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Part One

Ace made three mistakes that night.

First, he drove the Porsche. He loved the Porsche. He loved to slide around corners and pretend he was on a racetrack. He loved the feeling of being pressed back in the seat when he put the pedal to the metal. But he should have known better.

His second mistake wasn’t so much what he did, it was that the Porsche was red. Considering what he was doing, and the fact that cops always loved to pull over fast cars, and red cars were pulled over at a statistically higher rate than any other car…he should have known better.

His third mistake was driving his red Porsche while wearing what he was wearing.

He was wearing a slinky, black dress. His breast forms pushed his chest out and accentuated his female form. His lingerie, a corset and nylons, made him look more female than a female. He was wearing a brunette wig, full make up, and…he should have known better.

But he didn’t know better. It had been too long since he had played dress up, too long since he had partaken of his favorite sport: driving through town en femme.

The fact that he had been moving a little too fast and had missed a stop light didn’t help.

He jerked when the red and blue lights lit him up. Sweat poured off him and he reflexively jammed his foot down.

He couldn’t get caught…he had to get away…what would people think?

For a minute he held the pedal down, then he came back to his senses and realized what he was doing.

Even if he got away, the cops would be on the look out for him. And the chances of getting away were quite slim. The cops had radar.

So he let his foot up, the car wound down, and he looked for a place to pull over.

The cop was right behind him and as he slowed down the cop was telling him to pull over through his loudspeaker.

Ace pulled into a parking lot, drove into a corner, away from the lights, and stopped his car.

He cursed himself under his breath.

“Get out of the car!” the voice boomed from behind him.

He stuck his hands out the window. They were red tipped. He had gone all out. His wife had left him, he had felt so lonely, and he had needed this. He needed to dress up and get horny and let his horniness relieve his mind of the loss of his wife.

It was something he hadn’t done since before he got married.

“Put your hands on top of your head!”

He did so, feeling his wig move under his hands. It wouldn’t come off, but it did tend to slide an eighth of an inch.

“Face away from me and back up!”

He turned, stumbling a bit in his high heels. He was usually quite coordinated in heels, but it had been a while, and he was so scared. He backed up, careful not to fall.

“Get down on your knees!”

That was tough. Wearing the heels made the movement awkward, and he almost put his hands down on the ground, but he caught himself.

“Cross your legs!”

He crossed one ankle over the other, again almost falling, then the cop moved up behind him and cuffed one hand, brought his hands down and cuffed them together.

The cop grabbed his arm and stood him up. Even with his high heels the cop was taller than him, and the cop was not happy.

“What the hell you mean running from me?”

“I’m sorry…I did pull over…I was just scared!”

The cop frowned and squinted at Ace.

Ace knew what was happening. The cop had realized that Ace’s voice was a little too deep for a woman. He had looked past the make up and tried to discern the male features.

Still, he wasn’t sure.

“Sit on the curb.”

Ace took a step to the curb and sat on it. His pencil skirt was tight and his nylon clad legs shone under the street light. He looked down and wished he could undo the night.

He had, with a drink in him, called his ex-wife. He wanted to get back together. He still loved her. What could he do to make her love him?

But Roxie had listened stoically, then dismissed him quickly. “I don’t want to live with you any more. I don’t want to be married.”

“But…why? What have I done?”

“It’s not what you’ve done…it’s that there’s a part of you that I don’t see. You’ve got some secret, and it makes a barrier between us.”

“I’ll get rid of it! I’ll tell you all my secrets!” Except about the crossdressing, he thought.

“It’s no good, Ace. You’re a nice enough guy, but…I need more than you can give.”

She had finally hung up, and he had stumbled into the kitchen and made himself a bourbon and Coke, heavy on the bourbon.

Then, getting drunk, he had given in to his secret desires. He had gone into the garage and gotten his stash of female clothes out.

He had everything. He had the heels and the lingerie. He had wigs and cosmetics and…and everything.

Drinking, his mind feeling better and better as he transformed himself, he put on his clothes, his make up, his wigs and breast forms.

Then he had walked around the house, watching himself in the reflection of windows and mirrors.

He imagined himself accepted, his wife taking him back, his life finally on an even keel.

No more secrets.

But that wasn’t enough. He needed more.

Too many drinks in his gullet, he had gone out to the garage and sat in his shiny, red Porsche. He felt the leather and saw himself riding around town, a free spirit, envied by everyone. The top down and his hair flowing out behind him.

Then he had turned on the motor. Just to hear the sound of it. Just to smell the sweet smell of the exhaust.

Then, the radio singing sweetly, he had backed out and driven down the street.

He was just going to go around the block. He was just taking a little ride. Just enough to sate his desires and calm him down.

He needed this.

He needed to be accepted…by the world and his ex-wife.

But a trip around the block had turned into a burst or two of speed on the freeway, and then he had gone downtown. There would be enough traffic there that he couldn’t speed, and he could just cruise past where his ex-wife worked.

He could drive and his heart could break and his wife (in his mind) would come running out, flag him down and take him back.

But he had watched her place of work too hard, pined too hard, and missed the traffic light. And he should have known better. He was near the courthouse and the cop station was only a street over, and the lights had flashed and the siren had burped at him. And now he was sitting on the curb and wondering what was going to happen to him.

The cop had rummaged through his car, and found nothing. Ace had forgotten his wallet.

“Where’s your identification?”

“I forgot it,” Ace mumbled.

The cop was confused, peering at Ace, trying to figure things out.

“Do you know your driver’s license number?”

Ace rattled it off.

The cop went back to his cruiser and  called it in.

Ace sat, and he would have cried, except he was still drunk. And he knew he was going to have to hide his drunkenness from the cop.

Two minutes passed, and Ace heard the cop laughing.

The the cop closed his door and stood in front of Ace.

“Well, Mr. Johnson…”

He knew! He knew Ace was a man!

“…I have you running a red light, speeding, fleeing and eluding, and driving without a license.”

Ace said nothing. He just looked at the ground and wished it was all over.

“You can stand up, sir.”

Ace struggled to his feet. He tottered on his heels.

The cop had a smirky look on his face. He was trying to conceal the smirk, but not succeeding.

“I’m sorry. I panicked, but I really did pull over. I…I knew it was wrong, that I would get in more trouble, so…I really did pull over.”

The cop listened, and nodded. When Ace was finished he said, “Well, I was going to run you in, but…it looks like you’ve got enough problems. I’m going to write you a ticket.”

A big sigh of air escaped Ace.

The cop got his ticket book and brought it to Ace. He wrote out the offenses, red light, speeding…he didn’t write down about fleeing and eluding.

“I left off the evasion charge, it did look like you were pulling over, but…sign here.”

The cop leaned forward and handed Ace the ticket, and then he jerked back, pulled the ticket book back.

“Sir? Have you been drinking?”

Ace tried to muddle through. “I had a couple of drinks a couple of hours ago. But I’m sober now.”

But it was too late. The cop could give him a ticket, Ace would slow down and obey the laws, and he was no longer a danger on the road.

But the cop couldn’t let a drunk driver go. A drunk driver was a danger to other motorists, and he had to arrest Ace.

After a quick sobriety test, Ace was introduced to the back seat of the cop’s cruiser.

“Watch your head, sir.”

Ace ducked and got in. He sat, uncomfortable with his hands behind his back, and waited.

He watched as his beloved, red Porsche was towed onto a flat truck and taken away.

Then he was taken away.

Ace was booked in, and it was a nightmare.

First, all the cops were laughing at him. Not so loud, but they smirked and stared and grinned. He quickly acquired the name ‘sissy boy.’

“Do you have some male clothes?” he asked one of the cops.

“What’s the matter sweetheart? Panties in a bunch?” returned the cop, and the two cops with him cracked up.

“Please. It’s…I…don’t you have something?”

“Sorry, sweetheart, but this isn’t a dress shop.”

Then Ace was put in a cell with other prisoners.

There were a couple of rough looking bikers, who stared, then grinned.

There were several black prisoners, and they refused to refer to him or consider him in any way, a man. They made a big show of bowing and and being polite, and one of them tried to dance with him.

Then there were a couple of Mexicans, a couple of homeless drunks, and a big Chinese guy with a Fu Manchu and an evil disposition.

Ace found a corner of the cell and sat down. He pulled his knees up and held them. A couple of the prisoners looked at his nylon encased legs and licked their lips, but there was nothing he could do about that.

The night dragged on. The lights went to dim and everybody was expected to sleep.

But how could one sleep on the hard tile benches? And there were no blankets or pillows.

Ace went to the bars and summoned one of the jailers. “Don’t you have blankets or anything?” he asked.

The jailer chuckled. “Yeah, right.” And walked away.

Ace went back to his corner and held his knees and slumped his face down and tried to sleep.

The sounds of the jail waned. Cell doors were no longer clanged shut. The raucous voices of the guards fell away, and the prisoners all leaned against the wall or curled up on the floor.

Ace was sober now, and had a hangover, and was more miserable than he had ever been in his life. The minutes became hours, and he sat in his crumpled up position and his eyes grew heavy. He didn’t think he would be able to sleep, but the long day, the stress, coming down from alcohol…his eyes slowly, slowly closed.

The jail grew quiet. Some of the prisoners snored, and quite loudly.

Ace came up to consciousness. Something had woken him. Then he felt it. A hand was on his leg!

“HEY!” he screamed.

Prisoners woke up.

The Chinese fellow was crouched in front of him, and he snaked his hand between Ace’s legs. Caught, he was determined to cop a feel.

Ace squeezed his legs together just as the fellow put his hands on his balls.

“NO!”

Prisoners were waking up, shouting, guards were running in the corridor outside the cell.

The Chinese guy grinned and fondled Ace’s testicles.

Ace drew back a fist and clobbered the Chinese guy, hard. The man fell away, rolled on his side and went to sleep.

The cell door was thrown back and half a dozen cops ran into the cell. They had batons and they pushed prisoners back, used the batons when they felt like it, and then Ace was cowering in the corner, two big guards standing in front of him.

“What goes on?” one guard asked.

The other guard examined the Chinese fellow. “He’s out. We’re going to have to take him to the hospital. He hit his head on the tile bench here.”

The guards had all the prisoners backed up against one wall now, and they crowded around Ace. It was obvious Ace had been fighting. He had hurt his hand and his knuckles were bloody and his fist was swollen.

“What’d you do?” the big guard directly in front of him shouted at Ace.

Ace had thought the cops would rescue him, but now he was being shouted down. He managed to say, “He tried to molest me.”

“So you near kill him.”

“But he started it!”

“And you thought you’d finish it.”

The interrogation went on for what seemed like hours, but was in reality maybe ten minutes. Then the Chinese guy was rolled out on a gurney and the lights went out again.

One of the other prisoners whispered in the darkness, “Man, you fucked up, Sissy Boy.”

“What? I didn’t do anything!”

“Fighting? That ain’t nothing. You better hope that guy isn’t hurt too bad.”

“But he was trying to…to…get me.”

“You shoulda let him. Now they’ll charge you with rioting or something. Man, you just added six months to your sentence.”

It was too much. Everything that happened…it was too much. In the silence of the early morning Ace sobbed quietly.

And the last thing he heard was one of the prisoners whispering, “Stupid bitch.”

Morning came, and Ace woke up quickly. He was stiff and sore. He was still wearing his dress and his wig and heels, but his make up needed a bit of work.

Other prisoners were awake, and a couple of them were slapping their arms back and forth in a feeble attempt to exercise.

There was room on a bench, so Ace got up and sat down.

He was never more miserable in his life. He was hungry, he had the dry taste of last night’s alcohol in his mouth, and…he was in jail.

And he knew that his life was changed.

His arrest wouldn’t bother his work because he worked out of his home. He had an internet business.

“When’s breakfast?” asked one of the prisoners of another.

“They don’t give you no breakfast,” was the answer. “The judge will see us today and we’ll either make bail, or get assigned to a section. That’s when you get to eat.”

Ace was starving. He wanted bacon and eggs and pancakes by the stack. But he would have taken mush if it had been offered. Instead, he sat with his belly feeling empty and pondered his situation.

He had a two in three chance of getting out of this. He might have to serve some time, but probably not. The newspapers had been full of stories about how criminals were being cycled out of prison as fast as they were arrested. And he wasn’t really a criminal.

He was just a dope who made a mistake. A big mistake, but…just a mistake.

Time passed. A couple of the prisoners were playing pitch a penny against a wall. Where they had found the penny who knows, but they played, and a couple of the prisoners watched and made remarks.

Ace considered them very low brow prisoners, getting excited over the toss of a penny.

More time passed, and it was ten o’clock before the cell door was opened and the prisoners were lined up in the corridor.

The cops were gruff and impolite, except for Ace. Even though Ace looked a bit ragged, the cops laughed at him and made remarks like, ‘Right this way, good looking.’ And ‘Have a seat right there, sweetheart.’

And he was constantly referred to by the monicker of ‘Sissy Boy.’

The line of men, and one woman, was shuffled down the cell block, through a maze of doors, and into a courtroom.

The courtroom was just like any other courtroom. Paneled walls, high ceilings, and a high bench at the back of the room. Two tables for prosecution and defense. An area for a jury on one side, and a place for prisoners to sit on the other.

Ace sat down in the middle of the line of men. Almost immediately a cop stood up and yelled, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

Ace groaned. He had a two out of three chance for mercy, but he had to get his ex-wife. Out of the three judges in this courthouse he had to get his ex-wife!

The prisoner next to him nudged him, “Get up…Sissy Boy.”

Ace stood up.

Roxanne…Roxie…the love of his life, entered the courtroom. She entered through a door behind and to the left of the bench. She mounted a couple of steps, and sat down.

“All be seated!” yelled the cop.

Ace sat down and stared at his ex-wife.

She was red-headed, and the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. He could see the thrust of her breasts through the black robe. Her blue eyes stared down at paperwork. Her full lips were painted red, and…his heart hurt for looking at her.

She turned and held a brief conversation with the bailiff, then the court proceedings began.

Prisoner after prisoner stood in front of her.

Since this was an arraignment charges were discussed, and men were sent back to the lock up to await more proceedings, or given bail.

Ace crossed his fingers. Bail…bail…please, dear God, let it be bail!

Five men stood up. One was held over, four were given bail, and one guy couldn’t make bail. He was going back to lock up.

Then it was Ace’s turn.

He stood up and shuffled to the center of the court. The other prisoners gave little hoots and whistles, and one of them called out, “Down on your knees, Sissy Boy!”

Roxanne’s mouth dropped open. She looked at the form in front of her. She looked up at Ace. She sat back and listened.

“Prisoner D1475. Gerald Johnson. Charged with Running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault…” there were a few other charges, but that was the gist of it. Those were the biggies.

But he was confused. Assault? Then he remembered the guy he had hit. They must had decided to tack that on him!

Roxanne motioned to the bailiff and he approached. She whispered in his ear.

The bailiff turned and said, “Prisoner D1475—“

“That’s Sissy Boy!” yelled one of the prisoners.

“Order!” Roxie slammed the hammer down and glared at the prisoners. She had a rep for being a tough judge, and everybody quickly shut right up.

A cop touched Ace’s arm and he was guided back to the prisoners’ box.

“Next case is…” the bailiff droned.

Ace didn’t know what to think. Why had she refused to see him? Was that good? Was she going to just give him a talking to and get him out of here? Or was it more ominous?

Ace and her were on good terms, so…maybe she was just going to let him go. Maybe she didn’t want to give him a light sentence in front of the other prisoners?

Yeah! That was it?

Ace was still nervous, but he was relaxing. Good, old Roxanne would have his back. He was going to get out of this.

The rest of the prisoners were seen, only Ace was left, and…the cops moved in and moved the prisoners back through the maze of doors and to their cell.

“But…wait a minute?” Ace blurted, but Roxanne had already left the courtroom.

“Move it, Sissy Boy.”

“But I haven’t been…I haven’t…”

“Shut up and move it.”

He moved down the corridor and into the cell.

What had happened?

For the next hour prisoners were released. One of them was taken away. He would be in a separate part of the jail. The others disappeared and Ace didn’t really know what happened, except that he thought they all got bail. Even the guy who couldn’t afford bail.

Then Ace was alone in the cell.

He was dirty. His dress had stretched a little, it was awfully tight, and…he just sat and felt sorry for himself.

Noon came, and now he was really hungry. He was actually shaking, he was so hungry.

He called to the cops, and they just ignored him, except to laugh. And once he heard somebody talk about the ‘Sissy Boy.’

More time passed, and at 4:30 in the afternoon a cop came to collect Ace.

“Let’s go, Sissy Boy.” He smirked and held the cell door open.

Ace walked down the corridor and through the doors to the courtroom. When he stepped into the courtroom, however, he was shocked.

It was packed.

There was nobody in the bench area, except for one lawyer. A trim brunette who watched him with level, grey eyes. She had a Dorothy Hamill haircut, a thin briefcase. She had a flat chest and her lips were thin.

They didn’t look naturally thin; it looked like she was compressing her lips in disapproval.

But the area where the audience sat was filled to overflowing. A lot of them were cops, in uniform, doubtless come to see the circus. A lot of them wore plain clothes, but they looked like cops, too.

And everybody was grinning. There was a spattering of hand claps, some hoots, and lots of grins.

Once again, Ace wanted to just shrivel up and blow away.

He sat down next to the lawyer. He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off.

“Be quiet. My name is Debra Smith, and I’m your lawyer, and you’ve got problems.”

Tell me about it, he thought.

“Word is the judge is going to throw the book at you. I don’t know what you did to piss her off, but—“

“She’s my ex-wife.”

The lawyer was quiet, stared hard at him, then nodded. “Well, that explains that. The charges are…” she read through the litany of crimes.

“But I didn’t assault anybody!” protested Ace. He explained about the Chinese guy trying to make advances, or whatever he was trying to do.”

Debra considered him, gnawed on her lip. Her lips weren’t thin, so that meant she just disapproved of him. Great.

“Okay. I’ll see what I can do. But I’m really going in blind. Let’s just wait and see.”

Debra asked him several questions: he hadn’t been arrested before, he could afford bail, he amenable to community service, and so on.

Meanwhile, if anything, more people had squeezed in to watch.

Then the bailiff loudly chanted, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

The lawyer leaned towards Ace and asked, “She took her maiden name back?”

“Yes.”

“Damn.” And she frowned again.

“Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…”’ the charges went on.

Ace stared at his ex, and she ignored him, looked down at a form and followed along as Ace was charged. She had a slight curve of lip as she read. Was that a smile?

Ace wasn’t sure, but when the charges were finished Roxie looked up at him. Her gaze was direct, and there was no nonsense. “Mr. Johnson, I never expected to see you here. Got anything to say for yourself?”

“No…” he pondered how to address here. He couldn't use her name, so he decided on, “…Your Honor.”

He couldn’t help but think of the time she had bought a new robe and had modeled if for him at home. In their bedroom. With nothing on beneath it.

“Oh, baby,” he had nuzzled her and slid his hands under the robe. He had felt her large breasts, and she had shivered. Then he had lifted her into the air and settled her on his penis. It had been wonderful. Sweaty and smelling of sex, and when they were done she had laughed and said, “I better not smell of cum when I’m sitting on the bench!”

Now he was standing in front of her, and she was wearing the same robe.

Then his lawyer nudged him.

He realized he had been day dreaming, and he racked his mind for…oh, yeah. She had asked him, “How do you plead?”

“Uh…”

Roxanne sat back and contemplated him. “Mr. Johnson?”

“Well, uh…I guess…I plead guilty with an explanation.”

She had a look on her face like a cat that had just caught a mouse.

“Well,” she drawled. “I can’t wait to hear this. What’s your explanation?”

Ace began talking, and shortly found himself gasping for breath, befuddled, and in the throes of the most severe case of mortification in the universe.

He tried to slide past his garb. “I had a few too many drinks and I—“

Roxanne was having none of that. “And how do you explain your apparel?”

“My…this…I…”

“You’re not going to tell me that a bunch of perverts kidnapped you and made you dress up like a girl?”

His face was so red…and it was hot…and he stammered, “Nu…nu…no.”

“So how did you come to be dressed like this?” She waved a hand to indicate his dress and wig and stuff.

“Uh…”

There were snickers behind him, and somebody whispered loudly, “Sissy Boy!”

Roxanne sat up. “Sissy Boy? Is that what they call you when you’re dressed like this?”

“I…no!”

There was laughter behind him, and one of the cops yelled out. “That’s his alias, Your Honor!”

“Your alias?”

“No!”

“If the court reporter will make a note of it. Gerald Johnson, alias Ace, alias Sissy Boy.”

“That’s not—“

“Now, I believe you were telling me how you came to be feminized.”

Debra hissed. “Just tell her the truth!”

“Well, I…I sometimes dress up like a woman…”

“A woman? Or a girl? A little sissy girl?”

“A woman!” Ace was pleading now now. He just wanted this farce to end.

“And how long have you been dressing up.”

Snickers and chortles from behind him as the cops all enjoyed his embarrassment.

“I…uh…”

“Tell the truth!” from his lawyer.

“I…uh…since I was…young.”

“Before high school?”

He nodded, ashamed.

“Before junior high?”

He shook his head.

“And what was the first time you ever…”

“And did you have girlfriends?”

“And did you masturbate whenever you got dressed up.”

Ace’s eyes were filled with tears. He was losing his mind, couldn’t think, mumbled answers helplessly.

The cops behind him laughed out loud and made remarks.

And the torment went on and on.

For a full hour Roxanne grilled him, humiliated him, and then, when Ace was wrung out and ready to collapse, she banged her gavel down.

“Well, this has been very interesting, and educational. I think we should bind the prisoner over that we might explore this situation more thoroughly.”

Ace couldn’t help himself. He blurted, his voice a little squeaky and a lot desperate, “Roxanne! Can’t you get me out of here?”

Now the court was silent.

Roxanne had been starting to stand up, but she stopped, looked at Ace, and sat back down.

“Prisoner please approach the bench.”

Debra moved first. She tugged on Ace’s sleeve and he moved forward. He stopped just in front of the bench and Roxanne leaned forward. She gave him a bright smile.

“Sissy Boy—”

“Can’t you call me Ace?”

“No. I can’t call you Ace. You are Sissy Boy, and that’s what I will call you.”

Ace’s eyes were pleading, but Roxanne just rolled right over him.

“Do you know how embarrassing it is for me? You show up in my place of work dressed like that? You make me the laughingstock of the system, and…” she shook her head.

“But I need to get out! I need to eat! I need to get out of these clothes!”

“Sissy Boy. You are in the custody of the state now, and I am about to go research the law. I need to know just how far I can go in dealing with you.”

“But…”

“Bailiff, take him away. Put him in isolation. I’ll let you know when I want to see Sissy Boy again.”

“But you can’t!”

The bailiff grabbed his arm and Ave resisted, tried to pull out of the man’s grip.

“You can’t do this to me! Please! I love you!”

Two cops moved forward and helped the bailiff.

“Roxanne stood up and walked towards the door that led to her chambers.”

“Roxie! Roxie!”

Cops in the back of the room were cheering.

The door closed behind Roxanne, and Ace struggled helplessly. Within seconds he was overpowered and dragged out screaming.

“No! No!”

But his day in court was over.


Part Two

Ace sat in his cell—he had his own cell now—and worried.

What had happened? Sure, he had embarrassed Roxie, but she had never shown bias in a court case. She was actually proud of the fact that she stuck with the law, instead of throwing the book at people who probably deserved it.

He had a small window at the top of his cell, and he could tell it was getting dark.

And he was hungry. He hadn’t eaten for more than 24 hours, and he was hurting.

But what could he do?

The cops just ignored him, or laughed at him.

He was ‘Sissy Boy,’ the girly man of the jail.

A couple of times cops had even come back and stared at him, smirking.

Well, what was going to happen, he was going to have to get a real lawyer, and—

Click, click, click. It was the tap of high heels coming down the cement floored corridor.

Ace stood up.

He was a mess now. His dress had stretched out, one of his boobs had come unglued, his make up was smeared and faded.

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

Roxanne stopped in front of the cell. She wasn’t wearing a robe now; she was wearing a tight dress, purple with white trim. Her breasts were big and heavy and the nipples showed through.

She was going out.

“Where are you going?” he blurted, jealousy eating him alive.

“Oh, just out.” She grinned. She knew what was going through his mind.

He was silent then. He wasn’t going to get into it with her. That wasn’t the way back into her heart. And he did want to rekindle their marriage.

“So now you’re Sissy Boy.” She pursed her lips and nodded her head slightly.

“Please. Call me Ace.”

She sniffed slightly. “So how do you like being a jailbird? Is it all it’s knocked up to be?”

“It sucks.”

“Too bad, so sad.” Here smile was open now. She was really enjoying this. “You know, I always wondered what your big secret was, and now I know. You’re a crossdresser.”

“I just…do it…a little.” He was once again feeling the sharp bite of shame.

“A little, a lot…who cares. What you were stupid about, if I may insult you a little, is that if you had told me, right up front, I wouldn’t have cared.

His eyes focused on her.

“Oh, I would have chuckled a bit, maybe told you to keep it to yourself, but…who knows? Maybe I would have taken advantage of you, made you wear women’s clothes all the time. I would have loved a good maid.”

“Then there’s hope for us?”

“Me and a jailbird?” she laughed outright. “I think not. I’m going to have a rough enough time overcoming what you’ve done…and you’re just my ex. Imagine what it would be like if we were married.”

His mind started to spin with visions of happiness and sugar plums, but she crashed that with her next words.

“Judge marries pervert. Then I couldn’t even say I divorced you because of…you know? And there would go any hope of being selected for a higher judgeship, or running for public office.”

Ace’s head slumped and he took a step back.

“Come here.”

Ace looked up. She was smiling. He stepped up to the bars and she was right in front of him, close enough to kiss.

“Where do you hide your penis?”

He blinked.

“It’s…I wear a gaff. It’s pulled back between my legs.”

“What’s a gaff?”

“It’s like really tight underwear. It pulls my dick back between my leg, makes it really hard to get a boner.

“And it’s called a gaff.”

He nodded.

“Show me!”

Ace looked around nervously, as if there was somebody in the cell with him.

“Come on. There’s nobody here, and we’d hear them coming, anyway.”

“But…”

“Come on. It’s just you and me. Lift up that dress and show me.”

A new shade of red.

Ace lifted his skirt. He pulled down his gaff. His cock immediately began to swell.

Roxie stared at it. She licked her lips.

“Come closer. Let me feel it.”

He stepped up against the bars, and she reached down and grabbed his cock.

Her hand was warm.

His cock was hot. It had been wiggling around for hours, trying to get hard in the gaff, but failing.

“I had no idea you were such a little kinkster.”

“Yeah, well,” he was breathing hard under her grip. She couldn’t stroke it, but just the feeling of her hands on him…

“And your balls, they feel like they’re full! The skin is tight and they weigh so much.”

Ace wanted to cum, she had always known how to excite him with her hands, and he was ready to squirt.

She smiled at him, licking her lips again, and both her hands were working him.

He groaned and his knees shivered.

“You know,” she whispered, “you’re sort of sexy.”

“Oh…”

“It’s sort of like making love to a woman, being a lesbian, but…without the…the…”

“Guilt,” he blurted.

“Guilt. Yeah. Maybe shame. But…it’s breaking a taboo. I could screw you, and be making love to a woman, and not break any taboos.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “I need to cum!”

She held his package, worked it, and laughed. “What? No! And lose this wonderful boner?”

He shook his head. He was holding on to the bars so he wouldn’t fall now.

“That’s another turn on. Screwing a man and having total control. I’m a control freak anyway. If I could cum and leave you high and dry…oh, fuck. I’m almost ready to cum right now!”

Suddenly she looked down. “Are you cumming?” She sounded shocked.

“No,” he gritted his teeth. “That’s just…I’m leaking. I can’t hold the pre-cum, and the cum, inside, but I don’t get an orgasm.”

“Oh, God!” She let go of his package with one hand, kept working it with the other. Her free hand went down and under her dress. She began playing with her nub.

Ace couldn’t believe it. He was having sex with his wife…but not having sex. “Please…” he said. “Please…”

But he didn’t know what he was asking for. He was just tormented and wanted release.

She leaned forward, squeezed his testicles, rubbed her clitoris, and whispered, “Kiss me.”

He was shaking when he moved his head forward. Their lips met, surrounded by bars, and it was an exquisite moment of sex while being denied.

This was the feel of kissing her while he was in her, but he wasn’t in her, he was in his cage.

And all the time his semen flowed out. He knew that if enough cum came out he wouldn’t be able to have an orgasm.

“Fuck!” she spoke against his mouth, like she was ejaculating the word. The orgasm rolled over her, swept her away, and she held onto his package to stop from falling. The whole world became hazy and unreal and the golden feeling whelmed over her.

Ace groaned, and held onto the bars, and wished he could cum. They used to be able to cum together. But enough semen had drained out of him that he could no longer have an orgasm. In fact, he probably wouldn’t be able to cum for a few days.

Then she opened her eyes, giggled, and stepped back from him.

He thrust his hips against the bars, but she drew away.

“Thanks, jailbird.”

“Roxie…”

“We’ll have to do this again sometime,” she chuckled. “We’ll certainly have the opportunity. After all, you stay here and I come down and get off whenever the mood grips me. And I can drain you so…” She giggled and left the thought unfinished.

“Roxie! No!”

“Why not? You’re in the system now. I have your life in my hands.” She looked at his cock, it was now limp. Then she looked up at him, “And a lot of other things. So why not keep you here for a while? If you ever want to get out of here…” she stopped talking and started thinking.

“Roxie, you can’t be serious. That would be against the law.”

“But I am the law, Sissy Boy.”

He cringed at the cavalier manner in which she spoke his alias.

“Drunk driving, running stop signs, speeding, fleeing and eluding…and we mustn’t forget that assault charge.”

“But he was trying to molest me!”

“Do you know how long I could keep you for?” She began doing the math in her head, adding up the years for each offense.

Drunk driving is five years, fleeing and eluding is fifteen years, speeding is five years…that’s twenty-five years—we can forget about assault, that’s only 60 days and five hundred—and we haven’t even tacked on the fines. That’s probably twenty thousand.”

“But…you can’t!”

“Of course I can. I’m the judge. And those things you did, they are all felonies.”

“Felonies?”

“Absolutely. A higher court won’t even blink when I lower the boom. No hope on appeal.”

Now Ace was desperate. “But, honey, I love you with all my heart! Surely you can’t do that to somebody who’s only real crime is loving you too much? That’s the only reason I was out there…why I got caught like this.” He looked down at his dress, then back up at Roxanne. “That’s why I drove past the courthouse. I just want you back!”

Roxanne put a sober look on her face and nodded. “I suppose I could be a little lenient.”

“Oh, yes! Please!”

“I could knock off the speeding charge. Then you’d only be in jail for twenty years.”

“Roxanne!” Ace wailed.

But Roxane was done. She turned and walked away, her heels tapping loudly, the curve of her calves and the sway of her round ass so incredible beautiful.

“Roxanne! Please! Have mercy!”

She turned at the end of the corridor and smiled back at him.

“By, hon,” then she added, “Sissy Boy.”

“ROXIE!”

But the door clanged shut.

An hour later a guard came back with a bag for Ace.

He almost fainted when he saw the arches on the side of the bag and smelled the delicious aroma.

He normally wasn’t a McDonald’s fan, but he was so hungry now that he couldn’t help it. He took out a Quarter pounder and devoured it. He slurped the fries down and licked his fingers. He drank the Coke like it was booze, and burped.

The jailor was waiting for the empty bag, and he remarked. “Damn, Sissy Boy, you need to work on your manners.”

Ace didn’t care. He handed the bag over, went and lay down on the tile bench. Now if he could only get a fresh change of clothes. He was starting to smell.

And as cool as female clothes were, he wanted male clothes.

The night went by peacefully. Only a few yells from inmates having nightmares. When Ace woke up the next day he was given another bag of McDonald’s, this one with a McGriddle and a patty and a Coke, and again he licked his fingers and was thankful.

Then the long day began.

He was not taken out of his cell for the morning arraignment. He was not given any lunch at noon. He just sat in his cell and watched a patch of blue sky through the one high window.

Four thirty came, and two officers came for him.

Ace was looking downright ragged now. His nylons were saggy and had runs. His dress looked like it had been designed for a bag lady, and his breast forms were slipping out of his bra.

He had finally scrubbed what was left of his make up off.

He was not cute looking, but the cops still called him Sissy Boy.

“Let’s go, Sissy Boy. The judge wants your opinion on something.”

They chuckled as they walked him through a series of doors.

“Probably wants fashion advice,” said the other cop.

“Is that it?” asked the first cop. “Are you going to give the judge advice on what to wear when she sends you to the Big House?”

Ace said nothing. He was still feeling the effects of hunger, and he wanted to turn and snap at the cops. But he didn’t dare.

Into the court room, and once again it was packed. The cops were apparently really getting off on Ace’s situation.

“All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

And Roxanne, looking fresh and beautiful stepped into the courtroom.

“Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson,” the bailiff started, but he was interrupted when Roxanne cleared her throat.

The bailiff glanced up at her, nodded, and rephrased his sentence. “Prisoner D1475, Sissy Boy, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…”

Ace stared at Roxanne. She had commanded the bailiff to refer to him as Sissy Boy!

“Okay,” said Roxanne, looking at Ace. “You had an arraignment yesterday, so it’s time to get around to the sentencing.”

Ace as whispering to his attorney, and he suddenly stood up. “Your Honor?”

Roxanne tilted her head slightly. “You had your chance to defend yourself yesterday.”

“Please. I just want to say one thing.”

Roxanne didn’t want to, but gazing around the courtroom she could see that all the cops in the audience were eagerly listening.

“Very well.”

“Well, Your Honor, I would like a change of venue.”

The audience buzzed. They hadn’t expected any legal shenanigans.

Roxanne sat back and looked at the ceiling. She actually wasn’t thinking, she already knew what she was going to say, but she wanted to give her statement the appearance of judicial consideration.

She leaned forward and said, “Denied.”

The audience laughed.

Ace said, “Your Honor!”

But Roxanne wasn’t having any more of that.

“Counsel for the defense will approach the bench.”

Debra stood up and rounded the table. Ace stood up, too. He intended on going to the bench, but Roxanne merely smiled and said, “Just the counsel for the defense.

Ace sat and stewed. And watched. The conference was short, and Debra returned and sat next to him. She leaned over and said, “Sis—Ace, the judge is about to throw the book at you. She’s going to give you a full twenty year sentence, with fines.”

“But she can’t—“

“Or, she’ll accept a plea deal.”

Ace stared at his lawyer suspiciously. “What kind of plea deal.”

“A year, here, at county. All charges reduced from felonies. No fines.”

“A year?”

He glanced at the waiting Roxanne. He looked at his lawyer.

“What’s the catch?”

“As far as I can tell, there is no catch. I mean, she was your wife. Maybe she was just bluffing, and now she’s decided to be lenient.”

Ace didn’t think so.

He looked at the table he was sitting behind. His eyes took on a glaze as he thought about it.

Twenty years, hard time in the Big House, plus fines. He knew he would never survive.

Versus one year in jail, the county lock up, his record cleaned up, no fines.

But he just knew Roxanne had something up her sleeve.

“Take it,” hissed his lawyer. “Don’t be a dope!”

He nodded.

Debra stood up. “Your Honor, my client is in agreement with a plea deal.”

Roxanne wrote on a form.

The court reporter typed, then waited.

“Very well. Gerald Johnson, it is the order of this court that you be confined to the county jail for a period of one year.” She slammed the gavel down and that was it.

But, of course, that was not it.

A dissatisfied rumble arose from the audience. The cops wanted blood.

Roxanne just smiled at the audience. She said, “Sissy Boy will be assigned to the women’s correctional facility.”

Ace was already standing, but he almost jumped on the defense table.

“What?”

Roxanne sat back and waited, her lips slightly pursed, the humor evident in her eyes.

“You can’t put me in the women’s side!”

“I can’t? Aren’t you dressed as a woman?”

“But…but…”

“And it is the practice of this court to assign men who identify as women to the women’s section of the county jail.”

“But I’m a man!”

The audience was getting louder, and they were appreciating Roxanne’s subterfuge. Cops were talking loudly to be heard, laughter was rising up.

Roxanne struck the gavel down once, and the audience calmed down.

“Yes, about that. Since the court is aware that abuses have happened in the past, it is the order of this court that, to protect the women of this facility, Sissy Boy wears a chastity tube.”

“WHAT? I’m not wearing a—“

“Or the plea deal is off and you will be transferred to the state prison to serve your sentences, consecutively.”

“But…”

His lawyer was tugging on his arm.

“You can’t…”

The cops were laughing.

“Roxanne?”

But Roxanne had a slight smile on her face and was waiting.

“Would you like to go for door two?” she asked pleasantly.

Ace, under the tugging of his lawyer and the laughter of the cops, finally calmed down.

“No, ma’am.”

“Very well. To make sure this sentence is carried out in the appropriate manner, I have purchased this little gem…” she held up a chastity tube, “and the prisoner will disrobe and place it on his person.”

Now, in spite of any pounding of the gavel, the cops in the courtroom rose up in cheer. They yelled nice things at the judge, and made cutting quips to Ace.

Not that Ace heard anything. He was dazed and confused. He just stood there.

Debra went to the bench and accepted the chastity tube. She returned to the defense table and placed the device on the table.

Ace stared at the thing. It was small, his dick was going to have trouble fitting into it even limp.

He picked it up and examined it. It was pretty simple, a ring and a tube, no way out.

He looked at the bench and Roxanne was smiling at him. Smiling in a wicked way.

He looked back at the audience. The cops were hanging over the fence, chuckling and suppressing guffaws.

“Well?” Roxanne asked.

“I…I…”

His lawyer finally helped. She picked up the tube and said, “Lift your dress.”

Ace moved slowly. He lifted his dress. He had left the gaff back in the cell and his prick hung limply.

Debra ran her tongue over her lips and bent in front of him. It looked like she was going to give him head, but nothing could be further from the truth.

She pushed the tube over his cock, used her finger to get it all the way in, then placed the ring around his package.

Ace was feeling faint. He grabbed the back of a chair to keep himself on his feet.

Click.

His cock was stuffed into the little tube. His balls were hanging out of the ring, big and round and shiny as the skin stretched.

Debra stood up, and there was an expression on her face. Intense concentration as she looked at the device hanging on her client.

Happiness concealed.

And she sighed. It was almost like sex with her.

All the officers in the audience area raised the biggest cheer of the day. They howled and hooted and pointed, and Ace was led away.

“All rise!”

Everybody stood up, and Roxanne descended from the bench and entered her chambers.

One of the guards approached Ace. “Let’s go, Sissy Boy.”

Debra leaned to him and said a few words, probably something about appeals, but Ace didn’t hear her.

His mind was a grey blank.

A year in jail.

A year in chastity.

How would he survive?

He followed the guard out of the courtroom. He thought he was going to go back to his cell, or perhaps over to the women’s section of jail, but the guard turned the wrong way and led him through a door at the end of the hall.

He went through a couple of more doors, was completely confused, and then found himself in a short corridor with three doors.

The door at the end had a red exit sign over it. He doubted he was going through that door.

They walked passed the first door, and the guard tapped at the second door.

A muffled “come in” could be heard.

The guard stepped back and warned Ace. “I’ll be right here waiting. You try any funny stuff and you’ll be sorry. You got that?”

Ace nodded.

The guard opened the door and Ace walked in.

It was a large, comfortable office. There was a big desk in front of a big window. There were shelves of law books. There was a table for conferences and such.

And he knew where he was.

“How you doing, Sissy Boy?”

At the corner of the room was a potted plant. Behind the potted plant was a bathroom, and Roxanne came out of the bathroom.

“Oh, heysoos,” Ace breathed.

She was wiping her hands, and she went behind her desk and sat down. She was still wearing her robe.

“Roxanne…” and for a moment he thought it was all a joke. She was going to get him out of this.

“One year. Pretty good, eh?”

Then he realized she wasn’t going to let him out of it.

“You’re going to make me serve the whole year?”

“Oh, yes.”

“No time off for good behavior.”

“Heck, if you’re that good, then you’ll get more time.”

That statement confused him.

“What?”

“Ace, for a while there I thought you were the one. I thought we would live long lives and live together until we were old and feeble.”

“But we can!”

“Then you had your secrets, which you wouldn’t share, and which I’m still pissed off about.”

“But—“

She held up a hand. “And, on top of that, you end up being a pervert.”

Then Ace said a howler of a statement. “But I’m only a little pervert.”

Roxie snorted.

“So…so if you’re going to make me serve my sentence…why did you want to see me?”

“Well, you have a choice.”

Uh oh.

“You can serve it in the laundry, or scrubbing floors, or some other nice thing. You always liked housework, right?”

Ace said nothing.

“Or, you can be elevated to trustee status.”

“Trustee status?”

“Yep. You’ll be assigned only cushy jobs, you’ll get the run of the jail, you might even be assigned work furlough programs. That’s not for a while, though. Just because I go to bat for you doesn’t mean you won’t have to earn some trust from some of the other people here.”

Ace thought about it. Cushy jobs, maybe even a chance to get out. In a while, of course.

“What’s the catch?”

“Nothing. You just have to be polite and proper, do what you’re told, that sort of thing.”

“If that’s all, then…yeah.”

“Excellent. Shall we have a trial run?”

“Trial run?” His brow furrowed as he tried to figure out what she meant.

Roxie stood up and took off her robe.

She was naked underneath.

Ace caught his breath. She had remarked to him, during their marriage, that she often went naked under her robe, but he hadn’t believed her.

She was a straight arrow! She didn’t do such things!

But here she was, massive boobs outthrust, tight waist, round hips and that patch of red hair sprouting from her junction.

She sat down and swiveled to the side.

“Come, Sissy Boy. Do me good.”

As in a dream, Ace rounded the desk.

She was leaning back, her legs up, one on the desk and the other on the window sill. Her pussy was open and waiting.

Ace was hardly aware of moving, but he found himself on his knees, staring at a moist, pink pussy.

He licked his lips and moaned.

“Come on, honey, earn your keep.”

He leaned forward, fell forward, actually, and his lips touched down.

She was every bit as delicious as he remembered.

Warm and moist, the labia spread for him.

His tongue delved, and his face went up and down.

His hands were on her thighs and his head bobbed up and down.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed.

For long minutes she laved her pussy with his mouth. Then she groaned and tightened her legs on his face.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” she hissed.

Then, done, he sat back on his heels.

She smiled at him, and picked up her phone. She tapped a number.

“Hi, Joanne, please.”

Ace stared, once again in confusion.

“Hi, Joanne. Why not come up to my office. Yes, he’s here, and he’s good. As good as I remember. Sure. And bring Liz with you. She can’t? Well, don’t worry. He’s going to be available for a year. Sure. Okay, see you in a few.”

She hung up the phone and turned to Ace.

“Are you up for this, Sissy Boy?”

Ace just sat there, staring, and considering.

He was in prison, for a year, and he knew that the women’s section had a large staff.

He looked down at his cock. It was trying to get hard. And it would be trying to get hard for a year.

A year of being used by women, of never being able to cum.

It was something many men would dream of, but now that he was experiencing the reality…Sissy Boy sobbed.

END
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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