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Author’s Note!

Here it is! All four stories in the ‘Feminized for the Marines’ series.

These were a blast to write, and I was a bit surprised in my research.

I know a lot of Marines like women.

And there is a solid number of Marines who like men.

But I didn’t expect to find much on Marines who like to dress up and be woman.

But it’s out there!

But, then, why shouldn’t it be?

All men have the secret desire to be feminized, and the desire can be even stronger in the most manly of men.

So…why not?

Now, enjoy this book and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized for the Marines!

From male to female

she gave him no choice!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

The Marines need a few good women! That’s the message this story, and it’s a good one.

What do we do with those lazy men who sit around and drink beer and watch football and thump their chests?

We worked all week, so we get to sit around!

Nope.

Women work all week, and they never sit around.

So sit back and enjoy the story of Jack, a lazy fellow, at least until his wife, a Marine captain decides he needs to shape up!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Oh…yes…yes…yes…!”

Tina grunted and her back arched. Her toes curled and her eyeballs rolled back so Jack could only see the whites.

He grinned. He had just given her a tremendous orgasm, and it was time for his.

He began to move his hips, scooping into her, drilling his penis deeply into her vagina.

“No…wait!” she cried out, grabbing his hips and holding them still.

He waited. He was fine with her eking out the last of her orgasm.

Slowly, her muscles relaxed, and he prepared to have his fun. Then, just as he started to sink into her…she pushed him off.

“Thanks, honey. That was a good one.”

“Hey!” He protested, reaching for her.

 She snaked out of his grasp, got off the bed and onto her feet, and turned and smiled. “Come on now, honey. You don’t really need an orgasm.”

“Of course I do!” Desperation seeped into his voice.

“No…no, you don’t. That would leave a mess in me, and that would be rude and impolite.”

“But leaving me with a dickful of jizz is rude and impolite!”

“No. That’s just good sense.”

She grabbed her panties and bra and ran into the bathroom. She locked the door and shortly he heard the sound of the shower running.

He sat, naked on the bed, and stared at his boner.

He was horny. He needed some. He hadn’t had any for a couple of weeks, he had been away, and he was feeling pretty desperate. His testicles felt like they filled to the bursting point.

He happened to look over on the night stand and saw a stack of books. He turned his head sideways to read the titles, and he blinked in surprise.

‘A Female Led Marriage.’

‘I Made Him Love Our Female Led Marriage.’

‘Female Led and Feminized.’

What the heck…female led what?

He picked up the top book, ‘A Female Led Marriage,’ and turned the pages.

The author was some woman named Grace Mansfield, and the things she was saying!

Women should be in charge.

Men should do as they are told.

Women should dress their men in female apparel.

Men should just shut up and submit.

Jack shook his head. What the heck had his wife been getting into?

He heard the shower turn off and the shower door open and close. His wife would be rubbing her fantastic body with a towel.

He groaned. His cock was throbbing ferociously. He could imagine those firm, perky, tits. He had just been sucking on them, feeling them.

And her vagina, after two weeks of him not being around it, had been so moist and velvety.

The door opened and Tina stepped into the bedroom. She saw the book in his hand and grinned. “Now you know.”

She went into her closet and picked out clothes.

He went to the door of her closet and stared at her. “This is ridiculous.”

“I know.”

“What do you know?” He was confused. Her answer hadn’t been quite right for his statement. Something was off.

She turned to him, slipping into a sweatshirt that said ‘Marines’ on it. She had been a Marine, and she was proud of it. She was still in the reserves.

“I know that you are like all the guys I served with. You want to throw me down, ejaculate your mess in me, then move on. No love, no tenderness, you’re just a guy.”

“That’s not true!”

“But that’s all changing.”

“Look, honey, I’ve been gone for two weeks. I haven’t had any sex that whole time. I’m a true blue hubbie that loves you and respects you.”

“You do now,” she interjected.

That stopped him. He couldn’t figure this out, he wasn’t on the same page with his wife.

She stepped into a pair of running shorts and faced him. “From now on sex is a reward you earn, not something you take and forget about. From now on you treat me like your commanding officer. Nothing but respect. You do that and I’ll consider letting you have an orgasm.”

He shook his head. “I’ll just jack off.”

“Then I’ll get you a chastity tube.”

“I won’t put it on.”

“I can make you.”

And that was the truth.

She had studied martial arts in high school and college. She trained in MMA. She did cross fit. If she decided she was going to make him do something…then she could.

The sad fact was that though Jack was a healthy, intelligent male, she could kick his ass.

“Now, you have two choices here…”

“What?”

“You can head for the gym with me, tighten up your gluts and act like a man. Or you can sit here and whine like a bitch.”

Jack was feeling a bit peevish now. His frustration was working in him, and he snapped. “I’ll be the bitch.”

She smiled as she tied her athletic shoes. “Fine with me. But I will be less likely to make demands of a real man. I will be more likely to treat you like a bitch if you act like one.”

She walked out of the closet, moving him aside, and headed for the front door.

Jack followed along. “Don’t you think we should talk about this like rational adults? You know it’s not fair to just lay down the law, to treat me like some second class citizen.”

She turned to him, spun on him, and gripped his cock. “Now you listen to me. I am not a weak woman, and you knew that when we married. For the last two years I have watched you suck beer and eat potato chips and lay on your fat ass and watch games on TV. If you want to do that…fine. I can’t make you be a man. But if you change your mind and decide you want to grow up…I’ll help you. If you don’t change, however, all the things I read in those books are going to happen to you.”

“But—“

She was squeezing his cock and lifting it, causing him to be up on his tip toes. She spoke right into his face. “There’s only room for one man in this marriage, honey. And if you aren’t going to be it…then it’s going to be me. You understand that?”

His face was turning a little red now. It wasn’t the lifting, it was the squeezing.

She reached under his cock and grabbed his balls and squeezed them. She hissed fiercely, “Do you understand that?”

He nodded.

She let him go, turned and left the house.

He could see her through the front door window, marching down the path in a military manner.

He leaned against a wall, held himself up, and listened. She wasn’t taking the car. It was only a couple of miles to the gym, and she would warm up with a short run through the streets.

He turned and staggered back to the bedroom.

For a moment, a brief moment, he thought about hoping into the car and following her. But that thought faded. He was just back from a road trip and he was looking forward to a little relaxation.

A little sex, too, but that wasn’t going to happen.

He entered the bathroom and took a shower. A cold one. It didn’t seem to help, his cock was just as hard as ever.

In fact, it seemed harder.

The sad truth, he liked it when she bullied him. That made him hornier than ever.

But…he wasn’t going to jump up and sweat his brains out just because she got some stupid ideas out of a book.

He turned the water hot. Fuck this cold shower bit. He was a man. No matter what silliness she said, he was the man here, and he needed to get off.

He began stroking himself. He leaned back against the tiled wall and let the water sluice over him, strike his penis, and his hand began to blur.

Oh, yeah. Fuck that bitch. She wasn’t going to do this to him. He had needs.

He lifted a hand and rubbed a nipple.

Oh, yeah. That felt so good.

Then he reached behind himself and rubbed his brown spot.

Oh, yeah. That was what he needed, and his white sperm joined the drizzle of cleansing water as it circled the drain and disappeared.

Tina jogged down the street. She loved exercising. What good was a body unless you made it healthy and strong?

As she ran she thought about Jack.

She didn’t mind pushing him around, he was a bit lazy.

Oh, he made good money. He had his own internet business, and he had lots of free time.

So why shouldn’t he exercise? Why shouldn’t he be healthy? Like her?

But instead he wanted to drink beer and watch TV. What a waste.

She turned into the parking lot and headed for the lit up gym. She could see men and women riding on stationary bikes, walking on treadmills. Behind them were the shapes of the weightlifters.

She smiled. Tonight was building strength. Tomorrow was MMA. Then strength again. She alternated her favorites through the week, then rested on Sunday.

Suddenly she stopped. Just stopped and blinked and wondered…wondered…and she got it. Her intuition, she was quite connected to her husband…he had jacked off.

After she had told him specifically not to.

Well, she was going to have to deal with this. If he was squirting his seed around indiscriminately she would have to stop him. And that meant she would have to get him a chastity device, and make him wear it.

Then she smiled, and realized that she liked the idea. All the discipline she had built up through martial arts, Marine corp training,  and her healthy lifestyle, it made her like the idea of taking control, of caging his desires and making him behave.

She greeted the people behind the desk and headed for the weights.

People smiled at her, gave her a fist bump, and she reached the machines.

Most weightlifters liked free weights, but she liked the machines. It was just efficient to move a peg on a machine rather than adjust slabs of iron.

“Hey, Tina!” Big Roscoe Tanner stood up. He was a brawny, black men with muscles on his muscles. He moved to the back of the machine. “How much you want.”

“Hundred pounds, and thanks.”

“Nada.” He moved the peg on the stack of weights. He lifted 140 on this machine, good for a guy, but 100 was great for a girl. He waved to her, and headed over to the free weights.

Tina lay down and started pushing iron. A hundred pounds wasn’t much. But it was enough to enable her to move a man around. A man like her husband.

Frowning, focusing, she made her muscles work and considered what she was going to have to do with Jack.

Tina returned home three hours later. Every muscle had been worked and she had that great feeling that endorphins give.

She trotted up the street, then walked the last block to her home. All the lights were on and she frowned.

She walked in and heard the TV blaring.

Of course. When Jack hadn’t shown up at the gym she figured he would be watching some game on TV. It was worse than that.

He had drunk a six pack and gone to sleep in front of the big screen.

He lay askew, snored like an elephant farting, and the house was a mess.

He was supposed to do the dishes, but they weren’t done.

He was supposed to do a little clean up, not done.

He was supposed to put his laundry in the garage. Not even do it, just put it there, but he hadn’t.

Tina made a growly sigh, turned off the TV, did a light pick up, and went to do the dishes.

It was his job, but she wasn’t going to let them sit in the sink all night.

She was just finishing when he came into the kitchen.

“Hey, I was going to do those.”

“Well, they’re done.”

He hugged her from the rear. She could feel his hard dick pressing between her buns. She put up with it. Heck, she loved him. Slob or not, no discipline or not, she had married him.

But she was going to have to do something about him.

“Well,” he yawned, letting go of her, “Time for bed.”

“Go ahead,” she said. “I’ll be along in a while. I’ve got some work on the computer.”

He nodded and shuffled off to bed.

She finished putting a couple of dishes away, then started the washing machine. She knew Jack had masturbated. He didn’t beg at all. Sure, he had a boner, but men always had boners.

The machine on, she walked to the computer room and started looking up chastity devices.

There were a lot of devices out there, but many of them were a joke. If a guy could get limp he could get out. Then he could jack off, and he even stood a chance of reinserting.

She found the piercings were pretty good, but she didn’t like the idea of putting holes in a perfectly good body. One infection and Jack might lose his dick.

She explored various metal devices, and some were quite good, but nothing made her happy, until she saw the ‘Prisoner of Lust 3D Printed Cock Cage with ball stretcher cock ring.’

Most devices you could pull the dick up and out the top, but this one had an extension that pressed against the public area just enough…she thought it would do. It was good for a try, anyway.

She ordered the device, but kept looking. Now that she was looking at sex toys she was getting a lot of ideas.

After all, he would be locked up, and she didn’t want to have to unlock him every time she wanted to play with him. So she looked at butt plugs, vibrators, and she came across remote control devices. And this made her mouth water.

She could call him on the cell phone, inspect his dingus, and pleasure him, or punish him, from anywhere there was cell service.

She almost ordered a device, but she already had one. She figured that if he managed to circumvent the device, she could look at one of the app controlled devices.

She smiled. Give him enough rope…

Finally, yawning, she shut the computer down and headed for bed.

She frowned when she entered the bedroom. For a guy who was supposed to be horny he was snoring pretty loudly.

Oh, well. Chastity was on the way.

The next few days had an edge to them.

Jack had gotten off, but that had given him a secret.

And, Tina was feeling a little pissy.

On Thursday the device arrived, and Tina examined it closely. It looked secure. She thought it would work. so now how was she going to get it on him?

But she had a plan for that.

On Friday she made Jack’s favorite dinner. Rib eye and potatoes smothered in butter and grease.

He grinned and dug in, and Tina poured him a drink.

He are with gusto, and after a couple of drinks he smiled and said, “I sure am glad you’ve given up that female led crap.”

“Oh, I haven’t.”

He looked at her and grinned. She hadn’t done anything, he was starting to get horny again, and he was hoping to get a little.

Mmm,” he said, drinking another drink.

And another.

Now Jack was drunk. And drunk, as anybody who has over imbibed knows, is another word for stupid.

“Hey, Jack,” Tina had finished the dishes and entered the TV room. Jack was already sitting and working the remote. He glanced at her, “Yeah?”

“Let’s talk about this chastity device thing.”

“Nah.”

“You know,” she persisted, “There’s a good reason for a man to wear a chastity device.”

“Oh?” He was looking at the guide. Which game did he want to watch?

“Yes. It’s protection.”

“Yeah,” he said drunkenly. “Like rubbers.”

“Exactly.”

She took the remote out of his hand and reached for his groin.

He grinned and shifted so he was more accessible.

She unzipped his pants and his weenie appeared, stiff and rigid.

She grabbed just the head and smiled. “You see, you’re so handsome I need to protect your penis from other women.”

He grinned proudly.

As she rubbed the underside, which totally drove him wild and was his favorite of all her ministrations, she said, “Yes, I worry all the time that you might be untrue.”

“I would never,” he blurted, sliding a little to make it easier for her to rub him.

“Oh, honey. You’re a man! You’re telling me that if some beautiful woman came up and offered herself to you that you would say no?”

She arched her eyebrows in question.  “Honey, your pants would magically evaporate and you’d be deep down inside her. So, you see, you need your dick protected.”

He was curious. Gasping, but curious. “How would wearing a chastity device protect me? It would just stop me.”

“That’s right. It would stop you from being sued for divorce, from losing this house and the cars to me, from having to pay me alimony until i remarried, which, I assure you, if I was getting rich I would not do.”

He blinked. He was on the edge. She drew her hand back and stood up. “So you see, protection.”

She smiled and walked away.

Jack was twitching away, ready to squirt, trying to squirt, but…it was over.

He stood up, was dazed, and staggered towards the bedroom.

“Don’t jack off, honey,” Tina was waiting for him. “Don’t waste your seed like a little high school boy. Don’t disappoint me.”

“But…get me…off.”

“Oh, no! Not until you promise to wear this chastity tube,” she held up the little prison.

“I promise.”

He was so obviously insincere that she just laughed.

“No! I mean it!”

He sounded like he meant it.

She linked her arm in his and pulled him away from the bathroom. “Come along, let’s have a beer and discuss it.”

She lugged him to the kitchen, opened a beer for him and dragged him out to the patio. She pushed him down on a lounge and began taking off her clothes.

Jack perked up, sucked at his beer like a two year old sucking on a bottle of formula.

Tina removed her blouse and pants. In bra and panties she was even more gorgeous. Not being able to see all of her charms was killing him.

“Come on, honey.”

She had her own beer, and she sipped a sip and smiled.

She hefted one of her large boobs and said, “If I drink too much will these get bigger?”

Jack was gulping. His boner, he had never zipped up, was sticking out of his pants. He gulped his beer.

“I think they would,” she squeezed one of her tits, pointing it at Jack. “ Can you imagine how gross it would look if my titties were too big?”

She was speaking in a low, sensuous tone.

Jack finished his beer.

“Honey, you have to stop this.”

“Oh, let me get you another beer, then we’ll discuss this further.”

She took his empty bottle and headed in for the kitchen.

Jack sat back and groaned. Hell, hadn’t he just jerked off the day before? But her words, comparing him to a high school kid, had shamed him. He stared at his pulsing peter and managed not to grab it and stroke it until it spit.

In the kitchen Tina opened another beer. She poured half of it into the empty bottle, then pressed the cap back on the new, but only half full, bottle. She put it in the refrigerator. Then she reached into the liquor cabinet and brought down the bourbon. She started easy, only a quarter of the beer bottle. It would be strong enough, and it would get him started.

She sauntered back out to the patio and handed him his beer.

He looked askance at her, there was a quarter of the beer missing.

She smiled.

He sipped, and grinned. “Oh, baby. What are you doing to me?”

“I just thought we should take care of your penis.”

“You’re going to get me off?”

“Oh, no. But drinking makes it harder for your penis to squirt. I’m just trying to make sure you stay true to me. You do realize it’s cheating if you masturbate, if you waste your seed. That would be like screwing another woman. Without the woman, of course.”

“Oh, honey!” He took a big gulp. “You know I’d never cheat on you!”

“No, but that big peeny of yours might. But if you were wearing a little protection I wouldn’t have to worry. And just think how that would effect me. I would see that big penis all locked up and I would want to unlock it and have my way with it. Forbidden fruit. The stolen cookie always tastes better. And just think how good a cum would feel under those circumstances!”
He was thinking, and he was drinking, and she was carefully guiding him to a horny decision to lock up his cock. Sounds ludicrous, but…it was working.

A short while later she took his empty beer bottle in and brought out the other one, now a third full of bourbon.

He was getting drunk. He actually didn’t drink much, stuck to beer when he did, because he was an easy drunk.

“I don’t understand this protection thing,” he slurred.

“It’s simple,” she cooed. “We protect your big dick from any slut that grabs it and wants to suck it…like this.” She grabbed him and sucked, and now she was able to suck harder, longer. The booze was in his system, and the fact of that matter was that booze inhibited sexual drive.

Oh, he was still getting horny. Hornier. But it was all in his drunken mind. He thought he could whip it out and stroke it off with a few strokes. In fact, Tina licked and sucked, and squeezed his balls, and it all felt good, but…he was further away from cumming than closer.

But he thought he was closer, more studly, ready to squirt. That’s the effects of booze on a man.

“And just think, a month in your little cage and you’ll be ready to cum like King Kong. And your dick will probably be that big!”

“Big and hairy,” he muttered happily.

“Big and hair and black.”

Jack blinked. “Black?”

“Well, you don’t think I could wait for this big dong of yours, do you?”

“But you could just unlock me?”

“Sure, I could, but we have to protect you.”

“From all those cum hungry sluts,” he grinned.

“Exactly. But we don’t have to protect me, and I would have to beg strangers on the street for an orgasm.”

He laughed, spurting a bit of his half and half boilermaker down his front.

“Just think, me being so horny I would go up to strangers on the streets, ‘Please, sir…could you give me the tip of your cock? I really need to cum!”

It was stupid, but it was funny, especially the way she was saying it. And, interestingly, it was making him hornier.

Why would the idea of his wife spreading her legs for a stranger turn him on?

He didn’t know, and didn’t ask. He just enjoyed.

She didn’t know, but she grabbed his cock and stroked it harder. She was getting wet down there, and she realized that in addition to keeping Jack from masturbating, she was going to have to do her own masturbating.

What a waste. A big dick like his for the asking, and she had to take matters into her own hands.

She got him another drink, another half and half, and went back to stroking him, and now she pulled out the stops.

“Just think of all the dick I could screw. I could screw Mexicans and blacks, Eskimos and Chinese. And I would be doing it all to protect you.”

How she got to that idea, of protecting him by screwing the races of the world, she didn’t know, and he was too drunk to know. But it worked.

His penis was drooling pre-cum steadily.

Yet he was now further away from cumming than ever.

“Oh, honey, fuck me!” he begged.

She just continued with her fantasizing.

I could invite men over and screw them in our bed.

“No!” Yet the surge of his cock said ‘yes.’

And I could tie you up and hide you in the closet and make you watch.”

“What?” His eyes were red, blood shot, and he shook his head, but…his dick was saying yes.

“I know, just like in those Grace Mansfield novels. I could dress you up like a woman. I could make you wear female clothes, and I could get you vacation tits!”

“What are vacation tits?”

“Temporary tits. A doctor gives you injections and you have big boobers for a couple of months. And I could give you tits and dress you up and put lipstick on you, and I could make you eat me out when I get ready to go out. Then I could tie you up in the closet. I’d leave the door open an inch, or maybe just adjust the slats, and you could watch some big, huge buck undress me, suck on my tits.”

She was, in addition to rubbing his cock, rubbing her own mons. Pressing on it, feeling her clitoris through her panties.

“What?” he was slurring his words badly, but his mind was filled with these images she was describing.

“A big…hard…cock. Bigger even than yours. And it would squirt a gallon of semen.  Big, black, hair cock…with oodles of cum, all squirting in me, dripping from my snatch. Dripping, and I push that big buck away and I have him stand at the foot of the bed. I untie you and you rush across the room, throw me on the bed, and…and…eat me out!”

A moment. A frozen moment. And the orgasm shook her. He wasn’t in her, she was just rubbing herself, but the fantasy was too strong.

The orgasm made her eyes roll up momentarily. Her toes curled in the rug. Her breasts were heaving. She couldn’t think, and her body jerked and twitched. It was truly the best cum of her life.

Jack sat there, watched this massive orgasm roll through her, and didn’t understand. He was too drunk to understand that his wife had just had a truly stupendous orgasm.

He said, “Then what?”

She shook, her mind started working again, and there was a new power in her voice, a confidence and certainty.

She put her hands on his knees, holding herself up as she regained her strength, and enabling her to lean into his face. “Jack.”

“What?”

“Stay here.”

She stood up, weak and wavering. She went into the house and got their good video camera out. She set it up on the tripod, and he watched as she focused it and started it.

She came back and sat in front of him, the camera now rolling.

“Okay, Jack. I want you to beg me to put you in chastity.”

“What?”

“Enough of the bullshit. You want it…I want it…and you better start begging me.”

Her attitude had shifted. She wasn’t asking, she was demanding, and his personality was now booze soaked, which meant that he had very little ability to resist.

“Beg me, Jack. Beg me or else.”

He sat there for a long, bleary, booze soaked moment, then: “Please, Tina. Please put me in chastity. I’ll do anything you want.”

And she worked him, repeated fantasies, stroked him, and…and it was perfect. In the end she had a half hour of him begging to be chastised, and it sounded like it was his own idea.

And she still didn’t let him cum.


Part Two

“You’ve got to get me off!” Jack begged.

Tina stood in front of the mirror and inspected herself. She was Marine perfect, her long hair tucked up under her hat, her buttons polished and her shoes spit shined. The row of medals over her left breast was impressive.

“Oh, honey, it’s only two weeks.”

“Yeah, but it’s been three months since you locked me up. Three months of no cumming. I can’t even get a boner!”

Tina turned around and smiled. Jack was sitting on the bed, naked, looking down at his caged cock.

“But, honey, I can’t go to a training cycle with cum dripping out of me!” She was laughing on the inside, commiserating on the outside.

“Yeah, but…but…”

She came and stood in front of him. His cock, as usual was struggling, trying to grow erect, and failing miserably.

He looked up at her.

She lifted her military skirt and said, “Pull down my panties. Eat me. If you get me off within five minutes I’ll let you out.”

“Really?” His hands were darting for her panties.

The next five minutes were a study in frustration for poor Jack. First, he couldn’t get his head into the proper angle. Then, when she finally took mercy and pushed him back on the bed and knee walked to sit on his face, it was too late.

“That’s five minutes, honey. Now, hurry up.”

He groaned. He had failed, and that meant she was going to get off on his mouth and leave him high and dry.

A moment later she grunted and squeezed her thighs over his face. She fell forward and caught herself on here hands. She held that position for a long moment, her breath heaving, her ample chest right over his mouth.

All covered up with uniform and medals and no access.

He moaned, and his cock tried to do something…anything.

Chuckling, Tina backed off him, straightened her panties and skirt, then said, “Carry my luggage, private.”

Her luggage consisted of a duffel bag. Even though she would only be gone two weeks, this reserve program demanded full uniform and kit.

Quickly, he didn’t want her to get upset, she had been pretty brutal this last couple of months, Jack got dressed and picked up her duffel. He followed her out to the car and put the bag into the truck.

She turned to him, smiling, enjoying his sexual misery. Misery which it looked like he might actually be liking.

“Now, honey, I expect you to keep the kitchen clean, do the lawn regularly and…” she stopped.

He was staring at her with his usual puppy dog eyes.

“I know!” she snapped her fingers. “I’ll expect you to send me cell pics every day.”

“But, honey!” he protested.

“Don’t ‘but’ me! But I’ll tell you what. You prove to me that the house is being properly kept up and I’ll send you orders.”

“Orders?”

“I’m a Marine. I send orders. I don’t beg or grovel. And I expect my orders to be carried out.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that, but he tried. “Honey, ever since you locked me up you’ve been changing.”

“Changing?”

“Yes. You’re more demanding. You act like I’m just a soldier you can push around.”

She moved closer to him, drove him crazy with her innocent appearing blues, let him smell her hair. “Honey, I hate to say it, but when the Marines called for a few good men…you missed the boat.”

“Well, you don’t have to act so manly! I mean…a guy’s got to squirt!”

Her hand was bumping the front of his pants. The neighbors couldn’t see, but it was making him weak at the knees.

She started to say something, something clever, a comeback, then she stopped. Little things were popping in her mind. She was putting pieces together and coming up with the big picture.

“What?” he asked.

“Just something I’m thinking…never mind.” She smiled and kissed him, gently so as not to mess up her regulation make up. “Just remember to follow my instructions when I text them. You do that and I guarantee I’ll make you happy.”

He nodded, looked sad, but his cock was wiggling away. She got into the car, waved, and drove away.

Jack walked back into the house. His balls were aching and his dick was dripping in its cage. He sighed, and wanted to break the stupid chastity device off, but, instead, he went into the kitchen and began cleaning the dishes.

Tina had a couple of hours of driving, and that meant a couple of hours to think, and, baby, did she think.

Her thoughts were running like a chain of dominos, falling, click…click…click.

It had started with her remark…’when the Marines called for a few good men…you missed the boat.’

She had joined the Marines…she, a woman, had joined with a few good men.

And, she acted like it.

Oh, she was woman through and through, but she was also in charge of her marriage. Especially since she had put Jack in chastity.

When she had put Jack in chastity he had changed. He was always soft, a bit undisciplined, but now he was more than soft. He watched her with begging eyes, and he was so happy to do anything she asked.

He was more like a housewife than a man.

And she knew that she had changed, too. Being in charge of his sex had given her more power than she had entered the marriage with. She liked being in charge. She was more disciplined than him, she saw more things than him—especially now—and…she liked being the officer to his simpering recruit.

All the way to the training camp she thought about this.

She thought about when she had first put him in chastity, how she had given him a fantasy, poured it all over him, and how he had reacted. She had never seen him so horny, and when she wanted a little bit more out of him she would threaten to go fuck a few men, to make him watch, to make him clean her up afterwards.

He had hopped to with a vengeance.

He said he didn’t like it, but the way he followed her commands, the way he looked at her… Heck, the way his dick dripped told her that she was uncovering his secret fantasies.

He was not an alpha dog. She was. Heck, she was more than an alpha dog, she was an alpha bitch, and the females are always the more vicious of the species.

She smiled, and showed her identity card to the gate guard. She was saluted and passed through, and she drove to the barracks reserved for reserve training.

Two weeks a year, and monthly get togethers at the local vets hall. And if she wanted rank she could ask for more duty.

Maybe a couple of weeks every three months.

Hanging with her Marines and having a good time.

And he would be at home, cleaning and cooking and acting like the dutiful housewife.

Dutiful. That was the word. If he wasn’t one of the few good men, this was one way she could help him appreciate duty, and what it meant to be committed.

She parked her car, took out her duffel, and smiled.

Jack had struggled to carry her bag, she tossed it over her shoulder like it was yesterday’s panties.

“Hey! Captain! Good to see you!”

Greetings came quickly and the men and women were happy to see her. She was highly considered in her company.

She returned greetings, gave a few fist bumps and high fives, and went to her room. As an officer she shared a room with another officer. She picked a bed, threw her duffel on the bed and headed for company headquarters.

At home Jack was working. He was so horny, and now he didn’t even have anybody to talk to. All he had was silence, or he could work.

And since work tended to distract him from his horniness, he worked.

He cleaned the kitchen, all the cupboards, the wine glasses they never used, took apart the toaster and cleaned it out. He washed the towels and scrubbed the area above the cupboards. He couldn't get his hand in there, but he used a stick and did the best he could.

And all the time his cock was working, trying to get hard, reminding him of how horny he was.

He waited for a text. He wanted a text. He wanted his wife to send him a message, even if it was to tease him and make fun of his frustrations.

But, no text, and he continued working.

Setting up the training cycle required a lot of work, and Tina was threw herself into the activity. Rolls were made, training exercises were discussed and trainers were assigned. Sergeants were liaised with and orders were issued, and the thing was coming together wonderfully.

Tina found herself paired with a tall Captain of the male persuasion. they both wore green, so this was not a problem. She was aware, however, of the tall Captain Randolph being one of the hunkiest men she had ever had the pleasure to set eyes upon.

And she often felt his eyes doing an inspection of her own trim form, with especial appreciation for her military grade boobs.

It made her smile.

Jack finished cleaning. Everything.

He was exhausted, and even hornier. And, being weak and undisciplined, he broke. He collected a beer from the fridge and went into the computer room.

He and Tina had discussed this. Porn wasn’t a manly activity. It was for weak perverts who had no self control.

He sat down, knowing that he was weak and had no self control.

Once, he had thought he had self control, but that illusion had ended when she had locked him up. Now he knew he was lacking.

And he needed a beer and a little porn.

A lot of porn.

He sat in the swivel, typed in ‘best porn in the world!’

And the world opened up for him.

Tina finished the day late. It was nearly eleven when she returned to her room. She wasn’t tired, she was energized. If anything, she wanted to work more.

“Captain Tina!” yelped Captain Charlotte Lancing.

Charlotte was a packed and stacked bundle of efficiency and high ratings.

The two women hugged, and sat to chat. They hadn’t seen each other for months, and they talked about the Marines, the men, and how their ives were going.

Soon they were in ‘jamas and sipping cold beers.

For an hour they laughed and made fun of the world, then Charlotte asked, “And how’s the hubby?”

Tina sighed. “He’s no Marine, that’s for sure.”

“No man is. I’ll tell you, there is a huge difference between a Marine and those milk toasts that think they are—oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make an insult out of…I didn’t mean your husband.”

Tina waved a hand.

“Don’t worry about it.”

Tina looked around, as if to make sure nobody was listening, then leaned forward. “I’ve got my husband in chastity.”

Charlotte’s eyes went wide. “Really?”

“Really and truly. He just had no discipline, and…I decided to give him some.”

Charlotte giggled. “Isn’t it funny how chastity can make a man out of a boy?”

“Don’t tell the general,” giggled Tina. then she sobered, “but there’s a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Chastity hasn’t made him more disciplined. It’s made him more amenable to my control, what he calls ‘orders,’ and, in fact, he has some kinky fantasies.

“Like what?” Charlotte was fascinated.

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“Come on, girlfriend, out with it. Is he turning gay or something?”

Tina was silent.

“He is!” Charlotte gushed.

“No…no. But, okay, just between us.”

“Absolutely,” Charlotte leaned forward. “Say it in code.”

Tina smiled. “Well, and this isn’t always him, sometimes it’s me, but…he gets really excited when I say certain things.”

“Like what?”

“Like, I told him that when the Marines asked for a few good men he missed the boat.”

Charlotte was blank.

“Don’t you get it?”

She shook her head.

“I joined the Marines, I’m one of the few, good men. And what does that make him.”

Dawn in Charlotte’s eyes. “A woman.”

“And when I mention this, or just hint at it, he gets super excited. His cock drips and he shivers.

“So he’s not an alpha dog.”

“No. And I think he might be a beta bitch. Do you think my hubby wants to be a woman?”

Charlotte sat back and mused.

Then Tina snapped her fingers. “I’ve got to find out.”

“How you going to do that?”

For answer Tina picked up her phone and began tapping.

“I told him I want him to clean the house. He’s supposed to send me pictures.”

Jack was staring at ‘Lady boys’ on Findtubes. He was looking at flat chests, or at least small titties, and large cocks. He was holding his chastity cage and perspiring. His cock was trying to grow so hard it hurt.

DING!

He looked around, tried to throw off his drunkenness, and found found his phone.

‘Send pics!’

He muttered. An order from on high. He had forgotten about that.

He ran into the kitchen and snapped a pic, then out to the living room, then the bedroom. He clicked pics and sent them as fast as he could.

In the barracks Tina and Charlotte stared at the immaculate cleaning job Jack had done. Everything sparkled,               everything was in its place. And when Jack sent them a picture of the clean toaster’s inside, they stared at each other and began guffawing.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Charlotte. “He’s pussy whipped!”

“Chastity whipped,” smirked Tina.

Then Charlotte asked the question that would change Tina’s life forever. “So how are you going to reward him for being a good boy.”

Tina’s mind clicked. She was the man. He was the housewife. She was disciplined, out there and making the world safe for freedom. He was sitting in a house and focusing on his cock.

His poor, trapped, dripping cock.

He wasn’t a man. That was the moment that Tina stopped thinking of him as such.

“What?” asked Charlotte, intuiting that Tina was undergoing some heavy mental adjustments.

Tina stared at her friend, the phone held loosely in her hand. She said, “He’s a woman.”

“What?”

“So I’m going to make him one.”

Charlotte’s mouth opened slightly. “You’re what?”

“Watch.” Tina tapped on the cell. She sent a message, then turned the phone to her friend.

Good girl.

Go put on my panties and bra.

You must wear them 24 hours.

Send pic.

Charlotte’s really opened now. She couldn’t believe it.

Yet…it made sense. From what Tina had told her…this was a solution.

The girls were silent then, just looking at each other, and waiting.

Jack stared at the message. Put on panties and a bra. She had called him a girl.

His mind was stupefied.

He was suddenly aware of his body. Sweating. The hair on the beck of his neck, his ‘hackles,’ rising.

Did she really mean it?”

But there it was. Black and white digital print.

And she wanted a picture.

He stood up and went to the bedroom. He staggered a little, he had had that much beer, but he didn’t fall.

He went to her dresser and opened the top drawer. There were panties on one side, her bras on the other. They were rolled tight, like they would be in a military locker. He had once chuckled at her mania for neatness, but he wasn’t chuckling now.

His phone dinged and he looked at it.

Acknowledge.

He typed in,

Okay.

He picked out a pair of panties. Plain, white, and he stepped into them.

They slid up his legs and encased his chastity tube. Oddly, the panties fit better with his package all packaged. No dangly parts slipping out the sides.

It took him a moment to get the bra on. It was…strange. But he managed it. He went to the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door and took a picture.

He actually looked a bit feminine. He wore his hair long, he was slender. the whiteness of the bra and panties against his skin…he definitely looked feminine.

He sent the pic.

At the camp Tina and Charlotte stared at the picture.

Even though Tina knew he would comply, she was stunned.

“He looks like a girl.”

Tina nodded. “I have to admit it.”

“Just have him brush out his hair, do his nails…he’d make a perfect girl.”

“I know.” Tina was nibbling on a red nail and thinking.

Her husband made abetter woman than a man.

And she made a better man than a woman.

“What am I doing?” she asked.

“Whatever you want,” returned Charlotte, staring at the picture.

That was true. But what did she want? Did she want her husband to turn into a woman? Or, to be specific, did she want to turn him into a woman?

And, being honest, she liked it. She liked the way he stood, his body seemed to adapt to a more feminine posture.

“Make him do something else.”

“Not tonight,” answered Tina. I have to think about this.”

“Think…stink. You’ve got a live one here. Don’t wait for the target to leave before you shoot.”

Tina turned to her friend.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’m going to carry through. But I have to make a plan. I have to develop a strategy.”

The two women were breathing heavily, excited, and Charlotte nodded.

“Okay. But I’m in on this. I tell ya, I have never been this hot in my life!”

Then the girls started laughing, giggling, and it was obvious that both of them were feeling hot.

Especially when Charlotte leaned forward and planted a kiss right on Tina’s lips.

Tina lurched back, shocked, and licked her lips reflexively.

“Sorry,” said Charlotte.

But Tina leaned forward, “Make me more sorry.”

The two women embraced, their hands slid up over breasts, and they leaned back on the bunk.

For a long minute they explored each other’s mouths and bodies, then their clothes were gone and they grew more intense. They ended up sixty-nining, their fingers deeply immersed in each others pussies, and they had to bite down on their orgasms. they didn’t want everybody in the barracks to hear them cumming.

The next day Jack woke early. He was tired, still high from all the beer he had consumed, and he had slept in his bra and panties.

It was weird, a weird sensation. His chest was in harness. The bra was a bit tight. And he wanted boobs.

He wanted something to fill up the slack cups.

Seeing himself in the mirror, last night drunk and this morning relatively sober, had turned him on.

He looked down at his cock, then ran for the bathroom.

There are boners, and there is morning wood.

A good, long pee, all that recycled beer, and he was okay.

He walked back into the bedroom and considered himself.

He was wearing women’s underwear, and he had to figure that out.

He was a man, dammit!

But he was dressed like a woman.

He pulled on shorts and a tee shirt.

His bra was visible, and he stared at the strap lines on his shoulders and the way the cups were emphasized by the tightness of his tee shirt.

He had to hide his bra.

He took off the tee shirt and put on a sweat shirt.

That pretty well did it. If he stretched a certain way his bra was visible, but just standing in position…he was fine. Nothing showed.

He went out to the kitchen. It didn’t need cleaning, but he had a feeling he was going to be cleaning it anyway. His cock was so active down there, and he had to try and distract himself.

He made himself breakfast, groaning and pressing down on his cage. It just made it worse.

So he cleaned the kitchen, and kept cleaning.

And cleaning and cleaning.

And, once again, he broke.

He was cleaning the computer room, reaching behind the tower and cleaning the wires off, when he turned on the computer.

And sat. And pulled up porn.

then he jumped up and ran for the kitchen. He needed beer.

And he realized that he was going to go have to buy some more.

But first he had to drink what he had.

So he typed in ‘best porn in the galaxy.’

Pretty much the same as best porn in the world. A few different sites, but…he began to surf.

Tina worked all day. Marines were showing up and they had to be settled in and put to work. With only two weeks to train in everything had to be quick and fast and efficient.

The barracks were scrubbed, and in the afternoon a short field drill was conducted. Then, while the men were eating dinner, the officers went over the drill, evaluating where the drill worked and where it didn’t and what would build the men up.

Tina headed for a quick bite. She and Charlotte were sitting, ready to discuss the plans they had considered during the day. Then Captain Randolph asked if he could sit.

They smiled and he took a seat, and the conversation changed. Captain Randolph was not just handsome, he was a quick wit. He had the girls laughing as he told salty jokes, and the dinner ended up taking longer than they had planned.

As they walked back to the barracks, Charlotte said, “I’ve got to fuck that man.”

Tina smiled. It burst out of her. “Not if I fuck him first.”

There was an aftermath to that statement. Tina wondered if she was serious. Where had that statement come from? Had she just responded to her friend’s quip?

Charlotte didn’t help. “Hey! You’re married! You get it regular.”

“Are you kidding? I haven’t had it since I locked Jack up.”

Charlotte almost said something, something like ‘Well, that’s your fault,’ but she didn’t. She didn’t want to jinx their little play with Jack.

“Which brings us to Jack,” she muttered instead.

“Ah, yes. Mr. Jack.”

“Or…Miss Jack.”

Tina smiled ruefully. “Yes, Miss Jack. What kind of plans did you come up with?”

“Well, first we have to handle his body.”

“Yes. Now I figure…”

They entered the barracks and headed for their room.

After a long day of watching porn and drinking beer Jack was sitting at the computer, leaning back, snoring lustily.

DING!

He stirred, looked around, yawned, then realized that he should check his cell phone. He opened it and read…

Use the Nair in the medicine cabinet.

Get rid of all your hair below the neck.

Jack shook his head, not understanding, then understanding slowly seeped in.

He typed back,

Why?

And the return message,

If you don’t then you’ll never cum again.

Jack stood up. He walked unsteadily through the house. He was confused, but he knew he better follow the instructions. Besides, what did it matter? So he had no hair? No crime in that!

He found the bottle and undressed and covered his flesh. He was standing, immersed in the solution, reading the instructions again, and his skin turned hot.

“What the fuck?”

Then he realized he had fallen asleep on his feet. He jumped into the shower and took it as cold as he could.

Fortunately, he wasn’t harmed, he had caught it in time, but he was bald as a baby’s ass.

He stared at himself in the mirror. He was fascinated by how red his eyes were.

He walked back to the computer room, got his cell phone and returned to the bathroom and took a selfie.

In the barracks Tina and Charlotte were laughing hysterically. He looked like a woman, in a way, but he also looked stupid. Dumfounded.

“He’s been drinking,” commented Tina. “He can’t hold his liquor.”

Suddenly the door to their room opened. It was Leslie Van Houghton. She was a lieutenant from Tina’s town. “What’s going on? I heard you laughing down the hallway.”

“Look at this!” Charlotte handed Leslie the phone, and Tina grabbed for it.

“Oh, sorry, maybe I shouldn’t be showing him?”

Tina shrugged. “Oh, heck. Why not?”

“Is this your husband?” Leslie’s mouth was slightly open in surprise.

“Yep. My girly man hubby.”

There followed a short conversation while they brought the lieutenant up to date.

“So you’re going to make him into a woman?”

“Sure.”

“Wow. Well, I’m in on it. What can I do to help?”

“Not much. Hand me the phone and I’ll give him another order.”

The phone was handed back and Tina typed,

Paint your toenails with the red polish on my vanity.

The girls laughed.

At home Jack searched for the toe nail polish. His sight was blurry, but he found it. He sat down and began painting his nails. His hand wasn’t very steady, and he did a terrible job.

He looked down at the mess. He had polish on his skin, it had dripped on the little rug under the vanity, but Tina had bought that specifically for such accidents.

The girls stared at the close up of Jack’s toenails.

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Charlotte.

Leslie said, “He’s still a man.”

“What are we going to do with that?”

Leslie said, “I’ll call my sister. She can go over there tomorrow and repair him.

The other two officers looked at her.

“Of course, he might not be amenable to somebody coming and doing his toes.”

“Don’t worry about that,” said Tina. “I’ve got a plain.”

“For right now,” murmured Charlotte, “Let’s just give him some falsies, paint his lips, and have him wear a peignoir.”

So it was agreed.

Jack stared at the text.

Make a couple of condom water balloons.

Put them in your bra.

Paint your lips with my red lipstick.

Wear the peignoir in my closet.

He stared at the message. He was drunk. He didn’t know what he was doing. But he did know that the texts were having a drastic effect on his peeny.

His cock was pushing on the tube, stretching his balls, and…he wanted to cum.

But, and here was the strange thing, he was suddenly enjoying the situation his penis was in.

For weeks he had been fighting it, but now, drunk, out of his mind, he was enjoying it.

It hurt, but the hurt was turning good. It hurt in a good way.

He went to his dresser and got out a couple of condoms. He went to the garage because the faucet was good for making water balloons. He filled the condoms until they were super large, then tied them off and put them in his bra.

The bra wasn’t big enough for his condoms, they bulged over the edge and threatened to fall out.

Curiously, Jack didn’t think his boobs were too big, he thought the bra was too small.

He liked having big boobs.

Boobs in,  found the lipstick and rolled it onto his lips. The red color made his lips puff out a bit, and he didn’t realize that they had a built in plumper.

That was fine.

He liked it.

He was drunk, but there was a faint hint of sobriety. It was like he was outside his body, calm, watching himself do all this.

He went to the closet and found the peignoir. He put it on, and in the. mirror the fakeness of the condoms was hidden and it looked like he had real tits under the fine cloth.

He sent a text.

The three women howled, and Leslie blurted, “Have him put on heels! Can he fit in your heels?”

“Sure. Unfortunately, he’s got small feet.”

More hysterical laughter, and commiserations to the giggling Tina.

She sent the text, and they settled in and waited for the response.

Two minutes later the text came.

Jack had not only put on heels, he had brushed his hair out, curled it under and made a bouffant.

Now the women were silent.

Jack looked like a woman.

He was even pretty.

With a little work he could be beautiful!

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Charlotte.

“What have we done,” agreed Leslie.

“We’ve just gotten started, said Tina.

And it was true.

Each of the women was imagining Jack. They were seeing make up, and underthings, and dresses. They were thinking of his hair professionally done, his toes properly painted, long, red fingernails on his delicate hands.

They could see him walking down the street, butt swaying, big knockers knocking.

Tina could imagine walking into a restaurant, wearing her uniform, Jack on her arm, a vision of loveliness.

Leslie said, “That did it. I’m calling my sister now. If we’re going to do this then we have to do it right.”

Charlotte: “I know a doctor who’ll give him vacation boobs.”

And Tina pondered. She thought of his weenie, normally good-sized, but now locked up and tiny.

She thought of how lazy he was, and undisciplined.

She thought of how he looked now, and how happy it made her.

The truth was…she was wet down there. Her pussy was fucking dripping!

To have a man under her control, to sissify him, it was the most incredible, heady feeling in the universe.

Then she realized the other girls were looking at her. They had been talking, making plans, but it took her to give the go ahead.

She looked each girl in the eye, searched them for undue emotions, the desire to be mean or cruel.

Nope. They were Marines.

And if Jack couldn’t be one of the few good men…then he could one of the few good women.

“Okay, girls. Let’s write out a battle plan and get started. And let’s call this…’Operation Jack.’

Leslie and Charlotte cheered, and a piece of paper was produced.

The three girls worked into the night on the plan to feminize Jack.
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Part One

Jack woke up. He was groggy, tired. He had been drinking too much beer, and…and the things his wife was making him do!

He sat up in bed. He was wearing a peignoir and bra and panties. Two big water filled condoms enhanced his chest, and his toes were painted.

His toes!

Tina was away at a Marine reserve training camp, and she had left him locked up in chastity. After teasing him for months!

He looked down at his poor cock. It was locked up and weeping little drools of pre-cum.

Man, if he ever got out of this thing…but his wife had him on video, begging to be put in it, and she had threatened to show it to her friends, and his friends, and the whole damned Marine Corps!

He stood up, swayed a bit, then headed for the kitchen.

He ate a stack of pancakes, and that sure helped.

He went back to the bedroom. He was going to take off this silly stuff and get back to normal. And then he was going to see what he could do about getting out of chastity.

He took off the peignoir, tossed it aside, then…DING DONG!             

What the…! Who would ring his doorbell at ten in the morning!?

DING DONG!

DING DONG!

DING DONG!

He pulled the peignoir back on. Now he was irritated. It was bad enough that some fool had come to call, but to have that fool lean on the door bell like that!

Then he realized how silly he looked in the peignoir.

Last night, drunk, he had thought he looked sexy. But in the dawn he no longer felt that way.

He reached into his closet and grabbed his old, tattered robe. He pulled it on as he walked down the hallway.

DING DONG!

DING DONG!

Son of a…!

He grabbed the door handle, swung the door back to yell, and froze.

A woman, quite good looking, stepped into the house.

“Hey!” he tried. “Get out of here.”

“No thanks,” she chirped happily. “Your wife sent me. Nice lips, by the way. Your toes, however, yeck!”

Jack covered his mouth. He had forgotten that Tina had told him to put on lipstick. He was standing there, in front of this woman, whoever she was, wearing sexy lingerie and lipstick, and suddenly his face turned bright red.

“Get out!” he commanded from behind his cupped hand.

“Nonsense,” said the woman as she walked into the dining room. “I guess we can set up here.”

Jack closed the door. He was going to have to throw the woman out with force!

Well, he didn’t want to call the police, not the way he was, all dressed up and wearing lipstick.

“You have to leave!”

“No. I don’t. As I told you, your wife sent me. If you want to call her you may, but a text might be better right now. I understand she’s at some Marine reserve training camp or something. Anyway, my name is Terry, and I’m here to fix your nails, maybe improve some other things. And, believe me, you need some improvement.”

She had placed a bag on the dining table and now she stood with her hands on her hips and regarded him sadly.

“I don’t care what my wife said, you—“

“Can I see it?”

“What?” His voice squeaked. He knew, automatically, what she was talking about.

“Your chastity device. I’ve heard so much about them, but I’ve never seen one. Your wife said you would show me.”

“I’m not going to show you…anything!”

He didn’t want to admit his cock was caught in a chastity tube. Even if it was!

“Well, okay. Maybe when we get you dressed. I brought some stuff in the car. You want to go get it for me?”

His mouth was open and he was shaking his head.

“Oh, I guess not. After all, to let somebody see you with such sloppy nails.

“Please!” he begged. “Please leave!”

“Nope. Sit down over here.”

Before Jack had been put in chastity he had considered himself a manly man. Now he didn’t know. His wife pushed him around, this girl was pushing him around, and he felt…emasculated.

“If you don’t sit down I’m going to have to call your wife.”

“Call her!”

Terry sighed, reached into her bag and extracted her cell phone. She tapped a message.

“Okay. Give her a sec. I hate bothering her at work, and she’s probably quite busy.”

A minute passed. Terry stood there, smiling, humming.

DING!

Jack’s phone was in the kitchen. He ran in and picked it up.

Do exactly what Terry says or else!

He was panicked, but he wasn’t going to give in to this…this blackmail!

He typed,

No!

He walked back into the dining room and smirked at Terry. “See? Now you’d better get out. I mean now!”

“Let’s just wait and see what your wife has to say about your bad attitude.”

“What bad attitude! You home invade me and I kick you out! That’s not a bad attitude!”

Terry smiled and waited.

DING!

Look at Facebutt.

Jack blinked and shook his head. Facebutt? Why? What the heck…

He ran into the computer room. Terry followed him, and he suddenly realized that his computer was sleeping. She was standing behind him when he tapped a key and woke it up.

A screen full of porn. Women sucking dick.

“Nice,” said Terry. “So this is how you spend your time?”

Jack sailed into the swivel chair and tried to close the window, but when he did the window behind it showed.

Lesbians fisting lesbians.

“Oh, Lord, you’ve got it bad. You’re a pervert. A downright sicky pervert.

Frantic, Jack closed that window, and another one was right behind.

Lesbians fisting.

Window after window he closed, and Terry laughed as his previous night’s interests came up.

Trans people doing trans things to each other.

Amputee sex.

Horror Sex.

“Wow!”

And, finally, the last window closed.

His face redder than a spanked tomato, he called up Facebutt.

There, on the first page of his scroll, was a picture. Jack knew what picture it was. He had taken it the night before and sent it to Tina.

It was him, bra and panties and red lipstick. The peignoir hiding the fakes of his fakery and making it look like he had real boobs.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

His face was blotted out, but…Tina could post the picture with his face not blotted.

“On, no.”

“Well, looks like we know who has the upper hand. Now let’s return the dining room. I have a lot to do, and you need to learn a lot of stuff.

Defeated, Jack stood up and followed Terry into the dining room.

Tina was trying to play it sly. She was head bent slightly, taking notes, and head raised slightly, listening to the lecture.

But she knew all about gallons of gas required for a tank to make it 500 miles. She knew the logistics for moving a squad, a company, a whole darned regiment.

What she didn’t know was what was in Captain Randolph’s pants.

He was wearing standard issue camo utilities. He was half turned and pointing at a white board. The military liking simplicity, he had drawn a picture of the various vehicles next to cans of gas.

“The real challenge is going to be the more unusual repair and maintenance vehicles,” he said. “Those will require…”

Blah…blah…blah.

The only thing that Tina noticed was the size of his shoes. They were big.

Across from Tina, Charlotte was also making notes. And she, too, was more concerned with the size of Captain Randolph’s shoes.

Tina drew a picture of a shoe on her notepad, then a series of round objects. She turned it slightly and Charlotte snickered.

How many balls to a dick.

The girls then took turns drawing bigger shoes and more balls.

As experts in logistics they were more interested in the relationship of sperm in the balls and the size of the cock.

“Any questions, please let me know.” Randolph looked at Major Cummings. “Thank you, Major, people.” And Captain Randolph sat down.

It was time for a break and Tina and Charlotte sat on a bench against the side of the headquarters building.

The day was beautiful. Perfect for Marines to go bumbling around in the woods. Tina leaned back against the building.

“Damn, did you see his package?”

“Those were size thirteen shoes if anything.”

Tina said, “I’d like to see how a size thirteen shoe fits.”

Charlotte returned with, “It probably wouldn’t fit, unless maybe the tongue did its job.”

The girls giggled, and Captain Randolph sauntered by. He gave them a smile and a salute and continued.

The girls saluted, and Charlotte sighed. “I heard he’s not married.”

“Not that marriage matters.”

“It wouldn’t matter with feet that big.”

The girls watched Randolph leave the company area. They watched his buns and imagined the strength of his glutes.

Jack sat in a dining room chair and watched as Terry colored his toe nails. She had cleaned his messy job up, and was showing him how to make nice, even strokes.

And she was glancing surreptitiously between his legs.

Jack’s robe had come apart and she could see his chastity tube.

The sight of his cock writhing and trying to push up was mesmerizing. She wondered how big his cock was out of the tube.

She knew her sister, Charlotte, who was a Marine, liked big cocks. And Jack was married to Charlotte’s friend and fellow Marine, Tina. So did Tina like big dongs?

If she did, why had she locked Jack up?

Maybe Jack was small?

Maybe he had to be locked up because he was too big.

But he had small feet, so Terry thought that maybe he was too small, and Tina just didn’t want to be bothered by his little dick.

She finished painting his toe nails and sat back. She was cross legged, Indian style, and she faced Jack.

Jack stared at his toes, his expression inscrutable.

What was he thinking? After all, what kind of a man would sit still for having his toes painted?

Jack shifted in the chair, and the robe opened up enough to give her a clear view of his chastity.

She sighed, and looked at it.

For a moment Jack didn’t notice. He was too concerned with his red toenails. Then he did notice, and he pulled his robe closed. His face was super red.

“Open your robe,” Terry said, a bit tired of his embarrassment.

“No.”

“I’ll call your wife again.”

“You think she’s gonna care if I don’t let you look at me?”

“She won’t care for one reason.”

“What?”

“You can’t do anything. There’s no harm in looking. So show me…now!”

Interestingly, Terry had picked up on how timid he was becoming. For that reason she had barked at him, and the extra oomf in her voice moved him.

Looking very unhappy, he let go of the lapels of his robe. They fell apart and she had an unfettered view of his caged cock.

She stared a for a second.

“You’re dripping.”

“It drips all the time,” he said, his voice a low mutter.

“And your balls…they look a little swollen.”

He managed to squeeze out the explanation. “I haven’t cum for months.

Terry shook her head, then she reached out a hand for his cage.

“Hey!” Jack shifted back, away from her.

She looked at him warningly.

He was caught, and he knew it.

And, he would never admit it…it was exciting. A strange woman reaching for his dingus?

She circled her hand around the tube. She held him, and she could feel his cock going crazy inside. “You really want to get hard, don’t you?”

“You have no idea,” he looked away.

She caressed his tube. He could feel the motion of her hand through the material, but he couldn’t feel her hand.

She smiled. “Spread your legs.”

Puzzled, he did, and she moved her face forward.

He watched in fascination as she opened her mouth and took his whole cage into her maw.

She closed her lips around the base of his cock, the back of the chastity device.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, feeling his balls, hefting them as if assessing the weight and fullness of them.

“Oh, God!” his blurted.

It was a blow job, a deep throat, but he hardly felt any of it through the chastity device.

He stared down and it was like her mouth was pressed against his pubis, and he had no balls or dick.

She moved back and grinned. “God, that’s fun!”

Jack felt like crying.

Lunchtime, and Charlotte had managed to corner Captain Randolph at a corner table.

Tina filled a tray with food and sat down and watched them out of the corner of her eye.

They were smiled, chuckling, and Tina knew that Charlotte’s thigh was placed against Captain Randolph’s. The woman was so close to him she was almost on the other side.

And Captain Randolph liked it. His square jaw was grinning. His eyes were alight, and it looked like he was sneaking glances at Charlotte’s chest.

Now Tina was in a quandary.

She wanted to fuck Captain Randolph. She wanted to find out how big his shoes were. But Charlotte looked to be gaining the inside track.

And Tina thought about her husband.

Jack was a soft man, and she knew that Charlotte’s sister was giving him a make over at that very moment.

Was it wrong of her to cheat on him?

Was it wrong of her to want Captain Randolph? To want Captain Randolph to jam his size thirteen peter so far up her hole she squealed like a school girl and came?

And she knew it was wrong.

But she wanted it.

She especially wanted it now that her husband’s feminization was making her pussy so damned wet!

Would he care? And, if he did, would he do anything about it?

After all, when she talked about fucking men with big dicks he seemed to enjoy it, to get turned on by it. She talked about lining up well endowed men and he started shivering and leaking his pre-cum.

So…he was turned on by the idea of her fucking somebody else.

But could he handle the reality?

What would he do if she came home and sat him down and said, Honey, I’ve just been fucked by a cock that is bigger than yours?

What would he do?

As she wondered this fantasy she saw Captain Randolph stand up. He picked up Charlotte’s tray and took them both over to the garbage can. then he returned and they left the mess hall.

As Charlotte walked out the door she turned and smiled at Tina victoriously.

All Tina could do was grunt and wish her friend well.

What would her husband do?

Terry placed Jack’s hand on the table and sat facing it. She trimmed his nails, filed them down, pressed the cuticles.

Jack sat still, watched the painting.

Terry leaned over and pulled his robe apart. “I want to see it,” she said.

He had no choice. He sat there, robe open, and she fitted fingernails to his fingers and prepared them.

Then she took out a bottle of glue and coated his fingers. This is good glue, honey. Your nails should stay in place no matter how tough the housework gets.”

He stared at her, and she suddenly giggled. “And you have a lot of housework to do, I’ll bet.

Another shade of red upon his face.

She pressed the fingernails onto his fingers one at a time. His fingers grew in length, looked more slender; looked more girlish.

Jack sighed, and his heart felt a fierce glow within. And he wondered, How can I feel this good?

After work, getting ready for the evening meal, Tina stared at the text she had just received.

Jack’s hands. Long and sensuous. Red, like bloody claws. Sexy.

She could imagine his fingers clawing her back, digging deep and driving her towards a bigger and bigger orgasm.

“Is that Jack?”

Charlotte leaned over her shoulder and admired Jack’s digits. “Wow. That boy has come a long way. Pardon me. That girl.”

The girls grinned, then Charlotte said, “Guess where I was?”

Tina opted for crudity. “Taking a shit?”

Charlotte laughed. “Oh, you jealous bitch! I was out at the pit.”

The pit was where recruits practiced their unarmed combat. Originally it was just soft dirt, but when the recruits came in knowing more MMA than the instructors the pit had gained some wrestling mats. It reduced injuries and made it easier for the sergeants to act as referees.

Tina looked at her friend, and she knew what Charlotte had been up to. “And how big are Captain Randolph’s shoes?”

“Oh, Lord,” Charlotte fanned her face with one hand. “That man has a HUGE cock! And he know how to use it! I swear, I thought he was ripping me in two! The only reason I survived is because it felt so good.”

Tina grinned. “Yeah. Right. You jacked off.”

“That’s jilled off, and I didn’t. I didn’t need to. The good Captain Randolph is experienced. That man…” Charlotte looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening, “…that man knows everything there is to know about fucking. He got me off with his mouth. He used his fingers, and finally, after I thought I was all fucked out, he put that big hog in me and we celebrated Christmas!”

“Oh, God,” whispered Tina. “You make me so jealous.”

“Don’t be jealous. Get the Captain to take you out to the pit. Don’t believe me, find out for yourself. Guaranteed, he’ll make your pussy sing.”

Jack sat on the dining rom chair. His hair was wet and pulled tight. Terry had put him in a row of small curlers.

Jack had brushed his hair and sort of played with styling it, but this was the real thing. He was going to have a serious curl, one that couldn’t be hidden by just brushing his hair out.

As if he could hide the red talons on his fingers.

“You’ve got great hair, Jack. You’ve really been missing the boat by not styling it.”

Jack listened to her, and was aware that she was that close to him. He could feel her boobs pressing against his back and shoulders as she worked on his hair.

She was feminizing him. He understood this, but the odd thing was that his initial panic had been replaced by a bout of unbearable horniness.

This was worse than just being horny from being chastised. This was sexual torment of the most pleasing kind.

And he thought: She said he had missed the boat. That was what his wife had said when she had chastised him. She had, in essence, called him a girly man, impugned his manhood, and reduced him. So why did he feel so good? Why did he feel like his whole body was a shade of orgasm?

“Look at this thing wiggle?” Terry grabbed his caged cock and shook it.

He groaned, and an extra bit of pre-cum blobbed out of the end of his cock, seeped out of the tube.

Tina lay on her bunk. She was sleeping nude for the simple reason she liked sleeping nude.

And she was horny.

Sure, she had used her vibrator while at home with Jack, but she had neglected to bring her vibrator to camp. Heck, if she had every other Marine there would have laughed. And the female Marines would have told her to go out and get a few good men.

So she lay there under the sheets, her nipples hot, her pussy hot, her whole body in a fever.

“You awake?” Charlotte asked from her bunk.

“Booyah.”

Silence for a minute.

“Why? Aren’t you tired?”

“Oh, I’m tired. Why are you awake?”

“I can’t stop thinking about Captain Marvel.”

Tina snorted. “Captain Randolph.”

“Yeah. Him. Captain Big Dick. So why are you awake?”

Tina sighed, then let it out. “I’m horny.”

“So jack off. I won’t tell.”

Tina laughed. “Right.” Then, a moment later she said, “It’s funny. I don’t mind getting myself off at home. Heck, I love doing it and making Jack watch. It drives him crazy, but when I think about jacking off here, I think ‘Jack.’”

“Ha! Jack. Jacking off. I get it.”

“So pretend I’m Jack. Tease me.”

“Well…”

“You know you want to. Lord, I never seen a girl so desperate. Do it, girl.”

Tina just sighed.

She heard Charlotte’s bed springs squeak, then Charlotte padded the few steps across the room. She lifted the blankets over Tina and slid in next to her.

Tina didn’t complain. She just felt the sudden heat. “You’re skin is so hot.”

“I’m hot all over, baby. Now lay back and let Momma do her job.”

Tina relaxed and then tightened as Charlotte slipped a hand between her legs.

It is a truth that women know more about eating pussy for the simple fact that they have a pussy. They know what pleases the woman, and Charlotte really know how to please a woman.

She started by cupping Tina’s mons, holding it, shaking it, all while her plump lips mashed against Tina’s. Then she slid down her body and began working on Tina’s tits. She pulled on the nipples with her mouth, palpated the mounds themselves, then slipped a couple of fingers into Tina.

Tina gasped, and Charlotte relaxed, didn’t do anything but wiggle her fingers.

“God,” she said. “Don’t ever let yourself get this hot, girlfriend. You’re burning up. You need relief before you catch on fire.”

Tina was making a series of sounds. “Unh…unh…unh…”

Charlotte smiled, leaned over and nibbled on a breast and let Tina jerk her hips and arch her back.

“I’m going to fist you. You ever been fisted?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Charlotte slid down under the covers, pushed them back and knelt on all fours. She lifted and spread Tina’s legs and began to gentle rim Tina’s hole.

“The trick is to relax,” whispered Charlotte. She kissed and licked Tina’s clitoris as she slid three fingers into her.

Tina could hardly breath. She was shivering and quivering.

Four fingers. In and out, round and round, a hand on one nipple, then the other, pulling, twisting, Charlotte’s mouth pulled back and it felt like she was getting out of the bed, but she was only shifting her position for what was about to happen, what would give her the great amount of ease.

She tucked her thumb in and pressed gently inward.

Tina felt Charlotte’s knuckles slide through the rim of her pussy.

It was the most exquisite feeling she had ever had.

She felt herself open up and accept, and she submitted, and because it was a woman doing her, it was okay to submit.

Submit to a man this way and it was all over, the man would think he owned you. But submit to a woman this way and it was wonderful, no attempt at ownership.

Charlotte understood this, and she smiled at the look of revelation on Tina’s face as she raised her head in the gloom and stared in wonder.

“Now…see?” murmured Charlotte, her wrist swallowed by Tina’s vagina. “See?”

Tina suddenly bent back, her eyes rolled back in the sockets, and she came. She had never cum so hard in her life.

Terry was sleeping in the guest bedroom.

She had thought about sleeping with Jack, but she was feeling her way through this situation, and she didn’t want to do something Tina might not like.

Though, to be honest, Tina had seemed like she was fine with anything Terry might try.

But she had decided to sleep in the guest quarters and talk to Tina on the morrow. Better to be safe than sorry.

She wanted to sleep with Jack. He was so cute and helpless, and he really looked like a woman. She had done an incredible job of transforming him. The planes of his face were softened, his eyebrows were plucked, his cock, of course was not in the equation. He looked…beautiful.

But…tomorrow.

Jack lay awake. He stared towards ceiling, unable to see it in the darkness, staring as if through the ceiling and into the never ending darkness of the night sky.

What was happening to him?

He was laying in bed, with orders to face upwards, not to mess his make up.

He knew he wasn’t supposed to sleep with make up on. He was supposed to cold cream his face or something. But Terry had spent so much time working on him that she had told him to sleep on his back.

He thought she planned to do something with him tomorrow.

He turned his face slightly, and looked out the window, and he realized: I forgot to do the lawn!

He was supposed to cut the lawn today. It was the normal day for cutting the lawn, trimming the bushes, taking care of the outsides.

But he hadn’t. He had been too busy…sitting and letting himself get feminized.

What was happening to him.

He kept thinking about the lawn. How he needed to do that, how Tina always accused him of being too lazy, of having to be browbeaten into the simplest of chores.

Well, maybe, but…but right then he felt a massive surge of energy. He was as if electrified, and needed to do something.

He threw the covers off and swung his legs out of the bed. He touched them to the floor and sat there.

He contemplated his eternally wiggling but never achieved penis. He felt the hard cover of the chastity tube. He groaned.

He needed to do something. He couldn’t sleep. He had to move. His body was like a mass of snakes being poked by a stick.

He had to do the lawn.

Jack stood up and began getting dressed.

Getting dressed like he had never dressed before.

Terry had told him he wasn’t allowed out of bed without his ‘feminine parts.’

His boobs.

He put on his bra, then put the water filled condoms in it. His chest jiggled, just like a real girl.

He pulled on a tummy shaper, pulled his cage back so it wouldn’t dangle, and tugged the shaper tight. Terry had made him wear a tummy shaper instead of panties so his cock could be pressed back between his legs.

He now had no penis bump, and he could wear anything a woman might wear.

He felt oddly, but harmlessly, psychotic. Or maybe schizophrenic. It was like he had two minds. One was free and giggling, and the other watched and marveled.

Which mind was actually his he didn’t know.

He pulled on a dress, cinched the waist belt a little, which emphasized his too big boobs, and slid his feet into the high heels Terry had brought. They were just his size, and they felt so weird. It was like he was walking on a hill when there was no hill.

Always in danger of falling down the hill.

And Jack thought of an old nursery rhyme. One that kids had chanted around him when he was younger just because her was named Jack.

Jack and Jill went up the hill

with a dollar and a quarter

Jill came back with two fifty

they didn’t go up for water

He smiled, but it was a pained smile. He had never liked being teased with that rhyme.

He walked down the hallway on tip toes, careful not to make a clicking sound.

He stopped by the guest room and listened to Terry breathing.

She was breathing slowly, evenly, and was obviously asleep.

Jack walked into the garage. He moved slowly, so as not to make any noise. He got out the lawn mower. Not the power mower, but the push mower. He was going to take care of the lawn, but he didn’t want to wake up the neighbors with the power mower.

He didn’t want them coming out and seeing him, all made up, his long, naked legs beneath the hem high dress. Almost high enough for them to see his underwear.

He carried the lawnmower out the side door and around to the front.

Jack lived at the end of a cul de sac, and the closet street lights were fifty feet away. It was gloomy on his lawn, and nobody could see him.

He set the lawnmower down, attached the grass catcher, and began to push.

The lawn mower whirred, and the sound was low. He pushed slowly, applying pressure evenly, and went back and forth, back and forth. He pushed the lawnmower along the edge, trimming nicely.

Grass was thrown back into the catcher, and his heels dug into the soft lawn.

It felt good. Leaning forward, pressing with his heels, it felt like he wasn’t sliding down a hill. He didn’t think about the little holes he was leaving with every step.

Inside the house Terry woke up. She wasn’t sure what woke her up, just that…there it was, a slight, low whirring sound. Like…like grass being…she jumped out of bed and looked through the window.

She could see the shadow of Jack moving across the lawn. He was slanted forward, digging in his heels to get enough weight to push the lawnmower.

She grinned, then she frowned.

Jack was muttering to himself. He didn’t know what, but…he was muttering.

As he passed under the window through which Terry looked she heard him say, “Got to cut…got to cut…now…the neighbors won’t see…nobody can see me…nobody can see me.”

Terry leaned back into the darkness, didn’t allow Jack even the chance to see her.

Why he was cutting the lawn at midnight was obvious, and especially with what he was muttering. He had to cut at night so nobody would see him.

But why was it so important to cut the lawn at all? It had been in good shape, so…why was Jack cutting the lawn at all?

Outside, Jack kept pushing the old mower. It was rusty and hard to push and he was drenched in sweat.

“Got to cut…got to cut…nobody can see me.”

Inside her room, Terry wondered if there was something wrong, if maybe they had gone too far?

But Jack, in spite of his nervousness, seemed to actually like it. His cock had been wiggling in the chastity tube all day. And if you can’t believe a wiggling cock, what can you believe?

But…was something wrong with Jack?


Part Two

Jack’s eyes were wide. His make up had been ruined by the night’s perspiration. Even his underwear was dirty. He had put it on fresh the day before, but now…it stunk.

Terry frowned, and took her time in repairing Jack. As she fixed his make up and cleaned him up and put on new clothes, she lectured him.

“Now, Jack, I don't want you mowing the lawn in the middle of the night. What would the neighbors think?

Jack looked up at her, his eyes were innocent, and he said, “The neighbors can’t see me. Nobody can see me. I’m okay.”

He wasn’t okay, he was mixed up, confused, and he was hiding it all. Everything was simmering below the surface.

Terry  bit her lip and worked on him.

Jack was docile, and when she told him to just sit there and let his make up set, he believed it, and he sat.

Terry went outside with her cell phone and called her sister.

Technically, Charlotte was not supposed to take personal calls, and it was even frowned upon to have a cell phone.

Still, everybody was out on drills, she was manning the company phones, and since nobody was calling, why not take a call?

She put the phone on speaker, eyed the doorway, and held a finger over the face. If anybody came in she could tap the phone closed quickly.

“Sis?”

“Hey! I think we’ve got a problem!”

Charlotte was as efficient as any Marine officer. She said, “Speak.”

“I’ve Jack all fixed up. He’s looking good. Complete make up, everything.”

“What’s the problem?”

“He mowed the lawn.”

“That’s a problem?”

“At midnight.”

Charlotte frowned. “At midnight?”

“Yes. I told him to stay in bed, but he got up, got dressed, en femme, and went out and mowed the lawn.”

Charlotte didn’t see the problem. Men were supposed to mow lawns. And if they did it at midnight…so what?

“Did he trim the edges?”

Terry blinked. What?

“Did he trim the edges?” Charlotte asked again.

“Uh, yes. He did.”

“Good. Compliment him on a good job, give him some ice cream or something.”

Terry’s mouth opened. It was plain her sister didn’t get it. She prepared to explain everything, but suddenly Charlotte saw an officer coming up the steps outside the office.

“Hey! I’ve got to go. Things are getting tight. Do what you have to.”

She tapped the phone, cutting the connection, and turned to smile at Major Cummings. “Good morning, Major.”

“And to you, Captain. Do you know where Major Randolph is?”

“Twenty mile hike, sir. Should be at hill 43 as we speak.”

The major frowned.

“Sir?”

“Send a jeep out for him. He’s got a trooper who had a death in the family. I’d like him to process the paperwork so we can send this boy home.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Send…ah, who do we have?”

Charlotte leaped, “Captain Steading is free this morning.”

“Excellent. Good head on that one. Go find her, I’ll watch the phones for a few minutes.”

Charlotte jumped up and hurried out the door. She dog trotted across the field and into her barracks.

She entered her room and there was Charlotte. Laying on her bed and reading a Grace Mansfield novel. She looked up at Charlotte.

“What’s the haps, general?”

“On your feet, bitch. Major Cummings wants you to find Captain Randolph. He’s on a twenty mile hike this morning.”

The hike. Twenty miles of slogging through mud and over boulders.

Tina stood up and grabbed her gear.

Charlotte watched her with a grin.

Tina turned, saw the grin, and asked, “What?”

“Captain Randolph, bitch. Make sure you turn the jeep over, and with you on top.”

“Ha!” But Tina grinned.

Charlotte returned to headquarters. She saw Tina roar off, driving one of the decrepit, old Jeeps they kept around. The real machinery, the Humvees and troop carriers were all out today.

Major Cummings looked up with arched eyebrows.

“Done, sir.”

“Very good, Captain. Say, have a seat here…I want a second pair of eyes to read these instructions…”

Charlotte sat, and shortly the two were involved in a discussion concerning the logistics of moving large numbers of men.

Sometimes the tasks performed in the Marines are silly, even counterproductive. These were the tasks that men and women hated. It was all wasted effort.

But driving a Jeep was a joy for Tina. ‘Specially the old ones.

She careened down a trail, through a small stream, and over a hump in the road.

So Charlotte had figured out how to set her up with Captain ‘Big Dick’ Randolph, eh?

That was good news, and bad.

Lord, she wanted to fuck him.

But she was still embroiled in the question of whether she should cheat on her husband.

She wanted to, she needed to, but…she was married.

But what was marriage but a contract. And had Jack really kept up his end of the contract?

He was weak, effeminate, and she had had to lock him in chastity to get him to do anything. And even that was a mixed bag of rewards.

She slowed the jeep and navigated around a trio of saplings that had fallen in the road. Probably knocked over by a tank. Stupid tanks.

She sped up and wiggled her way through the woods.

Back to Jack.

She giggled when she thought of the pictures Charlotte’s sister had sent her.

Jack did make a beautiful woman. She was prouder of him as a woman than as a man.

And she thought of Captain Randolph again. Square-jawed, a set of even, white chompers. Full lips, but not too full, a proud nose, but without being too big.

Charlotte had said that he had burrowed into her slit with that nose, laughing as he made her cum.

She sighed, and her pussy twitched. She had been eaten out, and she had been made to squirt with fingers, but never had she had a ‘nose job.’

She giggled, her pussy growing a bit moist.

She shifted on the seat, unconsciously tried to rub her pussy on the lumpy seat.

Fuck. He made her hot.

Jack was proving difficult. He kept hitting his chastity tube. “Nobody can see it!” He kept saying. “Nobody can see it!”

Which confused Terry. Was he talking about his dick? Or his chastity? Was he trying to hurt himself? Or get off?

She didn’t know, and Jack was proving fractious.

Finally, she had had enough. It was one thing to feminize a man, it was another to put up with his silliness.

“Come with me,” she commanded.

He followed her out on the patio, his heels clicking.

“Lay down on the lounger.”

Jack frowned, but he laid down.

“Stay there.”

She went back into the house, back to the bedroom. she gathered up a half dozen silk ties and returned to the patio.

Jack had not followed directions. He was sitting on the edge of the lounger, looking down at his dripping peeny.

“Nobody can see you!” he muttered.

“I told you to lay down, Jack!”

Jack frowned, but he turned and laid on his belly.

Terry tied one arm to the leg of the lounger. Then the other. She tied his ankles to the frame, then sat down and wondered what to do.

Jack looked up at her. “What am I doing?”

“Being a good girl.”

“Oh.”

He lay there, his red lips pouting, his beautiful eyes half closed in thought. Then he raised is head. “Is it good that they can’t see me?”

“Oh, shut up, Jack.”

Terry was tired of this shit. She worked her finger to the bone to make him pretty, but her sister didn’t care, and Jack was being unruly, and—

“How do women make love?”

Terry looked up at him. Spite made her snap, “Well, first they find a dick.”

Jack blinked. His face looked perplexed. “I don’t have a dick. Can you untie me?”

“You aren’t following directions.”

“If you untie me I’ll follow directions.”

Terry shook her head. She got up and went into the kitchen. She made a bourbon and Coke, then, an afterthought, she made Jack a drink. In a big glass. With a long straw.

She giggled. She thought of an old W. C Fields movie. An asshole is talking down to W. C., and he calls him a drunk.

W. C. responds with, “I’m drunk, but you’re crazy. I’ll be sober tomorrow, where will you be?”

She thought of Jack, laying there in his finery. He was crazy. But maybe he just needed to get drunk.

She walked out to the patio and placed her glass on a round table.

Jack stared at her.

She placed his glass on the patio underneath his mouth. He could sip whiskey all he wanted.

Then she threw a leg over the top of the lounge chair and sat down in front of him.

Or he could eat her pussy.

Jack took a sip, raised his head and stared at Terry’s most delicious pussy.

Drunk or crazy, that was something no man could forgo.

Charlotte moved forward and Jack started eating.

A sip or two, a few breaths, and eat.

A sip or two, a few breaths, and eat.

Terry smiled. Now this was the way life was supposed to be.

Tina arrived at Hill 43 an hour later. An hour to meander through that maze of woods. Sure, the trails were marked, but the sloshy conditions, the way the road had been run down, but…an hour?

The Marines were just beginning the final hundred yards to the top of the hill. Tina wound her way through a couple of stragglers, honked her horn, and slid to a stop at the top of the hill.

“Captain Randolph!”

Captain Tom Randolph had been watching the crazy jeep driver come up the hill, and he grinned when he saw it was the good looking Captain who bunked with that delicious captain who had near fucked him to death the other day in the pit.

Man, that woman was insatiable!

“Yes, Captain!”

“Major Cummings wants you back at headquarters. I’m to give you a lift.”

Randolph turned and yelled across the top of the hill. “Lieutenant! Take over!”

The lieutenant yelled her acknowledgement.

Tina scrutinized the young Lieutenant She was the girl who was in on Jack’s feminization. Leslie Harrison. She was good looking, real good looking, and Tina wondered if Captain Randolph had been with her.

Hmm.

Captain Randolph hopped into the Jeep and Tina forgot about the lieutenant and pushed the gear shift lever and slalomed down the slope.

The jeep wended its way through the woods. Tina slowed down enough for safe driving, and so she could conduct a conversation with the handsome officer next to her.

“How you doing, Captain?”

“Pretty good. Any idea why they want me?”

“Nada.” Just that my girlfriend wants me to take you to bed.

“Well, whatever. I enjoy hiking, but I don’t mind losing out on the return ten miles.”

“Double that.”

They bumped over the ruts and wiggled through grooves left by tank treads.

Captain Randolph was an easy conversationalist. They discussed things having to do with the corps, with civilian life, and traded ludicrous yarns.

They were half way back to headquarters when a tree fell on them.

Just like that. So ridiculous to even think about, it was probably bigger odds than lightening striking the pope in the middle of taking a dump.

But it happened.

It wasn’t a big tree, just a little six incher.

Tina saw it give way, saw they were going to intersect the path of the falling tree and hauled on the wheel and jammed on the breaks.

Three took out the windshield—one of those old, fold-down windshields—then slapped Randolph in the forehead and jammed his body against Tina’s.

Jack got loose and wiggled forward. The silk ties just slithered apart—Terry never was very good at knots—and then Jack had his arms under  Terry’s buns and he was lifting her.

He gobbled like a man who had a dick, even though he didn’t. Not really. Not tied up the way it was.

He stood, and Terry’s back went up on the back of the lounge chair.

She shrieked.

Jack was crazy!

He was drunk, and he had been alternating between sipping the last of his whiskey, and performing cunnilingus. Now he was loose, and all his horniness came to the fore.

“Jack!” Terry beat on his shoulders.

In a feat of strength, insane strength, Jack carried her into the house, gobbling, sucking, making a frothy mess of her pussy.

“Stop it!” She grabbed his hair and pulled.

Jack plopped her down on the couch, and went with her.

“Don’t do this!”

But Jack was drunk, and crazy, and he moved up her body. He positioned his penis at her hole and moved forward, and stopped.

His tube went into her, and it was short, but there was no real sensation.

Oh, he could feel her, but…the material of his tube was what got all the action.

He lay above her, supported on his arms, and experimentally tried to push his tube into her.

Terry’s mouth was open, she was blinking, and she suddenly understood how helpless Jack was.

imagine, being so stupid you try to screw with a caged cock!

She giggled.

Jack looked confused.

“Go on, Jack. Fuck me.”

Jack tried. His hips lurched, moved forward, but only three inches of tube went into Terry’s wet pussy.

Terry started to laugh. Short, smooth surfaced…it was still penetration. It was just like a half long enough dildo.

And it felt good!

It was moving against the outer part of her pussy, stimulating the most sensitive of her nerves.

Heck, women didn’t have nerves deep inside their pussies. They had them on the edges, and the value of the big cock was mostly in their mind.

What was better was a cock that was big in diameter.

Jack kept trying, pushing, lurching, tilting, trying to get in.

He banged against her pubic, stimulated her most sensitive nerves, and Terry grabbed on and closed her eyes.

Jack, without a workable dick, was about to give her the wildest fuck of her life.

“Oh, yeah…YES!”

And Jack cried out in frustration and kept pumping.

Tina opened her eyes. Surprisingly, she felt good. She felt…loosy goosy. Then she realized where she was.

Oh, fuck!

Captain Randolph was leaning against her, trapping her. The Jeep had been pushed off the trail and was tilted against a big pine.

It was getting dark.

Fuck! how long had it been?

“Captain Randolph,” she muttered, trying to move his bulk and gain a bit of room.

He mumbled something, then opened his eyes.

His face was right next to hers, turned sideways, but if they had been facing each other their lips wold have been resting on one another.

“Wake up, Captain.”

His eyes opened. He was groggy, dizzy, but he had a fast mind.

“Tree fell,” he murmured. “Why can’t I win the lottery?”

“Can you move? I might be able to slip out.”

But she didn’t have to. Captain Randolph pushed on the tree that had fallen into their Jeep and she crawled across his lap.

His lap.

Her chest brushing across his belly, putting her hand right on his cock—it was fucking huge!—and sliding out of the Jeep.

Once outside she was able to help him. She pushed on the tree, braced her shoulder under it, and he slithered out. Moving past her in tight quarters, brushing against her too large boobs.

Was that a smile on his roguish face?

They were free, and they stood in the middle of the road and looked at the poor Jeep.

“Survives World War Two, Korea, maybe even Viet Nam, and is taken out by an enemy tree.”

Tina chuckled at his humor. She took a step and stumbled. He caught with an arm.

“You okay?”

“Ankle hurts. It’s not broken. No big deal.”

He picked her up. She could feel his muscles working under his uniform.

He walked across the road and placed her on the barrel of a fallen tree. A big one.

“I’ll check the Jeep. Unless you have a phone?”

“No can do, Captain.”

He smiled ruefully. “It was worth a try.”

He walked across the road and rummaged through the Jeep. There wasn’t much, but he did find one blanket. He brought it back and wrapped it around her shoulders.

Tina was rubbing her ankle. He sat down next to her and took over.

“Oh, thank you,” Tina muttered.

His hands were strong, but gentle. He was leaning forward slightly, and she could smell his masculine aroma.

Not a bath soap odor, like she imagined Jack must smell like, but a rugged, outdoorsy odor.

She put an arm over his back to help keep her balance, and he felt her boobs pressing against his side.

He smiled and worked the pain out of Tina’s ankle.

And, man, that was one shapely ankle!

Finally, however, he had to stop.

“We need to see to shelter. It might be a while before they find us.”

He looked around and, in the last fading light of day, he spied a comfortable looking indentation under a log.

“We can lay down there.”

“Sounds fine to me.”

She got up on one foot and hopped back. He held her arm to help her, and once again his strength was appreciated.

He lay the blanket down, helped here down, then joined her.

“Too wet to start a fire,” he mentioned.

“We’ll have to put our bodies together.” Was that a glint in her eye?

He smiled. “I can handle that.”

They snuggled up against one another. At first there was a little hesitation, but the situation was what it was, and she finally put her arms around his neck and held him. “Fuck it,” she said.

He grinned against her neck.

They lay there, were entangled, feeling the warmth, and she felt his dong start to stand up.

“Oh, shit,” he said.

“Din’t worry about it,” she said. “I’ve felt a weenie before.”

“It is a survival thing,” he murmured.

There were a couple of ways she could have taken that, but she didn’t say anything. She just scrunched up against him and sighed.

He was so big and strong. And big down there.

Suddenly she grinned. Jack was far away, in body and in mind. She was so horny. She felt a certain sense of freedom, and being so close to Captain Randolph, she blurted. “My hands are cold.”

He froze.

She reached down into his pants and gripped his dong.

He jerked, but didn’t say anything.

She felt the size of him. She felt the hot blood coursing through the veins.

“Your hands don’t feel that cold,” he said drily, but he wasn’t admonishing her.

Heck, how could you speak down to a sexy woman who had your cock in her hands?

“Maybe it was my imagination,” she said, and she began to gently stroke him.

Randolph gave a light moan, adjusted his body position.

“You fucked my friend.”

He didn’t back off. “Captain Harrison. Yes. She’s great. I mean as a person not just as…”

Tina saved him. “Yes. I think she’s super.”

She felt his large balls, and was amazed. He had just cum the day before, but he felt all full and ready to pop.

“Are you a lusty man? Captain?”

“No contest,” he was breathing hard.

“Are you going to let me do all the work?”

He wiggled, and began unbuttoning his shirt. He paused and they kissed, and she almost swooned at how masculine he was.

“Is your leg okay?”

“Fuck my leg, she breathed, wiggling out of her camos.

He undid his pants, and they giggled as the blanket grew too small and tried to escape.

They shifted, adjusted, disrobed, and then they were ready.

He was a large man, muscles on his muscles, and she felt small and even submissive under him. But that was okay.

Submitting to her husband wasn’t, because he wasn’t a big, alpha kind of guy. But submitting to this hunk was what she wanted.

She moved down his body, risked her feet going out under the flap of the blanket, and took him in her mouth.

She couldn’t take him all the way, she could only gobble the head, but her hands went up and down and it was okay.

Randolph moaned and fucked her face. He was slow and considerate, and he loved it when she used one hand to gently slap his balls.

“I’m gong to cum,” he warned.

There was still a little bit of reservation in Tina. She figured that a blow job wasn’t cheating.

She felt his explosion at the start, a sudden warmth and a freezing of motion, then he surged, tilting his hips and fucking her throat.

The sperm was rich and thick. It dribbled out of her mouth. And it felt wonderful.

And she hadn’t fucked him.

Jack lay on his back on the floor. He stared up at the ceiling.

Terry groaned and held her legs together.

“I’ve never cum like that in my life!”

Jack hadn’t cum. It felt like his balls were going to explode. His whole body was hot and fevered, but there was nothing he could do.

She had fucked him…and cum…and he hadn’t really even felt his penis.

It had been in her, but it had been soft, and trapped by the material of the tube. He hadn’t fucked her, and he had, and he had felt nothing but a surreal frustration that was overwhelming.

Finally, Terry got up. She staggered across the room.

“I think you bruised me.”

“Sorry,” said Jack, not understanding what the word sorry meant, just knowing that it was appropriate to the moment.

Terry walked down the hall, into his bedroom. He could hear the sound of the shower.

He sighed.

He was dizzy with liquor, crazed with sexual desire, and…a woman.

But why shouldn’t he be a woman?

He sat up, then stood up. He adjusted his underthings, he looked at himself in the mirror in the foyer.

He remembered the old saying: If it looks like a duck, walks like a duck and quacks like a duck, then it just may be a duck.

He looked like a woman. He walked like a woman. Was he talking like a woman? Yet?

He felt softer. He knew he was moving differently, but when would he be a woman?

And—this was important—it didn’t bother him.

He knew he had been acting crazy, but the drink seemed to calm him down. It made it okay for him to be a woman.

He stood up, retrieved his high heels, and click, click, clicked into the kitchen.

The bottle of bourbon was on the counter, and he poured himself a drink.

He had been drinking straight, and that was crazy, but two crazies made a sane, so he had the presence of mind to mix in some Coke.

He sipped, instead of guzzled, and now he felt the smooth flow of alcohol working through his system.

He wasn’t crazy now, but he was a little drunk, and…that was okay. He could handle everything. He thought.

“Hey! Fuck head!”

He turned and walked towards the sound of Terry’s voice. He entered the bedroom, then the bathroom.

Terry was standing, the shower door half opened, and she grinned at him. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She pulled him into the shower and began scrubbing him. She washed his make up off, tossed his sodden rags into a corner for later pick up, and soaped the holy hell out of him.

It felt good to feel a woman’s hands on him. It felt good the way she massaged him, worked him, cleaned his caged cock.

She kissed him. “Baby. You gave me the best orgasm!”

He smiled and moaned. Her hands felt so good on him.

She reached behind him. She kissed his mouth. She cupped his cheeks, then she wormed a finger into him.

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “That feels so good!”

She smiled into his kiss.

He wasn’t a tall person, and her hand was perfectly situated. she pushed two fingers into him and reamed him.

“Honey,” she said, “You asked me how a woman makes love…”

He gulped, and held her. He pressed his face into her neck.

She laughed. “What do you think? Are you brave enough to find out how a woman makes love?”

Drunk, crazy, overwhelmed with lust…Jack wanted…but he was scared.

Captains Steading and Randolph held each other under the blanket. They were well wrapped, and they were warm as toast.

“I’m hungry,” Randolph murmured against her flesh.

“I’m not,” she quipped. And they both laughed. Nothing like a semen sandwich, hold the bread, to fill a belly.

“So we’re just going to wait here for daylight?”

“Unless they mount a night mission.”

“Hunh. Leslie won’t.”

Randolph smiled. “You two are in on this.”

“Guilty, sir. We targeted you on the first day.”

“And you’re just going to toss me back and forth, use me and abuse me, then toss me aside.”

Tina grinned. That was a good idea.

Then she felt something. It had only been a half hour, but she felt him…stirring. down there.

She remembered Leslie talking about Randolph’s recuperative powers.

“Oh, my God!” Her small hand tried to circle his massive dingus.

“Is there something wrong?” She cold feel him grinning into her hair.

“Not a thing, Captain, but tell me, is that a howitzer in your pocket? Or are you glad to see me?”

“Speaking of field exercises…”

“I got your field exercises right here!”

She began to encourage him, to stroke him to larger and larger dimensions.

Randolph breathed out, and began to screw her hand.

Tina moved her hand, grabbed his balls with the other one, and squeezed.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

“Big, strong man,” she teased.

Then he was on top of her. Parts of the blanket fell back and exposed them. He entered her, and she was wet and juicy, and hotter than a firecracker on the Fourth of July. In the dark night his white buttocks pumped up and down. He drilled her, and his head bent to her breasts.

“Oh…god! Yes!”

He took her breath away and she tried to hang on.

Leslie had been right about him. He was big, and powerful, and he liked to make love. A lot.

As he pummeled her she realized that her sucking him off had  barely turned his engine over. That was just the warm up. Now she was in for the World Series of Fucks.

Suddenly, bright lights lit them up.

Randolph didn’t remove himself from her, he was a feral male in heat now, and he wasn’t willing to give up his prey.

He looked over his shoulder and his teeth were bared.

“Well, well, well.” It was Leslie’s voice.

Tina lay under Randolph and gripped his torso. “Come on you bastard!”

“You heard the Captain, Captain. Do your duty. I don’t mind waiting.”

Leslie sat back in the Humvee and watched Captain Randolph go to work. She well knew the feel of his giant weenie, and she envied Tina this moment.

But she was friend enough to let her friend enjoy the moment.

Lord it had to be better than what her wimp husband gave her.


En Femme in the Marines!

Feminized, chemical castrated,

is he one of a few, good women?

Grace Mansfield


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!”
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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

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.
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