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His whole life, Parker felt out of place. That was true right up until that lucky day at college when he met a sweet young man named Willy. Willy introduced the young Parker to a local church that understood people like Parker. Pastor Krook believed the most important thing in a young man’s life was to follow God’s path for them no matter where it led to. Parker learned that following God’s path meant allowing men to be real men, women to accept their gender role, and absolute heterosexuality at all costs. It was a message that rang true for Parker. For the first time in his life Parker feels like he belonged somewhere. Yes, among the members of this church he was at home because only among his fellow church members was there a place filled with vibrant young men that understood him.

When the pastor announced his plans to introduce a straight pride float to the upcoming pride parade to show the heathens God’s path to glory and to bring masculinity back to the masses, Parker and Willy jumped at the chance to join the float building team. It was going to take a stern hand to mold these young men into the best darn straight pride parade platoon the world had ever seen. Luckily, the pastor’s wife, Miss Hardbone, knew just how to make young men bend to her will. With her guiding hand, strict discipline, and her special “male only” clothing, Parker and the rest of the boys found a secret pride they couldn’t wait to share with each other and along the way they perhaps might even find love by bringing out the hidden feminine side of masculinity that they never knew existed. Indeed, Miss Hardbone has Parker pegged to be the queen of the float and he’s more than up to the task. This year’s pride parade just might be the gayest time ever!

Straight Pride to Gay Pride is a feminization erotica romance story about young men learning to embrace their inner feelings they were always afraid of, but with the help of a dominating woman they learn they can love their inner selves and each other.


Chapter 1

Pastor Krook always looked so regal up there on his altar. Parker couldn’t wait until Sunday to arrive so he could go to church and hear the man of God’s inspiring words. Parker was so glad he had met Willy during his Freshman year in college. That was due to the fact that it was Willy that convinced him to come to this church and try the Church of Abundantly Strong Men’s holy message. It was that wonderful Willy that had brought him to his current state of happiness because Parker knew he was on the path of righteousness now. He wished there was a proper manly way to thank Willy for saving his soul. He was sure there must be a way, but the opportunity hadn’t presented itself yet.

In high school, Parker had always felt a touch out of place and sort of inferior to the other male students. The other guys at school didn’t get him at all. The women there, well, they got him even less. It wasn’t until he had come here to this church and listened to Pastor Krook that he understood why he’d been a fish out of water at school. Finally, he understood his inner feelings perfectly well. He understood the ultimate cosmic fact that he was simply better than his former high school classmates. His classmates had all succumbed to the tainted sin within modern society. America was once a great society now ruined by homosexuals, feminists, transgenders, and worst of all, fluoridated drinking water. Those were just basic facts, but modern society couldn’t handle them. Modern Americans mostly hated truth and facts. Only people like Parker could understand the truth because they had seen the light. That’s why Parker knew, thanks to Pastor Krook's guidance, that he, Parker, was put on Earth with a special purpose. He was here to lead society away from beta male weakness and back to righteous strong maleness that was God’s love.

Yes, here at church Parker felt safe to be the real Parker. To be around other strong young men like him was all he thought about these days. For here at church there were mostly young men that knew that modern society had lost its way and got all sissified in the process. Women were purposely leading men that were not enlightened, like Parker was, away from the true path of God and onto the path of sin and devil worship. It was after all Eve that gave Adam that apple and created sin. There was so much wickedness in the modern world due to the false ideas created by women. Why, there were chemicals which could turn our great manly frogs into girl frogs! Parker had seen the video of it happening on the Internet and yet still most people didn't believe it could happen. Who could doubt anything they saw on the Internet? 

Then there was the modern issue of women’s clothing. Clothing that showed a weak man everything that he desired instead of keeping it covered like a good girl should! Oh, but that modern clothing was so tempting! Parker never gave in to it because Parker knew that if he touched it, felt it, or wore that which he desired most, then those foul women would cry rape like the wicked sirens that they were.

That wasn’t the worst sin the modern world had, though. No, the worst sin of all in this modern sissy world, was all these gay people claiming to have certain special rights. They wanted special rights that good straight men like Parker didn’t even have. Parker didn’t know what these rights were, but Pastor Krook assured him of that fact. The Pastor never lied. The world, it was just horrible, and sin filled, and it had to be stopped!

Parker each Sunday said a prayer thanking God that he found this church and that he’d been allowed to hear the truth. Finding that inner truth would set a man free. It was a message in the bible. The truth was that the only way to save society from modern sin and make it proper again was for manly men like Parker to guide people back toward God’s path. Yes, someday soon Parker and the others would take back their rights!

Parker looked at young blonde Willy sitting next to him in the pew. Willy was five foot six and the spitting image of God’s athletic perfection. He reminded Parker so much of himself. They were sitting only inches apart. It was so nice to have a good friend so close by to share God’s manliness together on a Sunday. Indeed, the whole crowd was filled with mostly young college age boys like him and Willy. Young men that had chosen God’s perfect path. Young men that had promised not to touch women until they were married, but even more importantly they had made a promise not to touch women until modern women learned to appreciate real men like them. The haters in society called them all incels, but God called them his saintly warriors for male-dome! Parker loved them all.

Parker looked into Willy’s face. Willy’s smooth face radiated excitement as he listened to the pastor speak. God, it felt so good to share time with people so interested in being just like him. Parker relaxed and listened.

The pastor said, "And then Moses came down from Mount Cyanide and said to Arab and Moabe, blessed are the totally not gay at all because they so like big, boobed women playing foxy boxing and motorized sports so much, and I really mean it. Blessed are the young men with a penis in their pants. Blessed are those that don’t touch themselves too often or listen to the rock and the roll music. And the righteous were blessed. And God was pleased, oh how he was pleased. So, it was all totally good."

Parker whispered to Willy, "I wish I was alive back there in the bible times. It sounded like a much less gay time to be alive back then. You know, a place where a man could still be a man surrounded by other men."

"I know. I’d do anything to free myself from modern sin, and I mean anything," whispered Willy back.

"I would love to do anything with you to Willy," said Parker.

The pastor continued, "Now as you know, this is the sinful time of year that hate seeking homosexuals, transgenders, and Methodists hold their annual celebration of sin. They call it pride week. I call it white male enslavement week. But we will not be enslaved by their gayness like Moses and the Israelites were enslaved by the big beefy swollen men of Babylon. Their taut bodies glistened in the Arabian sun as their young male servants dabbed the dribbling hot sweat from their fertile bodies. Yes, we will not give into our lust filled temptation that is raging deep inside our young bursting fruit filled loins, loins that are so young, so vibrant, and so ready to burst. That’s why the church will be entering a straight pride float as a counter celebration during the Pride Parade! Those interested in joining the float team or as I call it, the pride platoon, please see me after the services."

Parker whispered, "I’m so interested. We should help out with the float."

Willy whispered back, "I was thinking the same thing. I got a burning desire deep inside me to show the world my totally straight pride."

"Then let’s do it."

"Deal." The boys shook hands.

The pastor said, "Now let’s all hold hands and sing a song about our total manliness! And don’t be afraid to hug and kiss each other after the song is over in a sign of thanks."

Parker took up Willy’s hand again. Parker looked deeply into Willy’s eyes with pure brotherly love. They stood up and sang together. The whole congregation sang.

They sang, "I’m so happy to be a man. You women should know your place. I’m so happy to be a man. You women should sit on my face. I’m so happy to be a man. Until women change, I’ll just use my left hand instead to say grace."


Chapter 2

Parker found himself bright and early next Saturday morning standing in a lineup of young men that were all just about his age. Ten members of the parish had joined the float team. The first meeting was held at the pastor’s house. Pastor Krook seemed awfully glad to see so many young virile men willing to do anything to prove to the world there were still real men left out there that hadn’t been pussified by modern society yet.

Willy whispered to Parker, "What do you think the float will be?"

"I don’t know, but I’m sure it will be something very fitting knowing the pastor," whispered Parker back.

They didn’t have to wait long because the pastor was quick about setting things in motion. The pastor said, "I am so glad to see so many young male beacons of freedom here at my place this morning. Today we start building not just a float dedicated to our straight pride, but a new future for male kind. I think our future will be bright. Yes, so bright and gay."

There was a gasp throughout the crowd. Parker couldn’t believe his ears. Did he just say the word gay?

The pastor continued, "I meant gay as in happy and not gay as in homosexual sin-sex. You know, the kind of sex that makes the baby Jesus cry."

Parker exhaled. Of course, that’s what he meant. How could he have been so silly to think otherwise?

The pastor continued, "I only wish I could help you build the float, but I am much too busy to join in."

A collective groan came over the boys. Parker wasn’t among the groaners. He believed in the pastor without fail. He knew if the pastor wasn’t leading the float building team, then someone just as able would do the leading. The pastor never settled for anything less than perfection.

Pastor Krook continued, "However, my very able wife will be helping you young men out in my place. I want you to follow every order from her to the letter. Is that clear?"

There was silence among the boys. Parker’s mind was racing. A woman! Granted, the pastor never failed, but a woman would lead the team! The pastor was going to have a woman lead the building of the incredible tribute to being a male float for the straight pride parade! It felt like a disaster. Leading young men was a man’s job. Did God ask Noah’s wife to build the ark? No! It was her job to clean all the animals’ shit while she left the many manly things like swinging hammers and nailing boards to the men. When it came to swinging and hammering, men did it better with only other men around. At least, according to the pastor’s own version of Noah’s ark story which he assured the congregation was the real uncensored story. How could the pastor forget his own teachings? Parker could tell from the silence around him that many of the other boys agreed. Even Willy looked confused and concerned.

Parker took a deep breath. Don’t overthink it, he thought. The pastor knew what he was doing. It was the pastor’s wife so she must be super pure like the pastor was and if it was okay with the pastor, then it must be all right.

Parker shouted out, "Loud and clear!" The other boys noticed Parker’s lead and joined in agreeing.

The pastor came over to Parker. He patted Parker on the top of his head. He said to Parker, "I like a young man willing to submit to the will of God so quickly. You’re going places, Parker. I got a special feeling deep down inside when it comes to you." He paused and circled away from Parker.

Willy whispered to Parker, "Way to go, Parker. I’m going to try and be more like you from now on. I’m going to be more willing to submit to others’ will in complete obedience from now on."

Parker shrugged. "I didn’t do anything, but what comes naturally to me."

The pastor announced, "And now to introduce you to my wife!"

A brunette in her forties came out carrying a yardstick. She was in excellent shape for her age. Indeed, she was in too good a shape and willing to show it off for Parker’s conservative tastes. She wore a short black leather skirt, bare legs, five-inch black high heels, and a V-cut black cotton shirt from which her unrestrained double Ds nearly spilled out. She was everything the pastor warned them about. She was temptation personified.

Willy whispered to Parker, "This doesn’t feel right at all. She is all wrong. Just look at her."

Parker replied, "No, it’s perfect. If the pastor is willing to let her dress like that, then it must mean she’s super submitted to his will and thus, he doesn’t fear other men lusting after her. The pastor is so strong willed and manly he is willing to let his wife look like a total whore. What a man the pastor is to be in such control of his lady!"

"Oh right, I hadn’t thought of it like that. The pastor is one strict husband then because she’s a total skank whore," said Willy.

The pastor said, "This is my wife. You will call her Miss Hardbone." He meekly kissed his wife on the back of her hand. The pastor then made his exit leaving his wife alone with the boys.

"Doesn’t Miss mean they aren’t married?" asked Willy.

"I’m sure we miss heard," replied Parker.

Miss Hardbone slapped that yardstick into the palm of her hand. That got everyone’s attention. She announced, "Listen up, faggot bitches, because I’m only going to say this once. Who here likes penis?"

No one replied to her. Really, it was such an offensive question what could she expect them to say? Parker looked over at Willy. Willy appeared just as confused as Parker was. Miss Hardbone didn’t seem pleased by their silence. She moved right on up to Parker. She looked him right in the eyes. She had penetrating eyes. They dug into him. Parker shrank back a little from her.

She slapped the yardstick in her hand and then pointed it at Parker.  She asked Parker, "You’re a real alpha male right?"

"Of course," replied Parker.

"Of course, Miss Hardbone. Reply with respect or not at all, faggot!"

"Of course, Miss Hardbone," he meekly said.

"What’s your name?" she asked.

"Parker."

"Parker, Miss Hardbone!" she yelled.

"Parker, Miss Hardbone."

"Parker, that’s a girl’s name," she replied. She slapped that yardstick across Parker’s backside. It stung like a bee. He winced. She cupped his face. Her hands were strong. She asked, "You’re named like a girl, are you going to cry like a girl too?"

Parker shook his head. His butt hurt, but he wouldn’t ever agree to being like a girl. Parker was a man. He was all man like her husband the pastor was all man. She must know that. This was some test. Well, he’d pass it. He’d pass it with flying colors like real men did. She’d see how manly he was. Parker wouldn’t cry.

She said, "Good! There’s no place for crying sissy girls here in my straight pride platoon. Now listen up bitches because I’m explaining this just once. When I ask a question, you reply to me as Miss Hardbone. That’s the way a man talks to a lady. Is that clear, everybody or do I need to beat manners into you?"

They all shouted back, "Yes, Miss Hardbone."

She messed with Parker’s hair. She said, "My, you are all quick to give in to God’s will. My husband sure picks winners. I can see this is going to be the best straight pride float platoon ever. Okay, everyone off with your shirts."

Willy looked over toward Parker with the look of doubt still there in his eyes, but Parker wasn’t about to get on Miss Hardbone’s bad side a second time today. She meant business with that stick of hers. He took his shirt off and he took it off quickly. Willy saw what Parker was doing and followed his lead. Soon all ten of the boys were standing in a line bare chested with their shirts in hand.

Miss Hardbone walked the line inspecting them. When she reached the last young man, she clucked her tongue in dissatisfaction. She said to the platoon, "This is no good at all. For this platoon to grow together and become a team, then you all need to look like you’re part of a team. That’s not the case at all." She pointed her yardstick at a redheaded boy named Jerry. She continued, "Here we got a team member with hair on his chest." She paused and pointed at Willy. She added, "And here we have one with a smooth chest. Nice and smooth. Since our smooth boys can’t grow hair overnight, I want you all to shave. I want you all to be very smooth like a newborn baby by tomorrow. And I mean smooth all over. That means legs, chest, underarms, back, face, and pubic region. I want not one hair on anybody’s nut sack. Is that clear, bitches!"

Willy whispered to Parker, "Should she be saying the b-word?"

SMACK! Her yardstick went across Willy’s bottom. He yelped and a tear formed in the corner of his eye. She said, "No talking among the ranks! Now am I clear about you bitches all getting smooth?"

"Yes, Miss Hardwood!" they shouted in unison.

Miss Hardbone replied, "What such fast learners you all are. You will find that there are bottles of hair remover, waxing kits, and gel and razors, in the box at the end of the driveway. I want you all back here at nine in the morning as smooth as the day you were born. Except for your heads. From this day further, not one of you is to cut one hair upon the top of your head. Not even one snip. Samson got his strength from his long flowing hair and so will my team. We’re going to need a lot of strength to build an award-winning float. There’s no place for the weak in a straight pride float platoon. Now get out of my sight until you’re smooth all over like real men!"

The yardstick came down on Willy’s ass once again. He yelped. The boys ran off toward the box. No one wanted to be seen dilly-dallying and risk the wrath of Miss Hardbone and her stick.

As Parker and Willy joined the others to get their hair removal gear, Willy asked Parker, "What do you think about today? It was weird, huh?"

Parker replied, "I don’t know what to think yet. One thing is clear, though, she certainly knows how to get results. Maybe the world needs more disciplined males. We’re going to be sort of like the army. I think I like that idea. We’re going to be a great platoon if we submit ourselves to the Lord like the pastor wants. I can feel it. If the pastor is using Miss Hardbone as his instrument to mold us into more masculine men, then so be it. The Lord works in mysterious ways."

"I hadn’t thought of it like that. Maybe, you’re correct," said Willy as he rubbed his raw red backside.

Parker announced, "I’m a team player, I’m going to give it a try."

"I’m going to give it a try as well," replied Willy.

Parker’s eyes met Willy’s. He smiled and said, "I can’t wait to see you all smooth, Willy."

"I can’t wait to see you all smooth too, Parker."

Parker scooped up his hair removal wax, strips, and gel. He then scurried home. Miss Hardwood was strange, but a good type of strange. She was right about Samson. She was right to try to make them a team. Men worked best when they were a team. There was still that part about her asking them about liking penis that was too strange for him to understand, but he bet it meant something important. Yes, it meant something big! He could feel it. Yes, he could almost feel them all start transforming today. They were transforming into a special kind of team today. He’d let the transformation happen because the world needed it to happen. He needed it to happen! Yes, he knew a little transformation was going to be good for him. Deep down inside he always wanted to transform into a better version of himself.


Chapter 3

Miss Hardwood ran her hand across Parker’s bare chest. Parker was practically shaking with fear. He didn’t know if he was smooth enough to satisfy her. The last thing he wanted was to let the team down. He had worked so hard to remove every hair. Even his nads were silky smooth. She asked Parker, "And I suppose you’re smooth all over?"

"Yes, Miss Hardbone. I’m now smooth all over," replied Parker.

"Top…" she paused. Her hand ran over his bottom and pinched. "To bottom?"

"You won’t be disappointed, Miss Hardbone!"

She said, "Good, because I do so hate disappointment. I want you to know that I believe in trust. Trust, but verify that is. Okay, I need everyone to drop their drawers. Underwear too. I want to make sure we’re all team players here. We had three nasty, most likely laten-homosexual boys, that didn’t come back today after yesterday. I’m very disappointed in them. Still, we’ve got seven good, masculine pure boys left. Are you all man enough to handle it?"

"Yes, Miss Hardbone!" they all shouted.

"Show me you’re man enough, bitches. She me you aren’t closeted fags!"

Oh, Parker knew he was man enough. He’d show her just how man enough he was. Parker dropped his pants. He then took down his underwear. He was standing in line naked along with the six others. He tried not to peek at the other boys, but he needed to know. He needed to know if they were all man enough too. He peeked. Everyone looked as smooth as him. It was a relief. After three boys failed to show up this morning, he feared the worst. He feared the sissies had won again and brave straight men like him would never start to fight back.

Miss Hardbone walked the lineup. She seemed very pleased. She said, "Oh, so very good you all are. I knew you had it in you. I can feel you all forming a special bond. I can feel you becoming a team under me. Now to announce the float project’s theme, we must start today where we left off yesterday." She paused and slapped Willy across the ass with the yardstick. Willy let out a whelp. She moved closer and asked Willy, "Who told you to start to put on your pants?"

Willy replied, "I just naturally thought …"

Down came the yardstick again across his bare ass. Miss Hardbone replied, "You don’t think from now on. You do what I say when I say to do it. Thinking isn’t team like. Obedience is team like. Can you obey like a dog, or shall I cast you off to be one of Satan’s sissy puppets?"

Willy begged, "No, no I can obey Miss Hardbone! I can obey. Don’t kick me off the team! I want to please God. You watch how well I obey your every word!"

She petted Willy to calm him down. She said, "Good boy. Now let me explain our float. I start with my question left unanswered from yesterday. Who here likes penis?"

No one replied just like yesterday. She shouted, "I said, who here likes a nice hard erect penis?"

Willy nervously looked over toward Parker. Parker knew Willy didn’t want another ass crack. Still, what was the correct answer? Parker knew silence was also a sure way to get an ass whipping. He decided to chance it. He replied, "I think that I do, Miss Hardbone."

Miss Hardbone stroked Parker’s chin. She said, "Very nice. I just knew you would like penis, Parker. I just knew you would. Yes, we will all learn to love penis from here on out.  I ask you, what is a better symbol to show the superiority of men, than a twenty-five-foot-tall penis float! The penis is the ultimate male sign of strength. Thus, a giant erect penis will be our float design. So, bitches, erect one for me at once. Make it huge, make it strong, make it, oh so male. But first, let’s all do a little cleaning up."

After saying those last words, Miss Hardbone produced a broom. She proceeded to sweep away all their clothes. She swept them into a dustpan and tossed them all in a trash can.

Willy whispered to Parker, "What's she doing?"

"I don’t know, but I bet there’s a plan. Miss Hardbone seems to work in mysterious ways. Let’s see where this goes," whispered Parker back.

No sooner had he said that then Miss Hardbone produced a box. She explained, "Modern clothing is designed by companies that wish to have feminized sissy men. They are all part of the godless liberal agenda to make homosexuality, hostility, and playing pickleball acceptable acts in a Godless modern society. Thus, such clothing is to be avoided at all costs while on platoon time. Inside this cardboard box is your new completely masculine straight pride gear."

She used a blade to cut open the box. Parker was giddy with anticipation. He was always wary of modern male clothing. He felt funny wearing it. Men’s clothes, they never felt quite right to wear. He was glad to hear his suspicions were well founded. Suddenly, all he could think about was how great it would be to finally be able to dress like a real man. His eyes grew big as Miss Hardbone pulled out what appeared at a distance to be a pair of white cotton panties. Parker’s curiosity grew. Next, she pulled out what sure looked to Parker like a training bra. And then lastly came out what appeared to be a silken nightie.

Willy whispered, "Are those …"

Parker interrupted, "They can’t be!"

Miss Hardbone explained, "The pastor was kind enough to select nice cool ultra-male mini-trunks because he knew it got awfully hot outside the closer we get to summer. Of course, we can’t have you showing each other your male nipples so we also purchased these male nipple covers. Seeing male nipples drives men into homosexuality, but don’t worry for these male nipple covers will keep you on the pure path. Each day you'll find a fresh pair of trunks and nipple covers here in a box. Lastly, while this may look like a nightie, it is, in fact, a monk’s robe. With a bit of lace like the monks used to like behind closed doors. Each day when you arrive, I expect you to strip off your sinful modern sissy manufactured clothes and put on your trunks and covers. While you’re getting dressed, I’ll bring out the papier mache and chicken wire for the construction of our float. Remember, men, think huge cock. Mold it with your hands until it springs to life."

She paused. She looked at Parker. "Parker, come over here!"

Parker obeyed. "Yes, Miss Hardbone."

She pulled out a stainless-steel object. It looked like a doorknob, almost. She started to run oil on it. She asked Parker, "Do you know what this is?"

"No, Miss Hardbone."

"It is a posture corrector." She slid the knob between his ass cheeks. Then he felt pressure below. He winced as she inserted it into his anus in front of the other boys.

"Ouch!" cried Parker.

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes, Miss Hardbone."

"Good posture does at first. But you’ll soon stretch your posture out nicely. Does everyone see how much straighter Parker is standing with his posture corrector inserted?"

"Yes, Miss Hardbone!" they agreed.

"You will all get one eventually as see that you’re straightening out into nice virile men. Now get ready to work."

"Yes, Miss Hardbone."

The group of young men rushed over to the box. Parker joined the crowd.

Willy asked him, "How does that thing feel inside you?"

"It hurts, but it also feels like I’m making a difference in the world.  You can’t make a real difference without sacrifice and good posture," replied Parker.

"You’re right. I hope I get one soon too."

"You will. Miss Hardbone will see that you have as much spirit inside you as I do."

Parker reached in and pulled out a pair of trunks. Parker inspected his male trunks. They sure felt soft to the touch. He rubbed them on his face and then took a sniff. Yes, they were very soft, crisp, and fresh the way men’s clothing should be. To the naked eye they sure looked like panties, but that was probably due to the sissified modern society taking everything male and ruining it with feminine names. He put them on. His junk felt at home in these male trunks. He hated to admit it publicly, but he was popping a bit of a boner inside these male trunks. Judging by the ample bugles inside the other boys’ trunks, he wasn’t the only one excited for this new gear.

Next, he took out his male nipple covers. He’d been swimming with bare chested men plenty of times. He never noticed latent homo-erotic feelings inside him from seeing male nipples. Suddenly though, the sight of all these smooth college age boys in their male trunks with erect nipples exposed attracted a feeling deep down inside him. He snatched up a pair of nipple covers. He needed to put them on to protect himself from sinful urges. Annoyingly, the connector was on the back. How was he supposed to latch it?

Parker asked Willy, "Can you hook me up?"

"Yeah, can you hook me?" replied Willy.

"Sure thing."

As Willy hooked on the nipple cover, he said, "You know this new gear really fits well. It feels even better. I’m thinking about wearing it all the time under my clothes. You know, to prevent Satan’s modern clothing from touching my private parts."

"That’s a good idea," agreed Parker.

"You’re all hooked up."

"Let me do you now."

"I love it when you do me. You’re such a good friend."

"I promise to do you every day."

"Thank you."

Parker latched the nipple cover on Willy. They then slipped into their silken monk’s robes. He then said, "We’re all set. Now let’s get our hands dirty. We got a giant penis float to make."

Willy added, "I can’t wait to get my hands on that huge penis."

"Me too."

The boys dashed off toward the papier-mâché. They spent the afternoon turning chicken wire into the frame of the penis. Other boys worked on the cart used to roll the float. After eight hours in the hot sun Parker could tell it was going to be a long process ahead of them to get this float done. Luckily, he had the right team to help him. This was going to be the best straight pride parade ever because they had the straightest platoon ever assembled. He could just feel it.


Chapter 4

It had been one week of steady progress for the team. It was Saturday, and the straight pride platoon boys were all ready to start a new weekend of construction. They were in their usual start of the day lineup waiting for Miss Hardbone’s inspection. They’d all changed into their male trunks, nipple covers, and curve revealing hip-high silken lace monk robes. Indeed, most of them were now wearing their new underwear full time just like Willy and Parker had decided to do. Miss Hardbone had given them extra pairs to take home so they could always be clean, crisp and manly.

Miss Hardbone inspected the lineup. She barked out, "Who here likes penis?"

"I do, Miss Hardbone!" shouted the boys back.

"Good boys. Now I’ve been noticing that as our great penis grows ever taller that a lot of you boys are having trouble reaching things high up on the float," said Miss Hardbone.

"It’s really not that bad," replied Willy.

CRACK! Down came Miss Hardbone’s yardstick on Willy’s ass. Willy winced in pain. She pointed the stick at Willy. She yelled, "You will speak only when spoken too, bitch! How many times must you get spanked before you learn your role?" After saying that, she spanked Willy again hard across his backside. She then walked away from him.

Parker whispered to Willy, "You really need to learn to obey."

Willy whispered back, "I have. It’s just that I like getting spanked by Miss Hardbone."

Parker whispered back, "To tell you the truth, I do too."

They both giggled. That drew the attention of Miss Hardbone back to them. She pointed her stick in their direction. She asked, "Do you two want to shape up or do you want more discipline?"

"Please give us anything else, but more discipline, Miss Hardbone," begged Parker.

CRACK! The yardstick came down on Parker’s backside. It hurt so bad and felt so good. Next the yardstick came down on Willy’s bottom. The two of them looked into each other’s eyes. There was secret knowledge hidden behind those eyes. The secret about knowing how much they both enjoyed Miss Hardbone's punishment.

Miss Hardbone walked back to her position in front of the boys. She announced, "Now if I can get back to my announcement that I was trying to make before being interrupted by two very naughty boys."

She paused and went into the garage. The boys hovered in anticipation as they waited for her to return. She returned and produced another large box from the garage. She said, "I have purchased platform shoes for each of you. The shoes will help you reach the high hard to get at places on the float. You will pick out a pair and wear them at all times from now on. Any boy seen not wearing his shoes will be punished the way God wants all bitches punished."

"Willy come here!" she ordered.

Willy approached her. She pulled out a posture corrector. She said, "I’ve been noticing you, Willy. I think you’re ready for this." She held a posture corrector in her hand. It was larger than Parker’s, much larger.

"Is my posture really so bad, Miss Hardbone?" asked Willy.

"Not so bad that a hard piece of steel rammed up your backside everyday won’t fix it. Look how straight Parker is with a posture corrector jammed in his bottom."

"I … Suppose he does look very straight that way, Miss Hardbone." She bent Willy over in front of the platoon. She dropped his drawers. Parker never saw a rounder, firmer male bottom in his life. She inserted a piece of lubed cold steel into Willy. He nearly cried. He fought back the tears and said, "Thank you, Miss Hardbone."

"Get your shoes on, all you bitches!" she ordered.

The boys rushed the box. Parker pulled out a pair. His new shoes looked just like a pair of women’s high heel shoes. Indeed, a pretty pair of five-inch platform high heels. His were white, Willy’s had gotten a pink pair.

Willy asked, "Aren’t these chick shoes?"

"They can’t be," replied Parker.

"My posture corrector hurts a lot," said Willy.

"You get used to it and then after a while you wonder how you ever did without it."

"I’m glad to share the pain with you," said Willy.

"Me too," replied Parker.

They hugged. The secret knowledge of helping society made them grow closer together every day. Now they needed to conquer these new shoes.

They got on the ground. Willy struggled to put on his pair. Parker slipped into his shoes with ease. Wearing them was the easy part. Walking around in them proved nearly impossible. He managed just two steps before tumbling to the ground.

Parker heard a voice cry out. "Is there a problem, Parker?" It was Miss Hardbone’s voice. She moved right next to Parker. She was towering over him. That yardstick of hers was inches from his face. He longed for it to be even closer, but to his bottom instead of his face.

Parker replied, "These shoes are hard to walk in, Miss Hardbone."

Miss Hardbone said, "I bet you think they’re a bit feminine too."

Parker nodded. He replied, "Yes, Miss Hardbone."

Miss Hardbone announced, "Women walk in shoes just like these every day. They climb stairs in them. They’ve even run marathons in them. Is there any man here that can’t do what a woman does every day in these new shoes?"

The boys were all silent. Parker understood her point. If a mere woman could do it, then so should he be able to do it too. Indeed, he was embarrassed to have ever doubted his ability to walk in high heels. Parker was the first to reply, "I’ll master these shoes with no problems, Miss Hardbone. I’m a real man, I can do anything a woman can."

She played with Parker’s hair. She said, "Oh Parker, I knew you’d be up to the task."

Parker smiled. While it was nice to be punished by Miss Hardbone. Sometimes it was even nicer to be petted and fondled by a pleased Miss Hardbone. He liked her to be pleased with him. The pastor was a lucky man to have such a great wife. Parker wished he could meet a woman just like her. But friendlier. A woman with her stern hand, but Willy’s sense of common maleness.

He struggled to his feet. He slowly made his way to the float. One by one the other boys joined him. They spent the day in their new shoes working on the float. It was an unsatisfying day. The shoes seemed to be slowing down progress, and not helping them work at all. Still, Miss Hardbone absolutely knew what was best for them. He’d learn to trust her without question. The best way to learn to walk in these new shoes was to not ever take them off. Yeah, he’d wear them all the time. Practice makes perfect, so they say, and Parker wanted to be perfect. He wanted every lesson Miss Hardbone had to give him on being perfect. He was transforming into a real man. He could feel it.

The time was close to noon when the pastor came by. Parker was glad to see him. Still, he worried what he’d think of their clothes and shoes. He inspected the boys’ progress to date. He seemed very pleased with the results.

The pastor praised, "This huge penis is a sign of our love. It will show everyone at the pride parade just what we stand for as a group!"

The boys all cheered. Parker relaxed. Yes, things were okay. Better than okay, this was going to be the best parade platoon ever!


Chapter 5

Parker arrived at the pastor’s house. The past week had been a rough one. While he was able to hide his special male underclothes from the public, there was nothing he could do to hide his shoes. Not that he wanted them hidden. Indeed, he was extremely proud of them. He wanted the world to know that he was taking back the world for men. It was just too bad his special male clothes covered too little of his body to show them off in public too.

Displaying straight male pride had a price, though. Those shoes were a source of laughter wherever he went. He was only safe here among other young men of his kind. He was only really safe with his platoon. Their lack of judgment only made him love his float mates even more. Here among these other young men, he belonged.

Parker tore off his sinful everyday clothes and slid into his silken nightie. Then he hurried for the morning lineup. He’d grown quite used to his new platform high heel shoes. They really did give him extra reach. More than that, they made his ass pop and gave his bare smooth legs excellent sight lines. Granted, that was just a side effect. He understood their real use was to aid in the construction of the float.

Today was not like every other day on the project. Today he wasn’t greeted to the pleasant sight of Miss Hardbone. The pastor himself was making a rare personal visit at the start of the day. The pastor greeted his men.

The pastor said, "I’ve never been prouder of a group of young men than I’m proud of you all. I can’t wait to have each and every one of you young men under me following the path toward eternal bliss. You all make for a very firm bedrock to build a newer straighter society. Indeed, dressed in your special all male manly gear I can see just how firm many of you are. The progress to date on the penis float had been outstanding. I’ve never seen a bigger one and, trust me, I’ve been around plenty. I believe the flock will just eat that huge cock up as soon as we flash it at them. And to quote the bible, 'As Jonah said when he saw the great whale, my that’s a big one.'"

The pastor paused in his speech to inspect the young men further. He gave Parker extra attention which Parker couldn’t help but notice. As the pastor passed by Parker, he spent the time running his hands through Parker’s ever lengthening mane. Parker was really proud of his new flowing locks. They were only shoulder length now, but he hoped his hair would soon reach Samson like lengths.

After finishing his inspection, the pastor continued "It is because of the incredible progress to date as to why I’m here today. I’ve decided to do a parish photoshoot to celebrate our progress. I’ll be calling you into my special photography room one at a time for your photo-session. The rest of you can work on the float until it is your turn. I think I’ll start with …" his finger hovered in Parker's direction. He called out, "Jerry, we’ll start with you."

Parker was disappointed not to be first. Still, his time would come. Jerry left the group and went into the pastor’s house. Parker went to work on the head of the penis. Way up high on the penis head they were building a platform for the King of the float. Most floats had a beauty queen on them, but this straight pride float was going to have a king.

They’d been working for a good half hour when Willy elbowed Parker and said, "Hey Parker, what’s he wearing?"

"Who?"

"Jerry. He’s come out of the pastor's house wearing a dress!" exclaimed Willy.

"Surely, he is not," doubted Parker. He peered over the rim of the penis head and looked down below. Jerry was down there dressed in what appeared to be a white summer dress. It was very short and thus able to display plenty of Jerry’s smooth long legs. As Jerry moved the cusp of his male trunks peeked out. He looked rather hot. Parker grew a touch concerned.

"Not only is he wearing a dress, but I think he has makeup on too," said Parker.

"What is that all about?" asked Willy.

"I’m not sure," replied Parker.

The pastor called out, "Willy, Willy Johnson where are you? You’re next."

Parker said to Willy, "I guess you’ll find out before me."

Willy swallowed hard. He said, "I hope they don’t make me look gay like that."

Parker held his hand. "They could never make you look gay."

"Right!"

Willy climbed down from the penis float. Parker gave Jerry one last glance. At this distance you could really mistake him for a girl. Of course, that was just a trick of Satan, no doubt. Everyone knew that Satan used this sinful world to deceive us. Thus, your senses were not to be trusted. At least, that’s what the pastor taught every Sunday. It must be true, though, because from a distance Jerry was so sexy and feminine. Parker looked away and went back to work. Satan wasn’t going to fool him. Jerry was a boy! A delicious lovely feminine boy, but still a boy. Well, maybe not delicious. He could just eat him up, but that would be such a gay thing to do so he’d never do it. Of course, if Jerry was a girl, it wasn’t gay thoughts. If he was a girl, then it was perfectly natural for Parker to be attracted to him. It was probably perfectly natural then to also want to be feminized just like him. Parker was starting to feel sure about that. Yes, Parker put those gay thoughts right out of his head and went back to work on perfecting the giant penis float.

It wasn’t long before Parker heard the pastor call out. He called, "Parker, is Parker here?"

It was finally his turn to get photographed. He was so excited. He hopped right down the ladder. He saw Willy standing there at the foot of the ladder right next to the pastor. Willy looked stunning in his white dress. He had blue eyeliner on, and his eyelids sparkled. Oh, how Willy sparkled. Suddenly, Parker couldn’t wait to have a transformation session of his own too. He wanted to look as hot as Jerry and Willy.

Parker said, "Here I am!"

The pastor looked Parker up and down. He licked his lips. He said, "Excellent. Please, I will come inside you … Err ... You will please come inside me … Err, I meant, you will please come with me. Yes, let’s come together. Hmm . . . That’s near enough to what I meant. A simple slip of the tongue is all. Embarrassing, but slips of the tongue can be fun at times."

"I can’t wait to come inside with you," replied Parker.

"I bet you can’t," agreed the pastor.

Parker followed the pastor. The pastor led him to a nearly barren room. All there was inside it was a blank backdrop, lighting for photography, and a camera stand.

The pastor motioned Parker to sit on the stool. The pastor then left. Parker sat alone on the stool for a few minutes. Eventually Miss Hardbone appeared. She was carrying a leather case. She plunked it down next to Parker.

Parker asked her, "Will I get to wear a dress too, Miss Hardbone?"

"No," she coldly replied.

"But I’ve been ever so good lately, Miss Hardbone and the other boys got a lovely dress and makeup to wear."

Miss Hardbone replied, "Stand up, bitch!"

Parker did as told. She yanked his male trunks down. She spanked him with her bare hand. She said, "There are no dresses here. Dresses are for women. We’re placing the platoon in frocks today. Frocks are masculine. Do you understand?"

"Oh yes, Miss Hardbone. I’m ever so sorry for the confusion."

"Good, now pull your panties … Err … Male trunks up, and be an obedient little dog for me and sit. It is time to put your makeup on."

Parker exclaimed, "Makeup!"

"Yes, makeup. Don’t be afraid to wear it. Even male celebrities wear makeup when on TV so it’s perfectly normal to wear," explained Miss Hardbone.

Parker had to agree about that. This photography project of the pastor must be really professional if he was using makeup. Miss Hardbone worked on his face. She added false eyelashes, lipstick, eyeliner, and foundation. Next, she teased his hair. It wasn’t too long until she was satisfied. She said, "You really do clean up well, Parker. The pastor will be very pleased with you."

"Oh, thank you Miss Hardbone!"

She packed up and left. She wasn’t gone long, though. She returned with his frock. She handed it to him. She said, "Put this on and do it in a way that doesn’t ruin my makeup job or else you’ll be spanked again, only this time harder."

"I won’t smear a drop of makeup, I swear Miss Hardbone. I want to please you ever so much."

She petted him. She said, "You’re such a good boy. You are oh so willing to please me. I like that about you, Parker."

"Thank you, Miss Hardbone."

She left him. Parker shimmied into his frock. It was fitted. It really accented his curves. God, it was nice to be able to be a straight male and look like one too. He was so glad he found his place in the world among this manly platoon.

The pastor came in with his camera. He exclaimed, "Oh my, you’re looking so good, Parker. My camera is just going to eat you up."

"Do I really look manly, pastor?"

"Yes, you touch my heart just to see your masculinity come out. Indeed, I plan to touch a great many things due to these photographs I’m about to take."

Parker spent the next fifteen minutes being photographed. The pastor was a real professional. He knew just where and how he wanted Parker to stand. He wasn’t afraid to be hands on about placing Parker into the exact poses he needed. Parker was so willing to please him. He knew the blank screen behind him would be used to superimpose his body into exotic locations. He wondered just what magic the pastor had in store for him next.

"You’re done, Parker," announced the pastor.

"Already?"

"Yes," he said. "You may join the other boys outside."

Parker asked, "Can I see my photos?"

"Not until they’re properly edited. Satan lurks in mysterious places. I must make sure all my photos are properly screened for evil. These will take a few late-night sessions alone in my photo-room to be ready to be seen," explained the pastor.

"You’re so good to us," replied Parker.

"I know, I know. Now run along like a good girl … Err . . . Boy and run along."

"May I keep my makeup on?" asked Parker.

"Of course, and if I were you, I’d think about wearing a little makeup every day to help keep Satan at bay."

"Oh, I will. You can count on me!"


Chapter 6

Parker left the photoshoot as giddy as a totally masculine schoolgirl. He couldn’t wait to show off his new frock to the other boys. Sure, Jerry had looked good rocking his frock earlier, but Parker knew he looked better than Jerry. He had a posture corrector inserted, and Jerry didn’t. A nice arched back really showed off the lines of his frock. Yeah, Parker knew he’d rock this gear better than all the others. Parker knew he was the straightest guy in the whole pride platoon.

Most of the other boys were in frocks by lunch time. Willy hadn’t joined the other boys for lunch. He was probably watching his weight. Miss Hardbone liked the platoon members to be smooth and thin. Parker liked himself that way too now. That Willy was something else. He had such dedication to the cause that he was working his way through lunch while slimming down. Knowing that made Parker just love him more. He headed back to the float to start work again. If Willy could do it, so could he.

Willy wasn’t around the bottom of the giant penis. He was probably still working on the head. Who didn’t want to work on the head? Parker climbed the ladder in his high heels. He wanted to get back to work finishing the platform for the King of the float too. He found Willy up top of the penis just as he expected. Willy was working hard on that huge head. Indeed, Willy seemed to be working a bit too hard. Willy had his frock hitched up and his cock was bursting out of his male trunks. His raw dog was exposed to the world. Willy was also petting his wiener heavily. Parker couldn’t take his eyes off the sight. Indeed, he knew he often too got aroused by his manly gear. He thought he was the only one. The thing was, it was one thing to pop a woody, but another to do something about it. Willy shouldn’t be touching himself, thought Parker. It was a sin to touch oneself. Parker had to save Willy’s soul from temptation.

Parker exclaimed, "Willy what are you doing?"

Willy looked up at Parker and started to cry. His lovely eyeliner started to run. He fought through the tears and said, "I couldn't fight it. The urge that is inside me is too strong. The other boys looked so cute in their frocks. I …. I got too excited. I was hoping to be done before you got back from lunch. I didn’t want you to know."

"Know what?"

"I … I’ve been touching myself after work. I’ve been thinking of the platoon boys and touching myself."

"You mean you’re having homosexual thoughts?" asked Parker.

He nodded his hand and then Willy cried some more. He rested his head on Parker’s shoulder as he sobbed. He said, "God, help me, Parker, because I am having thoughts that a boy shouldn’t have. The thing is that the boys are looking so much more like girls these days in our new straight male gear that I get urges. It’s so confusing that my dick doesn’t know the difference. It’s making me horny, and I just have to touch myself. But I don’t want to be gay."

"Don’t do it. Don’t give in then, never touch yourself again," pleaded Parker.

"I have to. Help me, please, help me not be gay," begged Willy.

Parker desperately wanted to save his friend from the grips of Satan’s form masculine grasp. There had to be something he could do to save Willy’s soul. Parker thought fast. He replied, "What if I did it for you?"

"Huh?"

Parker explained, "I won’t let you go toward the gay side. I want you to think of the hottest sexiest woman you know. Push those evil thoughts of boys from your head. While you’re thinking of banging that sexy woman, I’ll be jerking you off, but in a totally non-gay way. You won’t be masturbating to sinful evil homo-thoughts then. You won’t be acting gay! You won’t be touching a woman before marriage either since I only look like a woman. You’ll cum to the delicious thoughts of banging hot chicks while a masculine man that only looks like a hot girl tugs you. It’s a completely straight sex act."

"Do you think it will work to save me from the clutches of the evil gay?" asked Willy.

"We’ve got to try it to know."

"I’m totally game to try it. Touch me, Parker. Stroke the gay right out of me."

Willy let go of his erect staff. Parker snatched it up. He couldn’t help noticing that Willy had the cutest little member. Not that he was into dick. No, he was doing this only to save a friend from the doom of near certain homosexuality. Parker started jerking that wonderful cock. He treated that cock like it was his very own. He acted almost clinical. He didn’t enjoy it at all. Well, except the fact that he was saving his friend’s soul. A tug job was something special when it was done to keep off the gay.

Willy said, "You’re really good at this."

"I’ve had a lot of self-practice," replied Parker.

"I just love the half-twist you do on the upstroke once you reach my dickhead."

"I love that act too. I bet you’ll pop soon."

"You’re right. I think I might be getting closer."

"Who are you thinking of?" asked Parker.

Willy looked longingly into Parker’s eyes. He blinked. He replied, "What?"

Parker repeated, "What hot chick are you thinking about screwing right now?"

"Oh right … Ah, a supermodel and totally not you."

"Which one?"

"A very young hot one that is very dear to my heart," replied Willy, as his loins let go. His penis erupted with a huge load. It burst forth, sailed upward, and splattered all over Parker’s face.

It was at that moment Miss Hardbone called out to the platoon. She announced, "Okay, enough work for today. Let’s all gather on the driveway for one last inspection of you all in your new frocks."

Willy was in a panic. Parker’s face was dripping with hot moist fresh man cream. He said, "What am I to do? You have got my gack all over your face. She’ll notice for sure, and we will be kicked out for not being straight."

"Calm down. I’ll wipe it off."

"But we don’t have a rag. I don’t want you to ruin your new frock. It looks so good on you."

Parker knew Willy was right. All the rags were down below. They couldn’t climb down like this. Worse, they couldn’t wipe the load on their frocks. She was inspecting those. She’d notice right away. There was only one place to put it where she’d never notice it.

Parker said, "Willy, I need you to lick it off my face."

Willy said, ""I’d do anything for a platoon member. I’d gladly swallow a load to prevent one of us from going over to the gay."

"God bless you."

Willy embraced Parker. They hugged in a completely manly friendship. Then Willy licked every drop of his own salty extract from poor Parker’s face. It tasted like straight male freedom and not like fresh warm jizz. He swallowed it with ease.

Parker relaxed. They were safe now. He’d just saved Willy from the gay. He was never so proud to be in this platoon than at that moment. He hoped he got to save a lot more of the boys. Yes, he was more than willing to save the world.


Chapter 7

Parker loved his new frocks. The best part, besides them being super manly, was that wearing them wasn’t like he was wearing the same ole thing every day like when he dressed in sissy modern men’s clothing. Yup, he used to be a daily blue Jeans and T-shirt guy. That was so dull, so feminine in nature or so it was claimed to be by Miss Hardbone and she knew everything about being a man. Now he had a huge collection of masculine frocks in so many shapes, patterns, and designs. Miss Hardbone seemed to introduce a new one every other day for the platoon to use while at work on the float or to continue feeling manly while at home. That old nightie was now reserved for sleep wear. There was nothing more manly to sleep in than a nice silken nightie. Sure, his parents started to give him looks. But he assured them that the pastor only wanted him on God’s righteous path and there was no way Parker was straying from that path now. No way in the world.

Miss Hardbone said all the different male frocks the church kept giving the platoon had something to do with trying out new uniform ideas for the marching team that went along with the float. Parker didn’t mind being her guinea pig. After a few weeks of frock wearing, Parker had saved up so many frocks that he never needed to wear his old sissy modern clothing again. His male trunks and nipples covers fit better tucked snugly under his frocks than that sissy gear anyways. With his new high heel shoes, underwear, and frocks he had finally totally freed himself from the modern commercial clothing companies and their desire to sissify masculine men like him. Freedom felt great, all over.

Today he was wearing a spaghetti strap yellow frock with a strapless nipple cover, and matching yellow male trunks with a unicorn pictured on them right where it covered his junk. A pair of yellow tights helped keep the midday sun off his smooth legs. He had just about the perfect pumps to go with the outfit. It was amazing how many people gave him strange looks when he was dressed in his super manly gear. He wasn't mad at these people, though. Their strange glances just proved to Parker how badly modern society was turned against old school manly things. Luckily, there were a few brave straight guys like him ready to pave the future path of society back toward greatness.

He arrived well before it was time for the morning lineup today. Parker needed the spare time to check his makeup. The pastor was showing up more often as the float build got closer to being finished. Pastor Krook always had his camera at the ready when he came to visit the platoon. That meant the platoon needed to be ready at all times to be photographed. Thus, Parker needed to act all Hollywood all the time and that meant he needed to be in his makeup as much as possible. The thought of being caught on film without it horrified him. He practiced his makeup skills almost an hour every morning. He wanted to look the prettiest for the cameras, but only in a totally manly way.

He watched the other boys arrive. They were all acting similar to him. They were all dressed in their frocks and wearing their makeup and high heels. They all looked so good, so sexy. Indeed, they were looking a little too sexy. Parker was getting a bit of a woody watching them arrive as he sat in his car. It was a shame, so few women appreciated hot guys like this platoon had. There wasn’t enough Miss Hardbones in the world. Women, what did they know about good looking guys?

While he was checking out Jerry’s long bare legs, Parker’s passenger car door opened. Willy, who was rocking a tight half shirt and denim frock bottom today, sat down next to Parker. Willy looked so good that Parker could eat him up. He wouldn’t eat him, though, because that would be totally gay. Willy hitched up his frock. Parker helped Willy pull his erect cock from his man trucks. Parker reached over to pet Willy’s proud member.

The two of them had a regular morning mutual jerk session going. It helped them have straight thoughts all day long and thus it wasn’t a gay thing to do at all. Indeed, a lot of the other boys had paired off as well. Parker pulled his male trunks down and took out his dick. He said to Willy, "You look so straight today."

"You too, Parker," replied Willy.

Parker took hold of Willy’s cock. He knew just how Willy liked his dick stroked. He went about doing it. Willy returned the favor.

"I love being straight with you, Parker," said Willy.

"I don’t think I’d be this straight with anyone else," replied Parker.

Parker could see from Willy’s eyes that he was gonna blow soon. Parker took out a tissue. He let Willy relieve himself into the tissue. Once Willy was done cumming he finished Parker off into a tissue as well.

"Do you think that if fags had male clothes like ours and learned to have protective straight sex like us, they’d turn out straight too?" asked Willy.

"I bet they would," replied Parker.

"Lineup!" called out Miss Hardbone.

"Time to start the day," said Parker.

"I’d hate to be late and get spanked by Miss Hardbone," replied Willy.

"Me too."

They sat a while storing their dongs. They giggled to themselves. Finally, they bolted out to join the lineup just a touch on the late side.

Miss Hardbone greeted them with a yardstick strike to the bottom. Willy got two strikes to Parker’s one which left Parker feeling a bit jealous.

Miss Hardbone announced, "The float is nearly ready. The parade is only a few days away. It’s time to put the finishing touches on our float. It’s time to practice marching alongside it. The platoon needs to learn to strut in unison for maximum impact. I want you to follow the pastor’s lead and march to his timed rhythm. A good boy knows how to move to someone else’s rhythm. Everyone is to march today. Everyone that is, but Parker." She pointed her stick at him in accusing fashion.

Parker asked, "Why can’t I march too, Miss Hardhone?"

She spanked his bottom hard with her yardstick. She said, "Because you’re a good boy. You’re coming inside the house with me instead, bitch."

Parker asked, "If I’m a good boy, why’d you just spank me, Miss Hardbone?"

She whacked his bottom again. She said, "Because a good boy is a boy that knows how to take his punishment like a bitch."

The pastor came out. He had a whistle in his mouth and a camera around his neck. He said, "All the members of the platoon that will be marching come with me. We will be marching in a line in front of the float. We will be marching with high knees and swaying asses. I want to see plenty of smooth legs, and a hint of bottom on each step. To be a good marcher is to show the audience what they want to see. Trust me, these Godless heavens want to see smooth, shiny legs, and a peek of bottom. As Abraham said to Isaac, 'just a sneak peek of crisp male trunks with each step keeps me from knifing your bitch ass.' Our platoon will give them what they want, what they deserve. We will do it in the name of bringing back heterosexuality to the masses!"

The boys all cheered the pastor. They couldn’t wait to give the audience what they wanted. Indeed, there wasn’t a single platoon member that by now wouldn’t bend over backwards to help the audience get what they wanted, what they needed, what they deserved. You might even go as far to say they all hoped bending over backwards would be the first step in the process of giving them what they wanted.

Parker felt the same way as the rest of the boys, but he wasn’t going to get to march. He was so disappointed. His legs were the smoothest. His male trunks the crispest. Why, his thigh gap was a thing of beauty that he was sure with just a glance at, could turn the gayest person at the pride parade, straight again. It wasn’t fair that he wouldn’t be marching with the platoon. Still, if Miss Hardbone needed him in the house, then he'd obey. She hadn’t steered him wrong yet.


Chapter 8

Parker walked into the house just as the marching band music started playing outside. He looked longingly back toward the boys as they readied to begin their fateful marching. He longed to be in that marching line with them. He longed to be among those that understood him. Miss Hardbone wouldn’t allow it, though. He needed to know why he was being denied, so he closed the door.

The inside of the house was unusually dark. All the shades were down. Parker called out, “Are you in here, Miss Hardbone?”

“Come into the bedroom, Parker,” she replied.

He wasn’t sure where the bedroom was. He saw a light ahead, though. It was dim, but it guided his way down the hall. Parker groped along the wall. He inched his way toward what he hoped was the bedroom. It was a touch awkward to meet another man’s wife in her own bedroom, but this was Miss Hardbone we were talking about. She was as pure as newly fallen snow.

He reached an open door. Inside was clearly a bedroom. He found Miss Hardbone had lit a ring of candles. Indeed, the candles surrounded the bed. It was sort of romantic. It was also sort of psycho-killer weird. It was certainly not a proper place to meet your pastor’s wife. Maybe her being as pure as newly fallen snow was an overreach.

Parker walked into the candle lit room. He called out again, “Where are you, Miss Hardbone?”

“Here I am, Parker.”

She came out of the master bath. By candlelight, Parker could see she was dressed in a black leather bodystocking with removable snaps in all the most inappropriate places. He knew she had curves, but he really never took the time to appreciate how fit she was until now. An outfit like this left no doubts. That newly fallen snow was feeling dirtier by the second. Parker noticed that she was holding something in her hand.

She sauntered over to Parker. Her sturdy hips swayed as she walked. They were hypnotic to watch move. Parker’s eyes were glued to them. He wished his hips moved like that. It would take practice, but maybe they could.

She stood directly in front of him. She towered over him. Her heels were aiding her natural height advantage over Parker. She ordered Parker, “Feel it, Parker. Feel it! Feel what I have brought just for you.”

She held out what appeared to be fabric. Well, Parker wasn’t afraid of a little fabric. Parker stroked it. It felt quite nice to the touch. It was so nice to be touched as well. He had to rub it on his face. It was lovely to touch all over. He ran his hands over and over it. He said, “It’s a new frock, isn't it?"

"No, it’s a gown. This is a gown meant only for the queen of our float," she replied.

Parker coughed. He replied, "I don’t want a spanking for correcting you, but don’t you mean King of the float, Miss Hardbone?"

"I know what I meant. No float has a float King. There are only beauty queens that ride on floats. Our float thus must have a queen. I want you to be that queen."

Parker shrunk back. He said, "But I’m a man. I’m no queen."

She explained, "Parker, ever since the ancient Greeks, men have played women roles in plays. Indeed, in a Greek drama all the female roles are played by men. To play a queen is quite normal, and extremely old school masculine. You should not fear it."

Parker said, "Well, if the ancient Greeks did it then I guess it can’t be gay."

"That’s the spirit, Parker. Do you think you’re man enough to be my queen?"

Parker replied, "I am."

"Prove it."

Parker asked, "How?"

"Take that ordinary dress off and put on my gown."

"It’s not a dress, it’s a frock."

She cupped Parker's face. She squeezed his cheeks hard. She said to him, "My poor confused float queen, did you really believe you weren’t wearing panties, bras, high heels, makeup, and dresses this whole time. You’re not that dumb, come on."

"I … I …"

"Parker, my dear queen, it’s okay to admit it. I know you’re all man. Indeed, like the good girl that you are, you’re going to learn to take it like a man for me soon."

"How …"

"Put on the pretty gown, matching hose, diamond earrings and tiara on for me. Then I’ll tell you how."

Parker took a step back from her. He replied, "No, I won’t do it. I’m not gay. I swear, I didn’t know these were chick clothes that I was wearing. I hate them now. Yes, I hate them."

She laughed. She said, "You don’t, hate them, Parker. You love them. Put on the gown!"

"No!"

He tried to run, but she grabbed hold of him. She was so strong, so masculine. She said, "I see that we’re going to need to break you in a little. Normally, you’re a good little obedient bitch for me. I liked that Parker. Let’s find her again."

She tossed Parker onto the bed. She pinned him down, face first. Parker tried to get out from under her, but soon he found his legs and arms tied by panty hose to the four bed posts.

Parker screamed, "What are you doing?"

"I’m making a real man out of you, bitch, whether you like it or not."

After she said that he first felt it. She unhitched the codpiece over her pelvic region. He felt her rub something across his panty covered ass. Then she showed it to him. It was long, hard, and penis shaped. She said into his ear, "I brought my cock out for you, my dear. I know how much you like dick. I’ve seen you touch Willy’s so I know you like it. No good girl can resist the sight of it. You’re my good salty bitch."

He denied it. "I don’t, I don’t like dick at all. I didn’t know you had a dick. I don’t want your large, beautiful cock deep inside me. I don’t want that at all!"

She clicked her tongue. She spanked him with a latex dildo. She said, "Come, come Parker. Just because Peter denied knowing Jesus three times before the cock crowed doesn’t mean you have to deny to me three times before I make you crow with my cock."

“I … I guess I could … Try it a little.”

“With my cock, there is only trying it a lot, a whole lot!”

"Don’t make me gay,” he began to cry.

She licked the tears from his face. “Gay? Why, you’re flaming already. We all know you’ve been touching Willy’s pecker almost every day. She looks so cute, who can blame you for wanting a girl like her. When girls fool around it isn’t gay, it isn’t gay at all. I won’t make you gay, Parker. But I will make you a good little obedient bitch. Can I get a thank you!”

“I . . .”

“All I’m asking you is to touch mine the way you wish you could touch Willy’s."

"But, but … You're a married woman!"

"Technically, perhaps, legally, not so much. But if you want my husband to join us then just say the word.”

Parker shook his head. "No, anything but that."

She tugged on his panties. She said, "Even better. It’s just you, me, and my twelve inches of manliness. Don’t worry, Parker. You’re not being gay letting me take you. You won’t be penetrating a woman either. It’s all pure saintly pleasure we will have. I’ve pegged you as our queen. Let me peg you to prove I made the correct choice."

She dangled that huge erect cock of hers in front of Parker’s face. He heard a snap. She was removing the breast cover of her outfit. Her huge breasts dangled there just out of Parker’s reach. He was never so tempted in his life. Her breasts were forbidden fruit. How, he longed to suck them. How, he longed to have a pair just like them.

She asked, "You’re last chance, Parker. Can you be this platoon’s queen or not?" He knew he had to do it. He had to do it for himself. But most importantly, he needed to do it for the platoon. He nodded his head. He could do it. He knew his bible cover to cover, some day he even planned to read it. Like Job was tested by God, he’d let his ass be tested by Miss Hardbone’s gigantic member. He’d do anything for the platoon. He’d do anything to help save other men from the gay. If the float needed a queen, then he’d be that queen. He’d even be Miss Hardbone's bitch to make it all happen. She added, "Excellent. Now open your mouth and gag on it."

Parker opened wide. Her dick didn’t go in. A pair of moist yellow panties went in. She closed his mouth over them. Then she thrusted a pillow under him. She said, "That gives me a better angle of anal attack."

He felt the cold lube squirt on his bare smooth ass. Then he felt something play at his anal rim. She pulled out his anal plug. She said, "I think I got you nice and stretched these past few weeks. Now comes my reward. The first time always hurts a tad, but you’ll get used to it. Soon, you’ll beg for it to be filled every day. You are going to be such a good girl for me."

He felt hot candle wax pour over his bare bottom. Some spilled onto his dress.  The pain of the hot wax softened the blow for her penetration of his bottom. Her magnificent beast forced its way in. It didn’t get far. Parker’s ass gave it a good fight. Parker bit down hard on those panties. The deeper she penetrated; the deeper Parker wished she went. Every inch was a hard-fought victory. Then his ass yielded to her command. Her monster cock won a great battle. It was all the way in. Her smooth balls slapped against his. It felt so good. Why did it have to feel so good? But it did and he knew he would need to feel this way again.

She said, "You’re so obedient, Parker. The way a good girl should be."

She pulled out and then dribbled hot wax into Parker’s gaping bottom. She said, "Bite down, bitch, for as the Magrogs said to the people of Megiddo, things are about to get a touch hot around your gaped asshole, bitches."

She thrust her toy in deep. Her thighs slapped against Parker’s. There was a lot of strength behind her grinding. She moved in rhythm now. She pounded him with professional precession. Clearly this wasn’t her first time at the rodeo. The pastor must be one lucky man to have a woman like her. Even luckier because she clearly liked to have him. All Parker could do was bite down hard on those yellow panties and enjoy every inch of her manhood.

"Can you feel your secret bitch G-spot?"

Parker could. She was massaging a place that had never been touched before. The anal plug had pressed it, but her magic stick massaged it. Oh how, he needed her to kneed it. Each compression made his loins beg for more. This was better than Willy’s silky soft hands palming his cock. This was who he wanted to be from now on. He knew now he was meant to be her float queen.

"It’s your place in life, Parker. Some men were born to serve women, and some men were born to be the women. Nothing makes a man more alive and heterosexual than to be the girl."

Parker could feel the urge building inside him. He knew he couldn’t last against her constant assault. Her anal magic was too strong for him. He gave way. He spewed delicious love juice into the satin bed sheets. He’d just had his first anal climax, and it was fantastic.

His climax did nothing to stop her. He couldn’t tell her that he’d just delivered his salty good load because of those precious panties stuffed into his mouth. He wanted to shout from the mountain tops how good he felt right now, but instead he’d have to lay there silent, and passive, and let his lover please themselves with his body the way a good girl does. Parker was a good girl. He was such a good girl now. He was going to be the queen of the float. He’d be the most obedient, lovely queen the straight pride parade ever had. She just kept grinding on his bottom as he dreamed about wearing that gown and tiara. Oh, how the other boys in the platoon would be jealous.

He felt her ease up. Then a warm trickle fell on his back. Miss Hardbone was a squirter. Nothing made her squirt more than a real man. She delivered her load all over his back.

"Are you my bitch now?" she asked.

He nodded his head. "Yes, Miss Hardbone, yes!"

“Now go clean yourself up, so we can see how that gown fits.”


Chapter 9

Parade day was upon them. The pastor finalized the uniforms for the marching boys after an exhaustive search. They were all dressed in powder blue miniskirts. Well, mini-kilts if you believed what Miss Hardbone told you. Each boy learned to believe her. She was the truth and the truth sets you free. They also had on white thigh high leggings, ankle-high high-heel cowgirl boots, a button-down white shirt with fringe, and a powder blue cowgirl hat. They also each wore a pink holster with a silver cowboy gun inside. Nothing said you were a man that liked his chicks than an outfit that showed everyone you had a big, polished gun strapped to your waist and weren’t afraid to use it.

Parker had his beauty queen gown on. It was pink and hugged his body like Judas hugged Jesus before ratting him out.  He wore a sash that read, Miss Straight Pride. On his head was a diamond tiara composed of only the finest cubic zirconia.  On his feet were five-inch pink heels that had pretty pink bows on the toes. Some girls claim you can wear too much pink, but those weren’t real girls like Parker. Underneath he had on his male trunks and nipple cover. He wore a padded nipple cover today in order to give his gown extra-curves. Parade judges loved bitches with extra curves at events like this, or so Miss Hardbone had told him. Soon, he’d have nice silicone ones, she assured him.

"You look so lovely, Parker. I’m happy that you’re my queen," Willy said to him.

"You look so fantastic too. You all do," replied Parker.

"Let’s all have a group hug," suggested Willy.

"An excellent idea," added the pastor. "You young men all hug, kiss, and pet each other as I say a prayer."

The boys gathered in a circle. They all hugged. A few pinched Parker’s ass for good luck. He ignored it. He knew he had an ass that could turn gay men straight. Today they were on a mission to do just that. How could any gay man or woman not look at them and not desire them instead of their gay homo-sex? Jesus had willed this day, and it had arrived. Parker teared up.

The pastor said, "Lord, please let my young men here march with pride, incredible straightness, and huge virility. Let the crowd eat them up just like Daniel in the lion’s den. Let those pride spectators of Ls, Gs, Bs, Ts, Qs, and sometimes Y be so, so jealous of real male pride. For as Job said to the Lord, 'how do you likeith me now, bitch?' And it was good."

"Amen," said the platoon.

Willy said to Parker, "The pastor knows so much of the bible it’s like he read it or something."

"I know, right?" replied Parker.

A crack went across Parker’s ass. He loved the stinging pain as only Miss Hardbone’s yardstick could bring. The yardstick she carried under her clothes was much more desirable. Miss Hardbone said, "The prayer is over, bitches. Parker mount our giant penis and get ready to ride it like Jesus rode those two asses into Jerusalem."

Willy whispered to Parker, "Wow, Jesus was extreme!"

"Yeah, I’ll be lucky to be able to ride that huge penis with just one ass," whispered Parker back.

The pastor added, "Thus, as Joseph said to Mary, 'know your role and shut your hole.' Now get into your places, people."

Miss Hardbone then smacked each boy in the ass with her stick and they rushed into place.

As the boys scrambled to get in their marching line in front of the float, Parker climbed the ladder to get into position. Those below him could look straight up his skirt and see his pretty pink thong panties, as he now preferred his male trunks to be called. He wanted them to all look and see the light of the Lord. A glance straight at a truly feminine apple bottom like his might turn a few gay men straight today so let them all watch. He wanted to let Jesus’s love flow all over them and then, maybe lick it up after.

They rolled out their banner advertising the church and held it proudly on display. Then Pastor Krook started up the tractor. Willy led the way. He was dressed as a majorette. He marched in front of the boys tossing his baton to entertain the crowd. Oh how this crowd loved a young man not afraid to toss his baton in public. Parker was sure that no man alive could toss their stick better than Willy could.

Behind Willy came the other boys of the platoon. They were marching with high knee kicks to show off their long smooth legs. They were followed by Miss Hardbone. She was modestly dressed in a string bikini with a sash that read, obey men or suffer. She carried her trusty yardstick and was ready to swat the behind of any boy that got out of step. The pastor came next pulling the float with the tractor.

Parker sat high up on the giant phallus. He gave the crown a demure-half circle wave with his left hand. In his right hand he held a bouquet of red roses. They were as red as his painted ruby lips. His ears sparkled with the earring that Miss Hardbone had given him. Sure, he had to pierce his ears to wear them, but there was no worry about it. He made sure to pierce both his ears so he wouldn’t just pierce the gay one.

The crowd was incredibly receptive. You’d think they’d have jeered their counter pride float, but most went along with the spirit. Parker could peer down at their happy homosexual loving faces. He knew he was making a difference. He was saving them from the wrath of God and eternal damnation. He could feel the straight pride infecting them all. He never felt prouder in his life. He was making a difference in the world.

They stopped in front of the judges’ stand. Miss Hardbone led the boys in a rousing rendition of YMCA. Nothing said I’m a straight man like singing the Village People. Parker waved the whole time as they sang the song. When they were done, they marched off to finish the parade route.

They marched for five miles through the parade route and then it was over. Parker was in the middle of an adrenaline rush. He wanted to march further. He wanted to show more people just how proud he was to be so incredibly not-gay. The world needed to know people like Parker and the boys weren’t freaks. They were normal. They belonged. It was a huge let down not to be able to flaunt it more. The thrill of the parade, why it wasn't long enough. For all their hard work it should have lasted longer.

Miss Hardbone blew a whistle. She shouted, "Lineup, boys!"

The boys scrambled into position. Parker climbed back down. The pastor was nice enough to stand at the bottom of the ladder spotting him. Indeed, he looked up the whole time to make sure Parker didn’t fall. What a great man! Parker then got into line with the other boys.

Miss Hardbone announced, "I have been informed that the judges have awarded us first prize! This huge metal cock trophy is for all of you. I wish I could give it to you all, but you’ll have to settle for getting it one at a time in a private session with me."

The pastor held up the brass trophy of a penis. He said, "God knows, the church couldn’t have shown this much straight pride without all your hard work." The boys all cheered. "I’m proud to say there will be a weenie roast at my house tonight in celebration."

"So, bring your frock, male trunks, and nipple guards and have your weenie roasted by me or the pastor tonight!" added Miss Hardbone.

Willy said to Parker, "That sounds fun."

"Yeah, but I think I might stay here a while longer," said Parker.

"Why?"

"I want to see how our spirit infects the crowd."

"How are you going to do that?" asked Willy.

"From observing more from high up on my penis perch. Up there you can see nearly everything. Come up with me and see for yourself."

"Okay."

Parker led Willy to the top of the float. The main parade was over, but the spirit of the crowd kept going and would continue long into the night.

Willy said, "Wow, you’re right, you can see everything from up here."

"I’m hoping to see it all," said Parker.

"It’s so nice to have finally done it, isn’t it?" said Willy.

"It will be," replied Parker.

"We marched our straight pride in front of all those dykes’ and fags’ faces and they cheered us on. I’ve never felt more righteous in my views!" said Willy.

"I really think we made a difference today and yet …" replied Parker.

Willy took Parker’s hand. He said, "And yet what?"

Parker said, "Did you notice how happy everyone here is?"

"Yes."

"It’s weird. I mean, they’re all going to hell and though we tried our best to save them, many won’t be saved. Still, they’re happy all the same. They cheered us on. They loved us just for who we are. I feel almost ashamed to hate them."

"Me too."

"I think I want to stay a while and enjoy them."

"I wonder why that is?" asked Willy.

"Maybe, just maybe, here at the pride parade they all found a place to belong, and I did too."

"You mean you think you belong with them?" asked Willy.

"No, I think I belong with you. Yes Willy, like us and the platoon, they’ve all found a place they belong and so have we. That can't be all bad, right?"

"I … I don’t know. Will we still dress like the platoon now that this is over?"

“We will, we will, there is no going back. This is who we really are,” assured Parker. "I just know I’m happy now, but I’m always happiest when I’m with you Willy."

"Oh Parker, me too."

Parker blushed. Then he moved closer to Willy. He kissed Willy. On the lips. It was a kiss long in the waiting to happen and finally it had arrived. Then he said, "Thank you."

"Parker, I’m getting that funny feeling down below again."

"I hoped that you would."

"Can you jerk the gay out of me?" asked Willy.

"I’m going to do better than that."

"Better?"

Parker got on his knees. He reached under Willy’s dress. He could see Willy’s manhood raging inside his pretty panties. He could smell Willy’s male sweat that he’d worked up from all his hard marching. No straight boy ever deserved what Parker was planning on giving him more than Willy deserved it. Parker ran his tongue across the outside of Willy’s panties. He played with Willy’s cock through the panties. He then pulled Willy’s panties down. Willy’s cock waved in front of his face. It wasn’t as big as Miss Hardbone’s, but it was all his with no wedding ring attached. He gobbled it down making sure to gag his throat with it.

Willy said, "Parker, this is so … So g … So ga … So good. Don’t stop. Don’t stop until you’ve tasted my pride."

Parker had no intention of stopping. He wanted Willy to unload inside him. He pulled that moistened cock out. He wanted Willy to unload in his mouth, but not yet. Miss Hardbone had taught him well. His ass ached for Willy’s cock. He wanted another girl in him. He wanted a girl like Willy. Willy was such a good girl. He was pretty, feminine, and loaded down below. Parker bent over. He said, "Put it inside me."

Willy hesitated. He said, "But …"

"Yes, get in my panty covered butt immediately.”

"I’ve dreamed of this moment. Yet I feared it," said Willy.

"No fears anymore, only pride! That’s what the pride parade is all about," said Parker.

Willy rode up Parker’s gown. He pushed Parker’s panties to the side. He pulled Parker’s anal plug out. Parker’s saliva made the perfect lube for his cock. Willy eased his cockhead in. Parker was so stretched out; Willy went in with ease.

Willy asked, "Does it hurt?"

"Yes but hurt me more. Hurt me all the way. On top of our float, we’ve built to celebrate young men everywhere just like us make me your queen. Together we can be two young men not afraid of how straight they are. We're so straight we can satisfy each other dressed like hot chicks and only be straighter afterwards. So, sink your pink, sink it deep!"

"Gladly!"

The float swayed in rhythm as Willy tapped Parker's begging bottom. Below them the festive music of the pride parade played. The Ls, Gs, Bs, Ts, Qs, and sometimes Y danced and played. Willy’s probing hunter excited an inner fire in Parker. Parker was already hard. His loins were starting to reach the boiling point. Miss Hardbone had trained him to have an anal orgasm. The ones she gave him were good, but they lacked love. Willy’s love for him made this the best orgasm he ever felt. He knew one was coming. It unloaded itself into his pretty panties.

It wasn’t long before Willy shouted, "I’m going to cum!"

"Not yet, my dear. Not yet."

Willy pulled out. Parker got on his knees. He opened his mouth wide. Willy put his member in. Parker could taste his own ass taint still clinging to it. It tasted like male freedom. Willy unloaded into Parker’s mouth.

Parker stood up. They exchanged deep kisses. They passed Willy’s load between their hungry mouths, then mutually swallowed. Willy said, "Oh, Parker, I can’t wait until next year’s parade."

"There’s no need to wait. Every day could be pride day if we wanted it too."

"Really?"

"Yup. Look at everyone around us. Do you think they wait to do this once a year?"

"But they’re gay. I don’t want to be…"

"Me neither. I want to just be. As God made me, I’m going to just be. Miss Hardbone would expect nothing less of us."

"Yes, Parker, yes."

Willy held him close. He could feel his warm body against his as the sun started to set. Yes, with the pride they now had shared, he was certain pride day was all year round for the two of them. It was so nice to finally find someone to belong to. Someone that understood the real him. And of course, he started having visions of next year’s float. It would be grander, pretty, and oh so much gayer.
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