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Chapter One

I had always found soldiers exciting, so when I was asked to spend a day in a barracks selling them life insurance, I jumped at the chance. 

The company I worked for specialised in insurance of all kinds for high risk groups. We sold both equipment and personal health insurance with nothing being too high risk. 

The unit I was to be visiting had just returned from an overseas deployment and senior officers wanted insurance policies up to date. Left to their own devices most of the younger soldiers wouldn’t have bothered with something as mundane as insurance, but luckily for their futures, and our bottom line, they weren’t left to their own devices. 

The soldiers would be presented to me one by one and sold a policy that covered life, injury, and the expensive equipment the army issued them. The equipment was their responsibility and should any get lost the army would charge the soldier who would in turn recoup his money from us. 

It wouldn’t be a case of explaining the best options to the men and women it would be a simple case of handing over a piece of paper for them to sign in return for a monthly instalment from their pay-packet. It was the easiest gig in the insurance industry. 

My back seat full of boxes containing printed policies to be signed, I showed my security clearance to the armed guard at the gate, and was ushered through after a cursory visual search of the interior of my car and a quick scan of the chassis with a mirror on an extendable rod. 

I parked where I had been instructed and as promised was greeted by three young men, ordered to help me carry my boxes to the room that had been put aside for my use. 

I settled into my office and awaited the first of the soldiers that would sign a percentage of their monthly pay over to my company. 

Chapter Two

The last of the soldiers having left the room, an insurance policy clasped in his hand and a spring in his step, I tidied up a little, picked up the few remaining policies and headed for my car. 

As I crossed the wide open empty parade ground towards my car on the far side, music pumped out of various buildings around the barracks. As many of the soldiers had told me throughout the day, tonight would be a night of excess drinking and partying among themselves. 

Having just returned from a violent tour of Afghanistan, they had not had a taste of alcohol for months and had stocked their rooms high in readiness for the weekend. 

Today was Friday and they would not be permitted to go out into the civilian population until the middle of the following week, when they would head off for two weeks leave. The soldiers needed a period of readjustment before mixing with people outside of the barracks. They were all still highly vigilant and capable of exploding with violence at the slightest provocation. It was safer for them and the general population if they had time to relax before venturing out. 

I had to pass one of the single story buildings with music blasting from it, to get to my car. As I passed, enjoying the deep bass of the dance music a loud wolf whistle came from one of the windows followed by a raised voice, “Hello darling! Fancy a drink?” 

I looked at the young soldier hanging out over the window sill, no top on, tanned from his tour in the sun and with a can of lager clutched in his hand. 

I waved and shouted, “I’d love one but I’m driving. Sorry!” 

Another soldier appeared next to him and whistled, following up with a shout and mock anguish in his voice, “Come on love, we haven’t spoken to a good looking woman for months!” 

I laughed at them, I didn’t mind the whistles and flirting. It was a regular occurrence these days as I passed any large group of males, and life was too short to be getting pissed off at men who were just trying to pay a compliment, albeit in a fashion that could be a little more subtle. 

“Enjoy tonight with each other!” I shouted, “You’ll have plenty of women throwing themselves at you next week!” 

The first soldier leaned further out of the window, “Not as fit as you love! You’re the talk of the barracks today! You can insure me any day of the week!” 

A crude compliment but a compliment none the less. I supposed I was quite ‘fit’

as he had so eloquently put it. My figure was toned and shown off by a tight two piece black business suit, the skirt hem finishing above my knees. My bare legs were tanned and my high heels showed my calves off well I thought. 

My breasts showed slightly between the buttons of my white open collar shirt and my long blond hair fell to half way down my back. Who was I kidding? I was hot! 

I laughed at them and began walking again, wiggling my hips just a little more than necessary. 

The music dropped a level or four and one of the soldiers let out a loud theatrical sigh, “Ohh come on, just a coffee then, seriously! We’ve put our lives on the line for you and all we want is a chat with a pretty girl!” 

I knew they were playing, these guys were selfless in their bravery and didn’t expect any thanks for what they did. I was hardly a ‘girl’ though. I had just celebrated my thirtieth birthday and the two young men hanging out of the window flirting with me couldn’t have been older than nineteen. 

Heads started appearing from other windows and joined in with the first two guys, “Come on darling, come on in, we don’t bite!” 

I looked at the young soldiers staring out of the windows at me, cans in hand, whistling and shouting, egging each other on. I knew I wouldn’t be in any danger from them, I would just have to put up with their infamous warped sense of humour for the time it took me to drink a coffee. They had put their lives on the line for people like me and who was I to refuse them a little of my Friday evening – anyway I had nothing better to do and no one waiting for me at home, not even a cat. 

I relented, “Oh go on then guys! Just a quick coffee though.” I walked towards the glass door, “Let me in then!” 

Chapter Three

My heels clicked on the paved path as I approached the door and I smiled to myself as three young men appeared on the other side, all wanting to let me in. I felt flattered – all these soldiers vying for a piece of my attention, it could go to a woman’s head, I laughed inwardly. 

The door swung open and I was greeted by a chorus of whistles and shouts. The guys stood aside and let me in, swigging from their cans and high fiving each other. The three of them were dressed in just desert combat trousers, belts and boots. Dog tags hung from their necks, hanging on their naked chests, clinking as the men moved. 

I checked out their torsos, young and tanned from the Afghan sun, muscled but not huge. These guys were real combat soldiers not the ones that Hollywood portrayed with their bulging muscles and huge chests. The men that stood in front of me were as fit as they needed to be, and no sense of vanity had spurred them on to build their bodies beyond what was needed to perform their dangerous job. 

“Come on then guys, where’s my coffee?” I smiled, “And I don’t want any of that army crap!” 

The guy who had first shouted from the window turned and walked towards a corridor, “Me and Mike have got some real nice coffee in our room, come on!” 

I followed him, my briefcase in my left hand, and the other two guys next to me. 

Music filled the corridor and doors were evenly spaced along either wall, some open, with shouting and different tastes in music flooding out of them and mingling into one big out of tune beat. 

The guy leading the way stopped next to an open door, “Here we are, mine and Mikes room!” he put an open hand out towards me, “I’m Paul.” 

I shook his hand, “Hi Paul, Im Michelle.” 

“That’s Mike,” he said nodding at the soldier who had shared the window with him, “And the ugly bastard behind you is Charlie.” 

Charlie stepped forward, “Cheeky fucker,” he laughed, “Hi Michelle, a pleasure to meet you, seriously. It’s not often a girl like you comes in this block.” 

“Yeah it’s normally the ones you bring back Charlie!” Paul laughed, as he put a hand on my shoulder and ushered me through the door, “Remember guys, I pulled this one!” 

“No ones ‘Pulled me’,” I protested, laughing, ‘I’ve got better taste anyway.” 

I was enjoying the banter. I liked men’s humour, and soldiers were on another level altogether, with a dark twisted sense of humour that helped them through hard times together. I had to admit though, that all of these guys were to my taste. Confident, handsome, fit and funny. If they had been a little older they would have been exactly my type. 

I allowed myself to be led into the room by Paul and let out a little gasp of

shock, feeling my face burn red. One of the walls was adorned with pictures of women. Not pictures of women in bikinis or with their breasts on show but totally naked and spread for the whole world to see, in a variety of gravity defying positions. 

I recovered my composure and giggled, a little too girlishly, “Got pictures of your girlfriends on the wall I see.” 

“Yeah sorry about that sweetheart,” Mike shrugged, “But it gets pretty lonely here, and looking at this lot in the shower just doesn’t do it for me.” 

I averted my gaze from the posing women and looked for somewhere to sit, “No worries, just get me my coffee and find me somewhere to sit with my back to them. They’re putting me to shame!” 

“Oh I dunno,” Teased Paul, “I bet you’d put them to shame.” He pulled a plastic chair from under a small corner table and turned it for me, “Here you are, it’s not the comfiest chair in the world but we just use our beds.” 

I took in my surroundings. Apart from the porn montage on one wall, the other walls looked like any other young person’s wall. A poster of a sports car and others of football teams were dotted around here and there. Furniture wise there was just two metal framed beds, two wooden wardrobes, a sideboard and a table. 

A fridge was pushed into a gap between the wardrobes, and a kettle and various pots of tea and coffee stood on top of it. A flat screen TV and stereo balanced on a shelf on the wall that the door was set in. 

Mike reached into the fridge and grabbed a beer. The fridge was full of them and

crushed empty cans spilled out of a small metal bin next to it and onto the floor. 

“Beer Michelle?” he asked, a big grin spreading across his face. 

I returned his smile, “No thanks Mike, but you can put the kettle on while you’re there.” 

Loud shouting came from the corridor and Paul looked over at Charlie, “Shut the door and lock it, otherwise all those fuckers will be in here after a piece of her.” 

“A ‘piece’ of me?” I queried, “Is that how you all see women?” 

“No offense love,” Paul joked, “Chill out, I’ll do you a coffee.” 

I watched him as he prepared my drink, his muscles tight, and no fat on him after his arduous tour. 

The noise from the corridor grew louder, “Good job you’re in here love’” said Charlie, “We’re the well behaved ones!” 

Paul brought me my coffee and I took it with a smile, “So how was the tour?” I asked, looking at the three of them. 

‘Not bad, we lost some good lads but it could have been worse,” Paul said softly, looking at the floor. 

“I’m sorry,” I replied, my words useless. I knew these guys would mourn their losses for the rest of their days. 

“Don’t worry,” laughed Paul, “Just enjoy your coffee then we can have some fun!” 

I laughed, a little worried, “What do you mean, fun?” 

“Oh come on!” Charlie said crossing the room, “Why else did you come in if it wasn’t to be fucked?” 

I opened my mouth to speak but Charlie had opened the buttons on his trousers and his erection was inches from my face, throbbing and solid. It looked as strong as its owner. 

I stared in amazement, “I can you tell you now that I certainly didn’t come in here to be ‘fucked’.” I looked him in the eyes as he stood over me, “But as I’m here.” 

I knew I wasn’t the best behaved girl in the world but I shocked even myself as I opened my mouth and wrapped it around the meaty cock. 

Charlie groaned, “That’s it, good fucking girl.” He wrapped his hand around my head and pulled me further onto him, “Come on boys lets empty these balls, we’ve been waiting a long time.” 

I felt my coffee mug being removed from my hand as I began to go to work on the throbbing cock in my mouth, licking and sucking, excited by the situation my pussy moistening and throbbing. 

Mike and Paul had moved to stand next to Charlie and were pulling their combat trousers down to their boots. 

I sat amongst a semi-circle of three hard, young, soldier’s cocks. My pussy tingled as I realised I was to be the first woman these guys had fucked for months, and I was going to empty all three of them of every last drop of cum. 

I grabbed the other two hard dicks and began pumping them, feeling the excitement beneath my fingers and in my mouth as the three men throbbed with lust. 

I slid Charlie out of my mouth and began sucking the cock on my left, moving my hand to Charlie’s wet dick, stroking it. 

This one was bigger, stretching my mouth wider and making me wet. I groaned deep in my throat as I tasted pre-cum spilling onto my tongue. 

I moved my head and placed my mouth over the cock on the right, Pauls I

thought, I was so turned on that names were escaping me, it was just cocks now. 

A hand clasped the back of my head and pulled me further onto it, hard, making me gag. This guy was rough I thought, good. If I was going to be fucked by three soldiers they had better treat me bad. 

A pair of hands reached under my armpits and began lifting, “Come on let’s get you fucked,” Mike said. 

I stood up, beginning to undo my skirt, “You’d better fuck me hard boys, and show me what soldiers are made of.” 

Mike looked at me, “You’re a dirty one aren’t you?” he winked, a smile playing over his lips, “Go on then, get undressed, let’s see what we’ve got.” 

I pulled my skirt down over my wiggling hips and stepped out of it, watching as the three guys bent over to take their boots off. 

Charlie slipped his trousers over his feet and stepped towards me. With a swift powerful movement he grabbed the front of my pussy in a strong hand, squeezing me hard through my panties, “Mmmm,” I sighed as he pulled my jacket off my shoulders with his other hand and began undoing my shirt buttons. 

The other guys had finished undressing and helped Charlie remove my shirt and bra as his big hand rubbed my wet panties, hard and fast, his fingers forcing the material into my tight hole. 

I allowed myself to be lowered onto one of the beds, the three guys leaning over me, their dog tags clinking and their hands reaching for my tits and stomach, groping me, and all trying to get a hand where Charlies was. 

I moaned as Charlie hooked his thumbs under my panties waistband and slipped them down and over my feet, “I’m keeping these ok,” he said, licking his lips, and sticking my panties into one of his boots, “To remember you by.” 

Things were heating up now. My pussy throbbed as the three men placed hands on my thighs and forced my legs apart. My cunt was spread wide open, hot and wet, pulsating open and closed as the three soldiers stared at it. 

“Fuck that’s nice,” Mike said in a thick drawl, “Shaved and smooth and fucking soaking.” 

I raised my hips into the air, teasing them, “You’d better get it used then boys,” I purred, my hand moving to the left and grabbing Paul’s thick dick. 

Paul let out a satisfied grunt and moved closer to my head, while Mike stood on my right and grabbed my hand, placing it on his heavy balls. 

I felt myself being dragged down the bed as Charlie grabbed my ankles and pulled me towards his fat erection, poised to fuck me. 

I pulled Paul closer to my face and opened my mouth, licking the purple head of his dick, feeling it jump as my hot tongue wrapped around it, and my mouth enclosed it, coating it in saliva. 

Paul pushed deeper into my mouth as Mike moved my hand from his balls to his thick dick. He moved one of his hands to my right tit and gripped my nipple between his thumb and forefinger, twisting it causing a beautiful pain to spread through my torso. 

Paul followed suit and grabbed my left nipple as he began pumping his dick in and out of my mouth, fucking my face. 

I felt my pussy spasm as a sudden burning heat pressed hard against it. Charlie was forcing the swollen, bulbous head of his cock between my cunt lips as he reached down for my clit, pressing it with his thumb, making me moan on the cock that fucked my face, the balls slapping my chin hard with every thrust. 

I pushed against the dick that was beginning to penetrate me, willing it in, wanting it inside me. Charlie obliged and rammed it in hard, his balls slapped my arse making my thighs and tits wobble as I shouted in pleasure on the penis deep in my throat. 

Paul pushed harder into my mouth, as I pumped my fist hard on mikes dick and tightened around Charlie as he began fucking me hard, his months of built up frustration hammering into me, bringing me close to orgasm. I sucked harder on Pauls cock as I felt the tell-tale signs of an orgasm building in my throat, the throbbing and twitching telling me he was close. 

I put a hand on his balls and squeezed gently, willing him to let go and get his release, and fill my mouth with his young juice. 

My body shook as my clit throbbed and electric shocks ran through my pussy making it tighten harder on the excited cock that was hammering me. I groaned on Pauls cock as I came, my body bucking against Charlie and my right hand pumping Mike harder, feeling him throb. 

My cunt flooded with my sticky juice as Paul exploded in my throat, his hand pushing my head hard onto him, making me choke. His cum filled my mouth, the heat and saltiness spurring me on, making me suck harder, wanting every drop. 

My orgasm still flooded through me as Charlie began to shout, “I’m going to cum you slut!” 

I pulled my head off the wet cock in my mouth and with cum dribbling down my chin screamed, “Fill me! Fill me with cum you fucker!” 

I turned my head to the right and took Mike in my mouth, my lips coating him in my saliva and Pauls thick cum. His thick dick pushed deep into my throat as he began his orgasm, ramming himself against my face with no mercy in any of his strokes, his only thought to cum in my hot mouth - the sluts mouth. 

I was a slut and I was fucking loving it, I had a mouth full of cum and was about to get a second load to swallow, and another deep in my pulsating pussy. 

I felt a cock throb in my pussy and one in my mouth as Mike and Charlie moaned in unison as they began filling me at both ends with beautiful thick cum. 

Charlie throbbed deep in my cunt and Mike deep in my throat, making my eyes water as his thickness blocked my airway. 

My pussy felt hot and used and my mouth sticky with sperm as powerful hot jets spurted against the back of my throat. 

I relished the beautiful feeling as Charlie pumped me full of his cum, his balls twitching on my arse and his body slumping forward. I watched as he withdrew from me, his cum trickling down my arse cheeks as he pulled out, a look of contentment on his face. 

I moved my tongue on the cock in my mouth as Mike began to withdraw. His dick trailing cum after it as it began to soften. 

The three lads looked down at me, lying on a bed, their pent up energy and cum dribbling out of my pussy and my mouth. A slut, a soldier’s slut. 

Shouting still poured into the room from the corridor as the rest of the soldiers celebrated and drank. 

I looked at the three men as my hand played with my wet cunt, and said in a soft voice, “Thanks for your service boys, now open that door and let those noisy fuckers in so I can thank them too.” 

The End
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