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PART ONE

Jesse stared at Captain Cole. “You aren’t serious.”

“I am.”

They were in Captain Cole’s office. Seated in a corner of the room was a drop dead jail matron. Chanel Bisbee. She wore her prison guard uniform, a black pencil skirt, white blouse and regulation, short jacket. She only wore a little make up, but she didn’t need much. She had more curves than a race track, more mountains than the Rockies, and red lips compressed in a tight line.

“Captain, I just finished two years of undercover. I don’t want to spend another two years.”

Captain Cole sat back, lit a pipe, and watched smoke curl to the ceiling.

Chanel spoke. “One month, two at the most.”

“But why me? Perkins is free, Johnson hasn’t been on undercover for four years. why me?”

“Because you’re perfect for the situation,” Cole said. He looked through his smoke at Jesse. “Besides, your last job wasn’t a complete success.”

“The Feds blew that.”

“Officer Rocks, this is a serious situation and we need an experienced person. you have the qualifications.

Jesse eyed her. She might be good looking, but this was his career they were talking about.

“With all respect, Mrs. Bisbee…”

“Ms Bisbee,”

“Ms Bisbee, why are you here?”

“It’s the prison system that needs you,” murmured Cole.

Jesse stared at him. “You want me to go to prison?”

“Nope.”

Jesse frowned.

“We want you to go to the California Institution for Women in San Bernardino.”

Jesse’s mouth opened slightly as he became confused.

“But that’s for women.”

“Yes.”

Dead silence in the office. Jesse started to speak a couple of times, but didn’t know where to start.

“Since when do men go to CIW?”

“They don’t.”

Jesse looked between the two officers. He was actually dazed, nothing made sense.

Chanel cut in. “We have a massive drug problem there. We can’t keep the dope out. You would be inserted into the population and—“

“As a man?” He was incredulous.

“No.”

“Then…then what?”

“Officer Rocks. You are slender and short. You have long hair from your last assignment. We will educate you, train you, and you will pass as a woman.”

“Why not have a woman do it?”

“We don’t have one available. Also, if push comes to shove, we need somebody with a man’s strength. We need some one with your experience.”

“Well, I don’t want to do it.”

Captain Cole smiled. “Promotion. Pay raise. You fit the look, with a little help, of course. You pull it off you’ll make up for last month’s fiasco.” He leaned forward. “If you don’t want to do it, I understand. But men who don’t step forward don’t get put forward.”

And there it was. The stick along with the carrot. Pass on this assignment and he would be given desk duty, or some other equally odious position.

Jesse glared at his Captain. He sneered at Officer Bisbee. “Well, fuck,” he said. “Fuck!”

But it was plain that he had accepted the assignment.

Jesse was not prepared for assignment as a female. He was used to putting up with greasy clothes, lank hair, not taking a bath for weeks.

Being a female meant keeping super clean, caring for his appearance, and several other things that he had no experience with at all.

“We’re going to give you breasts,” remarked Chanel.

They were in a motel room outside Berdoo. He had two weeks to figure out how to look and act like a woman. And in two weeks he would have a record and be inserted into the California Institution for Women. CIW.

Sink or swim.

“Really? Like…real tits?”

“Yes. This afternoon.”

“But what about when the assignment is over? How do I get rid of them?”

Chanel concealed a smirk. “You can keep them, if you wish.”

The look on his face bid her to explain further.

“They are what is called vacation boobs. Doctors back east came up with them to give women a feeling for big boobs before they committed to regular implants. They are injected into your chest. They last a couple of months. Your body will absorb them and you will back to being a flat chested manly man.”

“So they aren’t real.”

“They are closer to real than anything else, including silicone sacks. They will give you a totally real look, and they will feel as if you had been born with them.”

Jesse didn’t like the idea of modifying his body, but he didn’t have any choice. It was about to get worse.

“We’re also going to inject a plumping agent into your lips, give you some sem-permanent make up, fix your hair and…”

Chanel went on and on, and Jesse’s heart was sinking. For a temporary job this seemed like pretty permanent.

“Okay, first things first, you need to apply this to your body. You can put it on your face, it will suppress your beard, but don’t get it on your eyebrows or hair.”

He took the bottle. “What is it?”

“Call it super Nair. It will not only depilate your body, it will suppress hair growth for three months. When your done with this your skin will be silky smooth and ready for action.”

He blinked at that, and she corrected herself. “Pardon me, ready for your assignment.”

Jesse, with Chanel’s help, applied the goo to his body. This meant he had to get fully undressed in front of her, and she even made sure his groin was covered in the super Nair. While she smoothed the cream into his crotch he had a reaction. Chanel made no obvious reaction to the stiffening of his prick, but he could tell that her breathing was a little faster.

His was a lot faster.

“So what are you going to do about Mr. Happy down there?”

“I think you’re ready for a shower,” she said, avoiding answering his question.”

Jesse didn’t like that, he wanted an answer, but the stuff was starting to burn on his flesh so he got into the shower.

He rinsed, and the stuff had done its job. His legs were bare from to to groin. His groin was bald as a baby’s butt. His chest was smooth and his flesh gleamed. He felt his chin, and even that felt smoother.

Three months. Hunh!

She dried him off, causing another reaction, and he watched her sneak glances at his tool.

She even licked her lips.

Then he put on male clothes, he wasn’t a female yet, and they talked about what he was going to have to do.

First, work on his body, exercises to slim down, yet keep up his strength.

Second, a regimen of  pills. His voice would become higher, softer. His hormones would be temporarily disrupted and estrogen would be emphasized over testosterone.

Third, he had to learn about fashion. The ladies in the lock up would expect him to know certain things about make up, clothes, and so on.

Fourth, he had to learn how to walk like a woman, sit like a woman, take a crap like a woman.

Fifth, he had to memorize his new life, all his crimes and times, and learn how to act like a female convict.

As he listened he grew less in confidence. He knew women. He liked women. But women were different than him. He had doubts as to his ability to do all the things required of him.

Chanel had no mercy on him. She watched him for doubt, got mean and demanded that he give it his all, and said, “There are women in there that would slice your throat if they find out you’re undercover. Some of those women are going to be stronger than you. You better fucking learn your lessons well.”

Jesse tried.

That afternoon they went to the doctor’s office.

The doctor asked no questions, didn’t ask for forms to be filled out, or anything. She merely put Jesse on a table and began injecting a liquid into his pectorals. It was just a series of pricks, no worse than getting a tattoo, but his pecs turned into boobs, and they grew and grew.

“You want me to do a little liposuction? Maybe put the fat back in his buttocks?”

Chanel nodded. “Absolutely.”

Jesse wanted to object, but he didn’t. He had now committed to this assignment, and he wasn’t going to back out. Besides, everything was supposed to be reversible once his assignment was over.

The doctor put him under for the liposuction, and he had no dreams. Just a faint memory of vacuuming in his mother’s house when he was a child. His mother made him do all the housework, and it wasn’t a good dream.

When he woke up he was startled by how thin his waist was, and how big his breasts were.

“These are too big,” he choked.

Chanel just helped him put on a bra, and then they seemed even bigger.

They walked out of the doctor’s office, and Jesse had to get used to a whole new body.

He was over balanced on top, and his butt rubbed inside his pants too much.

Heck, his ass was now fat, and his figure was like an hourglass.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

Chanel kept a smirk hidden.

They didn’t go back to the motel, they went to a beauty salon.

Again, nobody said anything. Everything had been arranged before hand, and the women went about their business without any chatter.

And Jesse noticed something.

His penis was no longer getting hard.

He had gotten excited when Chanel had rubbed the super Nair on him. He had even gotten a little excited when the doctor was working on him. Being a man he often got excited, but now…he wasn’t getting excited. At all. And it felt different.

He was having his hair washed when the impact hit him. He sat up, shrugged off the woman washing his hair and looked at Chanel, who was sitting across the room reading a fashion magazine.

“What’d you do to me.”

She knew exactly what he was talking about. “Lupron. It lasts three months.”

They stared at each other. Jesse wanted to get up and walk out. The only thing that stopped him was that it was already done.

He was seriously considering a lawsuit, however.

He lay back in the chair and the girl continued washing his hair.

Jesse was put through the court system in quick fashion. He was arraigned, spent a few days in the county lock up, then demanded his trial within 30 days, got it, and was sent to California Institution for Women.

No guards were in on it, but he had a lawyer who was, and a couple of cops said what they were supposed to say, and nobody suspected that he was a plant.

He rode a grey bus with bars on the windows, he shuffled with a half dozen other girls, and did his best to act like a female convict.

CIW is a sprawl of about a half dozen connected buildings looking somewhat like a half ‘H,’ and a dozen smaller buildings and minor complexes. It is surrounded by fences topped with concertina wire and has guard towers.

It is not as strict and mean as a men’s prison, but it is still not a pleasant place.

It has a peculiar odor, sweat and grime not concealed by cleaning odors.

It is run on a clock, and women must be in the right time and the right place.

There are a lot of guards, and the guards are protected by locking doors. They carry keys, radio, body alarms, stab resistant vests, flashlights which can double as clubs, and so on.

They wear pants and stiff cotton blouses.

And this was what Jesse stepped into when he stepped off the transport bus.

“Toe the line! Toe the line!” Guards came down the line. They were no nonsense and didn’t want to chat. All they were interested in was getting the ladies processed in.

Jesse stood in line outside one of the administration buildings, and was finally called in.

“State your name.”

“Jesse Rutherford.”

“Rutherford, Jesse. Through that door.”

A doctor saw him, but only superficially. “Any diseases…” and he named off a long list of sicknesses.

“No.”

He was inspected eyes and ears and mouth, then passed to the next station. The Doc totally missed the fact that Jesse was a man. But then he wasn’t just near-sighted, he was ‘near-minded.’

Jesse was told to strip, given underwear, and told to dress.

Fortunately, he had been doing exercises to protect and strengthen his boobs, because they didn’t give him a bra.

Nor pads, nor a hard handled tooth brush, nor anything else that could be used as a weapon.

By evening he was assigned a cell in D block. He would have a roomie, was allowed mail and phone calls and three books (softbound). The books could be exchanged at the prison library (when he finally checked them out), and other than that, he was a prisoner.

Prisoner 21534 under the California BOP. BOP stood for ‘Bureau of Prisons.’

Carrying his extra underwear, toilet paper and other odds and ends, he walked into cell 114 in D block.

A woman smoking a cigarette was sitting on a bunk. She wasn’t laying down because it’s against the rules to go to sleep before nine o’clock.

She was grey haired, a bit scraggly, but relatively clean. She was missing a tooth, her eyes were blue, but so pale the color could only be discerned when in the proper lighting.

The woman stared at her.

Jesse had been given a crash course in prison etiquette. Not too many friends, not too few. Don’t borrow or gamble. Pay all debts promptly. And so on.

He looked at prisoner 17498, Debby Johnson, and said, “I’m assigned to this cell. Which is your bunk?”

The cell was eight feet long, a bunk with a thin mattress on each side, a toilet and a sink at the end.

The woman said nothing.

Jesse took in the bunks, then put her stuff on the bunk on the right.

The woman said nothing.

Jesse sat down and said nothing.

“Debra Johnson. Call me Debby.”

They were standing in line outside their cell the next morning. A guard was going up the line and looking at faces and making marks on a clipboard form.

“Jesse Rutherford.”

They spoke in low voices, not wanting to be dinged for talking in line. They could do pretty much what they wanted, as long as they weren’t caught. then it was the hole, solitary, for a month.

The guard came, passed.

“When do we eat?”

“When Bitch Face finishes the count.”

Bitch Face was the nickname for Adriana Bitford. Nobody spoke to the guards except when directly spoken to, and then every guard was ‘Ma’am,’ or ‘Sir.’

They started to move, a single line that moved outside to a yard, then broke up into twos and threes.

Debby had a friend, a lover, actually, and she allowed Jesse to tag along. That was good, because Jesse knew he had to build a small group of friends. He was going to need people to watch his back, and he was going to have to watch their backs.

Food was mush, toast, OJ or coffee, a congealed yellow clump that was supposed to be eggs, but didn’t really look like it.

Or taste like it.

Still, Jesse choked it down.

And he listened to Debby and her lover, Shiela, talk about things. Mostly innocuous things, a complaint about an English class needed for a GED, some guard could go fuck themselves, that sort of thing, but there wasn’t any real animosity.

Jesse told them he had been arrested for prostitution and stabbing a John who was roughing her up. It established him as potentially violent, able to take care of himself, and yet not a serious offender.

And he learned the names of people, listened carefully, and tried to use all his knowledge to offend no one, protect himself, and begin the process of finding out who was in charge of drugs.

ONE WEEK LATER…

It was past nine, still a half hour before lights went out, and Jesse was lying on his bunk. His head was towards the back of the cell and a bible was propped open on his knees. He had no religious calling, but a bible was a thick book which could be used to protect oneself from a knife, or used to bash somebody in the throat.

Debby was on the other side, head to the rear, smoking a cigarette and talking about being part of a gang.

Men’s prisons the gangs are ferocious, and deadly.

Women’s prisons the gangs are there, not usually so violent, but could be.

Jesse felt the atmosphere of the cell change. He lowered the bible.

Brenda Lopez and two other ladies stood at the door.

They walked in. They had committed a ‘no no’ in entering a cell without being invited, but they were cock of the walk bullies and they broke rules to make points. The point here was that Jesse wasn’t safe in their presence.

Debby sat up, looked at Brenda.

Brenda had, against rules, styled her hair, wore thicker than usual make up, and had a drop tattooed at the corner of one eye. She was wearing a bra, a real one, which was against the rules.

Her eyes were flat, lifeless, black as shiny marbles.

She looked at Debby. “Out.”

Debby didn’t even glance at Jesse. She just scuttled out of the cell.

Jesse stood up. He had been picked for this assignment because he was slender and short, and now that was working against him. He might have some male muscle, but the two girls siding Brenda were taller and heavier than him. They had muscles from lifting weights, and their eyes showed no expression at all.

“You want drugs.”

Jesse said nothing. He positioned himself for a fight.

“I can get you drugs, but you have to check out first.”

He kept his eyes on the two big women and  was thinking of ways to dismantle them.

He knew they had come for a fight. What he didn’t know was why. And if Brenda was going to sell him the drugs, why would she want her girls to beat him up first?

“And we have to be sure that you won’t rat.”

Then Jesse got it. It was a test, a warning, a way to put the fear of them into him and make sure he never squealed.

Brenda nodded, one of the girls moved forward, and Jesse steeled himself to take it. To take whatever they dished out, to act weak, to not show any of his abilities to protect himself

The girl punched him on the cheek, and he went down. He fell back on his bunk and the two girls dog piled him. They punched him and kicked him, grabbed his hair and slapped him.

Jesse might have been able to stand up to them, but maybe not. He took the beating, and by the time they were done he had figured out how to cry and beg. It was easy with their brutal instructions.

Then, abruptly, the girls stood back.

Brenda sat on his bunk, she caressed Jesse’s now bedraggled hair. She kissed his cheek. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

Jesse was glad he had been able to cry.

“We’ll take care of you, you’ll get your drugs, but if you even think of being a snitch…you won’t be walking out of here. Come see me at the end of the week.”

She kissed him then, right on his bruised lips. It was a tender kiss, a mother’s kiss, then she felt his boobs.

“Nice. You want to earn some money? I got some guards who need a little. It’d go a long way towards paying for your drugs.”

Jesse sniffled, here it was, the thing he dreaded. “I…I can’t.”

“There, there,” Brenda held him gently. “I understand if you don’t want to, but…”

“No! I mean I really can’t!”

Something in Jesse’s voice made the woman hesitate. “Why not.”

Jesse whispered, “I’m transitioning.”

There was a pause, and Brenda looked at her girls, who actually had expression now. This was something new.

Brenda sat back, held Jesse with stiff arms and forced him to look at her. “What do you mean?”

“I’m transitioning. I need hormones. I’m halfway and…”

Jesse continued, adding sobs and looking at Brenda beseechingly for understanding.

Brenda said: “Why’d they let you in here?”

“They didn’t know what else to do with me. They can’t put me in a men’s prison, the men would rape me, so they put me in here.”

Brenda stood up. “Take your clothes off.”

Jesse sat on the edge of the bed and undid his shirt.

Brenda stared at his boobs. She reached down and felt them. “Nice.” Then she gave a hard squeeze that made Jesse yelp.

“Take off your pants.”

Jesse pulled off his pants, and his underpants, which were sort of like panties, but made out of thicker, non-stretch material.

His cock was pulled back between his legs with a piece of material. He untied the material, pulled his limp penis forward.

“Shit,” said one of the girls.

“He really is,” muttered the other one.

The bad news was that Jesse saw their eyes brighten up, become lustful.

In a prison of women a lot of women turned lesbian, at least for the length of their sentences.

“He’s pretty,” said the first one.

“Call her a ‘she,’” said Brenda. She had lust in her eyes, but dollar signs, too. She could sell the guards a trans easily.

“Can I get dressed?”

Brenda knelt, reached out for his cock. She held it, and it just lay there, limp, like a slug on downers. “Why doesn’t it get hard?”

“They gave me something.”

“They don’t just give you stuff.”

Jesse admitted, “They gave me a choice, men’s prison, or this place, but I had to volunteer for chemical castration. It won’t last forever, but…they don’t have to worry about me fucking somebody.”

Brenda smiled. “Yes, they do. You’re going to make us a lot of money, Jesse Rutherford.”

“Please, I just want to do my time!”

“Do you want those hormones? Hormones are pricey, rare, especially in a place like this. You want the drugs you’re going to need to work with us.”

Jesse put misery in his eyes. He snuffled. He wiped the tears from his eyes.

Brenda turned to her two comrades. “She’s under our protection now. Spread the word.

The two large women nodded. One of them looked at Jesse and licked her lips.

Brenda smiled at the one who had demonstrated her lust. “Don’t worry, you’ll get yours. But we need to set this up first.” She turned to Jesse. “We’ll check you out, and you’ll get your drugs, but there’s a price, and you better be willing to pay. ‘Cause if you don’t you’ll think that beating we gave you was fun. And if you do check out,” she smiled and put her hand to the side of Jesse’s head. She ran her hand through his hair, “then you’ll have an easy time of it here. Got that?”

Jesse nodded.

Brenda leaned down then and kissed him. Full on the lips. She took her time and let Jesse see the soft side. Then she let go and the three women left the cell.

A minute later Debby came back into the cell.

Jesse was still sitting on his bunk.

“What’d they want?”

Jesse sighed. He was over crying now, but he still had traces of tears on his cheeks.

So Jesse told her. And he told her everything. He explained how he was a man. He explained about transitioning. And he explained that he needed hormone therapy and that Brenda would provide it. For a price.

“Oh, man,” said Debby, when Jesse was finished. “You’re on a dangerous path. That gang is serious shit. You better be real careful.”

Jesse nodded. “I will.”

Inside he was thinking that he now had a lead. Brenda was either the ringleader, or she knew who it was. And if Jesse could bide his time, put up with what they were offering, he would be out of here, and he would be out of undercover work, with a promotion and money and a serious record.

When the lights went out he lay on his side, facing away from Debby, and he smiled.

Brenda meant business. She was also well connected.

Jesse was given a cushy job in the library, he worked a couple of hours shelving returned books, then could sit around reading magazines and filing his nails.

And he was given hormones. Lots of hormones. And this was something he hadn’t planned on.

He looked female because of the implants, exercise, a few small things like plumped up lips, but he had no plans to actually take hormones. Now he was forced to take hormones. He actually reported to the infirmary and the prison doctor gave him injections.

Good Lord, the prison doctor was in on it?

And the hormones the doctor gave him were strong. Within a week he could see the effects. His face started changing, his muscle mass went down, he felt awkward, uncoordinated, and he was having emotional spells.

As he cop he had discipline, he could control himself, but these hormones were more than discipline.

He had crying jags. He got angry. He felt mopey and just wanted to lay on his bunk and think dire.thoughts.

All of which was fine with Brenda.

Brenda checked on him several times a day. She touched him, brushed his hair, and cooed, “You’re going to make us so much money.

The good side to this is that if somebody had a problem they would come see Brenda, and it didn’t seem to matter that Jesse has in her arms.

She just held Jesse close, smothered his face in her boobs, and conducted business while laying on the bed.

Business like how much of what drug to order. How much to pay who, on the inside and the outside. Who to discipline.

Who to discipline was the one. People who raised Brenda’s ire suffered everything from loss of privileges to harder work to fines (cigarettes) to…being trashed in the exercise yard.

She tended to stay away from the physical punishment, but Jesse was witness to two broken limbs and a murder.

The murder was not fully intended, but when Debby’s thugs went after someone…accidents happened.

But the days passed, more evidence was gathered, more crimes were committed, and more hormones dispensed.

A month passed, and Jesse had enough, except for one thing: he didn’t know who the big wheel was. Somebody was in charge of the criminal enterprise that the CIW had become. Somebody who had connections on the inside and the outside.

Jesse explored, as best he could, connections with vendors, guards, and anybody who had access to the prison but could walk freely in the outside world.

Nothing. Nada. Zip.

She even tried asking outright, on one of those times when Brenda was in an expansive mood.

Brenda smiled and wagged her finger. “Never ask, my little man-bitch.”

Jesse knew, from things overheard, that he was about to be put to work. Work would consist of having to give blow jobs, sleeping with other women in the prison. He would be given a strap on for those occasions. And even sleeping with men.

Jesse had no intention of going that far. He was already worried about all the hormones he had taken, he didn’t want to worry about his asshole, or getting an STD, or anything like that.

So it was time to call it quits.

Time to call in the cavalry.

Time to get back to being himself.

His connection, for ending his undercover work, was a watch commander. He had easy access, could walk into the watch commander’s office at any time and just announce himself, and that would be that. He would be removed from the prison instantly. He would receive medical attention, he would make his statements, and the criminal enterprise in the CIW would be over.

Let the people above him narrow in on the big boss. Let the interrogators find out who was giving orders. He was done.

Right after breakfast, instead of going to the library, Jesse walked to the watch commander’s office.

For more than a month the watch commander had ignored him, kept his secret, but she gave him her total attention when he said, “I’m Jesse Rocks. I’m undercover, and it is time to terminate my assignment. I’d like you to get in touch with Captain Chanel Bisbee.”

The Watch Commander was a beefy woman. Her name was Wanda Brent. She had a square face, thin lips, and blocky tits. She sat up straight and gave a wan smile. “Hello, Jesse. Do you have sufficient evidence?”

That should have alerted Jesse right then. How much evidence he had was of no concern to the Watch Commander.

“I do.”

“Excellent.” She picked up her phone and dialed a number. She smiled a hard smile at Jesse and said, “Officer Jesse Rocks is ready to be extracted. Un huh. Two hours. Of course.” She hung up the phone.

“Okay, Jesse, let’s get an initial statement on the record.”

She reached into a drawer and took out a tape recorder.

Again, Jesse was so relieved to be done with this that the alarm bells didn’t go off.

For an hour they sat in the office, Jesse talking, Wanda asking questions.

Jesse outlined the structure of the criminal empire within the grey walls, named names, gave descriptions and dates and times.

Finally he was done. He heaved a sigh and sat back.

“Well done, Jesse,” said Wanda. She put the tape recorder back in her desk drawer. “We’ve still got an hour left. Is it okay if we put you in solitaire for that hour? I don’t want to risk anybody finding out about you.”

“Well, I guess.” And the first hint, way back in his cranium, of something being off sounded.

Wanda called in four guards. “Ladies, please take the prisoner to solitary confinement. Cell six.

Jesse stood up and was marched through the prison by the four guards. They were all bigger than him, bigger even than Brenda’s thugs.

They entered the unit housing prisoners assigned to solitary confinement and took him to the last cell in the row of cells.

The door was opened and Jesse stepped in.

The cell was bare bones. A metal bed, a hole in the floor for pooping. a spigot out of the wall.

Crap.

Well, that was okay. He could handle an hour of this.

He turned, opened his mouth to say something, and one fo the guards was standing right behind him.

“Snitch.”

She closed the door, clang, and locked it.

“Hey!”

But the door was solid, only a small slid panel for guards to look in on him.

“Hey!” He pounded on the door.

He couldn’t even hear their footsteps as they retreated.

But why had she called him a snitch?

Nobody was supposed to know!

And the alarm bells suddenly went off.


PART TWO

An hour passed.

Jesse lay on the cold metal of the bunk. Then he sat up, got up, walked in a small circle.

The metal of the bed was too cold to sit or sleep on.

He would be sleeping on the cement floor.

There was no toilet paper. He would have to wipe and then wash his butt using the spigot.

There was no sound. It was the first time in his life Jesse had ever been in a situation where he couldn’t hear any noise.

He leaned against the hard, metal door and listened. Pressed his ear against the door and…he could hear a distant…something. A laugh? A curse? He didn’t know.

He walked in circles some more, and he worried.

Something was wrong. That ‘snitch’ remark, being truly ex-communicado, what was going on?

The Watch Commander was in on it, that was for sure.

Brenda no doubt knew about him by now.

But where was Chanel Bisbee?

Hell, she wouldn’t even know about this. So…what was he going to do?

Another hour passed. And another one.

He was hungry now. Prison food wasn’t too nourishing anyway, and he hadn’t eaten much of his breakfast. Heck, he had figured he would be free within an hour or two. He would be able to go to a Denny’s or something and eat all he wanted to.

More hours passed, and more.

He was aware of the effects of solitary. He knew he would become disoriented, lose track of time.

He tried counting the seconds, and that actually helped.

He did a series of exercises, wishing that this simple routine could divest him of boobs and return his svelte figure to something approximating maleness.

More time passed.

And more.

He felt his face. No trace of beard. Not any more.

He pooped. He drank the brackish water.

More time.

Had a night passed? Or was he already losing it.

By the time the cell door opened again he was starving, dizzy, and scared.

Were they just going to let him die there?

But then the door opened.

Jesse was sitting on his bunk. He was using his blouse to protect his asshole from the cold, and shivering, his boobs occasionally quivering.

“Hi, Jesse.”

Chanel Bisbee stood in the doorway. She was smiling, enjoying his misery.

“Oh, my god!” His voice was a little ragged. He stood up and hurried to Chanel.

She entered the cell, pushed him back. He was weak now, and she was strong to begin with, and she handled him with no trouble.

“What…aren’t you going to let me out?”

She pushed him down on the bed. “Nope.”

She backed up a bit, leaned against the cell wall.

“What’s going on? What are you doing?”

“Do you remember your last undercover assignment?”

“Yes.”

“It was bikers, and while it was a bust, you hurt them. To be part of their organization, to be part of a brotherhood, and for you to betray them like that.”

“They were criminals.”

“But what is a criminal. Did you know that the United States has more people in prison per capita than any other country in the world? We are living in a country with millions of people in prison. Sure, there are the really bad guys, murderers and rapists and such, but 90% are guilty of non-violent crimes. Probably 90% of those were just trying to survive.”

“You’re saying the bikers were just trying to survive?”

“I’m saying that the government is worse than the bikers. Or many of the so called ‘criminal’ groups out there.”

“So…what? You’re putting me in prison for being part of the good guys?”

“Seeing as how you belong to a criminal organization—“

“Bullshit!” Jesse yelled.

Chanel held her hands up, “Hear me out before you yell bullshit. I could just walk out right now, and then where would you be?”

Jesse clamped his mouth shut.

Chanel nodded, then continued. “Seeing as how you belong to a criminal organization, an organization who provides taxes by writing tickets without regard for the people you are supposed to be ‘protecting and serving,’ an organization who arrests people merely on the whims of your masters, an organization who believes they are elite and above the law, who trample on rights and squashes anybody who stands against their authority, we have decided to put you in prison.”

Jesse said nothing. His mind was going wild, however. thoughts were spinning through his psyche like a wildfire through a fire works factory.

“This will serve two purposes. One, it will remove you from the ranks of those who would suppress bikers.”

“Revenge,” Jesse muttered.

She smiled, “I won’t argue with your viewpoint, only attempt to change it. And the second purpose is it will allow us to re-educate you.”

Jesse’s eyebrows dipped together.

“We must attempt to make a functioning member of a better society.”

“What does that mean?”

“You were willing to betray bikers, your friends, and then you were willing to become a woman and climb the hierarchy of those who imprison helpless Americans. So a woman shall you be. Furthermore, when you have convinced us that you are sincere, we will allow you limited work. Eventually you will be adjudged to have mended your ways, and have made amends for your crimes. Or you will not, and you will spend the rest of your life in cells like this one.”

She smiled, and it was obvious she was done.

Jesse took deep breaths.

“I’m convicted of being a cop, and sentenced by a…a…what? Who passes sentence on me?”

Chanel calmly stated, “Jesse, let this be the beginning of your re-education. If you ask any citizen what cops have cost them and they will think, and realize that cops have cost the average citizen enormous amounts of money, and that is before the price tag of simply supporting them. If you ask the average citizen about the legal system they will admit that the legal system is a parasite upon society. They sit in their ivory towers and pass judgment without regard for the misery they are creating. They make pronouncements based on arcane law that benefits them and no one else. They fill the prisons and think they are better than everybody else. Ask anybody of a reasoning mind and they will say there is no law, that the law is a sham.”

“And you have a better way?” Jesse blurted.

“Of course we do. We’ve been working on it for decades, from inside the very prisons to which you relegate the people of society to rot. You will learn of this in due course, as you become re-educated. And you will be free to disagree. But you won’t get out of here until you have done your amends and proven that you are willing to be a kind person.”

“And how do I prove I am a kind person?”

“You wanted to be a woman, now you can be one.”

Chanel started to move towards the door.

“Wait a minute! I didn’t ask to be a woman! You virtually forced me into being one!”

“A moot point,” murmured Chanel, and she closed the door.

Clang.

And this time the sense of hopelessness was infinite.

Jesse sat in his cell, and now he had amazing things to think about.

He wasn’t getting out. He was in a maximum security wing of a prison, no access to lawyers, judges, other cops…nothing.

And this insanity of there being a whole new culture, undermining society from within, creating a whole new system of cops and robbers, judges and government, and…and at the end of his conjecturing he was still in jail.

The door opened. Two beefy guards, one holding a taser, the other one put a tray upon the floor.

At least they weren’t going to starve him.

But halfway through a halfway decent meatloaf, with real vegetables, he wondered what was in the food.

He hadn’t been taking his hormones. He hadn’t been to the doctor for shots, and…had they put the hormones in his food?

Then he had the bad thought that maybe they had given him all the hormones he needed. Maybe he was done, and the change into being a woman was all done.

He looked down at his body. He was round bottomed, full chested, thin waisted. He didn’t have a mirror, but he knew he looked different. His cheeks were different, fat deposits had moved around.

If anybody saw him now, would they recognize him? Or would they just see a woman.

And what about his cock? Was it going to be limp for three months? Or had they given him more of that chemical, castrated him for years. Or…forever.

Still, he finished his meal. He was starved, after all.

Later they came and collected the tray, and one of the guards tossed a blanket and a pillow into the cell.

They weren’t thick, but they were something, and he curled up on his bed and worried.

Time passed.

He was eating three squares a day.

He was lonely.

He did exercises every once in a while, and hoped that he would survive.

The door opened.

Chanel.

“Hello, Jesse.”

Jesse nodded.

“You’re looking well. Are you bored yet?”

“Yes.”

He was sitting on the side of his bunk, staring at her.

“Would you like to have some sexual activity?”

“What kind of sexual activity.”

“We’ve got a lot of women in this place that want to feel a man.”

“Even if that man is no longer a man?”

“Oh, you’re a man, at least for a while, but that is going to be up to you. You see, we’ll do this in gentle stages. You’ll have sex, and they will tell you how wonderful it is to be with a man. You’ll start to think about it. Your imagination will be spurred. EVentually you’ll wonder if you can do the things these women can do. You’ll wonder about sucking cock, you’ll think about what it would be like to take it up the—“

“You’re making me into a homosexual.”

“No…no. We’re not making you into anything. It’s all choice. You can spend the rest of your life here and…that’s okay. Whether you get curious about life outside these walls is up to you.”

“I’m not curious.”

Chanel smiled. “Well, okay. Then I won’t bother you for a while. See ya.”

She closed the door.

Time passed like a speck of sand blowing over a desert. The desert never ended, and Jesse was left looking for a horizon, an event, that would never come.

He ate, and the food was okay. Not a steakhouse, but it wasn’t the normal gruel that prisons have. It wasn’t oatmeal and toast and macaroni and artificial cheese and fruit cups and…stuff.

It was hamburgers and vegetables. Tuna fish and potatoes. chicken and rice. Nothing fancy, just common, day to day fare.

He wouldn’t get skinny, but he wouldn’t get fat. In fact, his body seemed to be doing well.

Summer came to an end. The relentless heat of San Berdoo gave way to a fall coolness. He wouldn’t need an extra blanket, but…he curled himself into his one blanket and wished to be somewhere else.

Out of there.

His apartment. And he wondered about his apartment. When he was undercover he still had to figure out things like apartments and car payments and so on.

But now he couldn’t.

Would his apartment get…taken from him? Would he be evicted?

And would his car get repossessed?

He didn’t have much family, an ex-wife…would she wonder what happened to him? There was no alimony or anything…so, would she even think about him?

Days passed, just flipped like the pages of a calendar, and he went from worry to wonder.

Would he disappear from life?

And what if he did go along with the program? Would they let him re-establish his identity? Would they build him a new one?

The door opened.

Chanel. ‘Hi, Jesse.’

Yak, yak, yak.

The cell closed.

Probably half a dozen times, then, one day, he didn’t plan it, he didn’t come to a solid conclusion, he just said, “Okay.”

He’d been in solitaire for a couple of years. Never mistreated, just ignored, left to himself.

Four guards came for him. He was given a bra and a dress. He put them on and walked in the middle of the guards to the next building over.

He almost cried when he saw the sun. The guards allowed him a moment to gawk, to fall to his knees and clutch blades of grass.

They understood.

And he realized that as a cop, amongst cops, in a legal system that might be jaundiced and perverted, he never would have been allowed to smell the flowers.

He would have crossed the concrete from one cell to another…stay in line, hurry up, get in there…

He entered the next building over and walked down a hallway.

It was constructed of cinder block and cement, it was a prison, but it had paintings on the walls, and the walls had been painted pleasant colors, and when he walked into the room he was astounded.

A thick rug on the floor. A wide bed against one wall. A wet bar in a corner. A window with blinds that could be turned so he could see the outside world.

Not that there was much to see, but…he could see.

And a bathroom! With a shower and a sink and a porcelain toilet.

“Have a seat, Jesse. Someone will be in to see you in a short while. If you wish to take a shower you’ve got time.”

Jesse took a shower. Hot water. For two years he had been scooping water out of a spigot and slapping it on himself, air drying, and…he took a real shower, and there was a towel folded over a bar.

He dried himself off and looked down at his dick.

It was still limp.

But in a weird way…he didn’t care.

So what if he couldn’t get it up?

A couple of years in solitary and…so what?”

He opened the blinds and stared at the world. A fence, hills, off to the side a guard tower.

The door opened and he spun around.

“Hi, Jesse.”

She was a redhead. She was wearing the regulation grey uniform of a prisoner, but under that uniform she had a body.

“They said you’re supposed to service me.”

Service her. Huh!

Jesse sat down on the bed and waited. He didn’t speak, he was afraid to speak, but that would pass.

She came to him, and he kissed her and held her and cried.

“It’s okay, Jesse. You don’t have to cry.”

Slowly, his sniffles died down.

“They told me you’ve been in solitaire for over two years. Is that right?”

He nodded.

“And you’re a man?”

He nodded.

She reached under his towel and felt his penis. “Does it get hard?”

“No.”

“Can I try to make it hard?”

He nodded.

She pushed him back then, she was actually hungry for sex.

Of course she knew what sex was, she had had lots of jailhouse sex, but Jesse had pretty much forgotten what sex was like.

But she reminded him.

She touched his mouth, his face, his body, with her soft, plump lips. And where she touched was electrified and brought to life.

She gave him the blow job to end all blow jobs. She held his tool in her mouth, worked her tongue, touched his anus with a finger.

He loved it, he loved the sensation, and it did make him horny, but with no hammer how do you drive the nail?

Once awakened, however, he became insatiable. He fondled her breasts and mouthed her nipples.

He slid down and kissed and tongued her vagina.

He had no boner, but he was even hornier for that, and he was like a man obsessed. Or…a woman obsessed.

He sculpted her with his hands and was aware of how grody his fingers were. He missed his fingernails.

He lifted her buns and fed at her trough.

She groaned and came, and he wanted more.

Now he didn’t care if he came, he just wanted to make her cum.

And again and again and again.

“You’re a nice person,” said the girl.

“No,” he said. They were holding each other on the bed. Whispering in each others ears. Breast to breast, hearing their hearts pound against each other.

“No, you are. And you’re beautiful. I hope I get to see you again.”

Jessie wondered at that. Beautiful. He had never been called beautiful in his life, and yet she had said he was.

And he couldn’t help himself. “What’s it like to fuck a man?”

She told him in muted tones. She told him of enjoying the hardness of a man, and how to make him squirt. She told him of the comfort and security of being held by muscular arms. She told him how it felt to be expanded when he enters, and how the thrill shot through the whole body and drove a girl right out of her senses.

The door opened.

They came for Jesse regularly after that. Every two or three days they would march him over to the building with the rooms.

He made love to a variety of women. Blondes, brunettes, old, young, chubby, skinny.

A lot of them were guards, just collecting on their perks. Quite a few were prisoners. Given special attention for being accommodating.

A couple of times women came in from the outside world. Rich, smelling of money and fancy perfume. Wearing clothes much to expensive for him. Silk dresses, underwear, nylons.

On those days, the night before he would be given something nice to wear, and a guard would check on his hygiene, make sure he was feminine and ready to go.

And time passed, now measurable by sensual interludes, punctuated by faces that smiled at him and even showed concern. Bodies that wanted to give pleasure as much as receive it.

Through it all he remembered that he was a he. No matter how beautiful, he had a dick.

A year passed, and the door opened.

“Hi, Jesse.”

“Hi, Chanel.”

“How are you doing?”

“Pretty good.”

“We think so, too. Would you like to have a hard on?”

Jesse went silent.

He never came, and though he didn’t have the amount of testosterone he would have had as a male, he had some. And it built. And it made him horny. And he wanted a boner.

He wanted to fuck a woman in the way a man fucked a woman. He wanted to penetrate her, feel her sigh, make love to her with a real cock.

Not the strap on he sometimes used, but a real, live, flesh and blood boner.

“I would,” he managed to get out.

“Here is a pill. Take it before you go to bed tonight, and you’ll be hard all day long. Super viagra. You haven’t fucked for a long time, so remember to be gentle. Don’t use your penis to please yourself, but to please those who have earned time with you.

She put a pill on the floor, turned to walk out.

“Am I earning you money?” It burst out of him.

She turned and smiled. “Oh, yes. You’re worth a lot of money. The ladies like you, they request you. Would you like to try a man?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to.”

She accepted that at face value. “Okay.”

She left.

He took the pill when he went to bed.

He had dreams that night. Odd dreams, like whales rubbing up against each other as they passed.

But he didn’t remember anything specific when he awoke.

And when he awoke he had a boner.

He stroked it slowly, savored it, wished to be hard forever.

The guards came for him about ten o’clock. They escorted him to the building with the rooms, and when they left him he had the feeling they didn’t go far.

Were they worried that having a boner might make him a little rambunctious?

Maybe.

A woman entered the room. She was from out of prison. She was elegant, had pearls which she took off and placed on the dresser next to the bed.

She smiled at Jesse, and took off her clothes.

Jesse sat on the bed, his hands folded between his legs, holding his hard on.

It was bigger than he remembered, but then maybe the pill he had taken had made it bigger.

You never could tell.

The woman came to him, pushed him back on the bed and climbed on top of him.

No foreplay, no chit chat, just get down and dirty.

She rode him firmly, smiling at him. She bent her head and kissed his nipples. She kissed him. She enjoyed herself.

When she was done she took a short shower. She hummed something in the shower, and Jesse sat on the edge of the bed and listened.

He had cum in her. She had wanted him to. She had squeezed him and seemed to take an inordinate amount of pleasure from making him lose his load.

He thought about it. He had squirted, and…it didn’t mean that much. After a year of pleasuring women, of staying horny, he missed the driving edge of horniness.

It was good, but he wanted to be horny more than he wanted to squirt.

He liked giving pleasure more than he liked receiving it.

She came out of the shower and dressed. She moved elegantly, zipped up her pencil skirt, unbuttoned her blouse, and kept looking over at him.

Done, prepared for the outer world, she came to him, she held his chin in one hand.

“You’re a such a beautiful creature. I’ll tell the guards you need a little make up. It’ll make you feel special.”

Jesse thought about make up a lot when he was back in his cell. He thought how it felt to kiss a woman with make up. How it felt to be kissed by a woman who wore make up.

He loved their beautiful faces.

He realized, in an offhand way, that he was not thinking about himself as a man much.

Even when he had a boner, it was more like a female than a male. which made no sense, and a lot of sense.

The door opened. He heard footsteps receding.

He shuffled to the door and looked down the hall.

The guard was just disappearing through a door into the reception area.

Hanging next to the door was a dress. It wasn’t grey prison garb, it was a pretty dress, silk material, décolleté. High hem. Attached to the coat hanger was a hair brush.

He put the dress on and brushed his hair, and started crying.

He dried his tears and walked down the long hallway.

The guard was there. She watched Jesse with interested eyes. Lustful eyes. Sometimes guards came to him for sex. Always they studied him. with eyes that wanted sex.

“Chanel would like to see you.”

He looked at the glass door. He turned back. “Where do I go?”

“Same place.”

Jesse knew the way. He left the building, walked over to the next building.

He was free, for the first time in years.

Yet, he didn’t think of trying to escape.

He didn’t know what he would do if he did manage to escape. He was such a different person now.

He entered the room, and found Chanel waiting for him. She was sitting on the bed, just…waiting.

“Hello, Jesse.”

“Hi, Chanel.”

“How are you doing.”

“Wonderful.”

“That’s good. Jesse, it’s time for a decision.”

“Yes?”

“Your last decision was whether you wanted to make love to a woman as a woman. You made that decision, and you have flowered. You are quite beautiful now.”

“Thank you.”

“Of course you could use some make up, a little professional help with your hair…fingernails…nylons…nice underwear.”

With each of her utterances Jesse felt himself going more and more in thrall.

He wanted such things.

“Of course, to get those things, and your own room, and other things, you need to make a decision.”

“What decision?”

“You need to learn how to make love to a woman when the woman is emulating a man.”

Jesse pursed her lips and was puzzled.

Chanel smiled. “When the other woman is wearing a strap on.”

Jesse’s breath caught.

When he was a man he could never imagine being a lesbian, but that was, except for the occasional pills, what he was.

But he was being offered the chance to be a woman, and to experience that most manlike of symbols, the cock.

“But that will lead to me making love to a man…to me being the receptacle.”

“All part of your re-education. But take it one step at a time. Learn to make love as a real woman. Don’t think about the future, just accept the reality of what you are now.”

What he was now.

What was he now?

A woman? A half woman? A shemale? A tranny?

He was, in essence, all of those things. And more.

But to take it up the rear…that was another step.

Could he do it?

“But what if I don’t want to make love to a man, further down the road?”

“Then you don’t. But we’re concerned with now. Can you learn to be a woman in that most womanly of ways? Can you?”

Jesse heard himself say, “Yes.”

“Very good. “Would you like a pill?”

Did he want a boner? That would make him feel manly, and that wasn’t what they wanted. Was it what he wanted? Or did he want to be a good citizen and go along with it?

“No.”

Chanel smiled.

“Very good.”

“Would you like to take a shower?”

“Can I take one before and after?”

“Of course. And I brought some body lotion and some make up. We’ll do this right.”

Jesse got undressed, took his shower, and came out.

Chanel brushed his hair and applied his make up. “You’ll have to take classes to do this, you know.”

“I know,” he said.

She showed him how to prepare his face, then she worked on his fingernails. She made them long and red, to match his lips.

Jesse watched himself in the reflection of the window.

Imposed over the fence and the hills, and the far away places of imagination, he was a woman.

He had been born a man, but society had decided he should be otherwise.

Watching himself, Jesse realized that Chanel had stopped working on him. He turned to find her standing there, a large dick sprouting from her junction.

“Are you ready, Jesse?”

He nodded.

She had him sit on the bed, then she pushed him back. She moved between his legs, kissed him passionately, and gripped his limp penis. she lifted him up and pushed lube into him, then she lifted him up and slid her penis into him.

Jesse gasped.

He had enjoyed being fingered, getting lubed, but it was just a tease for the overwhelming sensation of getting opened up.

For the next half hour Jesse learned to whimper, to cry, to arch his back and feel Chanel play with his tits.

He had a minor orgasm.

“That’s a prostate orgasm,” Chanel explained. “You’ll get them more and more. You’ll learn.”

Jessie looked down at the dribble in her hand.

Chanel held her hand up. “Would you like a taste?”

Jesse was frozen.

Chanel licked her own hand. She held it out to him.

“Think about it, Jesse. Think of the warm salty taste, and then think about what it would be like to experience that war, salty taste dripping from you. Think about making a decision.”

Her hand was close to his lips, and his tongue went out. He licked, and closed his eyes, and he imagined.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here are the first two chapters from…

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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