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DO IT FOR THE BOYS

Private Sanderson has been feeling guilty ever since his squad was hit by that IED. No one knew, but it was his idea to take a shortcut through enemy territory. Now, with three men gone, Sanderson’s squad mates haven’t been themselves.

But he’s got an idea to get everyone’s spirits back up that involves a bit of makeup and some lacy lingerie.


CHAPTER I

It was a cold Sunday afternoon, and it was a quiet afternoon. The IED that took out three of our guys was still fresh in everyone’s heads, even a week later. I had a feeling it was going to be fresh in our heads for the next thirty years. In case that wasn’t bad enough, the entertainment that was scheduled to visit our camp was cancelled. Apparently it was too dangerous to send anyone to our site while the insurgency was advancing on our position.

At least that’s what they were saying—but that’s what they were always saying…

So we were stuck in our silence, watching the horizon all day and all night, hoping the local army would put an end to the apparent advancement. My shift was from eight at night to eight in the morning. I slept during the day. It had been a week since I’d seen real daylight—nothing more than just the sun bleeding through the seams of my tent.

I wasn’t too worried about the advancing army. They were always advancing, always being pushed back, always in a constant ebb and flow. I’d lost count of the number of times we were told to be on guard, that we could be attacked at any minute. I don’t think the bad guys were stupid enough to try and attack us. They wouldn’t have gotten within a kilometre before being blown to hell and back, and they knew it. They knew they were better off setting up roadside bombs all over the place.

On Tuesday afternoons we got our supply drops. That Tuesday’s drop came late, as it took HQ a few extra hours to determine whether or not it was safe to land. Better safe than sorry. They dropped off two weeks’ worth of supplies, so they wouldn’t have to come again the next week, in case the advancing rebels were too close. I was just starting my shift when the supplies were dropped off, which sucked because I had to help unload all of the boxes, and there was a lot.

First, there were the boxes simply labelled ‘Kitchen’. We brought those to the dining hall. Then there was the box of fresh linens. Then there was a box of weapons, even though we were already well stocked and hadn’t fired a round in months. And finally, there was an unmarked box. We left it next to the landing pad and waited for the helicopters to take off before checking to see where it belonged.

We cracked it open. Inside were the costumes and props for the cancelled entertainment. One of the lieutenants, Lieutenant Daniels, held up a skimpy piece of lingerie and said, “I guess no one told them there were no ladies coming.”

A few times each year they sent entertainment to all of the outposts, for soldiers like us, who hadn’t seen civilization in many months—years, for some of us. One year they sent a relatively famous stand-up comedian to our outpost. But usually they sent girls: strippers, borderline prostitutes. And maybe it was just because none of us had seen girls in many months, but the girls were always banging, the hottest girls you’ve ever seen.

Not that month though. That month, we only got their outfits, and only by mistake. Lieutenant Daniels reached into the box and pulled out a sheet of condoms. “Looks like we’re really missing out this year, too,” he said, shaking his head. I laughed. It was probably the first time I’d laughed since before the IED.

We could always imagine the girls that would have been there, based on the tiny, skimpy little outfits that were in the box. “Can you imagine the chick that wore this little number?” he asked, holding up a little tutu that had massive cups for a set of massive breasts.

“Hopefully they give us a rain cheque or something,” I said.

“This one would fit you, Sanderson,” Lieutenant Daniels said, pulling out a lacy red teddy. I snatched it out from his hand and tossed it back into the box.

“Funny,” I said. It was the first time anyone had taken a jab at my small stature since before the IED. Maybe things were getting back to normal sooner than expected.

We stuffed the outfits back into the box and we dragged the boxes over to the storage unit. “Should we tell the other guys about it? Or just leave it be?” he asked.

“I’d say leave it be. Most of the guys have already forgotten we were supposed to be getting ladies.”

“I don’t think anyone’s forgotten, but they’ve been doing a good job of pretending.”

We returned to our post, to scan the horizon with night vision binoculars for the next twelve hours. We were just an hour into our shift and my back was already killing me. It had been sore since the explosion, when our truck was tipped over. I wasn’t wearing a seatbelt, and I was thrown around the inside of that vehicle pretty good. I was lucky that all I had was some back pain. I could live with back pain.

No one knew about my back pain. I didn’t dare bring it up. Sergeant Johansson lost two fingers and he was already back on duty. Private Klein broke an arm and a leg, and he was already back at the post, doing dayshifts on watch duty. A few weeks before, Private Smith took two bullets on a patrol route in a nearby town, and he never complained about any pain. The last thing any of those guys wanted to hear was me complaining that my back was sore while some of our buddies were dead.

What the guys wanted, more than anything, was to forget about the attack. Complaining about back pain wasn’t going to make anyone forget—it would just be another reminder, in case there weren’t already enough reminders. Staff Sergeant Jones used to cook breakfast for the whole squad on Sunday mornings. Now, we woke up to nothing except the usual pre-cooked tray breakfast from the fridge. Staff Sergeant Jones was sadly the one driving the car that hit the explosive device.

I wasn’t as close to Jones as some of the other guys in the squad. I wasn’t particularly close to any of the deceased, but it still hit hard—the reality of the war. Some of the guys that were particularly close to Jones, and the other two guys that didn’t survive the IED, still hadn’t said a word since the attack. Sometimes I would see them sitting at their posts, their gazes inwards, their eyes heavy. I was one of very few people getting any sleep, and I always felt guilty whenever I woke up, as if I should have been too sad to sleep, like the others. So when I had the opportunity to take the worst shift available, the eight-to-eight shift, I didn’t hesitate to take it.


CHAPTER II

Morale never really picked up. Two weeks went by and the same soldiers who hadn’t said a word following the incident, still hadn’t said a word. Meals were quiet. The whole camp was quiet. Whenever I heard anyone speaking, they were speaking about the incident, wishing it was them and not the others.

I was the only one up when the supply drop arrived in the middle of the night. They had to schedule them in the night, flying with their lights off to reduce the risk of being shot down by the enemy. I was stuck singlehandedly lugging crates from the helicopters to the storage unit. I could have woken someone up to help, but I figured it was the least I could do for the squad—let them get some rest.

It was honestly a welcomed distraction. A guilt that I’d managed to push away for weeks had started to creep back into my nerves. No one in our squad knew it, but I was responsible for the IED incident. I was put in charge of navigating that afternoon, and I made the decision to take a shortcut across potential enemy territory. Our guys were tired, and the shortcut would have saved us nearly an hour of driving. We hadn’t been notified of the enemy advancement yet, so I figured it was harmless. I was horribly mistaken.

The only two people who were aware of my decision to navigate the caravan across enemy lines died in that explosion. When the general showed up the next day at our site and asked who had made the call, I kept my mouth shut. It was assumed that one of the deceased made the call. I wanted to throw up—for weeks, I was constantly on the verge of throwing up. I had a strong feeling I would be overwhelmed by guilt for the rest of my life.

So the least I could do was unload the supply drop every couple of weeks. I even unloaded the crates. I filled the cupboards with the new stock, replaced the old towels and linens in the laundry shed, and then I stacked all of the old boxes next to the storage unit, so they were ready to be taken away in two weeks’ time. After that, I swept up the compound, picked up the floating trash, even did a few loads of laundry. But no matter how much work I did, that guilt still lingered, just as strong as ever.

I found myself wandering the compound, unable to stay in one place for more than thirty seconds before the memories of that horrible afternoon came flooding into my head. I tried to find tasks to occupy my mind, but there was nothing to do. For weeks, everyone had been desperate to find tasks to occupy their minds. The compound was cleaner than the day it was built.

I nearly had a heart attack as I came around a corner. There was a man climbing the fence, into the compound. I pulled out my rifle and was about to yell when he turned his face to me, and I realized it was Sergeant Myers. He was wearing a black hoodie and sweatpants. “Myers?” I whispered. “What the hell are you doing? Are you trying to sneak out?” I lowered my weapon.

He looked around, his eyes wide. “I’m sneaking in. Don’t tell anyone,” he said.

“What the hell were you doing? Where were you?”

“I was in town. But seriously, don’t tell anyone.”

“I won’t,” I said. I stared at him, my heart still pounding. What was he doing in town, dressed like a civilian? Going to town was strictly against the rules. My mind went straight to the worst case scenario: he was feeding the enemy information, telling them everything we knew. I had a hard time believing any US soldier would do such a thing, but I’d heard of it happening, and I hardly knew Sergeant Myers—he was a recent transfer, and I’d never spoken with him at length before.

He looked at me in silence for a moment, and then said, “You promise you won’t tell anyone? You aren’t just saying that?”

I watched him carefully, noticing his hands in his hoodie’s pouch. “What were you doing in town? You know that’s against the rules—I don’t have to tell you that. And you’re lucky you didn’t get shot coming back. You know everyone’s on edge right now.”

“I was bored. I’m going insane here. There’s nothing to do, and the beer sucks.”

“So you went to town to drink with the locals? That seems unnecessarily risky,” I said.

“And for the women, though there weren’t any tonight. A man can only go so long without a woman’s touch before going insane, you know. They’ve done studies on it.”

“Have they?” I asked.

“Probably,” he said. “Besides, everyone here is doing it—well, most of us. Since last week, we’ve been taking turns going into town. It’s not that big of a deal.”

But it was a big deal. Sure, the town was in a relatively safe area, but even the safe areas had bad cells. It was in that very town that Smith took two bullets, fired by a lone gunman. We took the guy out, but it was safe to assume there were more guys like him lurking and waiting for any opportunity to take out an American soldier.

“Since the entertainment was cancelled, we’ve been going out to get our own entertainment,” he explained with a shrug of the shoulders, as if it really wasn’t a big deal.

And that guilt came rushing back to me. In a way, it was my fault that our entertainment was cancelled. Had I not sent that caravan across enemy territory, we would all be alive, and there would have been girls there keeping the guys from doing stupid shit, like dangerously walking eight miles across the desert for a chance to see some tits.

Sergeant Myers took off for bed. Not only had he just walked sixteen miles, he did it after working a twelve hour patrol shift. He must have been exhausted. And to think the other guys were doing the same thing—it was a recipe for disaster. If an attack on the compound were to happen, we would be doomed. The guys would be too exhausted to think clearly, to make half-decent decisions. And it was all my fault.

As I stared out at the black desert, I had an idea that sent a cool shiver into my bones, but in that moment, it seemed like the best solution to this whole mess.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t set my idea into motion that night. There was only a couple of hours left in my shift, and some of the other guys were already starting to wake up. It was for the best, as it gave me time to plan out my little scheme—and it gave me time to come to my senses… At least it should have been enough time for me to come to my senses.

But the more I thought about it, the more it made sense, even though it was completely against my own sensibilities—not to mention, it seemed totally insane.

But it also made so much sense. I was the only person on that compound who knew what came in the supply drop that night. Everyone was sleeping on different schedules. And the little outfits were there, stashed away in storage. No one knew about them, but me and one other person—and that person had no idea the recent supply drop didn’t come with the long-overdue entertainment.

That’s right—I was actually considering dressing up to entertain the boys. Looking back on it, I can’t believe the thought made a hint of sense in my brain, but in the moment, it made so much sense. It would lift everyone’s spirits, keep them from dangerously wandering off of the compound, maybe bring some life back into the men who were mourning their lost friends. And, if I could pull it off, it would maybe absolve me of the guilt that still hadn’t waned.

I didn’t get much sleep that day, between my shifts. My mind was racing with potential scenarios, my heart racing with anxiety. But still, the whole thing just made sense to me. It was around noon when I got out of bed, snuck over to the empty guest quarters, and I stuffed some pillows under one of the bed’s blanket. I closed and locked the door, but left the blinds open slightly. It was the first part of my plan—a necessary part.

Next, I met up with some of the guys in the dining hall. I had a bite to eat, sat with them for a while, occasionally joining in the conversation. And then when there was a good opening, I slipped in the news: “Did you hear they sent us some entertainment last night?”

Everyone looked at me. “What? Actually?” said Lieutenant Daniels.

“Just one girl. She’s sleeping in the guest house now.”

“Are you fucking with us, Sanderson?” said one of the guys.

“No, I gave her a hand off of the chopper last night,” I said. My heart was racing. All at once, flaws in my plan were starting to present themselves. It wasn’t until that moment that I thought: what if they recognize me? What if I can’t pull it off? I’d been told I had a chick’s body before—so many times, it was impossible to keep track. But that didn’t mean I could actually convince a group of men that I was a woman. I didn’t even know if I could do the voice, or put on the makeup. I didn’t know how to put on makeup! What made me think that I could figure all of this out in the span of a day?

I’d been so blinded by the potential benefits of the plan that I never stopped to consider the realities. And now, the rumour was spreading like wildfire through the compound. It wasn’t long before there was a group of men huddled outside of the guest house, quietly looking in through that window at the lump I’d positioned under those sheets. “There she is!” one of the guys said.

“Keep your voice down, you horny fuck,” said another.

“I can’t see her. Where is she?”

“She’s right there—under the covers.”

The men turned to me. “Is she hot? Did you fuck her?”

I smiled. “She was alright,” I said. “She went straight to bed after they dropped her off.”

The biggest issue that I never stopped to consider, was whether or not they would realize it was me—and if they realized it, what would they do? Would they beat the hell out of me? They would certainly want to know why I did it, and it wouldn’t take much to get me to admit that I was responsible for the loss of three of our men. My sudden plan was quickly devolving into a massive regret.

I excused myself from the group. “I’m going to get some sleep before my shift,” I said, slipping away from the men as they all tried to get a better look through that slit I left in the blinds.

Back in my room, I started practicing my voice. I had to get it right, but I had no idea how I sounded. I had nothing to record myself with. I just had to trust my gut that what I was hearing with my own ears was what others would hear. I didn’t think I sounded too bad—but how the hell could I know? It only took about thirty minutes before I managed to make the voice more or less natural. It helped that I was getting over a bit of a cold, and my voice was a bit scratchy still.

While everyone was over at the dining hall for dinner, I snuck over to the storage unit and grabbed the lingerie and the makeup kit from that box. That was when I realized I needed hair. Where could I find hair? I looked around, but there was nothing. No one would ever believe me as a woman with my buzz cut. So what could I do?

In a split-second decision, I decided to make a run for town. I slipped out the back of that storage unit and I jumped the fence. I ran as fast as I could towards the nearby hills, hoping whoever was on patrol wouldn’t notice. The horns didn’t go off. I either got really lucky, or whoever was on patrol didn’t care, maybe even saw our guys taking off for town all of the time.

I jogged to town. It only took an hour and a half, and the air was cool enough that I wasn’t completely drenched in sweat. I was tired, but I didn’t waste any time. I started going up and down streets, looking for a place that sold wigs. There must have been something there—anything I could use to bring my outfit together.

I was getting strange looks from the locals. I was in my civilian clothes, but they could all tell that I wasn’t one of them. And judging by some of the whispering I noticed, they weren’t stoked on my presence there.

I actually found a costume store. It was a small shop, without a door, with all of the costumes hanging in a ten-by-ten foot radius. A swatch of long blonde hair caught my eye. I reached for it and pulled it out from the costume bundle. It was attached to a colourful bandana, sticking out from a plastic bag labelled ‘Gypsy Witch’. “How much for this?” I asked.

He tried to charge me one-hundred American dollars for the outfit. I talked him down to twenty. In the end, he seemed happy with the transaction—he probably would have made the deal for two bucks, judging by how much dust was in that wig. I didn’t stop for long to catch my breath. I tossed the costume into the garbage, keeping only the wig (and the bandana it was attached to), and I started to run back towards the compound. The sun was starting to set, and my shift was set to begin in two hours. There was no time to waste.


CHAPTER IV

The bandana looked silly, no matter how I tried to style it. I would have pulled it off—and I tried—but I quickly realized it was the bandana holding the whole thing together. So after some thinking, I decided it would work best hidden under my helmet. The girls that had come in the past had always dressed up like slutty soldiers—the guys loved it. So in a way, it was perfect.

I checked into my shift and waited for the rest of the squad to take off for the night before slipping back into my room to get ready. I’m not sure my heart had stopped pounding since the idea had occurred to me. I kept telling myself that it wasn’t too late to back out, but for some reason, I kept going with the scheme—because in a way, it was too late to back out. If I backed out, I would have to find a way to explain what happened to the entertainment I told everyone about—the blanket lump that I told everyone was a girl.

And what exactly was I planning on doing? The girls that had come in the past would strip for us, fuck us, sleep next to us. I couldn’t exactly strip, seeing as I was hiding a cock between my legs and I didn’t have real tits. And I couldn’t exactly put out, seeing as I didn’t have a pussy—not to mention the fact that I was straight, though I did occasionally fantasize about being with a man—

It was a harmless fantasy, me and another guy tag-teaming a woman. In the fantasy, while I’m fucking the chick, she tells me to suck the other guy off, and I do it. Like I said—it’s just a harmless fantasy. Though I did have it a lot.

Sometimes the entertainment didn’t strip and didn’t put out. No one ever made the girls put out. Most guys were just happy to have some female company. I was pretty sure I could pull that off—just lay with a guy, talk to him, let him hold me. I just had to keep their hands away from my cock, and I would be fine—right?

I used my face razor to shave my legs. It took longer than I thought it would take, having to make a few passes before my legs were really smooth, the way a woman’s are. I put on my wig, secured it with my army helmet, and then I started doing my makeup. I felt so insane, as if my brain no longer had any control over my body. I kept telling myself over and over, how ridiculous this whole idea was, but no matter how much I told myself, I just kept going through with it.

My makeup wasn’t too bad—at least after a few attempts. It wasn’t so easy to do with my lights dimmed. But I was impressed. The eyeliner really brought out my eyes—made them look so big and shiny. I used a lot of eye shadow, hoping it would make me look less distinguishable—and I think it worked. A bit of contouring also went a long way, changing the shape of my face just enough that I didn’t look like me. Keeping a bit of hair covering the sides of my face also helped.

I felt rather embarrassed when I slipped into the lingerie—not because it looked silly (it looked pretty good, actually) but because it fit so perfectly, and the tag said it was a small. So I fit perfectly into a piece of small lingerie. That’s not exactly every soldier’s dream. But in a weird way, I was happy about it. For once, my petite stature was going to benefit the crew. And for once, I was happy that my cock was small. It hardly bulged out at all from the little panties. The lingerie’s frilly skirt did a fine job hiding the small bulge that did poke through.

I looked in the mirror and took a deep breath. I had to rub my eyes and take a closer look at myself. I knew I would be able to pull the look off, but I had no idea that I would look that good. I actually looked… sexy. I put my hands on my breasts—cups stuffed with wads of toilet paper. I couldn’t believe how real they looked. I couldn’t believe my legs, more than anything. All shaved and smooth, they were completely unfamiliar to me, as if they belonged to someone else.

I caught myself smiling, but I quickly fought that smile away. I would smile in front of the soldiers, but when I was by myself, I needed to remember my reality—I needed to remember that this was for them, and not for me.

I should admit something now, something I failed to mention before, but I can’t keep it a secret any longer. When that supply drop came a few weeks before, with the cancelled entertainment’s lingerie and makeup, I fantasized about getting dressed up. When Lieutenant Daniels held the little lacy number up and joked about it being my size, I thought about it—I had the strangest desire to put the little piece of clothing on to see if it really did fit, and if I could actually pull it off.

And maybe it was that little rogue fantasy that started this whole mess—a fantasy that grew and blossomed in my mind over the course of a few weeks before I found a way to justify its reality. And I should also admit that I was excited, up until that point. I was practically shaking with excitement that whole day before as the hour of my shift approached. It was finally time to try on that lingerie, to see if I could really pull it off—

But now that I knew I could pull it off, that excitement was gone, replaced by a churning anxiety in the depths of my gut. Was I really going to face my squad mates dressed like a girl? Was I really going to let them touch me, let them lay next to me, and maybe even let them kiss me? Would it make them feel better? Would it lift their spirits? Then why not? What did I have to lose, except that guilt that burned in the back of my mind every day and every night?

I did a little spin in front of the mirror. I considered the possibility that I’d lost my mind in a sort of PTSD-induced delirium. It was certainly a possibility, but in that moment, it still made sense. It still felt like it was my duty to bring a little bit of joy back to that compound, help the guys forget about the shit they’d been dragged through over the past month.

I carefully opened the door of my room and stepped out. I figured I had a few hours to unleash my plan before I needed to get back to my post, before people woke up to see me missing. I decided I would start at the other end of the compound, visiting one room at a time for maybe thirty minutes at a time. I hardly knew the guys at the other end of the compound, so I figured that meant they hardly knew me—which was perfect for keeping my identity safe.

But I didn’t make it to the other end of the compound. Someone put their hand on my shoulder while I was tiptoeing across the pavement, trying to be quiet—which was hard in tall stilettoes. Standing behind me was Sergeant Myers. My heart skipped a beat as he looked into my eyes. “So you’re the girl they sent in last night, huh? I’m going to be honest, I thought that was a lie. My name is Rick—Rick Myers. What’s your name?”

I didn’t realize his name was Rick until that moment—and I didn’t realize that I hadn’t thought of a name for myself until that moment. So I said the first name that came to mind. “Mandy Hansen,” I said with a smile, using my fake voice for the first time in public.

He looked me up and down, and then his eyes narrowed. I was completely stiff, my joints rigid and locked, my heart fluttering with no apparent rhythm. “You’re quite beautiful, I have to say. Were you going somewhere just now?” He put his hands on my arms.

“No,” I said quietly. I still wasn’t too confident in my voice. I wasn’t entirely confident about anything. I thought I was, but that confidence disappeared the moment his hand touched my shoulder. “Just looking around.”

“Well you should be careful. You wouldn’t want to scare any of the guys on patrol.”

I forced a smile.

“Let me give you a tour of the place,” he said, and then he reached out and took my hand. I never really realized how big his hands were before—or maybe my hands were just small. The rest of me was small, so it wouldn’t be too much of a surprise.

He took me on a tour, whispering so the others wouldn’t wake up—not that he cared about that. He probably just wanted to keep me all for himself. He explained what every building was for, but I wasn’t listening. My head was too preoccupied with the fact that my disguise was actually working. I’d actually convinced a man that I was a woman—not just any woman, but a woman he wanted to spend time with, a woman whose hand he wanted to hold. Maybe it was just because it had been months since he’d seen a real woman. His expectations were so low—non-existent, even.

Regardless, my heart was racing, and I kept catching myself with a big smirk on my face.

He ended the tour at his room. “This is my pad. It’s not much,” he said.

“You look tired,” I said. “Were you on your way to bed?”

“Yeah, but if you want, I’ll stay up with you.” He smiled, looking me in the eyes. I couldn’t believe he didn’t recognize me. It’s amazing what a bit of eyeliner and eye shadow can do. I wasn’t expecting him to make a move, so I was caught off guard when he put his hands on my hips and went in for the kiss. I’d hardly said ten words to him—maybe I hadn’t even said ten words. But he was lonely, and so was every other guy on that compound. I should have seen it coming. I should have anticipated at least a handful of sexual advances.

I kissed back, feeling a lump forming in my throat. His hands moved up to my breasts, and I took a step back. “Maybe we can just lay together for now,” I said, my voice trembling.

I felt like I was in the middle of a dream—that moment where you become aware that you’re dreaming, and you realize nothing that has happened so far has made any sense. Every decision you’ve made up until this point has been completely nonsensical. But it wasn’t a dream. I was really in a soldier’s bedroom, dressed up like a chick.

“Okay, sure,” he said. “Let’s get that helmet off, so you can be more comfortable.” He took my helmet off before I could think of a way to stop him. He looked at the colourful bandana and chuckled. “Cute bandana.” I was lucky the wig stayed in place. I thought it looked silly, but he seemed to think nothing of it. He fell down on his bed and he patted the spot in front of him. I hesitated, but was this not my plan from the beginning? That smile on his face—was that not the whole reason I was doing this?

I took the spot. His arm came over me and he pulled me in tight. I could feel all of his muscles through his thin night shirt. I could even feel the bulge of his big dick in his soft cotton shorts. I think he made sure it was pressing up to my bum, to let me know what could have been mine at any moment.

His hand moved up and down my bare arm. “It’s nice to feel a woman. God, I can’t even remember the last time I felt a woman,” he said. The thought of him beating me to death crossed my mind. All he had to do was reach down. All I had to do was let my voice slip. I was playing a dangerous game.

But it felt so good, being held so tightly, being pressed against those hard muscles.

“You’re a brave woman for coming out here,” he said. “You’re the real hero here.”

I kind of liked the feeling of his hand moving up and down my arm, tingling my senses, making my heart pound warmly. He was happy, and that made me happy. So this whole thing wasn’t just a giant waste of time. It wasn’t such a stupid idea after all. For a short period of time, he wasn’t thinking about his dead friends.

“Do you want me to suck your dick?” I asked. As soon as the words came off of my tongue, I froze up. I swear they weren’t my own words. They never processed through my brain—they just came out on their own, out of nowhere.

“I wouldn’t say no to that,” he said.

And now I had no choice. That pit of nausea returned in my gut. What choice did I have? I couldn’t exactly take the offer back…


CHAPTER V

So I did it. I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and then I spun around and sunk low, under the covers. I was careful not to nudge my wig out of place. I had to stop a number of times to gather the courage to go on, especially once I had his cotton shorts down, and his big, warm dick was flopped out on his thigh. I was so slow to take it—so nervous—that he lifted it up and pressed the warm tip up to my lips. “Don’t be shy,” he said.

I opened my mouth and let him in. And it felt strangely satisfying, like I was finally doing the right thing, finally absolving some of that horrible guilt that hadn’t stopped tormenting me for weeks. I was responsible for the death of three of his friends. The least I could do was get him off, make him forget for five minutes.

And I have to admit, it felt pretty good to think that I was able to get a man so hard, making him moan, making his body tense and relax in waves. He slipped his fingers into my hair. Luckily, the wig didn’t budge, even once he started to massage my scalp. He slipped one hand behind my head and pulled me in tight, until his cock was in my throat. I gagged a bit, but I managed to power through. I liked the way it felt. I liked the idea that I was doing the right thing, saving the compound from misery, one guy at a time.

Maybe I was gay, or bisexual, or one of the four-thousand apparent sexual orientations that were floating around. I liked women, though, so I couldn’t have been gay. In fact, I loved women so much, I wanted to be one—I wanted to wear their clothes and feel what they felt. Maybe that was just what it felt like to be gay, but I also liked the idea of fucking women.

Maybe it makes no difference. Maybe everyone is different. Maybe everyone is the same and some people just do a better job of keeping their feelings bottled up and hidden away.

Regardless, I was determined to get Sergeant Myers off. He got so big, I couldn’t fit him in my mouth. So what I couldn’t fit, I stroked with a tight fist. I had him moaning so loudly, tickling his bulbous tip with the tip of my tongue. The muscles in his thighs were becoming tense, flexing. He was shuddering slightly. I knew it was coming, even before he said, “I’m about to come,” through clenched teeth.

I made sure he was in my mouth, his tip aimed down at my tongue, when he finally let go. He had a big load, and he came quickly. It really had been a long time since he’d gotten off. It wasn’t easy to find alone time on that compound unless you worked the night shift like me.

I swallowed and then I wiped my lips. When I came up from under the covers, he had the biggest grin on his face. It was a satisfying sight, a nice reminder of why I did it.

I lay with him until he fell asleep, and then I slipped out to find someone else to ‘entertain’ for the night.

I carefully knocked on a random door in the resident hall across the compound from where I was set up. It took the man inside a moment to wake up and answer the door. I felt a bit bad about waking him up, but I knew he would appreciate it as soon as he saw me. And I was right. I heard him grumbling up to the door, and then I watched as his eyes grew wide at the sight of me. “Hey there, soldier,” I said, letting a little smile slip. It was a soldier whose name I didn’t know. I’d seen him around the compound before. He was a big guy, probably six-foot-seven, two-hundred and fifty pounds. He smiled and his cheeks turned red at the sight of me.

It was another little confidence booster—another guy who legitimately thought I was a woman. He invited me into his room. We sat and chatted for a while. He was cute. He made a point of sitting upright and proper, and he kept offering to fetch me food and water from the dining hall. At one point he even offered me the blanket from his bed, pointing out that I looked cold.

I ended up sitting right next to him on the edge of the bed. He put his arm around me. He was nervous—not nearly as outgoing as Sergeant Myers. And he was gentle, which I wasn’t expecting. I was the one to initiate the kiss. He was very careful with his hands, keeping them on my arms, occasionally slipping them close to my breasts but he would always stop himself, determined to be a gentleman. He really perked up once I had my hand down his cotton bottoms, my fingers around his bare flesh. I massaged him until he was rock-hard and his breathing was shallow and quick.

“I guess they sent their best, huh?” he said with rosy cheeks. I kept massaging him while we made out. He playfully bit my lip and I playfully bit his. It wasn’t long before he came into the palm of my hand. “I’m so sorry,” he said. “It’s just been so long.” Now his face was really red.

I giggled. “Don’t apologize. It’s cute,” I said. It was impressive how quickly these guys were getting off—they were all practically on the verge of coming when I walked into their rooms. And every room I left, I could tell my men were more relaxed, more at peace than they had been in weeks. I managed to visit four more rooms that night, using my hands and my mouth to make those men forget their troubles. No visit was longer than ten minutes.

As soon as the sun was beginning to glow on the blinds, I made my escape back to my bedroom to get changed back into my proper outfit, so I could get back to my post before anyone was awake. And I made it just in time. Soldiers started emerging from their rooms just a few minutes later.

Once I was relieved from my shift, I wandered down to the dining hall, and was excited to hear the rumours buzzing. The men were smiling, sitting on the edge of their seats as they swapped stories. “Where is she now? I want to meet this little angel,” I heard one soldier say—a soldier who hadn’t spoken a word in weeks. It was the closest to normal I’d seen of that compound since before the accident.

My guilt was still strong, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as the day before. Maybe my plan wasn’t so bad after all.


CHAPTER VI

I made a point of trying to gauge who in the squad needed some woman time the most. There were a few guys in the room that were still totally silent, including Sergeant Jensen. He sat in the corner, the food untouched on his plate, staring at the buzzing excitement in the room without much visible emotional. He was the closest friend of Staff Sergeant Jones, who was killed in the IED explosion.

I considered leaving him alone—there was probably only so much I could do, and the last thing I wanted to do was offend him. Maybe he just wanted some more time to grieve, or maybe he simply wasn’t interested. But I had to try. I couldn’t carry on seeing him like that every morning for the next two years of our deployment.

So I decided Jensen would be the next to get all of my attention as Mandy.

Exhaustion was starting to set in, but it didn’t seem right to go to sleep. These men were expecting an appearance from me. I couldn’t simply exist during the night, when everyone was asleep. All of the past entertainment made an effort to be awake when the rest of the squad was up—even if they were heavily jetlagged. I was eating a chick out once when she fell asleep. I still commended her for trying.

I went back to my room, closed the blinds, and got undressed. If I was going to make all of this right, I needed to keep going. I only had six more days left before the next supply drop, before Mandy would be taken away, and I had a lot of guys to get through. I caught myself smirking. Was I really going to try to get through all of them? I’d already gotten through about an eighth of the compound—what was another couple dozen guys? My God, I was a major slut.

I slipped back into my little skirted lingerie, pulled up my panties, stuffed my bra, did up my makeup that I’d only just washed off a couple of hours before. I made sure every little detail was perfect, which was much easier than before (now that I knew what I was doing), and I practiced my voice, making it natural again.

And then, after a deep, giddy breath, I slipped out from my room and went to seek out Sergeant Jensen.

I found him but I decided not to approach him. He was sitting alone up in one of the watchtowers, looking out at the hills, his rifle propped up by his side. He had that same forlorn look in his eyes, that inward gaze that was stuck looking back at that accident, when the bomb went off, when he was stuck in his transport, completely helpless.

So instead, I decided to make an appearance in the dining hall. I stepped up to the door and could hear all of the men inside, laughing, chatting, in the best mood they’d been in all month. I took a deep breath and went inside, and the room fell silent. Everyone turned to look at me. Eyes went wide. I felt tension creep into my joints, a lump creeping into my throat. I slowly raised a hand and said, “Hi everyone,” in my best girl voice. “I’m Mandy.”

They all said hello back. And then it wasn’t long before they all stood up. Lieutenant Daniels beat everyone to me. He slipped his arm around my back and said, “Welcome to our little camp. Why don’t you come sit with us? Tell us a little bit about yourself.” He plopped me down in an empty seat at a busy table. Everyone was leaning forward and staring at me—some into my eyes, some at my chest. I could feel the gazes of men behind me on my legs and ass. I didn’t mind so much—it was Lieutenant Daniels that I was nervous about.

I knew Daniels better than anyone, and he knew me better than anyone. If anyone was going to recognize me, it would be him. Not to mention, he was the only other person who knew about the lingerie that was delivered weeks before—and he knew that I knew as well. All I could do was hope that he wouldn’t put two and two together, realize I wasn’t present, discover I wasn’t in my room… I was playing with fire, but I couldn’t help myself.

I wish I could say that I was completely overwhelmed by crippling nervousness, but that would be a lie. More than anything, I was overwhelmed by a warm tingling in my body, an urge to smile and giggle as the men stared at me with eyes full of lust. Everyone wanted to have a turn putting their arm around me. Everyone stopped to listen whenever I opened my mouth to speak. They all wanted to have me and I’d never felt anything like it.

“So you’re the entertainment, huh? And how exactly do you entertain?” one of the soldiers asked as his eyes scanned my body. I think he was hoping for a strip tease, but that was the one thing I really couldn’t do. But I had to tell them something. HQ only ever sent entertainers with legitimate skills: comedians, dancers, singers.

But I didn’t have to come up with anything. Sergeant Myers beat me to the punch. “Oh, she’s got quite the skill set,” he said with a big grin. “Don’t even worry about that.” Our gazes met briefly, and I felt my cheeks burn red. I probably shouldn’t have been so giddy about being called a slut, but there was something so exciting about it—so taboo, yet so satisfying. The other guys I’d visited in the night all nodded in agreement, with goofy reminiscent grins of their own.

It was fun—at least at first. But I’d underestimated the aggression of two dozen horny, isolated soldiers. I hadn’t really noticed them inching in closer to me, surrounding me. I did notice a few new sets of hands on my body. One guy was giving me a shoulder massage. Daniels still had his arm around me. Another guy had his hand on my thigh. It was a lot. That hand on my thigh was getting awfully close to my cock. Daniels’s hand was slipping further around my body, getting closer and closer to my toilet-paper stuffed breast.

“Would you fellas excuse me a moment while I use the bathroom?” I said. They parted like the Red Sea, opening a path towards the bathroom. Unfortunately, there was just the one bathroom, but fortunately, they let me have it all to myself while I tried to gather my nerves. I looked at myself in the mirror—a nice reminder that I was mostly unrecognizable… but I wasn’t entirely unrecognizable. I could still see my own eyes behind that makeup, my own nose, my own cheekbones, even with the careful contouring. Was it just a matter of time before the others could see it, too? After Mandy left and I returned to the group, would they see her in me? Would they put it all together after I’d already had my fun with them? And if so, what would they do to punish me?

Someone knocked at the door. Before I had a chance to let them know I was almost finished, he let himself in. It was Lieutenant Daniels. “Hi, I hope I’m not intruding,” he said, taking a step into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. “You just looked a bit overwhelmed there. I wanted to make sure you were okay. Do you need anything?”

“Me? No, I’m okay. Thank you,” I said. I reached down and straightened the little skirt of my lingerie before taking one last look in the mirror to make sure everything was right.

“You know, you’re really quite beautiful. HQ doesn’t usually send us ladies of your… calibre,” he said with a grin as he stepped towards me.

“That’s so sweet of you to say,” I said. “I’m happy to be here.”

“I don’t mean to embarrass you, but there’s a tag on your outfit. Maybe I could get it off for you…”

Warmth rushed into my face. I reached around and could feel it. How embarrassing! I’d been wearing that little outfit all night and all morning. He stepped up behind me, put one hand on my back to secure the lingerie one-piece, and then he tugged the tag off. “There you are,” he said.

“Thank you so much,” I said, turning to him with a shy smile. It’s funny how a little tag can be so embarrassing. He was looking down at me, into my eyes. He was tall—taller than I’d ever really noticed before. He had his hands on my sides now, and I felt so powerless in his presence. Even his hands dwarfed me—he was nearly able to touch his fingertips together around my waist.

He was too close. How could he not recognize me? How could he not see me in my eyes? Perhaps his mind was too preoccupied with the thought of sex to really notice.

His hands slipped up over my breasts and he squeezed, not seeming to notice he was squeezing bundles of toilet paper. “It’s been lonely here,” he said.

“I can imagine,” I said. Now he had one hand on my breast and one on my ass. The handful of flesh he had of my backside was very real, and his fingertips were awfully close to my butthole. “Hopefully I can make it a little less lonely.”

“You already have,” he said, and then he kissed me. I have to say, it was strange kissing the guy I’d called my best friend for the past couple of years. It was especially strange feeling his big muscles pressing against my body. I stopped thinking about how strange it was when I felt the bulge of his erection against my tummy. I could feel him throbbing through his pants, through the lace of my lingerie. It felt so big that I couldn’t help but look down at it—and my God, it looked big, a huge bulge pushing outwards towards me. “You like that?” he asked with a smirk.

I shrugged with a smirk. “Maybe,” I said.

He took my hand and brought it down, pushing it beneath the waistband of his pants so my fingers were touching his bare flesh. It was real, throbbing warmly. I couldn’t believe how big it was. I curled my fingers around it, almost unable to completely surround his girth, and I started to stroke. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He pressed his forehead against mine. “That feels pretty good,” he said. He bit his lip and took a deep breath.

There is something amazingly satisfying about stroking a cock—the way it fits into your grasp, the way the foreskin pulls back, the way it throbs, the way it warms up from a few strokes, the way the man moans once you find the sweet-spot.

He kissed me again, this time getting his tongue into my mouth. It was around that moment that I realized I was getting erect myself, and my tiny panties and little skirt weren’t going to be enough to keep me hidden. I tried to subtly reach down to adjust myself, so he wouldn’t notice, but before I could get my hand down, he grabbed my wrist and pinned it to the wall my back was against. “Make me come, baby,” he said.

I firmed up my grip, pumped harder, faster, making him squirm. “Shit,” he muttered as a particularly strong shudder crossed through his body. He kissed me again, getting all of his tongue in my mouth, rubbing his scratchy stubble against my face, probably smearing my makeup, but I could have cared less.

I made him come in his pants. His head tilted back and he strained. Once he was finished unloading, he stumbled back and looked down at his new mess. He laughed. “Well shit,” he said. “Looks like I need to change. Do me a favour and distract the guys while I slip out, would you?” He gave me one last peck before going to grab some paper towel to start the clean-up process.


CHAPTER VII

I had some more fun throughout that morning. It seemed like whenever I wandered off anywhere—to use the bathroom, to have a smoke, to grab a glass of water—someone was ready to poach me. I didn’t mind—each guy I got off felt like one step closer to righting my wrong. Though I have to say, sucking a guy off just to get a glass of water gets to be exhausting, especially after a sleepless night of jerking and sucking guys off.

It was just past noon when I finally had to excuse myself for a nap. Thankfully no one followed me this time. I went to the guest house, hit the bed, and fell asleep immediately. I made sure my phone’s alarm was set for seven, to give me enough time to sneak back over to my actual room, to get ready for my actual shift. I planned on checking in, waiting for everyone to disperse for the night, and then getting right back to it—back in my makeup and lingerie.

When my alarm went off, I felt like I hadn’t even slept five minutes, but it had been almost five hours. Pulling myself up to my feet was a real challenge. I quietly pushed the door open and peeked my head out, to make sure no one was watching. The coast was clear, so I made a dash for my room. I made it unspotted, got changed quickly, and made it to my post five minutes early. Sergeant Jensen was still sitting in the watchtower, still looking out at the hills. “Reporting for duty, Sergeant,” I said. My voice cracked as I said it. I had to strain to keep from slipping back into my female voice, which now seemed so much more natural than my male voice.

He looked over at me and stared at me for a moment before saying, “You look tired, Sanderson. Why don’t you just take the night off.”

“Sir, you’ve been stationed here for the last twelve hours already,” I said.

“I’m not tired. I don’t mind doing another shift. Get some rest. You’re no good to us when you’re tired like this.”

I felt bad, but he was determined to stay on the post. He probably preferred to have a task to occupy his mind, even if that task was just looking out at the horizon for potential attackers. It beat laying awake in bed with a head full of unwanted memories. So there was no sense in arguing. I thanked him and left him to his post.

But now, more than ever, I felt it was my duty to get him back to normal, to lift his spirits, the way I’d lifted the other guys’ spirits over the past twenty-four hours. I went to my room, closed the blinds, and I made my transformation once again. And this mission was more important than ever. If I could make Jensen smile and forget about the realities of war for five minutes, I could do the same for any guy.

I tried a new technique with my makeup, doing little outward flicks with the eyeliner, still keeping the eye-shadow heavy to avoid potential recognition. I even stuffed my top with extra toilet paper, making me a little bit more voluptuous. I went extra dark red with my lips, almost crimson. Had I had real boobs to show off, I would have looked like a blonde Jessica Rabbit. I did a few cute poses in front of the mirror, building up my confidence, which was already higher than it had ever been before.

I spent a bit of extra time perfecting the tiny details. I didn’t want to just appear again within the hour as Mandy. I needed to give Jensen some time to forget our interaction, or at least long enough that he wouldn’t connect the dots. It was close to twenty-two-hundred when I finally went to him, as Mandy, with each bit of my hair and makeup just perfect.

He was still sitting there, still looking out at the hills, still lost in his own mind. I was tempted to leave him alone again, but I knew I couldn’t. I knew he would be this way forever unless I showed him that there was still joy to be had in life. So I took a deep breath and I approached him.

“Hey there,” I called out.

He turned and looked down at me. “Hey,” he said simply.

“You sure look lonely up there. Want some company?” My heart was pounding fast, for the first time since I first stepped out dressed as a lady. There was a particular nervousness around Jensen, as if the stakes were somehow higher.

He forced a smile. “I really should focus on watching the hills,” he said.

“Well maybe I can watch with you. Another set of eyes can’t hurt. Right?”

He let out a small chuckle. I couldn’t tell if it was forced or not, but it was definitely a step in the right direction. “Okay, come on up,” he said. “Are you okay with the ladder?”

“I think so,” I said. I’d climbed that ladder hundreds of times before, but it was a whole different beast in high heels. I managed to make it up the first few rungs by myself, but it was harder near the top. He offered me a hand and pulled me up. “Nice view up here.”

“If you like desert hills, I guess,” he said, looking back out. He didn’t look at me for longer than a second, which was probably for the best. He was very serious about his lookout duty, which was strange to me, seeing as there were a dozen military outposts closer to enemy territory than us. The chances of us being attacked were so astronomically tiny, and everyone knew it.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Sergeant Jensen,” he said with an official tone of voice. It was silent for a moment, and then he said, “But you can call me Miles.”

“Miles. I like that name,” I said. “Miles Jensen—isn’t that a movie character?”

“Is it?”

“Yeah, like from a horror movie, I think,” I said.

“Is he the killer or the guy who gets killed.”

“I can’t remember to be honest,” I said, and then I laughed. He still hadn’t looked over at me. His gaze continued to slowly scan the motionless hills. “It’s cold up here,” I said. “Don’t you get cold?” He was only wearing a wife beater and cargo pants.

“I don’t really get cold,” he said.

“I don’t believe you,” I said, and then I reached out and felt his arm. He wasn’t lying. He was warm, radiating heat. “You’re so warm!” I said, snuggling in close to his body. “You don’t mind, do you?” I asked.

He shrugged. “If you’re cold,” he said, “go ahead.” I looked at him and noticed his cheeks were a shade of pink. So there was a man inside of the machine—he could feel something. I put a hand on his hard abs and rested my head on his shoulder.

“Do you miss home?” I asked.

“Sometimes, I guess,” he said.

“Do you have a lady waiting for you back home?”

“No.”

I carefully let my hand sink lower and lower, towards his cock. I could tell he noticed, because his body became tense and he took a long deep breath. But his gaze remained forward. I stopped, worried I was moving too quickly, making him uncomfortable. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Me? Yeah, I’m fine.” He looked at me and forced a smile. I looked into his eyes and could see all of that sorrow. My heart throbbed. I wished I could take that pain from him, make it my own so he wouldn’t have to suffer with it.

“Just relax, okay?” I said.

He nodded slowly. So I sunk to my knees, nestled myself between his thighs, and I started at his fly. He looked down at me, breathing slowly as I fished his big, thick rod out from his pants. “You’re big,” I said, stroking him slowly, feeling that warmth radiating from his cock.

He didn’t respond. He just kept looking at me with that nervous tension.

“Just relax,” I said, and then I leaned forward and plunged his cock through my lips. I wrapped my tongue around his girth, getting him all wet and hard. While I sucked, I fondled his balls. But he wasn’t relaxing. Once he was hard, he had his eyes closed. His face was red. “What’s wrong?” I asked. I had a good feeling I knew what was wrong—he couldn’t stop thinking about his fallen squad mates. And the guilt was overwhelming.

“I know who you are,” he said. And I froze. That wasn’t what I was expecting. “And, well, it’s just strange.”

“You—you know who I am?” I said, trying to play it cool. Maybe I was mistaken. Maybe he wasn’t referring to my real identity.

“I think everyone knows, and… well, it’s just a lot to take in. You know?” he said. But I didn’t know. Was he saying that everyone knew my real identity? If that was true, why had no one said anything? Why weren’t they throwing me over the fence and telling me to find the nearest landmine? My heart stuttered and I felt lightheaded. “Look, Sanderson—you’re doing a good thing. You’re doing it for the boys, and that’s admirable. You’re helping us all out of a real funk. And I’ll admit, when they told me you really looked and sounded like a chick, I didn’t believe them. But now that I’m looking at you—they weren’t kidding.”

“They… really know it’s me?” I said. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut.

“They know, and they appreciate it,” he said. “And I appreciate it, too. I just don’t know if I can… you know…”

I took a deep breath in, my whole body trembling. So everyone knew—how humiliating. But if he was telling the truth, that they all appreciated it and it was making them a little bit happier, wasn’t that all that mattered? “You don’t know if you can see me as a woman?” I said. I wasn’t offended. In fact, I was flattered that he wasn’t tossing me off of that tower onto the barbed wire fence.

“No… well, yes. But it’s not because you don’t look like a woman. You really do look like a woman.” He laughed nervously. “You look better than most of the women I know, but… It’s just because I know, you know?”

I took another slow, controlled breath. I wasn’t sure how I was going to face the rest of the squad now that I knew that they knew. It would be embarrassing at first, there was no doubt about that, but like everything, people would get over it. All that mattered was that I was serving a purpose. And that’s why I was up in the tower with Sergeant Jensen.

“Just try to relax, and if you can’t think of me as a lady, maybe just try not to think at all,” I said with a red-cheeked smirk. I bent over and took his cock again, sinking it back through my lips. He took a deep breath and finally, I felt his body relax. His fingers slipped into my hair.

“Just like that,” he said. A warm energy pulsed through me. Finally, I felt no guilt. Anyone could have made the same mistake that I made that day a month before, driving back from that patrol route. We took shortcuts all the time. I just happened to be the one who made the call that particular day—and it was no one’s fault but the barbarians who planted that bomb. All that mattered was that I was willing to make things better as best as I could, so that’s what I was doing.

I got him rock-hard, throbbing powerfully. I licked from his balls to his bulbous tip. “I fucking love your big cock,” I said, looking at the beautiful monster.

“Bend over,” he said.

“Bend over?”

“Yeah. Stand up and bend over,” he said.

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. My heart was racing—I’d never been fucked in the ass before—but I was excited. I was excited to make him happy, to make him satisfied. And if that meant taking his huge meat in my backdoor, then I was fine with that. “Fuck me,” I said, swaying my tush before him.

He pulled aside the thin fabric strip of my panties, exposing my puckering butthole. I heard him take a deep breath in before pressing his warm tip up to my anus. I bit down on my tongue as he began to push in. It hurt a bit as my hole stretched out, but I could take it. That grin on his face was worth every bit of pain.

But the pain was short-lived. Once he was deep in my ass, his pelvis against my butt, there was only a peculiar euphoria buzzing inside of me, making my legs tremble. Once he started thrusting, I was gone, a limp, moaning mess. He had to hold me up with his muscular arms while he pumped my rear-end. “Shit, you’re tight,” he muttered through clenched teeth.

“Fuck me harder,” I said, already on the verge of orgasm. God, it felt so good. My vision started to turn white and everything seemed to be pulsing. He was pounding some sort of sweet-spot in my tush. I didn’t want it to end, but I knew the end was coming quickly. I could feel his cock throbbing, I could hear his grunts loudening, I could feel his nails digging into my skin. “Come in me. I want your cum deep inside of me,” I moaned.

After a few final grunts, and a few hard thrusts, I felt the rush of warmth deep inside of me. He was coming, blasting his hot load into my body. Another powerful tremor rushed through me, making me even limper, like some dollar store fuck doll.

We spent the next five minutes catching our breath before a word was spoken. “That felt great,” he finally said.

“Yeah,” I said.

“You’re a good soldier, Sanderson,” he said. “I hope you know that.”

I smiled, feeling his warm creampie rushing towards my asshole. I let it drain into my panties.

It turned out, he wasn’t lying. Everyone knew. When I showed up for my lookout shift the next night, I had multiple people come up to me to thank me for what I’d done. I didn’t admit to anyone that I enjoyed it so much that I maybe would have done it regardless of squad morale. Though I think they could all tell, especially the next day when I was back in that little outfit. One of the guys made a run to town to buy me a few new outfits and a better wig that didn’t require me to wear a helmet or a silly bandana.

They wanted me to keep the Mandy persona going. I had no problems with that. It was the least I could do, and it was so great to see my friends so happy and relaxed. Was I gay? Bisexual? Transgender? I don’t know, to be honest. Sometimes you just have to do what you have to do for the boys.

THE END
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