma’am.”

“Very well. To make sure this sentence is carried out in the appropriate manner, I have purchased this little gem…” she held up a chastity tube, “and the prisoner will disrobe and place it on his person.”

Now, in spite of any pounding of the gavel, the cops in the courtroom rose up in cheer. They yelled nice things at the judge, and made cutting quips to Ace.

Not that Ace heard anything. He was dazed and confused. He just stood there.

Debra went to the bench and accepted the chastity tube. She returned to the defense table and placed the device on the table.

Ace stared at the thing. It was small, his dick was going to have trouble fitting into it even limp.

He picked it up and examined it. It was pretty simple, a ring and a tube, no way out.

He looked at the bench and Roxanne was smiling at him. Smiling in a wicked way.

He looked back at the audience. The cops were hanging over the fence, chuckling and suppressing guffaws.

“Well?” Roxanne asked.

“I…I…”

His lawyer finally helped. She picked up the tube and said, “Lift your dress.”

Ace moved slowly. He lifted his dress. He had left the gaff back in the cell and his prick hung limply.

Debra ran her tongue over her lips and bent in front of him. It looked like she was going to give him head, but nothing could be further from the truth.

She pushed the tube over his cock, used her finger to get it all the way in, then placed the ring around his package.

Ace was feeling faint. He grabbed the back of a chair to keep himself on his feet.

Click.

His cock was stuffed into the little tube. His balls were hanging out of the ring, big and round and shiny as the skin stretched.

Debra stood up, and there was an expression on her face. Intense concentration as she looked at the device hanging on her client.

Happiness concealed.

And she sighed. It was almost like sex with her.

All the officers in the audience area raised the biggest cheer of the day. They howled and hooted and pointed, and Ace was led away.

“All rise!”

Everybody stood up, and Roxanne descended from the bench and entered her chambers.

One of the guards approached Ace. “Let’s go, Sissy Boy.”

Debra leaned to him and said a few words, probably something about appeals, but Ace didn’t hear her.

His mind was a grey blank.

A year in jail.

A year in chastity.

How would he survive?

He followed the guard out of the courtroom. He thought he was going to go back to his cell, or perhaps over to the women’s section of jail, but the guard turned the wrong way and led him through a door at the end of the hall.

He went through a couple of more doors, was completely confused, and then found himself in a short corridor with three doors.

The door at the end had a red exit sign over it. He doubted he was going through that door.

They walked passed the first door, and the guard tapped at the second door.

A muffled “come in” could be heard.

The guard stepped back and warned Ace. “I’ll be right here waiting. You try any funny stuff and you’ll be sorry. You got that?”

Ace nodded.

The guard opened the door and Ace walked in.

It was a large, comfortable office. There was a big desk in front of a big window. There were shelves of law books. There was a table for conferences and such.

And he knew where he was.

“How you doing, Sissy Boy?”

At the corner of the room was a potted plant. Behind the potted plant was a bathroom, and Roxanne came out of the bathroom.

“Oh, heysoos,” Ace breathed.

She was wiping her hands, and she went behind her desk and sat down. She was still wearing her robe.

“Roxanne…” and for a moment he thought it was all a joke. She was going to get him out of this.

“One year. Pretty good, eh?”

Then he realized she wasn’t going to let him out of it.

“You’re going to make me serve the whole year?”

“Oh, yes.”

“No time off for good behavior.”

“Heck, if you’re that good, then you’ll get more time.”

That statement confused him.

“What?”

“Ace, for a while there I thought you were the one. I thought we would live long lives and live together until we were old and feeble.”

“But we can!”

“Then you had your secrets, which you wouldn’t share, and which I’m still pissed off about.”

“But—“

She held up a hand. “And, on top of that, you end up being a pervert.”

Then Ace said a howler of a statement. “But I’m only a little pervert.”

Roxie snorted.

“So…so if you’re going to make me serve my sentence…why did you want to see me?”

“Well, you have a choice.”

Uh oh.

“You can serve it in the laundry, or scrubbing floors, or some other nice thing. You always liked housework, right?”

Ace said nothing.

“Or, you can be elevated to trustee status.”

“Trustee status?”

“Yep. You’ll be assigned only cushy jobs, you’ll get the run of the jail, you might even be assigned work furlough programs. That’s not for a while, though. Just because I go to bat for you doesn’t mean you won’t have to earn some trust from some of the other people here.”

Ace thought about it. Cushy jobs, maybe even a chance to get out. In a while, of course.

“What’s the catch?”

“Nothing. You just have to be polite and proper, do what you’re told, that sort of thing.”

“If that’s all, then…yeah.”

“Excellent. Shall we have a trial run?”

“Trial run?” His brow furrowed as he tried to figure out what she meant.

Roxie stood up and took off her robe.

She was naked underneath.

Ace caught his breath. She had remarked to him, during their marriage, that she often went naked under her robe, but he hadn’t believed her.

She was a straight arrow! She didn’t do such things!

But here she was, massive boobs outthrust, tight waist, round hips and that patch of red hair sprouting from her junction.

She sat down and swiveled to the side.

“Come, Sissy Boy. Do me good.”

As in a dream, Ace rounded the desk.

She was leaning back, her legs up, one on the desk and the other on the window sill. Her pussy was open and waiting.

Ace was hardly aware of moving, but he found himself on his knees, staring at a moist, pink pussy.

He licked his lips and moaned.

“Come on, honey, earn your keep.”

He leaned forward, fell forward, actually, and his lips touched down.

She was every bit as delicious as he remembered.

Warm and moist, the labia spread for him.

His tongue delved, and his face went up and down.

His hands were on her thighs and his head bobbed up and down.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed.

For long minutes she laved her pussy with his mouth. Then she groaned and tightened her legs on his face.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” she hissed.

Then, done, he sat back on his heels.

She smiled at him, and picked up her phone. She tapped a number.

“Hi, Joanne, please.”

Ace stared, once again in confusion.

“Hi, Joanne. Why not come up to my office. Yes, he’s here, and he’s good. As good as I remember. Sure. And bring Liz with you. She can’t? Well, don’t worry. He’s going to be available for a year. Sure. Okay, see you in a few.”

She hung up the phone and turned to Ace.

“Are you up for this, Sissy Boy?”

Ace just sat there, staring, and considering.

He was in prison, for a year, and he knew that the women’s section had a large staff.

He looked down at his cock. It was trying to get hard. And it would be trying to get hard for a year.

A year of being used by women, of never being able to cum.

It was something many men would dream of, but now that he was experiencing the reality…Sissy Boy sobbed.


Sissy Boy in Woman’s Jail!

A crossdresser is changed

from a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Start a man with a little cross dressing.

Make him wear your panties, your hose, and, finally your bra.

He will love it. He will have a secret that turns him on, all day long,

and he will want more!

It’s up to you to give it to him!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

The jail matron was a large woman, and it looked like her size was the result of extensive weight lifting.

Ace just stood there and stared at the woman.

He had just received his sentence and was being turned over to the matrons from the female division of the county jail.

While the fellows from the male side of the jail turned over the paperwork Ace thought about what had happened to him.

He was caught speeding, running a red light, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving. Those were the major charges, and he was sentenced to a year in jail by the judge, who happened to be his ex-wife.

“So you were married to Judge Rocket.”

That was the first time Ace had ever heard of his wife’s nickname. He had heard her referred to as ‘The Rock,’ but never as the Rocket.

“What the hell were you thinking of?”

Ace was forced to speak to the jail matron. He opted for a polite nothing. “I wasn’t thinking.”

“Man, you weren’t. Let’s see the chastity device.”

Ace’s face turned red. Since he had been caught as a cross dresser, he had been sentenced to the women’s jail. He would serve time with the women, dressed as a woman, but with the safeguard of a chastity device.

“Did you hear me?”

“I…can’t we…later…”

“Aw, he’s embarrassed, said the matron, whose name tag said, ‘Julie.’

One of the male guards spoke up, “Go ahead, Sissy Boy. Nobody here but us.”

Ace really didn’t want to, but he understood how this worked. If he didn’t do what the guard and matrons said they would single him out, pick on him, and his year in jail would be a study in misery.

His face bright red, he lifted his dress and pulled down his panties.

“Look at that!” exclaimed the matron. She stepped forward and grabbed the chastity tube. She had muscles, and she lifted.

“Aie!” Ace yelped as he went up on his feet.

The guards and the other matron turned and watched the show. They were all chuckling.

The matron with his manhood in her hand stepped closer. Ace was on his tip toes, and trying to get higher, and she moved her face to within an inch of his.

“What’s the matter, Sissy Boy?”

“Gah…please…aack!”

She lowered him and grabbed his face, her fingers squeezing his cheeks. “I’m going to be in charge of your cell block, and I really don’t like men who prance around as women.”

“I…I…I’m sorry!”

He didn’t know what he was sorry about, but it seemed the logical thing to say.

Julie stepped back and grinned. “We’re going to have fun, you and me.”

Ace gasped for breath. He pushed his chastity tube back into his panties and pulled down his dress.

The guards chuckled and went back to transferring him.

A minute later Ace was walking down cement corridors with the tiled floors. The two matrons were in front of him. He was carrying bed stuff.

“Turn left, Sissy Boy,” Julie called out.

Ace entered a large, common room. There were several tables bolted to the floor, a TV high on a far wall, a room for the matrons with a bullet proof window. Along the walls were doors to individual cells. They were open now, and would be closed at night.

Ace stood in front of the matron’s office and waited for them, and the women in the big room stared at him.

They were a tough lot. Some of them looked like men, a lot of them were muscular, all of them had mean eyes.

Ace turned and watched the matrons in the office.

They laughed and nodded towards him. One of them made a curvy motion with her hands, as if describing his body.

Ace had not been able to get rid of his boobs, and they were causing him misery. The glue had worn off and they sagged in his bra. Add to that the shapelessness of his prison dress, and…he really wanted real clothes.

Julie came out of the office. “Come on, Sissy Boy.”

She crossed the big room, ignoring the hard looks cast at Ace, and opened a cell door. She stood back and Ace walked into the small space.

It was six by eight. There was a toilet with no lid. A sink dripped  rusty water.  There was a single window high on the wall. The bunk was made out of cement and tiles. There was a bookshelf under the high window.

Ace put his bed stuff down on the ‘bunk’ and turned to face Julie.

Julie was leaning against the side of the door.

“There’s nobody else in this room, it’ll give you a little privacy.” The look on her face said she wasn’t telling the truth.

“Now listen to me, Sissy Boy, the only way you’re going to survive in here is to do exactly what we tell you. You got that?”

He nodded.

“Some of these other girls might have ideas, but we’ll sort them out. Come here.”

Ace stepped over to the matron. Her large body blocked the view of anybody outside the cell. She reached up and slowly unbuttoned her uniform. She undid several buttons, then pulled the uniform apart.

Ace gasped. She was wearing a bra, thick and serviceable, the swell of a very large boob was revealed.

“Take my boob out.”

“Please, I don’t—“

“Now.”

It was a test. Ace knew that. And it wouldn’t be the first.

His wife, when they were still married, had told him of how mean and snippy the women could be. Now he was face to face with that meanness.

Ace stepped closer. He gulped.

“Reach up and pull it out of my bra.”

His hands shaking, Ace did as she commanded. He pulled the material of the dress further back, put his hands on her boob, and worked it out of the bra.

“Be gentle, you klutz!”

He was spluttering something, didn’t know what, and he tried to be soft and gentle. He pulled her boob out of her bra and held it.

He started to open his fingers and pull back, but she caught his wrists and held him. She had a happy sneer on her face, and she said, “Suck my nipple.”

“Please…please…” he begged.

“Now.”

Ace moved his face closer to her boob. When his lips were but an inch from the stiff nipple she reached around and grabbed the back of his head. She pulled him hard, and he opened his mouth just in time for the nipple to slide between his lips.

“Oh, yeah,” Julie moaned. “Suck, you bitch!”

Ace licked his tongue over the rigid nipple, he sucked, and Julie sighed. “Oh, yeah. We’re going to have fun, you and I.”

Helpless, afraid to resist, Ace kept his mouth on her tit and sucked.

He was terrified, but even terrified, he couldn’t escape the sexuality of the situation. His cock started trying to rise up in his chastity tube.

Finally, Julie pushed him back. She stuffed her big boob back into her bra and buttoned up. She was grinning the whole time. Done, she said, “Better rest up, Sissy Boy. We’re going to use you tonight.”

“What do you mean?” he gulped.

“You’ll find out. Right now, rest, and I’ll come get you for dinner.”

She pushed Ace back into the cell, closed the door and locked it.

Ace stood for a moment. Then he stepped up to the door. There was a little grill at eye level, and he watched Julie stride back towards the matron’s office.

Even though she scared him, Ace was impressed by her curvy calves, her rotund but swinging butt, the confidence she exuded and the disdain she held for the prisoners.

She entered the office and plopped down in a swivel chair. The other matrons, there were three others right then, all turned to her, and shortly they were in a heavy, but relaxed, kind of conversation.

Ace wondered what they were talking about.

He turned and walked the four feet to his bunk. He sat down on the edge.  It was hard.

He stood up and spread out his blankets. He sat down again, and it was still hard.

He lay back and folded his arms under his head.

He lay there for a minute, then sat up and unbuttoned his dress. He took out the breast forms and put them on the floor, then he lay back down.

That felt better. That felt—

“Psst!”

Ace blinked. He sate up. A woman was looking in through the door grill.

“Yeah,” Ace answered.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m Ace.”

“Ace, huh? I heard Julie call you Sissy Boy.”

“My name is Ace.”

“Don’t get your panties in a twist. “I’m Annie. What are you in for?”

Ace swung his feet to the floor, but remained sitting on the bed. “Speeding, drunk driving.” He didn’t say any more.

“And they put you over here?”

“Yeah.”

Annie was silent for a few seconds, then she blurted, “I heard they was going to put a man over here. Are you a man?”

Now Ace was stuck. If he lied, and Annie found out the truth, he would probably be bullied. And some of these gals looked like they could do some bullying.

But if he told the truth…did he really have anything to lose?

“Yes.”

Silence.

Then: “That explains why you’re all locked up.”

“It does?”

“Yeah. They want to protect you from us.”

“Why would anybody want to hurt me?”

“You’re a guy, you have a dick, you know how many women want a little dick in this place?”

“But they made me wear a chastity tube! I can’t even touch my dick, let alone fuck with it!”

“That’s even worse. Some bitch gets in here and gets frustrated they’ll tear you apart.”

Ace thought about that. He was a slender fellow, some of these women were real porkers, and he could easily see them sitting on him until he passed out. Or worse.

And if they couldn’t get to his penis…what would they do? Cut it off?

He wouldn’t put it past them.

“So are they going to keep me in here forever?”

“Nah. A couple of days, if that. Just long enough to let everybody know that you are the guards’ property, then you’ll be out and about. You’ll probably have a cushy job.”

“They talked about making me a trustee.”

“That figures. Yeah, you’ll be Queen of the May around here. You should—uh oh, Brenda’s coming.”

“Who’s Brenda?”

“She’s in charge. Don’t piss her off, or even with the guards’ protection you’ll be dead meat.”

A harsh voice, deeper than most women’s, sounded. “Move aside!”

A half a second, then a new voice came through the grill.

“New bitch. What’s your name?”

“Ace.”

“That’s not what they tell me. You’re Sissy Boy, married to the judge.”

“Actually, she’s my ex.”

“Get back in good with her. You can get my sentence transmuted.”

It was ludicrous, illogical, and even tinged with cruelty. Ace answered, “I’ve tried to get back with her. If she thinks I’m going to bat for you she’ll probably treat you worse.”

“You fucking fuck!” snapped Brenda. She spoke to somebody else. “Sissy Boy won’t even go to bat for me with Judge Rocks!”

Ace tried then. “No! I’ll speak for you, but she won’t like you because of that!”

But Brenda was having none of that.

And the rest of the day went like that.

Ace spent the rest of the afternoon in his cell. Women came and went. They asked him questions, they asked him to intercede with the judge for them, they asked if he was a man and they were profoundly upset when they found out that he was locked up in chastity.

Some of them, frustrated, cursed him. Some of them understood and even commiserated. Some of them just laughed and told him he would have to use his tongue on them.

Finally, it was time for dinner. Julie came and let him out of his cell and walked him to the line of girls waiting to go to the mess hall.

“So, did you meet your roommates?”

“Yes.”

Julie was standing next to him in line, and everybody could hear them talking. It was an odd situation, and he sort of wished she would go away. But then he realized that some of the girls would probably come after him, so he was glad she stayed around.

Somewhat loudly, Julie said, “Do they all know that you’re my property?”

He looked at her.

She laughed at the expression on his face. “Oh, yeah, sweet cakes. You’re all mine.” Her voice grew perceptibly louder, “And if anybody messes with you I’ll use their pussy for a change purse.”

“Then, to emphasize and make sure everybody knew, the turned to the girl behind Ace, who happened to be Brenda. “You hear that, Brenda? This bitch is mine, and I don’t want her messed with.”

Brenda, her face calm and agreeable, nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

But behind the calm facade she was raging. One didn’t have to see behind her face, one could feel it, the rage, the directed anger.

Julie looked around at the other inmates, who kept bland expressions on their faces. “Just so everybody knows.”

The line filed into the mess hall and Ace was handed a plastic container with cellophane over it—box lunches for this dinner—and a spork.

Ace looked around the dining room and a thin girl with large boobs and straight, yellow hair waved to him. She had a cheerful look on her face, so he decided to go to her.

He made his way through the tables and sat down.

“Hey Sissy Boy, I’m Annie. We talked today!”

“Oh, yeah. Hi.”

Two other girls were at the table, Sally and Wendy, and they greeted Ace, and all went to eating.

The meal was basic gruel. Sort of like a porridge with chunks of lunch meats embedded in it. There was also rice and bread.

Ace lifted a spork and let the gruel drip off.

“Delicious, eh?” chuckled Wendy.

“Appetizing,” agreed Ace.

“Want your desert?”

His desert was a pudding cup that looked like somebody had stepped on it.

He shoved the cup over to Wendy.

“Thanks.”

“You ain’t gonna keep your girlish figure eating that shit,” commented Sally.

“I know,” responded Wendy, sporking the pudding down her gullet.

Annie turned to Ace, “That’s her plan for rehabilitation. Get so fat she can’t go back to prostituting.”

“You think a little fat will bother a John? Most men like a little more meat on the bone.”

“A little yes, but a lot?”

Wendy grinned, “They’d rather feel the flesh than the bone, little Miss Skinny.”

Annie gave a mock huff. “The only fat men like is these mother humpers,” she indicated her breasts.

“Don’t mind them, Sissy Boy,” remarked Sally. “They’re always talkin’ trash.”

While the banter rose and the food went down Ace inspected the dining hall. It was accessible by four different blocks, and had an exit to a large yard. There were a couple of pieces of exercise equipment outside, and a baseball field. Beyond the field were other buildings.

“What’s in those buildings out there?”

The answers were ‘laundry, men, machine shop, men, administration, men, and…men.

“So you really wearing a chastity device?”

Ace nodded.

The girls looked at each other, and it was plain there was disappointment.

“Man, what I wouldn’t give for a little in and out.”

“You and me both, sister.”

Then Annie said, “Keep watch.”

The other two girls rose up a couple of inches and watched the guards.

The guards were in a corner, talking, and one was on her cellphone.

“You’re good.”

Annie went down under the table.

Ace jerked as she pushed his legs apart and grabbed him.

“Take it easy, Sissy,” hissed Annie.

She turned his tube this way and that. It was obvious she was examining the padlock.

And his cock, which hadn’t ever really stopped struggling, struggled all anew. It pushed against the plastic of the cage and tried to get free.

Ace couldn’t help it. He gave a small moan.

Annie came up from under the table and returned to her sitting position. None of the guards had noticed her.

“Well?” asked Wendy.

“He’s locked up all right. It’s a good lock, too. It’s inset and there’s no way to snap it or pick it.”

The cheerful attitude at the table briefly waned.

“Damn! I thought I might actually get a little!”

Annie whispered, “It’s worse than that. He ain’t little.”

“Oh, Fuck!” whined Wendy.

But the setback didn’t last, and shortly the girls were insulting each other and suppressing a lot of laughter.

As for Ace, he was surprised at how good he felt. These girls were accepting him for what he was, and it felt good to be included.

The dinner over, the girls wandered back to their cell block. They were herded by the matrons so the next cell block could get in and eat.

Ace walked with Annie, Sally and Wendy, and he was unaware of Brenda frowning at him.

Then somebody kicked his foot back behind his other foot, and he tripped.

“Fuck!” he wheezed, as he hit the floor.

Brenda was immediately next to him, picked him up by the arm.

“Don’t go falling in love with anybody,” she hissed with a smile.

“What the fuck?” Julie shoved her way into the small group of girls and Ace. “Didn’t you get the word, bitch?”

The two women faced off. Brenda with a sneering grin, Julie just sneering.

Ace saw it then: these two women hated each other.

And, worse, they were already facing off over him.

“Come on,” Annie grabbed his arm and pulled him out from between the two women.

For a long second the two women glared at each other.

“One of these days, Brenda. You and I are going to have a little talk.”

The word ‘talk’ sounded awfully violent coming out of the matron’s mouth.

“I love to talk,” smiled Brenda. “I can talk all day long.”

“We’ll see if you can talk with my baton up your ass.”

Brenda just smiled and slowly backed away. It as obvious she wasn’t running, just strategically retreating. She would fight another day.

Julie turned and looked at Ace. “There she is, my sweetheart.” She looked at Annie. “Take care of my little girlfriend, Annie.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She stepped to Ace, “Where’s your tits, Sissy Boy?”

Afraid, he mumbled, “In my cell. The glue came loose.”

“Well, wear them anyway.”

Then Julie turned to the inmates who had stopped to watch. “Let’s go, girls. Back to your block.

The girls quickly moved, and only Julie was left in the hallway.

The evening went smoothly. Brenda stayed on one side of the big hall, playing cards with some of her girls and smoking cigarettes.

Annie, Wendy and Sally invited Ace to join them in a game of Sorry,’ and they kept up the cheerful trash talk and added the occasional ‘Sorry!’

The evening actually went quite pleasantly, in spite of the way Brenda kept staring at Ace.

“Just be careful,” advised Annie. “Be polite, don’t complain to Julie, and…it’s all about respect in here. You hold your own and eventually everybody will respect you.”

The other girls offered advice.

“Don’t talk to the guards too much.”

“Always shower with us.”

And they apprised Ace of who the other girls were in the unit, and what they were in for.

“That’s Shiela, she cut up her boyfriend’s face.”

“The blonde is Nancy. Don’t trade with her, and always watch your back.”

“Those two over there…they only love each other.”

And so on.

The evening progressed, and at eight o’clock it was back to their cells.

Ace lay on his bunk and stared up at the little window. The window didn’t open, so he was dependent on whatever AC or heating the jail had.

Generally speaking, the temperature was kept at about 75 degrees. He would need a blanket, but it wouldn’t have mattered if he didn’t have one. Really, it came down to a choice of laying on top of one of his blankets, or pulling it over him.

The lights in the common area dimmed and the noises of the day diminished into the silence of the night.

Ace thought about his situation. A year in this hell hole. If he could avoid people like Julie and Brenda it would be easy. But with those two, and especially with them facing off over him, it was not going to be easy.

Still, he should be able to do it.

Then he heard a key in the lock of his cell. He sat up as the door swung open.

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

It was one of the matrons. One of the big, hefty ones. Older, severe make up, huge bosoms, and a hard look.

“What do you want?”

She said nothing, just entered the cell. She took off her dress. Rolls of fat bulged around her bra and panties.

“I want you, sweet lips. I want you to get me off.” She took off her panties and bra, and the flesh rolled outward.

“But…”

She climbed onto the hard bed. She put her hands on his wrists and leaned her weight forward. He was effectively pinned, and she started knee walking up his torso.

“What…what…”

She just chuckled, and her pussy moved up over his face and descended.

There are men who claim that all cats are black in the dark, and that all pussy is the same. That would not be true.

Maybe all cats were black, but a pussy is always different.

The guard had fat, floppy labia. She wiggled back and forth until the flaps opened and her moist pinkness was settled over his mouth.

“Oh, yeah!” she grunted. “Start licking, Sissy Boy. I need it bad.”

Ace had no choice. He couldn’t resist her superior weight. He was choking under the spread of her lips, and he struggled and began moving his face, searching for air.

“Oh, yeah!” the matron crooned. “More tongue, honey.”

Desperate, not just to breath, but to please and end this torment, Ace followed her directions.

She rode his face, tilted her hips forward and back, and Ace gasped for bits of breath and did his best to get her off. The smell was bad. Apparently she hadn’t douched, or even cleaned herself, for a month, and he would have gagged, but his nose being compromised, he was able to avoid much of the smell.

He struggled and strained and his jaw hurt, but, finally, he was successful.

She groaned, moved her hips back and collapsed on him. Now he was trying to breath through her massive mountains.

He could feel her sighing, relaxing, as the final convulsions rocketed through her pussy.

She pushed up, “That was good.” She got up and got dressed. “I’ll be back.”

She leaned down and kissed him, then walked out of the cell. She didn’t bother to lock it.

Ace got up and went to the rusty water sink. He scooped up water and washed his face and tried to get rid of the smell.

Gah!

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

Ace spun, another matron had just entered his cell. She was taking off her clothes.

Ace held in a groan. He didn’t mind eating pussy, but he sure wished they would have better hygiene.

Ace ate three women to their orgasms that night. By the end his jaw was hurting and he was really tired. The women all insisted on being on top, and they all sat on his face like they were hatching eggs.

Still, they were pleased with him. They complimented him when they dressed, and they left with smiles on their faces.

And he kept trying to get to the sink to wash their stink off.

After the third one he managed to get enough time to scrub his face. He had just finished and sat down on his bunk when Julie entered his cell.

Oh fuck! he thought.

“How’s it going, Sissy Boy?”

Ace said nothing.

Julie sat down next to him, she placed her baton on the bed and turned to him.

“Did you like getting all the sex you wanted?”

“I don’t want sex,” he mumbled.

But, as if if to call him a liar, his cock pushed against the plastic. The fact was that the sex had made him hornier.

Julie put her hand on his cage. “God, I love it when men are like this.”

“You…you know a lot of men who have to wear this thing?”

“Oh, honey. I’ve got a side gig as a dominatrix. When I get my twenty in I’ll do it full time. I make men wear their little pecker prisons and I mess with the bodies and minds, and…Hey! When you get out of here you can be one of my clients.”

Ace said nothing. He knew she would take offense if he said no, but he wasn’t about to say yes.

“Anyway, the reason I’m here isn’t for sex, not right now, but to talk to you.”

She giggled, and it was strange to hear a girlish giggle erupt from her throat. “Just so you know, I was just making that Brenda bitch eat me out. She hates it, she wants to be the bull on the deck, but that’s how I keep on top. I just put my pussy on their face until they submit. Tried and true, Sissy. I guarantee it.”

Ace wasn't sure about that. He had seen the look on Brenda’s face. That woman was a volcano ready to explode!

“Anyway, the reason I’m here…how are you feeling about the night’s activities?”

“I…I don’t…”

She put a finger on his lips and grinned. “Don’t tell me that you didn’t like it. Oh, I know, you’d like it better if you could get your little cock out and put it to work, but that would defeat the purpose of this  little enterprise. If you squirted you wouldn’t be horny, and if you’re not horny you won’t be so desperate to give pleasure. Right?”

“I’d rather it be sex with somebody I loved.”

“Oh, I know. It’s terrible. I’d rather sit on Brad Pitt’s face, but…” she shrugged.

“Anyway, I thought you’d like to know the program.”

“What program?”

“The program where I get paid for your sexual attentions.”

You’re going to pimp me out! he thought, a new kind of panic rising up within him.

The first couple of days you’re giving freebies to the other matrons. That’ll set up word of mouth. Also, it’ll give you a chance to practice. I’ll ask the girls what you could do better, and…we’ll make you into a first class pussy licker.”

Ace would have said something, but Julie was talking away like there was no tomorrow. She was obviously excited by this plan of hers.

Then we’ll start renting you out. I figure about a month of eating pussy and you’ll be ready for the guys.”

Ace’s mouth opened in shock.

“Lots of these girls fuck the male guards, and the word will get out. We can make a lot of money off you, especially when the men start paying their wages for a chance at you. “Oh, get that look off your face. We’ll start you off slow, just a few blow jobs, but I’ll work with you on the anal, and we’ll have you up and running in no time. I figure max would be two month, and you’ll be my best girl.”

“You have…others?”

“Honey, I control this prison. I’ve got girls in every block. I even sell services to people on the outside. That’s the kick, because the outsiders insist on bringing gifts for the girls. I’ve told them not to, but when somebody gets their rocks off int he best manner possible…they often insist on gifting.

“But, I…”

So that’s the plan. Now, I sat on Brenda’s face, but I didn’t get off. I was saving that for you. Lay back.”

But she didn’t give Ace a chance to lay back, she grabbed him, hugged him, kissed him. Her large lips slobbered over his face, and she grabbed his package and started shaking it.

Ace was helpless in her grip. He couldn’t resist. He had to go with it.

He kissed her back.

Then she was pushing him down, and she felt his boobs. She frowned. “They are loose. That’s no good.” Then she smiled. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that.” She was on top of him then, and following the path three other women had taken that night. She knee walked up to his face and settled down.

Ace couldn’t breath. He tried to hit her with his fists, but she just held his wrists and laughed. She rose up momentarily and said, “Eat for your life, bitch.” Then she settled back down.

Ace gasped and pressed his face up. He had to…he had to breath…and he gave it his all.


Part Two

“How’s it going?” asked Annie, the next day.

“My face hurts,” responded Ace.

The girls laughed, and started telling their own tales.

“I blew this guy whose cock was so big that…”

“Then he insisted on anal and I had never…”

“This one guy kept farting when he came, and I…”

Ace listened, and he even smiled, after a fashion.

His face did hurt. Mostly, his tongue hurt. He had pushed it out and stretched it and used it like a whisk so much that every part of his tongue was in agony. It was even hard to eat the mush that was breakfast for the day.

Still, he managed. He had to. He had to keep his strength up.

“So who else works for Brenda?” he asked, when the conversation had lulled.

There was silence at the table. “We don’t usually talk about that.”

“It’s just us,” said Ace.

Still, the girls kept glancing at each other.

“Okay, forget it.”

“We don’t talk about it because we’d get in trouble. If we talk to the wrong person, or even are overheard, Julie will pay us a visit, and the baton does not feel good.”

Later, when they were back in the big room, Annie mentioned some names, discussed those she knew and those she guessed about, but even then she was nervous.

Ace didn’t look like a snitch, but you never could tell. There was always the possibility that Julie had sent him in to find out who was too talkative.

Ace was shocked. Fully half of the block was involved, in some manner, with Julie’s Whore House, as Annie referred to the operation.

Half of the prisoners were being used. Mostly against their will, entering into the activity because they were promised favors. In this place a prisoner would sell her mother if it meant a softer job, or real food, or any of the other things the matrons put in place to convince the population to work with them.

Ace thought about the consequences of revealing Julie’s Whore House. He couldn’t just snitch, because there was no one to snitch to. All of the matrons were in on it, or at least giving their silent blessings.

It was a control point, a way to manipulate the prisoners with the least effort.

So there was nobody to reveal this information to. He doubted if he would ever see his ex-wife again, and he had no access to newspapers. The cells were inspected for contraband, and that would doubtless include written material.

And use of the phones was strictly watched.

So it looked like the knowledge of how the jail had been subverted for person gain by the matrons was useless to him.

Besides, he had other things to think about.

That night he serviced two matrons. One was ugly as a pig’s ass. The other was pretty fair looking.

Not that Ace cared. The only thing he was seeing was pussy, and he was starting to think, in spite of the differences, that all cats were black in the night.

The next day he was called to the Matron’s office.

“Let’s go, Sissy boy,” Julie came out of the office with a big grin on her face.

“Where are we going?” he risked as he followed her out of the cell block.”

“Wherever I want,” she tossed back at him.

They left the complex of four cell blocks and headed for a large building on the west side of the property. As they got closer Ace saw a sign, ‘Medical Services.’

“Am I going to work here?”

“Nah.”

Julie walked up the stairs and led him through a reception area and down a long hallway.

Up some stairs, and into an exam room.

Except it didn’t look like an exam room.

The table had been rolled in, the place didn’t stink of disinfectant, and it looked like everything had just been assembled.

“Take your clothes off and get your ass up on the table.”

Ace disrobed and sat on the table. Julie sat on a chair and stared at her cell phone.

Suddenly the door opened and a doctor walked in. She had no name plate, but she was dressed in white, and that included a face mask.

Later, Ace would realize that that would keep him from identifying her.

“This the Sissy Boy, eh?”

“This be the one.”

“How big do you want them?”

“Big as you can make ‘em.”

“Big what?”

Julie stepped over to the table. The doctor was getting out syringes and a couple of gallon bottles of something.

“You are about to get tits. You don’t move. You take it like a woman. You don’t ever complain or talk about this. You got it?”

Now Ace was scared, but what were his options?

“You want me to put him under?”

Julie considered Ace. Ace was perspiring and looking panicky. “Yeah.”

The doctor turned to Ace and put a syringe into his biceps.

“What’s that stuff?” asked Julie.

The doctor pushed the plunger and Ace felt the pressure in his arm for a moment. “It’s Midazolam, also known as Versed.”

Julie tapped her cell phone, then summarized what she was reading: “…used before surgery, causes…drowsiness and decrease anxiety,…Hey, look at this… decreases memory of the procedure! That’s great Sissy Boy won’t know what hit him!”

A slight motion in the doctor’s face mask made Ace think that she was smiling. “Not bad, eh? We can do what we want and they’ll never remember a thing.”

“Not bad.”

Ace started to struggle, even though it was too late. He had already been injected.

“Settle down, sweet cheeks. It won’t hurt at all, and if it does, you won’t remember it.”

The last thing Ace remembered was the doctor and Julie laughing.

He awoke in his cell. The door was open and Annie was sitting beside him.

“What…what happened?”

“I don’t know. Why do you keep asking that?”

“Asking what?”

“What happened.”

Ace was silent. He remembered going somewhere with Julie, but that was all.

So he had been unconscious. But why?

He sat up, and discovered why.

“Oh, fuck!” he grabbed his two new tits.

They were big. His hands couldn’t cover them. And the nipples were standing up. Whatever had been done to him, it included erect nipples.

“What have they done to me?”

Annie shushed him, soothed him, and said, “I think that gave you tits.”

“But why?”

But it was obvious why. People would pay more for a girl with big tits.

“Oh, sweet heysoos,” Ace muttered, sitting up. “I have to get out of here.”

“It’s okay, honey. It’s just boobs. All girls have them.”

“But I’m not a girl!”

“Could have fooled me,” and she snickered. Then she sobered, “Sorry, shouldn’t have said that.”

Ace looked down at the floor. “It’s okay. I suppose I should learn to laugh.”

“There’s the spirit. Now come on, everybody has heard, and they all want a look at you.

Ace started to stand up, but he almost fell. He was out of balance, and it was because of the weight of his tits.

“Uh oh, we better put a bra on you.”

The bras issued in jail were dour things, but Annie produced a lacy thing that was quite sexy. “Julie brought it for you. She brought some other things, too.”

There was a small bag next to the bed and Annie held it out. Ace looked inside. A couple of bras, some panties.

Then an envious look crossed Annie’s face. “She brought you this, too.”

She held out a tube of lipstick.

“But…nobody wears make up here.”

“Yeah. So don’t worry about it being stolen or something. If you get caught with it it’s no big deal, but I’ll bet it’s for the night time. You’ll probably end up with all sorts of stuff.”

Ace stared at Annie. She was friendly and funny and had helped him out.

“How long are you in for?”

“Three more years,” she sighed. “I refused to be pimped out so I’m going to have to serve my whole sentence.”

“What are you in for?”

“I took a baseball bat to my boyfriend’s car.”

“That’s all?”

“And my boyfriend.”

“Oh.”

“He was a cheater, and he had connections downtown. I understand he even knew your wife.”

“He did?”

“Oh, yeah.” Annie gave him a funny look, then whispered, “I understand a lot of people know your wife.”

Ace blinked. He always thought of his wife as a straight arrow, adhering to the law, never doing a bad thing.

This was the first hint he had had that she wasn’t that way.

It was just jailhouse talk, but he had already come to trust Annie, so he started to wonder.

What was his wife like? Really like? When she wasn’t around him?

Was she a different person? He had been made to eat her out when he got sentenced, and that was…strange. Her throwing her robe back and demanding he eat her to a cum, but then she had called a half a dozen of her girlfriends in the courthouse, and he had been forced to eat them all.

And now he was in jail, under the control of a matron who was doing the same things.

That was the moment that he truly began to wonder about his wife.

The day passed slowly, as did all days in prison. Julie ignored him, and so did Brenda.

Lots of looks, lots of looks from Brenda, and Ace had the feeling she was just biding her time.

There might be a power struggle between Julie and Brenda, but Brenda was stupid enough to bring it out in the open.

No, her revenge, or spite, or whatever, would come unexpected.

Julie might be the hard ass, but at least she was out in the open.

Brenda would be the knife in the back, delivered in a dark room with no witnesses.

That night seven matrons came through his cell, and they did more than just sit on his face.

Two of them just sat on his face, but the other five made out with him, fondled him, gloried in the struggles of his poor cock in chastity. Then they brought out the dildo, the strap on, and made Ace put it on.

Now he was forced to fuck. Didn’t matter if he couldn’t get hard, he had a plastic hard.

It was a Bizarro world. He was fucking without fucking. He had his dick inside a woman, but it wasn’t his dick. A woman writhed beneath him, and he felt nothing.

But he had to act like he felt something. He had to act like his dick really was getting stimulated. He had to act like this all meant something.

So he did.

He grunted and kissed and felt their bodies—his penis going crazy inside the cage—and mumbled things like: ‘You’re the best,’ ‘Oh, I can really feel it!’ ‘You’ve got the best feeling pussy I have ever felt!’

On one hand Ace didn’t want to do these things, say these things. On the other hand, he had to. His survival was at stake. If he didn’t please these women then Julie was going to mess him up.

And, on the third hand, his cock was getting totally excited. It was taking control of him. He couldn’t move without feeling himself trying to get hard.

But he couldn't get hard, he just got hornier and hornier, and the fact that he couldn’t cum was making him want to cum all the more.

By the end of the night he slept a dazed sleep. Exhausted in spirit, drained in sexuality, yet alive with an electricity zipping through his body.

He woke up, and felt like somebody had run a steam roller over him.

Annie entered his cell when it was unlocked and sat with him. “You’re going to need some make up to cover the bags under your eyes,” she advised.

He nodded.

She helped him walk to the dining hall, and putting down some disgusting shit on a shingle made him feel a little better.

Julie came by and looked at him. She frowned when he looked up at her, then nodded.

That afternoon she brought in some make up. No way she was going to have her big money maker look too tired to properly service her clients.

Finally, late in the afternoon, Ace was allowed to enter his cell and sleep. He woke up refreshed, and had to face another night of sex.

The days passed, and Ace was caught in a vicious cycle.

Fuck till exhaustion, eat, sleep, and do it all again.

He was so tired and worn that even Brenda chuckled when she saw him.

“How long has it been?” asked Ace of Annie.

“Oh, Ace. It’s been two weeks. I don’t see how you can make it through a whole year!”

“Me neither,” he muttered.

Then came a night with no sex. Ace went to sleep, expecting to be woken up, but he slept right through the night and woke up feeling, if not refreshed, at least good.

He got up and moved to his cell door. He had gone to bed early, and he had woken up early.

He went back to bed and slept some more. He didn’t wonder about his good luck, he just enjoyed it.

“You look marvelous!” gushed Annie. Wendy and Sally nodded their agreement.

They were eating some fake eggs and bacon that looked like it had been cut out of a cardboard box. There was even some concentrated orange juice on the table.

“Man, what a feast,” said Wendy, and she meant it.

“It must be Christmas,” quipped Sally.

But it wasn’t a Christmas feast, it was just one more in the series of plots concerning Sissy Boy.

While the rest of the women went to work, Ace was given a day off. He went to the library and got a couple of books. He was allowed unlimited time in the recreation yard. And all the time he wondered what was going on.

He thought about going and asking Julie directly, but he knew that the less he had to do with her the better.

So he took advantage of the day, rest, read, and walked…and worried.

The worry came to an end at four o’clock.

At four o’clock Julie came for him, she had nylons, high heels, and a full kit of make up. She said, “Get yourself ready.”

“For what?” Ace rolled on the nylons.

“You’re going to see the judge.”

Ace’s heart leaped. He would have a chance to tell Roxie about Julie’s Whore House. He could tell her everything! Maybe he could get into her good graces, maybe his sentence would be reduced!

He sat on the bed and repaired his nails. Some of them had to come off and be replaced, but everything was in the make up kit.

Then he used a compact to do his make up. His long fingernails quite capable of the delicate work.

“You make that look easy. And you’re better looking than most women.”

Not much Ace could say to that.

“You sure you don’t want to go to work for me when you get out?”

He stared at her while he put on powder.

“I understand your internet business is drying up, and you might not be able to start it up again.

Now how did she know that?

“You would be surprised at how much people would pay for a good looking man that is a woman.”

“I’ll think about it,” he murmured, rolling lipstick onto his lips.

He stood up, slipped his feet into the high heels, and Julie stared at him.

“Man, I wish you had a pussy. Get rid of that dick and I’ll show you some real sex.”

“I like my dick,” responded Ace.

“Yeah, well…” Julie licked her lips, “I could teach you to like not having a dick. Just a quick snip and zingo bingo, you’re a woman.”

The thought was frightening to Ace.

Julie soughed, then turned and led the way out of the cell block.

Ace walked, and he looked like a real woman. He had real tits, his cock cage was pulled back between his legs, and he was immaculately made up.

Even though his wig had given up, Annie had helped him coif his hair, and it was long enough that he retained the female persona.

As he walked through the jail inmates and matrons, and then the male guards, stared at him.

Prisoners weren’t allowed make up, they weren’t allowed good brassieres, but Ace was the exception. He left a trail of sighs and jealousy behind him.

They reached the front of the jail and entered the courthouse.

Julie knew her way, and she led him through the maze of offices and corridors, and they stopped in a small corridor with four doors. The one they entered, one to exit to the world, one to enter the courtroom, and one to enter the judge’s chambers.

Julie tapped on the door to the judge’s chambers and waited.

“Come in.”

“Remember, I’m right here. No way out.”

He nodded, and she opened the door and ushered him in.

The room was as Ace remembered it. A desk back by a big window, a table for conferences, bookshelves laden with heavy tomes, and the usual bric a brac of potted plants and pictures.

Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, sat behind the desk. She was a stunningly beautiful woman. Red hair falling around the shoulders of her black judge’s robe, plump, red lips, blue eyes that inspected him minutely.

“Well, it looks like jail agrees with you. Stand in front of me.”

Ace went to a place in front of her desk.

Roxie nodded. “Man, I think I like you better as a woman.”

“I’ll stay a woman if you take me back.”

“Now that’s an interesting offer,” Roxie smiled, then she turned her chair to the side and leaned back. Her robe was already undone, and she pulled it apart and raised her legs, one to her desk and the other to the window sill.

Ace knew what to do. He rounded the desk and knelt. He stared at the light, red tufts of hair. She had stopped shaving down there.

He leaned forward and kissed her.

Roxie sighed. “Oh, yes. Do me right, Sissy Boy.”

Ace tried. He tried as hard as he ever had in his life. He licked and slurped and buried his face in her womanliness. He chewed on her clit and laved her labia. He used his fingers and she gasped. Desperate, he took her to the heights, and pushed her over.

Roxie almost fell over, she was humping reflexively and couldn’t control herself, then she was done.

“Oh, my God! That was good! Yes, jail definitely—“

“Roxie?”

She frowned at his interruption, but let him speak.

“One of the matrons is using your jail as her private whore house.”

Roxie sat up, the glow of her orgasm rapidly leaving. “What do you mean?”

Ace explained everything. He named names, described the procedure, and gave damning evidence.

Roxie listened with a still face. She said nothing, just listened.

When Ace was done she said, “I had heard rumors. Let me do an investigation. In the meantime, I have to keep things going, let me make a few calls.

The calls weren’t to people to investigate, they were to her friends, who once again wanted to use Ace.

Two hours later Ace was exhausted, and used. A half a dozen women had been called in, and he had had to get them all off. He had performed cunnilingus until his tongue felt like it was going to fall off. As soon as he was done with one woman another would take her place. Roxie sat and watched, and he could tell she was thinking about what he had told her.

Good. Something would happen now. He would be protected, and Julie and her friends would be the ones spending time in jail, and as prisoners, not cock of the walk jailers.

When Ace had serviced all the woman, and the women had left, Roxie walked him to the door.

“Thank you for telling me all that, Sissy…Ace. I’ll take care of everything.”

He nodded, and was glad. Maybe he would be able to get out of here.

Roxie opened the door and Julie stepped forward. Roxie handed her a piece of paper, then touched Ace on the butt and smiled, and closed the door.

Julie looked at the paper, smiled, and folded it back up.

“Okay, Sissy Boy. Time to go home.”

They walked through the jail, and this time Ace wasn’t the center of attention. He still had heels, and his feet still clicked, but the afternoon’s sexual exertions had put runs in his stockings. His bra was sagging a bit, and his make up was worn. Even his hair looked frowzy.

Back in the cell block Ace was returned to his cell. He had had no dinner, but the glow of victory, having been able to speak to his wife and reveal everything about ‘Julie’s Whore House,’ had made him feel like a million dollars.

He was going to get out of this place!

He was locked in his cell for a couple of hours, until lights off, and shortly after that Julie came for him.

“Get made up, honey.”

“I’m sorry, my stockings are a mess.”

“That’s okay. Do the best you can.”

Ace tried to pull the stockings so they were not so obvious in their ruination. He fixed his make up and brushed his hair, and he followed Julie out of the cell block.

They entered the big dining room. It was quiet now. No pots and pans rattling. No inmates conversing. Several matrons were standing next to a table.

“Bend over the table, Sissy Boy.”

“What’s happening?” he asked.

He wasn’t suspicious, but he should have been. Once he was bent over the matrons moved in and held him in place.

“What are you doing?”

Julie sat down on one of the chairs and faced him. She smiled.

“If we don’t milk you periodically you might face health issues. We need to drain you.”

“What do you mean…drain me?”

“We have to massage your prostate. That will cause the built up semen to flow out of you.”

“You’re going to put your fingers up my ass?”

“Oh, no. I mean, we could, but we have a device called a prostate massager, and it is much more efficient than fingers.”

Ace jerked as one of the matrons massaged his bunghole. Her fingers were strong, and she smushed lubricant onto his rectum.

“Hey! I don’t—“

Julie shushed him with a finger. “It’s for your health. You’re going to like it.”

“But…I don’t…you shouldn’t…”

“It’s necessary, especially if you want to keep working for me. You do want to work for me, don’t you?”

Ace was caught. He wanted to scream ‘no,’ but he had to survive. It might be a while before Roxie could get him out of here.

“Uh, yeah.”

Julie smiled. “I told you. You’ll make a wonderful addition to our girls.”

Ace thought: until Roxie busts you, until I get out of here and meet you on the street!

“Okay, are you ready for your draining?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

The draining was done gently. One of the matrons, Ace was never sure which one, inserted a thing that looked a bit like a dildo, but was narrow at the base and with a curved head.

Ace felt it touch his prostate immediately, and he suddenly felt like pissing.

“I’ve got to go,” he blurted.

“So go,” Julie said.

He pissed, and the matrons all smiled.

“Got a lot stored up, doesn’t he?” said one.

“A lot of what?”

Ace was suddenly feeling a bit loosy goosy. It was like the feeling he got after an orgasm. Of course he hadn’t had an orgasm.

“That’s your semen coming out, Sissy Boy. All that nasty cum.”

“No!” he marveled.

“Oh, yes, and while you’re draining, would you like to see the note the judge gave me?”

Ace frowned. The semen kept pouring out of him, and in spite of a far away alarm bell, he was feeling really good.

Julie opened the piece of paper Roxie had handed her and opened it. She turned it and held it up for Ace to see.

He knows!

Drain him.

Two weeks, same time.

Ace’s head jerked up and he stared at Julie. He was in a curious mix of panic and post orgasmic bliss.

The last of his semen came out of him.

“He’s done.”

The prostate massager was taken out of him.

“Wait…” Ace tried to speak.

“What? You want a little more action back there?

“No…no!”

Julie folded the letter and put it back in her pocket.

A simple piece of paper, and the end of hope.

“Now then, Sissy Boy. Head back to your cell. You’re done for today, but tomorrow you’ll be back on schedule.

“But…wait! No! You can’t…!

But Julie could, and she did, and Ace was now committed to being Sissy Boy. No hope of getting out.

The only thing he didn’t understand was why his cock was trying to stand up inside his chastity device.
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Part One

Ace lay in his bunk and stared at the high ceiling. His cell was six by eight, and most of that was taken up by the lidless toilet, his bunk, and a rusty water sink.

He was surprised. His butthole didn’t hurt. Actually it felt good. He was afraid that he was going to like getting drained.

And he thought about what led him to getting his prostate massaged.

He had been arrested for drunk driving, running a stop light, speeding, and a few other things. Bad, but not as bad as being caught en femme.

Oh, there were no charges for dressing like a woman, but when he went before the judge, who happened to be his ex-wife, he was put in the women’s section of jail. One year. With a chastity tube locked onto his cock.

Then came the situation with learning that the prison was nothing more than a functioning whore house, and the head matron, Julie, wanted Ace to be her number one bitch.

And now, because he had tried to snitch, he had been drained, and was returned to the ranks of the whores.

Fuck.

He turned on his side, faced away from the wall, and tears slid down his cheeks.

In his chastity tube his cock throbbed. Getting drained had felt good, but it had left him hornier than ever. His body had been drained of semen, but his mind didn’t believe it, it still thought he could cum, and wanted to worse than ever.

The matron, Julie, was out to get him. His ex-wife was in on it. Even the psycho, gangster girl in charge of the female unit was pissed at him.

What was he going to do?

What?

Slowly, the cell lightened up, and he realized it was morning.

Fat lot of good that did him.

One more day of being called Sissy Boy. One more night in the whorehouse. And he had eleven and a half months to go.

He’d never make it.

A key turned in the lock on his door and his door was pulled open.

“Let’s go, ladies. Rise and shine!”

Ace sat up and looked at himself. He was a slender man, and the prison matron had gotten him breasts. Big breasts. His cage dangled between his legs, constantly trying to get hard, and constantly failing.

He put his bra and panties on, then pulled on his prison dress. He bent over to tie his tennies and his boobs almost fell out.

“Hey, girlfriend,” came his best friend in prison’s voice. “Let’s go!”

Annie stood at the door, smiling. She had no idea of the calamity that had befallen Ace.

Ace sighed and exited his cell.

“What’s with the frown, clown?”

Ace explained the situation to Annie. When he was done Annie shook her head. “Oh, baby. You got problems. But I wouldn’t worry about it.”

“Why not?”

“Because you still make money. Julie will probably screw you over somehow, but she loves money more than revenge.”

Ace thought about that while they collected their breakfast trays. He was just starting across the dining hall when one foot was kicked behind the other. He tripped and sprawled, and his lunch skidded across the cement floor.

Ace turned, and stared up at Brenda.

He looked across the room. Julie was watching, and grinning.

Brenda was a big girl. Bigger than Ace, and she spent her time lifting weights.

Annie was cut off from him, not that Annie could do much, and Ace got to his feet and brushed a big of egg off his dress.

“How you like that, bitch?” asked Brenda. “Now that you ain’t got no protection?”

Ace knew he had to fight. Julie wasn’t going to protect him, that much was plain.

If he didn’t fight everybody in the cell block would figure him for a weakling and bully him.

Unfortunately, he had always been told not to hit girls.

But he had to. He simply had to.

He summoned up a picture of Brenda in his mind. A picture of her as a man. No tits. Big balls. A dick.

Brenda stepped up to her. “Well, bitch?”

Ace swung a fist and hit her. Hitting her actually surprised him. He had never been much of a fighter. Unfortunately, it didn’t do him much good. It was like hitting a wall; it actually hurt his fist.

But it surprised Brenda, and when she stepped back Ace tackled her.

They went down, whistles sounded, girls cheered, and Ace tried to survive until the guards got to them.

Brenda started elbowing him on the back. Each blow was like a sledge hammer.

She rolled him over and got her hands around his neck.

Ace threw up his fists, but his punches were weak. Still, he fought frantically, determined to convince her not to mess with him again.

Then the guards were pulling them apart. Three guards manhandled Brenda, pushed her back against a table and held her there until she stopped struggling.

One other matron and Julie, the head of the guards, pulled Ace back. They didn’t have to pull hard.

Still, Ace put on a good show, snarling and punching as if he really was trying to get at Brenda.

Finally, Julie slapped him on the head with her baton. “Knock it off, bitch.”

All the women were sent to their cells, and Ace and Brenda were sat down in the Matrons’ office.

Julie faced them and the other matrons stood by.

Julie didn’t say anything for a moment. Her eyes were half lidded and she just appeared to be thinking.

Ace knew she was just planning how to get the most out of this fight.

“Okay, ladies, who started it.”

Brenda went surly, hung her head and was determined to say nothing, to just take whatever punishment was handed out.

“I did.”

Brenda turned and stared at Ace.

Julie considered Ace.

Ace said, “I accidentally bumped into her and I blew it. I figured it was her fault and I attacked her. I’m sorry.”

Julie frowned, made a moue, and asked, “Is that how it was?”

Brenda was going through a mind change. A person she hated had just gone to bat for her. The result was massive confusion in her mind, and she just shrugged. “I don’t know.”

But she was staring at Ace as if she was just seeing him for the first time.

“All right,” Julie sighed. “A week in the hole for both of you.”

Both Ace and Brenda stood up and were marched out of the matrons’ area. Three matrons walked them to another building and they were put in small, empty rooms, Ace in the first one, and Brenda in the second one. The doors clanged shut and Ace looked around.

His regular cell was a palace compared to this.

It was six by eight. There was a light in a cage in the ceiling, but the light was a 25 watt bug light.

There was no toilet, just a hole in the floor. Above the hole in the floor a pipe extended from the wall. The pipe dripped constantly.

If he had to take a dump he would have to try to do it as clean as possible, then use his hands and the drip of water to clean himself off.

There was no bed, nor any bedding.

Ace sat on the floor and became aware that the only comfort he was going to have would be his prison dress.

He sat, and listened to the drip of water, and time passed.

Time, in solitary is like the drip of water from a rusty pipe. Instead of tick…tick…tick, you get drip…drip…drip.

That was the only way to mark time.

Ace tried counting drips like they were seconds. He kept losing track, his mind wandering, then he realized he had missed the count and returned to counting.

Again and again.

No sign that it was night, no sign that it was day. Just drip…drip…drip.

He knew that this was the road to insanity. Spend enough time in solitary and you could lose your mind. You’d just lose your grip on reality, and you’d start hallucinating. The world would become a vapor that you couldn’t quite put your hand on. Everything would—

“Psst!”

Ace sat up. That was real.

“Hey!”

The voice seemed to come from the door, but who could it be?

He was sitting close to the door already, so he just leaned over and whispered, “Who’s that?”

“It’s me! Brenda. Open your food slot!”

At the bottom of the door was a little doggie door for the guards to pass in meals. Ace pushed it up. It was spring loaded, and he had to hold his hand under it.

“Brenda?”

“Hey! How you doing?”

She was whispering, and Ace realized that he was going to have to whisper, too. If the guards heard any noise they’d come lock the little doors.

“I’m okay. how are you?”

“I’m fine. Good punch.”

“Yeah, sorry about that.”

“That’s okay. It didn’t hurt much, but you sure surprised me. I didn’t think you’d fight back.”

“Oh.”

A moment of silence, the sound of Brenda adjusting her grip on the little, spring loaded door.

“How come you took the blame?”

Ace had an epiphany. Brenda wasn’t pissed at him any longer, and it was because he said the fight was his fault.

“Julie wasn’t going to hurt me, I’m worth money to her. But she’d fuck with you if she could.”

“I’ll say. That bitch is one vindictive cunt.”

Ace chuckled. “She is a cunt. That’s for sure.”

They chuckled then, agreeing, and glad for that.

“Well, we get back, you don’t worry about her too much. I’ll take care of her.”

“Don’t get in trouble.”

A long moment of silence, then: “Actually, I’m going to break out, and you’re going with me.”

Ace didn’t want to break out. But he didn’t want to spend another night servicing Julie’s clients, either.

“How you going to do that?”

“I made a key. I’ll get my door open, over power the guards, and come get you.”

“I don’t think I want to go.”

“Why not? You like getting used?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want my sentence extended.”

“Hell, if you make them money they’re going to extend your sentence anyway.

“What?”

“Sure. There’s girls here that been here twice as long as they should.  Three times as long. They work for Julie, they get close to the end of their sentence and somebody starts a fight with them, or Brenda just reports them for some infraction, contraband in their cell, whatever. Then they go before the Rock, and they get their sentence doubled.”

Ace cursed lightly. The Rock was Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, and she had sentenced him to this hell, then betrayed him when he tried to bust Julie for making the prison into her personal whore house.

“So you want to break out with me?”

Ace didn’t. but…he was going to have to. He simply had no other hope, no other choice.

He didn’t intend to spend the rest of his life being whored out.

“Okay,” he said.

“Great. Now we’re talking. Now, let’s talk about how we’re going to do this.”

They talked about escape, then they talked some more. Brenda, though she put on the tough girl persona, was actually fairly intelligent. And in the cool silence and loneliness of solitary she let down her guard. She talked about her father abusing her, and how her mother just laughed. She talked about the kick she got out of being in control.

“Hell, I’ve actually got it good in here,” she said at one point. “I’m in charge, girls do what I want, make me think that I might end up being an institutional type.”

Ace talked about being in live with his ex-wife, even now, after she had betrayed him. He lamented, until Brenda chuckled. That one chuckle, maybe a bit inappropriate, made him realize he was being a little foolish.

They heard the sound of the dinner cart.

“Ooh,” muttered Brenda, “Breakfast in bed,” and they both closed their little doggie doors and moved back in their cells. Julie sat against the wall, Brenda lay down.

A guard looked through the grill to make sure they weren’t near the door, then shoved trays through the doors.

The dinner was some kind of reconstituted meat load. Sort of like spam, but made out of a cow that was sick. There were also some peas that were hard and crusty, potatoes that were runny, and some kind of fruit juice. It tasted like a blend of coconut, pineapple and cow piss from the sick cow that gave them their meatloaf. It was weak, and went down hard, but both Brenda and Ace ate everything, and even licked their plates. Brenda would later say that they had to keep their strength up.

Ace was of the opinion of ‘why not, it would save the cockroaches.

Later, the trays were picked up, and Ace and Brenda went back to conversing.

Talking made the time pass. It kept their spirits up. It made the ordeal endurable.

Ace would realize that if he hadn’t had Brenda to talk to he would have gone insane. Solitary, with nothing to break up the monotony, stretches into an infinite of boredom.

Enough boredom and people would be willing to commit suicide. Not that there were any tools that could be used for suicide in the dark cells, but still…

Then, one night, Ace woke up to find his cell door open.

He stood up and walked to the doorway. He peeked out.

It was the short corridor he had entered through, and that was all. No guard outside.

He whispered, “Brenda?”

A moment passed and Brenda appeared at her cell door. She leaned out and looked to the sides. “What the fuck?” she whispered. She was as confused as he was.

Then he got it.

“If we come out of our cells it’s a trap. They’ll catch us and accuse us of a jailbreak.”

Brenda nodded. “Mother fucks.”

Still, they stood at their doors, then sat down with their backs against the jambs, looking at each other.

Oddly, it was one of the most difficult things he had ever done to not get up and run to Brenda.

They had grown a friendship, and…his cock throbbing in its own, little prison, Ace wanted to touch her.

She wasn’t a beautiful woman, but she was a woman, and he was a man, and in an odd way they had come to depend on each other.

Brenda had more discipline, being the longer term convict, and she just looked longingly.

After a couple of hours they heard a sound, like a snicker, and they moved back into the darkness of their cells and lay quietly, like they were sleeping.

The corridor door was opened silently and quickly and three guards, complete with batons, rush to the cells. They were disappointed to find Ace and Brenda sleeping peacefully.

Brenda rolled up and muttered, “Are we done, yet?”

The cell doors were slammed and the guards left.

Ace and Brenda opened the little doors at the bottom of the cell doors and peeked out. The corridor was empty.

“Jeez,” said Brenda. “I’ll bet we just dodged the bullet.”

Ace, almost crying: “I wanted to come….touch you. I wanted to feel you.”

Silence, then, “Yeah. I know.”

And that was all that was said.

They endured the monotony of solitary and their sentence eventually ended. They were brought back to their cell block and left alone.

But they both knew they were on the ‘list.’ It was only a matter of time until they were trapped and faced elongated sentences, or maybe worse.

Julie greeted Ace like he was an old friend. She entered his cell and sat next to him. She brushed his hair with her hand and hugged him, and he felt her large bosoms pressed against him..

“I missed you so much. You’ve got to promise not to get in trouble again.”

Ace put his arms around her. He was getting the touch of another human, and it broke him down. Tears started coming from his eyes. He said he’d be a good boy, which Julie corrected him to say ‘good girl.’

Julie kissed him then. A deep, hungry kiss. And she felt his chastity cage and told him to be brave, they would drain him in a couple of days, but that he had to be a good girl and deserve it.

Ace cried, and he was emotional, and he loved the feel of another human being, but he didn’t allow himself to be fooled. HE knew she was just priming him.

An hour after that he was taken to the shower and allowed to clean himself thoroughly. He was given a tube of some feminine, sweet smelling body soap, and he returned to his cell and one of the matrons came in and helped him fix his nails and put on his make up.

When he was done, complete with a nicer prison dress and a new bra, Julie came back and inspected him.

She fingered the dress. It was cut lower and showed his artificial boobs, what he had found out were ‘vacation boobs,’ that Julie had had him given.

“Good material. I’ll see if I can get you a real dress for your nights. Now put on your heels and let’s take a walk.”

Ace was surprised to find out he had new heels. They had replaced his two inch spikes with three inch spikes, and he was a bit wobbly. Julie put her arm around him and balanced him, however, and she walked him around the cell block, through the dining hall to the other blocks, around them, and Ace finally blurted, “Where are we going?”

She just smiled, but Ace suddenly realized: she was showing him off, letting the world know who was in charge.

He was safe again, but he was also alone. Not that he hadn’t been alone before, but being her property made him extra alone.

It even took him a couple of days for Annie and Wendy and Sally, his friends from before solitary, to fully accept him again.

Time in prison marches slowly. It is like a slow motion avalanche that rolls over and crushes the inmate. Slowly. Stifling their breath and their intellect until the inmate is nothing but a squashed banana.

Ace wasn’t crushed by the time, he had a slightly different experience.

He would sleep during the day, spend the evenings with Annie and her friends, then his real work began.

Women showed up at his cell. They entered, and he was expected to service them. Sometimes he didn’t even know them, but he was expected to go into their arms, and take them in his, and have sex.

Now that he had been broken in Julie stepped up the number of visitors. Ten women a night, on the average. Sometimes five or six, sometimes fifteen or sixteen. One night he serviced twenty-one women.

His mouth grew strong, and his tongue stopped aching. Odd to think of, but his tongue had muscles, and he built them up.

He felt boobs by the score. He kissed lips. Fat lips, thin lips, hungry lips. He tasted lipsticks, a great variety of colors and tastes.

He spent hours between legs, lapping, licking, sucking. And his hands discovered what parts of the pussy to rub to cause the most excitement.

In the day, when he saw himself in a mirror, he was different. His lips were thicker, fuller. And his face was changing shape. Even his hips were growing rounder.

And his muscle mass, he was getting more slender. He had always been a bit thin, but now he was losing muscle.

He figured it was the food. So many calories. Not enough exercise. Sure, that was it.

Until the day Annie said, “What are they giving you?”

Ace blinked, and he figured it out.

Every night Brenda came and gave him pills. She claimed they were vitamins, and he was so beaten down he just shrugged and took them.

No. They weren’t vitamins.

“She must be giving me estrogen, and testosterone blockers.”

He stared straight ahead, and his mind was moving.

Annie leaned across the dining table and patted his arm. “Julie.”

He turned his head slowly, met her eyes, “Yes. I didn’t know, but…”

“It makes sense. What are you going to do?”

Wendy was eating a piece of bread, pushing it through some sort of goo that was supposed to be gravy, but was a little too gelatinous for that. She looked up. “Keep taking them.”

Ace turned to her. “Why?”

“One, why not. You’re a better looking woman than a man. Two, if you refuse she’ll just hold you down and give you injections. Those work even faster. I heard she did that to a guy in the men’s unit.”

“But how did she get in the men’s unit?”

“She can go where she wants. Hey, you’ve seen her body. She hands it out to other guards, she fucks male inmates if they get her interest. Story goes one of the gang leaders asked her to make his bitch more feminine. Of course I don’t know for sure, it’s all rumor, but…” she shrugged.

Then Sally chimed in, “I like you better as a girl.”

And that settled it. There was nothing he could do, anyway, so he just kept taking the pills Julie kept giving him, and took note of how he was changing.

Whether he liked it or not…he was changing into a woman.

One thing that didn’t change was Brenda. Ace had made a friend, and that friendship was stronger than just about any friendship Ace had ever had.

Brenda smiled at him. She stopped to talk to him. She even ignored Julie and touched him suggestively. She even sat down, on occasion, at the table where Ace and his friends sat. She laughed, and joked, and insulted, but was not mean, as she once had been.

And she plotted.

Every day she dropped a word or a hint to Ace. She was figuring out which guards were going to be on duty at what time during the night. She plotted routes to the outside. She talked to people from other blocks, never giving hint of her plans, but getting data on where to climb the fence and when.

Though Ace had been reluctant to be involved at first, now he was starting to get anxious.

He was sitting in his cell, reading a fashion magazine when Julie leaned against the door frame.

“How’s it going, sweet lips?”

“Pretty good,” Ace answered carefully.

“Are you ready for the next stage?”

“What next stage?”

“You’ve been with nothing but women for the last month or so, and it’s time to get you ready for the men.”

“Men,” Ace shivered on the inside. He might look like a woman, but he was a man. He had an aversion to being sexual with men.

He wasn’t a big homophobe, he didn’t care about other people’s sexual practices, but he had his own druthers, and men weren’t part of them.

“Don’t worry, we’ll start you off easy. I’ve got a lot of ladies that are willing to use a strap on. You can practice sucking cock, and they’ll break you in on anal sex.”

Actually, Ace was already getting used to anal sex. He had been drained twice since getting out of solitary, and, he hated to admit it, he liked it.

He loved feeling all loosey goosey when he was empty. He loved it when the matrons fondled him and collected his jizz. They kept threatening to have him eat it, but they hadn’t, yet.

They would, though. They were just building him up, one step at a time.

“So when some girl walks in with a plastic boner, don’t you go getting upset. It’s all part of the plan.”

She entered the cell and sat next to Ace. She touched his cheek with one palm. “Honey, you’re doing great. You just go with the flow and before you know it you’ll be my highest paid girl.”

“Highest paid? Do I get money?”

“You get favors. You get special consideration. You get protection. All that is as good as money, would cost money if you were on the outside. And, heck, maybe when you get out you’ll get a little gift, help you fit in with the outside world.”

Julie leaned forward, held Ace’s face with her hand, fingers on each cheek. She inspected him minutely, as if she was reading his mind. She sighed. “You really are quite beautiful.” Then she kissed him, softly, so as not to mess up his lipstick.” Then she smiled, stood up and left the cell.

Ace sat in thought for a minute.

His special considerations were that Julie didn’t beat the shit out of him. And as far as a little ‘gift’ when he left, that was pure garbage.

Ace had talked to other girls in the unit, and in other cell blocks, and what Brenda had told him was true.

People didn’t leave once they were Julie’s property. They had their sentences doubled and tripled. They were used, and never let go.

Ace knew he was going to have to get out of this place, and Brenda now seemed to be his only chance.

Which wasn’t bad, because…he was starting to like Brenda.

That night the first of the women with strap ons visited him.

It was like normal lovemaking. He fed on their breasts and kissed them and did his best to please them.

But he had to suck on their dildos, and they were adamant in their instruction.

“Use your lips!”

“Take it deeper!”

“Slide the tongue under the head…”

He took the instruction, did his best, and encountered a whole new world of sore jaw and tongue.

When he had done enough to please him they bent him over and diddled his rectum with the head of their cocks. That first night they didn’t penetrate him, they just played with him, excited him, got him used to the position of being on all fours like a dog.

But the next night one of them did penetrate him. She used her fingers and warmed him up, she spread great gobs of lubricant on him, and she gently entered him.

Ace was frozen. He felt it, and there was pain, but there was also pleasure.

Only for about thirty seconds, then he was loved, and told how wonderful he was, and what a great woman he made.

When he was finally done for the night he lay on his bunk and had no feelings.

He liked it, yes, but he had a lifetime of male-ism to overcome. So he was caught between a rock and a hard place, a dick and a pussy, and…he didn’t know what to think.

But the next morning he sought out Brenda.

“Are you almost ready.”

“Almost. Why?”

“Julie is training me to take dick.”

Brenda studied him. “And that is bad why?”

“Because I’m still a man inside.”

Brenda looked around, licked her lips, and reached out and pinched Ace’s nipples. “Get over it.”

Ace was about ready to cry. He was getting female emotions with all the estrogen he had been taking.

“Hey, it’s okay. Just another couple of days or a week.. You just get ready to run for it.”

Get ready. Get ready how? He had nothing but girl clothes. Julie had come through with a couple of dresses, and he had two pairs of heels, but—well, he guessed he could bring those. He and Brenda would need real clothes once they were on the outside.

The next night was more women with dildos. And now that he was broken in he spent as much time on all fours as he did making love.

By the end of the night he was gaping, and tired, and totally confused.

He was a man, but he wasn’t.

He slept through most of the day, and was surprised when Julie woke him up at about four.

“Get dressed. Time to see Her Honor.”

Ace got dressed and followed Julie through the complex. He was wearing high heels, good lingerie, and his best dress. He was made up, and guards and inmates stared and licked their lips.

People knew how he was, and he now had a reputation. Sissy Boy…Judge Rock’s bitch.

He didn’t care. His mind wasn’t working, he was in the middle of turmoil, and all he could think about was escaping.

“Remember, behave yourself. I’m right here.” Julie spoke, then knocked on the judge’s door.

Ace entered the room, and all was as he remembered. The desk in front of the window, the conference table, big screen TV on the wall, potted plants, a  big law library.

And Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, sitting behind her desk.

“Oh, honey, step into the light. Let me see you.”

Ace stepped forward. Roxie made a twirling motion with her finger and he turned around, let her see him on all sides.

Roxie whistled. “Oh, Lordie. You are beautiful. You are absolutely ravishing.”

“Roxie…” Ace began, but ended up blubbering.

“Oh, honey, come here!”

He rounded the table and knelt in front of Roxie. He put his face between her large breasts and cried.

“Hush, hush. It’s all right.”

She soothed him, brushed his hair, held his face and kissed his lips.

She felt different, and he knew it was because his lips were changed. They were plumper and red with lipstick.

Roxie smiled, and undid her robe. Underneath, as usual, she was naked. Her massive boobs engulfed his face and she held him and rocked him, then she pushed his face down.

Ace performed cunnilingus. He was accomplished now, and he did his best. Tears sometimes streamed down his face, but that just made Roxie smile.

She held his face in place and he administered with his tongue and lips and fingers.

Soon he was four fingers into her, and she was moaning and pulling on his hair.

Then she was done. Breathing hard and slumped back in her chair. She eyed him happily. “Honey, you make me proud. You’ve come so far.”

He knelt, his head nestled between her thighs.

“And I’ve heard that you’re ready for this…” She opened a drawer and took out a strap on. She stood up and he backed up, and she fastened the straps. He looked at the large penis sprouting from her junction.

“Come on, now. Bend over the table.”

He took a deep breath, got to his feet and leaned across her table.

She was gentle when she took him, and he would always remember her gentle groans as she moved into him, and the judicial paperwork on her desk and under his nose.

Ice was requesting information on one Jesus Garcia. He was suspected of running drugs across the border. There was even an address for him.

For long minutes she took him, then she slowed down and just stood there, her dick impaling him, and said, “I love you like this, Ace. You weren’t much of a husband, but you make a fine wife.”

Ace listened, and made his own judgements as to her as a wife. It was obvious that her position in the judiciary had changed her, emboldened her, made her power mad. And somehow she had transfigured that in her own mind to being masculine, to being male, to having a dick.

Then she said something frightening.

“You know, I could order your castration. Wouldn’t that be wonderful? You’d be my bitch forever, and I could keep your cock in a jar on my shelf. I could tell everybody it was the cock of a raccoon, or something. It’s small enough, you know.

Fear lanced through Ace’s heart. She could, and now Ace believed she would. He was going to have to get out of this place!

Two hours later, after having sucked and fucked—and having been fucked—by the usual horde of women, Julie led him back to his cell.

“You’re doing good, Sissy Boy. Pretty soon you’ll be cock of the walk around here.”

Ace turned her words over in his mind. Cock of the walk. More like pussy on the walk.

Back in the cellblock Ace managed to get back in time for dinner. “Brenda, when?”

They were in the dinner line and speaking in sentences so short they were code.

They got their dinner trays and sat at a far table.

“One week.”

“I can’t take it. Can’t you move it up?”

“Sure. I’m just waiting for you to have a night off.”

“They took me to Judge Roxie today. That means I’ll have tonight off.”

Brenda smiled. “That’s a blessing. Well, rough for you, I know, but…okay. You got your dresses and shoes and stuff ready to go?”

“Yes. I put everything in a laundry bag. It’s ready.”

“Okay. Lights out, and we’ll do it about twelve. They change shifts at ten, and by twelve they’re all bored and nodding off.

Ace smiled. He was going to get out of hell. Which gave him a funny feeling. He was getting used to all the loving. In fact, he knew that if he started liking sodomy too much he wasn’t going to leave.

And he was starting to like it.


Part Two

The cell block was silent. The community room was gloomy, the lights turned down. The only light came from the matron’s office, and even those were turned down.

There were two matrons on duty. One of them slept on a cot, the other one read a book.

A shadow moved around the far wall, zipped past a door that was open, and slunk under the window at the matron’s office.

The guard was leaning back, facing away from the door. She was turning pages in a book. The book was one of those sleazy sex books by Grace Mansfield, very popular in prison.

Clunk! Brenda struck the guard on the head with a jar full of flowers. The jar shattered, making a loud noise as pieces fell to the floor, but it had done its job. The guard ’s head flopped back and she dropped the book.

“Wha—“ The sleeping matron started to sit up.

Brenda moved across the room, she pounced and landed on the guard. The cot collapsed, and the guard tried to fight back. She didn’t stand a chance. Brenda was not only big and strong, she had the desperation of a convict making a break impelling her.

Amidst the ruins of the cot Brenda got her hands around the guard’s throat, and she throttled her effectively.

Both women unconscious, and maybe dead, Brenda grabbed the master keys off the desk. She ran across the community room and thrust a key into the lock of Ace’s door.

Ace was waiting. He had heard the sound of the flower jug breaking, and he was looking through the grill with the laundry bag over his shoulder.

“Come on!” hissed Brenda.

They ran across the room, barefoot to make no noise, and went through the open door.

Nobody had heard them, nobody awoke.

“Stay in the shadows. The guards in the towers are probably sleeping, but you can’t be sure.

They came to a door to the yard and Brenda used another key.

They went from shadow to shadow, breathing hard, trying to stay out of the line of sight of the tower guards.

They reached a fence, and Brenda produced a pair of wire cutters. They were small, too small for the job, but Brenda kept working and working, and they crawled through a slit at the bottom of the fence.

Across another yard, against staying to the shadows. Then down a fence to a corner. They were right under a tower, and over the fence were buildings that were occupied by day, and abandoned by night.

Again, Brenda cut a small slit, and they crawled.

“My dress is a mess,” breathed Ace, as they darted between two buildings.

“Shut up.”

They came to the last fence, and here there were no shadows. Get through this and they were home free. And here, luck was on their side.

One of the dresses Ace had was colored earth.

“Give me the brown dress.” Brenda ripped off her prison garb and stood in her bra and panties. If they were out on the path leading around the prison she would have been seen in an instant.

Ace handed her the dress, and she quickly pulled it on. She smeared her legs and arms with dirt mixed with the drippings of a nearby faucet.

“I’ll throw the dress back. Get your mud on.”

Then she was slowly crawling across the dirt path.

Ace held his breath, but there was no outcry, no alarm.

Brenda cut her way through the fence, then continued to the shadow of a nearby tree.

That was a long moment for Ace. He couldn’t see Brenda, she could just leave him, and…and a brown bundle sailed over the fence and actually struck him. It had a couple of rocks in it, and the rocks hurt, but not as much as ten more years in the pen for jailbreak would have.

Ace slipped into the dress, checked his arms and legs for white spots, and began crawling.

He made it to the fence. He took deep breaths as he crawled through the slit, and pulled the laundry bag after him.

Then he crawled across the bare ground outside the fence, and Brenda was suddenly lifting him to his feet, hugging him, kissing him.

“We made it! We made it! She exulted in a fierce whisper.

They began running through the fields outside the prison. They wanted to be far away by the time everybody woke up, or the guards Brenda had socked were discovered.

The women’s jail was in Riverside. It was a fifty mile walk through pleasant suburbia to Palm Springs. It was perfect for breaking into homes and hiding out during the day.

Ace had another idea. “Let’s go to Los Angeles.”

“You’re crazy.”

“We would be faceless in a million people. Nobody really looks at the homeless population. We can break into houses just the same, and not be caught in open country if they chased us.

Brenda thought about it. Then said, “Really.” A stark statement that said she thought the plan was a good one.

Still, “I was thinking about Palm Springs, then getting a car and heading for the border.”

“Calexico?”

“Yeah.”

“We can figure out crossing the border in Los Angeles, and I know somebody who might help.”

“Who do you know?”

“I don’t know him personally, but there’s a trafficker name of Jesus Garcia.”

“And why would somebody you don’t know help us?”

“Because I saw a file on him. They’re getting ready to bust him, and if we let him know, maybe he’ll take us when he runs for it.”

“And you figure he’ll run for Mexico.”

Ace smiled.

“Sissy Boy, you are The Girl!”

Ace smiled, and for the first time since this whole thing started, he didn’t mind being called Sissy Boy.

They went right through Riverside. Walking plain as day. They had cleaned up at a creek outside Riverside, and they put on the clothes and shoes Ace had brought, and put on make up, and they walked like they belonged, chatting and having a good time.

“Where do you think they’ll look for us?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe Palm Springs.”

They chuckled and sauntered down a main street.

They found a small house in a large yard that first day, and they ate, and slept, and awoke to hear sirens heading down the road.

They cleaned up as best they could, and headed west. They walked the next day, and made it to Home Gardens. There they found a large mansion. They took a dip in the pool, played tag in the big house, and discovered a Jeep in the three car garage.

“Oh, baby,” Brenda breathed. “Four wheel drive. Do we have to stick to the roads?”

“Not at all,” and Ace pulled her to him.

They were free, on the run but free, and now Ace could let himself loose.

He kissed Brenda thoroughly, nibbled on her boobs, went down on her, and said, “Let’s cut this chastity tube off.”

Brenda moved back.

“What?”

“I don’t want you to.”

“You don’t want me to get my dick free?” He stared at her, and was somewhat aghast. He had figured, this whole time in jail, that the girls would love to have his dick at their mercy.”

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but I like you as a woman.”

“You do?”

“I’m a bit of a dyke, and…I like women. I don’t know how I’d like you as a man, but…I don’t want to find out.”

“But…you want me to keep my dick locked up for…what? Forever?”

Brenda actually smiled.

“Oh, my God,” Ace sat down on the step in the garage. “I’ve been dreaming of…and now…to find out…” he shook his head.

Brenda placed a hand on his biceps and lifted. “Come on, Sissy Boy. This is what I want, and…let’s be honest. I think you like it, too.”

“Well…but…”

“Come on, admit it. I’ve seen you after a night with all those matrons and other visitors. You glow. You look so happy.”

“Well, but…”

And Ace had himself a serious sit down and think moment.

“Well?”

Ace stared at the concrete floor in the garage. He said, “Could you find some booze and make me a drink?”

Brenda was used to being in charge, but she realized that Ace was going through something.

The booze was on a sidebar in the dining room. She selected a bottle of what looked like expensive bourbon—it was, it was Blanton’s Gold Edition, 250 smackers per bottle—and poured a snifter. She brought it out to him.

Ace was thinking about laying awake at night, getting plugged by big women with lusty appetites. He was thinking about how much fun it was to dress up, to put make up on.

He was thinking that life before prison had been sort of drab. Even sex was drab. A guy stuck his dick in, moved it around, and grunted and spat.

A woman moaned and groaned and took it, and translated it into airy fits of orgasm. Wonderful toe curling squirts that cleansed the soul.

Brenda handed him the glass. He drank it, then saw the bottle in her hand. He held out his hand and she put the bottle in it.

He tilted it, sucked a big swallow, and sighed.

He said, “If I leave it on, you’re going to have to do me. And you’re going to make sure I get drained regularly.”

“Hell, I can do that.”

“And if I decide I don’t want to be female anymore…you have to accept that.”

“I will,” lied Brenda.

He looked up at her, a small smile coming out. “Then we better find a dildo or two, and if you want me to get you off right now…there’s big beds upstairs.”

Brenda took his hand and led him upstairs.

The bed was big, and they bounced and played and Ace…Sissy Boy…took Brenda to the moon. He loved her and licked her and used all his fingers.

Brenda, though she was used to being the dyke, loved it when he took control in this fashion.

She loved it more when it was her turn to take control.

Now it was her turn to use his boobs, to give attention to his ass, and to drain him with her fingers.

An hour later they slept.

They awoke just past noon. Refreshed, happy, and loving each other.

“We better get going. We want to be a hundred miles away when they find their car missing.

They made the bed, and Ace said, “I wonder how long before they find my puddle?”

Brenda pulled the covers over his drainage and chuckled. “Guess they’ll be sleeping in the wet spot tonight.

They went through the house, cleaning it, making it look like nobody had been in it. Then they packed the car.

They put bedding in it, a cooler filled with food. A couple of bottles of that good bourbon, and whatever odds and ends they thought they would need.

And they found a lot of lingerie and dresses and shoes that would come in handy. Not just spikes, but good shoes for walking.

And, an extra bonus, they found a couple hundred dollars in a bedroom drawer.

“This is their hooker money,” quipped Brenda.

“They been hooked,” returned Ace, and they both laughed.

At three in the afternoon they drove the car down the long drive, the gate opened automatically from the inside, and out into the world.

They made it to Anaheim, and Brenda wanted to go to Disneyland. Ace prevailed, however, and they spent the night sleeping in the car on a side street in a poor section of town.

They slept, entwined, kissing and talking. They felt each other and they giggled. For the moment they were safe, and they were happy. And tomorrow they would be in Los Angeles, and they could look up Jesus Garcia.

“You’re sure this is the address?” Brenda asked again.

“Yes.”

They drove past a pale, brown house. Stucco, with the wire showing in many places. The yard was a mess, nothing but scabby grass and a broken and badly rusted swing set.

“This doesn’t impress me,” said Brenda.

She pulled over to the curb catty corner to the house and turned to watch it.

The windows were boarded and the only solid piece of the house was the front door. That looked like it was made of metal, and made to last.

A Mexican sat on the front step. He was skinny, had tattoos on his face, wore expensive athletic shoes. His hair was long and he smoked a cigarette and defined boredom.

Ace and Brenda got out of the Jeep and walked across the street.

The man on the steps might look shabby, but his eyes glittering, and he saw them immediately.

He watched them, gazing intently, but not insolently.

They turned into the yard and approached him.

“We want to see Jesus Garcia.”

The man didn’t move, except to rub out his cigarette, then he asked, “Who are you.”

“Doesn’t matter. We’re not the cops, and we have information for Jesus.”

“You white girls.”

“No shit, Cisco?” Brenda spat.

The man smiled lazily. He moved his shirt back to reveal a knife in a scabbard. “Fuck off.”

Ace put his hand out to stop Brenda. “Listen, my friend. The cops are on to you. We know it, and we can tell Jesus about it. If he finds out that you turned us away and got busted, he’ll probably slice off your dick and use it for a piñata.

“A small piñata,” chimed in Brenda.

Ace quickly cut in. “Nah, he’s got a big piñata. Look at his feet. He’s got big feet, so he’s got a big pene.” She turned to the man, “Come on, do you think Jesus doesn’t want to see a couple of good looking women?”

Sighing, the Mexican on the step reached into his pocket and took out a cell phone. A cell phone to call inside the house three feet behind him.

He spoke in Spanish too rapid to be understood, and a moment later the door opened. A face looked out, inspected Brenda and Ace up and down, then opened further.

“Thanks,” Ace said to the Mexican. He said nothing. Brenda sneered at him.

“Be polite, Brenda,” cautioned Ace.

Brenda just frowned.

They walked through the house, led by a chubby Mexican wearing cargo pants, not shorts, and a Hawaiian shirt. And an expensive brand of athletic shoes.

The hallway went a ways, the house was longer than it had appeared from the street.

They entered the last bedroom, then walked into the closet.

“Fuck,” smiled Brenda, now appreciating the security.

The closet had stairs, and they walked down the stairs and into a long tunnel.

The tunnel stretched into the darkness, and the man leading them turned on a flashlight.

It was supported by beams and wasn’t about to cave in. There was no leakage of water, no rats scurrying.

They walked for long minutes, maybe a couple of hundred yards, then came to a ladder. They climbed the ladder and exited a closet.

They were in a bedroom, but it had been outfitted with electronics. Two men stared at screens. There were half a dozen cell phones on the tables.

Ace recognized the Jeep they had been driving. A man was getting into it. He drove away.

“This way,” said the man who had been guiding them.

They exited the bedroom and found themselves in a nice house. None of this ‘dirty Mexican’ stuff. Clean floors, snazzy pictures on the walls—a lot of bullfight scenes and Mexican architecture.

Down a long hallway, and through a window they passed Ace could see the squat piece of shit building they had entered.

A blind. A place for low lifes to squat. The entrance to the real operation.

Ace had no doubt that the tunnel could be blow up with a moment’s notice.

They entered a large room and looked around.

Large, with expensive furniture. A wet bar in one corner, a dining room on the other end, a double door that lead to a patio. Through the windows Ace could see that they wee just outside the ghetto.

“Ah, ladies! how nice to see you! Come, have a seat. Renaldo, fix my guests a drink. Would you like Margaritas? Most Norteamericanos do.”

“That would be fine,” said Ace.

Brenda looked about suspiciously.

“Come, plant your buns, take a load off.”

He patted the seat of the couch he was sitting on.

Brenda and Ace sat, in chairs across from him, and they studied him.

Jesus Garcia was built. He had wide shoulders and a taut torso. He was wearing just a white shirt, open, and slacks. His feet were in bedroom slippers, and he looked totally relaxed.

“You obviously know me, but who do I have the honor of addressing?”

He spoke with just the slightest hint of an accent, and he was smiling. His smile had a slight edge to it. It wasn’t a sincere smile.

“I’m Ace…you can call me Sissy Boy, and this is Brenda.”

“Ace and Brenda. Pardon me…Sissy Boy.” He grinned a Latin grin, so suave and reassuring, while not being reassuring. “I have heard of you. Yesterday there was much talk of the ladies who made the jailbreak. Today…not so much.”

That was curious. Ace expected to be wanted for quite some time.

“So, what is this information you have for me.”

Ace took a breath and leaned forward. “My wife…ex-wife, is a judge. Roxanne Tilly.”

Jesus waited, his head nodded slowly.

“I was in her office, her judge’s chambers, and I saw a file on you. Apparently they plan to raid you. Human trafficking and drugs.”

“Ah,” Jesus murmured.

“There was the name of an informant.”

“And what is the name of this informant?” Jesus had looked a little bored, but now Ace had his interest.

Ace sat back. “We would like to go to Mexico.”

Jesus nodded, smiled slightly. “Possible. Tell me, and if your information is good…”

“Jose Martinez.”

Drinks were placed in Ace’s and Brenda’s hands. They sipped, and it was good. Margaritas should always be made by Mexicans.

So they sat, and Jesus asked more questions.

“So how did you come to be in Judge’s chambers and see this file?”

Ace was silent.

“Judge is a woman. She is lesbian? She likes women for wife?”

There it was. Ace had to say something, and there was no way of lying around it. “I’m a man.”

Jesus tilted his head. “Really.” Not a question. Just affirmation. “Show me.”

Ace was scared now. He had known this might happen, but…he had had hoped.

He stood up and lifted his dress. He pulled down his panties. His chastity tube hung down and Jesus stared at it.

For a long time.

Then he looked up and grinned. “Aye, Chihuahua!” He broke into Spanish, fast Spanish.

There were two men behind Ace and Brenda. Bodyguards, but possibly executioners.

Though it was an entirely good sign, the men started to chuckle.

Then they laughed.

Brenda started to say something, but Ace put a hand on her knee. “Drink. Pray.”

Jesus was grinning quite openly. He stood up. “Come with me, Senor Sissy Boy.”

He walked across the room and Ace and Brenda followed him. Through a door, downstairs to a basement, and Ace stopped in horror.

What was left of a man was strewn about the basement floor.

Jesus put his arm over Ace’s shoulder and looked at the gore. “This is what remains of Jose Martinez. You see, your information is good, he was the traitor, but you are also late. Do you know why you are late?”

Ace was having trouble not vomiting. Brenda had turned away. Ace couldn’t turn away, Jesus’s arm was around his shoulders.

“No…no,” said Ace. As much an answer to Jesus’s question as a denial of what he was seeing.

“The report you saw, do you know where it came from?”

Ace turned and looked at Jesus, their faces were just six inches apart.

“I gave that report to Judge Roxanne. I told her to handle it.”

Ace’s mouth opened. His ex-wife was not just a madam in a penal whore house, but had dealings with drug traffickers…or, more likely, human sex traffickers.

And he had stepped into the den of this trafficker and offered…betrayal.

He was faint, he started to fall. Jesus caught him, motioned to his bodyguards.

“Take her upstairs. One of the bedrooms. Guard her.”

Her. Jesus was referring to him as her. He had known all along who and what Ace was.

The body guards took Ace and Brenda upstairs. They put them in separate bedrooms, but didn’t close the doors.

Ace and Brenda looked at each other across the hallway.

“Oh, fuck,” said Ace, miserable.

“Hey, it was a good idea. It just…” Brenda’s voice faded.

The bedroom was eight by twelve, a standard size. There was a dresser with a mirror against the wall. A couple of potted plants in the corners, between which was a large picture window. There were bars on the outside of the windows.

Ace lay on the bed and watched the ceiling.

He had messed up. They had been free, and he had put them right back into the lion’s den. This lion, however, was a lot more dangerous than Roxanne and the California penal system.

He wasn’t going to get drained as a punishment. He was going to end up in a ditch in Mexico. If he was lucky.

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

Ace looked up, Jesus was at the door.

Ace went up on his elbows. suddenly he was veery aware of his breasts, and he was sorry he was wearing a sexy dress.

“What are you going to do to us?”

Jesus smiled. “I don’t know. It depends.”

“On what?”

“You came here with the best of intentions. Then there is the fact that Judge Roxanne is not looking too hard for you. Oh, I’m sure she would like to get her hands on you, but there is the embarrassment, and the difficulties, of reinserting you into the system after a jailbreak.”

He trailed off, and closed the door.

“So, should I return you, or keep you for myself. I could sell you, a lot of people would love to make love to a man who is more of a woman. Or I can just take you down to the jungles in the south of Mexico and turn you over to the people who smuggle the drugs in from Guatemala. You could keep a lot of my friends quite happy. A man who is almost a woman…” he grinned and unbuckled his belt.

“You could also let us go. We would continue to be an embarrassment for Roxie, and…and maybe we could work for you.”

“How would you work for me?” He dropped his pants and he wasn’t wearing any underwear.

He was big, Mexican big, and he had large balls.

“I…we…” Ace was stuttering. “We can smuggle drugs for you.”

Jesus had his hands on the bed, preparatory for climbing on and between Ace’s legs, and he stopped and tilted his head. “You have an idea?”

“I do?”

He shrugged, “Well, if it is a good idea, and if you please me…” he grinned, “then maybe we could consider this. Before you explain your idea, however, we must see if you are worth it.”

“But…but…” Ace was pushing himself back on the bed, “I’ve never been with a man?”

“Then I shall be gentle, and afterwards we will talk. Yes?”

Jesus grabbed Ace’s legs and pulled and twisted them. “Now, up into the doggy position. We need to assess your worth. Yes?”

There was nothing more Sissy Boy could say, so he said, “Yes.”

And Jesus moved forward.


Sissy Boy Goes to Mexico!

Feminization leads to drug dealing!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

This is the conclusion of the Sissy Boy series. It will be available as a book in the near future. I suggest getting it in paperback. Books don’t crash.

In this installment Sissy Boy makes a deal with a drug dealer. It is, of course, a deal with the devil.

We also revisit Sissy Boy’s wife.

But I’m not going to tell you much more.

If you’ve read the earlier stories then you know how wild and wacky things can get.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Your name is officially Sissy Boy Garcia.”

Jesus Garcia handed Ace a passport, a driver’s license, and other documents.

Ace looked at the paper and blinked. Then he looked at Jesus. “Really?”

Jesus smiled.

“But…you gave me the name Sissy Boy.”

“That’s your name, right?”

Ace, now officially Sissy Boy, and Jesus sat in the living room of Jesus’s headquarters in Los Angeles. Brenda was sitting next to them, and she took the papers and examined them. Two body guard gangsters stood next to the entrance to the hallway. They held AR 15 style rifles and had pistols and knives in their belts.

“Yeah, I mean…no! My name is Ace!”

“We call you Ace and you show up on the law enforcement computers. They don’t got no Sissy Boy.”

“The prison system does, as an alias.”

“Already had a hacker take care of that.”

Sissy Boy nodded. He wasn't happy about his name, but…it was growing on him. “My wife wants to get me back. She wants me in prison.” He didn’t go further and explain that she had actually talked about castrating him.

“Guarantee, she wants my drugs more than she wants you. Besides, the people she gives me, she doesn’t want anybody to know about them.”

“What people?”

“Girls she’s done with.”

Ace…or Sissy Boy…said nothing. Everything clicked in his mind.

He had been arrested for drunk driving, speeding, and other things. When arrested he had been crossdressing, and he gone before the judge. The judge was his ex-wife. He figured she’d get him out of it, but she had sentenced him to a female prison, made him wear a chastity tube, and once imprisoned he found out that people like him were doomed. They were made into prison whores and sold for sex. And they never got out. When their sentences were close to over they would face a trumped up charge and their sentences would be doubled, or even tripled.

And now he knew what happened when women grew too old, or too sick. They were given to Jesus Garcia, flesh trafficker, and taken down to Mexico and…dealt with.

Made to work at one of the many drug factories, or given to the smugglers for playthings.

And that was what was going to happen to him. Him and Brenda, who he had escaped jail with.

“These are good,” Brenda marveled at the documents. She looked up at Jesus. “These say Sissy Boy is a woman.”

“Had to. Sissy Boy as a man might have shown up on the law enforcement computers.”

He shrugged, and lifted a glass of tequila and sipped.

Sissy Boy was still thinking about what happened to women when his ex, and the drug cartel, were done with them.

“So what is this plan for smuggling drugs?” Jesus interrupted his thoughts.

Ace came back to earth.

Brenda looked at Ace. “What plan? What drugs?”

Ace looked at Brenda, tried to talk through his eyes, to warn her to be cautious.

“Your girlfriend say she know great way to smuggle drugs. That’s something I’m always interested in.”

Both Brenda and the drug smuggler stared at Ace.

“Well,” Ace thought fast. He had a few ideas, and he had to present them quickly and in such a manner that Jesus wouldn't just take them out and kill them. He had to make himself and Brenda valuable to the trafficker. “There are several ways, one, and the most important, is that as United States citizens we can cross the border at any time. Nobody is going to ask two women what they were doing south of the border.”

Jesus raised a hand dismissively. “I have lots white girls to bring drugs across the border.  They get caught after a trip or two.”

“But we won’t get caught…” In his mind Ace was asking himself How? How? How?

“So how you not get caught?”

“Well,” searching, thinking, trying to figure his way out of this mess and…click. He remembered something. He remembered a short story by Alyce Thorndyke, ‘When Being Bad is Good.’

“Well, your girls get caught because they carry drugs on their body. In their shoes, under their wigs, in their bras.”

Jesus cocked his head slightly.

“I’ll carry them inside my body.”

Jesus blinked.

“I can’t do that many trips, but figure two gallons for each trip, I figure I can do a half a dozen trips…that’s a lot of drugs, a lot of profit.

“What do you mean ‘inside you?”

“In my breasts. I’ve got fake boobs.”

Jesus got a dreamy look in his eyes and tilted his head back and looked at the ceiling. It looked like he was doing the math in his head. Two tits, each tit a gallon, that’s two gallons, six trips…that’s twelvegallons of uncut heroin. Each gallon was a little over 8 pounds. That would be…100 pounds of pure profit. Street value would be…fourteen million dollars.

Jesus smiled.

Brenda: “Wait a minute!”

“Of course, when my run is done you should pay me a little something.”

“Why should I pay you? You are wanted.”

“According to you I am no longer wanted, but the point is that without incentive what’s to keep me from just going to the nearest ICE agent and turning myself in. But if you put some money in the bank for me, for when I’m done…besides, opening up my chest is dicey business. I’m probably only going to be good for six runs before my boobs give out, scar tissue builds up, my boobs get too weak to hold the drugs.

Jesus nodded. “I like it.”

“Good. How would you like me to do it for free?”

Jesus was laughing now. “Sissy Boy! You are amazing. How do I get you to be a mule for me for free.”

“Let me smuggle something on my own. Same time. No chance of being caught. I take all the profits for that.”

Now Jesus had a quirky look on his face. He had no idea what could be more profitable than heroin.

“And after my run is done…you can keep doing it. More profit for you.”

“What about me?” Brenda chimed in.

“You do nothing. This is going to be rough on the body. I never had tits, so I’m okay with it if I lose them.”

“But what if I want to do this?”

“You’re risking your body.”

“It’s my body.” And there was the challenge.

“Hey,” Jesus jumped in. “It’s up to the senorita if she wishes to make money.”

Ace leaned towards Brenda and ignored Jesus. Jesus didn’t seem to mind, he was entertained by all this, and Ace said, “Your boobs will never be the same.”

“What do I care? Think of the money.”

“So you’d give up your boobs for a few million.”

“Yep.”

Ace sat back. He was in deep thought, but outmaneuvered. Brenda would do whatever Brenda wanted.

“What is it you wish to smuggle?” asked Jesus, changing the conversation.

Sissy Boy smiled “Zolgensma.”

Brenda asked, “What the heck is Zolgensma?”

Before she answered, Sissy Boy turned to Jesus. “You belong to a cartel, or do business with a cartel, right?”

“Si.” His eyes looked careful.

“And that cartel, if I’ve seen my documentaries right, and read the newspapers right, help the people of their area. They see to sick kids, they help with schools, they support the community and use all the evil drug money to make sure that the communities are loyal.”

Jesus looked at her with lidded eyes. It was almost like he didn’t want to admit to a kind act.

“Zolgensma will help us help children here, in the United States. Badly sick children.”

“Go on.”

“Zolgensma is a gene therapy drug, it is a one shot deal for children with serious spinal issues. It costs over two million dollars a dose.”

Brenda almost spat out her tequila. Even Jesus was impressed.

“That means it is made for a million dollars. Everything is marked up 100%. So we score the drug outside the US, maybe even directly from the factories for one million, sell it for…two million dollars.”

Jesus remarked, “So you get rich off the backs of sick children.”

Ace shook his head. “No. The government pays for that stuff. Nobody can afford it, except for a few millionaires. So we deliver, we get paid, the children get well, and the government pays.”

Jesus made up his mind on the spot. “You figure this out, get me facts and figures. I’ll back you.”

Sissy Boy smiled.

Brenda said, “Woo.”

And Jesus said, “You know, I almost killed you.”

Brenda chose that inappropriate moment to say, “I’ll drink to that.”

Jesus looked startled, then he laughed, and laughed and laughed.

And they all clinked glasses and drank.

It took a couple of days to arrange everything, and those two days were pretty much a party.

Every day Jesus met with dealers, distributors, even manufacturers. And every day he poured libation after libation, and kept his troops and acquaintances pretty well oiled.

The bodyguard, a dozen muscled men with assault rifles and tattoos on their faces—a lot of inked tears falling from depthless eyes—didn’t drink.

As these soirees went on into the night Ace and Brenda were in attendance.

And the flies flocked around the honey.

Ace made it clear, as quickly as he could, that he was a man.

This didn’t seem to bother the men, or the women, that came to call. If anything, it made them more interested.

Ace was constantly groped, sometimes his boobs were grabbed right in the middle of a conversation, a group, a meeting. These men didn’t seem to care about manners.

So Ace made sure he made it obvious that he belonged to Brenda.

Brenda knew how to handle the men, and she was as hard as them. She laughed in their language, and if the talk turned to torture or death she just shrugged and went with it.

Ace had trouble with that. And he realized that he was a sheep running with the wolves. Or, to be exact, he was a regular guy running with homicidal maniacs. Serial killers. Mass murderers.

The second night they were there, in the wee hours after much partying and drinking, Brenda and Ace retired to Brenda’s bedroom. She closed the door on a mass murderer, who shrugged his shoulders and came back to one of the more amenable girls in attendance.

Ace hugged Brenda, and Brenda soothed him and brushed his hair.

“Thank you. Those guys are so scary.”

Brenda just smiled and took Ace to bed. She lay down and pulled his head between her thighs. They kissed and felt each other, and Ace brought Brenda to a thunderous conclusion.

Then, laying there, Brenda asked, “Did Jesus fuck you?”

Ace was laying in her arms, his head against her boobs. He nodded.

It was tough, because he was essentially admitting that he had been untrue, but what could he do?

Brenda was silent for a while, then she sighed and kissed him. She said, “Probably won’t be the first time.” Then she paused and stared at him, “Did you like it?”

Still honest: “Yes and no. I want who I love to be my choice.”

“Well, if I’m your choice, then I’ll take care of you.”

Two days later everything was set up.

Ace and Brenda were driven across the border in a big SUV. It was black and shiny and they felt like celebrities being chauffeured. The celebration ended in a little town right outside Tijuana.

They were driven into a shabby looking warehouse. The warehouse was guarded by Federales, the Mexican police, all decked out with riot gear and staring at a hostile world through dark glasses.

Inside the warehouse was a tent made out of see through plastic. Inside the tent was the operating room.

The doctors were quick and efficient. Neither of them spoke during the operations, they just made small incisions beneath the breasts and inserted large bags of white powder. They sewed Ace and Brenda up, washed their hands, and left.

Jesus wasn’t there, but his number one man, a fellow known simply as Arturo, was. He watched as Ace and Brenda washed up and got dressed. They each wore special brassieres, very supportive, to make sure their breasts didn’t…come apart.

Ace felt sick. The whole thing was too much for him. To have his body taken apart like that made him sick to his stomach.

Arturo watched him, and even spoke to Jesus on the phone.

Brenda moved in, however, and kept Ace going. She talked with him, wiped his face with a wet rag, massaged him, and settled him down.

In the end, though he didn’t feel well, he kept going.

He had to.

They got into the big SUV and headed back towards the border.

The border crossing was a very busy one. Hundreds of cars were lined up and waiting their turn.

In the limo Arturo handed Brenda and Ace two tubes.

“Okay, senoritas, do your thing.”

Inside the tubes was the Zolgensma. Million dollar pills inside tubes the size of small cigars. The tubes were flared, like a butt plug. Brenda pushed her tube into her pussy without a blink.

Ace needed her help to insert the tube into his anus. He knelt on the seat of the SUV and turned around. Brenda massaged his rectum, spoke soft words and smiled, and inserted the flared tube.

Arturo watched with interest. When Ace turned around and sat down he asked, “Would you like to be my friend?”

His friend. Which meant…his fuck.

Brenda sidled to Ace’s side and put her arm around him and glared.

Arturo merely nodded. “Hokay,” he said.

A short while later Ace and Brenda got out of the car. They walked towards the border crossing. They were laughing and swinging their purses. Just two girls coming back from a day jaunt.

They were inspected, their purses looked into, and the dogs sniffed at them, then they crossed into the United States.

They were picked up almost immediately by another SUV, and driven back to Los Angeles.

“Whew,” said Ace, taking the tube out of his ass. Brenda grinned and jacked herself with her tube for a minute, then popped it out. “It feels good to help children.”

Ace laughed. “And they paid you a million dollars to help those children.”

They sat next to each other and watched the land pass.

They arrived at Jesus place of business, the swank, little mansion just outside the ghetto that night. They handed over the tubes with the pills of Zolgensma in them.

The operation was quickly performed and the drugs were removed from their boobs. They were sewed up and went to sleep in the same bed.

It took a week for their boobs to recover from the operation enough to do it again. And another week and again, and so on.

Six trips and every trip went smooth as silk.

Six trips and they were done.

Ace awoke and stretched, gently. His boobs had been repaired, and quite well. In fact, they looked a little better—and bigger—than they had before he had started smuggling drugs.

Truth, he really liked having breasts. He liked the way people stared at him. Sure, it was just lust, but admiration always feels good. Sure, it was mostly males, but…admiration feels good.

And as long as he stayed near Brenda he was fine.

Brenda. What an interesting development. He was close to her. Was it love?

He didn’t think so, but she was a rock for him. She took care of him, and she was fun to be around.

He frowned.

The fact was that he still loved Roxanne. In spite of all the sex with other people, in spite of the fact that Roxanne had betrayed him, sold him, threatened to have him castrated…he had such intense feelings for her.

“Hey, Sissy Boy.” Brenda rolled over and hugged him.

He giggled and wormed into her grasp.

“We’re done,” he said.

“Yes, we are, and we’ve each got a few millions in the bank.”

They grinned and Ace slid down Brenda’s body and positioned his face between her thighs.

“Oh, yes. Millions of dollars, and this, too.”

Ace went to work. All the sex he had been forced to perform in jail and his tongue and jaw were strong and capable.

Soon Brenda was gasping and holding his long hair and pulling him into her crotch.

“Come on, you fuck,” she whispered lovingly. “Get me off!”

He pushed a thumb up her heinie and she jerked and he fisted her.

“Oh…oh!” she cried out, and she arched her back and erupted.

Ace smiled, waited for her to come down, then moved up her body to kiss her and hug her.

“Okay, Sissy Boy. Let’s see how you like it.”

Brenda was stronger than him, and she rolled him over and grabbed his chastity tube. She lifted and he made an ‘urk’ sound, then managed to get his knees under him.

Brenda liked to finger fuck him, but she liked to fist him more. She drove her fist deep, and Ace couldn’t think for the pleasure exploding in his anus.

Shortly he was squirming and arching and wiggling, a puppet on the end of her fist.

He was now able to have an orgasm on her fist. It had taken a few weeks, but they had explored and practiced, and suddenly he orgasmed. Hard.

Brenda waited, her fist in him as his muscles contracted, then slowly relaxed.

And for this moment in time, things for Brenda and Ace were just fine.

Rich, sexually compatible, and free.

But something was bothering Ace.

They entered the living room holding hands. Jesus was reading a Mexican newspaper. He put it aside when they entered and smiled at them.

“You poor Norteamericanos.” He shook his head.

“I feel pretty rich, thank you,” quipped Brenda.

“I am not talking about that. I am thinking that only a fool would read United States newspapers. Everything is lies.” He waved for the cook to prepare a couple more breakfasts. “If you want the news then you have to read foreign newspapers. Foreign newspapers,” he tapped the newspaper he had just folded and put down, “are critical. They tell the truth. Not the whole truth, but enough truth that you can figure out what is happening in the world.”

“I’m not going to argue,” agreed Ace.

“So what’s happening in the world?” asked Brenda.

He sighed. “Corruption. It’s hard for an honest businessman to do a good business with so much corruption in the world.”

“Is Mexico really more corrupt than the United States?”

He shrugged. “It’s a toss up. Take your ex-wife, Roxanne. She is bought, but she always wants more. She believes she should get all the money, and that we are all her peasants.”

Ace chuckled. “As I said, I’m not going to argue.”

Breakfast arrived and the conversation continued over a breakfast casserole. The aroma of the rich food was incredible, and Ace spooned into the casserole.

“My, God!” Brenda dug into her plate. “You eat well.”

Jesus gave a short lecture. “Eggs, sausage, salsa and cheese, a few herbs and spices, how you say…you can’t go wrong.”

They ate, and continued discussing the state of the world, and specifically one Roxanne Tilly.

“So how long has my wife been in…” he paused. “You know, I don’t really know what Roxanne does, outside of being connected with the prison whorehouse and…and you.”

“Oh, your wife is quite the entrepreneur.” Jesus took a big slug of orange juice.

She oversees, without being overly involved, the prison. She also sells drugs in the prison, again, through other persons. She sells me people when she is done with them, and she has set up a massive drug operation in Southern California, using the Riverside prison as the main point. She is now trying to go national.”

“How long has she been doing this?”

“Longer than me. Apparently she was, at one time, an inmate in the prison system.”

Ace stared at Jesus, who chuckled. “What?”

“How did she go from being a prisoner to being in charge?”

“Now see, that is the problem with you Norteamericanos. You don’t understand how corruption works. Everybody is corrupt. Everything is for sale. The police, your Federales, could shut the drug business down in a handful of days.”

Ace was starting to think now, but he was about to have his mind exploded.

“Did you think you were her first husband.”

Ace blinked and focused on the drug dealer. “What?”

Jesus’s smile widened. “She got her start by having sex with a guard in records. She managed, through sex and money, to get her record expunged. Then she bought her position at the prison. Nobody knows how to work the system like a convict. Every person arrested is considered for a position in her organization, willing or non-willing. She has constant  access to criminals, and that is her labor pool. If somebody is not amenable they have two paths.”

“What?” asked Brenda.

“Well, three, actually.”

“What?” Ace asked.

Jesus grinned. He loved sharing secrets. “First, if they know nothing, they get let go. Second, they are sold to me.”

“And third?” asked Ace.

“She disposes of them.”

Ace was flabbergasted. “You mean she kills them?”

Kill, dispose, what do these words mean?” Jesus shrugged.

They continued eating, but Ace’s mind was now in the stratosphere. He had been thinking, but Jesus’s words had started a massive revolution in his mind.

His wife was not just a bad person, she was a serial killer, a drug dealer, a human trafficker.

And if Jesus could be believed, and Ace thought he could, she had screwed and married herself into this position.

And he wondered: Did she marry me just to use me? Did she ever love me? Is she even capable of love?

And he started thinking.

Brenda and Ace left the hospitality of Jesus Garcia with an invitation to return any time they wanted. They had made him something like thirty million dollars, and opened up a whole new area of smuggling. Jesus had already recruited a dozen girls to run drugs with their boobs.

They went to a dealership and bought a Range Rover and began traveling across the country.

Ace was always amazed that he could do anything he wanted as Sissy Boy Garcia, and that he would have been arrested if he was revealed as Ace Johnson.

He marveled that he was accumulating crimes faster than a dog gathers fleas. He had started out with running a stoplight, speeding, drunken driving, fleeing and eluding, and the minor charge of fighting in jail.

But, since he had been incarcerated he had added escaping from jail, smuggling drugs and…he wondered if there was a charge for traveling under false identification. There had to be. A passport and license in the name of Sissy Boy Garcia? Had to be.

But, so what. As long as he was free as Sissy Boy he was free from arrest. He could travel where he wanted, do what he wanted.

Interestingly, he was not concerned with that. He was growing a specific plan, and that plan had to do with Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife.

Sissy and Brenda drove along highway 10, meandering through Arizona, then New Mexico. They stopped whenever they wanted to see the sights. They stopped at old military forts, museums, even amusement parks.

They slept in the Range Rover. It had a tent that folded right out of the back, and they camped for free in parks and worked a little gas grill and ate well.

They entered Texas, and they thought it would never end. Mile after mile of dust and tumbleweed, plains and sky.

They angled up to Marfa and Alpine and saw the sights, including a roadside fancy shoe place called Marfa Prada that was actually an art project. No shoes for sale there.

And left Texas, almost exhausted with the size of the state.

Into Louisiana, a short stint in Mississippi, then Albama.

Finally, they turned left at Jacksonville, Florida, and 700 miles later they arrived at their destination: Washington, DC.

They were sated with history, and ready for a rest. They checked into a hotel outside the capital and became tourists.

For days they wandered through the capital. They spent several days examining the Smithsonian, and took every sightseeing trip they could.

And, finally, Brenda had had enough. “What are we doing?”

Ace smiled, “We are about to enter the business of corruption.

Washington, DC is the most corrupt country in the world. And for those who don’t know, it is its own country. It became such in 1871 through an act of congress. Terribly illegal, definitely against the constitution, but…hey, that’s corruption.

In a country where even the dog catcher can be bought off, the highest officials are even easier.

After all, they don’t have to worry about being arrested.

Ace and Brenda visited a couple of politicians and a bunch of bureaucrats. They spread money like it was free, and they made their deals.

They recorded everything on cell phones.

The politicians and the bureaucrats, when they did notice that they were being filmed, didn’t care. After all, nobody would arrest them, and the media would protect them.

They just took the money and promised they would deliver what Brenda and Ace wanted.

Of course, all this political corruption came with a price, and that price was sex.

Ace and Brenda were sitting with congressman Presser in a five star hotel, specifically the bar, and they were concluding their deal.

The congressman was drunk, but he wouldn’t be forgetting the deal. It was on video in case he needed to be reminded.

He said, “Well, that about does it.” He smiled, and it was obvious that there was something more.

Brenda cut to the chase. “Was there anything else?”

“Well, Rarely have I ever seen two such beautiful women.”

Ace snorted inside. He had gone through this with nearly every man he met. He pulled out the trans card. “Sorry, Senator, but I’m actually a guy. Not only that, but my dick is in chastity.”

The Senator wasn’t put off. “Really? I’ve always wanted to make love to a tranny.”

He was mildly insulting in manner, being somewhat of an elitist.

Brenda bristled, but Ace knew this was going to have to happen.

“Brenda?”

She frowned.

“I’ve got to do this. We’re close, and…”

In Ace’s eyes was the question.

Brenda didn’t like it. To be honest, she didn’t like Washington, and it was because she didn’t like the people there. Give her prison any day, with its good, old honest crooks.

Not these shyster, conniving, dishonest, lawyer crooks.

But she knew Ace wanted this.

And she knew that he was going to be leaving her.

Ace had his own agenda, and he would burn countrysides to accomplish it.

And he would fuck anybody.

She thought, what does a fuck matter, anyway? It’s just flesh. And they weren’t married, and even if they were, Sissy Boy had his plan.

“Okay,” she murmured, not wanting to, but knowing that this was necessary. It was necessary if she was going to keep Ace even for a while. He would fuck the congressman anyway, so…nothing else she could do.

That night Ace went to the Congressman’s hotel room alone. Brenda stayed behind and drank.

“Welcome, my dear.” The Senator threw the door back.

He wasn’t ugly, but he wasn’t handsome. A little grey in years, a little pouchy in the belly, showing the effects of liquor and hard living.

Sissy Boy walked in, and he was truly ravishing. He was wearing a skin tight dress that showed everything. His boobs were large, and the Senator could hardly contain himself.

The Senator offered Ace a drink, then went on the attack.

Ace was sad as he lay across the bed.

He had become a whore. He had actually become one while in prison, when he was sold by the head matron of his cell block.

But it was more than that. Heck, anybody can live with being a whore. It was the feeling of being used by a venal, corrupt demon. And that was the only way to describe the Senator.

The Senator slobbered on his tits, kissed him, and threw up his dress.

He handled Ace’s chastity tube roughly, marveling at it, and showing a mean side of himself.

“Doesn’t make you much of a man, does it.” It wasn’t what he said, it was how he said it.

But Ace had to make the deal. He got up on the bed on all fours.

The Senator had a short dick, but he managed to insert it.

It was miserable.

The Senator thought he was big and irresistible. He was neither.

He thought he was a good lover. He wasn’t.

He thought he was clever and tender and considerate. He was stupid and rough and brutal and downright vile.

In fact, the only good thing about the Senator was the fact that he was fast. He lasted all of thirty seconds.

Thirty seconds of in and out, rough and tearing, slapping Ace’s ass and laughing jovially, and unaware that tears were trickling down Ace’s cheeks.

Then it was over.

Ace kept his face hidden, turned out the lights so the slender could sleep, and collected his cell phone, which he had set to record everything, and left.

“How was it,” asked Brenda. She was drunk, too. But she wasn’t mean drunk. She was lovesick drunk.

Sissy Boy ran to her and grabbed her and hugged her.

Brenda slowly smiled, and hugged back, and started taking Ace’s clothes off.

Funny, the Senator had a skinny, little dick, which was thoroughly despicable. Brenda had no dick, and she used her fist, and she was ten times more preferable than the old goat.

But, that’s Washington.

Brenda and Ace left Washington and took the northern route back to Los Angeles.

Now that they had deals in the making they weren’t on vacation any longer. They still drove somewhat slowly, and they visited Mt. Rushmore, and then the Little Bighorn.

They stood at the monument to George Armstrong Custer and swore they could feel the ghosts of the men slaughtered there.

And Ace said he could feel the ghosts of the Indians, too.

They traveled through Montana and Idaho to Seattle, then turned left on Highway five. Towards the equator they drove, finally stopping in Los Angeles. And it was time to put their plan in action.


Part Two

Judge Roxanne Tilly lived in a mansion in a gated community. She couldn’t afford it on her salary as a judge. But she had married millionaires, and knocked them off, and had plenty of money.

She had enough money to afford hiding her money. Add to that the fact that she paid off IRS workers on a regular basis—damned government workers didn’t want to stay bought, she wished she had them in prison—and she was able to afford her big, modern mansion easily.

That night she arrived home in her Ariel Atom. It was an import from England, and very fast. It looked like a cage on wheels, weighed nothing at all, and was powered by a souped up Honda engine.

She drove it whenever she wanted, and didn’t worry about tickets. Heck, she owned most of the cops in Los Angeles, and if she didn’t, she certainly owned their bosses.

She went through the gate, ignoring the guard on duty there. She ignored all minimum wage workers, and just waited until they showed up in her court.

She drove into the garage and stopped. She got out and walked into the kitchen. She was naked under her judicial robes, but she wore good looking pencil skirt suits on the street. It emphasized her body and exhibited her sexual power.

Inside the kitchen she opened the bottom drawer of her commercial refrigerator. She took out a carton of Rocky Road ice cream and began eating it. In between spoonfuls she threw a carton of pulled pork into the microwave and pressed some buttons. Then she poured herself a drink, put the ice cream away, and got down to serious imbibing.

Roxane was an interesting woman. She presented an outwardly pious personality. The contradiction was her interest and dealings in all things criminal.

She had been a criminal once, but she realized there was more money, and crime, in politics.

She couldn’t get elected, however, with a criminal record. She could, however, buy herself into a bureaucratic position. Thus, she was appointed a judge. It took some money, and a lot of fucking, but now she was in charge of the prison system in Southern California.

And she controlled all the drugs in prison, and was expanding.

And she was in control of sex in prison, and even human trafficking.

Not bad for a country girl.

She finished dinner, poured more booze, and wandered through the house. It had been a long day and she intended to watch a little TV in bed, then go to sleep.

Every day was a long day, with all her activities, but it made her happy.

She climbed the stairs, circling to a balcony, then went down the hallway and entered her bedroom.

She sighed, put the bottle of bourbon down, and disrobed.

She was a good looking woman. Those good looks had paid off, big time, and she smiled. Then she went in and drew a bath.

The tub was big, and she hummed and held her hand under the faucet and waited.

She slid into the water, sighed as the warmth took her pussy, then her breasts. Maybe this was a good night to diddle herself. She really hadn’t had a good diddling since that asshole Ace had escaped.

What a fuck up that had been. She had had to scramble to change records and work the system in her favor. Eventually she had put the blame on the guard, Julie something, and she had gotten off scot free.

As she always did.

She closed her eyes and put her head back.

Where was Ace…Sissy Boy…now.

God, she wanted him back. Not for love, she didn’t believe in that, but for the total control she managed to exert over him. She—

“Hello, Roxie.”

Roxie splashed water as she sat upright.

Ace was sitting on the toilet, watching her. He was wearing shabby clothes, bad make up, and he looked worse for wear.

“How did you get in here?”

“I know the codes. You never changed them. I know where the key to the back door is hidden.”

For a long moment they stared at each other.

Ace’s heart hurt. He loved this woman, and she was breathtakingly beautiful.

Roxie wondered how she was going to get Ace back in prison.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I’m tired of running.”

She withheld a snort. He wasn’t even good at running. How could he fuck that up?

“I want to make a deal.”

“What kind of a deal?”

“I want you to take me back. I want to be given a job in prison. A good one. I wanted to be guaranteed a release date. If I’m in there I can help you. I know you’re making a lot of money. You can make more. I know the structure, I know how it’s done. I can make you money.”

He saw her eyes change. From caution and even fright to avarice and greed.

She loved money more than she loved him, and that was for sure. Now the trick was to play his cards slowly, carefully, and reel her in.

Roxie sat in the warm water, and her mind was sharp. She had him. She could reassure him, fool him, and capture him.

Heck, she could even take him to bed tonight, get rid of that stupid chastity device, then betray him tomorrow.

God, she couldn’t wait!

Still, she had to appear suspicious, which was easy enough, and reel him in.

“So how would you make me money.”

Gotcha! he thought.

They talked for an hour, and discussed everything. Prison sex, drugs, human trafficking, how to corrupt the system and expand their interests.

Then Roxie invited him into the water with her.

Ace took off his shabby dress and his lingerie.

“You’ve still got that on,” Roxie said, looking at his chastity device.

Ace mumbled, “I grew to like it.”

Roxanne exulted. He really was an institutional type.

“The key is in my desk in my office.”

Ace went downstairs to her office, opened the drawer and took out a small, gold key. He brought it up to her.

She held the key, a smirk on her face. “I thought you would have ripped this thing off as soon as you got the key.”

“I want you to release me.”

“Symbolic.”

“I guess.”

Roxie watched his face as she inserted and turned the key.

Ace was surprised by how intensely he felt. The tube came off and his cock sprang out. It looked a little smaller, but it felt great. It was tender, though. His skin needed to get used to stretching again.

“Can you fuck me?” asked Roxie intently.

“I’ll manage,” he said. “But we have to take it slow.”

He stepped into the tub and then sank down. He crossed the spacious tub and sat next to Roxanne.

Roxanne couldn’t wait. Here was her bitch boy. Her Sissy Boy. She had used him and abused him, and it made her feel so powerful. Out of all the men she had fucked…he was the best.

She threw a leg over him and sat on him, his cock pressed against her flesh. She kissed him, and she loved the womanly feel of his plump lips.

“God, we have to make you up,” she gushed. “And these tits!”

She fondled his breasts, then lifted them and kissed the tips.

And Ace loved her, and he despised her, and he kissed her passionately.

Oddly, it was his asshole that throbbed.

He had a boner, but it felt small and inadequate. His asshole felt more than adequate.

Roxanne rose a bit, then settled down on him. His weenie entered her and slid through the heaven of her pussy.

Ace gasped. He hadn’t had his dick in anything for months. Then the big thrill waned.

Yes, he was fucking, and it was good, but he wanted anal. The result was that he couldn’t cum.

That didn’t stop Roxie. She rode him like he was a prize bull, rocking back and forth, twisting and tilting, making circular motions.

Ace loved the sensations, but…he was converted. The months of anal and no penis…he had changed.

Roxie suddenly dropped down, pressed against him, and began cumming. Her muscles locked up and her eyeballs rolled back, and she shivered.

Ace waited.

She opened her eyes. “You didn’t cum.”

He shook his head. “It’s been too long. I have to figure it out.”

Roxie laughed. She loved the fact that he was unable to squirt. She had made him this way! What power she had!

That feeling of power, which she thought was love, waxed, and she kept riding him, glorying in the fact that he was impotent, that he couldn’t cum.

Ace closed his eyes and let it happen. He didn’t care about cumming. He needed an ass fuck.

He opened his eyes after her second cum.

“Could you…do you think…”

“What?” She was in a daze of happiness. To get her favorite slave back. It was so great.

“Do you have that dildo?”

She blinked, and was, for a moment confused. “The dildo? Yes, but…what—“ She got it.

She grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the tub. “Come on, Sissy Boy. Let’s do you.”

He lay on her bed, dripping wet, and she retrieved the dildo from her dresser. Licking her lips, she greased Sissy Boy up, then pushed it into him.

“Oh…yeah!” he grunted, suddenly feeling the pleasure.

Roxie grinned and began working the dildo. She felt like this was a huge victory for her. She had her favorite ex under her, and she was reaming him out. She was fucking him, and she almost came just from the power she had.

Ace relaxed, and the sex act finally turned to his benefit. He couldn’t enjoy dicking his ex, but the feeling of the dildo in him was more than satisfying. He began to move his hips, to try and get more and more dildo action in his rump.

For long minutes Roxanne fucked Ace, but he still couldn’t cum.

Still, he managed to be drained, and he needed that.

He needed some kind of relief. He needed to be emptied, and he needed some sort of conclusion with her.

He had to experience this for closure.

Letting her fuck him didn’t just drain him of semen, it drained his emotions of love for her.

Oh, he would always love her, but now he could fight back. He could do what he had to do.

They slept through the night. They had fucked, but their bodies lay separate.

Roxie didn’t know what love was. Ace knew, and rejected her.

Still, it didn’t hurt to sleep, and he awoke refreshed and, curiously, freed.

They had breakfast, and in a way it was just like old times. Except it wasn’t. Underneath the surface they were both plotting.

Roxie plotted victoriously. Just wait until she got Ace in her courtroom.

Ace plotted sadly. He would be vindicated, but…to see the demise of a human being, one who he had once loved…it was bad.

“Got a new car,” confirmed Ace, looking at the Ariel Atom.

“I did. Hop in. I’ll give you a ride down to the courthouse.”

“And all I have to do is walk in and say I want to speak to you?”

“That’s it. We’ll bypass the police, we don’t have to get into everything. I can just send you back to the cell block.”

“And then you’ll get me put in charge and we can get down to business.”

Roxie nodded.

She started the car up and drove, quite recklessly, downtown.

She ran stop lights and waved to cops, who sat on their motorcycles and shook their heads.

She was speeding, which prompted Ace to observe, “This is what I was sent to jail for.”

She laughed. “You just didn’t know the right people.”

“I knew you.”

She glanced at him, her hair whipping back in the wind. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t know you would be on my side, and, honestly, I was a little pissed. You were endangering my career, everything I had set up.”

Ace could have pressed the matter. He could have jumped all over her, but that was not the plan. He had to appear weak, a loser, able to easily be guided back into jail.

He could see the prison behind the courthouse as they drove down the hill into town.

She drove into the garage and parked in her space.

He got out, and waited.

She took him to the check in point and said to the several cops there, “She’s a criminal. Arrest her.”

Ace stood while they handcuffed him, and he looked at Roxie.

Roxie watched, a smile on her face, and said, “You’re an idiot. You’ve always been an idiot, and you’ll always be an idiot.”

He said, “I loved you…but I think that’s over now.”

The cops hustled him into the jail, and he walked along willingly.

Roxanne walked through the building and entered her chambers. She took off all her clothes and put her judicial robes on. She touched up her make up, brushed her hair, and grinned.

She had him. Nothing he could do. He was back in her custody.

And she fantasized. She thought she really should castrate him. That would change his personality a bit, make him more malleable, and that would be a kick for the people who bought him in prison. To fuck a man who had been castrated…what a thrill.

She waited for the bailiff to press the call button, and when the red light in her chambers lit up she walked through the little corridor to the court room.

She walked up to the bench and sat down and looked around.

Prisoners on the right, defense table on the left and prosecution on the right. The audience was large, larger than usual, but that was okay. People should have the right to see justice dispensed.

“All right, bailiff, what do we have today?”

The bailiff opened his mouth to speak, but words didn’t come out.

The doors to the court banged back and a dozen federal agents entered the room. They wore tactical gear, complete with assault style rifles.

Roxie’s mouth hung open for a second, but when they pushed past the gate she banged her gavel. “Order!”

But her orders had no effect. These feds had their own orders.

A lawyer type in a suit swaggered down the center aisle. “Roxanne Tilly! I have a warrant for your arrest!”

Cops mounted the bench and surrounded her. Rifles were pointed at her and one cop slapped cuffs on one of her wrists.

“You can’t do this! I’m a judge!”

The lawyer stepped up on the bench and read the charges. “Human trafficking. Drugs. Murder….”

Roxie saw Ace entering the room. She focused on him. His attitude, she couldn’t help but focus on him.

“You!”

“Hi, Roxanne.”

“What are you doing?”

“Taking over.”

The lawyer type finished his reading of the charges. He said, “This is Sissy Boy Garcia. The Honorable Sissy Boy Garcia. He has been appointed as special judge to take your place.”

“You can’t do that!” Roxie yelled. “His real name is Gerald Johnson! He goes by the name Ace. I was married to him.

The lawyer looked confused. “Him? He looked at Ace, who shrugged.

“Him! He’s a man! Look in his pants! Check his fingerprints! He was in jail here! I sentenced him myself!”

Ace murmured, “Delusional.”

“Okay, guys, take her away.”

Roxanne was dragged out of the courtroom. Literally. She refused to stand up and she kept screaming about men being women and how Ace was really a prisoner.

The lawyer from Washington turned to Ace. “That was weird.”

“Well, criminals, by virtue of being criminals, are insane.”

“You can say that again.”

“Nah.”

The lawyer grinned. “Go ahead and take the bench.”

Sissy Boy Garcia, once known as Gerald Johnson, alias ‘Ace,’ sat down in the judge’s chair. It was pretty comfortable. Of course, he needed robes, but…he pounded the gavel. “Court will come to order.”


Epilogue

Roxie stepped into the judge’s chambers. Sissy Boy was sitting at her old desk. He was wearing robes, and probably nothing underneath.

Brenda was sitting at the conference table, as was Jesus.

Roxie was a changed woman. She was hesitant to speak, and cautious in what she said.

Julie, the head matron for her cell block, had instilled some manners in her.

“Hi, Roxie, how’s it going. Would you like a drink?”

Roxie froze. This was too much.

“Brenda, make her a drink. Have a seat at the conference table.”

Roxie managed to cross the room and sit in a chair. Jesus and Brenda looked at her. Jesus was smiling, but Brenda looked a little angry.

Sissy Boy crossed the room and sat next to her.

“What’s going on?” Roxie stuttered.

“It’s simple. If we just beat you all the time…you’ll eventually talk to the feds. We can’t have that…you know too much.”

“But…”

“Let me explain it all, then you can object, or question, or whatever.”

Roxie closed her mouth.

Brenda had everybody’s drink filled now, and she pushed glasses around the table.

“Of course, you knowing too much, I could just turn you over to Jesus and he would give you a guided tour of a deep hole in the Mexican desert.

Jesus smiled and raised his glass.

“But I am opposed to unnecessary killed. Very wasteful.”

Brenda nodded.

“So, business as usual, except that women who don’t want to be in your little whorehouse will be excused. No penalty. And no woman will have her sentence extended. Further, we will set aside a fund for the women who work for us for when they are released. Jesus says he can also give them good jobs. Brenda will be available to help you.”

“Selling sex.”

“Of course. Now, we need more women in prison because of these changes, and that will be your job. You will be in charge of procuring women who wish to fuck. There will be a shortage in the near future, so you’re going to be a very busy woman. But when they realize they can make money for doing on the inside what they did on the outside, the shortages should disappear.”

Roxanne was staring, occasionally blinking, and her mind was stuttered to a stop.

“You had a lot of good ideas about expanding the business, and we will be coming to you for advice.”

“Will I get out?”

“Not in the immediate future. You have to get this thing going, and we have to be sure that you won’t be plotting against us. You’re too valuable a commodity to waste. Is there anything anybody would like to add?”

Brenda shook her head.

Jesus said, “Judge Roxie has always been difficult and, shall we say, greedy. I would like a show of faith that she will never be that greedy again.”

“What did you have in mind?”

Jesus stood up and lowered his zipper.

Sissy Boy looked at his ex-wife. “Up to you, Roxie. I won’t make you, but if you don’t join our little group and work hard…it can get very difficult in the cell block.”

Roxie considered all things.

A prisoner, but with hope, and maybe even a little money. The world had changed. Could she change with it?

And, what was one more dick?

She sighed and stood up and walked around the table to where Jesus was waiting.

Ace smiled at Brenda.

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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