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ARMY CHICK

After a lifetime of being made fun of, Eric decides its time to toughen up, and what better place than the army? He’s tired of being told he looks like a woman, being terrified of guns, being unable to complete a simple obstacle course. He’s ready for whatever his Lieutenant has to throw at him.

But when he finds a room filled with women’s clothing, he can’t help but indulge. He’s never tried cross-dressing before, but he’s always been curious. Turns out, he likes it, and he’s really good at it. But how good is he? Could he convince his fellow recruits?


CHAPTER I

I never would have imagined myself standing in a gun range, an armed, fully-automatic assault rifle in my hands. Guns had always scared the living hell out of me. Even as I stood, with the rifle aimed at a nearby target, with my Lieutenant screaming in my ear, I was mortified. “Shoot the target, Private!” I hated how loud the guns were. Every time someone else fired in a lane next to me, I would jump and my body would become tense.

In that moment, I started wondering what the hell I was doing with my life. Like a lot of my fellow recruits, I wasn’t being forced into the army by my parents, I was there voluntarily. I was there because I thought it might toughen me up a little bit—something which was much overdue. I was tired of being laughed at for being so small and “effeminate,” as my older brother had always put it.

When I was a kid, I hated GI Joe action figures. I’d always found their faces intimidating. I preferred Barbie dolls. I had the whole Barbie Playhouse. My parents always said it was just a phase, but when I turned twelve and I still had the Playhouse, even they started to worry. When I was at school one day, they took all of my dolls and my Barbie Playhouse to a nearby donation bin. “It’s time you start acting like a man,” my father said to me. I could still hear my father’s words pinging around in my head, fifteen years later, as I stood, hands trembling, in that gun range.

My Lieutenant sighed and planted his face into the palms of his hands. “What are we going to do with you, Private Reynolds?” he said. He said it in nearly the same exact voice my school gym teacher had used ten years before, when I kept diving for cover every time the ball was thrown my way, when we played baseball (or dodgeball, or soccer, or any game involving a ball). I never liked sports. I never quite figured out how to throw a ball. I would have figured it out had the other kids not made fun of me so much—maybe then I would have practiced a little bit more. But it was easier to just remove myself from sports altogether, and not have to face the humiliation of being “a total pansy,” as my classmates put it.

Growing up, I caught on pretty quickly that there was something different about me. By fourteen, all of the other boys had dropped pretty much all of their interests to pursue girls. I was still waiting for the day I would start to like girls. By sixteen, I was starting to worry that day wasn’t coming. By eighteen, that day was still nowhere to be seen. I tried forcing it, asking a female friend of mine out on a date: Lucy. We ended up going on a few dates—we even kissed. But I felt nothing, and she could tell. “Are you gay, Eric?” she asked me.

“Gay? No way,” I said. As far as I knew I wasn’t gay, anyway. I’d never felt attracted to a boy before. In fact, I hated boys. Every boy I knew was an asshole. They all made fun of me and how girly I was.

Lucy and I went on a couple more dates, but we never even kissed again. Thankfully, for her sake especially, we broke up and went our separate ways. I never bothered wasting another girl’s time again, while I tried to figure out what was wrong with me.

In my senior year, my parents were so worried about me, they insisted I go to talk to the school counsellor. I made an appointment, and then met up with him in his office after school one day. After I explained my childhood and all of my problems to him, he said, “Do you think you might be gay? There’s nothing wrong with being gay.”

“I don’t like boys,” I said defensively.

“So you like girls?” he said.

It took me a moment to respond. “No, not really,” I said. “I mean, I like them more than boys.”

“How so?” the counsellor asked. The question took me off-guard. I wasn’t sure what kind of answer he was expecting, or how to even approach a response.

I ended up saying, “I know I like girls more because sometimes I wish I was a girl.” The answer had made sense in my head, but hearing it out loud, I realized how insane I sounded. The counsellor just stared at me with wide-eyes, as if I’d just put myself into a category he had absolutely no experience dealing with—a category he’d never even heard of before.

“I’m going to recommend a good therapist,” he said, and that was the end of our little session.

When my parents asked how the meeting with the counsellor went, I simply said, “It was fine,” and then I ran up to my room to think about what I’d said. It was true: sometimes I wished I was born a girl, but only because then I would be normal. No one would have made fun of my Barbie dolls, no one would have mocked my fear of flying baseballs, no one would have called me a pansy, a pussy, or any of the other names I was so painfully used to. At least if I was a girl, my life would have made sense, and I wouldn’t have enlisted in the army in an attempt to make a man out of myself.

“Squeeze the trigger, Private,” my Lieutenant said. “Or do you want to be a dripping wet pussy for the rest of your life?”

I’d always thought (or I should say, hoped) that the name-calling would come to an end after high school, but I was wrong. Even nearing thirty, the cruel names were still coming. I was still a pansy, a pussy, a vagina, a Sally, you name it.

I squeezed the trigger. Everything happened so quickly—the bullet exploding out from the barrel, the gun jolting back painfully into my shoulder, the shell ejecting and whizzing past my face. I winced away, my protective glasses suddenly fogged up. I would have dropped the gun onto the ground had my Lieutenant not stepped up and grabbed it out from my hands. He said nothing as he took the gun away from me, shaking his head in disappointment, the same way my father done so many times in the past.

My first attempt at shooting a gun was a complete failure, but I was determined to figure it out and make a man out of myself. Unfortunately, my Lieutenant didn’t give me another shot that day. “I’ll let you shoot again when I’m convinced you aren’t going to accidentally kill yourself or any of the other recruits. We seriously need to make a man out of you, Private Reynolds.”

Most people would have been discouraged by the Lieutenant’s words, but I had to fight to hold back the smile. It was the whole reason I enlisted: to become a real man. And if anyone could do it, it was Lieutenant Richards, weighing in at two-hundred and fifty pounds of muscle, fought on the frontlines in two wars, had been shot three times. I couldn’t wait to have him toughen me up.

“Yes, sir,” I said.


CHAPTER II

Unfortunately, being turned into a man wasn’t as simple as a montage in a Rocky movie. It involved a lot of miserable, tedious tasks. I was put on dishwashing duty. The dishwasher was broken, so each night I was stuck washing hundreds of dishes by hand—which is difficult after ten hours of physically-exhaustive training. Some days I could hardly lift my arms enough to grab plates off the top of the piles of dirty dishes.

Each day began with Lieutenant Richards entering my room and shouting, “Wake the hell up, Private!” He told me he would stop scaring me awake once I started getting myself up at a reasonable hour—but that reasonable hour seemed to be earlier and earlier every morning. Once I was out of bed, he would make me take a shower, with ice-cold water. The first few times I stepped into that freezing water, I thought I was going to fall over dead, unable to breathe as an intense trembling took over my body. But after the first week of the daily cold showers, it was only slightly miserable.

“Absolutely no masturbating,” Lieutenant Richards said. He had the bathroom door taken off, and he made seemingly random check-ups, entering my room without knocking, sometimes in the middle of the night. I wondered when he slept—if he slept. It seemed like he was always watching, always lingering and waiting for the perfect moment to pop in. I thought the no-masturbating thing would be easy, but one week in, I was struggling, squirming whenever I had a moment alone. I didn’t understand what it had to do with becoming a soldier and a man, but I trusted Lieutenant Richards, so I kept my hand off of my cock.

But three weeks into my no-self-fondling struggles, I caved, and I didn’t even get to finish before I was caught. It was eleven at night and Lieutenant Richards had just come by an hour before. I thought I was safe. I was wrong. “I don’t think we’re being hard enough on you, Private,” he said, and then he left with a disappointed frown on his face, to go and devise a well-suited punishment.

I only slept for a couple of hours before Lieutenant Richards was back in my room, screaming at me to wake up. “You’ve got a lot of work to do today, Private,” he said, and then he led me through my regular morning routine, into the cold shower, giving me only five minutes to eat the bland, over-cooked oatmeal that no one else had to eat. It was a Sunday, and everyone else on the compound got the day off. I couldn’t remember the last Sunday I’d had off. I was so exhausted. I couldn’t believe Lieutenant Richards wasn’t completely wiped, seeing as he was always there, always awake, always running right next to me.

He brought me across the compound to a building I’d never been in before. It was a large gymnasium, with a stage on one end, and hundreds—maybe thousands—of folding chairs, piled messily against one wall. “I want you to move all of these chairs into the back, and then I want you to re-wax the floor.” He showed me to the back, which was on the other side of the stage, behind a curtain and down a staircase. It was going to take days, if not weeks, to get all of those chairs from the back wall, up the stage, down the stairs, and then down the hall, into the big storage room. Assuming I could do four chairs at a time, I was looking at about five hundred trips, and then I still needed to re-wax the floor.

Lieutenant Richards explained that the space hadn’t been used in decades, since the Vietnam War draft. “I’d like to get it running as a recreation hall, for the boys,” he said. “Well, what are you waiting for? Get started.”

He left me alone, and didn’t bother to check on me all day. It was the longest he’d ever gone without checking in on me, but I suppose he had no reason to. He knew it would take me the better part of the week to get the job done. He was probably catching up on his sleep. Even the most rugged men sleep once every month or so. Unfortunately, I didn’t get that luxury.

As I unloaded my thirtieth load of chairs into the back room, I nearly fell over from exhaustion. I had to sit down on the edge of an old crate to catch my breath, before I was able to even think about going to retrieve another set of chairs. I hadn’t even made a dent in the huge pile of folding chairs yet.

I looked around the storage room. It was filled with crates and racks of old military gear. I walked through, looking into some of the crates. Most of them were filled with old, probably expired, ammunition. Some were filled with handguns, some with old Vietnam-era carbine rifles—enough weaponry to arm a small army.

A few of the boxes were filled with old camouflage pants, some were filled with jackets, some with boots, some with helmets. I came upon one box that was filled with women’s clothing. I held up one of the outfits. I couldn’t believe how skimpy they were! I suppose back then, women only held office jobs within the army, and the men probably liked them wearing the little skirts, the fitted coats, and the little pointed caps. There was even a box filled with black high-heel shoes, and another box filled with ‘army-issued pantyhose.’ I found a stack of old-school guides titled, “The importance of being ladylike in the army.” I laughed.

“Private?” I heard Lieutenant Richards’s voice call out. I closed the crate quickly and then returned to my pile of chairs, pretending as though I was just dropping a load off, about to start on the next. Lieutenant Richards entered the room. “There you are. This is all you’ve done?”

“I’m moving as quickly as I can,” I said.

“Well it’s not quick enough. You’re hardly even sweating. I’m going into town for the rest of the night. I expect this to be done by the time I’m back in the morning. If it’s not, I have another building that needs cleaned out, and we can get started on that as soon as you’ve finished here. It’s your call, Private.” He left without saying goodbye, as he always did.

I bit my tongue and powered through the rest of the loads of chairs. After a while, the pain in my arms and my back went away and my body became mostly numb, which made the task easier. It was around midnight that I finished moving the chairs, and by four in the morning, I was done waxing the floor.

I probably should have gone straight to sleep, but it was the first time I’d actually completed one of Lieutenant Richards’s tasks in the allotted time, and I was proud of myself. I suddenly had a second wind, adrenaline filling my body. And I never even complained once. In a weird way, I felt like a man, even though I knew I had a long way to go.

My feeling of manliness was short-lived though, when a peculiar idea came into my head: wouldn’t it be fun to try on the women’s army outfits, while everyone was asleep and Lieutenant Richards was away from the facility? I don’t know why the idea was so enticing. I’d never been interested in cross-dressing before, but this somehow didn’t feel like cross-dressing. It was more like satisfying a curiosity.

It had been a long time since I’d indulged in an unmanly activity. Since enlisting in the army, I hadn’t watched any romance movies (which, admittedly, I loved), I hadn’t taken a nice, long bath, I hadn’t met up with my friend Susan to do facemasks—I hadn’t done any of the things I was always made fun of for doing. I suppressed all those urges, and now they were flooding out of me with a vengeance, because I was letting them flood out of me as a sort of reward for finally completing a task. I probably should have kept them suppressed until they went away. You wouldn’t reward a recovering alcoholic with the tallest glass of brandy he’s ever seen.

But there I was, in that old storage room, naked, slipping on a pair of pantyhose. They fit perfectly, and I loved the way they made my legs look. The skirt was nice too, hardly covering my bum. It felt so freeing, and made me wonder why men couldn’t wear skirts—they seemed like they would be perfect: nothing squishing your package.

Next, I put on the matching jacket, which was so much more comfortable than my army-issued jacket, and it fit me way better. I had to stuff a couple of shirts into my top to give the illusion of breasts, to really make the outfit fit properly.

I looked around the large storage area for a mirror. With all of the stacked crates, it was like a labyrinth in there. I walked around for a bit, and then realized I’d walked passed a mirror multiple times, but I hadn’t noticed because its surface was thoroughly coated with dust. As I went to wipe the dust off of the mirror, I noticed a colourful clothing rack that seemed out of place. Upon closer inspection, I realized it was a costume rack, probably for some old theatre production. I’d heard that the army used to put on theatre shows for soldier morale.

As luck would have it, there was a blonde wig hanging on the edge of the rack. I picked it up and gave it a good shake, creating a plume of dust in the air. Then, I put it on my head. I’d never had long hair before, but I liked the way the hair felt, sitting gently on my shoulders, hanging down before the corner of my eyes. I hadn’t even seen myself in the mirror, but I felt sexy.

I was afraid of seeing my own reflection, worried it would ruin the fun when I realized I looked ridiculous, like a man in women’s clothing and some old, dusty wig. But I was pleasantly surprised when I wiped the mirror and hardly recognized myself. I watched my eyes become wide. I couldn’t believe it: I actually looked like a lady. I did a few poses, unable to keep the smile from my face.

And then I wondered, how had I never tried on women’s clothing before? Probably because I’d always just assumed it would look silly, that I couldn’t actually be a convincing woman. But now that I was staring at myself in the mirror, I wasn’t so sure. I wondered if anyone would recognize me if I left the old, abandoned gym building. Of course, I wasn’t going to risk it—I was already mocked enough, I didn’t need to give anyone anymore excuses to make fun of me.

I started going through more boxes, seeing what other goodies I could find. Next to the costume rack, I found a few boxes filled with old costumes, including an especially spicy little red dress and fishnet stockings. I changed out from my skirt and jacket, and I slipped into the dress. Again, it fit me perfectly, as if it was made for my body, and the smooth satin felt so nice against my skin. The dress had a long slit up the side, that showed off the skin of my left hip. At the bottom of the box was a pair of red heels that went with the dress. I put them on, and even they fit surprisingly well (I had small feet for a man).

I did another few poses in front of the mirror, and then found myself digging through more boxes. I found dozens of other women’s costumes. I wanted to try them all on, but I knew it was getting late, so I carefully put my wig back where I’d found it, and I packed away all of the boxes that I’d opened, slipping into my regular outfit before leaving the old storage room. As I left, the sun was peeking over the horizon.

I still had that sense of pride lingering inside of me, but it was a conflicted feeling. Because even though I’d finally accomplished one of Lieutenant Richards’s tasks, I felt like I’d succumbed to the most effeminate indulgence possible: prancing around in women’s clothing, and loving it.


CHAPTER III

Lieutenant Richards was so impressed by the fact I was able to complete his task, that he didn’t come into my room to wake me up the next morning. I didn’t even see him until I was finished breakfast, walking back to my room to get ready for the day. “Excellent work, Private. You actually did it for once,” he said. I did my best to stop my cheeks from turning red. That warm pride was still buzzing in my body.

“Come with me,” he said, and then I followed him to the gun range, which was empty. “Let’s give this another try.” He watched me arm my rifle and then step up to the line, gun drawn, aimed down the lane at a clean target. I took a deep breath, my hands beginning to tremble slightly. I wanted to pull the trigger, but the memory of the previous attempt came back to me: the loud bang, the kickback, the bright flash… Regardless, I bit my tongue and fired.

My shot nearly missed the target, but I held onto the firearm without screaming like a little girl. I took a deep breath, and then I fired again, and again, and again. After a minute or so, it wasn’t so bad. I knew what to expect, and I realized that as long as I wasn’t aiming at myself, I was safe. I even managed to put three rounds into the black of the target. “Well done, Private,” Lieutenant Richards said to me, giving me a pat on the back, which made me jump. I could feel him rolling his eyes next to me, but I was still happy with my small victory. I successfully fired a rifle, and not only that but I’d hit the target at least a few times. I still had a lot of work to do, but I could spend the rest of the day with a smile on my face. I was well on my way to becoming a man.

Later that day, I ran the obstacle course with some fellow recruits. I managed to set a new personal best time by quite a bit—which wasn’t terribly difficult, seeing as I wasn’t able to climb the wall before—and I wasn’t the last one across the line for once. For the first time in as long as I could remember, I made it to the end of the day without someone calling me a pussy.

But after everyone fell asleep, I felt like I deserved to reward myself. I ended up sneaking across the compound, into that old storage room on the other side of the stage, going through the boxes of women’s clothing. I tried on different outfits, admiring myself in the mirror. I even ended up speaking aloud to myself, practicing my girl voice, which seemed to come out of me quite naturally.

I was having so much fun; I’d forgotten it was late and that I needed to be up early for training. I couldn’t help it. Every time I thought I was finished for the night, another outfit would catch my eye and I would have to try it on before leaving. I made an especially cute outfit by combining the old army skirt, a blouse from one of the costumes, and the fishnet stockings from the little slutty red-dress costume. I looked like a little army hoe. If the recruits on the compound had seen me, they would have been drooling all over me. As I stared in the mirror, I wondered if anyone would really recognize me. Surely they would wonder who I was, and how I got onto the compound. It certainly wasn’t worth risking to appease an ounce of curiosity.

Searching for more little outfits to try on, I ended up finding an old anti-tank gun that must have weighed close to one-hundred pounds. It had five different handles on it, probably because it required five people to operate the thing. I dragged it over to the mirror and posed with the gun. I have to say, there isn’t much sexier than a hot girl holding a big gun. I ran my fingers down the length of the big firearm. There was a handle sticking out the top of the weapon that was about eight inches long and shaped just like a cock. I giggled at the sight of it. Did the comparison ever cross the manufacturer’s mind, or did I just have an especially dirty mind? It didn’t help that I hadn’t masturbated in weeks, that I was desperate for a release.

I watched myself in the mirror, stroking the phallic handle, first for my own amusement, and then I continued stroking it because it was a strangely sensual sight: me, as a woman, stroking a long, cock-shaped handle on a big, heavy gun.

My heart started racing, along with my mind. I enjoyed cross-dressing, which took me by surprise—how did I know I wouldn’t enjoy anal? I’d never tried it before, and seeing as I wasn’t allowed to masturbate, maybe I could get off with some anal stimulation… Besides, they say that the male G-spot is in the ass, and the most intense climaxes are achieved through backdoor penetration.

I looked around and listened carefully for a minute, to make sure there was no one around. Even though it was late into the night, I wasn’t going to take any chances. It would have been terribly embarrassing if I was caught dressed like a girl, fucking myself in the asshole. The coast was clear. I spat gently into my hand and then I reached around back, lubricating myself for penetration. I was in a combined state of excitement and terror. What if it hurt? What if someone did walk in and catch me? Or what if I liked it? I’d already opened Pandora’s Box when I started dressing up in the women’s clothing, now I was getting into anal?

I dragged a heavy sandbag over, to weigh down the big rifle, and then I planted one knee on one side of the firearm, and the other knee on the other side. Carefully, I lowered my tush down, lining up my clenched hole with the phallic handle. I looked around again to make sure no one was looking. And then I caught my reflection in the mirror: the long handle reaching up my skirt, about to penetrate my asshole. I watched myself as I sunk down, feeling the handle sliding in, stuffing me, filling me deeply. It felt awfully strange at first, but I gave it a chance, sinking down further and further. Once it was inside of me completely, and my butt cheeks were pressed against the top of the long rifle, I started to bounce slowly up and down, sliding the handle in and out of my body.

I took a deep breath and then exhaled, feeling my muscles relaxing. I looked in the mirror again. I loved the way my long blonde hair bounced slightly with every rise and fall, and I loved the way my skirt fluttered. “Oh shit,” I muttered under my breath as a strangely nice feeling started to fill my body—it was like a warm tingling, all over my bum and pelvic region, especially strong at the tip of my cock, which was now becoming erect. I had to tuck it away as it started to poke up from my skirt, ruining the feminine illusion.

God, I was hot. Looking at myself in the mirror, I couldn’t help but feel the same way I’d felt my whole childhood: disappointed with the gender I’d been assigned. I made a sexy woman. I couldn’t look away from myself. And if I had been a woman, what I was doing now would have been at least slightly more acceptable. As a man, it just seemed straight-up perverted and strange.

The tingling became more intense. I came down harder, pressing the smooth, metallic handle deeper into my bum with each penetration. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. If I kept going on all night, would the euphoria just continue to mount, growing stronger and stronger? My legs trembled. “Oh shit,” I muttered, biting my lip. I found myself reaching around, desperate for something to hold onto.

The tip of my erection felt hot now, throbbing, kind of like I had to pee. It was a strange, unfamiliar sensation. I flipped up my skirt and looked down to make sure everything was alright. I was shocked at what I saw: my erect cock oozing drops of cum every couple of seconds. The anal stimulation was making me come, slowly, over a long period of time. No wonder it felt so incredible. I continued to bounce, my legs becoming tired.

Suddenly, a hot pulse ran through my body and I trembled all over. It was incredibly pleasant, like a drug had just been injected into my veins. My cock suddenly blasted out the last of my load, leaving a huge white puddle on the floor—far bigger than anything I knew I was capable of making. It must have been the many weeks of saved up cum.

I took a few minutes to regain my composure, and then I cleaned everything up, putting all my outfits back where I found them, in the off-chance someone came in and noticed things were out of place.

I officially had a new addiction—a couple of new addictions, which completely went against the whole reason I enlisted in the army: to be more masculine, to get rid of my effeminate ways. Now, I was dressing up like a girl, taking long phallic objects from behind, making myself come from anal stimulation alone. And instead of trying to put it all behind me, forgetting it ever happened, all I could think about was whether I could convince others I was really a woman, and where I could go to put myself to the test.


CHAPTER IV

An addiction can be a consuming thing. It’s easy to create excuses and justify an addiction, especially when you get so much pleasure out of indulging. There was something about knowing I could get caught at any moment that made dressing up like a girl so much more fun. I started sneaking into that warehouse earlier and earlier, while people were still awake and buzzing about the facility. I even started leaving the warehouse door unlocked, and sometimes slightly open, pushing my luck, even hoping slightly that someone would walk in and see me, so I could put my feminine looks to the test.

I wanted to see someone else’s reaction. I wanted to truly see if I could pass the test and be mistaken for a woman. No one ever came into that warehouse while I was wearing a dress or the makeup I’d found deep in one of the old costume boxes, and that was probably for the best. But every day I came a little bit closer to convincing myself that I could trick anyone into thinking I was really a lady. Each time I saw myself in the mirror, dressed in drag, I became more certain I could have anyone fooled with next to no effort. But no one ever came in to put my looks to the test.

So one night, I found myself off of the compound, with a bag stuffed full of women’s clothes, shoes, and makeup. I wandered into town, found a little bathroom in a public park, and I quickly made my transformation. My heart raced. I was finally going to take the plunge, take my female persona into public. I had my sights set on a bar on the far end of town, where I assumed none of my fellow recruits would be hanging out. Even though I knew I would be a complete stranger, whether I was found out to be a man or not, I was still trembling as I walked up to the bar. It was a small town, and people gossiped. I still hadn’t tried my voice in public, and had no idea if it would sound right to others, the way it did to me.

As I entered the bar, feeling a cool draft crossing my bare legs, I realized I’d failed completely—not at becoming a woman, but at becoming a man. Sure, I was passing more of Lieutenant Richards’s tests than ever, I’d learned to shoot a gun, and I could run the obstacle course faster than half of the other recruits, but I’d somehow managed to become even less of a man than I was before. When I enlisted in the army, I was a weak pansy, and now, I was practically a full-blown woman, wearing a skirt and a tiny pair of panties, with my feet stuffed into a cute pair of high-heel shoes, and a long, curly wig on my head.

I took a seat at the bar, a few seats down from a group of men who were closely watching a hockey game. When the bartender noticed me and started in my direction, my heart skipped a beat. “Hey there. What can I get you?” he asked.

I took a deep, controlled breath. It was the first time my female voice was being used outside of the privacy of that warehouse storage room. “A gin and tonic, please,” I said, keeping my voice quiet, hidden slightly in the sounds of the hockey game to hide any flaws.

The bartender smiled, nodded, and then turned to mix my drink without any raised eyebrows. My first test was a success. I took another deep breath, letting the tension out from my shoulders. In front of me, behind a shelf of bottles, was a mirror. I looked at myself for a moment, giving myself some relief, reminding myself that I looked good—really good. I was wearing a green plaid skirt, a black blouse, a pair of fishnet stockings, and a cute pair of heels. It was my favourite outfit of what I had available in that old storage room, and surprisingly, it didn’t look too dated considering how old the clothes were.

I carefully brushed a strand of fallen hair off of my face, and then I noticed the men next to me looking my way. One of them smiled and nodded his head. I smiled back. I didn’t think much of it at first, and then I noticed other guys looking my way. Sometimes I would look back and catch multiple heads turning away quickly, pretending as though they weren’t staring my way. I wasn’t finished my first drink yet when a second found itself in front of me. “Oh, sorry, I didn’t order this,” I said.

“Compliments of the man in the black suit,” the bartender said, motioning down the bar to a surprisingly handsome man with dark hair and an even stubble beard. He was wearing a suit and a tie, but you could tell his was muscular. He had broad shoulders, great posture, and a thick neck. He looked over at me and smiled. I tasted his drink. I’m not sure what it was, but it was good—and very, very boozy.

My heart raced. I hadn’t done much yet as a woman in public, but I still felt like I’d accomplished the goal of being a convincing lady. The gifted drink lifted my spirits way up, even before I took the first sip. It was the ultimate vindication—far more than I’d hoped to accomplish when I left the compound with my bag full of women’s clothing.

Before I finished the gifted drink, which I’m pretty sure had three shots of alcohol in it, the handsome man from the other end of the bar came and took a seat next to me. “Do you mind?” he said before sitting down.

“By all means,” I said with a smile. He smelled nice, like expensive cologne and a hint of nice scotch. I looked down the bar, at where he came from. The space was now desolate. I wondered if the man had come alone, and if so, why? Was he there to pick up a one-night-stand? Had he just been there to watch the hockey game? He didn’t seem like the hockey type. “Are you a hockey fan?” I asked, trying to narrow down the possibilities.

“Not so much. I can’t say I know much about the sport,” he said. He had a fairly thick British accent, which made complete sense as soon as I realized it—he had a very British look about him. “I’m more of a football fan—or I should say soccer. My name is William.” He reached out his hand.

My heart paused for a moment. I hadn’t thought of a name. I hadn’t thought of any backstory whatsoever! For weeks, I’d spent all of my spare time worrying about mannerisms, outfits, makeup techniques, and the inflection of my voice; I hadn’t taken a single moment to choose a name. “I’m Rae,” I said. I don’t know where the name came from. I’d never met anyone named Rae before.

“Is Rae short for Rachael?” he asked.

“No, just Rae,” I said.

“Interesting. I hope you enjoyed that drink. It’s an old favourite of mine.” He told me the drink was called a London Thunder, “because it feels like thunder going down,” and he was right. There was a hot sharpness to the drink as it went down—probably because of the combination of cinnamon and whisky, among other ingredients.

William’s eye contact was unrelenting, or maybe it just seemed that way because I was terribly nervous he was somehow going to see through my disguise by looking me in the eyes. His eyes were light blue, almost translucent. There was a mesmerizing quality to his eyes. And he was a great conversationalist, though my heart stuttered a few times as we talked and I hurriedly invented facts about myself on the spot.

He bought me another drink, and then another. By the time the hockey game on the television was over, I could feel the alcohol in my veins, floating up into my brain. I was starting to lose hold of my inhibitions—but it was my inhibitions that were keeping me sane, keeping me from making stupid decisions. I hadn’t noticed that William had scooched his chair in closer to me until I was leaning against him slightly, carefully slipping my hand onto his thigh. At one point I noticed he had his arm around me, but I couldn’t remember when he’d slipped it around me.

I went to use the bathroom, and when I emerged, he was there, waiting for me. I looked into his eyes and then he kissed me, placing his hands on my hips, pressing his forehead against mine. “My hotel room is just across the street,” he said. In that moment, I couldn’t even remember his name. And as I was trying to remember his name, I realized the insanity of what I was getting myself into. I was about to go home with a strange man who thought I was a real woman. Was I nuts? Was I looking to get myself killed? He was strong enough to squash me into a pulp! And I’m sure he wouldn’t just stop there as soon as he found out my reality.

“I really should be going home,” I said.

“Let me walk you home.”

“I’ll be okay. It was nice meeting you,” I said. I gave him one last kiss on the lips, and then I left. His cheeks were red with a combination of humility and defeat.


CHAPTER V

The busses had stopped running for the night, so I was stuck walking home. It was probably for the best, so I could get some fresh air and sober up before returning to the training compound. After the first ten minutes, I decided to take my heels off and walk barefoot on the grass, watching my feet carefully as I crossed the roads, making sure I wasn’t stepping in broken glass or anything like that. I found myself distracted by the full-moon all night. I thought it was comically fitting, that I finally make my full-female transition into public on a full-moon, like a werewolf, only I was a were-woman.

When I reached the park where I was intending on changing, I placed my bag down and I took a seat on a bench, to spend just a few more minutes basking in my woman night out. Even though I didn’t do much—I just went to a bar, chatted with a guy, and walked home—I still felt like I had one of the better nights of my life. It felt so good, having people smile at me, buy me drinks, kiss me as if they wanted nothing else in the world but me. It was a nice, warm, fuzzy feeling that I knew I would never feel as a man, no matter how manly I managed to make myself.

I watched the stars in the sky. When I saw a shooting star, I wished that I could be a woman for real. Of course I didn’t believe in any of that superstitious stuff, but I figured it was worth a shot anyway. If I’d been a real woman, I wouldn’t have to worry about people recognizing me, and I wouldn’t have to worry about sneaking around to try on women’s clothing. I would have never joined the army—I would have been perfectly content with my real life, pursuing whatever I wanted without being judged and called a pussy. Maybe in another life, I told myself, and then I started walking home.

The night air was warm and slightly humid. The streets were totally desolate, as if I had them all to myself. There was a peculiar serenity to the night that I hadn’t felt in so long—long before I found myself at an army training facility. Wanting to bask in that serenity for just a few moments longer, I ended up taking a long detour through the town’s winding streets, making my way back to the compound as slowly as I could. I knew I had to be up early for training, but I didn’t care. It was worth it to bask just a little bit longer in the warm calmness of the summer night.

I walked by a bar, which was glowing a bright orange, but quiet as they prepared to close for the night. A few stragglers wandered out, some of them stumbling in their drunkenness, heading off in different directions until they returned the next day for another booze-fest. A few of them didn’t look drunk at all, dressed in military gear, heading towards the same compound I was headed for. One of the men looked back at me and I recognized him immediately: it was Lieutenant Richards. I stopped dead in my tracks, a cold shiver running down my spine. He smiled at me. After a moment of confused hesitation, I smiled back. He started to approach.

I realized in that moment that I’d forgotten to change out from my female attire. I still had my male clothes stuffed into my bag, which I’d left back at the park. Shit. Would he recognize me? He’d seen my face up close every day for months—how could he not recognize me? “Hey miss,” he said. “You look lost. Do you need directions home?”

My lips parted but I couldn’t think of any words to say, nor could I muster up the energy to say anything at all.

“Are you okay?” he said.

“I’m okay,” I said. “Just out enjoying the night.”

“I haven’t seen you around here before. Are you from here?”

“Um, no, just visiting,” I said. “My brother’s training for the army, and I came to see him.”

He looked at me curiously and closely—far closer than I was comfortable with. “Who’s your brother? If you don’t mind my asking…”

I instantly regretted the lie as soon as I said it. Lieutenant Richards knew everyone on the compound, and I should have known he would end up asking whoever I said about their visiting sister. So I had no choice, I had to be my own sister. “Eric Reynolds. Do you know him?” I asked as a cold shiver ran up my spine.

His eyes lit up. “Reynolds? I know him quite well—shaping up to be an excellent soldier,” he said with a big smile. I couldn’t tell if he was being honest, sarcastic, or just lying for the sake of conversing with a young woman who he didn’t want to offend.

“He was showing me around town, but then he had to head back to the compound. He said he had to be up early.”

“I wish he would have told me, I could have given him the morning off,” Lieutenant Richards said. Again, I couldn’t tell if he was being honest or if he was just lying to make himself sound nicer. I’d never heard of Lieutenant Richards giving anyone the morning off for any reason whatsoever. Then again, I doubt anyone ever asked, too intimidated by his thick stature and his straight face. “Did you at least get a chance to see the pier?” he asked.

“The pier? No, we didn’t make it down to the pier,” I said. I was starting to relax. I’d lucked into a lie that would help protect my identity: even if he did somewhat recognize me, the similarity would be explained away by the fact I was Private Reynolds’s sister. All I had to do was refrain from slipping into my male voice—and keep my wig on straight—otherwise, it was looking like I was in the clear.

“Well you have to see the pier at night while you’re in town. If you’ve got a few minutes, I can take you down and show you now,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I said. I tried to catch myself before saying sir, but I failed. It was a force of habit. I could feel my cheeks becoming warm as they became red.

He laughed. “No need to call me sir. Just call me Tyler,” he said. I had no idea his first name was Tyler. Now that I knew his name, he suddenly seemed so much more real, so much more of a human and less of a robot.

On our way down to the pier, he told me about his days as a recruit at the same army base. “That was years ago,” he said, though it couldn’t have been too many years ago, seeing as he wasn’t terribly older than me. “I used to be just like your brother: small, I could hardly hold a gun, I couldn’t clear the obstacle course. The only difference is that your brother is progressing much faster than I ever did,” he said.

“Maybe he just has a good teacher,” I said.

He laughed, his cheeks turning red. “Well, I’m doing the best I can. I’m giving him a lot more attention than I should be—he just reminds me so much of myself, it’s hard not to.” It was weird hearing about Lieutenant Richards’s recruit days. He was just as small and weak as me? And he managed to fight in two wars and work his way up to lieutenant? Maybe I wasn’t so hopeless after all. All I needed to do was lose the feminization obsession…

“This is it—this is the pier,” he said as we came around a corner. There was a long dock that reached out into the water. “You need to walk all the way down to get the full effect.”

I was doing my best not to stumble as I walked. The alcohol was still flowing strong in my body. Had it not been for the liquor, I probably would have found a way to escape before Lieutenant Richards even said a single word to me. Instead, I was doing nothing to escape, even enjoying his company.

At the end of the pier, the stars looked magnificent. “There’s almost no light pollution down here. The old leather factory blocks out all the city light,” he said, motioning towards the sky, which looked absolutely stunning. I had no idea the stars could be so bright. And the night sky was far from black: for the first time in my life, I could make out shades or purple and blue between the vastness of the faraway burning suns.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, unable to look away.

“How long are you in town for?” he asked.

“Just for the night,” I said, “and then I’m heading back home.”

“Where’s home?” he said. “And when do you think you’ll be back?”

“It’s far from here, and I don’t know if I’ll ever be back, to be honest,” I said. I had this cold feeling in my gut, telling me it was time to put away the dresses and the skirts and the panties, and start acting like a man. I was making good progress at the base, there was no need to compromise such good progress with a cross-dressing obsession.

“Well just in case I never see you again…” he said, and then he leaned forward and kissed me. I froze. I didn’t kiss back. I had too many thoughts clogging up my brain, stopping it from functioning altogether. I didn’t even close my eyes—or blink. After a few seconds, he leaned back. “Is everything alright? I’m sorry, am I being too forward? I had a few drinks… I’m not usually like this,” he said, his cheeks becoming a dark shade of red.

It was so strange, seeing him acting so normal, so sensitive, so vulnerable. I’d always thought he was invincible, made of iron and lead, incapable of expressing any emotions. But he really was just a real person, a real man. Again, had it not been for the alcohol, I would have made a clean escape and I would have put the random encounter behind me, but instead I leaned forward and returned the kiss. He didn’t even hesitate before kissing back.

His hands found my sides and he pulled me close. After just a few seconds, his tongue slipped in through my lips. I put my hands on his body, which was as hard as a chiselled statue of marble. His arms were completely rigid and bulging, his chest was stacked, his abs were deep and sharp. I couldn’t stop exploring his body with my hands, feeling every inch of every impressive muscle. He was so strong—he would have had no issues overpowering me in any way he wanted. He could have pinned me down with one finger and fucked me senseless. In that moment, I wanted him to.

But as his hands began to creep up to my chest, I remembered one important fact: I was a man. I didn’t have a pussy for him to pound raw, or tits for him to squeeze firmly in his hands. I just had some socks stuffed into a padded bra, which he was now squeezing, luckily too naïve or too drunk to realize weren’t the real thing. For some reason, I let him go on, squeezing tight, exhaling deeply in a state of mounting elation.

He probably wanted to fuck, right there on that dock. Whenever we broke our kiss for a breath of air, I noticed him looking around, making sure no one was around and watching. No one was watching, and I could tell he noticed, too. He started to pull my blouse up. “Wait,” I said. “Not here.”

“Let’s go to your place,” he said.

“We can’t. I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“We can’t go back to the compound. They won’t let you in with me.”

“Maybe we shouldn’t do this. I like you, Lieutenant Richards, but I think we should end this before we get carried away.”

He looked at me with wide eyes. “How did you know my last name and my rank?”

A lump formed in my throat before I was able to invent a lie to pull myself out from my hole. “Huh?” I was able to say.

“How did you know I was Lieutenant Richards—I never told you that,” he said.

“Uh—Eric must have mentioned your name at some point.”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a long, quiet moment.


CHAPTER VI

“I should be going,” I said, and then he grabbed my arm before I could turn away from him.

“Stop. Hold on just one minute. Your hair…” he said, looking at my head. “I know that hair.”

My heart skipped a series of beats, leaving me lightheaded.

“It’s a wig—the wig from storage. My God…” he said, taking a step back, his eyes widening. “You—what in the hell are you doing, Private?”

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Don’t give me that shit, Private. What the hell do you think you’re doing, leaving the compound like this? And then I let you… I mean… My God…” He was just as flustered as me, his face turning redder and redder with each passing second. The warm air became silent and that pier suddenly seemed exceptionally isolated, like there wasn’t another soul around for miles—no one to hear my scream if he decided to snap my neck and toss my body into the water. He’d fought on the front lines of two wars before, I could only imagine he’d killed a number of people much stronger than me.

He took a few deep, controlled breaths, and then said, “On your knees, Private.”

I stood frozen, unable to move, my joints locked and rigid as if I hadn’t moved in years.

“Private!” he said, and then I dropped to my knees so fast, he hardly finished speaking before my knees were touching the wooden dock. I looked up at him, but only for a moment as he stared down at me with his dark, intimidating eyes. I looked away swiftly, looking out at the water where I had a feeling I was about to end up.

Then, when I looked back up, he started to do away with his belt. He pulled his belt away and tossed it aside, proceeding to his fly and making quick work of his pants. “What are you waiting for, Private? Suck my cock.”

My heart was pounding into my ribcage hard enough that it hurt. He flipped his cock out from his boxers. It was long and thick, curving slightly to one side. It looked heavy and intimidating. I’d never touched another man’s cock before. I’d never even pictured myself touching another man’s cock before. And now, I was reaching out slowly, about to suck him off for my life. Carefully, I wrapped my fingers around his girth. I was right, it was heavy. It was warm and I could feel it throbbing powerfully.

I started to stroke it, feeling it harden fast, watching as the bulbous tip emerged from its stretching foreskin container. “I said suck it, Private,” he said. I took one big, deep breath, and then I closed my eyes and leaned forward. How bad could it be?

I sunk his growing girth through my lips, sliding it along my wet tongue towards the back of my mouth. I began to bob my head back and forth, running my lips along his impressive rod, which was now as hard as a stone, extending all the way into the back of my throat, making me gag slightly with every penetration. I managed to stop myself from gagging too loudly, but I couldn’t stop myself from drooling down the side of my face. I tried to wipe the drool off of my cheeks, but Lieutenant Richards just said, “Hands behind your back, Private.” So I clasped my hands behind my back while he face-fucked me with his huge, hard rod.

“You know, you make a very beautiful woman, Private. And you suck a mean cock.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, surfacing for long enough to get a breath in.

“I mean it. You’ve got very pretty eyes.” He sunk his fingers into my hair and began to gently massage my scalp as I continued to suck his long cock. Now that I had gotten going, it wasn’t so bad. His cock felt kind of nice, the way it throbbed warmly against my tongue, and I’d stopped gagging. I learned to keep my throat open so that I could take more of his length and keep my gag reflex under control. Though I wasn’t able to stop the saliva from running mercilessly down the side of my face.

“Stand up, Private,” Lieutenant Richards said, and I followed his command. “Turn around, and put your hands on the railing.” I did that too. He reached under my skirt and tugged my panties down to my knees with a single swift yank. He reached between my legs and ran his fingers from my ball sack to my tight rectum. Carefully, he penetrated me slightly with his fingertip, pushing in just enough to make my body tense up. “Don’t clench, Private. You need to learn to relax.”

He took a step forward with his saliva-covered cock in his hand. He pressed the tip of it up against my tight hole. “Relax, Private,” he said, and then he began to push in, exhaling deeply as his long member entered my body. “You know, I used to wear the same wig when I was a recruit—and the same skirt. But I love the blouse. Was that in the storage room, too?” he asked.

“Yes,” I managed to say through clenched teeth. His cock, stretching out my asshole, hurt like a son of a bitch. It seemed to slide in endlessly, as if his cock had grown twice the size since I had it in my mouth. Had it slid in any further, it would have been choking me. “I said relax, Private. That’s an order.” He started to thrust in and out.

I did my best to let my shoulders relax, to let my asshole unclench. It wasn’t easy. I could go a few seconds before clenching again, and after a minute or so, I could go twice that long.

And then when he hit the sweet spot—shooting a pleasure I’d never felt before through my body—I couldn’t clench to save my life. I was totally relaxed, surrendered to his thick cock. His dick was pressing against something magnificent, sending pulse-wave after pulse-wave of euphoria through my body, trembling in my bones. I’d never felt anything like it. “Oh God, right there,” I moaned.

“Tell me how much you like it, Private.”

“I love it. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” I could feel his cock bloating, stiffening further, getting ready to come. I didn’t want him to come. I wanted him to keep going. “Don’t come, Lieutenant. Don’t stop!”

He grunted with each thrust, filling me up entirely, his hard, muscular pelvis slapping against my ass. “Just like that!” I said. My legs were shaking. I was hardly able to stand upright. “Jerk me off.”

He obeyed my command, reaching around and grabbing my cock firmly in his hand. I was already erect. He started to stroke my length quickly, determined to get me off so he wouldn’t have to hold on any longer. “I’m going to come,” he said through clenched teeth.

“Don’t come. Just hold on. A little bit longer,” I said. My head was spinning. The stars seemed to be flashing bright colours in my eyes. I fell forward, my chest pressing up against the flimsy dock railing. My legs were useless, trembling uncontrollably. My asshole was clenching over and over, puckering against his swelling cock.

“I can’t hold on any longer,” he said before a long, deep grunt, and then he came down hard, pressing his pelvis hard against my butt cheeks, coming in huge bursts. I felt his hot load filling me up deep. “Oh fuck!” he yelled.

I came in near-unison, my cum blasting out all over the dock railing and into the water below. It was the greatest orgasm of my life, totally powerful, seemingly never-ending. It was slightly disappointing when he stepped back and slipped his long rod out from my tight asshole.

We were both silent for a while as we caught our breath and adjusted our clothes. “I expect to see you at the obstacle course with everyone else at zero-six-hundred,” he said to me as he turned to leave.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Tomorrow is a big day: twelve hours of hard training. There won’t be any time to rest, so get lots of rest tonight.”

“Yes, sir.”

“After that, the storage room is all yours. There are some green boxes in the far back corner that you might be interested in: lots of wigs and ladies’ costumes. There’s a red dress I think would look especially good on you.”

I was silent for a moment. “Yes, sir,” I said sheepishly.

“I’ll see you back there at nineteen-hundred. Got it, Private?”

A warmth filled my heart. Over the next few days, Lieutenant Richards treated me absolutely no differently than he had before, at least during regular training hours. After hours was a different story, and we had a lot of fun, though I will admit there were some mornings where it was harder to walk than others.

Lieutenant Richards taught me the most valuable lesson of my life: that you can still be manly even if you want to be a woman. Once I was comfortable with the guns, I was the best shooter in my squad. I was the third fastest on the obstacle course, and I was even commended by a visiting general who was impressed by my discipline. I never got much bigger though. Even as I got stronger, I held onto my smaller stature, which I was secretly happy about, because it meant I would continue to look great in those skirts and dresses. And those skirts and dresses were an obsession I wasn’t interested in losing.

THE END
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