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Author’s Note

Here it is, the final installment of the feminized Marines!

And here is a little something I came across during research for this story.

We’re a brotherhood. It doesn’t matter what color you are, gay or straight, what’s between your legs, or what name you call God. In a Marine Corps infantry battalion, the only thing that matters is that you carry your own weight, fire straight, and take care of the person to your left and your right.

Pretty much says it all, eh?

Now, have a great read, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Okay, maggots! We’ve got twenty miles to go…let’s go!”

The double line of women began to trudge across the parade ground. They were carrying packs and rifles and they moved quickly, following the directions of the drill instructors to space themselves appropriately.

Jack was in the last ten women. He slung his rifle and set foot on the twenty mile hike.

Two by two the women marched to the end of the parade ground and turned onto a fire trail.

The women had to do everything that male marines do.

In the marines there are no blacks and whites, everybody is considered ‘green.’

Likewise, there are no male and females, everybody is a Marine. Or, in the case of those still in boot camp, everybody is a maggot.

But, though Jack was born a male, and though he was supposedly stronger than the women, he was having a rough time.

He was having a rough time because he had been given a dose of leuoprolide. That was suppressing his testosterone and increasing his estrogen, and sometimes, because of his chemical balances trying to figure things out, he was simply weak.

And it didn’t help that his cock, now limp, had been sewn between his legs. That made the tip of his cock, the very sensitive head, stick out just under his buns, and the underwear was rubbing him mercilessly.

Every step he felt the cloth rasp over his cock head. Every step his penis was stimulated. Every step he felt a sexual thrill course through him.

The other ladies on the march were not bothered by such things. They marched, they endured, and strived.

But while they were achieving, Jack was hanging on by his fingernails. His delicately trimmed and feminine nails.

“Let’s go, Jack off!” A drill instructor yelled at him. His name was Jacqueline on the roster, and the drill instructors called him that, or ‘Jack off.’ The other recruits called him Jackie.

Jack groaned and his legs were weak. Though they had only been marching for an hour, only a few miles, he felt like he was about to cum. The rubbing of his panties on his dick head was that intense.

“You okay, Jackie?” Stella was marching next to him.

“I…I think…so,” he gulped.

“You don’t look so good. Your face is pale.”

Stella was a good looking brunette. Her hair was cropped short, not over the eyebrows nor past the collar, and she had plump lips and a saucy attitude. Now, however, she was worried.

“I’m okay. I’m…oh…fuck!”

Jack stumbled. He had been given leuoprolide and he couldn’t get boners, but even a soft dick, if rubbed enough, will discharge semen. Now his dick was giving little spurts. The tiny streams jetted into his panties, and into the seat of his cammie pants.

Each step made a little more gizz shoot out, and each step was another step into heaven.

Suddenly he wasn’t tired. He was golden, and the relief at finally getting his rocks off was amazing.

He wasn’t allowed to fuck, couldn’t fuck, or masturbate, but he was usually drained regularly by his wife rubbing his prostate until he was empty. But he hadn’t been drained for two weeks and he was full up. He needed this.

But the golden feeling of shooting his sperm made his legs wobble with every step.

Stella moved over and grabbed his arm. “Stay upright, Jackie. We’re going to get a break soon.”

Jack nodded, smiling, and feeling energy come into his step. Nothing like an orgasm to make a Marine, he thought.

Fortunately, none of the drill instructors noticed Stella helping Jack. Or, if they did, they didn’t say anything because Marines were supposed to help each other.

After a minute Jack was back to normal. He still felt weak, and his dick head was still rubbing, but he wasn’t feeling it as bad.

Stella moved back into her own line and kept an eye on Jack.

“Okay! Take ten.”

All the women moved to the side of the trail and sat down.

Jack sat down, then lay back and looked at the tree tops waving over head.

“Shit, Jackie! You started your period!” Stella looked down at him. He had lain in such a way, spread his legs slightly, and the wet spot where the semen had seeped through was visible.

“What?” Jack sat up and looked around.

“Come on.” Stella pulled his arm, got him up and pulled him towards a drill instructor.

The drill instructors were discussing time spent marching and how far they had to go. One of them noticed the two women and stepped out to meet them.

“What do you need?”

“Instead of yelling, as she was supposed to, Stella calmly stated. “Recruit Steadings needs a pad.”

The drill instructor didn’t bat an eye. She simply said, “Pads in the Humvee over there. Get one, get it changed, and get back in line.”

“Sir, yes, sir!” Again, Stella spoke calmly.

Normally she was supposed to yell, or even scream, questions and answers to the drill instructors, but the purpose of the Marines was not to embarrass because of biological situations that couldn’t be helped.

Stella pulled Jack along, got the pad from the back of the Humvee, and moved into the woods.

“Let’s go, Jackie. Get it done.”

Jack looked at the feminine pad in his hand. He looked up, helplessness written on his face.

“I’ve never…I don’t know…”

“For heysoos’ sake! Undo your pants.”

At first Stella was disgusted with Jack, but when his pants and panties were pulled down she froze.

“Jack? Where is your pussy?”

Jack turned around and bent over.

Stella stared at the little cock head sticking out just between and below his buns.

“What the…” then she got it. “You’re…a man?”

Jack stayed bent over and nodded. He was still feeling pretty good from the orgasm, and he wasn’t worried. His wife, Captain Tina, and her friends, Captain Charlotte and Captain Randolph, had all looked out for him. They checked on him constantly and made sure he was progressing nicely.

They had to. Ever since Major Cummings had discovered that Jack was a man, that his tits had been implanted and his cock sewn to his perineum so he could pass as a woman, they had worked to make sure they were not court martialed.

Stella was no dope. She wiped the semen off Jack’s panties and where it had dripped down his legs. She jammed a pad into his panties and pulled them up.

Jack sighed in relief. The pad was pressed up against his cock head, and it stopped the constant rubbing that he had been suffering.

She helped Jack buckle up, then they stepped out from behind the trees.

The lines of women was starting up again, and they just made it back into place.

They marched, and as the line straggled along Stella moved a little closer to Jack and whispered, “How come you’re here? Why aren’t you in the men’s barracks? And…what happened to your cock?

Jack, his relief obvious, was feeling better. His dick wasn’t constantly being stimulated, and he began to explain to Stella that while he was a man, his wife was a Marine officer, and she insisted that he get more discipline.

“I’ll probably never be really alpha, but…I think I’m getting better. At least, I’m stronger, and I’m waking up on time.”

Stella nodded. “And you’ve kept your secret for the past two weeks.”

“I have to. My wife and her friends are depending on me. If I don’t make it they lose their commissions, they get drummed out of the service.”

“Hunh. Well, don’t worry, Jackie. We’ll help you. We’ll get you to graduation.”

Jack smiled. “Thank you.”

An hour later they reached the first training station. Marine recruits didn’t just march, they trained, and in all the things the men did.

They did such things as rappelling from a tower, training in the McMap empty hands fighting method, got gassed in the gas chamber,  fired rifles, and so on.

The station they were at today dealt with instruction on running an obstacle course. While the women were crawling and jumping and swinging from ropes Stella moved about. She cornered friends and began whispering about Jack’s situation.

While she was gathering friends to help Jack, Jack had to run the obstacle course.

Jack wasn’t strong because of the leuoprolide. And the big tits on his chest unbalanced him. He had been having a rough time of his training because of this, and he struggled through the course.

“Let’s go, maggot!” one of the drill instructors paced him, shouting insults, calling him a fat cow, and generally berating him.

Jack didn’t take offense. Tina, his wife, and her friends had been drilling him on how to handle the constant insults. Though he was weak and uncoordinated, he made it through the course. Barely, but…he made it.

And though the drill instructor chewed him out, he felt a certain pride. He had completed the course. He was getting stronger.

He moved to the side and took his place in the line, which was almost ready to move out again, and the most surprising thing happened.

He knew many of the girls. He didn’t have any real friends, after all, he had the secret of being a man, and this held him apart. But suddenly Wanda Ethelridge moved up and stood next to him.

“Nice go, Jackie. Get your knees under you when you crawl, and keep your top buttons tight. It’ll keep sand from getting in your bra.”

Jack stared, the smiled, and was grateful.

His wife and her friends were more abrasive, commanding him. It felt nice to have a girl just whisper to him, and in a friendly fashion.

“Thanks,” he said.

“No prob, girlfriend,” Wanda moved up the line to her rightful place.

Jack stared after her.

“Hey, Jackie,” Stella stepped up and marched next to him.

“Did you see that?”

“What?”

“Wanda…she just…she helped me.”

Stella smiled. “We’re all going to help you, Jackie. You’re going to ace this training. Got that?”

Jack looked at Stella gratefully.

And they marched.

Back at headquarters Jack’s wife, Tina, was in the quartermaster’s hut. She was sitting in a chair across the desk from Captain Tom Randolph. They were discussing the paperwork they needed to generate to make sure Jack stayed in the training program.

“One person isn’t going to show up on the food requisitioning, but I’ve got to account for a complete uniform.”

“Okay,” Tina said. Charlotte and I will accidentally total the component parts. I’ll rip a pair of pants beyond repair, she’ll do the same for a shirt. Is underwear going to be a problem?”

“Negative. Now, I’ve got the doc on board with the medical records, but we’re going to need to hide Jack from the Pentagon. Those pencil pushers are going to want to account for every last…”

They continued with their discussion, then they heard the sound of doors slamming.

“Lunch,” stated Randolph. He started to get up, but Tina motioned him down.

“Not yet,” she said. “We’re going to be late.

Randolph smiled. He was a big, hunky man with a big, hunky dick, and he knew what was expected of him.

Tina locked the door and began pulling her clothes off.

“Let’s make this quick,” she said, eying him hungrily.

Randolph had his pants down by now, and his big dong stuck out like Babe Ruth’s bat. He picked Tina up and lowered her onto his cock.

Tina gasped, and then her back was being pressed against the wall.

They began pumping, Tina’s back pounding on the wall, Randolph’s penis opening her up and making her hang on for dear life.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

They froze, then Tina giggled. “We’re closed! Come back later!”

“Open up or I’ll get a fork lift and ram this door!”

“She would, too,” murmured Randolph, leaning his weight into Tina, pushing his pubic area hard against Tina’s mons.

Captain Randolph leaned over and unlocked the door.

“It’s about time! Captain Charlotte Johanson pushed into the room and glared at her friends.

“Lock the door, bitch,” muttered Tina. “And wait your turn.”

“I’ll wait, but you better hurry up! I’m hungry!”

Captain Randolph was feeling it then, and he began really pounding into Tina.

Tina groaned and it felt like her insides were being mauls. Then she began to squirt.

“Oh…yes! Yeah…yeah!”

When Captain Randolph put her down, she collapsed in a wooden chair. “God!” she murmured, her eyes looking a bit unfocused.

“Oh, goody!” yelped Charlotte, and she leaped into Captain Randolph’s arms.

Randolph took her to the wall, too, and slammed.

Tina slowly recovered, got dressed, and laughed. “He didn’t cum in me.”

“Oh…unh…oh…” Charlotte grunted, then Randolph gave a grunt and began unloading his sperm in her.

“Oh, yes!” Charlotte yelled, then she began to jerk and twitch and hold on for dear life.

Five minutes later, not looking disheveled at all, the three captains crossed the parade ground and headed for the mess hall.

“So Jack is hiking twenty miles today.” Charlotte was leaking Captain Randolph’s massive load of sperm and she was trying not to squish and splash.

Tina nodded. “I wanted to go with him, but I’ve got duties back here.”

“You should have told me. I would have gone.”

Tina sighed. “I know. But Jack is functioning, and if he has any little emergencies he’s just going to have to figure it out.”

Captain Randolph nodded. “He’s going to have to if he’s going to be a Marine.”

Charlotte: “Did you ever think he‘d make it this far?”

“No. But…that’s what boot camp is all about. Taking the weak and making them strong.”

They entered the mess hall and Charlotte headed for the head. She had to score a pad, or somehow get her ass cleaned of dripping goo.

As they stood in line, Captain Randolph said, “So no one is looking out for him.”

Tina shook her head. “No.”

“Well, he’s just going to have to make it.”

Glumly, the two filled their trays with food.

Ten miles away, Jack was marching, and, for the first time in his life, he was doing better.

No, he wasn’t strong, and he did have hormones struggling for ascendancy in him, but the other recruits, the other ‘maggots,’ were helping him.

Tina, being an officer and very alpha, always told him what to do. She led in their relationship, and he, because he was a beta personality, did what he was told, and even became discouraged from standing up for himself, from doing things for himself.

Now he was out from under her thumb. Now he was being forced to do things for himself. More important, the women had begun to help him, and they weren’t doing it out of a desire to control or dominate. They were doing it simply to help.

Jack responded better to a helping hand than a ruling hand.

Now, though the testosterone was waning, and the estrogen was building, he felt a surge of confidence.  He felt…stronger.

Not necessarily physically stronger, but emotionally stronger, more confident. He picked up his pace, he was grateful when the other recruits offered a kind word, or showed him a better way of doing things.

For the first time in his life Jack was on the receiving end of a women’s community. He was experiencing how women could come together and help one another.

And he was loving it.

“Something’s going on,” drill instructor Shiela Carson spoke to one of the other drill instructors.

“What do you mean?”

“Recruit Jacqueline.”

The other drill instructor glanced to where Jack was marching.

“Looks okay to me.”

“The other girls are picking up the slack with her.”

“Aren’t we supposed to be making a team?”

“Yeah, but there’s something up with that woman.”

The other drill instructor soughed.

“I tell ya, I can’t put my finger on it, but that woman is…there’s something going on with her.”

The other drill instructor took a longer look at Jack. “As long as they’re doing their job, who cares.”

But the words didn’t mollify drill instructor Shiela.

People are generally kind. And then there are the one or two out of a hundred who make things miserable for the rest of us. That was Shiela’s problem. And it was going to remain a problem until she got to the bottom of recruit Jacqueline, and that was that!

The days passed, and Jack became more and more confident. He marched and became adept at close order drill. He began hitting the bull’s eye on the firing range.

He worked with the other girls in learning general orders, and he began to cultivate a calm and pleasant social manner.

The other women in his unit, learning that his penis had been sewn up and was not a threat, treated him like one of them.  Many of them envied his large boobs.

And he learned.

He had learned a little when he had been left at home with Terry, who was Charlotte’s sister. Now he was learning a lot. The girls enjoyed telling him how to act more feminine.

And it helped that the leuoprolide was changing him.

Yes, he was losing a certain amount of muscle, muscle which he didn’t have much of anyway, but the fat on his body was being redistributed. His jawline became softer, his cheeks looked like a woman’s, his eyes sparkled and his bust looked more natural, his hips rounded out, and…he looked like a woman.

All of which didn’t reassure drill instructor Shiela Carson.

She took time to work on Jack. She screamed at him so much that even the other drill instructors were looking at her.

Jack, however, not just mentored by his wife and the other officers, but being supported by the girls in his platoon, was finding an actual comfort in taking her abuse.

“Yes, drill instructor!” he would yell, and he would drop for more and more push ups.

“No, drill instructor!” more push ups.

He would clean toilets, scrub floors, and be thoroughly exhausted by the end of the day from this extra personal attention.

But it didn’t matter. Jack was finally, after a life of slovenliness and laziness, gaining discipline.

Which didn’t make Shiela happy.

Jack was sitting on the head. A long day of marches and instruction had tired him out. He yawned and tinkled in the bowl. He took a bit of toilet paper, reached behind himself and dabbed at the head of his cock.

It felt good. He didn’t have much of a mess, he had grown quite handy at keeping himself clean, in spite of his unique plumbing situation.

He put the tissue in the bowl and started to stand up when a shadow filled his world. A hand pushed on his face and he sat back in surprise.

“Okay, recruit Jack Off. We’re going to get to the bottom of this.”

Jack stared at Shiela. Shiela’s face was in a snarl. She gripped Jack’s shirt and half lifted. Jack was in an awkward position. He wasn’t quite sitting, wasn’t quite standing, and he didn’t know what to do.

“What’s special about you, Jackie? What’s your big secret?”

“Sir! Recrui—“

Shiela slapped Jackie in the face. It was a hard slap and Jack’s head was ringing.

“Speak in a normal voice.”

It was obvious Shiela didn’t want to be caught abusing Jack. She especially didn’t want to be caught placing hands on a recruit. She could be court martialed for that!

“Sir, recruit Jacqueline has no secret. Sir.”

Shiela was a big woman. Jack was just over five seven, Shiela was near six feet. And Shiela was a bundle of hard, military muscle. She pulled Jack out out of the stall and swung him around.

Jack’s hat flew off his head, he was tripping on his lowered pants. He was in better shape, but he was still a bit uncoordinated, and he struggled to stay upright.

Shiela swung him around again and his back hit the wall.

Shiela leaned into him. The brim of her cover pushed into Jack’s forehead and her face was close enough to kiss. She was not in a kissing mood, however.

“Listen, you dried up excuse for a….” Shiela had mastered drill instructor language, and she unloaded on Jack. she called him every disgusting thing she could, and she shook him in time to her insults.

Even with his new found discipline, Jack was having a rough time.

Shiela turned and threw him, and he fell to the floor.

Jack was crying now, but he was determined to take the abuse. He figured this was all part of what he had to go through.

Shiela looked down on him.

He was struggling to his hands and knees, fighting his confusion and the twisting of his clothes around his body. His butt rose up in the air, and Shiela gasped.

She stepped forward and knelt on one knee.

Jacqueline had a penis!

Her mind tried to sort this out, and she thought, for a brief half second, that maybe it was an especially long clitoris.

But, no. Jacqueline had a tiny peeny head sticking out from between his buns and just below his crack.

“What the fuck?” Shiela pushed Jack’s ass and he fell forward.

Shiela thrust her hand down and felt it.

Yep.

She turned him over and spread his legs.

His cock had been pulled down and…it was actually sewn to his perineum!

Shiela stood up, and now she was grinning.

Jack sat up, pulled his panties up, and his pants. Tears streamed down his face and he buttoned his shirt.

“So now we know. Jacqueline is a Jack. You’re a guy! What kind of a pervert are you? Getting your dick sewn up and acting like a woman! What’s wrong with you?” Then her tone changed and she snarled, “And what are you doing trying to be a woman in my corps?”

Jack sniffed and smoothed out his clothes.

“Well, I’ll tell you this, Jack Off, or Jacqueline, or whoever or whatever you are. The game ends now!”

And Jack’s career in the military, or at least in boot camp, might have come to an end right then, except that at that precise moment Captain Tina Steading stepped into the head.

“What the fuck is going on in here?” snapped Tina.

Behind her several recruits were standing.

Shiela, in spite of trying to keep the noise down, had awakened the recruits, and one of the recruits had run for the female officers’ quarters, and the first person she had run into was Tina. Jack’s wife.

Shiela snapped to attention. Jack, a bit mussed and crying, stood at attention. “Sir! Recruit Steading tripped and fell. The drill instructor was just helping her.”

Tina stepped forward. She put on a stern face, but she was worried. She was also confused as to what was really happening. She didn’t like drill instructor Carson, but she did her job…what the heck had happened.

For a long moment Tina said nothing. Then: “Recruit Steading, is this the truth?”

Now Jack was caught. A Marine is supposed to be honest, never lie, but a Marine always protects his/her mates. Shiela Carson, though a bitch in green clothing, was still his mate.

Jack didn’t know what to do, what to say.

In the end, he just gulped and muttered, “I fell down.”

He had fallen, and while Shiela wasn’t really helping him up, was, in fact, helping him down, it was enough of the truth that Jack wasn’t lying.

Tina glared, said a few choice words, then, no crime having been committed, she turned and left.

Jack sniffed and went back to straightening up his uniform.

Shiela turned and stomped out. She had managed to not get caught getting physical with Jacqueline, but she hadn’t been able to tell Captain Steading that Jacqueline was a man. If she had spoken more, it would have come out that she had gotten physical, and she would have been in the brig.

Then she realized something.

Jacqueline Steading. Captain Tina Steading. They had the same last name!

And she got it. Jacqueline was Tina’s husband. That bitch!

And that was why Jacqueline was so well protected. Heck, it looked like some of the recruits were even in on it!

Shiela went to her room and prepared for bed. She hung up her clothes, made sure she had a fresh pressed uniform for the morrow, and all the time she was seething.

Jacqueline was a disgrace! He was a pervert! He was…what was he? He had boobs, huge boobs, but what did that make him?

A shemale? A transvestite? Something else? And she thought of. these terms in the most disgusting manner.

Shiela was not a forgiving person.

In the head Jack had managed to stop crying. Several of the girls crowded around him. They soothed him, cleaned him up, and walked him back to his bunk.

The put Jack between the covers and returned to their own bunks. Except for Stella.

Stella didn’t like drill instructor Carson. Not many people did.

And she did like Jacqueline. She loved that he was trying so hard to be a woman.  A proud woman Marine.

She stood over Jack’s bunk for a minute. She listened to Jack sigh, and gulp, and she knew he was frightened.

She lifted the covers and slid into the bunk with him. She cuddled up to him, and he caught his breath.

“It’s okay, Jackie. Let it out.”

Jack began to sob. He was trying so hard, and now he had been discovered. He was afraid that Carson was going to get Tina and the others in trouble. He was so afraid.

Stella held him, and his head was against her chest, and…he stopped crying and became aware of her chest.

Her tits.

He sighed, and his breath warmed her breasts, and she became aware of him…in a sexual manner.

“Jackie,” she whispered. “Jackie.”

He moved his head. His lips were soft, plump, and they nibbled at Stella’s nipples.

He reached down between her legs and cupped her mons. He began squeezing his hand and rubbing. and Stella began breathing harder.

She hadn’t planned on this, but…but he was warm, and she liked him, and it wasn’t like they could fuck or anything.

But she could feel his breasts, and his breathing, and he was working her over so well.

Over the past weeks Jack had become adept at cunnilingus. He had given joy to his wife, to Charlotte and others. He had even touched Captain Randolph’s massive penis.

Now he used those lessons to pleasure Stella. He licked and sucked and used his fingers.

Stella’s hips started jerking and twitching. Jackie was good, so good, and she suddenly realized that she was going to cum.

“Wait,” she said. “Wait.”

Jack paused, but only for a second. Stella was saying no, but her body was saying yes.

Jack pushed her over the edge. White hot pleasure flooded through Stella, and she clamped her legs over Jack’s head and held on as her body spasmed.

Jack waited, and finally Stella relaxed, and he was freed.

He slithered up her body and they held each other again. Stella was breathing deeply, coming back to planet earth.

“Where on earth…that was incredible!”

“I’ve been practicing,” whispered Jack.

“Well, you can practice on me any time.”

“Any time you want,” he said, and he meant it. These girls had helped him so much…it was the least he could do.

After a moment, Stella asked, “So how do you get off? I mean, with your weenie all shrunken and tucked up in there…how do you get your jollies?”

“Usually my wife drains me.”

“Drains you?”

Jack explained about the prostate, and how a prostate massager, or even a small dildo, could be used to drain him of semen.

“One of the girls has a little dildo. I can get it…would you like me to use it on you?”

Jack smiled and the warm feeling grew in his chest. “Oh, please. Since I’ve been in boot camp I haven’t had much opportunity to…you know?”

“Oh, you poor dear.”

The truth was that Jack was getting drained every week.

But he wanted more. He loved being drained, and he wanted to be drained every single night!

“Okay. I’ll get the dildo, but, for right now, do I just put my finger up there?”

She reached around him and rubbed his rectum.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jack. “Please…do me.”

Jack turned over and presented his bum to Stella.Stella licked her finger, then inserted it.

Jack pushed back, and Stella went in easily.

Jack lay there and Stella began to move her digit around, rimming him, reaming him, going in and out.

Jack wiggled his butt, asked for more fingers, and Stella complied. Suddenly, the covers were pulled up.

“What the fuck are you two doing?” asked Becky Johnson, sliding in. “Whatever it is…I want some.”

Jack was surprised, but when Stella giggled and kissed the newcomer, he relaxed.

Then he felt Stella use three fingers, and Becky was playing with the head of his cock. Then somebody was kissing him, and Jack felt warmer and more appreciated than he ever had in his life.


Part Two

Tina knew trouble was brewing. She knew women, and she knew women like Shiela Carson. She might be okay as a drill instructor, but there was a meanness to her. A meanness that was aimed at her husband.

Jack, of course, had no clue. He was getting better, he was gaining discipline, and even a measure of self awareness, but he didn’t know women.

He was enthralled by them, especially now that he was one of them, but…he couldn’t recognize a bad women.

Are all men that way? Tina wondered. Are they blind to a woman who will use them, abuse them, and almost literally cut their balls off?

But that was a question for another time. Right now she had to worry about Jack and the trouble he was getting in.

Tina began watching over Jack’s barracks. She got Charlotte, and even Randolph, who wasn’t allowed in the women’s barracks except under special circumstances, lent a hand.

Add to that the fact that Jack was actually becoming popular in the barracks, and maybe they could last out the remaining months until graduation.

For the next month drill instructor Shiela was on her best behavior. She even helped Jack, but under the collar she was steaming. She couldn’t stop plotting and planning as to how to reveal Jack, how to bring him down and get him kicked out.

After the month she figured it was too long since she had manhandled Jack, they wouldn’t bring charges against her.

But…how could she get him.

The answer came at the start of the last month of training.

General George Rankin was in charge of the camp. He was a busy man with much to do. On a morning he was sitting at his desk, checking over requisitions his Master Sergeant had brought to his attention, when the sergeant tapped on his door.

“General, Colonel Booth to see you.”

The general sat back and sighed. He was tired of looking at requisition forms, the Colonel would be a good break.

But the break was not to be good.

“Sir!” Colonel Both saluted.

“Sit down, Henry, what brings you to my sorrowful presence this fine day?”

“I’ve got a problem that I can’t handle.”

“Nonsense,” grinned the General. “Improvise, adapt, overcome.”

When Colonel Booth said nothing the General knew something was up. “Okay, lay it on me.”

Booth unfolded a piece of paper. It was regular, white typewriter paper with scribbling on one side. He put it in front of the general.

“I received this. Anonymously.”

A man is pretending to be a woman

in training unit 453.

That was all. It was unsigned.

General Rankin sat up, pushed his glasses down on his nose and eyed the colonel.

“Before I do anything I would like your advice. My apologies for—“

Rankin waved a hand. “No. This is what I’m here for. How were you planning on handling this?”

“Hand it over to the drill instructors. Let them do a physical inspection.”

Rankin sat back in his swivel. “That would do it.”

“But if we do find this…this problem…what do we do?”

The two men sat and chewed on their thoughts. There was nothing about a situation like this in the Uniform Code of Military Justice.

“I mean, how could this happen? Paperwork would have to be altered, there are going to be officers in on this…”

“Why in hell would anyone…” Rankin trailed off. It didn’t matter why someone would do this. What mattered was that they handle it quickly and expeditiously.

“All right. You start the wheels turning. I’m going to call Washington and ask around. There’s got to be some way to handle this so we come out smelling like roses, and not getting our asses scratched by the thorns.”

The Colonel stood and saluted and headed out for a most unpleasant duty.

Stuff rolls downhill, and Captain Randolph was in the quartermaster hut. He had just finished screwing the hell out of Tina, and, man, she was amazing. That woman knew more about a penis than…

The roar of two Humvees coming into the training area interrupted him. Several MPs, including two female MPs, climbed out of the buggies and charged into headquarters.

Captain Tom Randolph was a seasoned Marine. He knew there was only one thing that bring the hammer down on his company. Without thinking, he grabbed his cover and ran through the building. At the back door his Humvee was waiting. He jumped into it and headed out. He knew where the women were training this morning, and that meant he knew where Jack was.

Major Cummings leaped to his feet. Normally he would remain sitting, offer Colonel Booth a seat, and they would chat about this and that. Orders would be conveyed in easy fashion, and they might even take a nip of the bottle of bourbon kept in the lower right hand drawer.

But when MPs opened the door and Booth strode in like an angel of death, Cummings knew the jig was up.

“Major Cummings. It has come to my attention that you have a female recruit that is not a female.”

“Sir?” Hoping to play dumb might gain him something.

Booth leaned forward, put both hands on the edge of the desk and stared into Cummings’ eyes. “John. No fooling now. This took help from officers. If you are involved…” he left the statement open.

Cummings said nothing. He remained at attention. Admitting his complicity would do nothing, and they would still throw the book at him. But, if he held his silence, maybe, just maybe, something would happen that would rescue his sorry ass.

“Very well. Where are the recruits.”

Cummings told him.

Captain Randolph broke speed records. He knew he would have a little time, but that still wasn’t going to leave him much time.

He slid around muddy corners, went over roots, angled down ruts, and arrived at the shooting range.

He slowed down as he drove to the parking area. He parked and sauntered, praying he had enough time, over to where Charlotte was standing.

Charlotte glanced up at him. Tina had just arrived, walking bow legged, and Charlotte didn’t expect that the Captain would be ready for another bout so quickly.

Looking at his eyes, however, she realized something was wrong.

“MPs are coming. I think it’s Jack.”

Charlotte nodded, turned and inspected the line.

Jack was part of a group of ladies listening to a sergeant lecture about firing range courtesy.

“Steadings!” she called out.

Jack turned, saw who was calling, and came on the run. As he crossed to the Captains his boobs bounced.

He came to attention and started to yell out the ‘Sir, Recruit Steadings reports! Sir!’

Charlotte interrupted him. “Get in the Humvee. Special assignment for the rest of the day. Move it.”

Jack ran around to the side of the Jeep and climbed in.

“Randolph opened his door, saluted Charlotte, and the Humvee roared off.

They were half way back to the company area when the MPs passed them at a roar.

“Jack,” Randolph said.

“Sir?”

“You’re going to be moving supplies this afternoon. I want you to be as quiet as a mouse. Do not be seen. I’m going to let you use my ipod. Do you understand?”

Jack didn’t. But he was actually turning into a fellow who could follow orders. “Yes, sir.”

Randolph pulled the Humvee up to the back of his building. He and Jack got out and he started Jack on moving a stack of clothes from one side of a room to the other. Randolph gave him the ipod and the earplugs, and Jack was now out of sight, out of hearing, and, hopefully, out of mind.

At the firing range the MPs arrived. They quickly commandeered a small hut and lined up all the female Marines.

Without a word of explanation, they began taking one woman at a time into the hut. Scarcely a minute would pass before the woman would come out, looking confused, on the other side of the hut.

Inside the building the female MPs commanded the Marines to drop their drawers…and spread their legs.

Women were upset, but…sometimes the military doesn’t make much sense.

Woman after woman was inspected. Recruit after recruit, after they came out of the hut, was lined up in front of some bleachers.

They were curious, but there wasn’t much talk;. The drill instructors were lurking.

And, out of the four platoons in the company, one platoon, when they came out of the inspection, weren’t curious. They knew what was happening.

Somebody had outed Jackie.

They looked around, but Jackie wasn’t there, and they smiled in relief.

Standing with the other drill instructors, Shiela was pissed.  She had seen Captain Randolph arrive…and leave with Jacqueline. They had rescued that bitch!

But she had to do something. This could not happen!

The last of the Marines was inspected, and all were found to be organic females. They all had pussies.

Colonel Booth told the drill instructors to gather the recruits.

Shortly, they were all on the bleachers.

Colonel Booth stepped forward and eyed the 150 recruits. Fine women, all of them. they would make good Marines. If they survived this little scandal.

And he knew, just knew, that some of these women had to know who the man was.

“Ladies!” He spoke in a loud voice. He didn’t call them maggots because he wanted them to see him as approachable. “It has come to our attention that there is a man in this training cycle.”

120 of the women looked at each other, and they were stunned. The remaining ladies faked looking stunned.

Colonel Booth, being a man and not knowing much about women didn’t see the different.

“We are going to interview each and every one of you, and you will tell us what you know.”

The interviews were started.

Jack walked back and forth and listened to music. Captain Randolph had a good playlist, and he listened to Norah Jones, Katie Melua and Lucy Thomas.

It was a wonderful break after the weeks of training, and Jack was thoroughly enjoying himself. He liked the simple work, no thought required. He liked being trusted to do a task with no real supervision. He was starting to feel like a real Marine.

Captain Randolph headed for headquarters. He arrived, was ushered into Major Cummings’ presence, and he stared at a man with a broken look about him.

“Sir. Would you like me to take care of certain records?”

“No, Tom. Sit down.”

Tom sat.

Cummings reached into his bottom drawer and took out the bottle of whiskey. He took a slug and said, “I’ve been derelict in my duties. As have you and Steadings and Johanson.”

“It’s not too late, sir. The recruit in question is out of sight, and if the records are not here…”

Cummings handed the captain the bottle, who took a swig.

“No. I’ve already called the Pentagon. They have been apprised of the situation, and I’m told the Joint Chiefs are meeting right now.”

“You weren’t involved, sir. I’ll testify to that.” He passed the bottle back.

“Oh, I was involved. At the very least, it happened on my watch. Now it’s just a matter of wait and see what happens.”

The bottle was passed again.

“Recruit, I get the feeling you know more than you’re saying. I suggest you avoid a very messy court martial. You could be discharged, and not honorably.”

Stella sat at attention. “I know nothing, sir.”

After a few more minutes, Stella was dismissed. Before another recruit was brought in, however, Booth turned to the sergeant of the MPS. “What the fuck is it with these women? I know somebody knows something!”

The MP sergeant, a tight look on her face, “May I offer something, sir?”

“Please do!”

“What you are seeing is esprit de corps. These women are being taught to be honest.”

“But they are lying!”

“To protect a fellow recruit. That’s exactly what we train them to do, watch out for each other, and…they are doing just that.”

Colonel Booth sighed. The sergeant was right, but he had no option except to keep going.

Charlotte and Tina stood to one side and watched the women enter and leave the interrogation hut. Each woman was a chance to be revealed. Why one of them hadn’t confessed about Jack, they didn’t know.

“Where do you think Jack is right now?”

“Randolph has him squirreled away somewhere, I suppose.”

Heysoos. I really messed up when I brought Jack here.”

Charlotte turned and narrowed her gaze.

“You did the best thing you could do. You saw what a mess Jack was. Lazy, no discipline, and look at him now. He’s starting to take pride. He’s learning, growing, and finally figuring things out.”

“Yeah, at the cost of several officers and a scandal.”

“Fuck that!” growled Charlotte. “And fuck you if you don’t think Jack is worth going to bat for!”

Tina blinked.

“That’s right. Every one of these ladies is worth fighting for. They’ll give their lives for this country, and Jack would, too.”

“Jack would?”

Charlotte just glared at her.

And Tina realized that her friend was right. Jack had changed. He had become a good citizen. He was willing to do things because they were right, and not just because he was a self serving fuck.

The two women turned back to watch the recruits, and Tina murmured. “Thank you.”

“Por nada.”

Inspection was finished, and no man had been found hiding in the female Marine recruits.

Colonel Booth was still in the hut, and all the recruits were back to sitting in the bleachers.

Booth exited the hut and walked over to the MPs. The drill instructors gathered around, too.

“Well,” said Booth. “I don’t know what is happening, and I apologize for interrupting your training cycle, but—“

“Where’s Jacqueline?”

Booth stopped talking and looked at drill instructor Carson.

Carson had a wide-eyed look of innocence, as if she had just realized something that didn’t make sense.

Tina and Charlotte stared at the drill instructor. They knew that Shiela Carson was the one who had started this thing. She had figured out that Jack was a man, and she was responsible for revealing him. they didn’t know how, but…it was obvious.

And they were now dedicated to ruining Carson’s career. Marines don’t like being betrayed, and Carson had done it. She had revealed Jack, and she had bypassed them, probably because she knew their relationship to Jack, and…from that moment she was dead meat in the corps.

If you can’t rely on the Marine next to you, who can you rely on?

Booth said, “Who’s Jacqueline?”

“One of the recruits. I thought she was here, but I don’t see her.”

Tina smiled a tight smile. “And you are assigned to platoon B?”

She wasn’t, but the ice in Tina’s voice warned her.

“No, sir.”

But Booth had picked up on it.

“What is this recruits full name?”

“Jacqueline Steading,” somebody offered.

If the Colonel knew that both Jacqueline and Tina had the same last name he didn’t show it.

“And where is she?”

Nobody said anything.

Booth glared at each officer, each sergeant, each MP. “Where?” he growled.

No answer, and he turned to drill instructor Carson. “Where?”

That was the moment Shiela knew she was in trouble. Nobody was coming to rescue her. Everybody just stared at her with hostile expressions.

“I don’t know, sir.”

Booth glared at the drill instructor. “Maybe you’d better find out.”

“Sir!” And Shiela felt a little faint. She didn’t like being without the camaraderie of the corps.

“Okay, people, continue with your training.”

Jack was in hiding. Captain Randolph had put him on Fire Watch in the supplies building, with instructions to get as much sleep as he could.

Jack had made a bed out of clothes and gone to sleep.

He didn’t understand what was going on, just that everybody was looking for him, and he was supposed to stay out of sight.

Jack, it must be noted, didn’t understand that he was ‘illegal.’

He had been brought to the base, inserted into the training cycle, and he thought it was all on the up and up.

Tina had brought him here, and surely she wouldn’t break any rules, would she?

But, whatever was going on, Jack lay down on his improvised bed and closed his eyes.

He was horny, but it didn’t look like anybody was going to relieve him tonight.

And he missed all the other recruits, he loved how they visited him in his bunk and kissed him and loved him and made him feel like one of them.

Most of all, he missed the discipline. He missed marching and saluting and being told what to do.

He wanted to be told what to do.

Maybe, just maybe, if he was told what to do enough times, then maybe he could tell somebody else what to do.

Colonel Booth spent the night in Major Cummings office. He went over the records for Jacqueline Steading, and wondered where the hell she was.

AWOL?

But by all accounts she was turning into a fine Marine.

Could she be a he?

Could she be the male in the woodpile?

Booth didn’t know, but he knew he was going to find out. He had to. It was his duty, and General Rankin was relying on him.

Tina awoke early. She knew where Jack was, and she was determined to visit him, to explain to him what was going on.

Poor Jack. He had been trying so hard, and now this had happened.

Curse that bitch drill instructor who had spilled the beans.

She obviously, in spite of her rank and position, didn’t understand that Marines stood together. You shot at one and you shoot at them all.

She got dressed in darkness, listened to Charlotte snore, and tip toed out of her room. She went to the back entrance and put on her boots. She peered through the gloom of almost dawn, then trotted across the training field to the quartermaster building. She didn’t see Drill Instructor Carson watching her from the shadows.

Shiela had been going crazy. Nobody was talking to her, it was almost like they didn’t like her!

Well, that would change when she found Jack and turned him in.

Seeing Tina sprint across the field she grinned, waited, then followed her.

It was quiet in the supply building. Tina entered and tip toed into a back room.

“Jack?”

“Right here,” came the response.

Tina crossed the room, and as she grew closer the shadow of Jack took shape.

Tina hugged him. “Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

“For what?” Jack was happy as she held him and kissed him. He was hoping Tina would drain him. All the girls had been draining him every night, but Tina was the best at it.

“Are you here to drain me?”

“Honey, I’m here to get you out of here.”

“But…why?” Panic set in. Jack didn’t want to leave. He enjoyed being a hard core, disciplined Marine.

So Tina explained how they had falsified records to get him into the training cycle.

Jack was silent. He wasn’t vindictive. He was glad for having been in the Marines, and…he didn’t want to leave.

“But, honey! You have to!”

They argued briefly, then Jack, realizing that he was going to have to leave, asked, “Can you at least drain me one last time? So I can say I took it like a Marine?”

“Of course, honey.”

Jack was sleeping in panties and bra, and he bent over a stack of clothes and relaxed as Tina pushed her fingers into him.

“Oh, yes!” he moaned. “This is just what I—“

The lights went on.

Jack stood at attention. As did Tina, Charlotte, and Captain Randolph.

Colonel Booth was behind Major Cummings desk, and Cummings was sitting in a chair to one side.

Drill instructor Carson was standing at the rear of the room, next to four MPs, she was looking pretty arrogant.

Outside the window the dawn was breaking. It was a gorgeous dawn. Gold lined clouds, rain in the future, but today was going to be a special day.

Booth stared at Jack. He had never seen such a good looking woman in his life. And those breasts! They were so big and magnificent!

It was a pity what he was going to have to do.

“Are we going to prison? Colonel?” asked Randolph.

“Don’t know,” answered Booth, not taking his eyes off Jack. “I’m waiting for the General right now. He’ll make the final judgement.”

He looked down at the pictures on his desk. Drill instructor Carson had snapped it, and Jack and Tina were looking at the camera like deers in the headlights. Her fingers firmly up his ass. It was sodomy. Maybe not with a penis…but it was unnatural and…

“Captain Steading. Why?” He turned the pictures so she could see them.

“It’s a medical procedure to make sure his prostate is functioning.”

Booth grunted. Maybe. But it gave him no clue as to how handle this. After all, it wasn’t a penis, and they were husband and wife, and…he sure hoped the General would arrive soon.

He turned the pictures back and moved them to the side of the desk.  Then, he pushed them a little further and they fell into the wastebasket.

Tina saw this, and Booth saw that she saw, but neither of them said anything.

At that moment General Rankin arrived. They heard his Humvee, heard him mounting the steps outside, then he was striding into the room.

“Good morning, everybody.”

It was a cheerful greeting, and Booth blinked. WTF?

“Can I sit there, Colonel Booth?”

Booth immediately made way and the General sat down.

“Okay,” said Rankin. “I am aware of these captains. Who is this ravishing creature.

He spoke of Jack, and now everybody was staring around in wonder. What the hell was happening?

Jack stepped forward. “Recruit Steading, sir. I’m sorry for all this. My wife had nothing to do with this, nor did any of these other people.”

Rankin tilted his head slightly and inspected Jack minutely.

“Nothing, eh? So you’re willing to take responsibility for everything.”

“Sir!” Tina and Charlotte stepped forward, Captain Randolph was opening his mouth to protest.

“As you were!” The General had some bite and the three officers stepped back.

Then Rankin smiled. “Have a seat, recruit Steading.”

Now confused, Jack sat down.

Nobody said anything for a few seconds, then General Rankin began, “I’ve been on the horn with Washington. Been a busy morning. Chatted with the joint chiefs. All that sort of thing.

Tina, Charlotte and Randolph were holding their breath.

Drill Instructor Carson was smiling.

“It turns out that the military has been looking into opening the ranks to men who identify as women. Considering Jack’s condition—yes, I read the medical records about his breasts and the, uh, leuoprolide that has been given him—he makes a perfect person for evaluation.”

Eyes opened, except for Carson’s, whose eyes slitted in suspicion. She had the feeling that something very bad was about to happen.

“Jack, would you be willing to sign an agreement, the standard agreement for service in the Marines?”

“Yes, sir!” Jack was dazed, but he was figuring out that things weren’t going as bad as expected.

“Captains Steading, Johanson and Randolph. You were a bit precipitate in your actions, and you will be fined one month’s pay.”

This was nothing! One month’s pay meant nothing! The three officers did poorly at concealing their grins.

“Is there a drill instructor Shiela Carsons here?”

“Yes, sir!”

Shiela stepped forward. She didn’t look so arrogant or confidant now.

“I’ve got orders for you. You are to be assigned to Eielson Air Force Base in North Pole Alaska. You have 15 minutes to get your gear together and report to the front gate.”

“But…sir…I found Jacqueline! I wrote the letter! I revealed him and…”

Her voice dwindled as Rankin glared at her.

“It seems, sergeant, or should I say ‘private,’ that you bypassed the chain of command. It is also apparent that you have lost the confidence of those under you and over you. Don’t bother to send me a post card. Now get your fat ass out of here before I have the MPs drag you out of here.”

Shiela, broken, shattered, no hope for a career, left the office.


Epilogue

Jack stood proudly in his uniform. Tina was pinning the Eagle, Globe and Anchor emblem on his uniform.

He had graduated top of his class.

“Honey, I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you, Captain Steading,” he loved calling her that, “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“So what’s your first assignment?”

“I’ll be in Germany.”

“Hunh. Maybe embassy duty. Maybe something else. You’ll have a lot of fun.”

“What will you do while I’m gone?”

They were looking at years of separation.

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“I bought you a vibrator, so hopefully you won’t miss me too much.”

“Oh, honey, with all the men in the corps? I’ve got plenty to keep me occupied.”

Jack nodded. “I know what you mean.”

“Which brings up an interesting point. I know you’ll be getting drained regularly, but…”

“Yes?”

“I’d like you to keep taking the leuoprolide.”

Jack considered that. He sort of knew what was in Tina’s mind.

“You won’t be getting boners, so we won’t have to unsew your penis. This will keep you true to me, and…I really love the idea of you being in a rather permanent chastity.”

Jack nodded. “Well, I can do that. I sort of like being horny, and as long as you don’t mind somebody screwing me…I do need the relief, you know. A lot of it.”

With that the couple turned and headed for home. Jack had a month of leave before he had to head for Europe, and they intended to make the most of it.

END
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PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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