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Chapter One

After hitting the snooze button a hundred times, I crawled out of bed. Oversleeping today was perhaps one of the dumbest things, especially after being forewarned of the consequences if my attendance didn’t improve. There was no hurrying to get to work now. No ifs, ands, and buts about it… I was late.

Everyone was riding my ass. Like everyone: my boss, clients, coworkers, and friends.

“Get it together, Jessie, or I’ll have to let you go. Last year, you made more money for me… than anyone ever has. But… now…” My boss said.

“My account lost money for the first time in years, Mr.Sangria. I’m considering taking my investments elsewhere.” My clients said in perfect lockstep as if they had consulted each other.

“What’s up with you?” The few friends I had left wondered.

It wasn’t just the corner I’d back myself into that was scary, but who was there with me was frightening. No one screwed with Cherubino ‘Bulletproof,’ Tuzzolino, and lived. You wouldn’t think driving through my affluent neighborhood in one of the spacious homes with immaculate landscaping and expensive cars was the most notorious, vicious gangster in the country. You wouldn’t think it from the upper-class community I lived in, the car I drove, or my six-figure salary that I was broke, in debt up to my ass, because of a gambling addiction. People like me just weren’t that stupid. But I was. Stupid.

You wouldn’t think I’d be so foolish to borrow money from Bulletproof. How could I be so irrational? Isn’t that why I refused to handle Cheribino’s dirty money in the first place? Because of his reputation as a murderous, vindictive hood?

I showered. Dressed. Shaved. Shaving was a quick affair. I’m skinny and, for the most part, hairless. My stomach grumbled. I opened the fridge. Empty. No eggs. No milk. No juice. One apple, one piece of bread was all I had left.

I grabbed the apple, cut the soft brown spot out, folded the bread, and stuffed it into my mouth. I took a bite of the apple, slid into my Porsche, turned the key, and was greeted by a beep and the little orange gas pump.

Fuck!

My phone chimed. I fished it out of my pocket. “Payment Late! Pay Now!”

Ignoring the gangster you didn’t want to piss off probably was another error in judgment. I put my key in the ignition and started my car with every intention of going to work.

Having a gambling problem was one thing. Betting away my hard-earned wages was another matter, and getting my electricity shut off because I chose to put every penny on a sure bet, another. But borrowing cash to piss away from the likes of Cherubino ‘Bulletproof,’ Tuzzolino took things to an all-new level. Worse, feeding him a line of bullshit. Worse still, instead of taking the cash envelope next door and putting it in his hands, instead, choosing to put the money on a sure bet. And guess what? I lost.

Even worse, could I be more stupid? Yep, I could. I dodged him for a month, hiding out in my house. Masturbating, fantasizing about being one of Bino’s baby girls and hoping he’d forget about me. Forget about my debt because he’s too worried about his conviction and eight-year sentence in Federal Prison.

I dropped my head and banged it against the steering wheel. “Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.”

The phone rang. I glanced at the caller ID. It was Cherbino. Everyone called him Bino. I took a deep breath and said, “Hello?”

“Jesse,” a voice said on the other end of the line.

“Hey, Bino,” I said, defeated.

“I’m sure you know why I’m calling,” Bino said, his voice cold. “You owe me one hundred fifty-three thousand dollars and twenty-nine cents.”

Really cents? This guy lived in a better mansion than mine. “Yeah, I guess. Listen, next paycheck. I’ll get caught up.” I said.

“Are you sure? What did you do with the last one?” Bino asked.

“You know, bills and stuff. But, I swear, every cent I make, every cent of my paycheck and commissions goes to you on Friday.” I said, feeling like I would lose my bowels right then and there. I considered taking off, maybe to Brazil. Change my name. Change my look. I mean, really change my look. Like, going through a male-to-female transition. I crossdressed, sometimes. Putting makeup on made me feel better, but something was missing. Like a pussy. If I’d been smarter instead of gambling away my salary, I’d have transitioned by now.

But I’m not very intelligent. With other people’s money, I’m a genius. With mine, well, not so smart.

Since I’m broke and plane tickets cost money. A new identity costs money, and surgery costs money—money I don’t have. If I had money, I’d probably gamble on a horse, or sports game, or how long it takes an old lady to cross the street anyway. I smash my head against the steering column several more times.

“Is that right?” Bino said. “You didn’t say… put a bet on the Bearcats? You know they were a sure thing before they fucking lost. Who would’ve guessed they’d lose by twenty points.”

How the hell did he know about that? I took great care to drive halfway across the country to place that bet. And why does he care about my debt when he’s going to prison, anyway?

Bino’s car pulled into my driveway. Three dangerous-looking dudes slid out.

Bino said. “You have three options, Jessie. First, you hand over one hundred fifty-three thousand dollars and twenty-nine cents to my guys.”

“I can’t. I swear if I could, I would. Bino, please, you know me. We’ve been neighbors for how long?” I wondered what option two was. Broken legs? Or worse, death? The world spins around me. My heart beat so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest. And what could be worse than option two? What the hell was option three?

“We’ll discuss your options in person. Get in the car. They’ll bring you to me, and we’ll discuss what best serves my circumstances. And, Jessie, option three is a permanent resolution to your gambling problem.”


Chapter Two

I got out of the car. What choice was there? I expected we’d move right on to option three if I expressed the slightest resistance. There was no more funny business. No more bullshit. One of the thugs opened the backdoor. I slid in, and two hard-ass-looking dudes slid in on either side of me.

We arrived at an abandoned warehouse on the worst side of town half an hour later. Entered. The floors were strewn with litter. The walls had crusty, peeling paint. Everywhere were exposed pipes and wiring. It looked like the entire place was one sneeze away from falling apart, except for the squeaky-clean room in the middle of the warehouse. I paused. One goon forced me forward with the back of his hand.

“There.” He pointed to the white room.

We got to the door. One of my escorts opened the door and forced me into the room. The room was a simple white, with an operating table in the center surrounded by what looked like surgical equipment. The room smelled antiseptically clean. Sitting in three chairs were three men wearing black suits, white shirts, and thin black ties. Two I didn’t recognize. One I recognized as Bino.

Bino’s voice was cold and punishing. “Strip,” he said, his eyes never leaving my face.

I trembled. “What? Strip? What are you going to do? I’ll pay you, I swear. You can have my car. It’s paid off. Please, just don’t hurt me.”

Bino sighed and shook his head. “Strip, Jessie. Now! Or my guys will do it for you, but that would put my plan back some: the bruises and cuts. And I don’t want that. Because that would piss me off, I might have them cause more bruises. Setting my plan back more. A never-ending cycle of rage and retaliation. Do you want that?”

I was trapped between a rock and a hard place. Either strip or be stripped by Bino’s men. Bino said what I understood would be my last warning. “Strip.”

What could I do? Every nerve ending quivered. I lifted my shirt. One of the men sitting next to Bino, dressed in a black suit, stood, walked toward me, and stopped three feet before me. Put his hand on my chin, studying my body.

I kicked off my shoes and socks and hesitated at my belt. “Please, Bino. I’ll pay you.”

Bino said. “Oh yes, you will. Strip.”

I slid my pants off and stood, hands in front of my groin. Shivering. Part of it was the coldness of the room. The other part was dread, apprehension of what was to come. Was he going to cut me into pieces as an example to other welchers?

The guy standing in front of me said. “The underwear, and put your hands to your side.”

Bino said. “What do you think, Doc? So far. I have a month, maybe two left, and we’ve gone through five candidates so far.”

Doc turned and said. “My initial impression is we have struck gold.”

I removed my underwear and stood, hands to my side. This is where things get strange. I have a wonderful feeling… down there. Standing naked, on display, totally naked in front of four men.

Humiliated.

I know there is no way I should be horny. But my penis tingles, not a lot… but a little, and it’s not hard, but it gets slightly puffy.

If I don’t do something, the little fellow will grow hard. What’s wrong with me? Why am I finding any delight in this? Why am I even thinking of anything but staying alive?

But standing here naked, on display, makes me feel eager and submissive. Sexually, I’d always been submissive and attracted to men. Dominant men. And I’d seen the girls Bino brought into his estate. Baby girls. And he cared for them as long as they cared for him. I wanted that. But he’d never go for a guy with a cock. Ever.

I drifted into fantasy. Being one of Bino’s baby girls under his strict guidance, and before I get too far into it, I’m snapped out of my daydream just before my cock swells into a full-blown erection. I grip it firmly as the skin at the base tightens and the balls in my scrotum are drawn up firmly. Preventing a disaster.

The Doc walked around me several times. “Slender, just the way you like your women, Bino. Little hair, so the hormones won’t take long to go into action. The cock is bigger than average, so the cunt will be pretty deep. Deep enough for your monster.”

The guy still sitting said. “Bino, if we cut the cock off, it’ll be hard to get him into a male prison. They may decide to send him to a female prison.”

Bino said. “If they check?”

The legal guy said. “You’re call, boss. But even with tits, if he’s got a cock there’s a good chance they send him to an all-male prison anyway. Cut the pecker off, and they check. He goes to a female prison.”

Bino said. “Not having a cock on my bitch. Fuck it. I’ll do whatever it takes. Pay off whoever. But I’m not spending eight long years without pussy. Ass isn’t my cup of tea, most of the time. Got to have pussy and tits. Turn around, Jessie. Let me see your ass.”

I turned around, shivering from the cold. Tits? Did he say tits? Pussy? What were they planning? How often had I gazed into the mirror, wondering what it would be like to have tits? A pussy?

Adrenaline surged through my body. Part of my excitement, which I shouldn’t have at this point, was being on display. Part of it was the humiliation. What kind of freak am I? Any normal person shouldn’t experience this. Part of it was visualizing what I’d look like with tits? With a pussy? How does it feel to get fucked? I’d cross-dressed before and let guys fuck me. So anal sex was great, but how much better was vaginal sex? As a woman. What the hell was wrong with me?

“Nice. I can deal with that ass for a few years. What else is there?”

Doc said. “How big do you want them? The tits?”

Bino said, “He’s a little skinny bitch, not too big. But I want to play with something.”

“Got it,” Doc said.

I’m disappointed Bino didn’t want big tits. As thoughts drifted in and out of my mind, shame mixed with my arousal. Shame, not because I was standing nude in front of strangers. But shame because I seemed helpless to quell the taboo and kinky thoughts flooding my mind. Thoughts of having tits. A pussy, God, I hope I get me a pussy.

What the hell am I thinking? The implication is that I get tits, a pussy, and a jail sentence. Fuck, what the hell is going on?

Doc pointed to my face. “He’s rather feminine, but perhaps we add a little to the cheek here.” He pinched my left cheek. “Then maybe redo his chin here.” Doc lifted my hair from my brow. “Forehead looks good.”

Doc dropped to a knee. His eyes bulged when he caught a glimpse of my half-hard cock. For a moment, he seemed not to know where to look. Then he recovered, his voice cracking with surprise that someone could get hard under these humiliating and emasculating circumstances. “Hip implants. Here. And here, along with some liposuction. Then we put the little fat we get from the stomach….” Doc grabbed my ass. “In the ass. A Brazilian Butt lift.” He grabbed my butt cheeks again. “They’re nice. He’s smooth too. Pretty feminine already, Bino. You’re in luck. And with the surgery, it’ll be even more pleasing for you.”


Chapter Three

“Doc, how long. I mean for recovery if we do it today.” Bino turned to the other guy still sitting. “How’s that work legally with our timeframe?”

“Tight. I can get you another month to get your affairs in order giving us three, maybe four months. Doc. Four months enough time?”

I’d had enough. I protested, but I’d do anything deep down to get tits and look more like a woman. “What are you planning on doing?”

Bino said, “Shut up.”

The lawyer said. “Legally, we have to make sure when we go before the right judge and hide the obvious changes we make. Once he pleads guilty.”

I said. “Guilty? I haven’t done anything?”

Ignoring me, making a sour face, the attorney said. “To avoid sentencing him to a female prison. As I said, we have to hide the changes we’ve made. Or buy a judge.”

Bino interrupted. “So, we get the right judge. I mean, so we know they won’t check under the hood. Having a pussy is non-negotiable. Figure it out.”

“Yeah. But we only got one judge that I can be sure would overlook it. Plus, we must be sure this fucker keeps his mouth shut.”

Bino said. “Work on it. Get it done.”

Doc said. “Three months before you can fuck it, Bino.”

“I made myself clear. Didn’t I. Pussy. Tits. I’m not spending eight years behind bars without pussy. Make it happen, gentleman.”

The lawyer twisted his face in disgust, not finding anything he liked. “Bino, the appeal is looking good. I’ve got….”

Bino said. “I don’t care. This fucker owes me money. So, he’s going to be my bitch, my baby girl in prison. Serve me. That’s it. I get conjugal visits once a month. I need pussy every night. So, do it.”

The lawyer sighed and said. “So smaller tits might be a good thing. And hide the paper trail. I mean, the fucking little pervert has looked into a male-to-female transition. So, I represent him and keep his search history, which includes inquiries on transgender topics and his porn history…. The fucker loves cock. Baby girl porn. He wants this. Look at his cock. It’s hard. Move your hands, dumb ass.”

I loosened my grip and put my hands to my sides, and my cock exploded to an erection.

Bino turned his head away and said. “I don’t want to see any cock. I don’t care if he wants it or not. He’s mine. She’s mine.”

“Just wanted to let you know, even though I’m sure you don’t care, boss, there’s a bonus to having this freak as your candidate. He’ll enjoy prison. We can hide things pretty well until the judge sentences him. I’ll get everyone down the chain paid off to get him into the male prison. The only worry is that we get him into the same country club you’re going to.”

I said. “Wait a second. Have you been spying on me? Don’t I get a say?” I’d always felt like I didn’t belong in this body of mine but never had the guts to take it to the next level. So, this would be a gift. The transformation, anyway. But jail?

I glanced at Bino—his body thick with muscle. His face was predatory, primal, and dominant, but I knew from the women he had over he was not without charity, at least for the women who served him sexually. Obeyed and obliged his kinky desires. My finger yearned to touch and take his cock into my mouth. He was all I wanted, all I could think about.

Bino stood, fixed the arms of his suitcoat, walked to me, and glared into my eyes. “This is option two.”

He raised his arms, palms facing me. “If you got the money, then… well, we can forget about all this. Otherwise, you volunteer to undergo a male-to-female transformation, and while I’m in jail for the next eight years unless this idiot gets the evidence tossed.” Bino pointed his thumb to the guy I understood to be his attorney. “You will be mine to use as I please. My bitch. My slave. If you choose the latter, I will forgive your debt. If you refuse, your demise will be quite unpleasant. So, what will it be?”

I wanted to scream, run away, and do anything but answer. But, in the end, I knew there was only one choice. “I’ll do it,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Good,” Bino said. “You’ll not be going back home. Arrangements will be made for your white-collar crime.”


Chapter Four

They wasted no time—the next day, nervous, scared, and unsure of what to expect, the doctors and nurses surrounded me and put me to sleep. When I woke up, my body was sore, covered in bandages. After three long, tedious months of hormone pills, injections, and a concerted effort from my nurses to keep me comfortable and away from mirrors, the day arrived.

I felt female, but would I look female? Funny thing, I was on my way to prison, and my greatest worry was, did I look good? Since I’d be going to an all-male prison, I supposed it didn’t matter. I mean, the standards can’t be too high?

Doc arrived with my nurse behind him, followed by one of the goons guarding the door night and day. The goon carried a mirror. He placed it on the floor.

Doc said. “Strip.”

I knew better than to argue. I stripped. Doc’s eyes bulged. The goon’s eyes traveled over my new body, greedily drinking in the view. Warmth spread up my arms and into my heart. I hadn’t seen what the surgery had done, but those looks said it all, I was a tasty treat.

With a delicate nudge, the nurse guided me toward the mirror. With every step, there’s a weight to my chest that wasn’t there before. A very unusual combination of pleasant and unpleasant. They jiggle, sway, slapped against each other, causing my heart to race with fear. I’m going to prison like this—a male prison with tits. Yet, excitement takes over, and my stomach twists and turns, anticipating how much fun it will be.

Did I think that? Fun?

Fun to be fucked senseless, to be ogled, and lusted over. Oh yeah! As I considered how popular I’d be. Sucking cock. Getting fucked in the ass. Getting butt fucked was oh-so-wonderful. I drifted into a fantasy, and something happened between my legs. Something very unusual. It’s a tingle and a throbbing, but it’s not my cock. It’s coming from inside. I feel wet, and there’s a slight drizzle of what? From where? It slithers down my inner thigh.

I glanced down. My flesh is gone. I’d been so drugged up that I didn’t notice. I stopped in my tracks. “My cock?”

Doc said. “Yeah, it’s gone. The only thing male about you is your name. Bino wanted me to remind you to act like a guy until you are processed and behind bars. Say anything, blow it, and… well… He reminded me to tell you option three is still out there.”

I stared at my reflection. My hands shook as I lifted them to my chest. It’s me, my chest, but fatter, bigger, and more sensitive. I cup the squishy flesh. I circle my nipple with my finger, and a delicious shudder runs through me. My fingers dance over my tits, squeeze, cup, and jiggle them. The first thing I noticed was how sensitive they are and their weight. I pinch my nipples, pull on them, and get lost stroking, petting, and squeezing my tits.

“Excuse me,” Doc said.

“Sorry…” I said as heat flushed my cheeks and the new equipment down below.

I turned and checked out my ass—plumper and fuller than before. When I turn, my tits sway. I jump and watch them bounce. Tits are highly sensitive.

I can’t resist playing some more. I love tits. I have always been a sort of tit guy. Now I have my own. Tracing the outline of my new taut, firm nipples, I exhaled delight. My skin was always sort of soft and supple, but now, holy shit, it was velvety.

I exhaled. My breath was hoarse and irregular. It dawned on me. I was going to prison, a male prison looking like this. Scared but also excited. Am I insane? Was I excited about going to prison looking like this? A sissy would get fucked every which way in jail. Me… I was going to be used like an animal. But, then Bino was… well, Bino. Surely, I’d be under his protection. That thought causes more of the strange dribbling down below.

My hands traced my body, my fingers lightly brushing over my chest again, stomach, and hips. My hips were wider and luscious. Tracing the curves and contours of my body, the shape and feel were so different from the one I had before. I was a woman.

Slowly my hand inches toward my now smooth crotch. Forgetting I had an audience, I slid my hand between my legs. Holy shit, I was damp to the touch. My thumbs part, my lips. I teased and worked the folds of my new pussy. It was real. I massaged my outer lips inner lips and felt around until I found it… the clit. Holy shit, they did a good job.

Once I found the slippery, throbbing nub, I worked it. Wondering if I’d get… oh, that’s it. I got lost playing with myself.

“Fuck.” The Doc said. “Can you pay attention?”

I pulled my hand from my pussy, but wanted to play more. I closed my eyes and smiled. Was this real? Worried yet feeling the energy of the transformation, I opened my eyes and looked back into the mirror. Put my face an inch from the mirror and studied it, looking for scars. It wasn’t me staring back. It was someone else, a gorgeous, beautiful woman, and there was no doubt my pussy would be deflowered many times over in prison. I laughed. Strangely I wasn’t scared out of my wits. Feeling good because I might be the most popular inmate in jail and fucked every which way by hundreds. Hundreds, maybe thousands of horny guys. As I thought about it, moisture beaded and dripped between my legs, wondering what it would feel like to get fucked in the pussy?


Chapter Five

“Fuck!” The Doc said. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. God, you are gorgeous.”

I glanced at Doc. His eyes roamed over my nude body. A strange sense of modesty took over. I covered my tits with an arm, then my pussy. I ignored him and studied my face focusing on my lips. They were fuller. The silicone made them into inviting, plump, seductive, succulent lips every man dreamed of having wrapped around his cock. My hair was long and luxurious—just like I always wanted it to be. I couldn’t believe the image I was looking at was me!

I stepped away from the mirror, feeling good. The nurse grabbed a roll of ace bandages, lifted my arms, and pulled my brand-new tits tight.

“What are you doing?” Frankly, I liked my new tits. I wanted to show them off.

The lawyer entered the room, carrying a bag of clothes and a suit on a hanger just as the nurse had my tits flattened uncomfortably against my chest.

The lawyer said. “Court dates today. I don’t want the judge to see those babies. Get dressed. You’re surrendering today, pleading guilty, and the judge has agreed to expedite your sentencing. Bino’s already locked up, so you’ll be with him by the end of today. Tomorrow at the latest.”

I dressed. They led me out of the room. During the hour ride, I was reminded to shut my mouth a hundred times. Except to say one word. Guilty.

Do or say anything but plead guilty; option three was my only other option. I wasn’t scared or worried. I was happy with my new body. Maybe not so happy about going to jail, but a gal can’t have everything.

We arrived in the courtroom. The proceedings went quickly. I embezzled one million dollars. There was no mention of my transformation. The loose suit hid my hips, and the ace bandage hid my tits. No one was the wiser. I pleaded guilty and was sentenced to eight years in federal prison—the same as Bino.

Two Sheriff’s escorted me out of the courtroom into a holding cell where I was ordered to strip. I kept my head down. My palms were sweaty, and my heart raced. I took a deep breath. Under the suit was all female. The air was heavy with the smell of sweat and disinfectant.

The Sheriff tossed an orange jumpsuit at me. “Strip. Don’t be shy.”

I removed my suitcoat, slid my tie off, and hesitated. Taking off the shirt would mean exposing my tits. Maybe that would be a good thing. Perhaps the Sheriff says something. “Hey, there’s been a mistake. We can’t send this guy to prison. Well, he’s not a guy. He… or she’s got the nicest, juiciest pussy lips I’ve ever seen. Looking like this. He’s, or she’s going to be….”

Holy shit. Fear overtook me. Nibbled away at my sanity. What had I done?

“Come on. We haven’t got all day.”

I unbuttoned and removed my shirt, Removed the ace bandage, and my tits popped free. Not big tits. But they were round and full. His eyes settled in on my tits. He licked his lips. I blushed a womanly blush, using one arm to cover my breast instinctively.

“Now, the pants and move the arm, honey. Let me take a look.”

I didn’t have a choice. I unbuckled my belt, feeling the sweet weight of my new tits. After stepping out of my shoes, I stepped out of my pants and stood in my underwear as the Sheriff’s eyes caressed my tits with lusting invisible fingers.

“The underwear.”

I did as instructed. Not sure if I should cover my pussy or my erect nipples. At this moment, I should be scared as hell. I’m about to go to prison for eight years, a male prisoner… in name only.

Physically I’m a stunning, captivating woman… With all the right curves, a face that would drive any man wild. Except for my name and driver’s license, I was all woman.

The Sheriff said. “Lucky, Bino told me to keep my hands off you. Or I’d tap that ass of yours, sweetie.”

I was relieved, relieved that I wasn’t free game.

The Sheriff placed my few possessions inside a small envelope, folded the suit, and put it in a larger clear plastic bag as he scrutinized me. He tossed me a bag. He said. “Bino wants you in these.”

I opened the bag. It was a sea of pink. I glanced at the Sheriff.

I pulled out a pink lacey bra. It was tight and uncomfortable. It was super small, too small for even my little titties, and immediately I knew that having my titties swinging free was most pleasing. My tits spilled out over the tops of the cups. It was uncomfortable, but the Sheriff seemed pleased to see my tits scrunched up, spilling out of my bra.

I slipped into a thong. I’d loved wearing thongs as a guy. It felt good, sexy, but somehow with my cock always falling out, it took away from the effect. But now. This is lovely. The front barely covered my crotch, and the strip in the back slid comfortably into my ass. I glanced over my shoulder, and the pink strip splitting lovely plump bottom enhanced with fat from my stomach. God damn, it was sexy! I wanted to walk around in just my thong or a bikini. Now I understood why women loved going to the beach in thongs and tight bikini tops.

The next item was pink, what I could only describe as a Pimp Me Out mini skirt. I slipped into it and adjusted the hem to barely cover my ass. Next came a pair of criss-cross thigh-high stockings. They made my smooth legs look… well fuckable. Then a super tight t-shirt that barely covered the bottom of my bra.

As I stood in my new persona, I could tell the Sheriff yearned to reach out and touch me. He licked his lips, his mouth yearning to taste my flesh. I glanced at his groin. A bulge appeared.

Our eyes locked, and I could tell he wanted nothing more than to indulge his secret desire and coat my ass with his hot cream. But his fear of Bino was even greater than his lust. All he could do was fantasize about being with me. This thought made my pussy wetter. That I was Bino’s. Bino’s baby girl. Protected. Owned.

He handed me a too-large orange prison jumpsuit. Four hours later. I stepped into the cellblock, and riotous laughter and hollering filled the air. My heart sinks.

Hundreds of inmates gawked, yelled, and reached through their bars to touch me. The first three steps, I was scared to fucking death, forcing myself to take one step after another. Down the long hallway. Fear faded, and that funny new sensation rekindled between my thighs. I walked and hammed it up. I swung my hips, and my legs were no longer made of lead. I no longer tried to ignore the jeers and catcalls but enjoyed the attention.

I passed the cells, catching fragments of conversations. Inmates are talking about what they’d do to me. Strangely, as humiliating as it was to be nothing more than a piece of meat, I swear if I still had a cock I’d have gotten a hard-on.

Finally, we arrived at my cell.

It was four times, maybe five times larger than any of the other cells. My throat tightens. I glanced around. The walls were stained, and the windows barred. I realized there was no escape—I was trapped.

I exhaled, trying to calm my racing heart. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath.


Chapter Six

The four cots are made of thin metal frames with backless mattresses, and the blankets are made from thin material that looks uncomfortable to sleep under. None of the cots are made. The room smells like mildew, body odor, and sweat-soaked fabric. The table in the middle is made of metal and bolted to the floor. Plates, food, and garbage are all over. The clothes on the rack appear cheap, bright-colored garments with many sequins and flashy fabrics. Hookers clothes. Cheap hooker’s clothes at that.

I walked to the clothes rack and ran my hand over what I assumed would be my clothes. The silence was broken by the sound of footsteps approaching the cell. My heart raced. Was it the guard coming back? Or was it someone else?

Bino stepped in, followed by two tall, muscular men. All were dressed in tight t-shirts that hugged their bulging biceps, and each had on the same pair of jeans pants that showed off their thick, strong legs. Every eye scanned my body. A shiver ran down my spine.

This was it.

Bino approached me with a confident swagger, stopping just inches from me. Without a word, he grabbed my hair roughly, pulling my head back so I could look into his eyes. The roughness of his touch sent a thrill through me as my body responded in ways I couldn’t control.

“I own you. You’re here to do as I please and use,” he said with a smirk.

I gasped as he leaned in closer, his hot breath tickling my ear. His hand slid down my body, tracing the curves of my hips before settling on my inner thigh.

“Get that fucking orange jumpsuit off.”

It was off in a flash. Right now, I should be scared shitless, but I’m not. I’m disturbed by how much my situation turns me on. A female. In a male prison. Owned.

“Now listen carefully because I will not repeat it. I expect you to obey everything I order you to do. Is that understood?”

I wanted to say. “You have no idea how long I’ve been waiting for someone like you. How long have I fantasized about being a woman? How long have I fantasized about giving my body up to be used? Bino, I’ve spied on you. Watched you swimming in your pool, with your bitches walking around naked, serving your every need and wishing I was one of them.”

I didn’t. I nodded. My body was on fire. “Just tell me what to do.”

“Clean this place up.” He handed me a small handheld broom and dustpan.

“Where do I start?” I asked.

The men sat at the table, pulled out some cards, and raked everything onto the floor.

Bino said. “Well, clean it up.”

I dropped to my knees.

Bino said. “Not on your knees yet, cunt. Bend over. Let me see what my money bought me. Clean the mess up, cunt.”

Being called cunt, such a derogatory and humiliating word, sends chills up and down my spine. I have a cunt was all I could think. I wanted to say, “Let’s dispense with the cleaning and just fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me till I’m raw.”

I stood. Bent over and, with the too-small broom, swept the debris into the dustpan. The skirt rides up my legs, exposing my ass. The short skirt left my entire ass exposed, and a cool breeze teased my new pussy lips. I swept up the trash and debris and picked up the plates. I could sense that my ass and the camel toe my pussy created on the tight thong were the targets of their attention.

As I clean images of horny men deprived of sex for... how long? Months? Years? Or maybe they’ve had sex with men that look like men. Me... I was all woman.

What the fuck am I doing? I’m vulnerable. That vulnerability created a need in me for every man here to claim me as their own. I want to see their lust. To witness the passion and desperation for my ass and pussy in their eyes, so I glanced over my shoulder. But they’re playing cards.

I finish picking up the last bit of garbage and slam it into the garbage bin. Pissed off, they ignored my new pussy. I’m so proud of it. I’m rewarded with a smack on my ass.

Bino spun me around so we faced each other, and his eyes roamed across my body hungrily. His hands moved back up to cup my face tenderly as his lips crashed against mine hungrily. Our tongues met in an intimate dance that left me both breathless and wanting more. Wanting his cock. To serve him. As he pleased.

“Was that a little bit of attitude?” Bino said. Bino’s slap had my body shuddering and aroused. He must have sensed it because he leaned in and said, “What are you waiting for?”

Then Bino’s hands caressed my curves. His touch made my skin tingle with delight and lust. He slipped his hand under my bra, using a single finger to draw circles around my nipples before trailing it toward my belly button. He teased me, inch by inch until he finally reached his destination, between my legs. His fingers explored his purchase, stimulating me until I felt myself trembling, anticipating what would come next.

My body quaked in anticipation as his hands lingered on my hips, exploring the dips and curves of my figure before they ventured back to my inner thigh. His fingertips dug into my flesh, sending a burning sensation through my veins, straight to my core, and deep into my loins as a rush of excitement coursed through me.

He moved in closer, and I felt my heart pounding against my chest. His breath on my skin caused a mix of anticipation and fear as I asked myself if this was what I wanted. The answer seemed both obvious and impossible at the same time. I did.

He whispered, “I expect no attitude from you. You are mine. I say clean up. You clean up. I say suck my friend’s cock.” He pointed to the guys watching everything going on. “You suck his cock. Understood.”

I nod. A delicious shudder shot through me at the thought of being his, being pimped out.

He caressed my cheek—a gentle, loving touch. “You look outstanding. I mean fucking sexy as hell. I’m sorry… but it has to be this way.”

I’m not sure why I said what I said. Or where it came from, but I said. “I’m happy with my body. Thank you. I’m here to serve you. I’ll try to be more obedient.”


Chapter Seven

Bino said. “Daddy. Call me Daddy from now on, baby girl.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Strip. Let me see if my hundred grand was worth it.”

Holy shit, I thought. Did he spend a hundred grand on my body?

I lift my T-shirt over my head. Then I slide my bra off and let my perky tits spill out. Every eye is locked on my tits. I pinched my nipples, enjoying the feeling.

I breathe in. Breath out. “I want this.” Strangely, I do.

I’m not sure where the thought comes from. Maybe it’s always been there, buried inside. I put my palms face down on the table, arch my back and bend over so my ass is exposed. “I’m sorry for not being more appreciative and for my attitude. Maybe you can correct it.”

A breeze tickles my ass crack. I tug the skirt down slightly, but it rides back up. Honestly, I liked it there. I glance down, and I’m soaked. Fuck. I’m in jail. Biologically a female and I’m getting wet?

Bino forced my head down, wrapped his arms around me, and pulled me close, pressing his hardness against me. My breathing increased. His grip tightened. He pushed his cock into my ass. Then grabbed my chin turned my face around, and kissed my new luscious lips softly before devouring them in an insistent kiss. I’m spinning with desire.

As our tongues met, I melted into him and completely surrendered to his will.

Bino stepped back.

“Now, what is it you desire?”

I know what he wants me to say, what he wants to do. I’m not sure I want it. But my cunt. Yes, I can’t believe it, but my cunt is soaked. My cunt wants it. Bent over like this. In prison. I’m aware of how vulnerable I am, but somehow I feel like if I please Bino. Do as he says. I’ll want for nothing.

Bino ran his hands over my ass. Rubbed it, caressed it. Then his beefy hands pushed my legs apart and slipped between my thighs. He rubbed the outside of my panties, creating friction on my lips. I’ve jacked off before, had a blowjob and handjob, and dipped my stick in some nice warm pussy. Been fucked in the ass. Had a hand-free orgasm. But this was heaven. Somehow I sensed that a vaginal orgasm would be more intense and pleasurable than anything I’d ever been through. I’m so fucking wet right now. My pussy lips are swollen and throbbing.

He laughed. “Baby girl likes this, doesn’t she?”

That sent me hurdling into space, strapped on a rocket going faster than the speed of light. I’m too embarrassed to mutter a word.

“Go on, guys. Check it out.”

I gripped the edge of the table. Had he just offered me up to two guys? Multiple fingers and hands graze my ass, pinch it, slap it, and finger my ass crease, and one after another, manage to slip between my panties and flesh. There’s an overwhelming need to have them inside me, inside my mouth. So strong that it blotted out where I was.

A hand finds its mark, my clit. I can’t believe that just three months ago, I had a cock. I moan as the fingers make slow, deliberate circles through my panties.

They all laugh. Bino said. “My little slut likes her new equipment, I can see. In no time, you’ll be screaming like a slut. Begging me to fuck every hole you got.”

A hand starts rubbing my newly enhanced butt cheeks, slowly splitting my cheeks with a finger. I’ve had shit up my ass before, and it’s great. But I want to try out my new pussy.

“Fuck my pussy. Please.”

Everyone laughs again.

Bino said. “Spread your legs, baby girl.” His fingers massaged my clit, oh so expertly. My whole body is on fire. My teeth clenched as his fingers moved rougher and faster over my clit.

Bino said. “Spread your legs further, baby girl.” I comply. Being called baby girl melts any inhibitions I have. I repeated. “Please, fuck my pussy. Oh fuck that feels good.”

I’d had lots of orgasms as a guy. But now I’m pretty sure I’m teetering on the edge of a female orgasm.

Bino smacked my pussy. A wave of pain surged through me. And yet, that pain is pleasurable too. Bino grabs my panties and pulls them down to my ankles. I step out of them, then shimmy out of my skirt. I’m naked. Exposed.

Bino finds my tight asshole and, with his thumb, massages it. I want his hand back on my pussy. But as he pushes his thumb into my ass, I moan. One hand massages my ass, the other my clit. I’m squirming.

“Before we fuck your pussy, we need to break in that ass.”

“No!” I said.

Bino smacked my ass. Not once or even twice. But till it felt warm.

“What? No! No is not a word that should ever be used. Understood.”

I sucked in a breath. “Yes, Daddy. I’m sorry. But you spent so much on my pussy. Why not use it.”

His hands returned to my pussy, and I got lost in ecstasy and so fucking close to… to what? My first thought was blowing my load. But that isn’t what was about to happen. Then he pulled his hand away. My pussy twitched, and frustration attacked me.

Bino unzipped his pants. Then something wonderful happens. I feel the tip of his cock rubbing against my pussy lips. Then he pulls back and slips it between my butt cheeks. Then back to my pussy and back to my ass teasing me. He slides it back and forth along my lips, soaking and lubricating his cock with my wetness.

“Please. Please. Fuck me.” I push my ass back, wiggling it to worm his cock into my new hole. I’ve never, ever wanted anything so bad as to have a cock in my pussy.

“Please. Please fuck me. I’ll do anything.”

I hear laughter from the other two men in the cell. Bino said. “You want to get fucked, huh? Slut. Beg for it! I paid a hundred grand for that pussy. You can beg better than that.”

“Please, Daddy fuck me. Fuck me like you own me. Fuck me till you shoot your warm seed in me. Breed me.”

Then it happens. Bino took me by surprise, plunging his thick throbbing cock into my pussy. Pain lanced through my body as the wide throbbing head skewered my pussy. He’d penetrated an inch, at best. He grabbed a handful of my hair, pulled it back, and pushed deeper. My vagina ached, and I could feel it stretching and loosening.

“Please. Hold on.”

He eased himself out and worked my clit with his hand some more. Then he eased himself back in. Back and forth he went. Slowly the pain became a pleasure, and I was no longer content to remain still. I moved my hips eagerly.

Finally sensing I’m loose enough for his big fat cock, he rams it into me, going deeper and deeper with every thrust. I know he’s not had pussy for some time because he’s pounding my pussy viciously, slapping his hips against my plump ass cheeks. My chubby butt cheeks jiggle with each thrust.

God, this is great. Better than I’d ever imagined. “Harder. Harder. Please. Fuck me harder.” I’m close, and so is Bino.

Bino speeds up. He’s frantic with desire. He’s hysterical. “I’m going to fill your little pink, hundred-thousand-dollar pussy with my cum.”

Then it happens. His cum floods my pussy with warm, sticky cum. It’s so satisfying feeling his cum inside me.

Bino pulled out and said. “Turn around. Let’s see how well those lips work.”

I turned around and dropped to my knees. Bino’s standing there with his cock, slowly losing its thickness and hardness. It’s wet with my pussy, and coated with the leftovers of his orgasm.

Bino pointed and said. “Clean it off. I gotta make sure the lips I paid for were worth it.”

The first thing I do is start massaging my swollen clit. Back and forth, getting into a rhythm. Bino slapped my face with his weighty cock. It’s degrading and yet, so exciting, and I’ll be damned if my pussy lips twitched thinking about my situation.

I open my mouth and take the man of my dream’s cock in it for the first time. I slurped down every drop of cum and my pussy juices. As I clean his cock off, I get hornier feeling dirty, nasty, and slutty.

Bino stepped to the side, satisfied. Another stepped up. This guy’s cock is thick, maybe even more so than Bino’s. It’s scary the way the veins throb.

Bino said. “Your pussy’s mine. But you’re required to service my men.”

Hearing that only makes me hornier. I put my hand back on my pussy and grabbed the guy’s cock. Mimicking the actions of the best head, I’d ever gotten, I flicked my tongue around his head. He moaned. Then looking into his eyes, I flatten my tongue and lick his cock from his balls to the tip. Back down and back up.

The other guy stepped up next to his buddy. I wonder how long since either had had an orgasm because both are already close. I take one cock in my mouth for a while. Suck it while jacking off the other cock. Circle my tongue around the head as I take in as much as possible. They were moaning. I’m moaning. My hand is working furiously on my clit. I slip a finger into my cunt lubricated by Bino’s cum.

I slip one cock out of my mouth, trail my tongue down the length and suck on the left ball and then his right while stroking the other off. Switch, suck the other guy’s nuts. Then I return to his cock, and gobble it, bobbing up and down. Slowly at first, forcing myself to swallow more and more of his cock until I feel his head at the back of my throat. Then switch cocks. Back and forth I go.

My eyes are watering, and my pussy is twitching. I can feel my inner walls contracting. I want them both to cum before me. I’m a slut. Sluts satisfy their men first. I bobbed faster, switching between the two. Each moaned loudly, and their balls tightened. I take one deep and hold him there while I look up at him. I could tell the need to explode was building up in him.

He grabbed me behind the head and jackhammered his cock into my throat. The other guy jacked off, pointing his throbbing dribbling head toward my face. Harder and faster. The suction of my mouth was too much for him, and it happened. He blew his seed into my throat with the force of a volcano. I swallowed every last drop as the other guy soaked my face with his jism. My hand furiously rubbed my clit.

The guy pulled his cock out of my mouth, and as he did, a string of cum stretched between my lips and his cock. This image sent me over the edge, and I shivered and released my first female orgasm.


Chapter Eight

Life went on like this for several months. Cleaning. Fucking Bino and sucking off my cellmates. One day everyone returned to our cell, pumped, happy, and slapping Bino on the back.

Bino looked at me. “I’m getting out. I won my appeal.”

Fuck I thought. I’d grown accustomed to my routine, even enjoying it. Fear took over me without Bino protecting me… holy shit, what would happen.

Bino walked over, kissed me, and said. “I appreciate you making my time pleasurable, baby girl.”

I nodded. But what about me? What was in store for me?

He smiled and said. “You’re leaving early too. I’m breaking you out tonight. I see from your reaction you’re wondering how long before they catch me?”

I nodded.

He handed me an envelope. In it was a full set of documents with a female name and several wads of cash. Jessie Sangria’s home had been purchased by me, Ginger. Ginger Starr. There was a lifelong trail of paperwork. Birth certificates. Diplomas. Work history and even a job. My old job.

I smiled, knowing what he was thinking. “They’ll be looking for Jessie Sangria. Not Ginger.”

“I’ll be out in two weeks, maybe three. If you want, stop by… hate to waste a good little slut like you. Baby girl.”




The End
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Never in my life would I have imagined that I’d be in a position to fulfill some of my most secret desires. Never would I have imagined that the catalyst for fulfilling my kinkiest fantasy would be my best friend’s Mom, Mrs. Bourbon, the richest woman in America.

Luke, My roommate had a particularly strange problem. He refused to masturbate. Six months into our four years at the strict all-male university, he’s failing every class and struggling on the football field. He needs sexual release.

I’d offer to help, but he’d never allow another guy to take care of his needs. The strangest thing happens, Mrs. Bourbon finds my journal and devises a plan to help her son clear his mind. It’s crazy. It requires pulling off the con of a lifetime and requires me to not only pass as a sophisticated female but perform sexually like a slut.

Over each weekend, I’m required to participate in an intensive sissy training program. Being feminized by Mrs. Bourbon. During the week, I remain caged, denied my usual routine of pleasing myself, and was required to wear women’s lingerie under my guy’s clothes. It proves to be torturous and humiliating.

Finally, the monthly family night and dance arrived. I service The Relief Club in any dirty, nasty way they desire and become their Bukkake whore.

Mrs. Bourbon has feminized me.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband - Book Two: Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy, Forced Feminization, Humiliation, Femdom

Brook and Josie's marriage is good, but their sex life is lacking.
Josie discovers by accident she's interested in cuckolding.
Brook is reluctant at first.
But with cuckold training, he takes to being Josie's sissy cuckold.
He serves her domestically and sexually.
Josie finds her first Bull and has the time of her life.

Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom - Book One: Forced Feminization, Sissy Maid Training, Reluctant Feminization

Jaxon gets into another fight and is arrested.
His stepmother believes girls don't fight and are easier to raise.
Navy, Jaxon's wicked stepmom, agrees to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped.
Jaxon enters her anger management program, which is heavy on feminization.



A Sissy's Diary - Book One (Sissy Slave Training 1)

When Asher gets caught in Joyce’s bedroom, one of his renters wearing her lingerie, he’s sure his life is over, and if and when his father finds out, he’ll be written out of the will. He didn’t expect her to force him to play along with her feminization fantasy and turn him into her perfect sissy cuckold.

Asher, fearful of losing his inheritance at first, reluctantly agrees. But, soon, his secret desire to be a sissy crossdresser, which he has controlled and hid from everyone, takes hold, and he submits to Joyce’s every erotic desire. Then, Asher becomes Ashley, begins his sissy transformation, and becomes Joyce's. Will his new role as Joyce’s sissy ruin his inheritance? Will his secret sissy desires cost him everything?

Explore a world of crossdressing, first-time, feminization, and discipline in Book 1 of A SISSY's DIARY Series – from erotica author Phoebe Pearl.

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation


Todd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.

Tricked Into Crossdressing - A Lesson In How To Be A Woman: Forced Feminization, Caught Crossdressing, Forced Cuckold, Sissification

Patty, Clover, and Raya are sorority sisters living life after college. The fun, wild times of college and men passed them by, and the reality of day-to-day living set in. Because of their experiences with shallow men, unfulfilling sex, and a deep need to get even, they have an opportunity to teach a dirty pig a lesson about what it’s like to be a woman.

Danny Phoenix’s wife dumps him after she catches him crossdressing in her clothes. He wants her back and yet wants to experience being a woman.

After witnessing the very public breakup of Danny and his wife at a restaurant, the three girls set out to teach Danny a lesson. Not only in what it takes to present as a woman but what it is like to experience sex with men. They develop a scheme to trick Danny into crossdressing, then pimp him out. Danny is a willing participant in their plan.

This book contains forced feminization, sissification, cuckolding, Male on male sex, reluctant crossdressing, caught crossdressing, small penis humiliation, forced bisexual sex and group sex.

Demoted To Sissy Cuckold: Sissy Cuckold Husband, Feminized By My Wife, Submissive Sissy Husband, Sissy Husband Humiliation

Carter has desires he thinks his wife, Ella, won't approve of. He secretly pursues his passion for being feminized during his frequent business trips. He wants to tell Ella about his desire to become her sissy. To become her cuckold. To be her sissy maid, he chickens out every time he gets the nerve.

Ella fantasizes about dominating and feminizing her husband, Carter. Her urges and fantasies include bondage, feminization, humiliation, and cuckolding. Because her fantasies are extreme and she's insecure about losing Carter, she never reveals her secret.

One weekend everything changed. An incident happens, forcing each of their hands. Carter and Ella have a weekend that they'll never forget.

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization 

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.
For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

Lazy Slob To Sissy Cuckold Maid: Sissy Cuckold, Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy Cuckold Maid 

Lily is tired of her lazy, sloppy husband. She has a plan. Turn him into her Sissy Cuckold Maid.
Mason is initially reluctant, but he settles into being a sissy cuckold husband.
Mason serves not only Lily's domestic needs as a sissy cuckold but her sexual needs too.


Feminized Into A Porn Star: Caught Crossdressing, Forced Feminization, Forced To Crossdress, Sissy Crossdresser Humiliation, Exhibitionist

Eli has a very perverted habit. He strips naked and watches his neighbor, Ms. Stratford, as she stretches for her morning run. He does a little more than watch; he takes photos of her in compromising positions and masturbates each morning. Ms. Stratford is the ultimate Milf.

Eli has another secret. He is obsessed with women's underwear, wearing them, and being feminized. But he can't fulfill his desires. He lives with three macho brothers, his mother, and his father. He's too scared to order panties online or purchase them in a store, fearing his secret desire to crossdress gets out.

One day, Ms. Stratford asks Eli to feed her cat and water her plants while she's gone for the weekend. Eli agrees. This is his chance to wear women's clothes and Ms. Stratford's panties.

Ms. Stratford catches him cross-dressing and forces him to perform sexually on a public site. Things get hotter when one of her friends comes over. Eli preforms well earning not only accolades from the viewers, but several hundred dollars in tips.
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