
        
            
                
            
        

    
 ARMY GAMES

…were never like this!

By

Tiggy Mills

Published by Tantalus-Press  2015


33 87 12 06 15

Copyright©Tiggy Mills

Tiggy Mills has asserted her right under the Copyright and Designs Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work.

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with

Thank you for respecting the author’s hard work.

First published on Amazon Kindle Direct in 2015

This ebook is a work of fiction. All names, business organisations, places and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. The author’s use of any actual persons (living or dead), places and characters is not intended to change the entirely fictional character of this work, or to disparage any person or any company or its products or services. 

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re- sold or given away to other people.


Fleur and I had been married less than a year; we were still both under 20 and had watched the developing world around us with growing anxiety and trepidation.

It seemed that a war between north and south or east and west or any combination of the two was imminent; there were no countries anymore but 4 main continents and single men and many single women - as there was now a fully mixed gender Army with modern warfare and weaponry - were already serving and there were now even adverts for married couples to join up.

My wife had always wanted to be a pilot; she had received some training in light planes as a young girl but did not have the funds to continue and get a proper licence.

However as always there was so much competition for flying the new jets and only the elite from the initial training schools got even a chance to go through to the air-force base camp.

I had thought seriously about us enlisting as there was no business or prospects near where we lived and there was just a day to day struggle to simply exist; one evening in our large bed my wife handed me the information she had printed from the Army website and whispered almost in resignation.

“We can sign up if you want, Leigh…but examine this information properly … because there are some strange clauses written…”

She read them to me almost silently.

“…There is a 4 week trial…mixed sex barracks…and…”

Her voice dropped almost to an inaudible pitch.

“…It says couples must have no children and marital relationships will be ignored… all soldiers will be treated separately and as individuals and singles…”

I nodded in understanding and explained the reason to her.

“They will want everyone as alone or separated… for the unity of the service.”

Fleur gasped however as she continued to discuss her concerns.

“They want the women or wives to be injected with a new contraceptive potion…”

It all sounded quite straightforward or reasonable to me and I smiled in comprehension.

“Of course, testosterone driven men and young girls in close vicinity…is going to cause some situations…”

I laughed dryly.

“…Not everyone can be a, Lady like you, Fleur!”

Her pale eyes stared at me very concernedly.

“It sounds like you want us to do this, Leigh?”

The top part of me shrugged while I mused about our hopeless and empty life; all we had was bad accommodation, a scarce or irregular income and the prospect of good food, exercise, regular money and free living space undoubtedly sounded like a wonderful bargain as I responded.

“I’m not sure… maybe we should go for an interview…if only to see if we are eligible?”

My wife shook her head however, most insistently.

“I don’t think so, Darling…I’ll be in a small room with lots of men no doubt ogling or leering at me…I wouldn’t be comfortable…”

Her perfect face flushed.

“…And you know I’ve only been with you!”

Fleur was sweet and innocent but as she knew, I was the one with the experience, had been with another girl before we were wed and therefore felt I had a little more worldly wisdom as I did my best to explain to her about life.

“It’s not like that, Fleur…this would be the Army…professional.”

My partner was not convinced at all and was instantly dismissive.  

“Forget it, Leigh…I’m not going to some crummy, crabby base and take my clothes off around other dumb guys…however bad it gets.”

Her body turned away as her mind seemed to switch off while my own brain unfortunately meandered into the sullied fantasy of her stripping in front of a group of other men and young women.

Fleur was a slender but large breasted, blonde-haired beauty and it strangely intrigued or even excited me that other less fortunate males could perhaps look and lust after her, but that she would still belong only to me.

It was indeed an exquisite and delicious thought that I could have such control and authority over her.

It seemed by fate or law I was Fleur’s master and husband; only I could fuck her and I had for the months since we had been married and undoubtedly we had a truly extraordinary and regular intimate life.

As my head dozed in my sleazy dream I recalled how I very much liked to get over her slim form and plump, rounded breasts as much as I could, then stick my hard, little cock in her slender, slippery pussy then rut and fuck her.

My Girl was undeniably exciting and perhaps because of this, I sometimes came a little too quickly, but I could always tell that she adored our lovemaking as each and every weekend she was always so willing and enthusiastic.

As further furtive, unsettling thoughts of her being admired ran in my heated head I was unusually hard and rubbed my stubby erection against the knickers covering her bottom under her T shirt; I muttered and whispered darkly.

“Can I come against you?”

I heard her sigh in unfathomable emotion; she was often difficult for me to read but I think it was eagerness or enthusiasm?

“OK…hurry up…I’m tired.”

The tip of my penis pressed against the smooth, sensual cotton; as always the sensation of her panty material thrilled me, causing my mind to spin with the images of army barracks and the lustful, envious men that would see her as I grumbled into the blackness almost silently.

“Oh, Fleur…they can look and admire you…want to touch you…have you…but they can’t… fuck… fuck … fuck…!”

I grunted and exhaled in rapid relief as some man-juice spurted from my penis and, as my mind seemed to flood in bright, happy colours I was definitely done and exceedingly contented, but my wife was demonstrably not as she spoke softly but with a definite trace of sarcasm.

“Fine…fine, Leigh can I rest now?”

I just whimpered, murmured and could not understand her disquiet or irritation with me that seemed to be surfacing ever more frequently in our marital relationship nowadays.

“Sure, Darling…love you!”

Fleur must have been extremely weary because she did not have the courtesy to reply and soon we were asleep; well to be precise and truthful… I was anyway!

Life went on; the world became ever more noticeably dangerous and although I constantly intimated or suggested we should definitely go for the Army life, my wife continued to disappoint or frustrate me by her refusal to even consider such a clever and ingenious idea.

Then destiny intervened, as so often happens, and matters came to a fateful head.

I lost my poorly paid, local job and it was only when Fleur saw the bills piling up on our table like heavy weights come to burden us, that she finally, thankfully agreed to go for an initial, innocuous meeting and interview at the recruiting centre about a couple of miles away.

We rang them, filled in some paperwork when we arrived, and then, after a brief medical we were interviewed by an attractive, smartly dressed woman, with fair, tied up dark hair, in a sand coloured uniform.

It was a jacket, shirt and tie and a medium length, pencil skirt with tan tights and plain, black, shiny shoes.

She shuffled some papers and then addressed us both purposefully.

“OK, Fleur and Leigh…as you know there is a real risk and possibility of war at any moment so we are trying to increase our fighting capacity and to be progressive and modern in the forces…”

She sighed as if perhaps she privately disagreed with this new innovation.

“…The Top Brass are organising mixed-gender platoons; they will be part of a 3 to 6 platoon company…”

Her lips were taut and tight as she then loudly drew her bated breath.

“…As you know if you are accepted then you will join the same platoon but will not be recognised as man and wife anymore… you’ll be…”

Her plump lips curled into a dry smile suddenly.

“…Army!”

I nodded immediately and confidently as if in comprehension and understood completely or so I thought; of course, this was war and I reiterated her comments back to her. 

“So we will just be treated as individuals?”

Her apparent hidden humour then evolved into a more obvious laugh.

“No, Leigh…this rule is in case, Fleur wants to fuck someone…or someone wants to fuck her…the men in the squads obviously need sex and it is better for everyone if it comes from within the group…!”

I was utterly dumbstruck by her specific, outrageous explanation as she continued with even more destabilizing and disturbing detail.

“…It’s a natural desire for all young people so she needs to be free to do so…or…”

Her gaze was somewhat incredulous. 

“…Even you as well!”

My wife gasped in sheer horror and disbelief.

“I’m not like that…I can’t…can’t!”

Out interrogator simply drew back her shapely shoulders and snapped her file abruptly shut.

“Then leave…we have lots and lots of poor, young couples that want a chance of this employment…it’s only a brief, transient interruption to your life together…4 weeks if you don’t get through…but…”

She placed her palms together as if in prayer.

“…If you do then there are many opportunities for the right candidates…”

Her dark eyes stared intently at Fleur.

“…Even the air-force…”

Then directly....at me.

“…Many opportunities but it’s up to you...”

My wife and I were outraged even stunned momentarily; we just sat like statues and listened.

“…If you wish to be considered then we need nude videos of you both as you will naked around the opposite sex all the time.”

Her voice chuckled dryly.

“…Propriety or reticence in this modern Army is not an option…you have to muck in to be part of even the lowest hierarchy.”

Fleur weakly mumbled up a feeble question.

“Are we forced to have sex?”

The woman interviewing us seemed almost shocked at such a reasonable query.

“No, Young Lady but…if the senior more successful members of the group have a need then you are…”

The interviewer stopped as if searching for a suitable word or phrase to explain.

“…Obliged…to play your part in the group…be a squad and a team member and player…”

She sighed and then simpered as if this was all mundane and ordinary; perhaps it was and we were just completely out of touch

“…That’s the idea…self contained, work together…no outside, cheap, diseased women of the night…the men and women help each other as adults…”

Her smile was false but weirdly reassuringly

“…We have to throw away emotions and look upon it as a physical necessity which it is for many of the company…both girls and boys…we all have sexual needs and there will be a place for everyone…in today’s forces…”

There was a look of real distress and trauma on my wife’s sweet face as the woman spoke firmly and soothingly to her.

“…If you are fearful then…don’t do it, Fleur if you are troubled…we are looking for the bravest and most courageous men and woman in all things…”

Her lips twisted in my direction.

“Your husband has the right idea…and I am sure he would be happy to see you fucked…?”

I tried not to wilt under her intrusive gaze.

“…If it was for the greater good of the platoon and the force!”

I blinked, nodded and felt my cock swell but hoped no one noticed such an outrageous, depraved, reflexive and degenerate impulse.

Eventually Fleur and I left feeling confused and bemused and hardly spoke at all on the drive home where night was quickly falling. 

The woman officer had told me to send her the videos of us both fully naked as confirmation of our full acceptance of the terms which we had signed subject to these personal and unacceptable pictures.

If we did not take them, we would not be contacted again unless there was a draft - which unfortunately seemed more and more likely - then we would have to do as we were ordered and who knows where we would end up?

Fleur made some quick food in the microwave and after opening some beer we eventually spoke; she did first as if she had something specific to say.

“Don’t make me do this, Leigh.”

My pale spheres glared then stared at her and tried to persuade or convince her.

“It’s just for 4 weeks and we probably won’t get through the basic training anyway!”

I knew that we were fairly fit and active but was also aware that real Army life and training was different and my wife’s blue eyes glistened and showed her concern.

“But other men, Leigh…might want to… fuck me?”

I flushed and tried to look nonchalant or untroubled at such a disturbing and degenerate prospect.

“I’m sure the woman today was just joking and trying to put us off…maybe her friends wanted the places available?”

Fleur took my hand in hers and gripped the skin tightly.

“Are you sure, Leigh?”

My head nodded in my stupidity.

“I am convinced it will be the best thing for us, Darling!”

To my true joy at the time my wife finally sighed in resignation.

“Fuck, fuck OK…but I’m not happy, Leigh…not happy at all!”

I smiled and squeezed her tender skin lovingly in my delight.

“It will be fine…fine…trust me…and it will just for a few weeks!”

We showered and when clean I purposely handed her my cell phone; Fleur took a quick video of my naked form including my genitals and I stood proudly as I wanted them to see I was not reticent or unduly bashful about such natural matters. 

In all truth I knew I was not that well endowed but not many guys were in my limited experience, and I was lean and quite toned.

Then I picked up the device and drew the camera piece on the phone to my eye as my wife slipped off her towel and posed suddenly with her back to me and joked slyly or even provocatively into the lens.

“You want me like this…?”

Her body turned then span the other and opposite way.

“...Maybe like this…?”

To my surprise she suddenly stood with her hands on her hips showing off her substantial, firm breasts and pushed out her thick, blonde bush of pubic hair as she spat at me almost angrily. 

“…Or this…Leigh…take a good intimate close up of my pretty pussy so everyone can see it quite clearly…!”

Immediately my fingers pressed the zoom to provide more detail of her sweet mound and luscious, sexual lips until she snarled in unexpected temper.

“…I was only playing about and being funny, Leigh…fuck you are so perverted sometimes!”

When we reached our bed I was disturbingly aroused and uncomfortably hard causing me to mount her quickly then begin to press my erection in her warm, tight walls as I gasped in tension.

“Your pussy is mine!”

Her legs went to wrap around my hips and back but by then I had already come on the third or fourth stroke and she moaned in obvious irritation and frustration; she was forever so unreasonable when it came to copulation and sex but I forgave her bad attitude and irrationality as always.

Once more I was the first to descend instantly into sleep and in the morning when Fleur reconfirmed our stated, decided intention to sign up, I sent off the video and received a call a couple of days later to go back for some further medical tests and the contraceptive shots for my wife.

It seemed that if we were fully healthy and clear of all disease then we would be attending the month long initiation and course a few days later.

Locally the work situation was becoming ever worse as my wife had been given notice as well and we were on tenterhooks for days until thankfully the call came through Friday evening and we had to be at the nearby boot camp about 100 miles away on Sunday night before 8p.m.

It seemed that we had no choice and in many ways, given the financial troubles coming into our world like hungry rats to feed and gnaw at us, Fleur seemed almost relieved that at least we would have a roof over our heads for a few weeks and finally earn some much needed money.

Army pay was surprisingly good and jointly it would give us a small buffer for a while in case things did not work out.

I was positive but the reality of what we were undertaking was suddenly dawning on me; it was undeniably daunting and in all honesty I was more than a little anxious or understandably nervous.

On Saturday night, Fleur and I went out for dinner as a special treat and after spoiling ourselves, returned home and made tender, passionate love. 

Well I did anyway as I was very overcome by assorted strange and troubling thoughts and when I had swiftly finished my ejaculation my wife spoke to me curtly with an increasingly familiar irritation and edge to her tone.  

“You seem overly excited, Leigh you need to be calmer... especially now.”

I was confused suddenly as if I was not too clever.

“Why?”

She closed her eyes and exhaled slowly.

“We’re going to be around so many new people…once we are there I won’t be your wife anymore…we’ll be just, Army!”

I swallowed hard as I had tried not to dwell on such a troublesome, worrisome fact.

“But you’ll still be my, Fleur?”

She smiled warmly as if she was still my wife but a seed of concern had already been planted and it was beginning to take root in my mercurial head.

“Of course but we have to play our parts as expected…so you need to relax and be settled, Darling… I can see there might be a few sticky moments for us!”

My breath whispered pathetically. 

“We’ll still love each other?”

Fleur nodded enthusiastically and in reassurance.

“Of course, Darling…but once we start then I will of course want to do my best to get through the basic training and have a chance at flying school… so I will be very focussed and determined and try to fit in.

It was my turn to nod in agreement.

“As I will…I want to be the best of the best!”

Fleur gazed at me cautiously and with hidden thought then smiled.

“Of course, Leigh…let me go and wash myself…you do leave a little, slimy, mess behind you, Darling…”

She laughed dryly as if she was relishing her sarcasm.

“…Can’t you clean up occasionally?”

I had unfortunately, prematurely come over her sexual mound and soft, flaxen, pubic down in the eagerness and enthusiasm of my lovemaking but this enactment or result was not that unusual for me.

Sometimes I did feel a little guilty but it seemed that my wife was unaffected overall and understood me, as always.

We slept and spent the following day putting our small, rented home into mothballs; it was not hard as there was not much there or many items to organise.

Our parents seemed pleased we were going as it gave us a much needed purpose and focus and perhaps they felt that we could earn enough money to pay off the loans they had supplied over the last year.

We wore jeans and check shirts for our trip and trek to the base and one of my best buddies drove us over; we arrived at 6p.m exactly with just two, small, travel bags that enclosed our meagre, insignificant worlds.

As we stood outside the gates of the imposing, enormous camp I turned to my wife suddenly and muttered agitatedly and with growing, cloying fear.

“We can still change our minds?”

Fleur smiled wryly and shook her lovely, long hair.

“No, Leigh we’re Army now…signed and sealed…we have no choice…come on it’s only for a month…we’ll be fine!”

My mind was now frantic and panicking.

“Do you love me?”

She smiled sweetly and with feeling.

“Of course…anything I have to do will not alter how I feel about you, Leigh…now no more chatting or we’ll be on report before we’ve started!”

In a few minutes we had entered the camp and were standing before a pretty, older woman with tied up, fair hair who was wearing a sand-coloured uniform with a white shirt and slim, black tie. 

To my surprise it turned out that she was the Lieutenant of the platoon and her icy green eyes observed us up and down coolly before she spoke.

“Privates Leigh and Fleur Kline…married…”

Her lips turned upwards in scorn and almost contempt.

“…But not here…”

Then this daunting, female officer turned her focus directly to my wife.

“…You will be Private Kline and your husband will be Private Bright!”

I gasped at her without thinking.

“Why the change in names?”

Her dark globes seemed to burn me.

“You address me, Lieutenant Arnold, your senior officer as, Sir… Bright …understand?”

I shivered and shook.

“Sorry, Sir…why the change in names, Sir?”

She smiled suddenly as if gaining pleasure about what she was about to reveal.

“Because the Alpha Males…are going to be trying to nail your wife…”

Her voice sighed as if she was explained the patently obvious given that Fleur was such a knockout!

“…If they know you’re her husband then they will take ever more pride and pleasure in doing it right in front of your nose…so don’t let on…what your relationship is… and it will be easier for you.”

Instantly this new experience was becoming worryingly real.

“But…but, Sir…I thought…thought…”

Lieutenant Arnold then snarled like a prettied-up junk-yard dog.

“You’re in the Army now, Bright…no one’s going to hold your hand…if you want to protect your woman...then be the Alpha male…or…”

Her eyes leered at Fleur like green lasers.

“…Your wife is fair game as all the young men and women are here…for the good of the platoon and the service…”

Her lips were dry and droll and she chuckled at my partner.

“…How do you feel about that, Private Kline?”

To my shock my spouse jumped to attention and saluted briskly and sharply as she replied.

“Yes, Sir…fine, Sir!”

The officer smiled in satisfaction and gratification.

“Good attitude, Kline…as you know this is an army experiment …so no one is forced to oblige the opposite sex but…”

Her shoulders relaxed slightly; only the lightest, faintest amount.

“…We are all there to help and co-operate …so be sure to…or you will be dismissed from the course and will receive no payment…”

Her good humour quickly returned like spring water after the winter freeze.

“…I would not try to be difficult…we are all adults…so give this life all you have to offer…it will be worth it…!”

Her back returned to an iron washboard once more.

“…OK…off you go, Petty Officer, Watkins is waiting…he will show you to the barracks…so collect your gear from stores and go…Dismissed.”

We both saluted together and responded in unison.

“Yes, Sir.”

On that combined retort we exited the room and a large, muscular, black male in battle fatigues led us to an open hatch with provisions sign above.

A soldier provided us with our green uniforms and underwear and we carried them in our arms along with our bags over our shoulders, until we entered a large, oblong room with bunk beds laid out neatly in rows all being busily occupied by young men and women that had obviously just arrived.

It was like the mayhem in the private, boarding school I had never attended but had seen films about!

Our guide then stopped and spoke sharply.

“Privates Kline and Bright…find your places…”

He smiled at Fleur with unsettling, primal purpose and intention.

“…You have good form, Kline…I will see you soon perhaps…do well for Sergeant Curtain…she will be training you.”

He pointed to a giantess of a woman who was in army camouflage trousers and a tight green sports bra; she was incredibly powerful and muscularly well defined with her short, blonde hair tied into a small, tidy, resplendent, pony tail and had a real air and aura of authority about her.

Fleur and I found an empty double bunk, one on top of the other and my wife murmured to me under her breath

“Best we’re separated, Darling; remember what we were told about not looking like we are married!”

I shook my head purposefully; I wanted my woman where I could keep a close and protective eye on her.

“No this will be fine…no one will know…trust me!”

She shrugged in acceptance of my hopes and wishes then took my bag and clothing off the lower bunk then placed it on the top.

“OK, but I want the bottom, Bright…remember…”

Her voice hissed at me in warning.

“…We don’t know each other!”

I winked and chuckled at her feeble attempt to play this foolish game.

“OK, Kline…I understand.”

But in retrospective truth at that point in time and experience of this uncertain, Army life, I hardly understood anything at all!  

Other people continued to arrive until I counted 18 bodies in all, and to my private glee there were 12 girls and only 6 men, including me and I was utterly thrilled; this was going to be far easier than I expected!

It figured that most men were already in the forces and perhaps that explained that the newer recruits would be mainly female; but that was just better for me as I would have my way with some of them, in line with what was expected, and obviously excel at all things against the fairer, weaker sex.

What choice did I seemingly have, given what had been explained about the habits and needs of a male in the Army; obviously I just hoped that Fleur would understand and forgive me for any impropriety. 

Suddenly the tall, Amazonian sergeant called out in a stern, terrifying yell.

“OK, Ladies…now you’re all here lets get your Fannies outside and let us see who’s fit…for this life…!”

Just in our normal clothes we were soon embarked on a winding run through the grounds and hills that surrounded us and I quickly realised that although I had thought my body was toned and in shape, as the miles went by I was unfortunately with the stragglers at the very back.

When we eventually returned to the barracks I was almost dead-last with another man who was wheezing in pain while Sergeant Curtain scowled down at us from her lofty height as we reached the bottom of the cold, rising, concrete steps.

“…You’ve been outrun by all the girls you pathetic pair of Fags…take your clothes off here and rest alongside the showers for your turn…the winning nine get the first wash…you Ladies have to wait and watch until they’ve finished…”

Her laugh was cackling evil.

“…The strongest get…the rewards….so you’ve all got to get better, Ladies…!”

We removed all our sweaty, soaked covering until we were stark naked then carried them into the changing rooms and then stood with seven, young, waiting women in various shapes and forms dithering in their malodorous perspiration and the discomfort of being so exposed and vulnerable.   

As I waited and stepped from foot to foot trying not to notice all the nude, female forms around me I did observe Fleur laughing somewhat nervously in the steaming, heated water. 

My eyes peered then looked on and saw more closely how she was washing her hair in between four other nubile, lithe, uncovered women alongside four, steely, sturdy, muscular men with the most rugged and impressively formed, male bodies I had ever seen. 

I could see that there was a certain amount of playful tomfoolery and touching but it seemed fairly innocuous but still concerning for me obviously, given that my wife was at the centre of this huddle of soaking flesh.

However I had no time to dwell on anything as I then heard the horrible Sergeant rant again fiercely.

“…Come tomorrow…the lead performers can request some physical service from someone that he or she has beaten that day…”

She laughed as if this was funny.

“…So it will give you all an incentive to improve….”

Her words lingered in the air like sharp daggers waiting to cut us with concerns of what was to come but then her further ferocious bark was heard once more.

“… OK…first squad finish off… and out!”

Fleur grabbed a nearby towel and ran from of the water along with the other so called winners and suddenly I was in the row of smeared, white tiles and silver shower heads with warm water making me feel instantly cleaner and better.

A small, black girl suddenly passed me a shapely bottle of green liquid.

“Rub it in my hair please…what’s your name?”

I took the slimy goo and poured it into her thick, curly, black head as I replied,

“Leigh…what’s yours?”

She used her fingers to bring the slippery soap into a lather then smiled.

“Thanks, Leigh…I’m Violet…”

Before I realised she had put a dollop on my own fair strands and squealed as she did so when she glanced down and suddenly noticed my penis.    

“…Oh, Leigh…aren’t you cute…!”

Outrageously she then took my tiny flesh in her fingers and to my horror it seemed to stretch a fraction in response to her tight, unwelcome grip. 

“…Look, Girls…Leigh had such a sweet, little cock!”

Instantly I was surrounded by five, teasing, overly interested women, two white and three black, including Violet and they all began to disturbingly inspect then privately torture me as a tall, ginger girl I had never met, laughed loudly and with some obviously sarcastic bent.

“That’s not what I came in for…want a big one…come on…let’s make it spurt!”

To my shock and despair she kneeled down in the blasting, sheeting water and took the tip of it in her lips as other pairs of fingers pulled at the excited flesh until it was almost hard. 

Then they all squealed and giggled as, with an initial suck, I then ejaculated a couple of miniscule spurts of my manhood and they all seemed to dissolve into wicked, raucous fits of hilarity.

As if bored with me now, the young women seemed to gather around the other male and he soon was also tormented and made to ejaculate as well to their teasing and mockery; I noticed he was also quite minute in the reproductive area but, saying that, he was still much bigger than me!

Our eyes met and his gaze was equally pained; pathetically it seemed we knew that we had never been so humbled or humiliated in all of our lives.

But it was in fairness just tomfoolery and jokiness; subsequently we tried to shake it off our shoulders like the water of a duck’s back all around us, as we tried to pretend it was just a harmless prank or juvenile, high jinks.

Out of propriety or respect I tried not to look at the nude bodies of the girls but I had never seen so many breasts or vaginas in my life; to shower with seven naked women was somewhat truly peculiar, depraved, unnerving and extraordinary.

Eventually we trooped back into the sleeping area; Fleur had already changed and was in army trousers and a green, halter neck, tightly fitting army bra and I smiled at her slyly as I placed my dirty civilian clothes in my bag and put them in my locker.

I would not be needing them again in the near future!

We did not converse, as I remembered what the officer had said about other members of the squad knowing she was my wife, and suddenly that now seemed like very sensible advice indeed. 

It was clear that some of these men and young women were Barbarians and would take great pleasure in making me or my partner suffer, or worse, both of us together and at the same disturbing time.

My shaking hands then pulled on my uniform which was green shorts and a vest then camouflage trousers and that was enough for this evening as the temperature was humid; the other parts of my uniform went onto the shelf for tomorrow.

We both made the bed and it was something of a struggle for me as I was not particularly domesticated and when it was inspected a few minutes later by Sergeant Curtain she dramatically threw the covers on the floor and made me do it again and again until it was pristine and perfect while she hovered over me like a storm or tempest about to thunder, explode and destroy me.

Finally she was accepting of my work or efforts in my domestic duties and she tapped my bottom with a slap of her palm.

“Discipline and tidiness, Fag…if you want to make it in the Army, Girl…do you understand?”

I was already, utterly terrified of her.

“Yes Sergeant, Yes Sergeant!”

When the room was spotless we went into the large, mess hall but we had no contact with all the other recruits as we had our own specified table and were very much an isolated unit within this throng of other bodies that made up the whole bustling Company.

I noticed that the four men that had won the unexpected race earlier this evening were sitting together and seemed very happy and contented with life; there were two, large black guys, and two white, one of whom was smaller than the other but incredibly broad and strong across the chest.

They seemed somewhat monosyllabic and not too smart and I was pleased as they were not Fleur’s type at all; I doubted that they would be of much interest or attraction to her.

The other guy who had finished last with me was sitting by my side; he had introduced himself as Neil and seemed friendly enough but, in all fairness, like me he was definitely a little unsuited to the Army.

As we ate I whispered to him or was I speaking to myself? I wasn’t sure by now.

“What are you doing here?”

He just put on a persecuted, hurt expression and nodded at a cute, small girl with black hair and glinting brown eyes now talking to one of the Alpha males.

“Karen, insisted…we had no money and…I was dragged into it…”

His eyes perused me up and down as if he knew me.

“…Like you I suppose?”

My head nodded in confirmation of such an obvious fact, completely forgetting it had been my insistence that we try this so called adventure;  I was now beginning to question the wisdom of such insanely rash thoughts and actions.

In truth I was not sure what I had been expecting for this month and trial but it had been nothing quite, like this; even as we sat and tried to eat, the tension - specifically the sexual uncertainly and frisson between us all - was undoubtedly tangible and extraordinary.

I saw that my wife was on the end of the table near the four men and she seemed very anxious and disturbed and immediately regretted that I had been so stupid to place her in such a dangerous situation.

Fleur was still very much of an innocent after all.

I was distracted suddenly as a large body sat by my side and I turned to see it was The Sergeant with a huge plate of energy building food who smiled or sneered down at me aggressively and rudely.

“Eat up, Fag…you’ll need your strength to cope with what I have got planned for you all and…”

I could see that I was her pet to tease and torture already.

“…You, in particular!”

Sudden irrational anger or ire spiked in my tired brain and I spoke acidly, without thinking about the consequences.

“My name is, Leigh….or Private Bright.”

My superior just chuckled.

“You’re all, Fags to me…Sweet Boy…now eat your food and no attitude…last warning… or I’ll give you a whupping!”

I suddenly realised what I had said and was feeble and remorseful like a foolish, angry hound that had snapped at the leader of the pack.

“Yes, Sergeant…sorry, Sergeant!”

She laughed at my patent fear of her and as her pony tail swung in reaction I noticed that her hair was bright blonde and her eyes were clear, translucent blue and she had an ethereal air about her that was intimidating but confusing.

She was obviously towering, tough and fierce like a warrior but there was also something unusual but noticeable that was undeniably feminine and beautiful about her; I averted my gaze and masked my throughts quickly so not to make further difficulty or trouble for myself.

My inspection of our raggedy band confirmed that the twelve women, including my wife, were definitely not all film stars; bluntly some were very ordinary, plain and many un-shapely but they all seemed sturdy and healthy and I supposed ideal for this enterprise to enter the fighting corps.

It surprised me that we strangely seemed to have already drifted into smaller groups; the strong men and the prettier girls, unfortunately including Fleur, seemed to be gathered at one end of the table and then there was the rest as perhaps we had not yet found our true places as yet.

There was undoubtedly a long way to go, so I decided I would try to be accepting, patient and attempt to stay out of discord or conflict as much as I could.

Food consumed we returned to the billets and there on the table, to my further mystification, was some beer and a television already showing the videos of us all from our applications at the recruiting station.

Sergeant Curtain was waiting, fixed her gaze towards the display and then turned and smiled at us all mischievously.

“This month as you know is a new enterprise and take on Army life so we want you to initially be relaxed and social…”

She kept her attention on the screen where one of the black women was exposing her most private parts to the camera.

“…We are showing these tapes as you need to lose your inclination for reserve and bashfulness…”

Her voice was edgy and brusque.

“…We are all Troopers and Gladiators here…what we have or do not have in the gender terms is irrelevant…so lose any thoughts you have of privacy…”

The tone in her oratory was animalistic, like a growl, as if she was trying to intimidate us and make us fearful; she was doing a wonderful job of that! 

“…You’re all Army now… just names and numbers…so mix in and get on and help each other as you will…the theory is… that the happier you all are as a group the better you will work and co-operate together!”

With that she left for her own room at the top of the barrack; the Sergeant was separated from us of course but as she was not an officer, remained close beside her troop and responsibilities at all times.

The beer was distributed unfairly as the senior males and their favourites got the six packs and the rest of us only got one or two cans for limited comfort.

In truth there was enough beer available to lower inhibitions perhaps just a little but not enough to get drunk on!

People began to talk and then watch as each one of us came on the screen in all our debatable, natural glory. 

Each body and shape caused admiration or amusement in equal terms and it appeared that the four, testosterone fuelled men were incredibly well endowed much to the hilarity and gasps of the assembled, captive audience.

When, Fleur was screened she brought some spontaneous applause from the men for her obvious beauty and when I was briefly on there were guffaws and shouts of, “Where is it hiding?” and “What is that?” much to my ongoing shame and mortification.

However eventually the infernal machine was stopped, as if we had all seen enough, and we settled into a light, relaxed, inebriated haze where conversations began and to my joy, Fleur came and spoke to me.

As she did so I observed that Neil’s pretty, dark-headed wife, Karen was now kissing one of the black males and he was stroking her breasts through her bra while her hands were definitely pressing on the prominent bulge in his trousers.

My wife was upon me now and smiled shyly.

“You OK, Leigh? Don’t pay any attention to the mockery of how you looked on the television…you’re still more attractive than any of the men here.”

I flushed in appreciation and smiled.

“Thank you…”

I gestured to what a couple of the girls and men were indulging in already and hissed.

“…This is so disgusting…poor, Neil…he must be suffering terribly.

Fleur’s clear, blue eyes seemed troubled as well.

“I know…these guys are very touchy, feely…and I don’t want to say anything… but…”

Just then one of the tall, beefy, black men gestured to her and waved a full can of beer and she moved to him almost in instinct then whispered as she went.

“…Gotta go, Leigh…love you.”

Before I could reply she was sitting beside him and to my discomfort placed her tight backside on his knee and sipped the frothy liquid while the man’s hand then fingers ran lightly up and down her arm before then landing on her angelic neck.

I wanted to rush and stop him but how could I? And perhaps that would only place her in more danger but I was definitely furious, angry and frustrated.

The drinking and touching went on for quite a while and eventually he pulled her head down to his thick, pink lips until to my despair my wife’s mouth was pressing hers against them as if only pretending to be polite. 

Then to my true horror he licked her sweet lips with his leisurely tongue as if she was a delicacy or a treat and as I watched, although she feigned reluctance, they began kissing deeply and intimately.

His palm then cupped her heavy, plumped breast while her hand stroked his gross head and then, Fleur, along with four other girls in the small but noticeably promiscuous crew, were sucking on the mouths of each of these awful, predatory males.

Their interaction was disturbing and dreadful to witness, especially with my wife, as this stranger’s pink hands kept teasing then pressing her soft flesh until, to my ongoing dread, I noticed that she began tentatively touching him between his steely, open thighs.

It was demoralising and tortuous and I was just about to stand up to defend her honour when The Sergeant mercifully came in then snapped her fingers as she casually observed the various interactions carrying on at the side of communal room.

“Lights out in 15 minutes, Ladies…early start tomorrow so…be prepared, ready to go and well rested!”

On this instruction and to my obvious relief the various, intertwined couples separated, washed then cleaned up quickly and suddenly Fleur was lying below me in the double, bunk-bed just before the room was plunged into darkness and I murmured down to her in my concern.

“Are you OK, Darling?”

She sounded almost wounded and breathless with her reply.

“Yes…it was nothing with Mason….he was just being friendly.”

I mumbled further under my breath.

“Too friendly…much too…fucking friendly!”

I thought I heard her giggle stupidly but we were tired and surprisingly perhaps, given my annoyance and infuriation soon both descended into much needed slumber.

My rest was disturbed however as I was awoken by muffled sounds and came to my debatable senses immediately to detect someone beside the bed; I could feel the masculine heat and smell the musky, male odour immediately as I gasped.

“Who is it?”

A huge hand covered my mouth causing me to feel real threat and danger of injury as a voice thundered quietly.

“Shut the fuck up…I ain’t here to see you!”

I was petrified and realised it was the awful, black, Mason, Fleur had been with previously.

I wanted to get up and confront or challenge him but he was so huge and strong, especially close to, and could only listen and tremble silently as he whispered disgracefully to my wife.

“Suck me off… you got me hot earlier…can’t sleep.”

She seemed to inhale in understandable fright.

“I can’t, Mason…I’m exhausted.”

He muttered darkly and his voice had a rasping, cruel, menacing edge to it.

“You do me, Bitch or I’m going to come in there and take you…right now!”

Fleur tried to be resistant and strong.

“I don’t suck cock, Mason!”

He was acrid and sharp in his retort.

“Use you fucking hands!”

To this outrageous demand I heard the faint sound of clothing being lowered and then my wife gasp in genuine shock.

“Oh fuck, Mason….this is…”

She was almost hyperventilating.

“… A Monster.”

I could feel his pungent, hot breath on me now and he was puffing and panting like a desperate dog.

“Rub it, Bitch…going to fuck you and have you blow me soon….gonna do us all, Bitch…seen your tight pussy…never had a good fuck have you, Bitch…?”

He was heaving and wheezing now and my woman was obviously drawing him with her hands or fingers and then I heard him groan and realised to my trauma it was much more than that!

“…That’s it Bitch…use your cute, sexy mouth…suck me…oh fuck…you Little, Dirty, Cock-Sucker…do it….suck me!”

Fleur seemed to grumble and cry as if she had been struck by a rifle butt.

“Oh Mason…what is this…oh, Mason…I can feel you…oh fuck!”

With that he gripped the side of my bed and seemed to shiver then shake my whole world as he no doubt relieved himself into my wife’s, soft, warm mouth before he became still and it then took him a few shuddering seconds to settle before he spoke so crudely and disrespectfully to her. 

“See you tomorrow, Bitch…”

His low voice laughed silently.

“…You know… you’re going to get so fucked…!”

Fleur just seemed to wail and whimper in response and then the man patted my head condescendingly as he went to move away with a further brief insult - just for me - before he left.

“…Thanks for listening, Fag!”

Then it was just darkness but not peace, as I could eerily hear sounds of moaning and simpering like salacious ghosts in the inky blackness that surrounded me as if only to confirm that ours was not the only sexual shenanigans going on.

I jumped out of my bed and promptly knelt beside my trembling wife before gasping in my concern.

“Are you OK, Fleur?”

She seemed to exhale as if she was dying and taking into her precious form a last taste of air.

“Yes, Darling…hold me and kiss me…I had to suck his penis, Leigh…draw on that enormous cock…it was so…so…”

I finished her unspoken words and took her in my shaking arms.

“Terrible, Darling….just terrible for you!”

Our lips and tongues met and she was liberally covered in his sperm but I could not withdraw from our oral embrace so just licked and cleaned her mouth of the foul, insidious residue as I sucked and adored her lovingly.

I then felt her urgent fingers reach down to take and find my small erection and she grabbed my hair roughly as she did so before she grunted in unspoken, womanly craving.

“Fuck me…before they do…”

My Fleur was beside herself.

“…They will all have me…bend me over and fuck me…oh fuck….fuck….!”

To my eternal shame I ejaculated immediately in her palm, directly to her mumbled, depraved, warped premonition or fantasy and she instantly withdrew her semen coated tongue from my mouth and sighed in her patent frustration and displeasure.

“…Go back to bed, Leigh, Private Bright…fuck just for once couldn’t you just bring me off…just fucking once!”

She pushed me away in her annoyance and exasperation and I skulked back into my bunk like a beaten animal as I tried to explain.

“Sorry, Fleur…I couldn’t control myself…couldn’t help it!”

She did not reply at all, just tossed and turned below me until it seemed, as always, my climax and orgasm helped me to sleep before she could, although in shameful truth I was the one that had more to be guilty about! 

Were things ever really any different between us? 

Even though I was not fully aware of it at the time this was in fact the unspoken reality of the sexual part of our association and marriage.

The early morning came with an alarm and a shrieking scream and we were then trudging up the hills, covering as many miles as we could in the sixty minute marathon.

Undoubtedly I was giving of my best endeavours as I wanted to be with the leaders or winners but as we approached the finishing line of the barracks in the near distance, my legs and heart felt heavy and leaden as I realised that the men, Fleur and in fact almost everyone else had already arrived. 

I understandably dreaded what I would discover when I eventually reached the showers and I could tell by the sly, wry smile on Sergeant Curtain’s lean, fit face as she stared down at me from her elevated perch on the steps, that it was going to be even worse than I had expected.

Neil was the back marker with me and, as we had seen, it was almost the same group of nine that had finished in the bottom places as the previous day with perhaps an odd exception; our instructor snapped dryly at us both as she singled us out unfairly from our rag-tag group.

“So the two Fags are last again…clothes off, same routine as before….the other girls are waiting and the leaders are already in the showers…”

Her voice was definitely amused as she continued. 

“…You will wait until they are all finished…I think the Boys will want their prizes…if one of them calls you in… then you should go and assist…”

We were all mortified while she just looked at us and laughed.

“…I did tell you to try harder!”

We all stripped and then waited with the other losing members of our half-platoon and the sight of the bathers already washing there was more than disconcerting.

The four men who had finished in the first places were now standing or strutting like the kings whereas the women with them were playing their roles as their servants or menials and were acting accordingly by thoroughly cleaning their bodies or hair.

Obviously my focus was on my wife but to my grief and shock she was kneeling and rubbing slimy soap into the muscular leg of Mason, from the misadventure of the last evening, while he stroked her silky, long blonde hair and rubbing the sweet smelling cream into foam as if this debauched intimacy was reciprocal.

All the girls were busy with pressing or pushing and the stocky, white male called Greg called the tall, red-haired girl standing beside me, over with his warped and crooked finger.

“Here, Taylor…come here, Baby…rub my thighs with the soap.”

She went into the water and steam then in seconds was on her knees serving him; as her face came up to his gross, dangling testicles I suddenly, frantically realised he was diabolically hard and erect.

To my outrage all the men were displaying thick, solid flesh and the girls were undoubtedly becoming agitated and excited.

As I watched on in amazement this man pushed the tip of his potent cock into her pert, open mouth and before I could catch my breath she was definitely and distinctly sucking his dick!

Worse than that was to follow for me because my disbelieving eyes turned their focus to Fleur, as Mason was also now receiving the same treatment from my wife; her lips were around the top of his huge, black erection and it was as if something inside me snapped as I screamed at him in fury.

“Stop doing that to her!”

Mason’s dark eyes looked at me curiously and I moved towards him threateningly as I had to do something to protect my spouse and enough was enough!

I went to stand up and confront him but, as I quickly stood eyeball to eyeball, he simply laughed dismissively in my angry, flushed face.

“This, Bitch is his wife, Boys…nice…nice…!”

Fleur’s soft head was being held to his prick with his one hand and as I went to hit him in his detestable condescension and arrogance his other hand opened and his palm hit me with real force sending me spinning across the slippery, concrete floor as he spat in irritation.

“…There are no wives or girlfriend’s in here, Fag so just go and wait with the other Ladies…because I want you to have a good look at what your girl is gonna do for the real men in this platoon…”

As the others and even the Wicked Sergeant just watched in quiet but obvious enjoyment at my humiliation, I slid back to ignominious safety within my group and tried not to stare but was compelled to do so, as my partner was now drawing his disgusting penis in her mouth ever more intensively and attentively.

Another girl kneeled down by her side and duly pressed her head directly onto his flesh as well while she encouraged her.

“Go for it, Fleur…show him…show him…how to suck cock!”

With that this Horrible Bastard bellowed like a bull in stud and I could tell that he had exploded his semen in her busy, salivating mouth while she was held meekly to his penis like a lascivious, promiscuous leech.

Eventually she fell back from the spent appendage enabling the other girl to suckle him as if it was a treat that was too good to miss and when this despicable man had fully recovered he picked Fleur up as if she were a pretty, blonde, floppy doll and held her in his powerful arms before pressing her against him with her front towards me as he grinned incessantly.

“She is so sweet…slippery and delicious, Fag…”

His fingers slipped inside her front, vaginal crevice and his voice mocked her while she groaned timidly and deeply to his unwelcome, dirty touch.

“…Oh, Baby…you like this…don’t you…don’t you…?”

She was gasping and was pressing her hips to meet his stiff tactile pressure as his free palms began to stroke her substantial, soapy breasts and thick nipples.

“…You want to come…come…just a flick and a touch and you will…tell your husband…you want to come…”

Helplessly I saw that she bit her lip and kept so pathetically still but her bones suddenly seemed so flimsy, fragile and limp as his hands played and teased her until her body patently shuddered and I knew my faithless wife had climaxed and reached orgasm disgracefully in front of absolutely everyone.

This depraved soldier smiled at me ever more malevolently and then purposefully pressed his thick digits in all of her available orifices including her virginal, anal cavity while he simply chuckled in devilish glee at my anguish.

“…You’re gonna watch, Fag as we fuck her…that’s what the winners get in this man’s Army!”

Undeniably, Fleur had been shamed and abused before my eyes but it was no worse than the other young women who gave or received various sordid acts all that stopped only fractionally short of full fornication.

Then thankfully they left, still chattering and laughing gaily and the remaining eight of us went meekly into the water where Violet, the girl from yesterday passed me the bottle of shampoo and grinned sweetly.

“Don’t fret about what happened, Leigh…now… I won the race between us all so you can wash my hair…!”

I was too disturbed to argue and poured some on my palm then went to place it on her head but she laughed then giggled cheekily.

“…Not that hair, Fag…”

Her finger pointed downward and I gasped.

“…Right here, Fag…kneel down and wash me thoroughly…”

I went to debate or deny her but she grabbed my arm roughly.

“…You fit in, Fag…I was quicker…so wash it…go on or there will be extra trouble for you…!”

Suddenly I was on my knees and without thinking I spread the colourful, aromatic liquid into her thick, black bush and began to soap it until it was creamy and sweet smelling.

Some of the other girls then did the same to each other and I noticed that Neil was providing a similar service for two girls as I was providing for Violet, and listened as my muse groaned in her selfish, female desire or pleasure.

“…You see we all like to be touched, Leigh some in different ways now wash it all…the inside as well, Fag…go on…”

Submissively I used my fingers and hands diligently as she sighed until she was eventually cleansed, then positioned her mound under a stream of water and let the suds wash off her female folds until her pussy was only pristine hair and pink flesh as she continued to grumble.

“…Now lick me off, Fag…use your tongue!”

I was being abused and ridiculed and tried to argue or reason with her.

“Please, Violet…I don’t know how…please.”

She grabbed my hair roughly and drew my face to her crotch until I timidly began to lick and lap at her weeping sliver of sensual flesh while she pressed my mouth against the top of her slit where I felt a little rise on my tongue.

“That’s a clitoris…learn to lick and love it, Fag…fuck that’s it… harder…harder…!”

I began to flick and lap at her while she patiently showed and instructed me until her movements against my pressure became increasingly urgent and then, as if in sudden unexpected shock, she trembled, shuddered and pressed against my mouth a final time before patting me on the head like an obedient pet.

“…Good, Fag…let me do you now…”

She drew me up to stand beside her and then held my penis that was semi-erect but still tiny in her slimy hands, while she sniggered like an adolescent.

“…Saw this getting hard when your wife was giving Head, Faggot…she’s going to get it every day in here…”

In reaction to her words and the visions she had reminded me of within my unsettled, filthy head of what I had been made to witness, I became unfortunately solid and she drew me more firmly with her fingers and played with my mind.

“…She’s going to get fucked, Faggot and maybe…you too!”

In foul reflex my body jerked fluid on her skin and she turned me around and wiped the semen into my anus as she bent me forward then over.

I was too weak and confused to fight or argue as she banged her strong thighs against my bottom as if she was fucking me.

Then another girl called, Carla with stocky thighs and a thick, blonde pussy insisted on the same oral wash and blow treatment with my apparently much admired, clever hands and tongue and it was a full half an hour until I was able to escape from all of the girls, dry off and thankfully change.

We were then drilled around the courtyard for a couple of hours and, after lunch in the mess-hall there was another shorter run, then some map reading and a lecture on our possible enemies.

A further shower was optional but I was too nervous to return to the water as if there were sharks lurking and perhaps in some ways there were! 

However my wife was not so reticent and disappeared with the main men and some of the leading girls, and when she was done I walked over and sat beside her before dinner and whispered in my natural concerns.

“What happened when you washed?”

She flushed as if in shame.

“They made me draw off, Harvey, the other smaller, thick set, white guy…”

I could see she was the brightest shade of pink in her abashment as she spluttered and confessed.

“… I just kneeled and sucked him dry like a Whore then…”

This was obviously so difficult for her to even speak about.

“… Mason made me come again…on his fingers.”

I was breathless and spoke urgently to her.

“We need to stop…to go!”

She was glassy eyed but nodded as if she was delirious.

“Yes…Yes…they’re going to fuck me…it’s like I can’t stop them…I feel so utterly vulnerable and helpless here.”

Just then, Mason walked in and called my wife over to him as if he had full control or power over her; to my unease she reacted immediately and was soon sitting on his accursed, strong knee as he stroked her back as they talked intimately.

Fleur seemed to laugh and respond as if she thought he was funny or amusing but I knew she was just playing along; it was obvious she didn’t really like him or in truth any of the other so called Alpha males.

I noticed that the sexual interaction was now becoming more open and there was kissing and touching almost everywhere, even between the girls, as if there were not enough men to go around!

However in truth I got the sense that men were not everyone’s thing, even with the young ladies.

There were definitely women with lesbian tendencies and in this new world of physical activity and thrusting, young, sexual needs and desires I was somewhat inexperienced or lost and longed for a simpler existence and the safety and sanctuary of even my awful, former home.

Upsettingly, Fleur began to kiss Mason again as he caressed her bottom and succulent breasts as if they were owned or belonged to him but I knew she was just tolerating or placating him. 

We would be leaving soon I just had to pick the right time and we would be off but I wasn’t ready quite yet as, if we could hold out just a little while longer, we might be able to take some cash with us.

My wife whispered to me after we had eaten and were walking back to the barrack.

“Can we go? We need to go, Leigh…tonight!”

I shook my head quickly and almost apologetically; this was definitely all my responsibility and fault.

“Just try to be patient a bit longer, Darling…if we can make it until the weekend we’ll have some wages…perhaps?”

Her dazzling blue eyes flashed and she was about to speak in riposte when one of the other black males, Jared, smacked her bottom disrespectfully as he went rushing confidently past her.

She smiled at him almost in defensive instinct and when we reached the communal television room she was soon with all the men and other elite group of girls, drinking cans of beer and generally messing about.  

Pressing hands or lips seemed to be on her constantly and although she pushed them off her just as continually, they always returned to her smooth skin until the battle of her resistance appeared to be failing.

I could see that before long the so called intimacy was reaching newer, more concerning levels and the men were being treated to hand or blow jobs in various quiet corners of the room and even my Fleur was forced to provide some oral relief to Mason just before the lights went off.

It was as if I was centred and billeted in a living cauldron of hell!

When the darkness descended, in the humid inkiness the noise of physical connection was everywhere and I just knew for almost certain that the despicable Mason would be round shortly.

Then, as if only to humble or not to or disappoint me, he appeared in the black shadows like the fearful, malodorous, Grim Reaper at the side of the beds and laughed disturbingly at me.

“Hi, Fag…how you doing?”

I heard my wife below me simper to him pathetically.

“What do you want now, Mason…?”

Her tone was so timid and pathetic.

“…I gave what you asked for…a couple of times in fact and I’ve never done that before to anyone!”

He laughed softly as if entertained and I heard a brief struggle between them as he bent down but then he was unwelcomingly back beside me and placed something warm and moist over my face as he chuckled further then whispered to my wife.

“…That was fine but…”

His voice had a vicious, salacious edge to it.

“…I told you I was going to fuck you, Bitch…!

I went to speak but he pushed the sodden cotton in my mouth and I realised they were Fleur’s smelly, wet, army knickers and I was instantly frozen in fear especially as I heard her gasp at him so feebly and unconvincingly.

“I’m not ready, Mason…I’m not!”

He swiftly and agilely moved beside her in the confined space of the lower bunk and murmured as if meaning simply to tenderly persuade her.

“Let me just touch you…you are so wet, Girl…just let me feel you…see…”

She wailed and her words were disturbing and incredibly wounding to me.

“I can’t, Mason…I’m so tight…I can’t…ever really been really fucked properly…”

I sensed a rustle and then a further disbelieving gasp.

“…Oh, Mason…fuck you’re so immense and huge…I’ll never take this!”

He laughed almost silently as my partner seemed to dissolve like heated butter..

“You can…so the Fag’s never had you?”

Instantly her soft voice groaned to his invasive touch and her own shameless lust as she continued to disclose such awful and private matters between man and wife.

“No…no…he’s so…”

She seemed abashed suddenly as if she actually had a conscience.

“…So small and climaxes almost immediately and too quickly.”

Her timid voice was whimpering now as this man seemed to dominate and mesmerise her as he exhaled in his amusement. 

“That’s such a shame, Fleur, you’re definitely a Sexy Girl… should be screwed and taken all the time…this wet pussy should be used…constantly.”

His comments were awful and outrageously rude but to make matters even worse my wife’s reply truly shocked and mortified me ever more.

“I do want fucking, Mason…”

It was as if she was talking and confessing to herself.

“…Have always wanted to climax…never had an orgasm with anyone….especially my husband…ever …apart from my own brief masturbation and yours…”

Her tone was laboured and breathless by now and I knew that his fingers were teasing her no doubt slippery slit.

“… In the last few days!”

His reply was simply mock and disingenuous sympathy.

“Oh…that’s such a waste, Bitch…such an awful waste…isn’t it…don’t you agree?”

The conversation was rapid now almost without pause for life giving inhalation or respiration.

“Yes…perhaps…yes…maybe… just put it in…only the tip, Mason…oh fuck… fuck… what is happening…I’m so hot!”

I heard the sound of movement as if, of an unfair contest or battle, and then his mouth grunted and mumbled so diabolically.

“Your legs are spread now…just the end of it, Bitch?”

She was overcome and almost suffocating as she wheezed.

“Oh, Mason…oh…no…no…don’t press it…oh fuck!”

“Just a bit more, Bitch!”

“Oh no, Mason…no…fuck…fuck…it’s in me…fuck…it’s in me…I can feel it...in me…fuck, fuck, Fuck!”

“You’re so slippery, Bitch…there you go…fuck…oh, Baby… you’re pressing up against me...I can feel you!”

My Fleur was dissolving completely as I listened.

“Mason…I can’t help it…what are you doing…what…?”

“Can’t stop….can’t stop…half way now…push...push it…Bitch…push it!”

She was whimpering, wailing and squeaking but impossibly also trying to be quiet like an innocent church mouse; as if such a combination of factors was possible?

“It won’t fit…oh fuck…it won’t go in that far…I can feel it my passage, breaking me…oh my God, Mason…you’re inside me!”

He was like the very Devil himself in his forceful lust and desire.

“Yes, Bitch gotta stretch you…widen you… after the, Fag…fuck you’re so incredibly tight...virgin tight!”

I was listening to every troubling, destructive word and to my shame my penis was rock hard and my fingers drew around it like a poisonous snake as though I wished to strangle it so it would not bite me.

“Oh, Mason…Mason…no…fuck…fuck!”

“Just a little more… one final push…one more…press… push… fuck, fuck, there… fuck it’s all in…in you, Little Bitch!”

My wife was gasping as if for her life…perhaps in retrospect it was for a new life?

“Oh my, God…fuck, Mason…its huge…fuck…it’s so incredible…unbelievable…Oh Mason…it's so tight!”

He was irresistibly dominating and demanding of her; more and more so with each passing moment.

“Grip it, Bitch…with your cunt muscles…get used to it…you’re going to be fucked every minute from now on…!”

She did not reply just exhaled then drew in her breath until I was forced to hear further sounds of their interaction and his demonic voice again.

“…Now you’re ready, Bitch…now…you’re ready!”

I could sense and almost feel him move his huge frame over my woman and true love, then his hard, stiff flesh travel along and out of her vaginal walls while she whined in such base, primal need of him.

She was passive but craving as he then pushed his masculine power back then forward so slowly and excruciatingly while her reactive muttering then moaning literally made my eyes water in evocative empathy.

The sounds then repeated, leisurely or almost accidentally at first, as if he was letting my wife become used to such an extraordinary, physical event but then they began to promptly enter a more primal, earthy rhythm until without question, Fleur the centre and adoration of my world, was being fucked and taken as if for the first time in her experience.

That was bad enough, but what was utterly excruciating was the fact that I had just ejaculated in my busy, depraved hand.

She was sighing and wailing under her breath until suddenly she squeaked a final time then gasped and shrieked in what seemed like ecstasy, and I knew without question she had come to her climax and fruition. 

This fucking ordinary, ignorant, Black Bastard had brought her to an orgasm and sexual heights that I had never done and it was clear that his abilities in this game of raw, primal life were far beyond my own physical or emotional powers

The realisation hit me like a hammer in my mercurial head as I clearly saw my hand twisted on my own cock that I had rubbed,  so hard to make it produce the foul, addictive semen.

It was in that instant as if it was me who was more debauched and depraved that my wife was. 

I was undoubtedly confused and could only listen as Mason then fucked her ever more urgently until he seemed to release a guttural, primitive groan and was then still as Fleur grunted equally in reaction to the undoubted fact that her belly was full of his slimy, male ejaculate.

My wife was now undoubtedly such a Whore!

As if by only an act of mercy, they separated soon after and I was confounded about what to do so, given the circumstances and my lack of action to protect my wife.

Therefore I simply pretended that I had been asleep when I felt a firm tug on my arm.

I uttered a wearisome, tired sound that I hoped she would assume was the reflexive noise of me waking up, then lay and listened as she gushed then garbled in her trauma or disorientation.

“We need to leave tomorrow…now…fuck the money…we need to go!”

I held her hand and felt it wet with perspiration and other unspeakable juices and nodded even though she could not see me.

“OK…after the run, in the morning…we’ll confront then speak to Sergeant Curtain!”

My trembling wife seemed initially soothed and content with this plan as she instantly returned to her bunk and, surprisingly in some ways, we both quickly fell into a deep, soulful sleep and it was early dawn before I awoke.

I looked for Fleur but she was not there and in my panic I jumped down from the bed in the dim light and wandered around in panic looking for her.

Then my ears picked up noise from the empty television room and I crept in to find her crudely bent over one of the chairs as Mason’s strong, dynamic body was fucking her from behind and pulling her long, resplendent hair as he did so.

She just prostrated her body so beautifully but submissively as his enormous penis moved so easily in and out of her pussy as if my wife actually wanted or wished him to, but I knew as before, she had no option or choice.

He was demanding and dominant while she was so weak and passive as he controlled, then used her and fucked her slender, fragile form while he grunted silently in some macho, hormonal testosterone driven compulsion.

“Fuck…you are going to be filled all the time…told you, Bitch… fuck you…fuck … you…fuck you!”

His cock was powering in and out of her slight, sliver of flesh as he parted her thighs even further and simply rutted her like a dog from behind.

I heard her sweet tone and the reveal of another cry in reaction to a further climax then watched her being further screwed and taken, before this Beast of a man held her hips still and inserted more semen deeply inside her belly.

He diabolically then made her kneel and suck his weeping prick until he was cleaned of his dripping, white but potent and powerful essence.

To my confusion, Fleur continued to draw and suckle his now limp flesh as if she has been hypnotised or spellbound, while this Evil, Predatory Bastard stroked her soft hair and looked down on her happily as she did so.

They both did not see me and I resolved that this awful, military experience would have to end whatever the monitory cost to us; as my disturbed eyes saw my wife return shamefully to her bed, I knew without a shadow of a doubt we had to get out as soon as possible and my head resolved again to speak to The Sergeant.

However, after the briefest of dozes, and with a startling scream and an angry shout we were off on the accursed morning run once more.

To my despair as I watched my wife’s pert bottom far ahead of me, just behind the leading males, my head was spinning because it knew that she was disgustingly and undoubtedly still full of another man’s semen.

I was so tired and weary and could not understand why it was she was able to run so energetically and fast? 

She would certainly be in the first nine finishers once again and then the dreaded showers with the four, predatory, hormonal troopers.

It was as if she had no common sense at all and was allowing her innate, competitive nature to make her act without the slightest thought for her safety or well being.

As if in my own time, I arrived back after an hour completely exhausted and saw the stern Sergeant who had already finished her exercise alongside the main, leading group; as usual she was not impressed with me in the slightest.

“You’re hopeless, Fag, Bright…even the other Fag beat you… I’ve told the girls to teach you a lesson!”

I gasped at her weakly as she always placed me in such turmoil and panic.

“Fleur and I want to talk to you…to leave?”

She raised her blonde, trimmed eyebrows as if in surprise but perhaps she was just pretending to be taken off guard.

“Well come and see me before dinner, Bright…you have the right to drop out…”

Her mouth almost formed a dry, pained, droll smile.

“…Until the draft that is…this is all voluntary until then!”

I staggered to the showers and the main, winning crowd were already half washed and to add to my eternal suffering my crazed, incredulous eyes saw my wife hanging on to Mason in the whipping waters.

Her lithe legs were tightly wrapped around his waist as he supported her bottom at the same time with his strong, sturdy hands and was fucking her tight, slippery pussy as he did so.

The Ignorant Reprobate smiled meaningfully, straight at me as if he knew he was fucking us both!

“Your wife’s having fun…aren’t you Bitch?”

Fleur stared at me so weakly and helplessly as she jerked back and forward so dutifully on his magnetic cock until he purposefully turned her around and took her once again so dismissively from behind just as he had earlier that very day.

Karen, Neil’s wife was getting similar treatment and all the girls in the water were rutted and taken in one sullied form or another; it was completely debauched, perverse, decadent, and an extraordinarily depraved situation.

The red-haired girl who they picked out yesterday spoke up suddenly with a shy, timid voice but it was clear that she certainly knew what she wanted.

“Can I come in?”

The largest, most muscle bound, black male called Jared stared darkly, threateningly but accommodatingly at us all.

“Whoever wants to be fucked…they can come in and you will get…”

He snickered evilly.

“…Sorted….the remaining Girls and Fags can wait!”

To my shock the small, black girl that I thought was named Haley joined them along with a chubby, blonde girl with thick, stubby legs who also surrendered her body and soul and, before I had hardly blinked, the men had eight women at their disposal including my acquiescent wife.

As I gazed on in my anguish and turmoil at least I knew that this unbearable experience was thankfully not to be for much longer.

Eventually after endless foreplay the superior males then disrespectfully bent the girls over in almost a chorus line of willing pussy and fucked or toyed with them as they pleased, until they had all fornicated and climaxed enough with them all.

Only then, and at last to my true relief and almost liberation from this visual agony, the area of streaming water was finally empty and free.

We entered the warm water as a small crowd and soon Violet and a slender, white girl called Lucy had me washing and licking her feminine bits as I observed Neil was also doing the same service to both Francis and then Jane.

These girls were all lesbians I think, and the bossier ones, namely Violet and Jane began to get a little too demanding.

We had no option but to clean them, suckle all of their most intimate cracks and crevices before making us masturbate right in front of them while they teased us about our lack of manhood and how pathetic we were for allowing our unfaithful wives to be fucked and screwed by the Alphas!

It was known of course by now - as it was impossible to keep secrets in this den of iniquity – that, Karen was Neil’s wife and he was now unfortunately suffering terribly and unfairly, just as I was.

It was undeniably all too much to bear but we endured all the mockery as best we could and just let them all abuse and even pretend fuck us from behind; then finally when the opportunity arose we grabbed our clothes, dried ourselves and dressed as quickly as we could for some respite and escape.

This life was simply animalistic and interminable.

We did more, boring drill soon afterwards and then some shooting on the rifle range where I was unexpectedly proficient and returned to our bunks before lunch.

Again I could not see Fleur and when I did find her she was on her knees giving yet another blow job to Mason as he pulled her hair and treated her like trash!

Without thinking I rushed to pull her away from his odious demands and expectation but he smacked me again really hard on my cheek as Fleur gasped as if only in her altruistic concern to protect me

“It’s OK, Darling…I can handle it…go back to the other, girls!”

Her intimation that I was female was not meant but it was utterly demoralising anyway; I wanted not to have to watch and suffer like this but could strangely not leave.

Ultimately I just remained slumped in almost a stupefied daze until she gulped and guzzled his seed down once more as if it was an endless stream or supply of addictive, liquid honey.

Their intimacy - as if that was an acceptable way of describing such a heinous, barbarous act - was over quickly and I was understandably, extremely quiet during the meal when amazingly, Fleur was hungrier than I had ever seen her and was wolfing food down her throat as if wishing to keep it moist.

My wife was also very animated and engaged, as she was for the lesson on knowing your enemy, through until the late afternoon and then during another hour’s run and more interminable marching as if we were all so utterly stupid and didn’t know how to move our feet by now!

Then freedom and providence dawned; we had our appointment with the Sergeant at 5p.m but when I went to find my partner, again I found Fleur with her trousers down jumping once more on Mason’s thick black cock in the corner as if she had no say in such tawdry and unworthy matters.

To my ongoing disconcertion no one batted even the flicker of an eyelid by now at these, sickening goings on, as if this lasciviousness was rife and acceptable anywhere and everywhere in this mixed gender, screwed-up Army!

I waited until she was done and floppy, as she noticeably got when she had climaxed, and then literally dragged her away from him; semen was dribbling down her perfect thighs and she took her sweet time to make herself tidy and presentable.

Unarguably we were both shaken to our core and it was not until my wife and I were sitting down before the Steely Sergeant that I eventually felt safe.

At last this was our pathway out of this nightmare and we would be excused and released as the army contract stated.

The Tall Giantess stared at us with her pale, sea blue, but still terrifying eyes and snapped fiercely at me, as if any problem was all and only, my fault.

“Well then, Fag…what do you and your wife, want?”

I had a sudden rush of fortitude and almost desperation in my reply as I could not go on like this.

“We want to leave… as is our right!”

To my eternal relief she nodded immediately in response to my spoken demand.

“That’s fine…you will get no money…if you leave…and you…”

Her azure globes continued to glare at me alone.

“…Are pretty useless…so get your bags and get out…”

The tone of her voice was acrid and full of distaste.

“…You know the way!

Then her colourful gaze turned to Fleur and she began to look a little puzzled as her tone changed to one of slight uncertainty or confusion.

“Is that right, Kline…you wish to go…?”

Her blonde ponytail seemed to move side to side in interest and curiosity.

“…You were doing well… one of the shining lights…you wanted the air force…”

Fleur nodded vacuously.

“…It was a possibility…if I recommended you to the Lieutenant and she agreed… then …maybe but…if you want to leave then…”

To my everlasting shock my wife suddenly, abruptly interrupted her.

“I haven’t said I want to leave, Sir…it’s news to me, Sir!”

The Sergeant looked at her intently and searchingly once again.

“Are you sure…?”

Our instructor smiled suddenly and pointedly.

“…I’ve heard about and even seen some of your interaction with the other soldiers…”

Her meaning was uncomfortably obvious.

“…It seems to be inspiring you…so you want to stay, Kline?”

My duplicitous, faithless wife just nodded as if she was mad and I was the only sane, rational person here; or was it in fact the opposite way around?

“Yes, Sergeant…I want to impress you…get that recommendation, Sir…I’m Army now…through and through, Sir!”

The Amazon smiled in delight and her personal, sanctimonious satisfaction of being always right with her intuition and analyses of her charges.

“Good Girl…then off you go and…let me deal with… Lady Bright…!”

I was demeaned, flushed and felt that the ground had crumbled and been swept from under my shaky feet as the door closed and I was unnervingly alone with her.

“…So, Fag…you want to go…OK… then leave…go on…fuck off!”

My mind was in turmoil and whirling like one of the cheap, hand-held wheels from the annual fair that span noisily in the wicked wind.

“I can’t, without Fleur.”

The woman was bitter in her retort and words were rapidly exchanged.

“She doesn’t want to go…didn’t you hear?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Sir…or Sergeant.”

“Yes, Sir…”

I was shaking in my bemusement and humiliation as she went on.

“So fuck off and go…!”

I was already now backed into the smallest, tightest, sharpest corner as she settled in her seat and seemed to take some demonstrable pleasure in tormenting me.

“…Or tell me what the problem is, Fag…and maybe we can find a solution for you?”

Her tone was conciliatory or was she just being droll and condescending?

I had no idea anymore!

“…Would you like that, Fag? So what’s the problem?”

I felt like I was in a trap but fell in headfirst anyway as my soul sobbed almost mournfully and with real anguish and envy.

“The other men are fucking her!”

The tall, muscular woman just shrugged nonchalantly and theatrically.

“So…that’s what you signed up for…she’s doing her part…”

Her lips formed a smirk.

“…Well and enthusiastically from what I understand…but you have not done much…just stayed with the girls or the other Fag… and have not produced or helped anyone…”

I was literally over my head and drowning.

“…You don’t like to see your wife fucked by the Alpha Guys… then…”

Her voice was almost a giggle.

“…Don’t look, Fag…then you won’t see…”

My face was purple as she continued to laugh more loudly while her conversation was ever more insulting and perverse.

“…Maybe you enjoy seeing or watching her…bent over and taken or giving Head….does it make you excited, Fag? Make your little man or tiny pecker hard…?”

She waved her fingers dismissively.

“…Anyway it’s done now… you can go…if you are not happy then there is nothing to keep you here…so just leave…you have nothing to offer this Army.”

In truth I was already lost and to my own amazement, given this was my opportunity to flee, spoke pathetic, weasel words to her.

“I want to remain, Sir.”

She was instantly rude and blunt.

“I don’t want you…you are utterly useless….like a weak, pathetic, feeble Girl!”

I could not face leaving so ignominiously suddenly and whimpered and almost begged her to listen.

“Please, Sir…I can be better.”

The Sergeant was insistent and dogmatic.

“No…go…if you remain then where can I put you…?”

I was desperate now; what was I to do if I left and Fleur stayed?

“… I am splitting the group in a couple of days…and making some new rules so if you don’t show me you can me a true Army, Alpha Man then you will remain in this force as a girl…”

She sighed as if in final summation.

“…There is a role for everyone and every confused gender in this force…so you will finish your boot-camp as a girl if you don’t make the top nine…in the next two days….”

Her tone was curt and uncaring.

“…You want to stay then that’s your only option.”

I was positive and misguided all at the same time.

“I can get into the Alpha Group, Sir.”

The Sergeant laughed and shook her smooth head.

“If you don’t then…?”

I groaned and made my commitment.

“I’ll finish the course as a girl, Sir!”

Her hand slammed like a thunderclap on the table.

“This is your last chance, Bright.”

Instantly I stood to attention.

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir…understand, Sir!”

I was dismissed and as soon as I left her room my wife promptly sought me out and made her explanation for saying what she did, in spite of what he had agreed, but it was obviously, ridiculous and feeble excuses.

The unpalatable truth was that I sensed my girl was secretly beginning to enjoy this adventure and the sex that was so constant and readily, wonderfully available to her; sadly I recognised that it was far, far better than I could ever have provided.

Uncomfortably Fleur was definitely discovering her sexuality and it tortured, grieved me and worryingly aroused me in equal measure.

We had dinner as a squad or two groups in real terms; the four men and eight girls including Fleur, from the interaction in the showers, then Neil and I and the other young women that were not really into men, sexually at all.

In the communal areas afterward the depraved interaction between the main group continued apace while for our smaller clique the women saved their own needs and seedy intimacy until the lights went off.

As if that option was preferable or more refined but in truth, given that everyone could still unfortunately listen to everything anyway, it made little difference or distinction.

My only sexual action was unworthy, indecent, furtive masturbation when Mason came around and fucked my wife below me once more! 

Slowly, loudly ever more disgustingly and twice this time, indicating perhaps that they were both becoming more comfortable with the situation and the deviant demands of their raging bodies.

When the room settled, which took a while given that seemingly everyone was up to something, I tried to sleep as I wanted to be rested for the morning, but my head was hyperactive or heated and I was unfortunately disoriented and extra fatigued when the shadows gave way to the light.

Therefore once again I was the final straggler in the race for this peculiar existence and suffered further ignominy watching my wife being a Whore for the wolfish, successful, leading men in the showers and then washing and sucking on the four women in our intimate group when they had finished.

The pattern of the day and the following evening was the same and when I got gradual, excruciating cramp on the tortuous, morning run I knew my army goose was being well and truly cooked and that I would have to face the formidable Sergeant and see what my future here would now lead onto and entail.

I had not spoken much to Fleur recently, as she was too busy getting sex, morning, noon and night from seemingly all four of the strutting, rutting males and it was constantly troubling for me.     

In the end I played a mental game where I pretended that I had just stopped trying to care and stupidly just hoped it would somehow just all work out.

As normal all I could do was suffer and suck it up for another day before I nervously attended, then stood to attention at our instructor’s office in the early afternoon; I was completely unsure by this stage what to expect. 

The whole evolving, disturbing situation and experience was beyond my worst nightmare as The Sergeant began by making me stand strictly to attention while her blue eyes observed the scribbled notes on her desk.

“Worse scores and results than before, Fag…so you will finish your time here with the girls…be one of them as we agreed or you will leave now…this is your last option…after today then you will be committed…and…”

Her comment or conclusion was almost a snarl.

“…You will not be released if and after you consent and scrawl your name!”

I was caught and captured but the uniforms were the same so what did I have to lose and I murmured accordingly?

“I will stay, Sir.”

She smiled and pushed a piece of paper with detailed writing on, below my nose.

“Sign it and you will be the second man in our new, SS…”

I looked up surprised as the company I was joining sounded mean, menacing and very important

“…Pearce has already agreed…it is a new idea and division we are creating especially for our…”

Her voice stopped for a moment as if she was thinking out loud.

“…Most unusual recruits!”

The document was in small, fine print and I just whispered to her.

“What does it mean, Sir?”

She laughed dryly and without a trace of warmth.

“You will be a woman here…a Sissy Boy…SS… Sissy Squad…your role is to serve both the men and women in the platoon.”

My mind was absolutely and utterly horrified.

“You can’t be serious…How?”

Her response was rapid fire.

“You will be taught special techniques, massage and all treatments and services to help them relax and be settled…you must be available to all.”

I was understandably dumbstruck.

“That’s terrible…awful…I can’t!”

She smiled and her mouth formed a grin like the infamous Joker!

“There are some new tablets that you will eventually go on to stop your erections and make you more amenable and open to try these new adventures…now…”

Her sparkling eyes were dancing suddenly as if this was just a sideshow to her.

“…Now sign, change…or… leave….and never return…”

I would and could not desert, Fleur and quickly concluded that this was only to be for the few remaining weeks so I guardedly put my signature on the bottom of the form and handed her the pen as she gave me a large, red tablet in return.

“…Swallow, Fag…take your trousers and shorts off and let me give you your new uniform…” 

I put the large pill on my tongue then guzzled it down swiftly with some water and the Sergeant watched me as I stripped nakedly before her.

Then she left the room and returned with some clothes before she began my new routine by passing me a tight, short, green, halter neck top like Fleur had.

It was too late to argue and I put it on then saw the tiny, white, ruffled knickers in the pile of items and groaned in subsequent dismay as she shouted orders continually.

“…Put them on it will hold your teeny penis tightly…”

In abject mortification my shaking fingers pulled them over my ankles then up around my genitals and I had an unexpected, disturbing rush of adrenaline that I could not disguise or even understand as I felt my cock harden.

She laughed at my obvious arousal and reaction.

“…Don’t worry…the pills will cool and stop your solidity with time and you will just leak continually in the lined gusset of the pretty underwear…”

I was already on my hormonal edge while she smiled as if she understood then whispered.

“…Touch it…go on, Fag…think about your dirty wife getting fucked each day… maybe soon… you as well…?”

I gasped and instantly felt a sickly, trickle of semen seep into the delicate panties in unfortunate demonstration of my perversity causing her to grin like a Cheshire cat! 

“…That was easy… now the green knickers over those and you can keep your trousers so… on the face of it you look like a regular soldier…but…”

Her pales eyes were gleaming and glinting with deadly purpose.

“…You’re not at all!”

My hands pulled on the shaped, green, standard army briefs then mercifully the bottoms and I looked like a normal recruit again, but in truth I didn’t feel the slightest bit normal at all.

When I had finished dressing she walked to where I was and towered over me as she stroked my fair hair seeming to look or stare almost through me. 

“This is my pet project, Fag…my inspiration…I’m going to help train you…would you like that…?”

As my brain seemed to melt she pinned a small, golden SS badge on my short top while I stared up into her blue eyes in ever further confusion.

“…Undo my trousers, Fag…go on…!”

I unbuckled the khaki belt and once it was free, pulled the mixed green, camouflage pants down to reveal a tight pair of white panties, with delicate, lace frills, around her prominent mound.

In spite of my fear of her I bent down then pressed my dry mouth to her hidden, feminine line and she grumbled in contentment as if I had correctly sensed that was what expected or demanded of me in this new role.

“…Good Girl…we all like to be licked and released…I will show you tomorrow after your run in the morning…so you can help the others in time...”

I looked up at her timidly then kneeled and kissed her once more while she laughed and shook her body slightly.

“…You want to see me, Fag?”

I blushed up like a pure, inexperienced virgin on her wedding night.

“Yes Sir.”

She drew the material to one side and her pink and black line of female sensuality was revealed as I whispered to her in instinct and weird compulsion.

“May I kiss it, Sir?”

Immediately her hand drew the cover back to once more shield her unexpected vulnerability and she tensed her lips then promptly moved away from me.

“No, Fag…go outside… I will address all of you shortly… now…out!”

I was shivering and trembling as if I was the proverbial leaf in a gale as I left her, and to my relief no one apart from Neil, realised my new position within the Platoon as I looked exactly the same from the outside.

This was unfortunately until this diabolical woman, Sergeant Curtain gathered us all together as a group and then spoke with devastating endeavour.

“From tomorrow the squad will split and sleep in two groups; the four men and the girls that hang around them…”

She laughed slyly but without any prejudice or judgement.

“…you know who you are and…”

It seemed she was on a droll roll.

“…It saves all this moving around at night!”

Her hands went to sit upon her shapely, substantial hips as she continued.

“The other six girls will stay together as another group…”

She pointed directly to me and Neil.

“…The two Fags are now girls…women…so you will treat them as such; they are here to serve you…provide relief to all, especially the other women…”

In that very instant my head wished for a large, bottomless hole to come and swallow me I was so dishonoured and ashamed.

“…They will join you in the morning on the run and some courses then have extra training here separately as their particular expertise will not be in fighting…!”

Some of the men smirked and she snapped then roared at them like a Tigress.

“…You treat them with fucking respect…as if they were me…if you want relief and you are in the same position as in the present results and hierarchy they will…”

She laughed with devilish meaning.

“….Assist… but looking around at all these helpful girls I doubt the men will need you here…but you never know…!” 

I was speechless and keeping completely, utterly silent was actually increasingly simple as she went on.

“…Guys, go to eat, I want to speak to the women now…”

The four men left gassing and crowing like excited cockerels and the young ladies gathered together like squawking chickens as she went on as if only to destroy me and my world ever further.

“… There’s not necessarily enough men to go around so if any of you need oral release or a massage then these Sissy’s are here at your service…”

Her surprisingly manicured fingertip pointed to the golden, sparkling badge that I wore with less than auspicious pride.

“…The SS…Sissy Squad…keeping the troops happy is their job...”

She guffawed in patent hilarity.

“…Or, if you’ve been fucked, then…a good cleanout is sometimes heavenly…they are your servants and aides so treat them…”

The smile on her lean face was almost sadistic.

“…As you wish!”

In a moment we were dismissed and Fleur was suddenly by my side and whispered to me expressively.

“Oh, Darling I am so extremely proud of you…this is such an extraordinary and brave thing for you to do.”

All the girls were friendly and complimentary and for the first time the men, on their return, did not torture or tease me to my genuine relief.

On the final night of sharing the same two-tier bunks with my partner, Mason came again to fuck my wife and did mock or even speak to me at all.

When he was done, not once but excruciatingly twice by the way, he slipped away into the darkness and I dropped down reflexively when Fleur called then spoke to me in a heated, most urgent whisper.

“Leigh…Leigh now you’re in the SS you will please all the girls but… as your partner I should be first…”

She settled back in the bed and spread her slender thighs on top of the covers.

“…So lick me clean…I’m so full of him!”

This was so demeaning and a further, deathly blow to my pride or self-respect; I wanted to refuse but how could I given the promises made and simply begged her for mercy. 

“Don’t ask me, Fleur please!”

Her tone changed from being loving and friendly to aggressive almost straight away.

“Stop being a Pussy…it’s only a bit of semen…get on with it…now…it’s your orders…do it…!”

Sadly I had no option but to just bend my head to the pungent smell from her sodden, slick, sexual lips and begin to meekly lick and lap at all the putrid, pungent juices there.

There was unbelievably so much and she simply relaxed then sighed in pleasure as I tentatively worked with my long, wet tongue while she whimpered and whined in delight.

“…Deeper, Darling…oh fuck you’re good at this…oh yes…there…!”

Her hands were holding my head so unbelievably tightly against her crotch while I diligently drew and swallowed all the slimy, male essence until suddenly she began to buck, heave, writhe and grunt.

In reaction to her desire and need I then increased the pressure on her from my salivating mouth and pressed her sensitive spots more purposefully until incredibly my enigmatic wife began to twist like a tornado and stretch her hands to the dark skies as she reached finality and a climax in her utter and obvious amazement.

“…Oh, Fuck, Leigh…the first time you’ve made me come…fuck …Leigh… Leigh…do it again…but this time…slowly.”

Fleur had me work on her for a full, long hour while she continued to tremble and vibrate twice more until at long last she was seemingly sated; we lay side by side in the small, confined space as she slipped her hand into my delicate, ruffled knickers which was all I had on

They were soaked with slimy, sperm stains while my reducing penis was limp and leaking as she giggled in the ecstasy of flowing adrenaline and pheromones caused by the orgasms 

“The Sergeant said that the tablet will soon stop these silly erections…”

She was exhausted, elated but ecstatic as well.

“…I do prefer you like this, Darling….thank you, Leigh….I am having a ball now…the exercise, camaraderie and the sex…”

Her voice changed to a pitch and tone I hardly recognised.

“…Fuck, the sex is just extraordinary…!”

It was hard to tell in the murky light if she was blushing but somehow I doubted it.

“…Maybe the flying school if I do well here…and…”

My ears strained to listen to her quiet conversation from her bated breath.

“…It’s all due to your inspired idea of joining up…thank you, Darling!”

She kissed me on my slippery lips and bizarrely it was the nearest to a loving embrace we had ever experienced in all of our married and emotional lives together.

Suddenly my stomach felt noxious and this was not due to the copious amounts of semen I had ingested. This undoubted pickle that surrounded me was in all recollection my own doing and what I had thought would be some quick, easy, ready money and a brief, harmless diversion had not turned out like that at all.

I had not expected in my wildest, darkest imagination the events that had transpired, were passing or in fact now in full, unrelenting, unstoppable flow. 

I left Fleur, returned to my bed and although devastated, slept peculiarly better than I had since we arrived and the morning, when it came so murky and early, brought further running in the nearby hills and ongoing discomfort for me in many differing ways.

All the girls saw the pretty but stained knickers I was wearing when I changed for the showers; as they observed with Neil who had the same delicates around his genitals. 

Subsequently they were like Harpies and were ever more demanding of us with regard to washing their sweaty bodies, cleaning and licking their most precious bits until they had all trembled and shuddered to their personal and sometimes distasteful satisfaction and completion.

Violet was especially needy and appeared to enjoy my mouth, tongue and general demeaning services far more than all the rest.

After changing there were lectures, map reading then more interminable drill until after lunch, Neil and I were called into Sergeant Curtain’s office while the rest of the squad went orienteering.

On this occasion there was another strong, tall, female superior with stripes on her arm and tousled, black hair, waiting with her.

Neil and I stood anxiously to attention as our superior addressed us.

“Afternoon, Fags this is Sergeant Julius…she had offered to train, Private Pearce…”

Her blue globes caught Neil in her full authority and power. 

“…So off you go, Fag…her rooms are round in the next barrack.”

The impressive but similarly scary woman with coal-black eyes rose up from her seated position and circled my companion as if he was new easy prey.

“You want to serve, Fag…don’t you?”

He was petrified and demonstrated his disquiet by nodding fearfully.

“Yes, Sir…Yes, Sir.”

With those few, tame, meek words they were immediately gone and I was worryingly left with our Sergeant who smiled icily at me. 

“Clothes off, Fag…just leave the knickers on…!”

In automatic reaction to her order I promptly stripped and she observed how the aforementioned articles were crusty and stained as she handed me a freshly laundered pair.

“…Change them and clean them each day…you need to be fragrant…”

Slipping them over my ankles I was in the replacements in seconds, and the Sergeant then led me into the rear room where she obviously slept, and snapped at me while she stood erectly with her arms extended outwards as if she was about to sing or perform.

“…Pull my uniform off, Fag…!”

With some trepidation I removed her jacket then shirt until she was just in her standard, halter-neck green bra that held her small but firm breasts so tightly then kneeled to remove her boots and trousers.

She now only had on her white, taut panties with the frilly edges and without her asking, I pressed my lips to the centre and, as if she was appreciative of my instincts, she rubbed her divine mound against me.

“…You want to taste me Fag? You will soon but first you have to learn…”

Her long, surprisingly elegant fingers passed me a bottle filled to the top with slippery oil in it as she mumbled.

“…The feet get a lot of punishment so massage them…I’ll show you…like this…”

She poured some drops of the smooth but slimy liquid into my hands then palms and I followed her precise instruction until soon they were pressing and kneading each toe and small, fleshy bone.

Then she moved me to work on each muscle group of the legs and thighs until I was gently rubbing her hips and belly as she murmured in some barely restrained contentment while I was perched on my haunches like some dog as I laboured.

Her eyes looked down and she could see my face at her sexual mound again.

“…You want to see what you will be serving now, Fag?”

I think I was combusting and muttered as if in a fever to release the cloying tension within me.

“Yes, Sir. Yes, Sir!”

She sighed in a mixture of exasperation and amusement.

“Then pull them down and look at it, Fag….this cunt is going to rule your miserable life now… understand?”

It felt as if I was asphyxiating but somehow gasped in a strangulated response.

“Yes Sir, understand, Sir.”

I tugged at the delicate underwear until it rolled silently down her unexpectedly soft skin to reveal a perfect, vaginal line with just the faintest trace of blonde down above; without question my spirit was intoxicated or even lifted by the sight of it as her female treasure seemed divine and strangely extraordinary to me.

“This is what you respect and serve in here…that is your duty…”

She shuddered almost imperceptively.

“…Put some oil on your tongue…then lick my cunt very…very gently and say you will be attentive and worship all the pussy in here…that is your job…to serve the women here...that is primarily…the women…but…”

She chuckled at the sheer look of horror on my face as if she was truly a cruel and malevolent character.

“…the occasional male if he wishes!”

My finger spread the greasy but cool liquid in my mouth and I lapped at the soft line so sensitively and murmured up as if in prayer.

“I will do my very best, Sergeant…”

I was overcome with unrecognisable emotion suddenly as I gasped.

“…Oh fuck…I will serve you, Sir!”

My tongue slipped inside her warm, wet, vaginal entrance slightly and instantly her voice corrected me and snapped fiercely.

“On the outside, Fag…you haven’t earned those privileges… yet…pull the knickers up…and I’ll show you the rest…”

I covered her most precious parts and this Amazonian Warrior proceeded to lay face down on the bed and talked me through the muscle areas on the top parts of the body to inform me as she lay there and seemed to doze in some sleazy dream.

My hands were quickly becoming skilled and they massaged the Sergeant’s arms, head, neck shoulders and then her incredibly, strong back until I was astride her covered bottom while she murmured then mumbled into the pillow she was resting on and pressing her face into.

“…Pull my panties down there and take your little pecker out from your knickers then rub it on my ass crack…go on I can feel that your cock is firm and needs to release…”

I slid my penis out from its sensual containment and it was almost hard as I placed it on her inverted, dark crevice; I was definitely on my sexual edge but she went on as if only to unsettle or inflame me more. 

“…Now tell me that you’re a Fag…going to squirt your juice then lick my ass…rub it on me you, Little Fag…rub…it!”

In reflex my hips were immediately pressing my stiff, minute flesh down on her as I wailed in anxiety and confusion.

“I’m a Fag, Sir…fuck a Fag, Sir…Fuck…fuck!

My excited mind and body could hardly last another, tortuous, pressurised moment as my cock released droplets of it viscous seed that fell onto her plump flesh and rear cavity as she chuckled then murmured.

“Now lick it up, Fag…lick…my ass…!”

My mouth moved down to follow her order and it should have been sickening but to my surprise and to be completely, secretly honest, the sensation of touching her so intimately was divine and disgusting at the same unnerving time 

As I sensed and felt her react to my tongue while it wormed its way and found her small puckered hole I had a rush of the weirdest emotions of power then almost gladness and delectation.

It was me that was making the inscrutable, enigmatic Sergeant groan and gasp as my mouth wriggled the juices around and against her bottom the best I could until eventually she was satisfied with my initial, unskilled efforts and rose up with a slightly crimson face to address me.

“…So now you know how to help the women that have this requirement, Fag…we need the troops relaxed and ready to go at all times!”

I was still on the bed in an almost traumatised state and stared up at her in my overwhelming awe and stupidity.

“Yes Sir, thank you, Sir…anything else, Sir?”

She stared at me as if in deep thought and then smiled wickedly.

“Lay on your back…”

I settled into the bed and then she kneeled over my face and after moving her panty material to one side lowered her malodorous vaginal opening to my mouth.

“…Only touch me with your tongue, Fag…just inside me…make me come…!”

My mouth latched on to her and immediately revelled in my oral obligations; undoubtedly to serve and tease such a powerful, statuesque woman like this was such a thrill and I whined in servile delight as she pressed my head and her hips onto my tongue ever more insistently.

It took her little time to climax as if my previous foreplay had aroused her, unbeknown to me; so swiftly or perhaps inevitably she shivered and arched her back in some real satisfaction as she grumbled then sighed happily.

“…Good, Fag…this is definitely the position and role for you…!”

With that she eventually got up, took something from a drawer then sat on a wicker chair with armrests and called me to her with her crooked, authoritarian and longest, masterful finger.

I crawled to her then kneeled pathetically between her open, sturdy but shapely thighs as she suddenly placed a contraption around my head until to my bemusement, there was a pointed, inanimate cock pointed out from over my tight, salivating lips.

She just laughed at my obvious unease or alarm and simply took the pointed tip to her sodden, womanly entrance then smiled condescendingly

“…This is how you will fuck a woman now, Fag…with your head and a plastic toy…!”

Her hands drew me towards her stomach and as she did so the long but slender dildo slid inside her as she pulled then pushed me until this divisive, playful object was fucking her as she complained and grunted as it did so.

“…Faster, Fag…faster…fuck faster…move your head, Fag… harder…quicker…fuck, faster…faster…oh… Yes, Yes!”

She pulled my silky hair tightly in her iron fingers then vibrated into apparent bliss and it seemed that I had possibly fucked a woman properly for possibly the first time in my existence.

In my bewilderment it seemed that I was humiliated and empowered all at the same specific moment.

After the briefest rest, we then dressed and she gave me some manuals that detailed specific woman’s complaints to look out for so if I saw anyone not at full fitness I could recognise the issue and draw it to their or her attention.

With that instruction our alone time was done and we went to the gym to meet up with Neil and the other Sergeant; together we were then put through some strenuous stretching and lifting as if the intention was to begin to tone us and give us better shape and posture.

It was tough but it was the Army after all!

Then we were dismissed, returned to the barrack where soon the others returned from their own trials and tribulations and after everyone had showered we split into the groups formed by The Sergeant the previous day.

The Alpha males and women were encamped in one area of the room and Neil, me and the other 4 girls were on the other side.

The division between us however was purely mental or illusionary and the arrangements made sense as it would obviously stop much of the wandering around in the blackness that was going on in the dead of night.

The new regime had been explained to all of the girls and almost instantly I was called upon to administer massages and repairs to aching, female feet and limbs; unsurprisingly after an exhausting day and a draining run, sexual pleasure or release was not the first thing on everyone’s agenda.

To my further astonishment suddenly I was important and valued as was Neil, and far from the squad treating us with disdain the opposite was in fact the case; if I had to describe the new attitude towards us both in a single word it would have been, surprisingly and almost grudgingly….respect!    

A further revelation was that the women who made demands or requests of us were not just from our side of the room; the other girls also wanted massage or soothing lotions rubbed into them and my bed was kept busy right until dinner when the sexual interaction or intimacy between the various parties surfaced and raised its powerful, primal head once more.

Fleur was friendly as all the girls now were and to my further bemusement, even the men seemed less hostile as if in my new female role I was no threat or irritation to them, more of an amusement or even entertainment.

There was no television allowed or turned on by the way in our quarters now, so perhaps Neil and I had become the latest reality show!

Whatever the reason and given that I was under The Sergeant’s direct, mesmerising eyes and even protection, the aggression and threats towards me stopped completely; in effect the men treated me as just another female which was disconcerting but comforting at the same confounding, mixed-up time.

I was teased and tormented of course, but no more or less than the other women they were taking pleasure or making sexual use of!

The intimacy and interaction abounding and happening was definitely not love, just apparently, physical relief from young, hormonal bodies and selfish, personal gratification from all involved.

At lights out to my ongoing education in such matters I was instantly disturbed by a firm, female hand shaking me and looked up to see the tall, ginger haired girl called Stacy who gushed at me needily and even crudely.

“I’m horny, Fag…bring me off so I can sleep!”

She then lay back demandingly in my bed, spread her firm thighs and to my shock immediately removed her regulation knickers to reveal her entreating thick, red, expectant, bushy, vaginal mound.

My instinct was to complain and refuse but I realised that I had no option but to comply and therefore bent my head and began to lick her slippery slit; to my further bewilderment she was soaking and by the pungent, acrid taste of the juices it was clearly and most upsettingly semen inside her.

I murmured bitterly in my distaste.

“You’ve just been fucked.”

She laughed mockingly and without a trace of abashment or shame.

“Of course, Fag we are all getting fucked… including your wife...!”
The girl grunted in delight as it seemed that I had found her sweet spot with my investigative and slippery tongue. 

“…Fleur…is such a Dirty Girl…told us what you did for her and she suggested that we all get this service…a lick out…all the girl’s want one…”

Her voice moaned and groaned lowly.

“…Oh fuck, slowly, Fag…slowly…make it last…fuck…Jared really, really did me… fuck… yes…yes…Yes…!”

It was as though she was high on drugs.

“…There…just there…oh fuck…Yes!”

My sensitive mouth felt her vibrate and tremble first, just before a shuddering, juddering shiver of orgasmic bliss washed over her like a lascivious wave

She demandingly then held my head into her and made me repeat the fetid process until her pussy was saturated but clean and she was finally and most definitely satisfied and sated.

Before I could even breathe, another of the pretty, Alpha girls called Melanie came; forced me on my back and then lifted her top before spreading her pretty legs on my tired mouth and she was definitely, noticeably not wearing any panties!

From my first taste it was clear her sexual centre was also was full of sticky spunk and she poured it into me as she pressed her womanly folds down until she too had grumbled and quivered to her feminine, personal, disreputable heaven.

Once again one climax was not enough and, it was another half an hour before she was becalmed and happy enough to leave.

Two more girls then rudely, intrusively intruded on me until I felt my tongue was numb and not part of my mouth and I was already exhausted; then I felt a further body beside me and cried out in real concern.

“I can’t do any more…sorry!”

I heard a giggle, turned and saw that it was Violet.

“No, Leigh…just wanted a cuddle…that’s what girls do as well you know…”

She slid into bed and it was comforting to actually lay and be held and I settled with my back to her, while she softly and soothingly stroked my bottom. 

“…I’ll do something for you…!”

Her fingers slipped sweetly into my tight knickers then held my little cock and squeezed it as I mumbled in reflexive enjoyment as she pleased then teased me.

“…Come then, Baby…let it go…girls are just hot all the time!”

My tired mouth weakly groaned while my cock spurted and leaked sperm into her hands while she laughed then drew the digits to my mouth where I sucked them as if I wanted to, and at that particular point of time I realised I had unfortunately but definitely lost my tiny mind!

Then mercifully I escaped or descended into sleep and when I awoke in the early morning, before the mayhem began again, I was thankfully and silently alone. 

Amazingly I was no longer fatigued and started to think about the coming day ahead; I was understandably apprehensive but then was overcome by another most unusual and unexpected emotion.

It appeared by some miracle or act of chance that suddenly I was a member of the team, was sought after and even needed; it gave me a weird sensation of actually belonging and being a small part of the whole!  

The early run was arduous and I was a distant last as normal, but to my disbelief the girls from the main group called me in with them, along with the Alpha males, and into the steaming, streaming showers.

By this time the sexual chemistry and interaction with the whole group was intense as there was touching and fornication almost at will from all parties and I was helping or cleaning the women as required or directed and, dare I say, began to…privately, disgracefully perhaps, enjoy the perverse process!

Completely unexpectedly when they departed the other four girls made me remain in the water and to my ongoing, emerging, almost reluctant surprise and silent pride there was something about what Neil and I were providing for the team that was becoming indispensible and demonstrably valued.

I was important suddenly, good at providing an appreciated service and in all honesty it was not an unacceptable sensation or experience at all.

However although the girls were friendly, if not a little too physically demanding, the men were always irritatingly superior and condescending; but they were like that with all the young women so I suppose it was to be expected, as I was treated no differently to my female colleagues.

The day passed and then with further drills and varied lessons after lunch I was having my one to one with Sergeant Curtain once more; she had been out with the main troop all morning and seemed unusually drained and I tried to take the initiative with her.

“May I help you, Sir?”

Her pale eyes glared at me in apparent but not unusual irritation.

“Getting the hang of it now, Fag, are we…?”

I flushed but kept quiet.

“…Are you taking your tablets?”

I nodded and then saw her further exasperation with me and promptly provided a verbal riposte.

“Yes, Sir!”

She smiled in acknowledgment of my developing ability to work things out and react accordingly.

“Take your clothes off and you can massage me…I’m tired…stiff…”

Her tone was mocking, instantly.

“…Unlike you!”

I bit my lip and tried to defend myself.

“I still get hard, Sir.”

She laughed and twisted the sharp, jagged knife of torture in me.

“Good…it’s good that you still get excited…”

Her hands passed me a small, plastic bag while her lips smiled as if in private delight at my hopelessness. 

“…Strip and put these on!”

I pulled the articles out from inside and gasped in shock; there was a pair of nylon, black stockings and tiny, dark knickers with suspenders attached.

“I…I…can’t…wear… them!”

The Sergeant was acidic.

“Do it…I’m weary… need to relax…as I like to, now…!”

By this stage of my army training I had been conditioned to obey orders; knew that I had no choice so I swiftly removed all of my uniform, even my ruffled, white, sensual knickers.

Then, as she watched me, my fingers drew the silky nylons up the right leg first, from the tips of my toes and proceeded to do the very same thing on the other.

Then my shaking hands drew the miniscule, black panties around my agitated crotch and, as I slipped them around my genitals, I exhaled as the soft gusset captured me completely, instinctively causing me to become erect as she continued to snap at me.

“…Clip the stocking onto the knickers…go on, Fag…”

Somehow I made the connections with the fasteners and it increased the tension on my penis until my eyes closed in the weirdest, hormonal emotion as I spontaneously squirted and ejaculated into the crotch. 

Without doubt I was overcome and sexually excited causing my face and skin to flush and glow pink while the Sergeant looked on and chuckled.

“…What do you say when you get a present, Fag?”

This whole experience was terribly confusing for me and making my head dizzy which caused me to wail and whimper in my dither and confusion.

“Thank you, Sir…thank you, Sir!”

The Amazonian Sergeant walked into her bedroom and I followed like a meek lamb to watch her remove her clothes until she only had her tight, white knickers and army sports bra on.

Her muscular body was truly extraordinary and I was still traumatised as she lay face down on her bed while she muttered and instructed me in the same exhalation of breath.

“Massage me, Fag…need to chill…”

As she had already shown me, I started at her feet and took my time in pressing every muscle group on her giant shape until she was murmuring happily as she turned over onto her back and spread her strong, thick thighs.

“…Mmm…you’re good at this, Fag…I understand that all the girls are increasingly delighted with you…”

My pale eyes then stared at her raised but covered mound with just a trace of light, pubic hair and she saw my patent interest or even compulsion.

“…You want to serve me, Fag…like you do for all the other members of our small platoon?”

I was ashamed but nodded anyway.

“Yes, Sir!”

She smiled in some barely disguised amusement.

“Then pull them off and suck me until I climax and come, Fag…!”

Nervously I then peeled the thin knickers off her until all I could see was her inverted flesh with a blonde tuft of down above and without doubt it looked utterly beguiling and divine to me.

The Sergeant expectantly spread her legs wide apart and I took my subservient place on my belly between her thighs and then began to lick her sensitive flesh, so softly, as she simpered and sighed.

“…You look so good in your stockings…do you like them?”

Without question I felt delicious as the sensual, luxurious material caressed me and it was beyond my ability to be deceitful or blatantly lie.

“Yes, Sir!”

My slippery tongue was just inside her vaginal opening now, flicking and pressing her most delicate flesh and I could hear her breath shorten.

“Would you like me to buy you some other pretty things?”

I was already lost as I sensed her so close to her climactic heaven.

“Yes, Sir, thank you, Sir!”

The Sergeant gripped my fair hair and then loudly reached her orgasm as she squirted a stream of reactive, womanly fluid that hit me fully in my foolish face.

With that she placed the dildo around my mouth and face once more and I spent the next 20 minutes fucking her pussy with it while she grunted and groaned in selfish relish and gratification until she was eventually fully satisfied.

When she was done and recovered the toy was removed; her blue eyes then saw that my penis was demonstrably hard and stiff and she smiled slyly, as if she needed this further excuse to continue to insult and tease me.

“Sit on my foot, Fag…rub it…tell me what a Sissy Fag you are.”

I straddled her leg and she brought her flat sole to my crotch and pressed the rigidity lightly as I gasped out loudly and pathetically to her.

“I am a Fag, Sir…love to please you Sir…oh, Sir…fuck!”

In seconds my penis had spontaneously combusted again into the insidious knickers and this appeared to excite her more; therefore she made me then provide her with a further orgasm on my tongue until finally, mercifully we were at last finished.

In her afterglow she unexpectedly allowed me to lie beside her on the bed and to my secret joy moved close behind me and stroked my ass though the sticky knickers as I pressed back to meet her pressure almost without thought.

To my true amazement this connection between us did not feel unnatural at all as she cuddled me; it was just puzzlingly safe and weirdly comforting. 

The woman was much bigger and more powerful than me, and I just settled by her side passively as we snoozed then dozed and felt each others warmth and heat for fully half an hour.

When we eventually rose she took another bag from one of her cupboards and gave it to me.

I removed a black leotard with navy pantyhose and she laughed as she saw my shocked or terrified reaction but spoke commandingly.

“Take what you have off…clean it for tomorrow and put these on for the gym work with the white, normal, panties underneath.”

I was too feeble and scared of her to argue and I removed what I had on, pulled the knickers around my hips then could hardly contain my instant arousal as the sensual materials of the items provided for me, fitted so snugly over on my body.

We walked to the gym where Neil was waiting in similar garb and we tried not to look at each other in our degradation and shame; but we did the stretching and physical workout and once into the exercises quickly forgot utterly that we were in girl’s clothing.

By the end of the session we were utterly exhausted and I returned with the Sergeant to her room and she observed me remove the outfit before commenting on the prominent but small bulge in my panties again.

“Come here, Fag…”

I went to stand before her and her powerful body towered over me in her uniform as she placed a single finger directly on my petite rise.

“…tell me you like dressing up like a girl and I’ll help you climax.”

It seemed that like the fabled, George Washington I could not tell a lie, but in truth, simply could not resist her and trembled then shook as I spoke.

“I do, Sir…it makes me…excited, Sir!”

Her digit pressed my lurid, base tension a mere touch harder and to the slightest pressure I groaned and jerked juices into the already dirtied knickers.

Then I was dismissed from her service almost before I could exhale and catch my breath and, as the rest of the group were not yet back, took the opportunity to clean the black underwear she had brought me in privacy, so I would not be noticed or mercilessly teased.

What I was doing and being subjected to was demeaning and humiliating but there was also something, undeniably mesmerising and intoxicating about it as well. 

However I could not dwell, for as I finished my laundry the rest of the platoon returned and then I was into my normal, reviving duties for whoever wanted or needed my talents and more and more of the tired young women did.

Suddenly my abilities were not about being sexual anymore but relieving, to have aching tendons and muscles soothed revived and sensually, tenderly brought back to life in my increasingly  learned hands and fingers.

I finished just before dinner and we all ate around our table more and more like a single unit now; it was actually difficult to spot the previous fault lines as if everyone knew what was required of them and no one was unfairly judged.

It seemed that almost as if by magic there was a contribution to the team or cause that we could all make!

I still obviously felt unlike a real, fighting man but given that I was helping in some form I sensed that I could somehow, possibly accept this feminised burden for a few extra weeks. 

Fleur was friendly and happy and seemed to have settled into a routine with Mason, or Jared occasionally, and there seemed to be an unusual but almost natural, sexual balance coming over the entire group. 

At night there was a couple of the girls that needed some erotic, and physical entertainment from me but as the days went on, increasingly bodies were being fatigued from the strain and efforts during the day’s pressing torments or obligations.                             Perhaps in truth the spirits and forms of both the males and females needed simply to rest then recuperate.

I observed that there also began to be a pattern of sleeping partners occurring, but it seemed that many of the platoon got a more refreshing rest actually resting side by side; it was again not entirely a sexual thing just maybe some warmth, comfort and company I suppose.

I often thought back to my quick snuggle with Sergeant Curtain and being in her strong, protective arms and somehow, understood exactly how it felt, and how important and needed that particular sensation or emotion was.

In the afternoon the next day when I went to our leader’s room she gave me some cream in a transparent tub and had me rub it all over my legs and body to remove any unnecessary hair. 

I never had much to begin with and after waiting 10 minutes with it smeared on my skin I promptly showered and to my amazement and private delight my skin was then as slippery smooth as silk.

This made wearing the stockings and knickers far more delicious as I pulled or teased them on and, when I then stood before The Sergeant, she gifted to me a short, black skirt and made me clip it around my slender waist.

In that instant I truly felt like a girl and, although I still wanted to object, seemed to increasingly dissolve as my mentor walked slowly around me as if circling for the kill while she laughed at my befuddled state.

“Such a pretty, Fag…take my trousers off and suck me.”

My ability to refuse her was already gone and I undressed her eagerly then was soon on my knees with my mouth buried in her sweet, slippery crack of femininity while she used me like a mere toy until she climaxed and descended into the inevitable abyss of climactic ecstasy. 

As usual I served her for many minutes longer until she eventually found heaven again and then drew her huge frame up and took out a new toy from her drawer which was a thin, blue phallus with a thick curved knob on the base of it, like a small, unusual handle.

She watched me gaze at it with some perplexity and disconcertion then smiled in understanding.

“You should be concerned, Fag…because I will fuck you at some point but not yet…now concentrate and watch…”

I was still prostrated as she took her place above me and my wide open eyes observed in fascination, as she slid the shaped and moulded bottom of the dildo into her slimy, vaginal passage until it was sticking out horizontally before pressing her hips forward suggestively.

“…Suck the end of it….open your lips, Fag…”

It was as though I was already beguiled or bewitched and my lips drew on the lifeless object as her hands stroked my head almost in rhythm.

“…Good, Fag…but you really need some lipstick on…”

I was trembling ever more as she went on. 

“…Red, I think…would be good…that’s it… suck it…!”

My head and mouth then moved back and forward in depraved, disreputable obedience until she stopped me by pulling my hair until I squealed and then barked out an order at the same destabilising time.

“…Now remove it and then put it back…this cock is like your rifle…you need to be able to operate it...”

I desperately pulled at the cold, hard protrusion and quickly saw how it slid and fitted into her sexual centre; it was quite innovative really as it seemed to attach and detach to her body so remarkably easily.

When I was familiar and more comfortable with handling the slippery device, The Sergeant allowed me to turn it around and then fuck her with the very tip and top of it so softly and slowly while she spread her legs and arched her back then murmured in sordid pleasure as I did so.

“…I do think you are enjoying this, Fag…!”

As if ashamed I said nothing but the thickness in my knickers confirmed that I was indeed engaged in this sordid endeavour and when I eventually stood up, her finger slipped into my underwear and held my pumped up flesh tightly in her fingers causing me to gasp and subsequently leave my deposit of sickly, white fluid upon them.

To my helpless despair she then placed the plastic phallus inside her once more, pointing outwards before smearing the semen on the curved shiny end of it as she laughed and debased me to my former masculine core.

“…Lick it off, Fag…all off…!”

My knees were already wobbly and weak making me fall so easily to the floor and once in that subservient position, my lips began to suckle the peak of the fake penis as she pressed it further into my mouth and teased my shiny hair in some barely disguised ascendancy.

“…OK…now into the tights and leotard and let’s get that body in shape.”

The sensation of the nylon and microfiber was definitely disturbing but equally divine causing both Neil and I confusion but not preventing us both from becoming increasingly comfortable dressed like this and getting fitter, stronger and leaner all at the same time. 

After putting us through further, extreme, physical exertion I was then dismissed and went through my afternoon then evening duties to the platoon as usual and with as much enthusiasm as I could muster. 

The days promptly formed a pattern that only altered with the Sergeant supplying ever more female clothing in the afternoon sessions until I was wearing a small, training bra and a black blouse along with the other female items she had provided previously.

The education into her dirty, seedy but compelling ways, lessons and the practice of my oral expertise on the divisive toys was ever more expansive and The Sergeant had even got to the point of placing a full, scary strap-on around her hips and making me suck it as if I truly was a Whore and a real woman.

Then as if to add insult to injury she supplied me with a tight, black, anal pug and with a little oil then a couple of tortuous twists and pushes it was soon secretly snug within my backside almost permanently.

Throughout all this period, Fleur was busy with her own training and of course social interaction with the other men - fucking them actually, not to be too delicate about such matter - as if the two things were sickly linked or connected and I suppose by now in some disturbing ways they were.

The only time we had any privacy or dare I mention, intimacy, was occasionally at night when she would come to my bed, kneel over my head and mouth then insist that I clean her of the warm, pungent sperm that had been injected inside her so readily or recently and as I did so she would constantly mumble.

“This is so much better than what we had…I don’t think less of you, Leigh…I don’t…the opposite is true…I like you…like you…”

She would grind her pussy into my face then, until she came so dirtily and selfishly to her climax; these fetid acts unfortunately reminded me a little of how hopeless I used to be with her, when it had been just the two of us.

“…So much better…oh you Lovely, Little, Fag.”

It was so demeaning and humiliating for my own sweet wife to call me such insulting names but I took solace in the fact that this sufferance was only to be for a short while longer as the time was flying by, this camp would be finished and shortly things would return to normal!

In some ways I suppose such ideas and dreams seemed somewhat fanciful but suddenly there were less than 10 days remaining of our trial and anything seemed possible if I could just hang on.

Without doubt I still had a lot to learn about women and life! 

The following few days we were all sent out on manoeuvres which entailed exhausting, long hikes and camping out for 3 icy-cold nights.

Surprisingly perhaps all the previous interaction as a group in the barrack helped us substantially as everyone found a partner or two to cuddle up to inside cosy sleeping bags to keep warm.

Our practicality and communality quickly showed that we were fitter, happier, more alive and resourceful than the other squads or platoons that were also encamped and being put to test in the freezing, black, night-time hills.

When we returned to camp The Sergeant was definitely pleased with our inventiveness, innovation and progress; the routine then returned to what had been previously whereas I was back with her for our one-to-one in the afternoon and secretly delighted to be so.

Weirdly I had actually missed our intimate and instructive time together and most disconcertingly and perversely, dressing up in the divine, evocative clothing.

Sergeant Curtain seemed equally pleased to have me to herself once more as she sexually teased and tortured me so exquisitely during my oral service to her, before my exercise schedule in my evocative leotard and tights.

Then as if in a blink of a sparkling eye there were only a few days before the important, expansive Army Games where the whole company was to be involved. 

There were 6 squads in the whole battle-force and it appeared that our group, as it consisted of so many women, were considered the most brittle by far even though we had done so well in all the previous examinations and reports.

The orders were that the weakest squad, that was now us, was to be hunted down first and then the second and so on until the remaining, so called superior Alpha, solely male platoon, took the prize and victory pennant as expected and perhaps wished for by the powers that existed.

Our band of sisters and brothers were to be dumped in the hills, as if that was something new, and then exterminated with slimy, greasy white paint like vermin or cannon fodder.

Therefore, The Sergeant addressed us one evening after dinner and it was clear by her body language and tone that she was unhappy that we were to be treated so disrespectfully by the Top Brass.

“We will be on the heights in a few days so I want you all to do your best…”

I saw her bite her bottom lip and by now I knew her more than just a tad, and this instinctive action was a reveal of her frustration and anger.

“…But all of the new platoons will be hunting us as a group….”

She sighed and could not disguise her disquiet and perhaps did not wish to.

“…We have no chance so…we will do our best and just make a good show.”

As a team we immediately went very quiet; we were upset and unsettled to hear our indestructible, indefatigable, fearless leader being so negative and almost resigned to defeat and as if wishing to change the mood to my shock, my Fleur spoke up for us all.

“Why can’t we surprise them, Sergeant…go for the HQ…destroy the nerve centre…and then we can pick off the rest of the units and destroy them one by one?”

The tall, striking, mesmerising woman simply laughed in her melancholy which was a first positive sign from her that day.

“I don’t know where it is, Kline …and we would need to know exactly… and where all the other squads were to get them…we’d need perfect Intel!”

My wife smiled determinedly as if she was suddenly the one in command.

“Some of the senior-officers are coming for a dinner tomorrow…I heard they were looking for serving girls from town…?”

The Sergeant seemed impatient and somewhat exasperated.

“…And…I can’t use any of us you are all known…”

Fleur smile dryly.

“Not Neil and Leigh in their new forms…if you could do the paperwork then they could go in as girls from town….serve food and…”

Her slight but increasingly developing shoulders hunched expressively upwards. 

“…Well who knows what they might find out?”

Our senior and female leader’s sharp eyes glared as if she was about to sear her with blue lasers in her irritation and upset.

“That is definitely cheating, Kline…cheating…it’s unfair…duplicitous and…

Suddenly her mood altered in an instant like the changeable weather on those accursed high peaks and mountains as her lips broke in a sly, wry smile.

“…Fucking brilliant…that’s fucking brilliant, Kline…it is a War Game after all…”

She was agitated, engaged and excited suddenly.

“…I’ll speak to The Lieutenant…she will do the papers…we need to get the boys made up…and looking exactly like girls.”

To a man the whole group spoke together.

“We’ll do it, Sir…get them ready and make sure they have what they need.”

Sergeant Curtain seemed alive now, as if reborn in hope and laughed out loud in her joy; she soon left us and Neil and I were then surrounded by attentive girls all wanting to make us look the part or even dare I say…beautiful!

In no time at all our faces and been painted and then with eye shadow, lashes and lipstick we certainly looked very much the femme fatales that were required for this deceit. 

Our hair was longer after not being cut for a month and with a flick here and a twist there Neil and I suddenly, facially were almost magically transformed into two pretty, young ladies.

The Sergeant returned with the provocative clothing that I had been wearing with her during our personal afternoon trysts and I had to man-up and ignore the amused, prying eyes, pull all the finery on in front of everyone, even the men who stood back and smiled in some private hilarity but to their credit did not say a single, mocking, teasing word.

The flat bra’s were then filled with tissue paper for shape and after a few minutes dressing and primping I looked into the mirror and was shocked by what I saw reflected back at me.

It was as if I was an attractive if not gorgeous, young girl and I flushed in my shame but secret pride as I gasped to the attentive crowd. 

“Well… how do I look?”

There were some cat-calls and spontaneous applause then, a sheet for a backdrop was hooked up, and The Sergeant took some pictures of the two of us in what now looked like dark, waitress uniforms and then smiled in pure, transparent pleasure.

“You both are so cute…OK, going to see The Lieutenant…see if we can come up with some creative information on you two and you could be serving in the officer’s mess tomorrow night…”

Her large hands slapped both of our slender backs as she turned to Fleur and laughed in her further good humour.

“You are such a devious, clever girl, Kline…really creative under pressure…”

She was still very enthusiastic and chuckled as she admired us

“…Almost as innovative as these two!”

With permission I removed the female clothing and changed into my fatigues but unfortunately everyone saw the white, ruffled panties I now wore under my uniform but, given what had gone before, no-one commented unduly.

The Sergeant then left the barrack and, after some gentle ribbing, I retired to bed and to my surprise, Fleur came to me at lights out before settling down.

She cuddled temporarily in beside me and whispered kindly and quietly.

“I hope you didn’t mind my suggestion, Leigh…but it seemed like such a good idea and I know you can do it!”

I held her slender, tight body in my arm and hands and flushed.

“No, I understand…if it helps the squad then I don’t mind!”

Her warm fingers slipped into my knickers and pressed my taut erection and I whimpered to her more in hope than expectation.

“Can I fuck you, Darling?”

To my embarrassment she just giggled.

“I don’t think so, Leigh…even if you could manage it…?”

She explained trying not to cut me to the quick with her tortuous words.

“…It wouldn’t be right here…you being part of the SS team and all.”

The future seemed to be getting so much dimmer for us and I was increasingly concerned.

“What about at home…when we get back?”

She shivered and her finger slipped to my rear entrance and snickered in surprise as she unexpectedly found the plug there.

“Oh, Leigh…you are adventurous…maybe it won’t be just me getting fucked….but you as well!”

To my disgrace I spurted semen into her fingers in reaction, as if her despicable prediction had inflamed me, before my wife lowered her own knickers, spread the juices on her sexual folds and made me dirtily, selfishly suck then lick her to a climax.

When she was done she sighed and murmured in pure gratification.

“That was so nice, Darling…like a hors  d’oeuvre…before, Mason and the boys have me…I do like being screwed properly, Leigh…” 

My voice meekly groaned in mixed feelings and emotional turmoil.

“…You seem to be getting on so well with The Sergeant…maybe you’ll know soon?”

I was mortified at her crude, unreasonable intimation and tried to make sense of all this.

“I’m just doing my duty…that’s all!”

Her hands stroked my bottom and let her fingertips trace over the anal toy.

“And you’re doing a wonderful job, Baby…a Good, Little Fag!”   

She laughed softly again then kissed my perspiring forehead and was gone in a whiff of cheap but aromatic, sweet perfume.

I knew she was going to get fucked again and it depressed and aroused me all at the same uncomfortable time 

However I had no time to dwell; there were many girls in need of release as it seemed that the excitement of watching me humiliated was some weird type of aphrodisiac for them all.

Six young women came then patiently queued and waited their turn as if I was a new blockbuster of a film, and my mouth and tongue was tired by the time I had finished with the last one; as she departed my bed my head hit the pillow and I was asleep before even realising.

We showered in the morning but I had noticed most of the sexual interplay had gone almost entirely by now; the fornication or sensuality was mainly at night, we were becoming just fit, athletic boys and girls that had no secrets, and were  just comfortable naked around each other.

After the run, Sergeant Curtain took Neil and I on one side and told us that we were on for serving in the officer’s mess later that day as had been proposed.

Therefore we left the base that afternoon on a sick pass then went to a small hotel where the our commander was waiting with our female clothes in bags for the evening and the documents we would need to get into the camp to work as waitresses. 

After we had showered she made us use copious amounts of fragrance and perfume before we both dressed in the full, black, divisive uniform and with some application of make-up, colour eyeliner and lipstick, as we had been shown by the other girls, we were almost ready.

As my eyes looked into the mirror in the bathroom I began to shiver at my amazing feminine image; I looked dazzling with my short skirt and comely but electrifying black stockings and trembled then felt my body surge and flush in weird, hormonal excitement.

Suddenly this was like going over the top for me, in a real combat situation and my heart was beating like a proverbial loud, resonant, battle drum.

The Sergeant made sure we were perfect, gave us some money for a taxi, ensured once more we had the papers to get past he guards and at 6.30p.m we were on our way back to the base as serving girls.

The Officers Mess was located near the kitchens but on the opposite side of the main building, and they had a separate, secluded, more exclusive upper restaurant.

Neil and I were soon busy taking plates and food back and forwards and I noticed that Lieutenant Arnold would occasionally, surreptitiously glance at us both and try to hide or suppress a wry smile.

The wine was flowing and the hospitality generous especially to the two most senior officers who were dressed immaculately in pristine, dark green, dress uniforms.

It was hard to follow the conversations that often were about the imminent war games as unfortunately we were in and out of the room so much, and sadly it was impossible to pick up any relevant or helpful information at all.

As coffee and brandy were served towards the end of the night it was hard for me not to observe that the older, senior males were slyly admiring Neil and I as we proficiently paraded prettily and performed our menial duties.

However that being said that fact did not seem to help us much regarding the Intel we needed and as the evening was being wound up, the information we had heard or gleaned was literally a big fat Zero!

Neil and I did our final clearing away in the kitchen and after taking some money for our time we headed disappointedly towards the gate and to take a bus back to our hotel where our army clothes were waiting for us to change into.

The whole evening had been an incredible and disappointing waste of time!

As we waited in the dark for our transportation we saw a long, sleek, black car stop and the window slid down before one of the officers from the table stuck his manicured head out and murmured to us respectfully.

“Hi, Girls…can we give you a lift?”

Neil and I looked at each other, blinked and were soon in the expansive, luxurious vehicle where we introduced ourselves as Lacy and Nell and the men in the crisp uniforms were Tom and Jerome…Captains of course!   

They asked us for a quick drink at the hotel where they were staying and we were thrilled, especially as it was not far from our own lodgings where our clothes were and we agreed, although feigning reluctance for reasons of propriety naturally.

Both men were smart, toned, mature, cool and handsome in a slightly sophisticated and unusual sort of way; Neil and I shared some wine and listened to them as they explained they were here for some Army business but offered nothing much else by way of detail and we could hardly ask, could we?

But it was clear they knew more than they were telling us and their leather pouches constantly by their side were bursting with documents.

Due to the alcohol and excitement I was swiftly becoming a little inebriated and when Nell and Jerome went outside for a walk Tom sat close beside me and suddenly his mouth was pressed against mine.

My masculine instinct was to resist him and pull away but he held me and disconcertingly it seemed so disturbingly natural to French kiss him and as I did so; then I was breathless as he drew me ever more disturbingly closer to him and stroked my deliciously covered body so suggestively.

He stopped his attentions unexpectedly as he was drunk or fatigued and seemed also out of energy as I was, but to my delight I heard words that made my heart beat so much faster.

“Come for dinner tomorrow night…we will treat you…then…”

He smiled and kissed me passionately once again as my penis seemed to leak then explode into my sensual, sensitive knickers.

“…We can get to know each other much better!”

Neil returned and, given this was too good an opportunity to miss, we agreed to meet them the following evening at 7.30p.m and left to go home on something of a floaty, fluffy, emotional cloud.

We staggered unsteadily to our hotel down the road, changed into our normal uniforms and took a taxi to the base carrying our other female attire in a green, army, carrying bag.

The whole platoon including the Sergeant was waiting for our return and listened with apparently bated breaths to our unremarkable, unsuccessful story where we had gathered so little useful intelligence.

However when we told about the Captains that had so surprisingly given us a lift and then the impromptu date we had falsely agreed to, Sergeant Curtain clapped her substantial hands in sheer, transparent delight and chuckled. 

“Well done…well done…we will get you another pass for tomorrow night…the Army Games start the following day so… this will be our last chance!”

Neil and I glared at each other in real shock as I gasped to her.

“You can’t be serious…can’t be serious…we can’t meet them…”

I was blushing like the reddest beetroot that had even been grown.

“…You don’t know what they want…we only agreed so we could get away!”

Fleur laughed; all the girls did and seemed to respond in a cackling chorus like witches.

“We know exactly what they want!”

They shrieked in real hysterical glee and I screamed at them all in my disturbance.

“I can’t…we won’t…we will not… go and meet them!”

The Sergeant’s blue eyes were cold, brutal and unflinchingly harsh.

“Why exactly is that, Bright? Tell us please!”

Stupidly my tremulous lips uttered the first ludicrous and inane thoughts in my disturbed head as I replied in a sudden rush.

“I haven’t got anything to wear!”

The whole squad including Neil burst into hysterics and in the end even I began to laugh at my madness; I really was in an utterly disoriented state and...this was only a Game after all.

Or was it? It was hard to tell any more!

After further hilarity and endless questions, Neil and I were excused other duties that evening and to my shame I went to bed in my tight, white knickers and dirtily masturbated secretly to the thought of the handsome Captain’s long, luscious tongue in my mouth and his rakish hands all over my aching body.

Only the release of further, insidious semen during my orgasm made me descend to sleep, even though I had been emotionally and physically exhausted before. 

The morning brought yet another run and a shower as if everything was still the same regime then after lunch everything changed for us completely.

There was a general lecture on warfare for an hour then in the mid-afternoon all the squad were assembled in the barrack as our charismatic Sergeant addressed us all with real drive and purpose now.  

“OK the Army Games, are upon us…tomorrow and… as all the platoons will be chasing us as the weakest group…”

She emphasised and almost spat out the word as if it tasted badly on her pink, slippery tongue.

“…Without a doubt we are going to get annihilated unless the SS team score for us tonight so…ideas!”

It seemed that my wife was full of them and, as the unelected spokesmen for the group, murmured helpfully.

“Well we have to present them well…seductively… and…”

She seemed to choose her comments carefully.

“…They will have to do what is necessary to get back to the guy’s rooms and snaffle the Intel out of their cases…”

The Sergeant nodded immediately in full acknowledgement of such an insightful and audacious strategy.

“Agreed….so…the Fags, have the delicate underwear but… “

Her voice was inquiring and not sarcastic in the least

“…Sexy dresses anyone?”

It seemed that one young woman was exactly my size and a slightly taller, Alpha girl the same shape as Neil, left for a moment with her then returned and produced short, brightly coloured outfits for us both.

Then with some high shoes and the clean, freshly washed underwear from last night, we enchantingly had our girly façade for the encounter ahead with our dates as if we were two Cinderellas going to the ball!

I was floundering as if a small boat lost in a tidal wave while this went on and wailed out in my increasing fear and confusion.

“They will want to fuck us…we can’t go…what can we do?”

The Sergeant simply laughed off my patent distress.

“Improvise, Bright…you’re in the SS core of the Army now…improvise!”

Fleur spoke and once again her comments were insightful, devastating and very much to the point.

“Just tell them it’s your time of the month and give lots and lots of…”

She seemed to like that particular word.

“…Blow jobs…get them drunk and then…hey-ho…we get the prize…”

The whole team all howled in hysterics at our obvious discomposure and alarm. 

“…Or maybe you do!”

I looked across and saw that Neil was also terribly flushed and shocked as he spluttered something really stupid.

“But I’ve never given Head to a man…so…I can’t…can’t…it’s too much!”

The Bitch of a Sergeant stared at me as if remembering our previous work on the awful toys that no doubt my other SS member had similarly endured and suffered as well; she therefore smiled in her secret knowledge and recollection.

“That’s a good point…we need to do some quick and final preparation and training for this mission.”

Her eyes found the Alpha males at the back and they grumbled together in almost a single choral complaint of refusal.

“You have got to be joking…not the Fags…please, Sergeant … please…”

Our commander had the proverbial bit between her teeth by now and just berated them fiercely.

“Man up, Guys…we’ll do a dress rehearsal and by the time we’ve finished you will never guess they are not the real thing…now have a drink…”

They looked at her so sweetly and innocently but she was undoubtedly something of a whirlwind.

“…From the bottles hidden under your bed…”

The man looked at her as if butter would not melt in her mouth, but her lips were curled up in sarcasm.

“…I know everything that goes on here, Boys…and get ready…I want these Fags to be battle hardened and expert before they leave!”

They groaned once more in a communal breath but they had no choice, as was the situation for us all, and they left to take their Dutch-Courage! 

Feminine hands quickly fell upon us to start this theatre of dressing up by initially applying foundation on our faces.

Soon I was painted, in my sexy underwear once more and to my disgrace could hardly contain my thickness in the tiny, thin, silky smalls and one of the girls giggled then went to get something.

She returned with a thin, absorbent pad and, as the small, fascinated crowd watched on, slipped it into my panties to make a smooth shape and then pressed the crotch firmly as her soft voice, mocked me

“You’re excited like a girl…thinking about giving Head like a Whore…?”

She gasped in her shock as I began to judder

“…Fuck…he’s coming!”

I grunted and released into the comforting liner then automatically sighed in combined relief and humiliation but the women just ignored my show and mortification; there were so many things to do and time was short.

Before I realised Neil and I were wearing short, garish, revealing dresses, had full makeup with our hair twisted and flicked and to our combined horror the four men returned and stood almost to attention in the centre of the room in obvious surprise as all the girls just looked on.

Mason stared disbelievingly at me and smiled suddenly as if a wave of happiness had spread over his, awful, dark and predatory face.

“Fuck…look at you…she’s sexy…come here, Girl!”

I was frozen but my wife took my arm and pulled me until I was on my knees before him and now, under the strictest orders, pulled his trousers down his thighs to reveal the biggest, black cock that was imaginable in my worst nightmare.

But even there I could never possibly have conjured up a lousy, depraved dream like this!

However disgracefully my stupid lips were leaking or salivating as if they had a mind of their own and maybe knew more than I did! 

Fleur bent down with me and her tongue licked the end of the enraged flesh and encouraged me quietly.

“You do this, Leigh…that’s it…lick…all over…under here…then these big balls!”

They were just huge and I could hear him groaning to my wife’s caress until suddenly we both began to work our oral magic upon his testicles before I returned to the top of his shaft once more and disgracefully I realised this enlarged and incredible cock was now inside my wet mouth.

Now I was flying solo as my wife backed off but stroked and pushed my head forward as this solidity began to fuck me between my lips and almost down my throat, almost choking me in the process until I began to enter some sort of acceptance and deviant rhythm with it.

This Black Bastard was pushing and pumping me faster now as if in a race and I could sense his balls bursting and about to release their questionable nectar and then, to my despair, they did as my wife held my head tightly fast while copious amounts of salty, sickly, fluid washed and poured down my windpipe and deep down into my belly.

I was utterly debased and degraded and looked so pathetically up at this man who had abused my wife and was now fucking me and he just laughed derisively in my flushed and semen stained face.

“Not bad, Fag but…your girl’s much better than you are!”

A female voice laughed and it reminded me that I was very much in the lurid spotlight.

“He just needs some more practice…OK… next!”

Jared then began the same sullied depravity with Neil while Grace, a willowy blonde supplied the requisite advice and demonstration as Fleur had to me, but I had not a minute to look on much, as Greg stood over me in readiness for further, demeaning work and foul preparation for what lay ahead.  

Soon I had made him release inside my mouth and then all of the small team of men kept producing sperm while Neil and I continued to suck and have it cover our skin as if we were the target and they had the very best repeating rifles. 

These guys were so virile and sexually able, capable and strong it was almost impossible to comprehend or believe.

Then after over an hour’s continual work they were almost done and I suckled the last bit of semen in Mason’s penis, as if it was an unmissable treat but I was relieved and pleased that it was over.

However, perhaps in shameful, hidden honesty, I also would not have minded a little more education in this sullied, oral adventure.

There was undoubtedly a lot I did not understand or know and of course only wanted to do a good job for the squad tonight! 

It appeared impossibly that my own self-respect, propriety and reservation about throwing myself into this misadventure heart and soul, had dissipated like the mist on the nearby small mountains in the emerging, heated dawn.

I stared at Neil with his plump mouth also stained with bright, sticky fluid and our thoughts seemed to match as we had an instant, intuitive understanding; we were ready, prepared now and undoubtedly willing to take one for the team!

Well that was what Army life was all about after all!

After our ordeal and further induction and indoctrination into oral depravity we were left to shower and rest for a few hours and I was grateful for the short period of seclusion and separation. 

I was anxious but privately had to admit that this clandestine, dangerous work was the most exciting thing I had ever undertaken in my life.

The time passed, the girls returned, we dressed with their assistance and looked even more trampy but beautiful than we had done previously.

Everyone wished us luck, even the Alpha Boys who whistled and told us we looked hot and, at 7.20p.m exactly the Sergeant dropped us into the shadows outside the same hotel from the previous night.

We left our regular army clothing in the same reserved room to change into on our way back and Neil and I hugged each other in a singular moment’s privacy before marching nervously but bravely to the nearby venue where fate and the handsome Captains were undoubtedly waiting for us.

To have dinner for certain and possibly or undoubtedly a whole lot more!

The men were dressed again in their immaculate uniforms, sitting up at the bar and their worldly faces lit up like flashbulbs as they saw us dressed so provocatively and looking so glamorous and entreating.

We were soon mixing beer with shots causing both Neil and I to be merry before we even entered the restaurant where we were served the first splendid course of fresh, delicious shrimp.

Our table was at the side of the room in the relative gloom; it was padded, circular red seating and my date, Captain Tom was soon sitting close beside me while Nell was tightly packed with Captain Jerome.

As we ate and drank, my man’s hands and palms were on and all over me while his tongue was caressing my lips as we fed each other off forks, like star crossed lovers and kissed sporadically.

By the time we had finished the dessert, my agitated penis was dribbling juice as if it was a leaky tap and I was so grateful that I had the absorbent panty liner in my gusset that just managed to keep me flat and dry.

Tom’s arm was around my shoulders as his busy fingers stroked my nylon decorated inner thighs then to my eternal horror pressed my crotch; the most awful part was that I actually secretly wanted him to touch me there but I gasped sensibly and defensively.

“I can’t…it’s the wrong…wrong time…!”

He was understanding but also so seductive and demanding.

“…When does it finish?”

I said the first thing that came into my dizzy head.

“Couple of days.”

He pressed what he thought was my pussy while I withered and groaned.

“I can wait…gotta see and supervise some manoeuvres but…”

His smile was sickly sweet as if it was displaying too much sugar.

“…I really do want to fuck you…so we’ll meet back here in two days!”

Ridiculously I wanted him to, but it seemed the evening was finishing and I had learned nothing whatsoever about these prescient, army manoeuvres tomorrow other than they were here to run them.

Naughtily I allowed my hand to drift between his thick thighs; then push the thickness it found there while my mouth whispered to him as suggestively as I could.

“I want to do something for you as well…you’ve been so nice to us.”

I looked across and Neil who at that very moment was being very intimate with Jerome while my date quickly understood my obvious suggestion; I mean he was a Captain after all and pretty quick on the up-take!

“You wanna come to my room, Baby....?”

My head nodded while two of my fingers squeezed the protruding outline of his cock.

“…You’re going to suck me…fuck you have such cute lips.”

Now he had something to really look forward to he seemed to relax and drink more while I pretended to match him shot for shot but put as much of my liquor as I could in my untouched coffee when he was not looking, as did, Neil.

Within the hour I was in his luxurious, private room and once trapped in his lair he stood in front of the bed, placed me on my knees and his erect and pointed penis was then released and in my mouth virtually immediately and with almost military precision.

Like all soldiers he was pretty much solid muscle and even in his drunken state had real staying power; but I had learned a few tricks from earlier that day and soon his ejaculate was withdrawn expertly and settling or diffusing with the alcohol in my stomach.

We then kissed, watched some television while we drank and drank even more until he returned to solidity and I suckled him once more to completion.

I hoped or mistakenly thought perhaps that this would make him pass out to slumber but he had true grit and stamina and it was only after multiple further liquors and an exceptionally, slippery blow-job that finally my lascivious endeavours put or placed him into a stupor and a dormant state.

At that point and with my pallet still so full of sickly semen I then tried to put my woozy head together, took my camera phone out of my bag and spread out the papers that were already placed on his side table.

There were even more in his open document case and within 10 minutes I had nervously but swiftly photographed them all, checked I had missed nothing, and had sent them over the phone to The Sergeant for printing.

My work as a saboteur and a spy was complete and I allowed my hand to tap my evening date on his still, hairy leg, as if by way of a fond farewell then walked quickly back to the bar where Neil was sipping a Coke to sober up, and anxiously waiting for me as we had arranged previously.

He was dishevelled as I was and almost high in tiredness, alcohol or bliss but he excitedly told me that he had extracted information as I had done; he also by now had forwarded the Intel back to The Sergeant and our waiting squad.

We held hands and almost shook in our joy; it seemed that we had been successful and words could hardly explain how utterly thrilled and elated we were. 

When we reached the barrack, as we had hoped, our leader had downloaded and printed all the documents; the information we had so duplicitously collected was even better than we could have ever dreamed of.

The whole squad shared inky coffee then poured over detailed maps of everything from the location of where troops would be placed to the actual position of the enemy headquarters; it was beyond all of our expectations, a fantastic prize and the Sergeant was thrilled but thoughtful.

She was unsure quite how to use the infinite detail to its full advantage and once again my wife spoke up confidently and with full use of her clever brain, intuition and leadership skills.

Fleur suggested that if we could destroy the base camp then we would have taken and killed the head of the venomous snake and the rest of the body could be dealt with relatively easily.

Slowly over copious amount of further, black, strong liquid, and late into a night, a plan of action was formed and put together with everyone vocal in their suggestions until finally we all went to bed ready for war in the coming dawn.

I was bushed but elated and everyone in our team hugged me and congratulated both of us in what we had achieved; it seemed miraculously we had somehow matured as a unit, as suddenly what was important was not what sexual humiliation we suffered but what we had actually accomplished.   

My wife kissed my forehead lovingly, told me she was unbelievably proud of me and when my head hit the pillow I was floating on happy hormones, pheromone and weary but fading adrenaline.

I knew that I had a big part again to play the following day but I would not have been human if I did not glean a sense of real pleasure from what Neil and I had accomplished; even if not necessarily the way we had depravedly completed the task!

However as I snuggled down to sleep, when my brain thought about the enigmatic, Captain Tom undoubtedly my raging libido felt a surge of sullied, perverse excitement and I had to admit there was something about this sexual debauchery that was definitely intoxicating.

My ruffled, knickers were still tight around me, the plug was snug in my anus and I wanted to touch my slightly aroused flesh but I was in truth just too tired to play anymore.

As I separated from the waking world all I really knew for certain was that it had been a fantastical day and an ever more extraordinary, unforgettable evening!

There was no run upon waking and, after breakfast, our squad already knew we were soon to be deployed on the nearby hills at around mid-morning and we were busily, concentratedly, finalising the enactment of our plans.

Neil and I were to be instrumental once more as we already had a current sick pass and the Sergeant had arranged with the Lieutenant to provide to us some female, dress uniforms and we were to go into the HQ of the whole company and platoons then plant a bomb disguised cleverly, as a celebratory cake.

Our team had the codes and passwords contained within the information we had extracted and with just a couple of new identification tags, were pretty sure we could get past their security - they would not be expecting an attack from us for sure - and once placed it would kill them all.

We could then take over their communications and misdirect their troops into traps, as if we were their own and actual, command structure, then lead them squad by squad into ambushes for our team to finish off for good,

It seemed a somewhat combined possible and implausible scheme but soon we had the sand-coloured uniforms on us, with the tan nylons under narrow, mid-length skirts, white underwear and then with the dabs of make-up and our hair tied up on our head we once more looked like the most feminine of professional soldiers.

We were also provided with the bomb within the outer shell of a white cake and this was in fact an exploding can of white paint; under the rules of the war game anyone hit by white, sticky fluid was deemed instantly neutralised or dead.

There was a detonator at the base and with just a turn of a switch, the timer was set for a 2 minute delay to give us sufficient time to make our escape.

We had constant communication with the Sergeant and the troop on our phones but once again the success or failure of the whole group rested on us and our abilities to portray ourselves as female Army and pull it off.  

The Lieutenant had organised a jeep to drop us near to where we knew the enemy command centre was located, while the other members of our team caught a truck out to their starting point in the vulnerable, lower hills.

Fortunately, as we knew the initial location of all of the other soldiers and squads, our valiant Sergeant intended a forced march to a pre-arranged point that was a small, dead-end valley which would hopefully be used for our intended, eventual attacks and termination of the opposition.

When Neil and I arrived at the their operations hub, it was in fact a large, green army caravan with a wire fence around and we walked up to guarded entrance with as much projected confidence as we could find.

The time was midday; exactly when officially these provocative and combative games were due to begin and we were right on deadly track!

Neil held the cake as I smiled at the guard and provided him with the passwords, showed him my badge and explained that Captain Tom had ordered this sweet treat to celebrate the initial, swift victory over the Fags and Females, as our squad had become to be known over recent weeks.  

Everyone of these other soldiers were gratingly overconfident of their victory and success and we were quickly let through with our sweet surprise; once near the main, nerve centre a punched code gave us access to the operations centre and we were most definitely in!

The small room was busy with soldiers staring distractingly at brightly lit monitors; officers shouting orders into phones and even though I saw both of the Captains from last evening they were too busy to recognise or notice us.

Therefore we just placed the special cake on the side table, informed an orderly that it was for the celebration to come and someone nodded in recognition of a good idea.

We swiftly but surreptitiously then set the timer and waited innocently just outside, as if we were simply two attractive girls enjoying the warm, fresh air.

As soon as we heard the crash of the explosion our hands and running feet returned us into the shocked centre where to our glee every occupant was covered in the slippery, clingy white paint to a major or lesser extent; they were now all tragically and unfortunately vey much deceased! 

As if I was someone else I stood up to my full but diminutive height, hitched up my pencil skirt and spoke with real authority, menace and assurance that I had never experienced in my existence before.

“You are all dead…so please do not interfere with what we have to do now.”

There was an observer who nodded that this was in fact specifically in line with the rules of engagement and Neil and I promptly secured the door then put the next part of the operation into diabolical effect.

One by one all the other squads on the nearby hills were commanded, by what they thought were their own officers, to go into the pre-arranged snares and traps until within less than an hour every, single, enemy soldier was splattered with greasy, sticky, white paint.

Their covering of this frosty goo looked fatefully or coincidentally just like the viscous semen I had been swallowing last evening; it was the most delightful irony that the need for the production of this fetid essence had undoubtedly led to their army’s downfall and swift…extermination!

When our job was completed and the official had confirmed the legitimacy of our success with a wry grin, it appeared that my Captain of last evening suddenly realised then cottoned on with what had transpired.

Suddenly he recognised me then quietly came to stand by my side then muttered as he flushed in his embarrassment.

“Clever, girl…clever girl…”

I smiled back shyly and tried to forget the sensual touch of his hand or the warm sweet taste of his sperm.

“…But now this is over…are we still on tomorrow night?”

My slender shoulders just shrugged while I stared at him as purely as I could under the circumstances and thought only just how incredibly stupid men really were!

We were then reluctantly driven back to our barrack by one of the devastated, losing officers and we were undoubtedly flushed with our conquest and glory.

If this was in fact real war then our small force had just combined expertly to annihilate, humiliate, and destroy the enemy absolutely and completely; without a shadow of a doubt we were the best of the very best! 

When we arrived at our base the party was already in full swing and Neil and I were deluged with kisses, hugs and congratulations; immediately we began to dance and celebrate without even changing out of our winning uniforms.

How we were dressed didn’t really matter at all; we had been tested in the bright flame and heat of battle, had won our spurs and undoubtedly proved our undisputed bravery and courage.

Strangely, gender in such matters was actually unimportant as you did not need to be male to have balls.  

The Sergeant tried not to show that she was too joyous or happy but she was not that good an actress and was obviously and openly thrilled.

Our time or training was done and we had proved her idea of this sexual mix and the inflammatory named, SS or Sissy Squad had undoubtedly been a rip roaring and rousing success.

After we had eaten together in the main mess hall and had taken the genuine heartfelt plaudits and applause of everyone there, we returned to our private space; as the revelry began once more, my leader took me into her room and to my surprise handed me a small but beautifully wrapped package.

I opened it excitedly and to my shock it was the most exquisite, short, blue, baby doll negligee with blue and white tiny frilly knickers and I whispered appreciatively and without a trace of abashment.

“Thank you, Sir…thank you, Sir!”

She smiled and her azure eyes glowed with real pride and something else unreadable that was hard for me to understand completely.

“Well done, Bright…I wanted to buy you this as a leaving present and as a gift for your hard work…and tonight you can call me, Lillian…or my friends call me Lilly.”

I was overcome and dumbstruck.

“Thank you, Sir…thank you.”

It was unnatural even with her permission for me to call this daunting woman by her first name and she rose up from her desk, came to me and we embraced; once again I felt so safe and comfortable in her powerful, muscular arms as she whispered

“Go and enjoy the party…if you stay here I will take advantage of you, Bright…”

She sighed and released me.

“…I will relax here…go and have fun…you deserve it….a fantastic result and day, for us all.”

Her hand playfully patted my bottom but, even though I truly wanted to remain with her, I was also drawn to the revelry and excitement outside with my platoon in the elation and euphoria of our achievement.

Therefore I quickly returned to the melee with the package that I placed under my pillow as if it was a secret, personal treasure.

It took a while, but eventually the festivities died down, people split off with favourite partners and given our extensive exertions of the day, unusually Neil and I were left alone to our privacy out of respect to rest and recuperate.

I removed my uniform; immediately it felt strange to be out of the lingerie and female covering and, although I was tired, my mind and body were still very much alive.

Impatiently I waited and when the lights went out, my excited fingers secretly slipped on the divine present that the Sergeant had given me and became aroused instantly as the material teased and caressed my genitals and reactive skin.

My primal instinct and compulsion seemed to then overcome and guide me as I slipped through the shadows and gloom, ignoring the sounds of fornication and intimacy all around me, and found myself outside The Sergeant’s door which to my surprise was partially ajar and open.

I walked in gingerly and was drawn to the dim light in her private back room and eventually stood at the foot of her bed while she put her book down and smiled as if I had been expected. 

Although she seemed demonstrably pleased to see me the instinct to be divinely cruel was always there.

“Thought you’d be along, Fag…you do look so delicious…!”

Her fingers drew back the single sheet and I gasped in trauma, as sticking out from between her sturdy thighs was a thick, black and most dangerous dildo making me flush scarlet; she could tell, even in the faintest illumination of the bedside lamp.

“…So…I also dressed up for you…!”

My knees knocked then drew together as she went on.

“…You know I’m going to fuck your ass, Fag?”

My body was melting as I nodded then whimpered together at the same time.

“I know, Sir…I want you to…want you to fuck me, Sir!”

Instantly I went to her side, knelt by her side and began to suck the plastic penis as if it was real, while her fingers smoothly and expertly withdrew the plug from my bottom and worked some slippery oil in it as I pathetically mumbled and dribbled semen in the sensual panties.

My anal passage was accessible by now with all the pressure it had received from the invasive toys in recent weeks and soon her digits, even two or three at a time, were slipping in and out of me so unsettlingly easily

Eventually and in no particular rush as we had all night, she bent me forward over the bed, lowered my new, delicate knickers and slowly pressed the thickness inside my anal cavity while I simpered and moaned until to my breathless incredulity, it was fully inserted as her hands sharply pulled my lengthy, flaxen hair.

“Oh, Fag…you like this…gonna fuck you, Fag…fuck you!”

I grimaced as my floppy head sensed a heavenly weakness and helplessness as the smooth phallus drew backwards, forwards and then back again until suddenly The Amazonian Sergeant was actually fucking me!

Her sharp fingernails grabbed my hips tightly making me whimper while her powerful thighs slapped against me with increasing rhythm or pace and it was without doubt the most humiliating, degrading and debasing experience of my whole life.

It was terrible but…secretly, privately wonderful as well and I reached back and stroked her arms, hands and thighs as she took and had me.

She took her time but I came quickly and she stopped soon afterwards as if this session had been for demonstration of her authority only; it had been a long unforgettable day and to my surprise she almost instinctively settled closely beside me in the small, but intimate bed.

I snuggled my backside into her hips while she teased my penis to a further climax in the panties with her fingertips, and held me fast to her warm but understatedly feminine, iron body.

Perhaps I should have felt ashamed but was in fact too comfortable and happy for that and, as she kissed the back of my cranium lovingly, I felt as if I had died and gone to some weird, but restful, army heaven.

On that first night I shared a bed with Lilly, I slept better and more serenely than ever before, as if I had been reborn as a child once more and into a new unseen future.

Our training was all but complete and, although our victory caused some sparks amongst the Generals about unfairness and foul play, that was in reality what actual war was about and quickly our triumph was a feat celebrated by all.

That was apart from Captains Tom and Jerome whom, when they found out that they had been honey-trapped by men dressed as women, were the butt of 1,000 bawdy, pointed jokes and possibly the laughing stock of the entire Army.

They kept their jobs, just about, but I doubted that they would be so sexually promiscuous ever again in their possibly ruined careers.

Our entire squad passed the course and were offered positions to go on with in the forces; to my delight through her top results and leadership qualities my wife, Fleur received a treasured ticket to the flight school she had so longed and wished for.

I had an informal interview with the Lieutenant and as requested by her, demonstrated the uniform I had worn that memorable day to infiltrate the enemy headquarters and she seemed most impressed with my presentation and confidence as a girl because she spoke especially kindly to me.

“You should be proud, Bright, you have helped to prove that these mixed-gender platoons can work, and… if I may say…”

Her older but still unlined face flushed a fraction.

“…You look very smart and…attractive!”

I smiled and responded, just hoping that she liked me.

“I have been well trained, Lieutenant…I would be pleased to show you what I have learned...at your instruction and command, Sir!”

She smiled in barely hidden curiosity.

“Lift your skirt for me…let me see…”

I did so instantly and revealed my fine lingerie and then my penis that was ever smaller and more reactive now from the tablets, but I was no longer defensive or ashamed of who I was or what role I played anymore

As if she picked up on my thoughts and instincts the Lieutenant murmured. 

“…Sergeant Curtain will be given permission to develop a full SS platoon for all types of clandestine operations…we think this idea has potential and balls, Bright…are you interested in assisting her and being a corporal at her side?”

My elation seemed to spill over as the excitement or enthusiasm was written all over my flushed and glowing face. 

“Yes, Sir…I would love to, Sir!”

She leant back in her seat of authority and seemed suitably pleased.

“Good, Bright…but…”

Her lips then twisted into a dry, sly grin.

“…Come and see me later in my rooms I think I wish to further explore a little of your talents and expertise….and I am a little….fatigued.”

In riposte my fingers tied themselves instinctively together and saluted expertly.

“Yes, Sir…of course, Sir…be there at 7.pm, Sir!”    

I left her office and at that moment my career with the Army actually began just at the same point that my marriage to Fleur was in real terms, over!

My wife or soon to be ex-wife was by now a truly a sexually mature and confident, young woman and when we met up at home some weeks later, it was just to tidy things up between us as we had different lives going forward and separate, permanent service accommodation now.

We were amiable enough and although I still dressed like a man at most times, by now she knew me and my inclinations for all things feminine, extremely well.

Therefore after some initial uncertainty between us with regard to the distinct change in our relationship, we became close friends and helped each other through the fraught difficulties of separation and an eventual, inevitable divorce.

There was no physical attraction anymore; perhaps there had never been but prior to the month’s army training we had never really been brave enough to examine our problems or even understand what in fact they were. 

My talented, Fleur then passed through to flying school and, after no doubt broadening her sexual horizons as she went along, the last I heard of her she was a qualified jet pilot and was engaged to a fellow Top Gun.

I knew by now she was a senior officer and that if we did meet further I would have to call my former wife, Sir and salute her; surprisingly such a mark of respect or admiration would not prove a problem for me, if and when the time or eventuality arose.

The Army life I was living was all consuming and, given the success with the trials of our sexually mixed platoons, they were then rolled out for the whole army and soon the SS squad was almost a complete company in itself! 

We made quite a show on parade, in our divine uniforms where our specialist, design team had added some delicate touches in linen and lace and raised the hems on the tight pencil skirts to show off our immaculately, stocking covered legs.

It then appeared that all the other continents also picked up the idea and there were suddenly whole, massive armies with an abundance of sexual fetishes and orientations without anyone batting hardly a single eyelid at all.

I am not sure that such an enlightened approach was the catalyst for a more tolerant world but as the months and years passed, the lust for war and destruction faded; the feared battles and carnage never transpired and there was mercifully and insightfully a newly learned era of peace.

Sergeant Curtain and I became increasingly inseparable through all of this period, producing the best troops, squads and platoons we could and after 10 wonderful years we retired from the Army on full, well paid pensions. 

We were in love and had married by this time and, given our expertise and knowledge of the military and feminine psyche, set up a security company dealing predominantly but not exclusively, with female clients. 

It was immediately successful with celebrities and pop stars and the like; our marriage never interfered with me offering and using my talents to the maximum if ever I was needed to provide that extra bit of service! 

I often took Lilly to my parents’ home near The Lakes and we made an unusual but striking couple, with her being so much more physically bigger, stronger and taller than I was.

My Dad, a rugged, football hero and the eternal hard man spoke to me one time, as he often admired, My Lilly from afar and whispered approvingly.

“You know there was a time I was worried about you, Son… but…”

He had real pride in his old, faded, grey eyes.

“…I see you with your new wife and I just have to say…”

I held my breath and listened, waiting for the put down as I never had been his favourite child.

“…Joining the Army was the best thing you ever did…!”

He sipped his beer and sighed in deep, introspective thought.

“…You know…”

His cracked voice laughed softly and happily.

“…It made a man of you, Son …a real man of you!”

I held his hand and drew my own bottle to my shiny lips that had just a trace of gloss on them and smiled in my secret satisfaction, joy and privacy.

“Thanks, Dad…”

I stared out at my statuesque, gorgeous Amazonian wife that I loved and worshipped completely, then thought about the life I fortunately now had and embraced in all its myriad forms.

Undeniably I had been transformed from the weak and unhappy person I used to be and, as if in summation of my experiences and his accurate observations and comments, I just nodded sagely and without a trace of regret or sarcasm. 

“…You are right, Dad the Army truly did make a man of me…you are for sure…absolutely 100% …right!”

The End
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