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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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Author’s Note

Here we go! Another installment on the Feminized for the Marine series.

Jack is having a rough time being a woman. He’s trying hard, but…he’s a man. And you know how goofy those guys can be!

His wife is determined, however, and she arranges to insert him into an actual Marine boot camp training cycle.

Oh, the tangled webs we weave!

So, should lesbians be allowed in the marines?

Should trans persons be allowed?

Maybe. Read on and find out what happens to Jack and his wife and their friends.

Booyah!

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Tina sat in the back seat, leaning up against Captain Randolph. His arm was around her shoulders and he occasionally kissed her.

It wasn’t customary for Marines to travel in such manner, but Tina and Randolph were both Captains, and the Marine driving was Tina’s best friend, and she was also screwing Randolph, so she wasn’t going to tell.

“A fucking tree fell on you. That’s the worst excuse I’ve ever heard.” Charlotte chuckled as she broke out of the forest and ran the Humvee towards the headquarters building.

 A couple of officers were standing in front of the building, and they turned and stared, then smiled as they realized the rescue effort had born fruit.

“Uh oh. Straighten up, you two. And wipe that cum off your face.”

“Oh crap, do I really have cum on me?”

Charlotte laughed. “Nah. Made ya look.”

Both of the Marines in the back seat straightened their uniforms.

Charlotte pulled up and stopped and they exited the vehicle. Randolph and Tina climbed out and came to attention.

“All right!” Major Cummings came out of the building. “Glad to see you two are all right. Either of you need to head for the hospital?”

“Thank you, sir. No. We’re fine.”

“Well what the hell happened out there?”

“A tree fell on us, sir.”

Major Cumming move his head back slightly and tilted it. “A tree?”

“Yes, sir. I was driving. It fell on us, took out the windshield and I drove into a tree.”

Cummings turned to the assembled officers. “A damned tree! Ha! That’s a good one.”

It was obvious that Cummings didn’t totally believe it. But that was okay. Proof was in the woods, and the Jeep would be picked up on the morrow. That would be all the proof he needed.

“Well, head over to the mess hall. I gave orders for the cook to stand by. Then head for your barracks. It’s okay if you sleep in tomorrow.”

Randolph and Tina thanked the major, then saluted.

As the major walked away he could be heard laughing. “A damn tree. That’s the best excuse I’ve ever heard.”

Charlotte, Tina and Captain Randolph headed for the mess hall. They were all tired, but Charlotte wasn’t done.

They were served bacon and eggs and sat at a table and devoured the food, and Charlotte pulled out her cell phone. “We have some problems.”

“Oh?”

“My sister sent us a few texts, Your hubby is acting up.”

Randolph was almost done with his plate and Tina saw the accompanying photos.

Jack was mowing the lawn. It was late at night, and he was dressed in dress and had full make up on. There were other photos, him tied to a lounge chair and sucking bourbon through a straw. Him standing in front of the mirror and inspecting himself.

As Tina read the texts Randolph glanced over and saw the images.

“Who’s the good looking babe?” he asked.

When Tina looked up, startled by the fact that he had seen the photos, he reached over and plucked her cell phone out of her hand. It was so casual Tina didn’t have time to react.

Randolph looked at the pictures and smiled, and Tina and Charlotte looked at each other worriedly.

“Hey! She’s pretty good looking. Your sister?”

Tina had a choice her. She could say Jack was a sister, and he would buy it, but…she had just been fucked by this big Marine, and Marines don’t lie to each other, and…she blurted, “That’s my husband.”

Randolph’s eyes went wide and his jaw dropped.

“What?” He still held the phone, but it looked like he didn’t want to. “Your…your…”

Tina reached out and took the phone out of his hand.

“My husband. He’s sort of going through a mid life crisis.”

“Holy…uh, yeah.”

He was staring at Tina. But he wasn’t angry or put off or acting the way some people act towards men on the pink path. He suddenly nodded, and a look of understanding crossed his face.

“So that’s why…you and I…I hope I didn’t take advantage of a bad situation.”

Charlotte chimed in. “Not at all. But this is what we’ve been working on for the last few days.”

“My husband lacks discipline. We’re doing this to him in an effort to help him. Maybe if he sees himself as a woman…”

“But it’s not working too well.”

“But we’ve only been doing it for a couple of days. “We’ve got him in chastity, and we’re working him over, and…”

The girls were talking over each other, each trying to make Captain Randolph understand.

“Ladies, it’s okay. I’m not a judgmental man. If you think this will help your husband gain a little discipline, I’m not going to care. I’d advise you to keep this on the down low, though. Now, tell me all about it.”

So Tina and Charlotte told of how Jack was a lazy fellow, and how he needed the discipline of a female. He needed to learn how to take care of himself, and how better than being responsible for putting on make up every day? What better than having to do all the cleaning and cooking. When they were done Randolph nodded.

“Well, that’s one way. It’s just too bad that we can’t get ahold of him here, make a man out of him.”

The three sat there and thought about it for a while. Make a man out of a…a woman. It was an interesting problem. But the Marines made men out of men, so…they nibbled around the idea and agreed that they needed to get together and brainstorm and come up with a plan.

By that time it was getting late, so they headed for their barracks.

Later, laying in bed, entwined and naked, Tina and Charlotte talked about the day.

“So, was I right? Does he have the biggest cock you ever saw?”

“Girlfriend, he’s a king-sized bat man.”

They chuckled, and Charlotte kissed Tina on the lips. “Still, she said, laying back, there’s something about being with you that is…better.”

“I know. Men are men, but women are women.”

They cuddled, and Charlotte’s hand went between Tina’s thighs.

“Oh, Lord, you haven’t had any today, have you?”

“Negative. Do you have anything left in the hopper?”

“I do. But what are we going to do with Jack? I think Leslie’s going to get tired of his behavior. And what if he goes bonkers and runs down the street screaming?”

“You know, I think we’re going to have to bring him up here.”

“Here? To a Marine training program?”

“Sure. We could slide him into the rotation. Leslie’s in the women’s platoon. I understand there’s a couple of lesbian sergeants over there. They’d love to get a hold of somebody like Jack.”

“But there’a paperwork! And we’d have to get him totally outfitted!”

“Captain Randolph is in charge of supplies. I’m sure he’d be willing to help us out.”

“I don’t know.”

“Just think about it. He’d know he couldn’t reveal himself, and he would have to be disciplined to make sure he kept looking and acting like a woman. But the real thing would be that he would be getting Marine training.”

“Oh, my Lord. That would really help him out. All the discipline he needs.”

Tina turned to her friend, “Come here, you. Just for that I’m going to give you the best orgasm you’ve ever had in your life.”

“Hey! I’ve fucked Captain Randolph? Can you do better than that?”

Tina just grinned in the darkness and grabbed her friend by the crotch.

“Oh!” Charlotte felt the sexual charge go through her.

“”Watch me, bitch.”

And Tina went to work.

“Why do I have to learn this?” Jack sat at the dining room table and grumped.

Terry sighed and held the mirror for him. “Because, as a woman your face must be immaculate. What would you think of a woman if her lipstick was all over her chin? Or if she had an earring hanging off her nose? Or her fake fingernails were glued to her dick?”

“Ha! That’s what I mean! A woman doesn’t have a dick.”

Terry smiled sweetly. “And do you have a dick?”

“Well, yeah.”

But Jack was now embarrassed.

“Oh? Show it to me.”

“I…I can’t. Not now.”

“Come now. You pretend to be a man, you protest make up, and you don’t even want to wear water filled condoms in your bra. What kind of a woman will you make?”

Jack looked down at the table top and bit his lip.

“That’s it,” he mumbled in a low voice. “I don’t know.”

Terry was tired of Jack’s constant whining.

“Jack!” she stomped her foot. “You and I know you’re not much of a man. Your only hope is to become a woman. Believe me, you would make a much better woman than a man.”

“Then why was I born with a dick?”

“That’s a question, isn’t?”

Jack sighed.

Terry moved onto his lap. She lifted his head up with her hands, her own red fingernails gentle on his cheeks. “Jack. Stop resisting. Just go with it. Learn a discipline.”

Jack stared at her dismally. “That’s what Tina always says. She tells me that I need discipline.”

“Of course she does. Discipline makes a good Marine, but it makes a good woman, too. Now, tell me how primer works and why it is necessary.”

Jack mumbled, “It cleans pores, lets the skin breath. When you apply make up the skin must be…” he continued.

Tina and Charlotte marched into the steel building. It was the latest incarnation of the basic quonset hut, and this one was designed for the storage of military supplies. It held uniforms, boots, spare parts, furniture…just about everything an army needs, except for food and ammunition.

“Sirs, may I help you!” A sergeant came to attention and saluted from behind a counter.

“Captain Randolph?”

“His office is through that stack of crates, turn right.”

“Thank you.” The two women marched on.

They stepped through the corridor between crates, turned right, and found his office. They entered and found the usual activity. Sergeants and corporals filling out forms, talking on phones, seeing to the business of supplies.

They walked through the small office and knocked on a pebble glass door.

“Come!”

They entered.

“I understand the next recruits will be here this Monday. I’ll have all the paperwork in order.” Pause. “Certainly, General.”

Charlotte grinned and saluted the telephone in Randolph’s hand.

Randolph grinned and raised a middle finger from his grip around the handset.

“Yes, sir. I’ll keep two extra slots.” Pause. “Thanks you, sir.”

He hung up the phone, heaved a sigh, and saluted the phone himself. He turned to the girls. “Welcome ladies, to my humble kingdom.”

“Hob nobbing with the general, eh?”

“Lord, don’t get me started,” he grinned. “I’d curse him, but darned if I wouldn’t like to be a general.”

“Have all those men at your command?”

He peered suspiciously at Charlotte.

“And women?”

He smiled. “Ah, you vixen. What do you want? Or are you here to mess with me?”

“We’d like to mess with you, but we’ve got a problem, too.”

“Shoot.”

“Have you got somewhere where we can be alone? This is rather a delicate problem and we don’t want to be interrupted or…” Charlotte looked around, “interrupted.”

“Ah, ha!” He stood up. “Sure.”

He led the way out of the office. out of the building, across a narrow road, and into an empty barracks.

“This is where we put troops in transit. Nobody is transiting right now, so we won’t be interrupted.”

The girls looked around, then grabbed his arm and walked him into a small room at the end of the barracks.

“What’s this?” but he was grinning, not resisting.

“The room had two bunks, and the girls each took a bunk. They pulled the mattress off and turned the beds up against the walls. They pulled Randolph onto the mattress and started undressing him.”

Randolph was startled at first, but what man is going to resist two women taking off his clothes.

Charlotte took off his tie. “We’ve got a problem with Tina’s husband.”

“You mean the soft one? The one with no discipline?”

“That’s the one,” agreed Tina, undoing his buckle and unzipping him.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“We want him included in the next training cycle.”

“But he hasn’t…he isn’t…” Randolph was confused.

“He hasn’t signed his recruitment papers,” said Charlotte, unbuttoning his shirt and taking it off. His muscles were revealed under his green tee shirt. “That doesn’t matter. You put people in training cycles all the time. Soldiers from other countries who are being trained to be military leaders in their own countries.”

“But they have records. They have inoculations, medical exams, education histories, recommendations, and even FBI records.”

Tina pulled his pants down. His extra large cock was sticking straight out. It was so big it was downright scary, and both women remembered the first time he had used it on them, and how wonderful it had been. Tina licked her lips, but untied his shoes.

Charlotte murmured. “And you have all the blank forms. Forms that will be sufficient should anybody on the base want to look at them, at yet will never leave your file cabinets.”

“Until you decide to dispose of them.” Tina grabbed his cock with her mouth. He drew in his breath as he felt her tongue lick under the head of his penis.

Charlotte grabbed him, twined a leg behind him and tripped him. He fell back on his ass, but he was thinking too hard to fight back.

And he didn’t really want to fight back.

“So you want me to slide your husband, Jack, into the training cycle with the other men and—“

“No!” blurted Charlotte.

Randolph waited.

“We want you to put him in the female training cycle.”

Randolph blinked. His mind was working. “And how do you think we can fool the female Drill Instructors? I’m pretty sure they’d notice it if one of the women had a cock.”

“That’s just the thing, he won’t have a cock.”

“What? you’re going to castrate him first?”

“You don’t worry about that,” Charlotte pushed him back and sat on him. “You just get all his paperwork in order, and we’ll take care of the rest.”

“No!” Randolph flipped Charlotte over and drove into her. His size took her breath away and she couldn’t talk. Tina sat down in front of him, her legs spread, and his face bobbed down and onto her snatch.

“Oh, fuck!” wheezed Charlotte.

For a minute nobody was talking. Randolph’s dick was doing its job, and his tongue was as impressive as his penis.

“I could get in trouble,” grunted Randolph, driving it deep, then lowering his head again.

Tina pushed his head up and said, “Not only will Jack be able to pass the physical, and the physical inspection of any instructor, but he identifies with being a woman.”

“He…what…oh…yeah.”

He was having trouble because of the way Charlotte was writhing and twisting under him. His big dingus was really getting the treatment.

“So all you have to do is the paperwork, we’ve got everything else handled.”

“Oh…” Randolph was getting close.

“Oh…oh…” Charlotte was starting to cum.

“Oh, baby!” Tina put her hand on top of Randolph’s head and pushed him down into her pussy.

Terry was working hard, and it was hard work.

Jack didn’t want to do the work, he just wanted to prance around.

He liked looking good, but he wasn’t willing to do the work that it took to become beautiful.

“Jack! You need two boobs!”

Jack frowned at Terry. “But only one is leaking?”

They were in the garage and Jack was filling a condom with water.

“But if one leaks, the other is probably close behind. Besides, the water is probably different temperature, and you don’t want to risk different temperatures, and possibly different sizes. Do you?”

His shoulders slumped and he stared at the condom he was filling. He muttered, “Why can’t I have real boobs?”

“Because you’re a…” Terry stopped talking. Jack was thinking again, trying to resolve his mental problems, his personality schisms. Sometimes he thought he was a woman, and sometimes he didn’t.

Something had to happen, or he was going to go over the deep end.

“All right,” she said. “Hurry up and finish two…I said ‘two’…boobs. Then we’ll go play.”

Jack grinned.

“Allright!”

Terry sat on the washing machine and watched Jack tie off the condoms. She had the feeling that Jack was manipulating her again. He was constantly saying and doing things to get a response, and she had just given him his favorite response.

Well, that was okay. Irritating, but okay. This manipulation thing worked both ways.

Jack?”

Her voice was softer, more enticing, and he looked at her.

“If you do this without complaints, if you apply yourself, then this afternoon will be a very special afternoon.”

“You mean?” His eyes widened, his attitude perked up, talk about manipulation.

“That’s right, honey, I’ll take care of you.”

Jack was instantly breathing hard. He began focusing on what he was doing, and Terry gave a sigh.

The rest of that morning went easy. Jack learned his make up lessons, and when he was done he definitely did not look the man.

He was svelte, big (fake) boobed, his face was sweet, and he looked like a wide-eyed, innocent virgin.

“Heysoos,” muttered Terry. “How can you do that?”

“What?” he asked. He stood at the table and turned slowly for Terry. She was snapping pictures, then took a video.

“Look better than me.”

Jack was going up and down. Sometimes he hated what was happening, sometimes he couldn’t imagine anything but being a woman. Right then, Terry’s compliment hanging in the air, he was happy.

“Are you going to…?”

“Oh, yes. But you have to promise me that if I do this you’ll not be a pill later.”

“I’ll be good,” he promised.

“Okay. I’m holding you to your word. So come on.” She took his hand and lead him down the hallway. She loved the sound of his heels clicking. He was a natural woman. Clicking his heels on the hard floor so intuitively, hardly any practice.

“Okay, honey, before we do this, you have to do me.”

Jack nodded. He wanted to get to himself, but he knew she had needs, and this wasn’t new. She always insisted on getting off first.

Oddly, he thought, Just like a man!

Not that she was manly in any way, but Jack remembered being in a horny hurry when he used to screw his wife. He would squirt, and, like as not, leave her high and dry.

Terry opened a dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She buckled it on Jack’s hips.

“You want me to fuck you with this?”

She smiled. “I want more than oral sex this afternoon.” She patted his cheek. “Besides, you don’t want to mess up your make up, do you?”

He didn’t.

She lifted her dress, pulled down her panties and bent forward over the bed.

Jack stared at her wonderful pussy. It was a jewel box of pleasure, yet he wasn't going to get to stick his penis in her. His cock was locked, it wasn’t going to go anywhere.

This actually made him even hornier. To be teased and denied. To be so horny…and to be deprived.

It was driving him crazy, but in the most delightful way.

He made up his mind that he was going to have to be nice, not get grumpy.

“Come on, Jack. Do me.”

Jack moved forward. He trailed his fingers up and down her slit and she shivered in anticipation.

“Don’t tease me, honey. Just do it.”

So he did. A quick lunge and she was impaled on his plastic peter.

It was the most surreal experience Jack had ever had, more surreal than being a woman.

He was cock deep in her…and felt nothing.

She moaned and writhed and fucked him, yet he was merely an onlooker.

One more extra, giant dollop of horniness.

Terry wiggled her ass and Jack began to move around. He ground the fake weenie into her, and she arched her back and begged for more.

He gave her more.

Terry was in heaven. Most men gave a few pumps and then shot their load. She was a good looking woman and they just couldn’t help it.

But now, with Jack unable to be exhausted, certainly unable to shoot his sperm into her, she was in no danger of him squirting and leaving her high and dry.

“Yes…yes…”

She began to orgasm.

She collapsed, went limp, and Jack just kept going. He pummeled her, his couldn’t feel anything, hadn’t really connected with the idea that she had cum, and he just kept going and going, and Terry came a second time.

And a third.

They had been going for an hour now, and finally Terry, gasping for breath, waved her arms and muttered, “Enough! No more!”

Jack dutifully pulled his fake weenie out of her.

She rolled over on the bed and just stared at the ceiling. “My, God!” she kept repeating.

Jack went to the bathroom and washed the weenie. Then he placed the strap on back in the dresser.

He was squatting, putting the thing amongst other sex toys, and he suddenly had a thought.

What would this feel like in him?

For a long moment he stared at it. It was a thought he had had before, but never so strongly.

That was a moment when he felt that irritation starting to rise up.

But he had told Terry he would be good, so he forced it down.

Be cool, Jack, he thought. Be nice.

“Bring the prostate massager over.”

Jack grabbed the little tool. It was shaped like a butt plug, but bent a little at the bulbous end.

He stood up and turned to the bed.

Terry was on her feet now, and smiling.

“Let’s go, Jack, up on the bed.”

Jack grinned, all thoughts went on vacation, and he trotted to the bed and climbed up. He assumed the all fours position and waited.

Terry lifted his dress and pulled his panties down. She rubbed his ass gently and said, “You do love this, don’t you?”

He nodded. He made a sound of acceptance.

Terry used her fingers and applied a glob of lubricant.

Jack moaned and wiggled his ass.

Terry inserted the tool and began to work it.

Inside the passage about an inch or two was a small bump. That was the prostate, and she began pushing very gently on the bump with the prostate massager.

Jack felt it, and it was good, and a moment later he felt the urge to pee.

“I’m going to leak,” he whispered, marveling at how good and warm it felt. Under the water filled condoms his nipples had turned hard.

“All right, Jack. I’ve got a towel under you…let it go.”

Jack was just starting to feel the semen surge up the shaft, the deep innards of his sexual system letting go, that wonderful feeling.

Not an orgasm, but like the aftermath of an orgasm. Warm. Loosy goosy. Wonderful.

“Hello!?” Tina’s voice came from the front door.

Jack tried to move, to lurch, to get off the bed, but the warm feeling had loosened his muscles so much he was too weak.

“Back here!” yelled Terry.

“I…I…I…” stuttered Jack.

“It’s okay, Jack, just keep doing what you’re doing. It’s only your wife.”

“But…but…but…”

“You don’t mind if your wife sees how I drain you, do you?”

“I…please…but…”

But he was too weak, he was in the middle of draining, and she grabbed his package and lifted and he was forced to stay in the all fours position.

They heard not just Tina’s feet coming down the hallway, but several pairs of feet.

Jack was panicking, but he couldn’t do anything. The semen was starting to pour from his cock, into the chastity tube, from the chastity tube to the bed.

“Hey! Oh, wow! Are you milking him?”

“You betcha.”

Tina was inside the room, she was followed by Charlotte, Captain Randolph and an older man with a grey mustache and a satchel.

“So this is milking,” observed Captain Randolph, standing to the side and watching with interest.

Jack muttered, “Uh…uh…uh…”

“Hi, Jack. I’m Tom Randolph. How you doing?”

Jack was twitching, his cock in its cage surging, and he nodded his head.

He would have been embarrassed, except all he could do was feel the leaking of his sperm and that wonderful feeling of joy.

“Hey, Sis,” Charlotte gave Terry a hug, then, “Can I take over?”

“Be my guest.” Terry moved aside and relinquished the prostate massager handle to her sister.

Charlotte was more certain and forceful than her sister, and she began to dig deeper, harder. Still gentle, careful not to rupture anything, but determined to get every ounce of sperm out of Jack.

Jack started to quake. His butt was shivering uncontrollably.

“Wow! Look at him go,” blurted Tina.

Under Charlotte’s firm hand he was gushing now. A long, thick stream of shiny cum stretched from the tip of his chastity tube to the blanket on the bed.

“This is the recruit?” asked the older man, setting his valise down on the chair at the vanity table.

“He’s the one, sir. What do you think?”

“I’ll do an examination, but, honestly, he looks good.”

Tina came around the bed and knelt down, putting her elbows on the bed and watching Jack’s face as it gasped and writhed in pleasure.

“How you doing, Jack?”

“Goo…goo…good.”

“Excellent. I’ve come to take you back to the base with me.”

“M…m…me?”

“Who else. She leaned forward and touched his lips with hers. It was a gentle kiss. “You look so adorable.”

“Th…th…thanks.”

The string of semen was starting to wane now. The was still working in Jack’s butt, however, so he didn’t stop grunting and wheezing and quaking with pleasure.

Finally, however, he was empty. Drained. Milked. And there was nothing left in his system.

Charlotte pulled the prostate massager out of his butt with a small ‘pop.’ and Jack collapsed.

Though he hadn’t fucked, had, instead, been fucked, in a manner of speaking, he was exhausted. He couldn’t move, and he lay on the bed, butt in the air, water condoms flat under his chest.

He felt golden. Like he just won a prize.

“Well, done, Jack!” stated Captain Randolph. He turned to Terry. “That looks fascinating. Would you consider doing that to me sometime?”

Terry looked up at the tall, muscular Marine captain. He was devilishly handsome and had a wonderful smile. “We could arrange that.”

Charlotte, on her way to wash the massager, butted in. “If anybody’s going to fuck our beloved Captain’s ass…it’ll be me.”

Tina cleared her throat.

Charlotte spun and glared at her. “I’m already sharing him!”

Captain Randolph coughed delicately. “I’m sure we cold all do it together, or maybe draw straws, or something.”

The girls giggled and nodded.

Meanwhile, the older man was listening to Jack’s back with a stethoscope. “Cough.”

Jacked hacked and the doctor moved his stethoscope around and listened to air wheezing through passages.

“Turn over, Jack,” commanded the doctor. “unbutton your dress so I can take a listen.”

Jack did.”

“You’ll have to remove those boobs.”

Jack frowned, he had just put new condoms in and they hadn’t even warmed up all the way. but he took them out. The doctor worked around his bra and listened some more. Then he had Jack sit up and he tested his reflexes, look into his ears and eyes and made the usual doctor sounds.

“Um…hum…yes…umm.”

Charlotte quipped. “Is he going to live, doc?”

The doctor folded up his stethoscope and put it into his valise.

“To a ripe, old age, I’m pretty sure.

“So…what do you think?” blurted Tina.

“He’s a fine candidate. And I’m sure I can give him a set he’ll be proud of.”

“What about the weenie?”

The medical man turned and pushed Jack back on the bed. He bent and lifted Jack’s dingus.

“This is really quite ingenious,” he said, admiring the cage.

Then he palpated Jack’s balls, felt all around in the region, and let go and stood back.

“I’m a little nervous about just sewing up his doo dad.”

“Why?”

“Young men get horny, they get erect. I’m afraid Jack might rip his stitches. I might not be available for any medical emergency, and if you get some other doctor to see him…it might be awkward.”

Tina and Charlotte sighed and looked at each other.

“There is another solution, however.”

“Yes?”

“I happen to have brought along a dose of leuoprolide.”

“What’s leuoprolide?” asked Captain Randolph.

“It’s used to chemically castrate males, specifically sexual criminals, perverts, that sort of thing. You can get it in 3, 6, 9, or 12 month doses. I have a three month dose, perfect for the length of time he’ll spend in training. By the end of that time you can decide whether to give him more. Oh, and the stitches will have set for his penis. He won’t be in danger of ripping them. You can make a decision about all this at the end of three months.”

The other Marines, and Terry, looked at each other and nodded.

“Sounds great, Doc.”

On the bed Jack gave a snore.

Tina smiled. “Looks like as good a time as any.”

The doc nodded. “Captain Randolph, help me arrange Jack.”

The big Captain complied, and shortly Tina, Charlotte, Terry and Captain Randolph were watching as the older surgeon did his magic.


Part Two

Jack sort of woke up when he was moved on the bed, but it was a smile and a snore kind of wake up. Being drained is a very nice feeling.

Then the doctor injected Jack with a sedative to keep him unconscious.

The others watched, fascinated, as the older man measured and drew little marks on Jack’s chest. Then he started injecting a solution into Jack’s pecs, which were to become his boobs.

“I rarely get the chance to do these kinds of things,” remarked the doctor. “And it’s a pity. I do so love it.”

Slowly Jack’s boobs grew larger and larger. The doctor was a craftsman, and the work was smooth, with no flaws or imperfections.

“How big do you want them?” he asked, at one point.”             

“Better make them big,” said Charlotte.

Tina shrugged. “Sure.”

“Big it is. Do you have a bra ready for him?”

They didn’t, so Terry went out and bought an assortment of bras.

Jack slumbered, a smile on his face.

When the doctor was done Jack’s chest was enormous. He even injected solution under the nipples, and Jack’s nipples, even while he was asleep, looked big and stiff.

“Oh, Lord,” breathed Charlotte. “This is making me hot.”

Captain Randolph took her arm and walked her out of the room. Shortly Doc and Tina could hear a bed banging against a wall as Captain Randolph did his duty.

“Ah, to be young again. This is the leuoprolide. Mind you, no erections for three months. But looking at that chastity tube it looks like it’s been a while since he’s had one, anyway.

“Go ahead, Doc. Let me get rid of this thing.”

Tina unlocked the chastity tube while the doctor gave Jack an injection.

“Okay,” said the doctor. Now comes the fun stuff.”

He shaved Jack’s groin area, Jack’s dick slept.

He made a small incision under the head of Jack’s cock. It was about the size of a nickel. Then he made a small incisions in Jack’s perineum. He pulled Jack’s cock back between his legs and began stitching the head of the cock to the perineum.

“You realize, of course, how nefarious this is?”

“What do you mean?” asked Tina.

“When Jack does start getting erections his cock will stimulate the perineum area. Lots of nerves there. It’s going to make him super horny.”

“Hmm. I guess that is nefarious.”

The doctor looked up, and smiled when he saw the grin on Tina’s face.

Finally, he was done. Jack’s cock was pulled down and between his legs. His front looked totally flat, no boner bump, and the doctor had done it all with only a couple of drops of blood.

“Okay, Captain.” He wiped his hands on a towel. “I believe our deal is a bottle of booze and a blow job every month.”

He turned to Tina.

Tina let out some breath. “Well, since we’re the only ones here, I guess I’ll do the honors. We’ll pick you up a bottle on the way back to base.”

“Excellent.”

Tina began to wiggle out of her uniform and the doctor undid his buckle and zipper and lowered his pants.

“Oh, crap! You didn’t tell me it was that big! I’ll never get that into my mouth!”

“I know,” the doctor was not abashed. “I have to do things like this to get a little action. I’ll accept a fuck, if you wish to save your mouth some stretching.”

Tina nodded. “That’s a deal.”

They pushed Jack to the side of the bed and Tina lay down and spread her legs.

As the doctor fed his government issue monster into Tina she groaned loudly.

Jack slumbered.

The doctor was old, but not feeble. He rammed and jammed with the best of them.

Tina bounced, rolled her head back, and came.

And Jack rolled off the bed and fell on the floor.

The doctor and Tina chuckled, and the doctor said, “Just a little longer. I’m almost there.”

“Take your time, Doc. I could grow to like this.”

So the doctor did.

By that evening, all operations and tasks accomplished, The doctor, Tina and Charlotte and Captain Randolph helped Jack into the humvee.

Jack was a little dizzy, he had been drained and unconscious for a while, but he climbed in, was confused, and sat quietly.

Captain Randolph, who was driving, honked at Terry, and she waved good by from the curb, her job done.

It took a couple of hours, plus a stop at a liquor store for the Doc’s preferred bottle of booze, before they were back at the camp.

Jack slowly came to the realization that he was being taken the Marine base, and that they were going to insert him into a training schedule.

“But…why?” he asked.

“Because the Marine Corps needs a few good men.”

“But…I’m…”

“And a few good women.”

That confused Jack even more. Then he realized that he had tits. He lapse into silence as he felt them and wondered what had happened.

He felt his nipples, and they were so stiff and sensitive that he groaned.

“Easy, Jack. Don’t play with yourself.”

Jack nodded, but…he couldn’t stop feeling the big boobs hanging on his chest.

The big confusion for Jack, however, was when, an hour and a half into their ride, they pulled over for a quick pit stop.

Randolph and Doc stepped into the bushes, unfurled their snakes, and pissed enough to put out a forest fire.

Tina stepped up to a tree, dropped panties and pants and squatted. She was careful not to piss on herself.

Charlotte stepped up next to the me, unzipped, and whizzed.

“What the fuck!” blurted Captain Randolph. The Doc just stared.

“How can you pee standing up?”

“I use a pee funnel.”

When she was done she handed the device to Captain Randolph.

It was a funnel, with the big end shaped to accommodate the female anatomy. The spout was long enough to enable Charlotte to compete with the men.

“Well, I never…” Randolph laughed.

Jack had to pee.

He stepped into the brush, lifted his dress, and grabbed…nothing.

He bent his head forward and looked down at his crotch.

His dick was gone!

“Hey!” He started to panic. “What happened to my dick!”

Charlotte stepped over to him. “We’ve changed your plumbing, Jack.”

She reached behind him and reached between his legs. Sticking out beneath his buns he could feel the head of his cock.

“What the fuck?”

He turned around, trying to see behind himself, which caused everybody to laugh.

Tina stopped him from turning and said, “Jack. Your cock is sewed between your legs. Anybody who sees you will assume it’s just a pussy. And when you squat to pee they’ll all understand.”

“But…but…”

“Try it. Squat down.”

Jack squatted. He felt wisps of sensation as weeds tickled his underparts.

He peed, and the pee shot out his weenie several feet behind him.

When they all got back in the humvee Jack was quiet. Now that he understood what had been done he wasn’t overly upset. After all, it helped him look like a woman. But he was feeling strange.

“You didn’t tell me you were going to do this.”

“Well, we sort of did. We talked about your boobs and your dick and the leuoprolide. You had just been drained, so I guess you weren’t paying attention.

Jack was frowning, and thinking, and trying to figure things out, and he blurted, “What’s leuoprolide?”

The Humvee was silent.

“What? What aren’t you telling me?”

“Well, Jack, leuoprolide will help your penis stay quiescent for a few months. That way your penis won’t suddenly get hard and rip your stitches.

“Really?” He was in a mild state of shock, his mind not really functioning. But, then, it hadn’t bee functioning for a while, anyway.

“Yes,” the doctor continued. “It will reduce your testosterone. There might be some effects from increased estrogen, but you’re a Marine. You’ll handle that.”

Captain Randolph murmured, “Improvise, adapt and overcome. Remember that, Jack, when the going gets tough. Everybody loosen up. Guardhouse up ahead.”

They stopped, their IDs were checked, and the Marine MPS looked at Jack.

They saw a beautiful woman who seemed a bit embarrassed.

“It’s all right,” said Randolph. “She’s with us.”

They issued Jack a visitor’s pass and saluted.

Finally, after the long day, they entered the barracks. Captain Randolph and the doctor headed off, and Jack was taken into Tina and Charlotte’s room.

“We’ll get you sorted on Monday, when the new recruits arrive. Until then, you stay in here. You can sleep in Charlotte’s bed and we’ll sleep in mine.”

Jack nodded and looked around the small room.

They gave Jack a robe and a toothbrush and showed him where the head was, then they all settled in for the night.

Jack lay on the military issue mattress and wondered. He had boobs. His cock had been rendered not quite useful. He was wearing a peignoir that wasn’t government issue, and…what the heck was happening?

They had brought him, told him he was going to enter some kind of training cycle, but…he didn’t really understand it all.

Across the room he listened to Tina and Charlotte sleep. Except it didn’t sound like they were sleeping. It sounded like they were moving all around, and there were some curious wet, smacking sounds that could have been…kisses.

That was the moment he realized that his marriage, his life, had changed.

The way Tina looked at Captain Randolph and the Doc…it was…intimate.

And now those sounds from her bed.

But what could he do about it?

Tina had always been stronger than him. If he tried to go over and object to whatever was going on in her bed she’d probably just spank him.

In the darkness he felt between his legs. Hunching over into the fetal position he could feel how his cock was bent under his body. And there was no trace of hardness.

He had been drained, and Terry had told him that he would be hornier afterwards, and on previous drainings he had been. And his cock had gone crazy in the chastity tube.

But now he wasn’t wearing the chastity tube, but he still couldn’t get hard.

But he was still feeling horny. And, if prior experiences in being drained held true, he was going to be going stark raving horny mad over the next couple of days. Then he would settle down to just normally over horny.

He felt his breasts, and he liked them. They were so big. Of course he was going to have to wear a sturdy bra from now on, but…he liked the way his chest protruded.

“Oh…fuck…fuck!” came from Tina’s bed.

“Use your fist!”

Use your fist? What were they doing? Punching each other?

But finally the nose reduced, the night went quiet, and Jack heard the girls snoring.

So he closed his eyes and tried to do a little bit of snoring on his own.

“Get on the yellow feet!”

Jack was pushed through the darkness. He heard the drill instructors screaming about yellow feet, but he didn’t understand. Who had yellow feet?”

“Right here, Jack. Go stand on those yellow footprints.”

Tina pushed him between some bleachers and he was alone.

Forty women were moving in confusion, trying to follow orders, which, though simple, they didn’t seem to understand.

“Stand there, you stupid cow!”

“Did I say you could look at me?”

“Did I give you permission to pee in your panties?”

Jack took his position, and almost immediately came to the drill instructor’s attention.

“What the fuck! Shoulders back! Tits out!”

Jack had the tits, and he thrust them forward.

Tina and Charlotte had been preparing him for this all weekend. They had practiced screaming at him, explaining what was happening, screaming again.

Jack stood and tried to follow directions. Since he wasn’t standing out, and because there were other women who were, they left him alone.

Alone, and terrified, and wondering what was going to happen to him.

He was actually shivering. The day wasn’t cold, but…he was scared.

“Okay, maggots! Try to move your feet in time…Left! Right! Left!”

The drill instructor marched them across the base, and towards the same barracks that Tina and Charlotte were in. Then he realized that those had been officer’s quarters. He was going to be inside enlisted women’s barracks.

But he was going to be close to his wife and…and her friends.

That was good for something, wasn’t it?

“Okay. He’s on his way,” remarked Tina.

“On her way,” corrected Charlotte. “And thank goodness. I was tired of trying to fuck you without making any noise.”

“You and me both, sister.”

They watched the recruits file into the barracks and they positioned themselves in the next barracks over so they could listen.

Listening was no problem. The Drill Instructors were quite loud.

“You are maggots pretending to be Marines, but you’ll never make it. You are too fucking ugly to be Marines!”

Tina smiled. “I remember them yelling that at us.”

“Music to my ears.”

“You will learn your general orders!”

“Say ‘Sir, yes, sir!”

“I’m not an officer! I work for a living!

Jack was trying to keep up with the screams and orders. He was shivering, trying to understand, trying to figure out why he was here. Surely he didn’t deserve to go to Hell!

“You! Jacqueline!”

Jack tried to pull his shoulders back further, to push his tits out further!

The Drill instructor started insulting him for having such big tits.

Jack was mortified. He had just got them, he loved them, he was proud of them, and here the drill instructor was telling him he was a fat cow who didn’t deserve boobs.

Jack started to cry, and that made it worse.

He realized, then, that he must have made a terrible mistake to end up here.

The days passed.

Jack did push ups until he thought his boobs were going to bruise on the ground. He ran obstacle courses and he sat silently while he was instructed as to everything from military etiquette to how much make up he could wear.

It was sad.

He was sad.

And he wanted to run away.

But something began to grow inside him. Something that forbade him to quit.

He felt this something at odd moments. When sitting in the head and peeing, when waiting in line for the mess hall, when he saw his wife, or Charlotte watching him across the parade ground.

He began to hold his shoulders back without having to be yelled at. He picked up his feet and kept in step when marching.

He began to change.

On the seventh day of his ‘remaking’ he was assigned fire watch in the officer’s quarters. He received a whistle to blow in case there was a fire. He held a length of pipe that simulated a baton, in case he had to clonk an intruder, presumably the arsonist that dared try to burn up the officer’s quarters. He was told to walked silently through the barracks and keep his eyes open.

Then he was left alone.

He walked through the gloom and listened to the sound of the officers snoring.

There was a large clock on one wall, and he listened to it tick as he walked around and around. He didn’t have to walk long, however, until a door opened and Charlotte came out.

“Jack, go in there. I’ll take over for you.”

She took his helmet and pipe and whistle and pushed him towards the door to his wife’s room.

He entered the room and Tina grabbed him and pulled him around. She didn’t kiss him, or hug him, just inspected him. Then she nodded, and actually seemed pleased.

“Okay, Jack. On the bed.”

“But…”

“No time for chit chat. This is an official order. Get on my bunk and put your butt in the air.”

Jack complied. He wanted to hold his wife, to kiss her and love her. For the first time in a long time he realized that he had been failing in his marriage. He wanted to make up for it, but Tina wasn’t having any of that.

“Jack, a prostate massager is not allowed on base. Restricted contraband. So I’m going to have to use a dildo.”

“A…but…”

She put a hand on one of his buns and began massaging it. With her other hand she reamed his back hole, spreading plenty of lubricant onto it.

“How you doing, Jack?”

“I’m trying,” he answered.

“Making any friends?”

“Some,” he admitted. As all the people in his barracks were women he was careful in his answer. But Tina had to know this, so he had to be somewhat honest.

“It’s okay if you score a little Lesbian action while you’re there,” she said. Running a pair of fingers around and around. She wasn’t worried about him using his dick.

Jack groaned. It felt so good.

She reached between his legs and touched his little penis head.

He jerked.

“You can feel that?”

“Of course!”

“Does it ever try to get hard.”

“No.” then he whined, “But it rubs against my underwear and it makes me horny.”

Tina nodded. “Good.”

“But I need to cum!”

“Sorry, Jack, but you weren’t issued a penis when you joined the corps.” She inserted three fingers and reamed him some more.

“Am I going to cum if you use a penis on me?”

“Don’t be scared, Jack, and yes. I think I can make you cum. We’ve got a couple of hours to try, anyway.”

Four fingers, and Jack was moaning louder.

“Quiet down now, Jack. You don’t want anybody to wake up and come in on us, do you?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

She put the dildo into him. It was actually smaller than her four fingers, and Jack relaxed in relief.

Tina smiled as she thrust into him. God, she liked being on top. Was it just being a Marine? Or was there some psychological quirk to her?

She didn’t know, and as she plunged into Jack she stopped thinking about it.

Out in the barracks Charlotte listened, and grinned. She needed to get some of that. She could hear the slap of Tina’s loins against Jack’s rump. She could hear the squish of his lubricated rectum.

Oh, yeah. That was what—“

“TEN HUT!”

Oh, fuck!

Charlotte snapped to attention.

She turned towards the sound of the voice and her heart sank and turned into a cold, lifeless ball of crap.

It was Major Cummings.

Fortunately, he was drunk.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t drunk enough.

“Captain. Why are you on fire watch duty.”

“Uh…”

The Captain looked around the barracks. He hadn’t turned on the lights because he wanted to sneak up on her. He hadn’t been so loud in his command for her to come to attention that Tina had heard him.

Besides, Tina was busy plummeting into her husband’s ass. Too busy, and too focused to hear anything.

“What’s that sound?”

“Nothing, sir. It’s just—“

“Quiet!” he snapped.

There was nothing Charlotte could do. She listened along with him and heard: Squish…squish…squish…

Cummings turned slowly, located the door from which behind came the squishing sound.

“Who’s in that room, Captain?”

“Uh…”

“Speak up.”

“It’s my room, sir.”

“And who’s in there?”

“Captain Steading.”

“Captain Steading, eh?”

“Yes, sir.”

“The one who’s here on temporary duty? Helping with the training cycle.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Who’s she fucking?”

“Fucking, sir?”

“I know the sound of fucking, Captain. Who’s in there with her?”

“Her husband?”

It felt weird referring to Jack as a man, and Charlotte’s voice wavered.

“Her husband, eh?” He gave her the gimlet eye for a moment, then strode towards the door.

The squishing sound became louder as he approached the door, and he gripped the doorknob and pulled the door open.

The only light came through the window, and in that dim light he saw Tina standing behind a raised asshole. She was wearing a strap on and she was screwing the hell out of whoever was on the bed.

Major Cummings frowned. The woman Captain Steading was fucking was a woman. He could see the dress raised up. In the gloom he couldn’t make out the little head poking out beneath the buns, or the fact that Tina was screwing an asshole and not a pussy.

Tina thought it was Charlotte, coming for her turn.

“Not, yet. Give me another minute.”

Major Cummings stared as the two women fucked on the bed. He had never seen such a juicy and rotund ass. And to be fucked by a small, plastic peter…that was as good as heresy. Pussy deserved cock!

At that moment he decided to teach the woman on the bottom a lesson. She was content with a mini-weenie, and she should be showed the error of her ways.

Major Cummings unzipped and fished out his gigantic member. He brushed Tina aside and jammed his humungous cock into the woman on the bed.

Jack jerked forward and felt a truly large member slide into him.

Thank God he had enough lube, for that cock was big enough to split him in two!

But he did have lots of lube, and all that happened was that his eyes rolled up, his back arched, his toes curled, and gism started drooling out of his cock.

In fact, it wasn’t just gism. It was an orgasm!

Jack was having an anal orgasm, sometimes called a sissygasm, and it was amazing.

Suddenly he felt like his head was floating in the clouds. His asshole felt so amazing. And he knew he was emptying out.

For a long minute Major Cummings screwed Jack, then he squirted, and like a man with big balls will do, he squirted a lot.

Jack felt the goo sliding out and around the massive weenie inside him.

It just added to the lubrication, and Jack’s orgasm mounted reached the stars, then waned.

At the same time that Jack gave it up, Major Cummings was done. He expended the last of his prodigious amount of semen and pulled his slackening cock out of Jack.

Wow! he thought. “That wasn’t bad,” he said.

He slapped Jack’s ass with his cock and wiped the goo off it.

Jack lay down and groaned and stuff leaked out of his bunghole.

Cummings turned to the door. “Lights!”

Tina, having realized what was happening, hit the light switch, and she and Charlotte stood at attention.

“Well, ladies. Let this be a lesson. I…”

He stopped talking. The looks on Tina’s and Charlotte’s faces was…strained.

He blinked. Was something wrong? Had he done something wrong?

Of course he had fucked Marines before. Just as male Marines had the biggest cocks, female Marines had the juiciest pussies.

Then he blinked again. He had just fucked a pussy…but…it hadn’t felt quite right.

He turned and looked down at Jack.

With the lights on he could now see what he had fucked.

It looked like a woman, and walked and talked like a woman, but…it wasn’t really a woman.

But…what was it?

He reached down, in spite of himself, and touched Jack’s dripping, little cock head.

“What the fuck?” he mumbled.

Then he bent down and looked for a pussy.

There wasn’t one.

Jack had no pussy.

And it he didn’t have a pussy, then…maybe…could he not be…was he…

Jack moaned.

His voice wasn’t quite feminine. It was almost feminine. It was high for a male, but low for a female.

Cummings bent over further, examined Jack’s asshole, and, at the exact instant, Jack farted.

As far as farts go, it wasn’t the best fart in the world. But, considering that fact that Jack’s ass was oozing sperm, it was wet, and it sprayed Cumming’s face.

Major Cummings straightened up. Fart fueled gizz was all over his face. He wiped the goo, messing it more than cleaning, and spat out a bit of the stuff that had managed to get inside his mouth.

“What the…what the fuck!”

Jack, realizing that something strange was happening, and that he wasn’t in a room with only females, jumped up.

He would have run out of the barracks, but Major Cummings moved back and was blocking the door.

Cummings wiped his face clean enough to see, and he stared at Jack.

“Major Cummings,” said Tina. “I’d like to introduce my husband.”

Cummings jaw dropped.

“But that’s…”

His heart sank as he went through a series of revelations.

This hadn’t been one of his officers he had just screwed, it had been a recruit! And while screwing fellow officers was frowned on, it wasn’t near as bad as screwing a recruit!

This could mean the end of his career! A court martial! He was done for!

Then he realized the second big thing: he had thought he was screwing a woman! but this wasn’t…it was…under the uniform and the little weenie poking out the back…Jack was a man!

He had just screwed a man!

He grew faint.

Did this make him a homosexual?

Oh, God!

He turned and staggered out the door, and Tina and Charlotte were left to wonder what the fuck?

Jack stood up and took back his pipe and helmet and whistle.

“I guess I better get back on duty.”

The girls let him, and wondered what they were going to do to get out of this mess.


Epilogue

THE NEXT MORNING…

Jack woke up at reveille. Five in the morning. He rolled out of his bunk and wondered what was going to happen. He had been caught in dereliction of duty the night previous. The Major had found him in bed with Tina, and he had actually put his penis up Jack’s ass.

Jack pulled on his clothes, and rubbed his ass a little.

It wasn’t sore, as he might have expected, just a little…tired.

But that’s what he might have expected, considering what had happened to him.

Tina and Charlotte got up and got dressed. They were worried. They had pulled Jack off fire watch, then screwed him, and been caught by the major.

He could court martial them!

Except…he had then done the unforgivable. He had put his weenie into Jack. He had fucked a recruit.

“What do you think?” asked Tina, as she pulled on her boots and tied them. They were going to be in the field today, unless they ended up in the stockade.

“I think…I don’t want to think. What were we thinking?”

“We were thinking of giving Jack a little reward for his hard work.”

“You know that, and I know that, and even Jack knows that. But I think it’s going to be hard to convince the major.”

The girls left the barracks, and wondered what was going to happen to them.

Captain Randolph sprang out of bed. His cock was hard and he wanted to put it in someone. Either Captain steading or her friend. Man, they were lush chicks, and he wondered whether he was falling in love.

He stepped out of the male barracks, headed for headquarters, and he had no clue as to the storm he was about to walk into.

Major Cummings was sitting at his desk, where he had sat all night long.

He had fucked a recruit. Worse than that…the recruit wasn’t even female! She was…he was…a male!

Did that make him a homosexual?

He might be able to survive fucking a recruit, if that recruit was female.

Of course he would be busted down to a private, and he would lose his pension, and…people would whisper and point. But he wouldn’t survive if it came out that he was a homosexual!

He drummed his fingers on the desk and pondered his actions.

He saw Captain Randolph crossing the parade ground, then he heard Randolph come in, greet the secretaries, and sit down at his own desk.

“Captain Randolph!” Major Cummings suddenly bellowed.

Instantly, Captain Randolph appeared at the door. “Yes, sir!”

“I want all the records for a recruit. Medical, history, everything!”

Captain Randolph felt it in his gut. It was like a huge boulder splashing down into his belly juices. He knew which recruit the major was asking about.

“Which recruit, sir?” Hoping. Hoping. Hoping.

“Goes by the name Jacqueline, though I have heard some of the Drill Instructors call her Jack.”

Oh, shit on a shish ka bob!

But all Randolph could do was salute and say, “Yes, sir.”

An hour later Cummings put the recruit’s file down. He looked out the window.

A man that was a woman.

How had that happened in his corps?

He knew that a lot of people were going crazy on this ‘identify with being a woman’ stuff, and there was talk of…of ‘shemales’ being eligible to serve.

But…but…what was he going to do.

At the moment, only two women, and the recruit himself…herself…whatever…knew what he had done.

The recruit, Jack, was halfway between being a man and a woman.

He snorted. Did that mean he was only going to lose half his career?

“Captain Randolph!”

Randolph appeared at the door. He appeared a little pale, and his lip was quivering. “Sir?”

“I want to see Captains Steading and Johanson.”

“Now, sir?”

“Yes.” The major glared at Randolph.

“They’re out in the field.”

“Get them,” he snapped.

“Sir!” Dying inside, Captain Randolph headed for the motor pool.

An hour later the Humvee skidded to a stop in front of company headquarters. Tina and Charlotte got out and headed up the stairs.

Captain Randolph sat in the Humvee, his head on the steering wheel.

“Sir! Reporting as ordered.

Charlotte and Tina stood at attention.

“Close the door, Captain, and both of you sit down in front of me.”

The girls closed the door and sat down. Their eyes were staring and they were resigned.

“Okay, ladies,” Major Cummings heaved a sigh. “Tell me why in the hell a recruit who is a man happens to appear on our company rolls as a woman? How the hell did he, or she, or whatever the hell it is, get into my corps?”

For a moment neither of them said anything. Then they both opened their mouths and started talking.

And looked at each and stopped, and Tina said, “Let me.” And she started explaining about Jack, his lack of discipline, and how they were just trying to get him to be a stronger person.

She finished by saying, “So you see, sir…we know that if we could put Marine values into Jack…” and she trailed off.

Major Cummings stared at the two officers. Never in his life…

He shook his head, swiveled and stared out the window. The recruits were just coming back from the field exercises. They marched across the parade ground, and it was easy to pick out Jack.

He was the good looking woman with the big chest.

Major Cummings felt his cock harden. Oh, crap, he thought. Am I gay?

Then he made up his mind and turned back to the girls.

“Steadings, Johanson, I have never…I am tempted to lock you up in Leavenworth and throw away the key and then bomb the place to make sure you never get out.              “

Charlotte and Tina gulped.

“However, this is an embarrassing situation. What you have done…” he shook his head.

And, inside, he was thinking that he was embarrassed. If anybody found out that he was gay…

“But I am inclined to be merciful, if only to save the corps any humiliation.”

The girls perked up.

“So this is what is going to happen…”

The girls leaned forward.

“Recruit Jacqueline is going to continue her training. It is up to you to see that she finishes her training. If she doesn’t…”

He glared at the girls and they shuddered.

“But if she…when she graduates from her class, I will issue an honorable discharge. Do you understand?”

The girls nodded frantically.

“Then you better take that recruit in hand and make sure she finishes boot camp, and with honors! Do you understand me?”

“Yes, sir,” they both chimed.

“Then what are you still doing here?”

Tina and Charlotte leaped to their feet, saluted, and got the hell out of Dodge.

Major Cummings turned to look out the window. He watched the two Captains running across the parade ground.

He had cold sweats running down his back. Every hair on his body was standing up. He wondered if he was going to survive.

Then he swiveled back to his desk and yelled: “Captain Randolph!”

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

[image: ]

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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