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Amanda Hawkinspress gang: an absurdity
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Shane Pressman was relaxing in bed one morning, having just slapped his alarm

clock upside the head—not yet fully admitting to himself that it was time to get

up—when the door to his bedroom burst open and four men rushed in. They were

wearing camouflage uniforms with mottled khaki coloring. They seized Shane,

whipping his sheets off the bed and hauling the diminutive forty-five-year-old to

his feet. “W-what’s going on here?” he sputtered, blinking the grit from his eyes.

The men looked military through and through. Four grim expressions suggested

that they weren’t here to fool around. “You just joined up, pal,” one of them said,

half-snarling the words.

Another said, “You’re a jarhead now. Welcome to the team.”

Shane looked from one tight-lipped visage to another. “W-whaddya mean?”

“The Marines, dude. The few, the proud, the ‘won’t take no for an answer’.”

Shane gasped. “Marines? You mean, the US Marines?”

One of the men snickered. “Catches on real fast, he does.”

“But—what could you possibly want with me?”

“We need a few good men.” The man sucked on his teeth. “Don’t ask me why, but

some pencil pusher figured you’d fit the bill.”

“But—what are you even doing here? This is Canada. I’m Canadian.”

Harsh laughter. “Can ya beat that, Lenny?” One man slapped another on the back.

“These guys’ll say any damn thing to get the hell outta Dodge!”

“Gotta give the dude cred,” the slappee muttered. “That’s a new one on me.”

Shane twisted in their grasp. “But this really is Canada—Abbotsford, Canada! I’m

not kidding. I was born in a place called Moose Jaw—in Saskatchewan.”

Someone shook him. “Give it up, dude. We ain’t buyin’ your little act.”

“No, I’m serious! You’ve got the wrong guy.”

Another half-snarl: “Listen up, pantywaist. Marines do not ever ‘got the wrong

guy’. We got you, so you’re our guy. Case closed.”

“But… this really is Canada. Uhm… hockey? Wayne Gretzky?”

“Oh yeah? When’s the last time ‘Canada’ won that Stanley thing, huh?” More

laughter. Then: “C’mon boys, let’s get this dweeb cleaned up.”
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Two of the men deftly stripped the pajamas from Shane’s body—they’d obviously

done this before—and marched him into the bathroom. He was made to kneel and

lean over the bathtub. Two men held him still while a third shaved his head.

“This can’t be happening,” Shane whispered to himself.

The shaver didn’t miss a beat. “Oh, it be happening all right. Try not to take it all

personal-like. It’s somethin’ all you maggots hafta go through.”

They stood Shane upright and prodded him into the tub. Somebody handed him an

oversized tube of military-grade hair removal cream. “Spread it,” he was told, “all

over your friggin’ body.”

Shane stared at the tube. “Is this a joke?” He looked at the four impassive faces for

some sign that it was.

“No joke,” one of them said. “Slap it on, use it all up—mind you don’t get any in

your eyes; that would be bad—then stand at ease for fifteen minutes. When we

give ya the word, run the shower and wash yourself.”

One man clenched and unclenched his fists. Shane rolled his eyes, uncapped the

tube and got busy spreading. “Dunno why the US Marines could possibly want

me to be completely hairless, but—whatever.”

“Listen up, dumbass,” one of the others said. “You know what the word ‘marine’

means, don’t you? It means water. And if you ever hafta move through water, ya

know what slows you down? Hair, that’s what. You ever see hair on a seal? Or an

eel? Or a hairy shark?” His mates guffawed.

“But—you guys aren’t hairless.” Far from it: all four men had stubbly beards and

unkempt shoulder-length hair, as well as hairy forearms.

“Hey, we earned this hair fair and square. Stick with the program long enough and

you can grow whatever you damn well please.” The man grinned. “Right up until

you get called to active duty, that is. Then you shave your goddamn body, top to

bottom, grab your gear and go.”

An uncomfortable silence descended. Shane stared down at the drain, wondering

how a bunch of Americans managed to cross the border—as a military press gang,

rather than civilians—much less invaded his condo without setting off the alarm.

Meanwhile, the four Marines looked everywhere but at him. One man periodically

checked his watch. Finally, he was ordered to rinse himself.

Glumly, Shane watched his body hair swirl down the drain. There wasn’t a whole

lot, but even so—it made him feel even nakeder, if that was possible. He used the

towel given him, then stepped out of the bathtub. He’d never felt more vulnerable,

standing there bare naked between four large, fully-dressed younger men.
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One of the men handed him a flesh-toned undergarment. Shane turned it over in

his hands and exclaimed, “What the hell is this?”

“Vagina panty.” No further explanation was forthcoming.

“You want me to wear this thing?” He shook his head. “I don’t get it.”

“Actually, you do.” All four men tittered. “You’ve heard of hazing, haven’t you?

This is just our playful way of welcoming you to the service.”

“We all had to do it,” another man said. “Well, not this specifically. Me, I had to

dress up as a squirrel and forage for nuts—if ya catch my drift.” More guffaws.

Shane decided he didn’t have much choice. He stepped in and pulled the garment

up over his hips, after stuffing his manhood into the tube provided. The slit that

suddenly appeared between his legs, with its neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair,

was beyond embarrassing. It felt like he’d been neutered.

The panty had emerged from a small duffel bag one of the men set on the counter.

Now it yielded a pair of flesh-like half-hemispheres, along with a tube of military-

issue surgical adhesive. Shane’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my god—you can’t be

serious!” They were. Two minutes later a pair of decent-sized breasts rode high on

his chest. Two of the men held them in place; one hand covering the breast form,

the other pressed firmly against his back. “Why?” Shane squealed. “What possible

interest could the Marines have, to make me look like a woman? Besides which,”

he added, “I’m forty-five years old, you know. Practically middle-aged. Shouldn’t

you be going after younger guys for this sort of thing?”

Scattered laughter. “Give it up already, dude. We have it on good authority that

you, my friend, just turned twenty-two last week.”

“Are you nuts? My birthday is in December! Do I look twenty-two to you?”

A shrug. “Too much Jack Daniel’s, too many late nights playin’ Call to Arms.

Don’t worry, we’ll whip ya into shape before you know it. Us and boot camp.”

The man handed him a retro-style girdle in white spandex.

Shane accepted it, staring at the item in dismay. It was a full-length foundation

garment with an open bottom and dangling garters. Jesus, what next? Swallowing

what remained of his pride, he stepped in and drew the thing up until it enveloped

his entire torso. One man helped settle his nascent breasts in the cups and slipped

the straps over his shoulders. What came next was stockings.

Shane sat on the edge of the tub and drew the sheer, flesh-toned hose over his legs,

fumbling with the garters until all six were secured. He was then frog-marched

back to his bedroom, pushed onto his bed and told to lie flat on his back. He feared

the worst. The man called Lenny opened what turned out to be a field makeup kit



~ 4 ~

and set to work on Shane’s face.

“Relax, kid,” Lenny said. “This won’t 

take long.” It didn’t; after thinning his 

eyebrows, the makeover was brief. A 

layer of foundation, a bit of contouring, 

some blush, eye- and lip-liner, mascara 

and a blood-red lipstick. Curiously, the 

man had an aptitude with cosmetics 

that suggested he’d done this before, 

perhaps many times. But to who?

“I really don’t see the point of this,” 

Shane moaned, when it was done.

“Look at it this way. When we

take you outta here, would you

rather your neighbors see a dude 

dressed up as a woman, or an

actual lady who happens to be

stepping out with four good-

looking guys? Your choice.”

A moment later, one of the other 

men arrived with a wavy brunette

wig. Shane groaned. “Oh man, 

I should’ve seen that coming.”

A few daubs of the military-grade

adhesive served to attach the long

wig to his scalp. One man held it 

in place while the glue set. When 

they were finished, Shane stood

up and pawed at the thick mane

of hair that now swept over his 

shoulders and halfway down his

back. “Is that it? Are we done?”

“Not quite,” the man in charge

of the wig said. “There’s still

your new outfit.” He dug into

the duffel bag and came up with

a long pink slip, a pink cocktail

dress and a pair of pink pumps.
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Somebody’s cell phone buzzed. The

man who answered barked “What?”

then listened intently. “You gotta be

kidding me… Yeah… Yeah? Okay,

get the hell outta there. Copy that.”

He turned to his mates. “You ain’t

gonna believe this—the dude was

right: this really is Canada. Also,

he really is forty-five, go figure.”

“Holy crap! So we dolled this guy

up for nothing?” Lenny shook his

head sadly. “Which way’s home?”

“About twenty miles due south—

thataway.” He pointed. “C’mon,

let’s get packed. We gotta scoot.”

Shane stared as the men grabbed

their gear and headed for the door.

Lenny hung back. “I’ll leave the

clothing,” he said. “You’re gonna

need it.” Quietly he added: “Listen.

The real press gang is on its way.

You got about fifteen minutes to

get the hell outta here, unless you

think spending the next few years

on your back in a Mexican brothel

would be a kickass life choice.

The US military does not own

up to its mistakes, my friend.

They just bury them. Deep.”

Shane hugged his now-feminine

torso. “Oh my god… What am I

s’posed to do? Where can I go?”

Lenny scrawled something on a

scrap of paper. “I got a cousin up

here; I’ll text him. He lives alone

and he owes me one. Go there and

lay low for two-three months. The

press gang will give up by then.”
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Shane went pale. “Two or three months? You want me to stay like this for—?”

“They don’t know what you look like, now. And you’ll be living under a different

name.” Lenny prodded him. “Go on—pick one. I need to tell my cousin.”

“A new name? You mean—a girl’s name?”

“Yes, a girl’s name! That’s what you are for the foreseeable future. C’mon, step on

it! If my buddies come back, you are done.”

Shane clutched at his hair. “Uhm… Sheila? Sheila Pressman?”

“Yeah, that’ll do. I’ll tell my cuz you’re coming.” He darted toward the door.

“Remember what I said: fifteen minutes. If you’re still here, you’ll be a ‘working

girl’ this time tomorrow.” With that dire warning, Lenny was gone.

Sheila took a moment to control her breathing, then got busy. She pulled on the

satin slip and let it slither the length of her body, then unzipped the dress and

stepped inside. It was blush pink with a metallic sheen, and included a scoop

neckline, three-quarter sleeves and a knee-length swing skirt—probably the most

feminine getup she’d ever seen. The shoes were peep-toe sandals with ankle

straps and three-inch stiletto heels. She tightened the straps, threw wallet, phone

and other sundries into the purse she’d been given, then minced for the door.

Sheila was halfway down the block in her little red Fiesta when a brand new black

SUV passed her going the other way—fast. She shuddered, realizing just how

narrow her escape had been. She quickly turned a corner, then another, putting as

much distance between herself and a press gang intent on covering up the mistake

some higher-up had made. Only then did she check the address she’d been given.

It was in Duncan, over on Vancouver Island, which meant she’d have to take the

ferry. At least, she reflected, that would give Lenny plenty of time to call his

cousin. Hopefully the favor he was owed was a freaking big one.

~

The man’s name was Theodore; pushing fifty but still fit, quirky sense of humor,

and more than happy to take into his home a slightly younger man who absolutely

had to dress and pretend to be a woman for the next few months. In fact, he was

thrilled. “Always had a bit of a ‘thing’ for gals like you,” he said with a sly wink.

That, and the fact that he insisted on treating her more like a woman he was dating

than a house guest, made Sheila wonder just how accidental her feminization had

been. However, she was in no position to argue so she went along with it.

Two weeks later they had sex for the first time. Two months later she sold her

condo and moved in. Two years later, following a legal name change and surgery,

they were married. And the rest, as the saying goes, was happily ever after.  


