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Author’s Note

Here we go, the third installment in this little saga, and it’s got everything.

Prison whores, human traffickers, corrupt judges, and our hero…Sissy Boy.

Will Sissy Boy make good his escape?

Or will he just fall into the hands of a very evil trafficker?

The answer is in these pages, dear reader, so read on!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

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

The matron, Julie, was out to get him. His ex-wife was in on it. Even the psycho, gangster girl in charge of the female unit was pissed at him.

What was he going to do?

What?

Slowly, the cell lightened up, and he realized it was morning.

Fat lot of good that did him.

One more day of being called Sissy Boy. One more night in the whorehouse. And he had eleven and a half months to go.

He’d never make it.

A key turned in the lock on his door and his door was pulled open.

“Let’s go, ladies. Rise and shine!”

Ace sat up and looked at himself. He was a slender man, and the prison matron had gotten him breasts. Big breasts. His cage dangled between his legs, constantly trying to get hard, and constantly failing.

He put his bra and panties on, then pulled on his prison dress. He bent over to tie his tennies and his boobs almost fell out.

“Hey, girlfriend,” came his best friend in prison’s voice. “Let’s go!”

Annie stood at the door, smiling. She had no idea of the calamity that had befallen Ace.

Ace sighed and exited his cell.

“What’s with the frown, clown?”

Ace explained the situation to Annie. When he was done Annie shook her head. “Oh, baby. You got problems. But I wouldn’t worry about it.”

“Why not?”

“Because you still make money. Julie will probably screw you over somehow, but she loves money more than revenge.”

Ace thought about that while they collected their breakfast trays. He was just starting across the dining hall when one foot was kicked behind the other. He tripped and sprawled, and his lunch skidded across the cement floor.

Ace turned, and stared up at Brenda.

He looked across the room. Julie was watching, and grinning.

Brenda was a big girl. Bigger than Ace, and she spent her time lifting weights.

Annie was cut off from him, not that Annie could do much, and Ace got to his feet and brushed a big of egg off his dress.

“How you like that, bitch?” asked Brenda. “Now that you ain’t got no protection?”

Ace knew he had to fight. Julie wasn’t going to protect him, that much was plain.

If he didn’t fight everybody in the cell block would figure him for a weakling and bully him.

Unfortunately, he had always been told not to hit girls.

But he had to. He simply had to.

He summoned up a picture of Brenda in his mind. A picture of her as a man. No tits. Big balls. A dick.

Brenda stepped up to her. “Well, bitch?”

Ace swung a fist and hit her. Hitting her actually surprised him. He had never been much of a fighter. Unfortunately, it didn’t do him much good. It was like hitting a wall; it actually hurt his fist.

But it surprised Brenda, and when she stepped back Ace tackled her.

They went down, whistles sounded, girls cheered, and Ace tried to survive until the guards got to them.

Brenda started elbowing him on the back. Each blow was like a sledge hammer.

She rolled him over and got her hands around his neck.

Ace threw up his fists, but his punches were weak. Still, he fought frantically, determined to convince her not to mess with him again.

Then the guards were pulling them apart. Three guards manhandled Brenda, pushed her back against a table and held her there until she stopped struggling.

One other matron and Julie, the head of the guards, pulled Ace back. They didn’t have to pull hard.

Still, Ace put on a good show, snarling and punching as if he really was trying to get at Brenda.

Finally, Julie slapped him on the head with her baton. “Knock it off, bitch.”

All the women were sent to their cells, and Ace and Brenda were sat down in the Matrons’ office.

Julie faced them and the other matrons stood by.

Julie didn’t say anything for a moment. Her eyes were half lidded and she just appeared to be thinking.

Ace knew she was just planning how to get the most out of this fight.

“Okay, ladies, who started it.”

Brenda went surly, hung her head and was determined to say nothing, to just take whatever punishment was handed out.

“I did.”

Brenda turned and stared at Ace.

Julie considered Ace.

Ace said, “I accidentally bumped into her and I blew it. I figured it was her fault and I attacked her. I’m sorry.”

Julie frowned, made a moue, and asked, “Is that how it was?”

Brenda was going through a mind change. A person she hated had just gone to bat for her. The result was massive confusion in her mind, and she just shrugged. “I don’t know.”

But she was staring at Ace as if she was just seeing him for the first time.

“All right,” Julie sighed. “A week in the hole for both of you.”

Both Ace and Brenda stood up and were marched out of the matrons’ area. Three matrons walked them to another building and they were put in small, empty rooms, Ace in the first one, and Brenda in the second one. The doors clanged shut and Ace looked around.

His regular cell was a palace compared to this.

It was six by eight. There was a light in a cage in the ceiling, but the light was a 25 watt bug light.

There was no toilet, just a hole in the floor. Above the hole in the floor a pipe extended from the wall. The pipe dripped constantly.

If he had to take a dump he would have to try to do it as clean as possible, then use his hands and the drip of water to clean himself off.

There was no bed, nor any bedding.

Ace sat on the floor and became aware that the only comfort he was going to have would be his prison dress.

He sat, and listened to the drip of water, and time passed.

Time, in solitary is like the drip of water from a rusty pipe. Instead of tick…tick…tick, you get drip…drip…drip.

That was the only way to mark time.

Ace tried counting drips like they were seconds. He kept losing track, his mind wandering, then he realized he had missed the count and returned to counting.

Again and again.

No sign that it was night, no sign that it was day. Just drip…drip…drip.

He knew that this was the road to insanity. Spend enough time in solitary and you could lose your mind. You’d just lose your grip on reality, and you’d start hallucinating. The world would become a vapor that you couldn’t quite put your hand on. Everything would—

“Psst!”

Ace sat up. That was real.

“Hey!”

The voice seemed to come from the door, but who could it be?

He was sitting close to the door already, so he just leaned over and whispered, “Who’s that?”

“It’s me! Brenda. Open your food slot!”

At the bottom of the door was a little doggie door for the guards to pass in meals. Ace pushed it up. It was spring loaded, and he had to hold his hand under it.

“Brenda?”

“Hey! How you doing?”

She was whispering, and Ace realized that he was going to have to whisper, too. If the guards heard any noise they’d come lock the little doors.

“I’m okay. how are you?”

“I’m fine. Good punch.”

“Yeah, sorry about that.”

“That’s okay. It didn’t hurt much, but you sure surprised me. I didn’t think you’d fight back.”

“Oh.”

A moment of silence, the sound of Brenda adjusting her grip on the little, spring loaded door.

“How come you took the blame?”

Ace had an epiphany. Brenda wasn’t pissed at him any longer, and it was because he said the fight was his fault.

“Julie wasn’t going to hurt me, I’m worth money to her. But she’d fuck with you if she could.”

“I’ll say. That bitch is one vindictive cunt.”

Ace chuckled. “She is a cunt. That’s for sure.”

They chuckled then, agreeing, and glad for that.

“Well, we get back, you don’t worry about her too much. I’ll take care of her.”

“Don’t get in trouble.”

A long moment of silence, then: “Actually, I’m going to break out, and you’re going with me.”

Ace didn’t want to break out. But he didn’t want to spend another night servicing Julie’s clients, either.

“How you going to do that?”

“I made a key. I’ll get my door open, over power the guards, and come get you.”

“I don’t think I want to go.”

“Why not? You like getting used?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want my sentence extended.”

“Hell, if you make them money they’re going to extend your sentence anyway.

“What?”

“Sure. There’s girls here that been here twice as long as they should.  Three times as long. They work for Julie, they get close to the end of their sentence and somebody starts a fight with them, or Brenda just reports them for some infraction, contraband in their cell, whatever. Then they go before the Rock, and they get their sentence doubled.”

Ace cursed lightly. The Rock was Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, and she had sentenced him to this hell, then betrayed him when he tried to bust Julie for making the prison into her personal whore house.

“So you want to break out with me?”

Ace didn’t. but…he was going to have to. He simply had no other hope, no other choice.

He didn’t intend to spend the rest of his life being whored out.

“Okay,” he said.

“Great. Now we’re talking. Now, let’s talk about how we’re going to do this.”

They talked about escape, then they talked some more. Brenda, though she put on the tough girl persona, was actually fairly intelligent. And in the cool silence and loneliness of solitary she let down her guard. She talked about her father abusing her, and how her mother just laughed. She talked about the kick she got out of being in control.

“Hell, I’ve actually got it good in here,” she said at one point. “I’m in charge, girls do what I want, make me think that I might end up being an institutional type.”

Ace talked about being in live with his ex-wife, even now, after she had betrayed him. He lamented, until Brenda chuckled. That one chuckle, maybe a bit inappropriate, made him realize he was being a little foolish.

They heard the sound of the dinner cart.

“Ooh,” muttered Brenda, “Breakfast in bed,” and they both closed their little doggie doors and moved back in their cells. Julie sat against the wall, Brenda lay down.

A guard looked through the grill to make sure they weren’t near the door, then shoved trays through the doors.

The dinner was some kind of reconstituted meat load. Sort of like spam, but made out of a cow that was sick. There were also some peas that were hard and crusty, potatoes that were runny, and some kind of fruit juice. It tasted like a blend of coconut, pineapple and cow piss from the sick cow that gave them their meatloaf. It was weak, and went down hard, but both Brenda and Ace ate everything, and even licked their plates. Brenda would later say that they had to keep their strength up.

Ace was of the opinion of ‘why not, it would save the cockroaches.

Later, the trays were picked up, and Ace and Brenda went back to conversing.

Talking made the time pass. It kept their spirits up. It made the ordeal endurable.

Ace would realize that if he hadn’t had Brenda to talk to he would have gone insane. Solitary, with nothing to break up the monotony, stretches into an infinite of boredom.

Enough boredom and people would be willing to commit suicide. Not that there were any tools that could be used for suicide in the dark cells, but still…

Then, one night, Ace woke up to find his cell door open.

He stood up and walked to the doorway. He peeked out.

It was the short corridor he had entered through, and that was all. No guard outside.

He whispered, “Brenda?”

A moment passed and Brenda appeared at her cell door. She leaned out and looked to the sides. “What the fuck?” she whispered. She was as confused as he was.

Then he got it.

“If we come out of our cells it’s a trap. They’ll catch us and accuse us of a jailbreak.”

Brenda nodded. “Mother fucks.”

Still, they stood at their doors, then sat down with their backs against the jambs, looking at each other.

Oddly, it was one of the most difficult things he had ever done to not get up and run to Brenda.

They had grown a friendship, and…his cock throbbing in its own, little prison, Ace wanted to touch her.

She wasn’t a beautiful woman, but she was a woman, and he was a man, and in an odd way they had come to depend on each other.

Brenda had more discipline, being the longer term convict, and she just looked longingly.

After a couple of hours they heard a sound, like a snicker, and they moved back into the darkness of their cells and lay quietly, like they were sleeping.

The corridor door was opened silently and quickly and three guards, complete with batons, rush to the cells. They were disappointed to find Ace and Brenda sleeping peacefully.

Brenda rolled up and muttered, “Are we done, yet?”

The cell doors were slammed and the guards left.

Ace and Brenda opened the little doors at the bottom of the cell doors and peeked out. The corridor was empty.

“Jeez,” said Brenda. “I’ll bet we just dodged the bullet.”

Ace, almost crying: “I wanted to come….touch you. I wanted to feel you.”

Silence, then, “Yeah. I know.”

And that was all that was said.

They endured the monotony of solitary and their sentence eventually ended. They were brought back to their cell block and left alone.

But they both knew they were on the ‘list.’ It was only a matter of time until they were trapped and faced elongated sentences, or maybe worse.

Julie greeted Ace like he was an old friend. She entered his cell and sat next to him. She brushed his hair with her hand and hugged him, and he felt her large bosoms pressed against him..

“I missed you so much. You’ve got to promise not to get in trouble again.”

Ace put his arms around her. He was getting the touch of another human, and it broke him down. Tears started coming from his eyes. He said he’d be a good boy, which Julie corrected him to say ‘good girl.’

Julie kissed him then. A deep, hungry kiss. And she felt his chastity cage and told him to be brave, they would drain him in a couple of days, but that he had to be a good girl and deserve it.

Ace cried, and he was emotional, and he loved the feel of another human being, but he didn’t allow himself to be fooled. HE knew she was just priming him.

An hour after that he was taken to the shower and allowed to clean himself thoroughly. He was given a tube of some feminine, sweet smelling body soap, and he returned to his cell and one of the matrons came in and helped him fix his nails and put on his make up.

When he was done, complete with a nicer prison dress and a new bra, Julie came back and inspected him.

She fingered the dress. It was cut lower and showed his artificial boobs, what he had found out were ‘vacation boobs,’ that Julie had had him given.

“Good material. I’ll see if I can get you a real dress for your nights. Now put on your heels and let’s take a walk.”

Ace was surprised to find out he had new heels. They had replaced his two inch spikes with three inch spikes, and he was a bit wobbly. Julie put her arm around him and balanced him, however, and she walked him around the cell block, through the dining hall to the other blocks, around them, and Ace finally blurted, “Where are we going?”

She just smiled, but Ace suddenly realized: she was showing him off, letting the world know who was in charge.

He was safe again, but he was also alone. Not that he hadn’t been alone before, but being her property made him extra alone.

It even took him a couple of days for Annie and Wendy and Sally, his friends from before solitary, to fully accept him again.

Time in prison marches slowly. It is like a slow motion avalanche that rolls over and crushes the inmate. Slowly. Stifling their breath and their intellect until the inmate is nothing but a squashed banana.

Ace wasn’t crushed by the time, he had a slightly different experience.

He would sleep during the day, spend the evenings with Annie and her friends, then his real work began.

Women showed up at his cell. They entered, and he was expected to service them. Sometimes he didn’t even know them, but he was expected to go into their arms, and take them in his, and have sex.

Now that he had been broken in Julie stepped up the number of visitors. Ten women a night, on the average. Sometimes five or six, sometimes fifteen or sixteen. One night he serviced twenty-one women.

His mouth grew strong, and his tongue stopped aching. Odd to think of, but his tongue had muscles, and he built them up.

He felt boobs by the score. He kissed lips. Fat lips, thin lips, hungry lips. He tasted lipsticks, a great variety of colors and tastes.

He spent hours between legs, lapping, licking, sucking. And his hands discovered what parts of the pussy to rub to cause the most excitement.

In the day, when he saw himself in a mirror, he was different. His lips were thicker, fuller. And his face was changing shape. Even his hips were growing rounder.

And his muscle mass, he was getting more slender. He had always been a bit thin, but now he was losing muscle.

He figured it was the food. So many calories. Not enough exercise. Sure, that was it.

Until the day Annie said, “What are they giving you?”

Ace blinked, and he figured it out.

Every night Brenda came and gave him pills. She claimed they were vitamins, and he was so beaten down he just shrugged and took them.

No. They weren’t vitamins.

“She must be giving me estrogen, and testosterone blockers.”

He stared straight ahead, and his mind was moving.

Annie leaned across the dining table and patted his arm. “Julie.”

He turned his head slowly, met her eyes, “Yes. I didn’t know, but…”

“It makes sense. What are you going to do?”

Wendy was eating a piece of bread, pushing it through some sort of goo that was supposed to be gravy, but was a little too gelatinous for that. She looked up. “Keep taking them.”

Ace turned to her. “Why?”

“One, why not. You’re a better looking woman than a man. Two, if you refuse she’ll just hold you down and give you injections. Those work even faster. I heard she did that to a guy in the men’s unit.”

“But how did she get in the men’s unit?”

“She can go where she wants. Hey, you’ve seen her body. She hands it out to other guards, she fucks male inmates if they get her interest. Story goes one of the gang leaders asked her to make his bitch more feminine. Of course I don’t know for sure, it’s all rumor, but…” she shrugged.

Then Sally chimed in, “I like you better as a girl.”

And that settled it. There was nothing he could do, anyway, so he just kept taking the pills Julie kept giving him, and took note of how he was changing.

Whether he liked it or not…he was changing into a woman.

One thing that didn’t change was Brenda. Ace had made a friend, and that friendship was stronger than just about any friendship Ace had ever had.

Brenda smiled at him. She stopped to talk to him. She even ignored Julie and touched him suggestively. She even sat down, on occasion, at the table where Ace and his friends sat. She laughed, and joked, and insulted, but was not mean, as she once had been.

And she plotted.

Every day she dropped a word or a hint to Ace. She was figuring out which guards were going to be on duty at what time during the night. She plotted routes to the outside. She talked to people from other blocks, never giving hint of her plans, but getting data on where to climb the fence and when.

Though Ace had been reluctant to be involved at first, now he was starting to get anxious.

He was sitting in his cell, reading a fashion magazine when Julie leaned against the door frame.

“How’s it going, sweet lips?”

“Pretty good,” Ace answered carefully.

“Are you ready for the next stage?”

“What next stage?”

“You’ve been with nothing but women for the last month or so, and it’s time to get you ready for the men.”

“Men,” Ace shivered on the inside. He might look like a woman, but he was a man. He had an aversion to being sexual with men.

He wasn’t a big homophobe, he didn’t care about other people’s sexual practices, but he had his own druthers, and men weren’t part of them.

“Don’t worry, we’ll start you off easy. I’ve got a lot of ladies that are willing to use a strap on. You can practice sucking cock, and they’ll break you in on anal sex.”

Actually, Ace was already getting used to anal sex. He had been drained twice since getting out of solitary, and, he hated to admit it, he liked it.

He loved feeling all loosey goosey when he was empty. He loved it when the matrons fondled him and collected his jizz. They kept threatening to have him eat it, but they hadn’t, yet.

They would, though. They were just building him up, one step at a time.

“So when some girl walks in with a plastic boner, don’t you go getting upset. It’s all part of the plan.”

She entered the cell and sat next to Ace. She touched his cheek with one palm. “Honey, you’re doing great. You just go with the flow and before you know it you’ll be my highest paid girl.”

“Highest paid? Do I get money?”

“You get favors. You get special consideration. You get protection. All that is as good as money, would cost money if you were on the outside. And, heck, maybe when you get out you’ll get a little gift, help you fit in with the outside world.”

Julie leaned forward, held Ace’s face with her hand, fingers on each cheek. She inspected him minutely, as if she was reading his mind. She sighed. “You really are quite beautiful.” Then she kissed him, softly, so as not to mess up his lipstick.” Then she smiled, stood up and left the cell.

Ace sat in thought for a minute.

His special considerations were that Julie didn’t beat the shit out of him. And as far as a little ‘gift’ when he left, that was pure garbage.

Ace had talked to other girls in the unit, and in other cell blocks, and what Brenda had told him was true.

People didn’t leave once they were Julie’s property. They had their sentences doubled and tripled. They were used, and never let go.

Ace knew he was going to have to get out of this place, and Brenda now seemed to be his only chance.

Which wasn’t bad, because…he was starting to like Brenda.

That night the first of the women with strap ons visited him.

It was like normal lovemaking. He fed on their breasts and kissed them and did his best to please them.

But he had to suck on their dildos, and they were adamant in their instruction.

“Use your lips!”

“Take it deeper!”

“Slide the tongue under the head…”

He took the instruction, did his best, and encountered a whole new world of sore jaw and tongue.

When he had done enough to please him they bent him over and diddled his rectum with the head of their cocks. That first night they didn’t penetrate him, they just played with him, excited him, got him used to the position of being on all fours like a dog.

But the next night one of them did penetrate him. She used her fingers and warmed him up, she spread great gobs of lubricant on him, and she gently entered him.

Ace was frozen. He felt it, and there was pain, but there was also pleasure.

Only for about thirty seconds, then he was loved, and told how wonderful he was, and what a great woman he made.

When he was finally done for the night he lay on his bunk and had no feelings.

He liked it, yes, but he had a lifetime of male-ism to overcome. So he was caught between a rock and a hard place, a dick and a pussy, and…he didn’t know what to think.

But the next morning he sought out Brenda.

“Are you almost ready.”

“Almost. Why?”

“Julie is training me to take dick.”

Brenda studied him. “And that is bad why?”

“Because I’m still a man inside.”

Brenda looked around, licked her lips, and reached out and pinched Ace’s nipples. “Get over it.”

Ace was about ready to cry. He was getting female emotions with all the estrogen he had been taking.

“Hey, it’s okay. Just another couple of days or a week.. You just get ready to run for it.”

Get ready. Get ready how? He had nothing but girl clothes. Julie had come through with a couple of dresses, and he had two pairs of heels, but—well, he guessed he could bring those. He and Brenda would need real clothes once they were on the outside.

The next night was more women with dildos. And now that he was broken in he spent as much time on all fours as he did making love.

By the end of the night he was gaping, and tired, and totally confused.

He was a man, but he wasn’t.

He slept through most of the day, and was surprised when Julie woke him up at about four.

“Get dressed. Time to see Her Honor.”

Ace got dressed and followed Julie through the complex. He was wearing high heels, good lingerie, and his best dress. He was made up, and guards and inmates stared and licked their lips.

People knew how he was, and he now had a reputation. Sissy Boy…Judge Rock’s bitch.

He didn’t care. His mind wasn’t working, he was in the middle of turmoil, and all he could think about was escaping.

“Remember, behave yourself. I’m right here.” Julie spoke, then knocked on the judge’s door.

Ace entered the room, and all was as he remembered. The desk in front of the window, the conference table, big screen TV on the wall, potted plants, a  big law library.

And Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, sitting behind her desk.

“Oh, honey, step into the light. Let me see you.”

Ace stepped forward. Roxie made a twirling motion with her finger and he turned around, let her see him on all sides.

Roxie whistled. “Oh, Lordie. You are beautiful. You are absolutely ravishing.”

“Roxie…” Ace began, but ended up blubbering.

“Oh, honey, come here!”

He rounded the table and knelt in front of Roxie. He put his face between her large breasts and cried.

“Hush, hush. It’s all right.”

She soothed him, brushed his hair, held his face and kissed his lips.

She felt different, and he knew it was because his lips were changed. They were plumper and red with lipstick.

Roxie smiled, and undid her robe. Underneath, as usual, she was naked. Her massive boobs engulfed his face and she held him and rocked him, then she pushed his face down.

Ace performed cunnilingus. He was accomplished now, and he did his best. Tears sometimes streamed down his face, but that just made Roxie smile.

She held his face in place and he administered with his tongue and lips and fingers.

Soon he was four fingers into her, and she was moaning and pulling on his hair.

Then she was done. Breathing hard and slumped back in her chair. She eyed him happily. “Honey, you make me proud. You’ve come so far.”

He knelt, his head nestled between her thighs.

“And I’ve heard that you’re ready for this…” She opened a drawer and took out a strap on. She stood up and he backed up, and she fastened the straps. He looked at the large penis sprouting from her junction.

“Come on, now. Bend over the table.”

He took a deep breath, got to his feet and leaned across her table.

She was gentle when she took him, and he would always remember her gentle groans as she moved into him, and the judicial paperwork on her desk and under his nose.

Ice was requesting information on one Jesus Garcia. He was suspected of running drugs across the border. There was even an address for him.

For long minutes she took him, then she slowed down and just stood there, her dick impaling him, and said, “I love you like this, Ace. You weren’t much of a husband, but you make a fine wife.”

Ace listened, and made his own judgements as to her as a wife. It was obvious that her position in the judiciary had changed her, emboldened her, made her power mad. And somehow she had transfigured that in her own mind to being masculine, to being male, to having a dick.

Then she said something frightening.

“You know, I could order your castration. Wouldn’t that be wonderful? You’d be my bitch forever, and I could keep your cock in a jar on my shelf. I could tell everybody it was the cock of a raccoon, or something. It’s small enough, you know.

Fear lanced through Ace’s heart. She could, and now Ace believed she would. He was going to have to get out of this place!

Two hours later, after having sucked and fucked—and having been fucked—by the usual horde of women, Julie led him back to his cell.

“You’re doing good, Sissy Boy. Pretty soon you’ll be cock of the walk around here.”

Ace turned her words over in his mind. Cock of the walk. More like pussy on the walk.

Back in the cellblock Ace managed to get back in time for dinner. “Brenda, when?”

They were in the dinner line and speaking in sentences so short they were code.

They got their dinner trays and sat at a far table.

“One week.”

“I can’t take it. Can’t you move it up?”

“Sure. I’m just waiting for you to have a night off.”

“They took me to Judge Roxie today. That means I’ll have tonight off.”

Brenda smiled. “That’s a blessing. Well, rough for you, I know, but…okay. You got your dresses and shoes and stuff ready to go?”

“Yes. I put everything in a laundry bag. It’s ready.”

“Okay. Lights out, and we’ll do it about twelve. They change shifts at ten, and by twelve they’re all bored and nodding off.

Ace smiled. He was going to get out of hell. Which gave him a funny feeling. He was getting used to all the loving. In fact, he knew that if he started liking sodomy too much he wasn’t going to leave.

And he was starting to like it.


Part Two

The cell block was silent. The community room was gloomy, the lights turned down. The only light came from the matron’s office, and even those were turned down.

There were two matrons on duty. One of them slept on a cot, the other one read a book.

A shadow moved around the far wall, zipped past a door that was open, and slunk under the window at the matron’s office.

The guard was leaning back, facing away from the door. She was turning pages in a book. The book was one of those sleazy sex books by Grace Mansfield, very popular in prison.

Clunk! Brenda struck the guard on the head with a jar full of flowers. The jar shattered, making a loud noise as pieces fell to the floor, but it had done its job. The guard ’s head flopped back and she dropped the book.

“Wha—“ The sleeping matron started to sit up.

Brenda moved across the room, she pounced and landed on the guard. The cot collapsed, and the guard tried to fight back. She didn’t stand a chance. Brenda was not only big and strong, she had the desperation of a convict making a break impelling her.

Amidst the ruins of the cot Brenda got her hands around the guard’s throat, and she throttled her effectively.

Both women unconscious, and maybe dead, Brenda grabbed the master keys off the desk. She ran across the community room and thrust a key into the lock of Ace’s door.

Ace was waiting. He had heard the sound of the flower jug breaking, and he was looking through the grill with the laundry bag over his shoulder.

“Come on!” hissed Brenda.

They ran across the room, barefoot to make no noise, and went through the open door.

Nobody had heard them, nobody awoke.

“Stay in the shadows. The guards in the towers are probably sleeping, but you can’t be sure.

They came to a door to the yard and Brenda used another key.

They went from shadow to shadow, breathing hard, trying to stay out of the line of sight of the tower guards.

They reached a fence, and Brenda produced a pair of wire cutters. They were small, too small for the job, but Brenda kept working and working, and they crawled through a slit at the bottom of the fence.

Across another yard, against staying to the shadows. Then down a fence to a corner. They were right under a tower, and over the fence were buildings that were occupied by day, and abandoned by night.

Again, Brenda cut a small slit, and they crawled.

“My dress is a mess,” breathed Ace, as they darted between two buildings.

“Shut up.”

They came to the last fence, and here there were no shadows. Get through this and they were home free. And here, luck was on their side.

One of the dresses Ace had was colored earth.

“Give me the brown dress.” Brenda ripped off her prison garb and stood in her bra and panties. If they were out on the path leading around the prison she would have been seen in an instant.

Ace handed her the dress, and she quickly pulled it on. She smeared her legs and arms with dirt mixed with the drippings of a nearby faucet.

“I’ll throw the dress back. Get your mud on.”

Then she was slowly crawling across the dirt path.

Ace held his breath, but there was no outcry, no alarm.

Brenda cut her way through the fence, then continued to the shadow of a nearby tree.

That was a long moment for Ace. He couldn’t see Brenda, she could just leave him, and…and a brown bundle sailed over the fence and actually struck him. It had a couple of rocks in it, and the rocks hurt, but not as much as ten more years in the pen for jailbreak would have.

Ace slipped into the dress, checked his arms and legs for white spots, and began crawling.

He made it to the fence. He took deep breaths as he crawled through the slit, and pulled the laundry bag after him.

Then he crawled across the bare ground outside the fence, and Brenda was suddenly lifting him to his feet, hugging him, kissing him.

“We made it! We made it! She exulted in a fierce whisper.

They began running through the fields outside the prison. They wanted to be far away by the time everybody woke up, or the guards Brenda had socked were discovered.

The women’s jail was in Riverside. It was a fifty mile walk through pleasant suburbia to Palm Springs. It was perfect for breaking into homes and hiding out during the day.

Ace had another idea. “Let’s go to Los Angeles.”

“You’re crazy.”

“We would be faceless in a million people. Nobody really looks at the homeless population. We can break into houses just the same, and not be caught in open country if they chased us.

Brenda thought about it. Then said, “Really.” A stark statement that said she thought the plan was a good one.

Still, “I was thinking about Palm Springs, then getting a car and heading for the border.”

“Calexico?”

“Yeah.”

“We can figure out crossing the border in Los Angeles, and I know somebody who might help.”

“Who do you know?”

“I don’t know him personally, but there’s a trafficker name of Jesus Garcia.”

“And why would somebody you don’t know help us?”

“Because I saw a file on him. They’re getting ready to bust him, and if we let him know, maybe he’ll take us when he runs for it.”

“And you figure he’ll run for Mexico.”

Ace smiled.

“Sissy Boy, you are The Girl!”

Ace smiled, and for the first time since this whole thing started, he didn’t mind being called Sissy Boy.

They went right through Riverside. Walking plain as day. They had cleaned up at a creek outside Riverside, and they put on the clothes and shoes Ace had brought, and put on make up, and they walked like they belonged, chatting and having a good time.

“Where do you think they’ll look for us?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe Palm Springs.”

They chuckled and sauntered down a main street.

They found a small house in a large yard that first day, and they ate, and slept, and awoke to hear sirens heading down the road.

They cleaned up as best they could, and headed west. They walked the next day, and made it to Home Gardens. There they found a large mansion. They took a dip in the pool, played tag in the big house, and discovered a Jeep in the three car garage.

“Oh, baby,” Brenda breathed. “Four wheel drive. Do we have to stick to the roads?”

“Not at all,” and Ace pulled her to him.

They were free, on the run but free, and now Ace could let himself loose.

He kissed Brenda thoroughly, nibbled on her boobs, went down on her, and said, “Let’s cut this chastity tube off.”

Brenda moved back.

“What?”

“I don’t want you to.”

“You don’t want me to get my dick free?” He stared at her, and was somewhat aghast. He had figured, this whole time in jail, that the girls would love to have his dick at their mercy.”

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but I like you as a woman.”

“You do?”

“I’m a bit of a dyke, and…I like women. I don’t know how I’d like you as a man, but…I don’t want to find out.”

“But…you want me to keep my dick locked up for…what? Forever?”

Brenda actually smiled.

“Oh, my God,” Ace sat down on the step in the garage. “I’ve been dreaming of…and now…to find out…” he shook his head.

Brenda placed a hand on his biceps and lifted. “Come on, Sissy Boy. This is what I want, and…let’s be honest. I think you like it, too.”

“Well…but…”

“Come on, admit it. I’ve seen you after a night with all those matrons and other visitors. You glow. You look so happy.”

“Well, but…”

And Ace had himself a serious sit down and think moment.

“Well?”

Ace stared at the concrete floor in the garage. He said, “Could you find some booze and make me a drink?”

Brenda was used to being in charge, but she realized that Ace was going through something.

The booze was on a sidebar in the dining room. She selected a bottle of what looked like expensive bourbon—it was, it was Blanton’s Gold Edition, 250 smackers per bottle—and poured a snifter. She brought it out to him.

Ace was thinking about laying awake at night, getting plugged by big women with lusty appetites. He was thinking about how much fun it was to dress up, to put make up on.

He was thinking that life before prison had been sort of drab. Even sex was drab. A guy stuck his dick in, moved it around, and grunted and spat.

A woman moaned and groaned and took it, and translated it into airy fits of orgasm. Wonderful toe curling squirts that cleansed the soul.

Brenda handed him the glass. He drank it, then saw the bottle in her hand. He held out his hand and she put the bottle in it.

He tilted it, sucked a big swallow, and sighed.

He said, “If I leave it on, you’re going to have to do me. And you’re going to make sure I get drained regularly.”

“Hell, I can do that.”

“And if I decide I don’t want to be female anymore…you have to accept that.”

“I will,” lied Brenda.

He looked up at her, a small smile coming out. “Then we better find a dildo or two, and if you want me to get you off right now…there’s big beds upstairs.”

Brenda took his hand and led him upstairs.

The bed was big, and they bounced and played and Ace…Sissy Boy…took Brenda to the moon. He loved her and licked her and used all his fingers.

Brenda, though she was used to being the dyke, loved it when he took control in this fashion.

She loved it more when it was her turn to take control.

Now it was her turn to use his boobs, to give attention to his ass, and to drain him with her fingers.

An hour later they slept.

They awoke just past noon. Refreshed, happy, and loving each other.

“We better get going. We want to be a hundred miles away when they find their car missing.

They made the bed, and Ace said, “I wonder how long before they find my puddle?”

Brenda pulled the covers over his drainage and chuckled. “Guess they’ll be sleeping in the wet spot tonight.

They went through the house, cleaning it, making it look like nobody had been in it. Then they packed the car.

They put bedding in it, a cooler filled with food. A couple of bottles of that good bourbon, and whatever odds and ends they thought they would need.

And they found a lot of lingerie and dresses and shoes that would come in handy. Not just spikes, but good shoes for walking.

And, an extra bonus, they found a couple hundred dollars in a bedroom drawer.

“This is their hooker money,” quipped Brenda.

“They been hooked,” returned Ace, and they both laughed.

At three in the afternoon they drove the car down the long drive, the gate opened automatically from the inside, and out into the world.

They made it to Anaheim, and Brenda wanted to go to Disneyland. Ace prevailed, however, and they spent the night sleeping in the car on a side street in a poor section of town.

They slept, entwined, kissing and talking. They felt each other and they giggled. For the moment they were safe, and they were happy. And tomorrow they would be in Los Angeles, and they could look up Jesus Garcia.

“You’re sure this is the address?” Brenda asked again.

“Yes.”

They drove past a pale, brown house. Stucco, with the wire showing in many places. The yard was a mess, nothing but scabby grass and a broken and badly rusted swing set.

“This doesn’t impress me,” said Brenda.

She pulled over to the curb catty corner to the house and turned to watch it.

The windows were boarded and the only solid piece of the house was the front door. That looked like it was made of metal, and made to last.

A Mexican sat on the front step. He was skinny, had tattoos on his face, wore expensive athletic shoes. His hair was long and he smoked a cigarette and defined boredom.

Ace and Brenda got out of the Jeep and walked across the street.

The man on the steps might look shabby, but his eyes glittering, and he saw them immediately.

He watched them, gazing intently, but not insolently.

They turned into the yard and approached him.

“We want to see Jesus Garcia.”

The man didn’t move, except to rub out his cigarette, then he asked, “Who are you.”

“Doesn’t matter. We’re not the cops, and we have information for Jesus.”

“You white girls.”

“No shit, Cisco?” Brenda spat.

The man smiled lazily. He moved his shirt back to reveal a knife in a scabbard. “Fuck off.”

Ace put his hand out to stop Brenda. “Listen, my friend. The cops are on to you. We know it, and we can tell Jesus about it. If he finds out that you turned us away and got busted, he’ll probably slice off your dick and use it for a piñata.

“A small piñata,” chimed in Brenda.

Ace quickly cut in. “Nah, he’s got a big piñata. Look at his feet. He’s got big feet, so he’s got a big pene.” She turned to the man, “Come on, do you think Jesus doesn’t want to see a couple of good looking women?”

Sighing, the Mexican on the step reached into his pocket and took out a cell phone. A cell phone to call inside the house three feet behind him.

He spoke in Spanish too rapid to be understood, and a moment later the door opened. A face looked out, inspected Brenda and Ace up and down, then opened further.

“Thanks,” Ace said to the Mexican. He said nothing. Brenda sneered at him.

“Be polite, Brenda,” cautioned Ace.

Brenda just frowned.

They walked through the house, led by a chubby Mexican wearing cargo pants, not shorts, and a Hawaiian shirt. And an expensive brand of athletic shoes.

The hallway went a ways, the house was longer than it had appeared from the street.

They entered the last bedroom, then walked into the closet.

“Fuck,” smiled Brenda, now appreciating the security.

The closet had stairs, and they walked down the stairs and into a long tunnel.

The tunnel stretched into the darkness, and the man leading them turned on a flashlight.

It was supported by beams and wasn’t about to cave in. There was no leakage of water, no rats scurrying.

They walked for long minutes, maybe a couple of hundred yards, then came to a ladder. They climbed the ladder and exited a closet.

They were in a bedroom, but it had been outfitted with electronics. Two men stared at screens. There were half a dozen cell phones on the tables.

Ace recognized the Jeep they had been driving. A man was getting into it. He drove away.

“This way,” said the man who had been guiding them.

They exited the bedroom and found themselves in a nice house. None of this ‘dirty Mexican’ stuff. Clean floors, snazzy pictures on the walls—a lot of bullfight scenes and Mexican architecture.

Down a long hallway, and through a window they passed Ace could see the squat piece of shit building they had entered.

A blind. A place for low lifes to squat. The entrance to the real operation.

Ace had no doubt that the tunnel could be blow up with a moment’s notice.

They entered a large room and looked around.

Large, with expensive furniture. A wet bar in one corner, a dining room on the other end, a double door that lead to a patio. Through the windows Ace could see that they wee just outside the ghetto.

“Ah, ladies! how nice to see you! Come, have a seat. Renaldo, fix my guests a drink. Would you like Margaritas? Most Norteamericanos do.”

“That would be fine,” said Ace.

Brenda looked about suspiciously.

“Come, plant your buns, take a load off.”

He patted the seat of the couch he was sitting on.

Brenda and Ace sat, in chairs across from him, and they studied him.

Jesus Garcia was built. He had wide shoulders and a taut torso. He was wearing just a white shirt, open, and slacks. His feet were in bedroom slippers, and he looked totally relaxed.

“You obviously know me, but who do I have the honor of addressing?”

He spoke with just the slightest hint of an accent, and he was smiling. His smile had a slight edge to it. It wasn’t a sincere smile.

“I’m Ace…you can call me Sissy Boy, and this is Brenda.”

“Ace and Brenda. Pardon me…Sissy Boy.” He grinned a Latin grin, so suave and reassuring, while not being reassuring. “I have heard of you. Yesterday there was much talk of the ladies who made the jailbreak. Today…not so much.”

That was curious. Ace expected to be wanted for quite some time.

“So, what is this information you have for me.”

Ace took a breath and leaned forward. “My wife…ex-wife, is a judge. Roxanne Tilly.”

Jesus waited, his head nodded slowly.

“I was in her office, her judge’s chambers, and I saw a file on you. Apparently they plan to raid you. Human trafficking and drugs.”

“Ah,” Jesus murmured.

“There was the name of an informant.”

“And what is the name of this informant?” Jesus had looked a little bored, but now Ace had his interest.

Ace sat back. “We would like to go to Mexico.”

Jesus nodded, smiled slightly. “Possible. Tell me, and if your information is good…”

“Jose Martinez.”

Drinks were placed in Ace’s and Brenda’s hands. They sipped, and it was good. Margaritas should always be made by Mexicans.

So they sat, and Jesus asked more questions.

“So how did you come to be in Judge’s chambers and see this file?”

Ace was silent.

“Judge is a woman. She is lesbian? She likes women for wife?”

There it was. Ace had to say something, and there was no way of lying around it. “I’m a man.”

Jesus tilted his head. “Really.” Not a question. Just affirmation. “Show me.”

Ace was scared now. He had known this might happen, but…he had had hoped.

He stood up and lifted his dress. He pulled down his panties. His chastity tube hung down and Jesus stared at it.

For a long time.

Then he looked up and grinned. “Aye, Chihuahua!” He broke into Spanish, fast Spanish.

There were two men behind Ace and Brenda. Bodyguards, but possibly executioners.

Though it was an entirely good sign, the men started to chuckle.

Then they laughed.

Brenda started to say something, but Ace put a hand on her knee. “Drink. Pray.”

Jesus was grinning quite openly. He stood up. “Come with me, Senor Sissy Boy.”

He walked across the room and Ace and Brenda followed him. Through a door, downstairs to a basement, and Ace stopped in horror.

What was left of a man was strewn about the basement floor.

Jesus put his arm over Ace’s shoulder and looked at the gore. “This is what remains of Jose Martinez. You see, your information is good, he was the traitor, but you are also late. Do you know why you are late?”

Ace was having trouble not vomiting. Brenda had turned away. Ace couldn’t turn away, Jesus’s arm was around his shoulders.

“No…no,” said Ace. As much an answer to Jesus’s question as a denial of what he was seeing.

“The report you saw, do you know where it came from?”

Ace turned and looked at Jesus, their faces were just six inches apart.

“I gave that report to Judge Roxanne. I told her to handle it.”

Ace’s mouth opened. His ex-wife was not just a madam in a penal whore house, but had dealings with drug traffickers…or, more likely, human sex traffickers.

And he had stepped into the den of this trafficker and offered…betrayal.

He was faint, he started to fall. Jesus caught him, motioned to his bodyguards.

“Take her upstairs. One of the bedrooms. Guard her.”

Her. Jesus was referring to him as her. He had known all along who and what Ace was.

The body guards took Ace and Brenda upstairs. They put them in separate bedrooms, but didn’t close the doors.

Ace and Brenda looked at each other across the hallway.

“Oh, fuck,” said Ace, miserable.

“Hey, it was a good idea. It just…” Brenda’s voice faded.

The bedroom was eight by twelve, a standard size. There was a dresser with a mirror against the wall. A couple of potted plants in the corners, between which was a large picture window. There were bars on the outside of the windows.

Ace lay on the bed and watched the ceiling.

He had messed up. They had been free, and he had put them right back into the lion’s den. This lion, however, was a lot more dangerous than Roxanne and the California penal system.

He wasn’t going to get drained as a punishment. He was going to end up in a ditch in Mexico. If he was lucky.

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

Ace looked up, Jesus was at the door.

Ace went up on his elbows. suddenly he was veery aware of his breasts, and he was sorry he was wearing a sexy dress.

“What are you going to do to us?”

Jesus smiled. “I don’t know. It depends.”

“On what?”

“You came here with the best of intentions. Then there is the fact that Judge Roxanne is not looking too hard for you. Oh, I’m sure she would like to get her hands on you, but there is the embarrassment, and the difficulties, of reinserting you into the system after a jailbreak.”

He trailed off, and closed the door.

“So, should I return you, or keep you for myself. I could sell you, a lot of people would love to make love to a man who is more of a woman. Or I can just take you down to the jungles in the south of Mexico and turn you over to the people who smuggle the drugs in from Guatemala. You could keep a lot of my friends quite happy. A man who is almost a woman…” he grinned and unbuckled his belt.

“You could also let us go. We would continue to be an embarrassment for Roxie, and…and maybe we could work for you.”

“How would you work for me?” He dropped his pants and he wasn’t wearing any underwear.

He was big, Mexican big, and he had large balls.

“I…we…” Ace was stuttering. “We can smuggle drugs for you.”

Jesus had his hands on the bed, preparatory for climbing on and between Ace’s legs, and he stopped and tilted his head. “You have an idea?”

“I do?”

He shrugged, “Well, if it is a good idea, and if you please me…” he grinned, “then maybe we could consider this. Before you explain your idea, however, we must see if you are worth it.”

“But…but…” Ace was pushing himself back on the bed, “I’ve never been with a man?”

“Then I shall be gentle, and afterwards we will talk. Yes?”

Jesus grabbed Ace’s legs and pulled and twisted them. “Now, up into the doggy position. We need to assess your worth. Yes?”

There was nothing more Sissy Boy could say, so he said, “Yes.”

And Jesus moved forward.

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!
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