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“Wanna be my wife?”

I was taken aback by the blunt question. I’d only known Meg, my new cellmate, for an hour. We’d been engaging in mundane getting-to-know-you chit chat. The question seemed to come out of nowhere.

I was also taken off guard by the idea of me being her wife, rather than the other way around. Then I remembered that I was supposed to be female.

In this jurisdiction, it was not necessary for someone deemed male at birth to undergo any surgical or hormonal sex change procedures in order to be legally deemed female.  One just had to fill out some paperwork stating that one identified as a female. Faced with two years in prison for credit card fraud, I had lied and claimed to identify as a woman.  I was short, skinny, and pretty much useless at fighting. I wouldn't survive long in a men's prison.  Plus in a women's prison I expected there would be plenty of cock-starved females for me to have fun with.

Meg appeared to be in her mid-twenties, about the same age as myself.  At six foot seven, she was the tallest woman in the prison.  She towered over me;  my face was level with her boobs.  She looked like she spent most of her free time in the prison gym.  Her biceps were thicker than my thighs.  Her tits were the biggest I'd ever seen outside of porn movies.  Her face would have been pretty with a little makeup, but she wasn't wearing any.  Her dark hair was short and spiky.  Tattoos covered most of the skin on her arms. She wore a white tank top and loose-fitting jeans.  One could wear one's own street clothes in this particular low-security prison provided that one obeyed all the rules and kept out of trouble.

I had always had a thing for tall, athletic girls, and the idea of getting it on with Meg was kinda hot. Plus, it occurred to me that with her as my lover, I wouldn’t have to worry about anyone else fucking with me in here.

She mistook my silence for hesitancy.

“You don’t have to be my wife if you don’t want to. I’m not gonna force you. I can have my pick of women in here. But we’re gonna be spending a lot of time together. And you’re kinda cute. So the offer’s there. Think it over.”

“I...I’d love to be your...your wife, Meg.” My heart was pounding. My cock stirred as I imagined myself on top of her. Making her mine.

A wide smile lit Meg’s face. She ran her fingers through my hair, then leaned down and kissed me. Hard. I returned her kiss with enthusiasm. Her huge breasts brushed against me. My cock grew harder. I could hardly believe my good fortune.

“There are some things you need to know, if you’re going to be my wife,” Meg cautioned, pulling back from our kiss.

“Sure,” I murmured.

She kissed me again, even more aggressively. We were sitting on the lower of the cell’s two bunk beds. Her hand snaked around the back of my head, holding me in place. I wasn’t used to women taking the lead like this. To my surprise, I liked it. I placed my hands on her wide hips, then slid them over the beautiful curves of her behind. Our kiss intensified. Then she drew back again.

“I’m very dominant,” Meg warned. “I like my girls submissive and obedient. I have a few rules that you’ll need to follow if you’re my wife.”

Submissive and obedient were not words I would use to describe myself. Yet I felt an odd stirring within me as she said this. I decided to do whatever she asked. I was dying to fuck her.

“My first rule is that you let me control your appearance. I know you're a girl, or you wouldn't be here. But to be honest I was hoping for someone who was born physically female.  Obviously for whatever reason you haven't opted to start transitioning yet, or you haven't had the opportunity to. That’s okay. But I like my women feminine. The more feminine the better.  I’m not into butch girls.”

I nodded. Obviously Meg expected me to wear women's clothing and makeup.  I told myself it was a small price to pay for the chance to have sex with her. Not to mention to gain the status and protection that I presumed would come from being partnered with her.

“I like your hair.” Rock music had had an unexpected resurgence in the last couple of years, and I had been growing my hair long and attempting to teach myself guitar in hopes of forming a band, mostly as a means of scoring with chicks. Meg ran her fingers through my hair, brushing my cheek as she did.

“I like that you're skinny.  I like girls who are slim.  And I like your ass.” She gave my ass an appreciative squeeze. My cock throbbed.

“Your face is good. You have the sort of face that could pass for male or female. With the right makeup, you'll be very pretty.”

To my surprise, I felt an odd excitement stirring inside me. The way she was taking control of me and molding me to suit her needs was—to my complete surprise—turning me on. She was uncovering a side of myself that I hadn’t known existed.

I’m just excited because I’m going to get to have sex with her, I told myself. It’s just the novelty of her being so dominant that’s making me feel this way. It doesn’t mean anything.

“My second rule is that you won’t be allowed to sleep with anyone else.  I can have sex with whoever I want, but I'll expect 100% monogamy from you.”

My eyes widened in shock. I opened my mouth to say that wasn't fair, but thought the better of it. If I wanted to be Meg’s “wife”, I was going to have to accept her rules.

So much for my hopes of getting it on with hordes of cock-starved female prisoners.

Meg grinned.

“My third rule is that you go down on me whenever I want. At least once a day. Fucking doesn't do anything for me.  And I don't like giving head.  Especially to anyone with a cock. But I really like getting head.  I can't seem to ever get enough of it.”

She’s got to be joking! Does she really expect me to get her off with my mouth one or more times a day without her ever going down on me or letting me fuck her?

“You...you’re kidding, right?”

Meg laughed.

“Did you think I was offering you an equal partnership, girl? Did you think when I said I was dominant and like my girls submissive that it just meant that when we fucked I’d go on top?”

I opened my mouth to tell her to forget about it. That she could find someone else to be her submissive little wife. But I didn’t. The thought of being turned into this arrogant, brawny Amazon’s willing sex slave was awakening something in me that I’d never felt before.

What the fuck is this bitch doing to me?

Meg smirked. She seemed to be reading my mind.

“My fourth and last rule is this. I don't want you getting yourself off when we're not having sex.  I like my women horny.”

I stared at her in astonishment.

“Don't worry.  I don't expect you to be celibate.  You can play with yourself whenever you're going down on me.  And if you haven't come yet when I come, don't worry.  You can just keep giving me head and using your hand on yourself until you come.  So you can take as long as you need.  Of course I'll probably get revved up again if that happens, and need you to finish me a second time.  But c'est la vie, right?  Also, any time you're feeling horny and want to come, just tell me.  I'll let you suck me and you can look after yourself while you're doing it.”

It was obvious that she was serious about this.

Just say no. You don’t have to do any of this. Thank her and tell her you’re not interested.

I couldn’t do it. The weird desires she’d set alight were growing stronger. I wanted her to take me and use me as she wished.

“I won’t ever force you to do anything against your will. And you can change your mind any time. Just say the word. Or tap my body or tap the floor a couple of times, and I’ll stop.”

She stroked my hair again, almost lovingly.

“So, you still want to be my wife?”

I swallowed apprehensively.

“Yes.”

She leaned down and kissed me again. Hungrily. Possessively.

Our shared cell was small and narrow.  The bunk beds occupied almost half the space.  The only other furnishings were a metal cabinet with two drawers for personal effects, a lidless toilet, and a tiny sink.  Crumbling cinderblock walls surrounded us on three sides.  The fourth wall, the one facing the corridor, consisted of crisscrossing floor-to-ceiling metal bars with a built-in door.

A blanket was tied to the top of the leftmost bar at the front of our cell.  Meg attached the other end of the blanket to the furthest bar on the right, blocking our view of the corridor and the cells on the other side.  And blocking anyone outside our cell from seeing what was happening within.

“You said your name was Cameron, right?”

“Yes.” I considered myself lucky to have a unisex name, since it meant that I didn't have to change my name to support my identify-as-female claim.

“That's not a bad name.  But I think a more girly name would suit you better.  How about Lily?  I like that name.  It's very feminine.  I'm going to call you Lily. Okay?”

“Well...um...okay.”

“I got you some clothes, Lily.  I'm friends with a girl in the office.  She gave me a heads-up that I was getting a woman who hadn't transitioned as a cellmate.  I was hoping she was wrong, or that there'd be a last minute change, but obviously she was right.  I was hoping we’d hit it off and that you’d agree to be my wife, and I wanted to be prepared. So I got your clothing sizes from her and got you an outfit.  I hope everything fits.”

“Um, okay.  Thank you.”

Meg pulled a cardboard box from the metal cabinet beside our bunks.

“Before we get you into your new clothes, we need to do something about all that body hair. I’m not into hairy women. And we need to do something about your voice.”

“My voice?”

“Yes.  I need you to sound more feminine.” She retrieved a capsule from the box. “Take this.”

“Um, what is it?”

“It's a new medication for male-to-female trans women. It partially paralyses the vocal cords, sort of like the way Botox paralyses the facial muscles, tightening them up so that they're shorter.  It will make you sound like a girl when you talk.  The effect isn't permanent, unfortunately.  But it lasts a few months.  And I can get you more when you need it.”

“Um, are you sure that's really necessary?”

“Don't worry, darling.  This drug is safe.  I don't know how it does it, but it's able to differentiate between the muscles of your vocal cords and all your other muscles.  So the rest of your body won't be affected.  And it apparently self-calibrates so that just the right amount of tightening occurs.  A few of the girls in here who started out as men are using it.  It's really amazing.  They all sound like they were born female.  And none of them had any noticeable side effects.”

I hesitated. I was leery of taking something that would leave my voice feminized for several months. But I wanted to please Meg. I had never wanted to submit to another person like this. To let someone shape and control me this way. And did it really matter if I sounded like a girl while I was in here? It wasn’t like anyone I knew was going to see or hear me.

I accepted the pill.  Meg poured some water into a small glass on the sink and handed it to me. I swallowed the medication.

“I can't wait to hear your new voice.”

I wasn’t quite as enthusiastic. But I did feel a weird curiosity as to what I’d sound like as a girl. And a growing excitement as Meg continued to take more and more control over me. It both horrified and thrilled me.

“Now put on this hair removal cream.”

“Okay.” I accepted the tube of ointment she handed me.

“How often will I need to apply this?” I asked as I uncapped it.

“Never. It's permanent. I used it on myself six months ago, and I haven’t had to shave my legs since.”

I swallowed nervously. And then decided to go for broke. I didn’t want to derail this strange adventure.

At least I won’t have to trouble myself with shaving any more.

I stripped and spread the depilatory over my body.  Meg got me to use it almost everywhere, sparing only the hair on my head, my eyebrows and eyelashes, and a small patch above my junk.  We had to wait ten minutes before it could be removed.  I could feel my skin tingling everywhere it had been applied.

“Now we just wait a few minutes.”

“Sure, no problem.”

A brief silence ensued as we waited for the depilatory and the voice altering drug to take effect.

“So, what are you in here for?” Meg asked.

I had read that one was never supposed to ask a fellow inmate what they were in for.  Of course I wasn't just a fellow inmate anymore.  I was Meg's “wife”.

“Making fake credit cards using stolen identities.”

I hesitated, then asked “How about you?”

“Assault causing grievous bodily harm.  A guy groped one of my friends in a bar, so I punched him and then stomped on his head when he went down.  He was in a coma for six months.”  She grinned sheepishly. “I guess I got a little carried away.”

I didn’t think I could feel any more drawn to Meg, but my desire to be hers grew even stronger. This was a woman who looked after the people she cared about. A protector. I suddenly understood why some women were attracted to “bad boys” like outlaw bikers.

Meg put a finger under my chin and tilted my head up, then leaned down and kissed me.  My cock stiffened at the unexpected show of affection.

“Time to wash the hair removal cream off.”

I washed using water from the sink.  There was no hot water, only cold.  My hair slid away everywhere that I'd used the cream, leaving only smooth, soft skin in its wake. The voice altering drug still hadn’t kicked in.

Meg reached into the cardboard box and pulled out a little black dress, a black thong, and a pair of black stilettos.

“I'll get you more outfits over time, but this will have to do for now.”

She reached into the box again, and this time produced a pair of fake boobs.  They looked astoundingly lifelike.  They were also remarkably large.  Not as large as Meg's, but still massive.  Their nipples were permanently erect.

“I got you these too.  I hope you like them.”

She took out some mascara, eyeliner and lipstick.

“Last but not least, I got you some makeup.  I hardly ever use it myself, but I like it on other women.”

I awkwardly changed into the new clothes.  My new clothes.  I put the fake boobs on first.  They self-adhered to my skin, without any straps or any need for a bra.  Next I put on the thong, then the dress.  The front of the thong was just wide enough to cover my dick and my now-hairless balls.  The black dress was extremely short, and barely covered my ass.  I put the shoes on last.  They added three or four inches to my height, and shifted my body in a way that made me look more feminine.

I attempted to dab on the mascara without poking myself in the eye.  Meg stepped in and helped.  One of her breasts brushed tantalizingly against my shoulder.

“Haven't you ever worn makeup before, Lily?”

“Uh, yeah, of course. I, um, I've just never had anyone show me how to do it properly.  I didn't really understand that I was, you know, a girl until quite recently.”

Meg seemed to accept my impromptu lies. “Don't worry.  I'll teach you.”  She turned me to face her and patiently applied the mascara, eyeliner, and lipstick.

When she was finished, I looked at myself in the small mirror above the sink.  I actually looked like a girl. My arousal had settled down somewhat as I struggled to get into the unfamiliar female attire and then waited for Meg to put on my makeup, but now flared back up. I looked hot.

“You are one sexy bitch, Lily.”

I felt strangely flattered by the coarse compliment.

“Thank you, Meg.”

I gasped.  My voice had changed.  It was much higher pitched now.  I sounded like a girl.  A sultry, sexy girl.

Meg laughed at my shocked expression, then planted another gentle kiss on my lips.

“Your new voice is perfect, Lily.”

“Thank you.” I hoped that Meg was right about the effect wearing off in a few months.  I could manage without body hair, but I would never be able to pass for male with this voice.

Meg ran her fingers through my hair.

“I'm horny as fuck, Lily.  I haven't had anyone go down on me in days...”

She peeled off her T-shirt and tossed it to the floor.  She wasn't wearing a bra.  Each of her boobs was bigger than my head.  My cock started rising to attention.

Meg put a hand on the back of my head and gently but firmly drew me to one of her breasts.  Her big nipples were already puckered and hard.  I kissed a meandering path across the swell of her breasts, moving slowly from one to the other and then back again.  She impatiently nudged me toward the nearest nipple.  I took it in my mouth and sucked.  The nub was as big as the outer segment of my thumb.  Meg sighed happily.  She kept her hand on my head, holding me in place.  My cock was now rigid.

After awhile Meg slowly but inexorably pushed me lower.  I left a trail of kisses down her belly.  Her abdominal muscles were solid and well defined.  The few other girls I'd gone down on had been feminine and soft, and that's how I had always liked it. But my excitement was growing as Meg pushed me lower. My cock strained against my thong and little black dress.

Meg released my head and took a step back when I reached the top of her jeans.  The lighting inside our cell wasn't great, but it looked like there was a bulge beneath the demin.  She undid the button of her jeans and pulled down the zipper.  She wasn't wearing a belt—belts were not allowed in the prison.  I blinked.  Yes, there was definitely a bulge in her jeans.  A large bulge.

What the fuck?

She pulled down her jeans and let them drop around her ankles.  She wasn't wearing panties.

My jaw dropped.

Meg had the biggest clit I'd ever seen.  It was easily eight inches long.  Bigger than my cock.  A lot bigger than my cock.  It jutted stiffly between her big outer lips from the base of her thick, unruly  bush.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“What's the matter, darling?  Haven't you ever seen a clit before?”

“Not one...not one quite this large...”

“I am a little bigger down there than most girls.”  She grinned. “I hope you don't mind.”

Lily’s monster clit looked way too much like a cock for my comfort.  It even had a bulbous tip that resembled the head of a penis. I was horrified. Yet to my astonishment and dismay I was also more aroused than ever.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Meg placed her hands on my head.

“Ready to perform your wifely duty, Lily?” She gazed down at me with a wicked smile.

I could still have backed out. I could have said no. But instead I looked up at her and nodded. I wanted to taste this haughty Amazon. To feel her filling my mouth. To by claimed and owned by her.

She pushed me lower, so that my mouth was level with her clit, then drew me toward herself. 

“Suck me off.”

It's just a clit, I reminded myself.  A really, really big clit.

“Just pretend you're giving a blowjob,” Meg advised. “You've given blowjobs before, right babe?”

“Um, actually no...”

“Really?  You're a girl and you've never sucked off a guy before?”

“Um...I'm not really that much into guys...”

Meg chuckled.

“You really are a lesbian.  That's okay.  I’m not into men either.  I slept with a few back when I was still figuring out who I was.  They just use you and then leave you as soon as they've got what they want or as soon as someone prettier comes along.”

She pushed me a little closer.

“You've had a girl suck your dick, right, Lily?”

“Yes.”

“Just suck my clit the way you like having girls suck your cock.”

She pulled me even closer.  The tip of her clit bumped my lips.  My heart was pounding like a piston.  She stroked my hair.

“Don't worry, Lily. You'll be fine.  You're going to get really good at this.  You're going to have a lot of practice...”

She nudged my lips with her clit.

“I can't wait any more.  Make me come!”

I reluctantly opened my mouth.  Meg drew my head forward, pushing herself in.  Her clit was not only freakishly long but surprisingly thick.  I had to open my mouth as wide as it would go.  Meg relentlessly pushed deeper.  I gagged slightly as she reached the back of my tongue.

“Sorry,” Meg said. “You okay?”

Okay wasn’t quite the word I would have chosen to describe my present state. But I managed a muffled “Yes.”

The gag reflex passed.  Or at least I got it under control.  Meg resumed pushing my head forward, steadily impaling me with her thick female boner. My cock continued to strain against my panties. I was dying to come.

“That's it, girl! You're doing great!”

Meg's clit bumped into the back of my throat. I retched. My eyes watered, streaking eyeliner and mascara down my cheeks.  I loved watching girls getting monster cocks shoved down their throats in porn movies.  I was discovering that it wasn't quite so much fun if you were the girl.

“Now suck it!” Meg exhorted.

I started sucking.

“That's it,” Meg gasped. “Don't stop!”

I didn't stop. Meg's hands held me in place like a vice. I could smell—and taste—her arousal.  It was stronger than that of the handful of other girls I'd been with.  I remembered that during the orientation me and other new prisoners attended shortly after my arrival we were told that we only got access to the showers twice a week due to the need to cut utility costs.

“I hope the smell and taste aren't too strong for you, sweetie,” Meg said cheerfully, seeming to read my mind. “I was in the prison gym working out for two or three hours before the guards brought you to my cell.  I work out every day.  Don't worry, though.  Tomorrow it's our turn in the showers.”

I continued working on Meg.  My jaw started to ache from her thickness. Saliva dribbled uncontrollably in ropey strands from my mouth.  My knees were getting sore from kneeling too long on the concrete floor.

How much longer is it going to take to make her come?

“Sorry hon,” Meg said, seeming to sense what I was thinking. “Sometimes it takes me a while to get there, even when I'm really horny.  You don't need to be anywhere tonight, do you?”  She chuckled.  

Despite my discomfort and humiliation, my cock was so hard it was almost painful.  I suddenly remembered that Meg had told me that it was okay to wank off while I was serving her.  Indeed that was the only time I was going to be allowed to look after my own needs.  I furtively moved my right hand toward my crotch.

“Massage my ass, babe,” Meg instructed.

I placed my left hand on her ass and slowly moved it over her broad, round curves.  I hadn't thought I could get any hornier, but I did.  I quietly slid my right hand under the dress Meg had made me wear.

“Both hands, darling.  I want both your hands on my ass.”

A moan of frustration escaped me.  Her monster clit throbbed.  My frustration seemed to increase her arousal.

Ignoring my own need, I moved my other hand to her butt.  She sighed with pleasure as I kneaded her flesh. Still clutching my head in her iron grip, she thrust her hips.  I grunted as her engorged meat ground into the back of my throat.  She continued pumping her hips, fucking my mouth as if it was a cunt.  She no longer seemed to care if she gagged me or not.  The muscles of her ass tightened and relaxed rhythmically beneath my palms. The smell of her lust was intensifying.  It was almost intoxicating.

I tried discreetly moving one of my hands from her ass to my cock.  Meg immediately objected. “No, no don't move your hand!” 

So much for being allowed to jerk off while I was servicing her.

“Squeeze my ass,” Meg commanded.

I squeezed her shifting buttocks as hard as I could.

“Oh yeah,” Meg gasped.  Her entire body tensed and then quivered.  Her monster clit throbbed violently in my mouth.  Then she was still.  She gently withdrew herself from my abused mouth.

“Can...can I please get myself off now...” I gasped, panting for air.

“Of course you can, hon.  I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to keep you from coming.  I just got carried away....”

I moved my hand back to my crotch.

“You'll need to make me come again, of course. This time I want to sit on your face.  Lie on the floor.”

I almost objected.  I could hardly believe she wanted another go after the shuddering orgasm I'd just given her.  But she had been clear when she'd laid down her rules that if I wanted to masturbate I had to give her head while I did it, even if she had just come.  I reluctantly lay down on the concrete floor.  Meg tossed me the flimsy pillow from my bunk to put under my head.

“You look so cute with that lipstick smeared around your mouth and those tears of mascara down your cheeks,” Meg teased. “I'm getting horny again just looking at you.”

Meg's monster clit had barely shrunk despite her orgasm, and dangled intimidatingly between her legs.  She stepped over my head, putting one foot on each side of me.  She was facing toward my feet, giving me a bottom-up view of her curvy ass.  She lowered herself onto my face.  She planted her knees and shins on my arms and shoulders, pinning them to the floor.  I could still move my hands, and could have tapped the floor to signal I wanted her to stop if I wanted to. But I couldn’t reach my straining cock to bring myself relief.  Was she doing this on purpose?  Or was she just too preoccupied with her own pleasure to consider my needs?

I had no time to ponder this before she sat on me.  Her big ass cheeks buried the upper half of my face.  I could no longer see.  She seemed to be resting her full weight on me.  She was heavy.  My nose was squashed against the flesh between her pussy and ass.  Her vagina was directly over my mouth.

“Stick that tongue in deep, babe!”

I obediently probed her folds.  Her labia were not nearly as oversized as her clit, but they were big.  She was still sopping wet from the orgasm she'd just had.  Warm female cum trickled into my mouth.  The scent and taste of her arousal were stronger than ever.

“Mmmm, that's it. Good girl.”

I felt a weird pleasure as Meg called me her “good girl.”

Meg started riding my face, fucking herself with my tongue.  I groaned as she ground me against the floor.  My neglected cock strained in vain against my clothing.  In this position I was able to thrust upward somewhat, causing my cock to rub against the inside of the satin thong Meg had made me put on, something I hadn't been able to do when Meg had had me on my knees in front of her.  I was on the verge of coming, but couldn't quite get myself over the edge.

Meg grabbed my fake tits and squeezed them, pressing them down against my chest.  She was getting wetter.  I had to swallow.

It didn't take her nearly as long to come this time.  I would find, over time, that once she had her first orgasm, subsequent ones came relatively easily.  Her second orgasm was even more intense than the first.  She actually gushed in my mouth.

Meg's climax pushed me past the point of no return.  I felt myself unloading into the thong.  I moaned into Meg's pussy as I came.  Meg humped my face harder than ever, and shuddered as two or three aftershocks rocked her.

“I'm sorry, babe,” she said, lifting herself off me. “I didn't mean to pin you down like that so you couldn't jill.  I just get so excited sometimes.  But it looks like you came anyway....” She giggled.

“It's okay,” I said, struggling to catch my breath.  My face was slathered with her sticky nectar.  It had even gotten into my hair.  Her raw taste permeated my mouth.

“I need to come again.” Meg sat on the edge of the lower bunk and spread her thighs.  Her giant clit jutted out, still almost fully erect. “Suck me off again.”

I struggled to my knees.  She took my head between her hands and brought it down to her clit.

“You're a great wife, Lily,” Meg said as I serviced her for the third time. “I'm glad you got assigned to my cell.  We're going to have so much fun together!”

She pushed my head lower, driving her monster clit into the back of my throat. I felt her get harder as I retched.

“Tomorrow I'm going to train you to deepthroat me. I love the way my clit feels when I shove it all the way down a girl's throat.”

Oh shit!

Anxiety washed through me as I imagined this muscle-bound goddess pushing her giant clit right down my throat. Yet my cock, already back at half mast, sprang to full attention.

“I'm going to order some hormones for you so you can grow real tits, Lily.  Nice big ones.  There's a new synthetic hormone on the market that can make your boobs grow as big as you want.  I like big boobs.”

I knew from the research I had done as I prepared to claim to be female that hormone-induced breast growth was not reversible.  At least not entirely. If I let her do this, there would be no going back to the way I was.

Meg was pushing my head up and down over her massive clit as she talked, using my mouth as if it were a Fleshlight.  Her movements got faster as she described her plans for me.

“This new hormone does have one unpleasant side effect.  Your cock is probably going to shrink.  But no one's going to be fucking or sucking your cock in here, and you'll still be able to make yourself come with your hand, so it won't matter.

Oh God, she isn’t really going to do this to me, is she?

She giggled, seeming to sense yet again what I was thinking. I could feel her getting close to another orgasm. My cock strained against my panties.

Oh God, how can this be turning me on!

I cursed myself for claiming to be a trans woman so that I could serve my sentence here. I reminded myself that I didn’t have to do this. That I could say no.

But Meg had uncovered a submissive, masochistic side of me that I hadn’t even known existed. And that genie was not going back in the bottle.

I wanted Meg to keep me. I wanted to serve her. To please her. To let her control, use, and mold me as she saw fit.

I wanted to be Meg’s wife.

“I'm going to turn you into the girl you were always meant to be!” Meg promised, seconds before erupting in yet another mammoth climax.
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