

He Joined the Army to Become a Man....

But Was Turned Into a Sissy

It all began with my girlfriend, Amy. I used to moan about my boring, low paid office job, and she would say –

‘Why not get out there and get something better?’ with some contempt in her voice at my passivity. Then, she brought a leaflet home – army recruitment.

‘I’ll miss you when you’re away training but look at all the opportunities the army provides – to learn new skills, travel, excitement. Why not apply?’

So, feeling somewhat shamed by my inadequacy, that’s what I did, despite having reservations. Well, I knew that I wasn’t the most macho of men, shall we say, but I saw the army as place to prove myself, especially in Amy’s eyes.

‘It’ll make a man of you’ she said.

Amazingly, my application, and subsequent interview, were successful, and I found myself joining up, and was sent to some camp miles from where I lived for basic training. It all seemed like a dream: me – a soldier, something I’d never imagined I would ever become.

First of all, it was exciting – getting my first uniform and all the kit. I was a bit dismayed that I didn’t get a gun, but we were assured that we would all be issued with one when we had passed basic training.

But I was soon to become completely disillusioned. As I said, I’d never been overtly macho, and was often considered a bit effeminate, and that was one reason for me joining up – to prove to Amy that I was a real man; but I wasn’t prepared for what would happen.

We had to parade daily for inspection, in full kit. The Regimental Sergeant - Major, RSM Wilkins, who undertook the inspection, was overly critical, finding fault with anything he could. And he seemed to take an immediate dislike to me, with constant jibes about my masculinity, and always finding fault with something about my appearance and kit, and making me undergo increasingly humiliating punishments. I thought it was the most humiliating order he could give me, when he told me to clean the toilets with my toothbrush. I had to clean the urinals, and the grossest of mess from each cubicle, with my toothbrush. Of course, I couldn’t make a very good job of cleaning them with this, so he told me I needed further punishment. But I wasn’t prepared for the that even greater, grosser humiliation that was in store for me.

The RSM came up to me, scowling –

‘Those toilets are still filthy. I’ve just about had enough of you. We need to think more about your punishment, because nothing seems to make any difference to your slovenly attitude. You need a punishment appropriate to someone like you. Look, there’s a public toilet in town, near the centre – a particularly sleazy one, where pervs hang around. Your task is to go in there and get a selfie of you sucking a stranger’s cock and bring it back here for us all to see.’

‘What?’ I said, my voice trembling. I felt as if all the blood had drained for my body.

‘Sergeant- Major...’ I began to protest.

‘That’s an order – fucking carry it out, or you’ll be out on your ear, and your feet won’t touch the ground.’

I walked into the toilet, which was hidden from the street by a ring of overgrown bushes. It was indeed seedy: a crumbling, brick building, in urgent need of repair. It looked as though the developers had overlooked it. And when I went in I was disgusted. The floor was awash, and the place stank of piss, the urinals stained and filthy. There was graphic graffiti, and then I looked in a cubicle I saw round holes made in the walls – with invitations written beneath them to ‘stick cock here.’ And the worst thing was- I felt a pang of excitement run through me, which made me feel even more humiliated. It was partly the danger and transgression that excited me, I suppose, which was one thing that had made me join the army in the first place. But this was certainly not what I had in mind when thinking of the excitement offered by the army! And nor was it something that would impress Amy.

But, I had no choice in the matter, humiliated or not. In the army an order is an order, and I didn’t like to think of the consequences of disobeying. Though the consequences of obeying troubled me a lot too, but to disobey the RSM - well, I was sure that whatever he decided to do would be far worse than whatever awaited me in the public toilet. I was desperate to try and make a go of the army, and believed, naively maybe, that if I dutifully complied with everything demanded of me, I would become accepted as a soldier.

My orders were to enter the toilet and suck off a stranger, and take selfies, with my own camera. I felt scared -I’d never done such a thing before and had certainly never had any wish to.

I entered a cubicle and looked at the, cock height, hole in the wall. If I hadn’t already guessed what purpose this served, a cartoon below, with a phone number, told me graphically.

I heard footsteps entering the toilet, and the next cubicle door opening. Then, a limp, shrivelled looking cock appeared through the hole. My stomach squirmed and I felt like running away, but instead dropped to my knees, and tentatively took the cock in my mouth. It immediately began swelling, as I bent my head to it, recoiling at the stink of piss and sweat, and nervously drew my lips up and down the shaft, trying not to gag. But to my horror, I felt my own cock becoming hard.

God, it was so disgusting, but my cock was becoming harder, like the one in my mouth. Was I really sexually aroused by doing this? What would Amy say if she could see me? My shame and mortification were amplified by a thousand percent. I remembered that I had to take a selfie and raised my arm and tried to direct my phone camera. I sucked away at the man, until his cock began to jerk, and moments later I feel his hot cum hitting the back of my throat.

‘Urgh!’ I coughed and sputtered, and nearly threw up. The now limp cock immediately disappeared from the hole. Cum ran for my mouth and down my chin, dripping onto my uniform. I felt utterly degraded. I cleaned myself up as best I could before be returning to base.

The next day, I stood on parade and the RSM came up to me –

‘Did you do as I ordered you to do?’ he said.

‘Yes, Sergeant- Major’ I replied.

‘Then you really are a fucking faggot, aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Sergeant Major’ I forced the words from my mouth.

‘What was that? I didn’t quite catch it.’

‘Yes, Sergeant - Major, I really am a fucking faggot.’

‘And you know what we do with faggots in the army don’t you?’

‘I don’t know, Sergeant - Major’ was all I could say.

‘You don’t know – but you’re going to find out. Aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Sergeant - Major’ I said, voice trembling.

‘Did you take a selfie of your experience in the toilet, like I ordered?’

‘Yes, Sergeant - Major.’

‘Give me your camera, and I’ll make sure that everyone sees it.’

‘Yes, Sergeant- Major.’ I said, handing him my camera, with the incriminating photos on it.

The next day was the assault course. We were all in full kit, and heavy packs, and had to run and scramble over a course of high walls, and barbed wire, thick mud, and deep streams. We hadn’t gone twenty yards towards the first hurdle, when a foot tripped me from behind, and as I lay there a boot stamped on the back of my head, forcing my face into the stinking mud. By the time I was able to get up, everyone was a long way in front of me. I finished the assault course last.

Afterwards the RSM came up to me –

‘You went at that like a fucking ballerina’ he said, ‘you’re a disgrace to the Regiment.  We have ways of dealing with that kind of performance.’

I was spread-eagled over a gym trestle, my ankles tied- one to each corner of the device, trousers down around my ankles, and bent over, naked arse exposed. My wrists were cuffed behind my back. Hooded figures, presumably some of my fellow soldiers, queued up behind me.

The first cock up me, something which I’d never, ever experienced before, was painful, and I gasped, but then I felt a wave of pleasure as my sphincter opened and accepted it. The next one, was actually enjoyable, and this was even more humiliating for me to admit. Soon I was carried away in a wave of sensual pleasure, as cock after cock penetrated me– but this only served to make me feel even more humiliated. Then they all peed on me, and I felt the hot, disgusting piss washing all over me – over my face, and body. Afterwards I was completely mortified, ashamed. 

That night, the photo of my girlfriend Amy, which was on the locker beside my bunk disappeared.

‘Has anyone seen the photo that was on my locker’ I asked the other men, who were quietly sitting on their bunks.

‘’No mate, haven’t seen it’ was the answer.

I went to the bathroom and when I can back the photo had reappeared, though when I looked I realised it was wet and stained. I picked the photo up, and the wetness was sticky to the touch - it looked like cum. I stared angrily around, but no-one made eye contact with me.

The next day, the RSM came up to me, on parade.

‘Nancy boy – you have to report to the doctor for medical assessment.’

‘Why Sergeant-Major?’ I said ‘there’s nothing wrong with me.’

‘Well, it’s up to the doctor to say if there’s anything wrong with you or not.  Are you questioning an order?’

‘No, Sergeant- Major, of course not.’

I was perfectly healthy, I thought to myself, and felt suspicion about this referral. I didn’t think that it was anything intended to help me or increase my wellbeing. But, as ordered, I made my way to the doctor’s surgery at 9.00 hours the next morning. It was located in an out of the way part of the camp, in a soulless concrete block. I walked nervously up the paved path, looking at the weeds struggling through the concrete. They struggled but survived against the odds. Just like me, I thought bitterly. Was this the next hurdle I had to surmount? though maybe it was all quite innocuous and routine. I tried to reassure myself, as I walked in to the plush, by army standards, reception area. A female soldier sat behind a desk –

‘Ah yes’ she said – you have an appointment with Captain Faithless,

She picked up the phone from the desk –

‘Private Jenkins is here......Go in’ she said to me.

I walked to the surgery door, knocked and walked in. I was surprised to see that the doctor was a woman- in uniform, with jet black hair scraped back from her gaunt face. I noticed, though, that she wore dark red lipstick and eye make-up, and her tailored, tight fitting trousers ended in a pair of incongruous high heeled stilettoes. I felt my cock stiffen.

She looked at her computer screen.

‘Right Private Jenkins – if you’d just like to pull your trousers and pants down, and bend over the desk.’

‘What was going on’ I thought anxiously, but complied, feeling vulnerable as I bent over the desk, my naked arse exposed. But this was a doctor, a caring person, right? what harm could she do?

I soon learnt what harm she could do, as, without warning she struck my bare buttocks with a riding crop.

I cried out in pain.

‘Did that hurt?’ she asked.

‘Yes, it fucking did’ I felt like saying, but just said ‘Yes, Ma’am, it really hurt.’

She struck me again, harder this time, and I cried out again.

‘And that, did it hurt more or less than the first stroke.’

‘More....Ma’am’ I mumbled. close to tears of pain and humiliation.

She struck me a third time, even harder.

I yelled out again.

‘Did that hurt more?’ she asked.

‘Yes Ma’am’ I said through gritted teeth.

Then, I gasped as sharp pins were stuck into my bare bum cheeks-

‘Do these pins hurt’ she asked.

‘Yes, Ma’am, they’re very painful’ I said.

‘Right, OK’ –

There was a pause. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but she was pulling on a pair of latex gloves.  Suddenly, I felt a coldness at the entrance to my anus, as she applied some kid of cream, then sudden pain as something poked deep inside me – her gloved finger. I felt utterly degraded as my cock began to stiffen again. She rooted around inside me for a bit, then ordered-

‘Right, sit on the bed, and open your mouth.’

I complied, and she poked her gloved finger, which had just been up my arse, into my mouth. I nearly gagged as she poked it around inside my cheeks. I was filled with disgust as I tasted my own arse juices.

Then she grasped my cock, which sprang to attention, and caressed it with her latex gloved fingers. Pre-cum dripped from the tip, and I was about to have the almightiest orgasm, when she stopped and quickly took her hand away –

‘Get dressed’ she said abruptly, turning aside.

I lay there several moments, hardly able to believe what had happened, and overwhelmed with disappointment, as my failed erection slowly shrank. I struggled to my feet and pulled my trousers back up, in a state of shock.

‘Right’ the doctor said, coldly, writing something on a pad. ‘I’ve written you a prescription, which you need to give to the receptionist: you will come here for a daily injection. I will make further recommendations in due course.’

I wanted to know what she’d prescribed but found myself ushered out of the surgery. I was too shaken to say anything anyway.

I later found out that the daily injections I was to receive were for female hormones, and a few days later I heard about her recommendations, when RSM Wilkins said to me-

’You have a new posting – you’re report to the canteen forthwith. You’ll be helping out there, since a combat role is unsuitable for you.’

‘Yes, Sergeant- Major’ I said, but my heart was pumping. I hated the idea of failing- of not being up to it, not being man enough.

I walked into the canteen. My colleagues were all women, with a female Sergeant – Mills – in command. It was dinnertime, and I had to stand behind the counter serving up dollops of mashed potato, then custard, to soldiers fresh from manoeuvres. Maybe the very ones who’d fucked me, or wanked over my girlfriend’s photo. Then, one of the women told me to go out and collect dirty dishes. I was doing this, feeling very humiliated, when, as I bent over a table, I felt something cold hit the back of my head and run down my neck. It was wodge of thick, yellow custard. I carried on, ignoring it, but was splattered with custard again. Then Sergeant Mills told some of the women to take me to the rest room and help me clean up.

I didn’t realise that the RSM had instructed the women to feminise me and treat me like a woman. And they giggled as they took me into a back room. They cleaned the custard from me, and then helped me out of my dirty overall. My cock grew hard, and I reddened, and the women giggled –

‘I thought he was gay’ one laughed.

The women then began to dress me as a woman. I felt weak at the knees, thoroughly turned on, and unable to resist. It was like a dream. They dressed me in corset, suspenders and stockings and a pink blouse, with dark blue, pencil skirt. Then they applied thick make up to my face, put a wig of cascading blonde ringlets on my head, before finding a pink overall for me to wear over the clothes.

This wasn’t what I joined the army for I thought bitterly, as I helped serve the evening meal to soldiers hungry after a day’s manly soldiering, but what choice did I have. How humiliating it was to stand there, fully made up, with bright red lipstick, eyeshadow, mascara, the works, and wearing a tight pink blouse and slit skirt beneath my overall, and, painfully high, pink heels – which I felt very self-conscious in, when I had to venture out into the canteen with orders or collect dirty plates. My feet were killing me in the heels, and I struggled to walk in them, and the restrictive skirt. I constantly received lewd and abusive comments, and even my female colleagues ridiculed me.

‘I’m not different from you?’ I wanted to tell the other soldiers ‘I’m just as tough and manly as you are, but I haven’t been given a chance to prove myself. I’m not effeminate, or gay.’ I wanted to tell everyone, but I knew it would be no use.

And then, someone suddenly showed me some kindness.

One afternoon, near the end of dinner service, when most people had gone, I noticed an officer enter the canteen whom I hadn’t seen before.

I went to serve him, and noticed how polite and respectful he was, a lot different for most of the soldiers, always nudging each other and sniggering round me.

He ordered steak and chips and I told him to sit down and wait, and I’d bring it over. I took it over to his table-

‘Thank you’ he said ‘I wonder – are you doing anything tonight?’

Suspicious, I hesitated. This was a man asking me, another man, out on a date. Me, who wasn’t gay. Yet, he was an officer, and had shown me some respect, rather than ridicule.

‘Why, Sir?’ I asked.

‘I was wondering if you’d like to come out with me, for a drink in town or maybe something to eat?’

I don’t know why, but against my better judgement I agreed to go with him.

Did he think I was a woman, or gay – in both cases I would be deceiving him. But I had no real intention of actually going out with him, and was wondering how I could get out of it, when Sergeant Mills approached me –

‘So, he’s asked you out on date’ she said ‘I couldn’t help overhearing – well, it’s my business to know what’s going on around here. Officers interested in my girls is something I’m particularly interested in. I’m usually wary of other ranks sniffing around the staff here, but officers.... that’s a different matter. Though we don’t much of that. So, you should count yourself lucky that an officer is interested in you – I don’t know what it is you’ve got, but whatever it is he’s interested, and I’ve never seen him interested in any of the girls here before.’

‘I’m not interested in him, though, since I’m straight.’

‘Of course, dear’ she said ‘but I’d advise you to go along with his wishes anyway – he can make army life a lot easier for you, a lot easier. Go out with him- we’ll get you ready.’

She walked off. I didn’t want to go on a date with a man, especially dressed as a woman – how humiliating. Yet, if he could make things better for me....... And that is how I ended up waiting for Captain Marsh to pick me up, dressed up like a real woman, albeit a very slutty one: my face thick with makeup, a styled, blonde wig, short black dress, and very high, patent leather stilettoes.

‘You look lovely’ the Captain said, as he held his car door open for me. He treated me with great politeness and respect, like a lady in fact, during our meal at an expensive French restaurant. I began to grow into my role.

Well, dressing as woman, had made me feel more feminine anyway, and now I laughed coquettishly at the Captain’s jokes, and giggled as I felt his hand brush my knee – while at the same time my body tensed. My body tensed, but my cock hardened, much to my dismay.

We had a lovely meal, but I was hardly able to enjoy any of the food. That waiters were very attentive and fawning – something I’d never experienced from waiters previously. Soft music played, and there were candles. The Captain gazed into my eyes –

‘You’re lovely’ he said.

‘Thank you, Sir,’ I said compliantly.

He pressed his hands upon mine. I felt like Jack Lemmon in ‘Some Like It Hot,’ though – and wanted to say ‘but I’m really a man.’

‘Discretion is the better part of valour ‘I told myself, and gazed back at him, inadvertently fluttering my, false, mascara heavy, eyelashes.

After the meal he took my arm as we walked back to the car park. Suddenly he pushed me into doorway, and began urgently kissing me, his tongue inside my mouth.  I didn’t surrender to him, as he pressed his body against me, his mouth on mine. I was appalled but realised that my cock was pressing against its binding. He put a hand up my dress, and pressed his body against me more forcefully, and I could feel his cock. He pushed me onto my knees and unzipped his trousers. I took his cock in my mouth and began to suck it. When he came he pulled his cock out quickly and directed a stream of cum into my face and over my hair. It dripped down my chin onto my new clothes. He took out a white handkerchief and gave it to me –

‘Clean yourself up with this’ he said, before leading me back to the car. I sat in the passenger seat in state of shock and didn’t speak before he finally dropped me off in the camp.

‘Thanks for a lovely evening’ he said as I got out of the car ‘we must do it again.’

‘Yes, thank you, Sir’ I muttered before walking quickly off.

The women were waiting up when I entered the barracks. Straight away they could see the stains on my clothes, the sticky mess on my face and in my wig.

‘Looks like you had a good time’ someone said, and everyone sniggered.

I didn’t reply.

‘You need to keep him sweet – it’s for your own good and reflects well on the rest of us.’ Sergeant Mills said.

‘Yes Sergeant’ I said unenthusiastically, but I knew I had little choice but to do what she advised.

I was biding my time, going along with things, trying to keep everyone happy. I actually had no intention of going along with the wedding that had been spoken of, or carrying on with the course of hormone injections. But what could I do? How would I escape? If I went AWOL, back to my home address, the police would soon find me a bring me back, and things would be even worse for me.  A new identity, that’s what I needed. I supposed that being female gave me a ready-made female identity, in a way.

It was a fitting for my dress for the proposed wedding. I could tell that the hormones the doctor had prescribed were having an effect – could see incipient breasts, and my slimmer waist, less hairy body, and, most disturbingly – my smaller cock.  This wasn’t good. The dress fitted a bit better this time, and I looked more feminine.  The women from the canteen expressed their delight, while I had to pretend to also think this was good. I had mixed feelings when, despite the hormones, I felt my cock hardening, as one of the women smoothed the dress down. So, I was still a man despite everything, but for how long could I remain so?

‘It looks very nice’ I said, trying to sound convincing.

‘You’re a lucky girl’ one said ‘I wish I was marrying the Captain.’

‘You’re not his type, though’ someone else said, and everyone laughed knowingly.

And I am his type, unfortunately, I thought. Well they think I am- and so does he. Though I thought the opposite.

I had to escape but needed to work at how and when. But I was desperate enough now to do something, before it got too late.

Well, I thought, my best way to escape is dressed as a woman, however much I hate it. But they will be looking for a soldier, so will they think of looking for a female, although I know I’m inhabiting that persona to an extent at the moment.  Anyway, that’s what I decided to do -  escape as a woman, and assume a feminine persona, at least for the time being, until it had all died down – and then I could go back to being a man.

I knew I had to act quickly before things went too far. Before the hormones began to have an emotional, as well as a physical, effect, and before the wedding took place. I made my plans, and then went to my room and packed –mostly female clothing and cosmetics, with just a few male clothes. 

I walked out of the camp, past the guard post, and the soldier there bid me cheerful ‘good night love.’

Then it was bus into town, the first time I’d travelled in public alone as woman, and it a dauting experience I can tell you. Not only was I scared of being exposed as a woman because of the humiliation, but exposure would mean capture and forced return to base, as a deserter, and subsequent army prison. It didn’t bear thinking about. I got off of the bus in town. I felt very nervous and hadn’t much clue about what to do. Well, I had thought of getting a train, but where to. Well, what choice did I have? Anywhere would be better than here, anywhere to escape my impending marriage to an army officer. I laughed silently to myself- I could hardly believe what had happened. I’d joined the army in good faith, though I might not be ideal soldier material, and look what had happened to me. My relationship with the Captain had been the only way to stop the bullying. And now I needed to escape that relationship before it was too late.

First of all, I needed to find a place to stay for the night. I’d chosen a coastal resort, Brighton, because I knew it would have a lot of accommodation, and sure enough, I didn’t have to walk far, before coming to a street that seemed lined with B and B’s. I just went into the first one.  There was small reception desk with no one behind it. However, there was a bell on the counter, and so I pressed it, and waited nervously. A woman came rushing from the back. I scanned her face for signs of hostility, but she seemed reassured by the sight of me, probably by my female persona.

‘How can I help you?’ she said pleasantly.

‘I’d like a room – for one night possibly longer-’

I said, trying to make my voice as high pitched as possible, though I had thought that the hormone was beginning to have an effect on my vocal chords, as well as everything else.

‘Yes, we have a room. Could you sign the register please?’

She passed the register across the counter.

I had thought of a female name – Corrine Halliday, but what address should I give. I quickly made one up, 5 Madelyn Street, Coventry. I don’t know why I thought of Coventry, maybe an image of Lady Godiva, riding naked through the town. I felt metaphorically naked myself, in my female clothes and identity, neither of which seemed to belong to me.

I lay on the narrow bed and switched the TV on with the remote control. My next problem was how I would support myself. What skills had I learned in the army – well, there was canteen assistant, serving custard and collecting dishes and .... sucking cock. Which would be a more lucrative and easier way to earn a living. Well one involved self-employment for a start, while the other would involve applications and interviews and possible references, as well as lower pay than the first one There was little choice then.

I got the sexy clothes I had brought with me out of my bag – see through blouse, black shiny mini skirt, black stockings, my six-inch heels. It made me become hard just slipping the stockings over my freshly shaved legs. Then applying the thick make-up to my face, almost made me breathless. I looked at myself – a complete slut, revealing skirt atop long, sexily black stockinged legs and heels, my face, unrecognisable with its darkly outlined eyes, and scarlet lips, made pouty with thick lipliner.

God, I really turned myself on. I laughed ruefully. They say ‘join the army and they’ll make a man of you,’ but they made me into a sexy woman, who was now considering making money by prostituting herself. I thought of going down on men, and maybe more. I felt appalled and humiliated, but I couldn’t help my hand going to my now rock-hard cock, although my erection was now smaller I noticed – must be the hormones. A good job I’d escaped, I thought.

Not long after that, I was sat on a barstool in an insalubrious Brighton pub, fuelled by Dutch courage, as I sipped a gin and tonic. My dress had risen up so that it barely covered the lacy tops of my stockings, and if I uncrossed my legs anyone looking would get a glimpse of my black lace panties. And, as the drink took effect, I kept deliberately crossing and uncrossing my legs. I constantly ran my tongue over my lips, so that the lip gloss always shone in the lights of the pub.

‘Like a drink’ a man said.

‘G and T thanks,’ I replied, checking the guy out. Yes, He seemed quite prosperous looking, even handsome in a rugged businessman sort of way. He seemed genuine enough anyway.

Soon after, I was on my knees in an alley behind the pub, as he unzipped his trousers and his hard cock popped out, awaiting my scarlet lips around it, a crisp forty pounds in my handbag...

I lay with Amy on her bed. I’d made my way back there after a couple of weeks earning, good, money as a prostitute in Brighton, and had turned up dressed as a man. I realised that something wasn’t right from the as soon as I got there. Of course, the army had been around looking for me, but I thought I could trust Amy not to betray me. She looked intently at my now slimmer, prominently cheek- boned face, with its shaped eyebrows, and fuller lips, touched my chest, and felt the incipient breasts and growing nipples, and I knew she was repelled. I decided to leave later that day, maybe go back to Brighton.  But soon after this, there was a loud knocking on the door. It was the Military Police, tipped off by Amy herself.

I was arrested, handcuffed, and taken back to base and put in a cell in the prison block. Later that day I was taken out, hands cuffed behind my back. I was taken into a room. I was strapped to a bed, and a nurse entered with a long syringe, which she injected me with. I was losing consciousness when I saw the doctor approach, slipping on a pair of latex gloves. Her hands went to my cock and began to caress it. It grew hard-

‘It still functions quite well’ she said ‘but you’re going to have to lose it, and your balls, I’m afraid. But, you’re lucky – you can become a real woman now.’

I became the Captain’s live in maid, catering to his every, and I mean every, need, as well as those of his army officer colleagues. At the regular dinner parties, he held, I would act as waitress, but had to be available for anything the guests, male and female, wanted me to do.

‘Join the army and become a man’ had never had a hollower ring to it.
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