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    FEMINIZED IN PRISON 
 
    Daniel Moore had forgotten that he robbed that convenience store five years back, long before he went clean and got his life together. Unfortunately, no crime goes unpunished. When he hears that his old accomplice decided to come forward, he knows it’s only a matter of time before they come for him. 
 
    And he knows he won’t survive in prison, not with his small, thin, and feminine body—not a man’s prison, anyway. But he has to think fast, and he might have a crazy idea that will get him into a prison for women. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’d totally forgotten that Rick and I had robbed that convenience store years back. We both needed the money and it was an easy gig—the only person working was some seventeen year old kid whose arms were about as thick as the three-day-old hotdogs that were rotating next to the cash register. Eight-hundred bucks: four hundred each. I used that money to pay my mom’s hospital bills, and unsurprisingly Rick used his half to buy drugs. 
 
    It should have been a smooth, flawless gig, but Rick decided to get cocky. He ended up pulling out his gun and aiming it at the kid behind the counter, yelling at him: “Stop looking at me!” I didn’t know before we went into the store that Rick was high, but I certainly realized it quickly when he started yelling. He even pulled off his ski mask and said, “What? You trying to see my face? What are you going to do? Describe me to the police? I dare you, you little cunt!” The kid was probably pissing his pants. I was almost pissing my pants.  
 
    “Rick, put your fucking mask back on!” I yelled. On our way out, I noticed the camera in the top corner of the room. I should have gone back for the tape, but I knew the kid had already pressed the panic button and I could already hear the faint screaming of approaching cop cars. We got out of there fast. “You need to get out of town and quick,” I said to Rick, who was too busy counting his half of the money to listen. “Rick! Listen to me!”  
 
    I wish I knew he was high. I would have never stepped foot in that store with him had I known he was fucked out of his mind. I had to grab him by the collar of his shirt to get his attention. “Leave town tonight and don’t come back until this all blows over. Otherwise it’s jail time for armed robbery—and this isn’t our first offence.” We’d been busted for selling drugs before. Luckily, we avoided a prison sentence—but barely. The only reason we got off so easily was because the old police officer who busted us had a heart attack and died before our trial date. Still, we both got two-hundred hours of community service and a permanent mark on our records.  
 
    After robbing that convenience store, I took Rick to the bus depot. I put him on a bus for Louisiana, and told him not to come back for a while. I was hoping he would never come back. We were old school buddies, but since he’d gotten into drugs, he wasn’t the person I used to be pals with. All he ever thought about was drugs, and he was always willing to do anything to get them. It was almost five years before I heard from him again—or I should say, I heard about him. 
 
    I was watching the news and his face came on the screen. “Man turns himself into police for over thirty crimes committed.” Apparently Rick had gone and gotten help in Louisiana for his drug addiction. Apparently that same help convinced him to convert to Christianity and come clean for all of his past sins. Rick was facing forty years in prison. He’d supposedly committed far more crimes than I ever knew about. “Police are reopening investigations into many of Richard Johnson’s crimes and are now looking for possible accomplices.”  
 
    My heart sank into my gut. The memory of that convenience store robbery came back to me, as well as a couple of other crimes I’d been implicated in with Rick. He’d ratted me out—I wasn’t totally sure of it yet, but I had a pretty good idea. I felt sick. I’d turned my life around since then, since Rick got on that bus. I’d gotten a normal job working for an insurance company, and I’d picked up some perfectly legal hobbies like bowling and painting. I didn’t want to go to jail for the person I used to be. 
 
    I couldn’t go to prison. I went onto Google to see what I was facing. There was a mandatory sentence of five years for robbery when armed with a deadly weapon—and that was for first time offenders. For repeat offenders, it was ten years. I had a record, so did that mean I was in for ten? Would my prior drug charges put me behind bars for the rest of my prime years? Even five was a devastating thought. I felt sick. I ran to the bathroom and threw up. My head was spinning.  
 
    I wouldn’t last a week in prison. I wasn’t built for prison. I was a small guy—short and thin, and thanks to my Nordic ancestry, I had almost no body hair whatsoever. You know what they do to men like me in prison? They make men like me into their girlfriends, they fuck men like me in the ass from behind—they take turns until their girly-boys are half-dead, and then they wait a few days and they do it again… For ten years? I threw up again.  
 
    The sound of a distant siren made my heart fire off into a frenzy. I ran to the window and watched an ambulance drive by. Thank God. I took a few deep breaths and sat down so I wouldn’t pass out. I needed to think quickly. 
 
    I thought about getting on a bus destined for New Mexico, and crossing over the border. But surely my name would be in the system by now, and there would be no way the border guards would let me over. I thought about sneaking across the border illegally, in the night. I’d heard of people doing that—but I’d also heard that Mexico is much, much worse on their illegal immigrants than America is. If I ended up in a Mexican prison, my life would really be over.  
 
    What about Canada? Could I sneak into Canada? I looked up Canada’s immigration and deportation laws. If I got into Canada, what could I even do? I wouldn’t be able to get an apartment or a job. I would be living like a rat for the rest of my life, hiding out and skimming by. I liked my life in America. I liked my standard job and my nice, clean apartment, and I liked being able to go out and do whatever I wanted without worrying I would be found and thrown in jail or tossed out of the country. So what other options did I have? 
 
    The nausea returned to my gut. 
 
    I turned the television back on in an attempt to pull my mind away from my terrible situation. As I turned on the television, there was an ad for a nearby plastic surgery clinic. They were advertising breast implants. At the end of the ad, they mentioned they accepted transgendered clients—males looking to become females.  
 
    An idea came into my head, and I couldn’t dismiss it—it seemed like fate. What was the chance I would turn my television on right at that moment? I went online and looked up the local women’s penitentiary. It beat the hell out of the male penitentiary. Instead of jail cells, women were put up in little rooms (not much bigger than jail cells, but certainly much more private). Bathrooms were in their own separate room, unlike the metal toilet that sat in the middle of the men’s jail cells. Best of all, I wouldn’t have to worry about being raped in a women’s prison. 
 
    But would I even qualify for a women’s prison if I was ‘transitioning’? I did some more research. Apparently, as of very recently, it was possible. If the inmate was genuinely transitioning, they could be permitted into a female prison. The new ruling came about after a number of transgendered women were raped multiple times in male prisons—poor souls. 
 
    Genuinely transitioning—how hard could that be? Some fake tits and some hormone pills. They didn’t say anything about having to chop my dick off, and the other stuff was all reversible so what did I have to lose? A few thousand bucks on breast implants—big deal.  
 
    I started calling surgeons. I needed to get in and get the work done before they came looking for me. “We don’t have any availability this month. What about… in three months from now?” one place said to me. 
 
    “I’ll pay triple if I can get in this week.” I was still turned down by a few places, but I found one surgeon who was willing to move some things around to accommodate me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I had to spend nearly every dollar in my bank account, but it was well worth it. The more I thought about it, the more I began to realize it was a potentially life or death situation. Men die in prison all the time. In fact, I remembered hearing a stat about how more men die in prisons than out on the streets—and I’m willing to bet lots of them are killed for resisting becoming some burly inmate’s boy-toy. I had no regrets as I made my way towards the plastic surgery clinic. 
 
    The surgeon who I spoke with on the phone was waiting for me around back. He insisted that we go in through the back door and avoid the main lobby where there were cameras. He also had me pay in cash beforehand, which was the first sign that I was getting implicated in some illegal activity once again. “There won’t be any paper trail of this, okay?” he said to me as he led me down a long, dark hallway. “If they ask where you got your operation done, you tell them Mexico, or Venezuela, or Canada, or anywhere but here, got it?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    The way he stared me in the eyes made me nervous. There was no anaesthesiologist, no nurses—he was going to do it all himself. My heart skipped a beat. How hard could it be? It was just a couple of incisions, some silicone stuffing, and some stitches. “Okay, lay down,” he said, motioning towards the operating table. As I lay my body down, I watched him grab a long needle. “When I tell you to, start counting to ten.” He pricked me with the needle. I didn’t even make it to five before I was out cold. 
 
    When I woke up, the doctor was fast asleep in a sofa chair on the other end of the room. I was hooked up to a few machines, which were all beeping quietly and gently. It took me a moment to slip out from my daze and realize where I was. The day before felt like a long, surreal dream. The whole week, starting from when I saw Rick on the television, felt like an inconceivable dream—or maybe more accurately, a nightmare that refused to end.  
 
    As I realized where I was, I reached down to feel my chest. There were long bandages covering my torso, but I could feel a bust that I didn’t have before, and a tenderness that seemed to permeate the pain meds I could feel swirling in my brain. “No touching,” the groggy doctor said from across the room, now awake. “No touching for at least a few days. Normally we would keep you here for a week, but unfortunately you need to be out before seven when the cleaners get here. I can help you get home and into your bed, but you need to promise me you won’t take those bandages off until at least Friday—no peeking.” He pulled himself up to his feet with a deep groan. “Also, I can’t write you a prescription without putting you into the system, so I have a box here with all the drugs you’re going to need for the next few months. Once you run out, you’re going to need to find another way to get the prescriptions, or come back to me. My personal number is in the box. Sit up, very slowly. That’s it.” 
 
    My whole body felt numb, still overwhelmed by the anaesthesia. He slung his arm around me and slowly and carefully walked me back down that long hallway, towards the back parking lot. “It’s important you take the drugs every day from now on,” he said. 
 
    “What are they?” I managed to ask, slurring my words because my tongue and lips were still totally numb. 
 
    “First there’s something to stop your body from rejecting the implants. You only need to take those for a few weeks. Then there’s the hormones—those you need to take for the rest of your life.” 
 
    “Hormones?” 
 
    “They’re going to make you look and feel and sound more like a woman. They’ll make your skin softer, your hair fuller, your eyelashes longer, they’ll pretty quickly eliminate your facial hair and most of your body hair, and so on. By the end of your first month, your balls should be mostly shrunk and receded back into your body. We can’t finish the whole operation until then.” 
 
    Finish the whole operation? I didn’t want a full transition—I just wanted the breast implants—the bare minimum necessary to get into the female prison. I would have protested and discussed it further with the doctor, but I was slipping in and out of consciousness, and the next thing I knew, he was laying me down in my bed, at my house. “The good news is, your breasts look great, and I think they really suit you. I think with a wig and some nice clothes, you’ll make a fine lady.” That was the last thing I remember him saying before I was back asleep, and I never saw him again. 
 
    The next few days were mildly painful and excruciatingly boring. I was afraid of screwing up the operation or causing any complications—If something went wrong, I had nowhere to go. If I checked myself into the hospital, I’m sure my name would have popped up in their system and the cops would be there in a heartbeat.  
 
    So I just lay there, in bed, reading old magazines that failed to hold my interest. I took the pills from the doctor—all of them, because they weren’t labelled and I didn’t know what was what. Had I known which pills were the hormones, I would have avoided them. I didn’t want my balls to shrink up and recede into my body. But I really didn’t want my body to reject the new implants—that would have been one hell of a mess—so I took everything, as prescribed. 
 
    When Friday came around, I slowly sat myself up and carefully made my way to my bathroom. I slowly unravelled the bandages. I was nervous and even a little bit excited. During my time stuck in bed, I started to wonder what life might be like if I was a woman—at first the thought made me feel ill, but I started to get used to it after a few days (I didn’t have much choice, after all). If I was going to spend up to ten years as a woman, it wouldn’t hurt to actually enjoy it. I was looking forward to having breasts I could play with—I’d always wondered what it would feel like to have tits. And I was even a little bit curious to see if I could get a man’s attention. 
 
    My tits really did look great. It took me a minute to figure out where the doctor slipped the implants in. I had to feel around for the stitches, and there were only a few on each side, under the breast where the boob connects to the torso. Impressive. I stared at them for a while, shocked at how real they looked. They were still very firm. In the doctor’s care instructions, it said they would be stiff for a bit while the silicone relaxed and my skin stretched out. Even stiff, they were damn convincing. Before, when I thought of fake tits, I thought of those nineties beach milfs with their bolted-on breasts, bouncing like concrete beach balls. Instead, these were supple and cute. 
 
    As I stared in the mirror, I couldn’t help but notice my butt was bigger and my hips seemed wider. Was that just in my head or could that have been from the hormone pills? Maybe it was just the addition of my chest bust, but my body looked incredibly curvy and feminine. Before the implants, I looked like a narrow-shouldered twig. When I blocked out my face and covered the bulge of my dick, it really did seem like I was looking at a woman.  
 
    My heart stuttered. It was one thing to get some tits put in and to call myself a woman on some official documents. It was another thing to actually become a woman, look like a woman, sound like a woman, feel like a woman, act like a woman. I liked being a man. I liked fucking girls. I didn’t want to lose all of that. What would I tell my friends and family when they found out? I couldn’t just cut off contact for the next decade. 
 
    According to the care instructions, I was still supposed to remain in bed for a whole other week, only getting up when absolutely necessary. I did get up at one point to use my computer and order some things to the house: some tops, a wig, and a few makeup supplies. I didn’t really know what I was getting in terms of makeup, so I just ordered a starter kit that I’m fairly certain was meant for teenaged girls. I ordered express delivery, and it showed up at my door a few days later.  
 
    I’d ordered a brunette wig, but they’d accidentally sent a blonde one instead. The tops all came a size too small, but the makeup showed up as advertised. On the bright side, the blonde wig actually looked really great on me, completely changed the way I looked. The shirts were almost too tight to fit on my body. I managed to squeeze into them, and I looked like a total skank—my tits hardly staying in the shirt, my nipples pushing out obviously. I will admit that it was pretty sexy. Had I seen a girl with a body like that stuffed in a shirt that tiny, I would have made a move—though that wasn’t necessarily a comforting thought.  
 
    Playing around with the makeup was tedious. Drawing tiny, straight lines around my eyes took a lot of concentration and many, many failed attempts. I started to find my full eyebrows distracting, so I spent a good hour or two plucking hairs, shaping them to look more like a photo of a pretty girl I’d found on the internet. By the end of my transformation, I didn’t even recognize myself. I was staring at a stranger—a pretty sexy stranger, at that.  
 
    My phone rang. “Hello?” I said. 
 
    “Hello, miss. Could we please speak to Daniel?” Miss? Was my voice really that different—it certainly didn’t sound any different to me. 
 
    “What’s this about?” I asked. 
 
    It was my work—they were wondering where I’d been. Apparently they’d tried calling a number of times, probably while I was out cold from the pain killers. They were also worried about me because supposedly the police had been by a few times, asking my bosses about me. My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I was running out of time. I figured I maybe had a week or two left before they found me at my place and dragged me away. 
 
    I didn’t even get a week. The next day, I woke up to the sound of knocking at my front door. I slipped into my tight white tank top and I answered. It was the police. “We’re looking for Daniel Moore.” 
 
    My body became tense and cold. I opened my mouth to speak but I couldn’t push any words out. There were three officers, all men with narrowed, serious eyes, all staring at me. I’m not sure I saw any of them blink. One of them was holding a pair of handcuffs. Another one couldn’t keep his eyes off of my tits. “I—I’m Daniel Moore,” I said.  
 
    Their eyes all lit up. The officer that had been checking me out became dark red, and his eyes snapped up to my face. Their lips all parted. “Um, excuse me?” one of them managed to say. 
 
    “I’m Daniel Moore,” I said. A bout of nausea came over me. My head was spinning. I fought to stay upright. “I mean, I was Daniel Moore. Now I’m Valerie Moore.”  
 
    They all looked at one another. Now all of their faces were red. “You—you’re going to have to come with us,” the man with the cuffs said, and then he stepped forward and cuffed me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Rick had ratted me out—the useless bastard. Luckily, I was only charged with a single count of robbery. The lawyer they provided me managed to convince the court that because I wasn’t the one holding the gun, I shouldn’t be charged with armed robbery. So I got five years, and thanks to my quick thinking before, I was sent off to an all-female penitentiary. My lawyer even fought to have my identity kept a secret from the prison staff “due to a high risk of discrimination.” They drew up an official contract and everything. As far as the prison guards and inmates would know, I was a real woman, to be treated no differently than any other woman in the joint. 
 
    I felt sick the whole bus ride to the prison. It was a small victory and a huge defeat—I managed to avoid the cruelty of an all-male prison, but I was still getting locked up for five years. I tried to think back five years, to give myself an idea of just how long five years would take. I could hardly remember five years back—I was still mixed up with crime, friends with Rick, drinking constantly and experimenting with drugs occasionally. That all felt like a lifetime ago—but it was only five years, the same amount of time I was going to spend behind bars.  
 
    At least I wouldn’t be raped by a gang of inmates, I kept telling myself. It was a surprisingly comforting thought. Rick was sent to an all-male prison on the other side of the state, and Rick was built just like me. I couldn’t imagine he was going to make it his full forty year sentence. 
 
    “Valerie Moore, this is going to be your room from now on,” a guard said to me as she opened up a heavy iron door with a big, Plexiglas window on it. The room wasn’t too bad—small but surprisingly cosy. The bed was a single, but the sheets looked clean and comfy, and there was a big window: with real glass instead of iron bars. The view was actually pretty good, of meadow and a quaint wooded area. My cell had a little television and a radio, and a separate bathroom. I couldn’t help but feel like somewhat of a genius for my quick decision to become a woman before I was arrested.  
 
    Even most of the guards in the facility were women, which was yet another comfort.  
 
    “Breakfast is at seven every morning, lunch is at noon, dinner is at six. For showers, you can choose between six in the morning, or eight at night. Most girls prefer to sleep in, but some don’t like how crowded the evening showers get. It’s up to you. Bedtime is at nine—lights out at nine-thirty.” 
 
    The orange outfits we had to wear were far from flattering. They were loose and baggy. The cuffs of the pants I was given dragged on the floor, and they wouldn’t stay rolled up. Luckily, they let us keep makeup in our cells, which was a godsend because without it, I wasn’t quite so convincing.  
 
    I really didn’t want anyone to find out I was actually a man. Transgendered people were given a tough enough time outside of prison—I didn’t need to see how they were treated behind bars. Some of the locked up ladies might not have taken it so well—I wondered if they might feel somehow violated, especially after I’d taken countless showers with them, seen them all naked. 
 
    Speaking of showers—what was my plan there? I still had a cock. There were community showers: a giant room with a few dozen shower heads mounted above. Sure, I could make a point of only going in the mornings, when most of the girls were sleeping, but I would still be standing in a giant, public room with my cock out. I would have to keep my back to everyone and a hand over my package at all times. But even still, I couldn’t possibly get away doing that for five years, could I? At some point, I was going to be caught—it was inevitable. Maybe I could book a meeting with the warden and get him to schedule me a special shower time, given my special circumstance. As my lawyer would have put it, “She’s facing a higher risk of abuse and discrimination.”  
 
    I asked the guard if I could see the warden, and she replied, “The warden’s only in on Tuesdays and Thursdays.” It was a Friday, so I was stuck showering with everyone for at least a few days. I didn’t sleep much that first night, trying to think of different ways to keep my secret under wraps. I was finally starting to doze off when there was a loud, heavy clunk. It was my door, unlocking. 6:00 AM had snuck up on me—it was shower time. 
 
    Thankfully, the guard wasn’t kidding when she said most girls liked to sleep in. There were only three of us in the shower room, which was easily close to two-thousand square feet. The rising steam from the few running showers provided cover in itself. I found a nice, private corner with a tall pillar that blocked what the steam couldn’t. It was a major relief. 
 
    During breakfast, I sat at the far end of the large room, by myself. The room was surprisingly quiet and empty. Apparently there was no obligation to eat breakfast, as long as you were awake and out of bed. It seemed as though most of the ladies were skipping, so I got a table all to myself. The food wasn’t too terrible—I got to choose between cereal and toast. There was also fresh fruit and juice and coffee. The cereal was just bulk-store brand, and the toast had a stale taste to it—maybe it just didn’t seem so bad because I was expecting gruel from a trough.  
 
    I was finishing up my meal when a woman came up to me. “You new or something?” she asked. She looked like she thought she was tough, with her hair braided into cornrows. I think she maybe thought she was black, but she was very, very white. She had a neck tattoo, and couldn’t have been more than five feet tall in socks. 
 
    “Yeah, so?” I said. 
 
    “You eat pussy or do you eat dick?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ll stick to cereal, thanks.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. She didn’t appreciate the joke. “You think you’re funny or something?” she said, tilting her head slightly to the side the way a dog might. She probably thought she had a pit bull look about her, but she looked more like a Chihuahua with wet hair. 
 
    “I’m just trying to eat,” I said. 
 
    She gave me one last, long glare before leaving to catch up with her also very white buddies, who all also thought they were honorary blacks. As she left the room, I wondered what she was actually asking me—if I was straight or gay, I got that much, but why? Was she trying to see if I was on the market for her, or for one of her buddies? I’d heard that there were plenty of lesbians in prison, but I never imagined they would be so upfront and direct. A man couldn’t get a woman’s attention speaking like that, so why could a lesbian? Maybe lesbos are wired differently, I don’t know. 
 
    I had a few girls come up to me throughout the day, asking if I was new, some nicer than others. I had another woman ask if I liked pussy. I did like pussy, but I felt like that wasn’t a rabbit hole I wanted to go down. I didn’t need to give anyone an excuse to find out about my cock. “Sorry, I’m straight,” I said, and the woman scowled at me—not the answer she was looking for. 
 
    “Don’t mind them, they’re all harmless,” a little blonde said to me. I thought my orange prison uniform was baggy, but hers made her look like a child wearing her parent’s clothing. The sleeves hung over her hands. She had a cute face—soft and round. She didn’t exactly look like a criminal.  
 
    “Why are you in here?” I asked—I had to ask; I couldn’t believe such an innocent little thing could do anything remotely illegal, never mind end up behind bars in a high security facility.  
 
    “I killed a guy,” she said. She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. A shiver ran down my spine. She reminded me of a possessed doll from a horror movie. “I’m just kidding. Jeez, calm down. I stole a cop car. It’s a long story.”  
 
    “I’m interested in hearing it.” 
 
    “Maybe another time,” she said. “Those girls, most of them aren’t actually lesbians—they would all kill to be with a man. Once you’re in here for long enough, you start to take what you can get.”  
 
    “How long have you been in here for?” 
 
    “A year,” she said. “You’re new, right?” 
 
    “Right.”  
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    I told her my name, and then she told me hers: Mandy. She told me a bit about herself. She was from a small town in Texas, had good grades growing up, well-off parents, and a fairly standard, fortunate life—until she moved to Louisiana and met her boyfriend (now her ex-boyfriend, who was put away for twenty-five years for manslaughter). Her boyfriend brought her along on all of his criminal adventures—robbing stores, mugging people in the street, those sorts of things. I had to ask if her ex-boyfriend’s name was Rick, and it wasn’t. Apparently Rick just had a doppelganger in Louisiana. 
 
    Mandy introduced me to the lunch lady, and said, “She’s one of the good ones.” Thanks to Mandy’s positive review of me, I got an extra piece of desert and some fresher-looking salad than what was on display behind the sneeze-guard. She introduced me to her small group of friends, who were all equally normal. I seemed to fit in, and for the first time since realizing I was going to prison, I had a warm, fuzzy feeling enter into my heart. Maybe this sentence wasn’t going to be so horrible, I thought. Mandy even put in a good word for me with the laundry service people, and I ended up getting a second pillow for my bed that very night.  
 
    I started to realize that there are some peculiar perks about being locked up in prison. You don’t have to pay rent or any bills, you don’t have to worry about money whatsoever. You never have to cook, cleaning is little more than straightening bed sheets. The prison library was better than the library near my house, and it even had a big selection of DVDs. And the whole time I was locked away, my investments would continue to grow, undisturbed, waiting for me to get out. It was starting to seem like prison was something I could get used to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    There’s an old saying: if something seems to good to be true, it probably is. I started getting into a groove, a routine. I started figuring out who to avoid, whose turf was whose, and how to be left alone by some of the rowdier inmates, for the most part. Mandy helped a lot, showing me the ropes. But I was getting too comfortable, too quickly. I let myself slip.  
 
    It was ten at night, and our cell doors were locked. Usually I would slip into my bathroom to change out from my uniform to change into something more comfortable (they gave us a few different wardrobe options, including a somewhat soft version of pyjamas). But there was no one in the hallway outside of my cell and the inmate in the cell across from me was fast asleep. I hardly even thought about it. I just changed quickly while sitting on the edge of my bed. When I was about to slip under my covers, I looked up at the little mirror above my sink, and I saw her looking at me—the girl with the cornrows, a few cells down. I was sitting at the perfect angle that my mirror looked right into her cell. 
 
    My heart sank. Her eyes grew wide. I waited for her to shout it out, to tell everyone that I was really a man, but instead she just looked away quickly and disappeared out of my small frame of view. A cold sweat trickled down my spine. Did she actually see my cock, or was I just being paranoid? If she saw, would she tell everyone? Of course she would tell everyone, who was I kidding—but why was she not announcing it? Why was she not calling me out on it? Maybe she didn’t see anything and I was just stressing myself out.  
 
    I lay down in my bed and I closed my eyes, taking a few deep breaths in an attempt to calm my mind. She probably didn’t see anything. I had changed so quickly, and my little mirror was so far away from her, there was no way she saw anything. But her face suggested otherwise.  
 
    The showers the next morning were totally desolate. I was the only one there. As I entered the large, steamy space, one other girl was just leaving, and I could hear someone entering as I found my little corner and started to shampoo my hair. I could hear the echoing footsteps against the wet ground coming closer and closer. I kept my back to the noise, my body behind my trusty pillar. Whoever was in the shower with me came right up behind me and then stopped. “Yo,” she said. Carefully, I covered my cock with my hand and then I looked over my shoulder. 
 
    It was the girl with the cornrows, standing naked with her hands on her hips. She was looking my body up and down. “I’ll admit, you had me fooled. Let me see it,” she said. 
 
    My heart started to race. “What are you talking about?” I said, but I knew it was a futile effort. She knew—she did see me the night before. 
 
    “You know some girls in here might be pretty angry if they found out. I personally can’t help but feel a little violated. I mean, you are staring at my naked body right now—that’s got to be some sort of crime.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said again. I don’t know why I was sticking to playing dumb. It was the nerves more than anything, refusing to let me falter.  
 
    “Your cock, beautiful. You’ve got a big, fat cock between your legs.” 
 
    “Keep your voice down,” I snapped, looking around to make sure no one heard. There was no one else there, as far as I could tell—just me and the girl with the cornrows, whose name I didn’t even know.  
 
    “Show it to me and I’ll keep my voice down,” she said. 
 
    My heart was racing. I had no choice but to give in to her demands. I was just getting comfortable in that prison—I didn’t want my next five years to be totally miserable, being outcast by everyone, or worse: having all of the girls petition to have me sent to a male prison. Now that I had the female body, I would most certainly be treated ruthlessly in a prison filled with criminal men. I couldn’t allow that to happen. I was willing to do anything. I showed her my cock. A big smile crossed her face.  
 
    “My God, it is real,” she said, stepping forward and reaching down to touch it. I couldn’t help but notice her hand was shaking, as if it had been years since she’d last seen a cock—and it probably had been years, and it would be years before she saw another. I imagine it would be the same in a male prison, seeing a set of tits for the first time—I would have drove the men absolutely nuts. 
 
    She began to fondle it and stroke it. “What are you doing?” I said, feeling a coldness fill my body. 
 
    “What? You want me to go and tell everyone about this? ‘Cause I’ll do it,” she said. Was she blackmailing me? For what? For sex? My heart stuttered. Her fondling and stroking got me hard fast. It had been a long time since I’d last gotten off—come to think of it, I hadn’t gotten off since I’d been put behind bars—maybe not even since I’d gone in for my sex-change operation. “My name’s Jessica, by the way,” she said, looking me in the eyes as she stroked my hardening rod. She smiled. Her teeth looked like she could have used some braces. She wasn’t terrible-looking. She was kind of cute—at least, she looked like she had the potential to be cute, but it was hard to look past the cornrows and her nasty personality—and the fact she was blackmailing me into being intimate with her.  
 
    “Please don’t tell anyone about this,” I said. 
 
    “As long as you fuck me in the pussy every morning, no one needs to know,” she said, and then she winked and spun around, pressing the palms of her hands against the shower-pillar and bending over slightly. “Well? Go ahead.” She wiggled her bum gently, presenting herself. She had a nice bum, and a nice, tight-looking pussy. It sure could have been worse. I could have gotten one of the real manly ladies with the shaved heads and the swastika tattoos on their necks. Jessica was Madonna in comparison. 
 
    I took my cock and pressed my tip up against her slit. She was very wet, her warm fluid gushing out and dribbling down her legs. I pushed in. “Oh damn, you’re a big girl,” she said, her pussy puckering against my hard manhood. I slid in deep and she began to moan. “I never asked for your name. I should probably know my own girlfriend’s name,” she said, grinding herself against my cock. I told her my name. “Valerie, huh? Valerie and her big, hard cock.” I looked around again to make sure no one was watching or listening. 
 
    As I started to thrust myself in and out of her, the door opened and a few chatting women walked in with their towels. They began to undress. I stopped thrusting. “Just pretend like your fingering my cunt, like this…” Jessica took my hand and brought it around her body, slipping it between her legs. “Just rub my clit.” I started to rub her clit, thrusting as carefully and subtly as I could.  
 
    One of the newcomers looked over at us as she stepped into the showering space, naked. “Get a room, you fucking dykes.”  
 
    “Fuck you,” Jessica called back.  
 
    A few more girls entered, changed and started to shower. Usually I was already gone by now, before the masses started getting into the shower. “That’s it, fuck my pussy, you cunt. Fuck my pussy,” Jessica pushed her body back. I could feel bout after bout of hot fluid gushing out of her, she was so horny. She was tight, and her slit felt really nice. My heart started to relax, succumbing to a warm euphoria. A morning fuck with Jessica wasn’t the worst deal I could get—though it would have been nice if she wasn’t so vocal. It almost seemed like she wanted to draw attention to us. Strangely, to all of the other girls who came to shower, our fucking was hardly unusual. They all just looked over at us casually and then went on with their mornings, as if they saw fucking in the showers on a regular basis, and maybe they did. 
 
    “Oh baby, I’m going to come, I’m going to come. Shit! I’m coming!” she said, and then her body started to convulse. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came inside of her. She tensed up and then she screamed in an intense euphoria. She nearly fell to the ground, but I held her up. “Damn girl, I can’t wait for tomorrow.” 
 
    There were nearly a dozen other girls in the shower now. Once Jessica stepped away from me, I snatched a towel quickly and wrapped it around myself. Luckily the steam obscured most of everything below our waists, but I wasn’t ready to risk letting my secret go public. It was already bad enough that Jessica knew. I couldn’t imagine she could go a full five years without telling at least her friends, who would tell their friends and so on. Like when I found out Rick had come forward to the police, I knew my days were numbered and I knew I had to start thinking of a plan to deal with the backlash once everyone found out.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Over the next week, there were a few close calls. One morning in particular was terrifyingly close, when Jessica came into the shower and told me she wanted to suck my cock. Some of the looks we got when she was down on her knees with my cock in her throat were questionable. It didn’t exactly look like she was eating out my pussy, but I don’t think anyone looked for quite long enough to be that observational. And luckily, people were getting used to our morning fucks, paying less and less attention every morning.  
 
    But I knew I was running out of time when Jessica said, “It’s my friend Erin’s birthday tomorrow. Would you be a lovely girlfriend and show her a good time for me? I’ve already asked her to meet us here in the morning—she usually showers in the evenings.”  
 
    “I don’t think that’s a great idea,” I said.  
 
    “She’s my best friend and it’s her birthday,” Jessica said in a stern, psychotic voice. She wasn’t giving me the option. And what would happen after I fucked her friend? Would her friend want in on the action as well? Would her friend want some action for another friend? Was I slowly becoming the prison sex toy? The thought made my heart sink into my gut. At least it was better than being forced onto the receiving end. 
 
    Jessica’s best friend, Erin, was not exactly my type. She had a good hundred pounds on me and her voice was destroyed from decades of chain smoking cigarettes. Her eyes lit up when Jessica told me to move my hand away from my crotch. “She’s all yours for the morning,” Jessica said.  
 
    Jessica watched as I fucked her very overweight friend—her whole body jiggling with every thrust. I had to close my eyes in order to stay aroused. The image of Mandy came to my mind, on her back, legs spread out. She was smiling cutely at me, cupping her tits in her hands. “Fuck me, Valerie,” she said. I penetrated her and went at her hard, with intensity, making her body go limp and her head roll from side to side, lips parted in an extended state of orgasm. Her tits bounced up and down, her body trembled, and then I came—deep inside of Erin’s pussy. Erin moaned, reaching back and sinking her nails into my sides to keep me deep inside of her.  
 
    Later that day, I overheard Erin and Jessica fighting over me. As expected, Erin wanted in. She wanted me at least three mornings a week, but Jessica didn’t want to give up one. “Why can’t you just have her during yard time?” Jessica said. 
 
    “Yeah, like the guards would let that happen out in the yard!” Erin fired back. They went on for a while, getting louder and louder. I became tense listening to them, worried one of them would let my secret slip and someone nearby would overhear. I was only a couple of weeks into my prison sentence, and things were already looking gloomy, as if everything was about to fall apart. I needed a plan, but I could think of nothing.  
 
    “What’s up?” I looked over and Mandy was taking a seat next to me. I quickly pulled my attention away from the nearby bickering, pretending as though I hadn’t been listening.  
 
    “Not a lot, what’s up with you?”  
 
    “Nothing,” she said. She was looking me in the eyes curiously. “Seriously, what’s up? You look like you’ve seen a ghost or something.” There was something about Mandy that I felt I could trust. Or maybe I was just so desperate for help, I was willing to do anything to get it. I pulled Mandy away from the other inmates, around the corner where we had some privacy. I opened my mouth to tell her but then I hesitated. 
 
    “What? What’s going on with you?” she said. 
 
    There was a thick lump in my throat preventing me from telling her. I couldn’t think of the words or the order to put them in. And the overwhelming impulse to confess myself to her had passed. What exactly was I going to ask her for? Advice? What advice could she possibly give me? What if she found the news disturbing, or what if she just wanted in on it like the other girls who had found out? Was it really worth bringing yet another person in on the secret? 
 
    And the biggest question of all: was I really willing to risk alienating my only friend, the only person who seemed to care even remotely about me? No one was nice to me the way Mandy was. No one else ever had my back when the other girls got confrontational. There were no other girls in the prison that I felt even remotely comfortable confiding in. I couldn’t live without that comfort and compassion for the next five years. 
 
    Then I had another strange impulse: I leaned forward and kissed her. She kissed back for a moment, and then pushed me away. “What are you doing?” she said. 
 
    “I—I don’t know, it just came over me,” I said.  
 
    She looked shocked and offended, her body still and her face red. I was waiting for her to slap me and remind me that she was one of the few in the jail who wasn’t interested in girls, but instead, she stepped forward, wrapped her arms around me, and kissed me. We kissed for a while, her hands moving up and down my body, my hands finding her tits and squeezing firmly. We backed into a wall and continued. After a good minute or two, she finally pulled her head back. Her cheeks were dark red. “You know I don’t like girls,” she said. Her eyes were glossy and she couldn’t keep them off of my lips. She kissed me gently again. “I really don’t.” We continued to make out.  
 
    That urge to tell her my secret came back again, but this time I had to hold it back. I already had her confused and vulnerable—I didn’t need to throw yet another curveball at her. But could I wait? If I waited, she would only be more angry when I eventually told her. Even the fact that I kissed her without her knowing who I really was wasn’t ideal. 
 
    “Hey! Hands off the other inmates,” a guard called out, walking towards us. “I don’t want to see any of that shit in here, you go it?” 
 
    We stepped away from each other. There were fairly strict no touching rules, and those included kissing and hugging. As a result, relationships were naturally frowned upon, which is why most girls went about their business in the hardly-supervised shower room. “Want to take a shower with me tonight?” Mandy asked me, her eyes still glossy and her cheeks still rosy.  
 
    But I couldn’t take an evening shower with her—I couldn’t be naked in a room with dozens of other girls. And I certainly couldn’t invite her to join me in the mornings, when I had Jessica (and possibly Erin now) showing up for her morning vaginal massage. Things really were falling apart, faster than I could piece them back together. 
 
    I looked into Mandy’s eyes and said, “I can’t, I’m sorry. I was put on laundry duty tonight.” 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow night then,” she said, biting her lip. 
 
    I tried to think of another excuse, but I had none—no one got put on any duties two nights in a row, and she knew that even better than I did. “Yeah, sure,” I said. At least I bought myself a day to figure out a plan—figure out how to break the news to her and pray that she remained on my side once the news came out. She gave me one last kiss before we parted ways.  
 
    Once she was out of sight, I went up to one of the guards and I volunteered for laundry duty. There was a trembling in my gut, a sense that I was doing something wrong, lying to Mandy in more ways than one. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    As I folded a seemingly endless number of towels and orange prison outfits, I tried to think of the best way to tell Mandy about my secret identity. It was becoming more and more obvious that I just needed to tell her outright. There was no special wording that would make her reaction any different. I just had to explain my circumstances to her, tell her the whole truth. Aside from that, all I could do was hope.  
 
    Well, I didn’t quite get that far. When I got back from the laundry room, my secret had already been spilled. Erin, angry with Jessica for not sharing me, went and told everyone in an act of ‘if I can’t have her then neither can you’ type of defiance. The cell block went silent as I walked in. Even the guards were staring at me, totally quiet. Everyone knew—including Mandy, whose eyes were red as if she’d been crying. She looked away from me as I walked by, unable to look me in the eyes for more than a few seconds.  
 
    “Hey baby!” someone called out. “When do I get my ride? I’m all free tomorrow night!” 
 
    “Get in line, sister! I’ve been in here for fifteen years. I think I should get the first run!” another inmate called out—one of the bald, tattooed ladies.  
 
    “Speak for yourselves, I want him out. He’s seen me naked! Ain’t that some sort of crime? Peeping Tom? Indecent exposure? Something like that?” 
 
    “Yeah! That’s got to be against the law somehow!” someone else shouted. 
 
    The cell block erupted into a flurry of yelling and arguing. The people defending me weren’t doing so out of the kindness of their hearts, but because they wanted a piece of the action. The rest of them—a vast majority of whom were lesbians—just wanted me gone. At one point I heard them talking about going to the warden and having me transferred. “I’d love to see what those boys would do to you over there!” someone said. “I bet you wouldn’t be walking straight after that!” 
 
    My gut turned. I’d had a bad feeling all along that this was inevitable, I just didn’t think it would come about quite so quickly. Had I just gone into my bathroom to change that one night, I could have avoided all of this. I could have continued to shower quickly and subtly in the early morning, and I could have kept my cock hidden away for the rest of the day. I might have even been able to get some special shower schedule from the warden had I been proactive enough. But it was too late now—now my fate was in the hands of the other inmates, in the hands of the prison staff and the warden. 
 
    When I woke up the next morning as the cell doors unlocked, a guard came up to me. “I think it’s best if you don’t shower this morning,” she said. “The warden’s coming in this afternoon. He wants to speak to you.” 
 
    During breakfast, I got another audience of scowls and wide-eyed glares. My comfort zone was over. Even if I stayed at the women’s prison for my remaining five years, it would have been torturous. Someone threw something cold and hard at the side of my head, nearly knocking me to the ground. It hurt like a son of a bitch. “Fuck you, tranny!” I heard someone yell. One guard ran into the crowd to subdue the attacker, and another took me and led me back to my cell. “I think it’s best if you eat here this morning,” she said, and then she went to get me breakfast. So much for prison being something I could get used to. 
 
    My conversation with the warden that afternoon was short, and it was about what I’d expected—and dreaded. “I think it’s best if we transfer you to the male penitentiary,” he said. I begged him to reconsider his decision, but he wasn’t open for debating. His mind was made up. “There has just been too many complaints, and unfortunately the complaints are all valid.” 
 
    “But you know what they’ll do to me in there, right?” I said, my eyes filling up with tears.  
 
    “I don’t think you have to worry about that. They have very competent staff over there.” Even he didn’t sound like he believed it. I was doomed. Walking back to my cell, I’ll admit that I briefly considered suicide. I kept it as a possibility in the back of my mind, clinging onto the hope that maybe it wouldn’t be so bad, and maybe I wouldn’t be attacked and raped in the showers. Five years is a long time, especially when you’ve got a pair of fake tits and you’re locked up with hundreds of strong men who haven’t seen a woman in years.  
 
    I lay down on my bed and stared up at the cement ceiling. How did this happen to me? I’d made such an effort to get my life back on track—why did I deserve this all of a sudden? Was this really karma for my years involved with crime? I never hurt anyone. I stole and that was nothing to be proud of, but I never hurt anyone. Surely that should count for something. 
 
    Mandy stepped into my cell. “Hey,” she said. Her face was flushed and lacking much expression. “I heard the news. They’re moving you across town, huh?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said, sitting up. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I tried to, but…” 
 
    “—It’s fine,” she said, cutting me off—thankfully, because I didn’t really have a good excuse. “And it’s really true, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “You know I saw a reporter here today. Looks like you’re going to be in the newspapers.” She bit her lip. “I knew there was something different about you. I really don’t like girls,” she said, and then she laughed.  
 
    It filled my heart with an overwhelming warmth, knowing that she didn’t hate my guts the way everyone else seemed to. She seemed to understand and sympathize—which also made my heart sink into my gut, knowing as soon as my bus showed up to take me to the male prison, I would probably never see her again. She sat down next to me.  
 
    “Be safe over there okay?” she said. 
 
    “I’ll do my best.” 
 
    She kissed me. “I hate you for getting caught. Why didn’t you just tell me? I could have helped you keep it a secret.” A tear rolled down her cheek. 
 
    “I wanted to,” I said. “I just didn’t know how to.” 
 
    We continued to kiss. She leaned into me and we fell down onto the bed. I rolled on top of her. “Enough foreplay. We probably have about five minutes before a guard walks by,” she said, trying to contain her red-eyed smile. 
 
    I tugged down my orange pants and she immediately reached for my cock, wrapping her soft fingers around it. “Oh my God, it is real,” she said with a deep sigh. She would be the last woman to touch my member in at least five long years. “Fuck me—quickly,” she said, pulling her pants down quickly, revealing her damp, tight slit. I ran my fingers up it, making her body quiver gently. “Shit,” she said, already submitting to the euphoria before I was even inside. 
 
    I penetrated her. “Oh God,” she said, her head falling back. She bit her lip and then looked down at my tits. With shaking hands, she reached up and began to squeeze my tits. “I swear I don’t like girls,” she said with a laugh, but she couldn’t stop fondling my rack. I started to thrust myself into her, feeling her tight pussy contracting over and over as if she wanted to hold me inside of her forever. 
 
    “Fuck me. Oh God, fuck me,” she said. Her hands found my hips and her nails dug in. “Come in me. I want your come inside of me.” 
 
    I came down even harder and faster, reducing her to a limp, moaning puddle on my bed. The pleasure began to centralize in my cock. My arms and legs suddenly felt numb and I got the biggest head rush. “I’m going to come,” I said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Come in me, baby. Fucking come in me!” 
 
    I came, filling up her tight hole with my warm load. It was all over so quickly, but it felt so amazing. Seconds later, a guard came by and looked into the cell. “Hey! Get off of her! You—go back to your cell, now!” Before Mandy left, I kissed her on the lips.  
 
    “If I don’t see you again, good bye,” I said. 
 
    “Bye,” she said, and her eyes filled with tears.  
 
    “You, get dressed and come with me,” the guard said, and he took me down a long set of hallways, through a number of locked doors, and out into the yard. There was a small jail bus waiting in the driveway on the other side of the fence. I knew as soon as I saw it that it was for me. I didn’t think it would be so soon. I wasn’t ready to go. My farewell with Mandy didn’t seem like enough. “There’s your ride. Your things will be transferred over later today.” 
 
    I almost collapsed to the ground, my legs were shaking so hard. “Come on—Get in,” the guard said. As soon as I took my seat on the bus, we took off, away from the women’s penitentiary.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I cried as the female prison was out of sight. It wouldn’t matter how careful I was at the male prison—those men would find a way to get to me. They had five years to figure it out, after all. I did my best to fight away the tears. I closed my eyes and tried to regain control over my breathing. But that only made me slip further into a delirium. What if I resisted the men in the prison? Would they get frustrated and kill me? I’d heard of it happening before. The whole reason I went through with the sex change was because I was already enough of a victim as my small, male self—never mind as a woman with tits and soft skin. 
 
    “Aw, what the fuck is this?” I heard the bus driver say. I opened my eyes and looked forward. There was a crowd of protesters blocking the bus. They seemed to come out of nowhere, stepping in front and behind, so the driver couldn’t back up. I had to rub the tears from my eyes in order to read their signs. “Let her go! Let her go!” they were chanting. I couldn’t read all of their signs, but the one I could read said, ‘She’s a woman, not a man!’  
 
    The bus driver honked his horn a few times, but the protestors didn’t stand down, so he called it in. “I’ve got a little incident here,” he said. 
 
    There were a lot of protestors—at least one hundred of them. I’d never seen anything like it. And they were there for me? What had I ever done for them? Why did they care about what happened to me? 
 
    We were stuck there for almost an hour before the cops showed up and tried to get the protestors off of the street. They were unsuccessful, even arresting a few of the rowdier activists. One of the cops stepped onto the bus, scratching his head after a series of unsuccessful attempts. “I think it’s best that we take her back to the other facility and arrange to have her airlifted,” he said. The cop had to go out and address the crowd and let them know they were taking me back. But the crowd wasn’t willing to participate. They continued to block both sides of the bus.  
 
    “If you don’t move, I’m going to call in crowd-control,” the officer called out, and a few minutes later, he called in crowd-control. One of the men in the crowd stepped forward, claiming to be a lawyer. “These people have a right to protest here. If you use force against them, there’s going to be a class-action lawsuit.” A massive line of honking traffic had formed in both directions. 
 
    “For fuck sakes…” the officer said. “Okay, what if I take her into the station, and we can take the protest off of the street.” After some deliberation, that’s where I ended up. I got put in one of their questioning rooms while the police tried to figure out how to proceed. The protestors had followed us the whole way, and were now protesting outside the cop shop. 
 
    After a few long, boring hours, the door to the room opened and my lawyer stepped in. “Hey Valerie,” he said. “Some good news and some bad news. The bad news: you might be stuck here for a few days while we get this all sorted out. They want to send you to boy’s prison, but that wasn’t part of your sentence. In fact, part of the deal was that they were supposed to keep your identity hidden, and they failed to do that. I’m going to see what I can do about this. It won’t be quick though. The good news: there’s a lot of press outside, and I feel like we might be able to get this back to trial.” 
 
    He was right, it was a few very long and boring days. They wheeled a cot into the questioning room for me, brought me food a few times a day, and personally escorted me to the bathroom every time I needed to use it. 
 
    It was on the fourth day in the cop shop that my lawyer sprung into the room with a big, triumphant smile on his face. “We’ve got you a retrial!” he said. “It’s not for a few months still, but until then you can go home. Believe me, Val, this is the best case scenario—especially with all of this media attention.” It was surreal, being driven back to my house, being free seemingly out of nowhere. 
 
    Leading up to the trial, I remained a woman. It was an obvious choice, seeing as all of my supporters were behind me for that reason alone. I had multiple lawyers reach out to me and offer their services, free of charge. They just wanted the free publicity, but I was willing to get whatever help I could. My lawyers kept telling me that the constant media coverage was the best possible thing—that by now, anyone they got on the jury would know who I was, and they would all see me as a sort of trans-rights hero.  
 
    I won my retrial after just a few days in court. I was free. I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming, and I wasn’t. I was really free—no five years to waste away in prison.  
 
    And it was the very next day, as I was wondering how long to wait before reverting back to my male self—or if I even should revert back—that there was a knock at my door. I answered it. Mandy was standing at my doorstep, dressed in jeans and a cute sweater. She had her hair and makeup done up nicely—it took me a moment to recognize her. A big smile swept across her face.  
 
    It was partially thanks to me that she got let out a few years early, and partially thanks to a couple of years of outstanding behaviour. “My lawyers argued it was best for the baby if I’m with the father,” she said and then she bit her lip. She was pregnant—I’d gotten her pregnant and saved her from prison. 
 
    It all seemed to happen so quickly. One moment I was finding out I was going to prison, getting a sex change, and then the next thing I knew I was free, holding the woman I loved in my arms, getting excited to have a baby in a few months. It seemed like I’d done so much in those short few months. All there was left to do was to live happily ever after. 
 
    THE END 
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