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"Let's get moving Kerri. We're Oscar Mike in
five." said Sergeant James Wilkes as he tossed me my Kevlar
cover.

I finished strapping up my body armor,
tugging at the shoulders so the heavy chest piece would sit
somewhat comfortably on my chest. The damn things were never made
for women. The vest was at once too small and too large. The bottom
banged into my legs whenever I moved and it pressed down heavily on
my breasts. My swollen tits ached already and I'd only been in the
stupid vest for ten minutes.

I picked up the cover and fished a picture of
my eight month old son out of my pocket. I'd left him with my
mother only two weeks ago. I still woke up at night at the same
time, breasts swollen and ready to feed my baby boy. But it'd be a
long time until I saw him again. I kissed his picture and pushed it
into the mesh lining of my helmet before I put it on my head and
strapped it into place.

"Good to go Jim."

James walked over to me and rapped his gloved
knuckles on my helmet. Unlike me, his armor fit correctly and he
looked damn good wearing it too. He pulled on my vest and when it
didn't move, he gave me a thumbs up.

"Let's get moving then Corporal. And outside
of the fence it's Sergeant, okay Kerri? We're in a war zone
now."

I rolled my eyes and punched him in the arm.
"Keep it up and I might think you actually like playing
soldier."

"You know I'm counting down the days just
like you. Now get moving. Everyone else is in the truck." James
walked out of the tent and I followed closely behind him.

God it was hot here. And bright. I slipped a
pair of Ray Bans off of my vest and put them on. It was the one
nice thing our unit had given me before I deployed. I popped the
driver side door of our cargo truck and smiled at James as he
climbed beside me. After stowing my M16 by my door, I started the 2
1/2 ton vehicle and moved into position in our convoy.

As I waited for the lead vehicle to roll out,
my hands shook and I bounced one of my legs up and down. This was
the first time since arriving in country that I was going outside
of the gate. It was all jokes and smiles when I was nothing more
than a weekend warrior, but now that I was here, with a fully
loaded weapon at my side and body armor weighing me down, my
weekend a month, two weeks a year training seemed a bit
inadequate.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. The
damn vest made my simple calming exercise harder than it should
have been. My breasts hurt as they pressed into the steel plate in
my body armor. I exhaled and opened my eyes. Everything would be
fine. I was just a truck driver.

"Lead is rolling, get ready," said James.

"Copy that Sarge."

We were fifth in a column of a dozen trucks
tasked with moving supplies to a patrol base near the eastern
border. Rough roads and steep grades would slow down the convoy,
but without the gear in the back of my truck, the men in the field
wouldn't be able to do their jobs.

Brake lights flashed in front of me as the
column moved. My foot pressed the pedal and I shifted gears. With a
lurch, the truck pushed forward. My pulse raced as we crossed
through the perimeter gate. This was it. The convoy pulled onto the
MSR and picked up speed. I gripped the wheel tightly and just kept
repeating the same line over and over in my head.

Everything would be fine. I was just a truck
driver.

An hour into the mission and we were leaving
the paved roadway of the MSR for a dirt road into the hills. James
had been talking since we left the base, keeping me focused and
lightening the mood. By the time our tires hit the gravel, I'd
calmed quite a bit. This wasn't so bad. The countryside was
actually kind of pretty.

"Alright Kerri, stay sharp. If something is
going to wrong, it's going to be here."

I leaned forward and stared out at the
rolling hills in front of us. There was nothing out there except
for a lone goat herder and his animals. "Yeah, those goats look
deadly Jim. Could be strapped."

James glanced at me and rolled his eyes.
"Smart ass."

"Hey I'm just saying, they could be Jihadist
goats. They have scary beards and everything."

He laughed. "I bet there's a reality show in
there somewhere. When animals atta-"

It happened quickly. One moment we were
joking and spirits were high, and then the next there was a
fireball in front of me thirty feet tall. I watched as the lead
vehicle, a fourteen ton MRAP, flipped in midair and landed on its
side. The radio lit up with panicked voices; each trying to talk
louder than the last. Brake lights flashed in front of me and the
convoy came to a dead stop.

"Holy shit Jim! What the fuck!"

While I was freaking out, James had gone
cold. "Eyes out, ears open Corporal. Get that gun up."

I slid down as far as I could in my seat then
lifted my rifle and propped it against the window sill. As soon as
I pulled back the charging handle, another explosion rocked the
cab. In the rearview mirror I could see another growing fireball.
Whoever was out there was boxing us in.

"Contact right!" yelled James right before
his rifle barked. The staccato sound of gunfire filled the air.
James and the rest of the column right side were engaged. I turned
my head to see what was going on behind me, but movement in the
corner of my eye caused me to swivel back.

I watched as a dozen men on the hillside to
the left stood up and tossed away blankets that blended perfectly
with the dirt.

"Contact left! Shit shit shit!"

Blood was pounding in my ears and I was
having trouble seeing straight. I wiped sweat from my forehead as I
lined up my sights on one of the men charging down the hill. When I
had a bead on him, I squeezed the trigger and braced myself for the
kick of the rifle.

Nothing happened. I squeezed the trigger
again and again but it wouldn't shoot. I tilted the rifle to make
sure I hadn't put it to safe and checked the ejection port, but
nothing looked out of place. The damn thing had jammed when I
charged it.

"My gun jammed James!"

Another burst of gunfire from his side of the
cab before he answered. "Then clear it Corporal!"

"I'm fucking trying!"

As I wrestled with my weapon, the scene
outside was a madhouse. Huge gouts of flame shot out of mounted
machine guns as tracers tracked up the hillside in search of the
enemy. On either side of the convoy, muzzle flashes from behind
rocks and bushes were almost mesmerizing. A puff of smoke appeared.
The ground exploded twenty feet from the cab as an RPG slammed into
the dirt.

"How's it coming over there Corporal?" James
called.

“Almost there.” I finished unjamming my
weapon and the bent cartridge ejected from my rifle. "Jam's
cleared. Charging!"

I never managed to fire my weapon. As soon as
I leveled my rifle, James grabbed the back of my vest and pulled me
down across the seat.

"RPG!" he yelled as he threw himself over
me.

The rocket slammed into the cargo bed of our
truck before detonating. The explosion rocked our truck back and
forth and I could smell the burning crates and boxes behind us. The
heat from the growing flames was already making the interior of the
cab unbearable.

James pushed himself off of me and kicked his
door open. Grabbing my vest again, he pulled me across the seat and
he jumped from the cab. "We have to go! Truck's full of ammo!"

I could barely hear him over the ringing in
my ears but I could see the flames behind the cab and knew it
wasn't safe to hang around. I rolled out of the truck and as soon
as my boots hit the dirt, I was running for the MRAP ahead of us.
James stuck close to my side and popped off a few rounds as he
bolted for cover.

The men in the vehicle ahead saw us coming.
As we got close, the back door swung open and a hand helped me into
the truck. The back was cramped enough with only two people, but as
James and I squeezed into the armored vehicle, the tight quarters
were almost unbearable. A hot shell casing flew through the air and
burned my cheek as the men inside the vehicle continued pouring
fire into the hills.

In the front of the cab, our JTAC was calmly
talking into his radio." Impact four-five seconds. Copy." He turned
around and smiled at us. "Good of you to join us. You might want to
keep you heads down for the next minute."

James pushed me across his lap and leaned
over me as the airstrike turned the hills on either side of us into
an inferno. The cab erupted in cheers and clapping, and when I sat
back up and looked out of the window, the scenery had changed
dramatically. The hills were blackened and burning. The gunfire on
both sides had ceased.

Over the radio, I could hear our commander.
"We are RTB. Repeat, we are RTB at this time."

We were heading back. Thank God.
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Hours later and I was back in my small room,
sitting on my bunk in nothing but my tan tee and undies. I just
stared at the ground between my feet as images from the firefight
kept replaying in my head. I was a truck driver. Everything was
supposed to be alright.

I heard a knock and lifted my head. I could
see James through the cracked door.

"You can enter," I said as I returned my eyes
to the floor.

James pushed open the door and stepped
inside. "How you feeling?"

That was a pretty loaded question. A dozen
different emotions were surging through me, and thoughts of my son
back home kept bubbling to the top. I wrapped my arms around my
chest as my breasts started to ache.

"Fine Jim. You?"

He sat down next to me. "Yeah... fine too I
guess. I uhh... I just wanted to make sure you were good. That was
kind of crazy."

Understatement of the year. "Yeah.
Crazy."

He ran a finger across the small blister on
my cheek where the cartridge had burned me. His touch lingered on
my cheek for a second before moving to push a strand of my hair
back behind my ear. My whole body tingled as his fingers slid
across my skin.

"Well, I just wanted to make sure you were
doing well. I guess I should get going then." James stood up and
headed for the door.

I didn't want him to leave. And I didn't want
to sit here alone either. Before he reached the door, I called him
back.

"James?"

He turned. "Yeah Kerri?"

I stood up and wrapped my arms around his
waist. Pressing myself against him felt good. Better than good. It
felt safe.

"I just wanted to thank you. You really
looked out for me today."

One hand slid through my hair while his other
hand rubbed my back. "You don't need to thank me. I just
reacted."

I pulled him back to my bed. I couldn't let
him leave. "All the same, you deserve some thanks Jim."

He didn't resist. We fell back onto the small
bed and his lips found mine as his hands pulled at my shirt. When
he couldn't get the tan tee off on his own, I pulled it over my
head, breaking off our kiss only as long as it took for the cotton
top to get out of the way.

I wrapped my legs around his body as I pulled
his camo top open and ran my hands across his chest. Part of me
couldn't believe what I was doing right now. He was my superior.
What we were doing was against the rules. But he'd also saved my
life today. That trumped any ruling in my book.

James pulled off his camo top and then yanked
his tan tee over his head. I sat up and pulled my sports bra off,
letting my aching tits bounce free. James stared at my breasts and
licked his lips as he gently laid me back down on the bed. His lips
dropped back to mine and his hands slid down to my puffy nipples. I
gasped under his kiss as his fingers traced my hard tits.

"That feels great," I said softly.

His fingers closed around my pink buds. He
rolled them between his fingers slowly. My clit throbbed as he
twisted my aching tips. I hadn't been touched like this since
before my son was born. Sultry sighs slipped from my lips as his
hands teased me and his kisses rained down gently over my skin.

James pulled away from me suddenly. His hands
withdrew and he looked at his fingertips.

"What's wrong?" I asked, confused and a bit
hurt that he had pulled away from me.

"You're leaking."

Leaking? "What?"

James pointed at my chest. "Leaking. You're
leaking milk."

Shit. My tits had been hurting since I left
home, but I hadn't actually been expressing. Why now? "I... I'm
sorry Jim. It must be the stress or something." I looked away."If
you want to leave, I understand."

I reached for my bra but James grabbed my
wrist in his hands. "I don't want to go." His head bowed and his
tongue slipped from his mouth to lick a bead of milk from one of my
tits. "Just surprised me is all."

His mouth closed around my nipple and he
started to suckle. I hadn't expected this at all. He played with my
other breast as he drank from me with long, strong pulls of his
mouth. My head dipped back onto the bed and my eyes closed. My
stomach tensed and my hips lifted towards his as he suckled
slowly.

His tongue circled my pink tip between sips.
The pressure that had been building in my chest for weeks slowly
lessened, but as it did, the throb downstairs grew. James switched
sides and nibbled on my tit before wrapping his lips around my
puffy nipple. My hands ran across his strong back and through his
short hair as he drank deeply from me. I couldn't believe how good
this felt!

"Feels so good," I moaned. "Don't stop."

He kept suckling while I tugged at my undies.
I slipped the boring black underwear down my legs and kicked them
across the room before wrapping my legs back around James. When he
saw what I had done, his hands dropped to his belt and he worked
the buttons of his fly. When it came time to pull off his pants, he
pulled away and tried to stand up. I hooked my hands behind his
neck and let him lift my small body off the bed as well.

He stood up and pushed his pants to the floor
while I clung to him like an animal. I kissed him deeply, letting
my tongue slide out of my mouth and inside his. Our tongues twirled
around each other, fighting for position until he pulled back for
air. I dropped a string of kisses down his shoulder until he leaned
back down and dropped me onto the bed.

James was wearing nothing but his briefs now.
I could see his bulge straining against the material and when he
pulled the waist band down, his cock jumped out and aimed right at
me. I grabbed his shaft in my hand and pumped until James pushed me
onto my back. He spread my legs and leaned over me on the small
bed. His dog tags bounced off my breasts as he looked into my eyes
and slid into me.

I let out a small gasp and bit my lip as his
thick cock pierced my folds. I hadn't had a man inside of me in so
long I'd forgotten just how good it felt. His dick radiated warmth
and my body responded by sending shivers down my spine. My eyes
rolled back as he plunged deeper.

James picked up speed and put his hands on
the back of my thighs, pushing my legs into the air. My ass lifted
off the bed and his hips slammed into me with each thrust. My
breasts swayed along with his rhythmic movements and the pressure
within me was building. But something was missing as I watched
James' muscles flex and sweat bead down his body from exertion. I
wanted more.

"Suck on my tits Jim. Like before."

James dropped my legs and hunched his back
while he continued to bury his cock into my wanting hole. His lips
closed around one of my nipples but every time he pulled his dick
away from me, his mouth would slide away from my tit. I tried to
hold his head to my chest, but his sure strokes became shallow and
irregular. I could have him fuck me or suck me. It didn't look like
I could get both.

James pulled out and sat up. He slapped the
side of my ass and spun his finger in a circular motion through the
air. "Switch with me."

"What?"

"Switch with me. Get on top." He laid back on
the bed and his glistening cock bobbed above his hips. He held his
hands out to me. "Come on. Get on top."

I crawled over his legs and positioned my
slick lips over the tip of his cock. When my pussy was right over
it, I lowered my hips, letting him slide slowly back into me. James
pushed me down by the shoulders and forced my hips to his. His dick
hit the back wall and a shutter shot through me. With my hands on
his chest and my knees on either side of his body, I dipped up and
down slowly on his greased pole.

The new angle gave me much more than when I
was on my back. Not only did I now control the speed of our
lovemaking, but I could grind my clit against his hips every time I
took him deep into me. My eyelids fluttered every time my button
touched his body.

James grabbed my tags and pulled me down. He
kissed me on the mouth before he started to drag his tongue across
my chin and onto my neck. He sucked on my neck for a moment, but
then continued his journey down to my chest. I knew now why he
wanted to switch positions with me. With me on top, James was free
to play with my breasts.

I dropped low enough that James could take
one of my hard tits into his mouth, but not so far that his cock
would slip out from between my legs. I sighed as his tongue drifted
over my nipple while his cock slipped across my G. This was what I
wanted. And when James' fingers teased the tit that wasn't being
sucked on, I was almost overcome with erotic energies.

My hips dipped and slipped over his cock
quickly. James squeezed my breast in his hand and I picked up
speed. My clit mashed into him while his cock hit the back of my
pussy. Occasionally, James would twist and suck my nipples at the
same time as my clit touched and my pussy was stretched to
capacity. A choked sigh slipped from me every time our rhythms
lined up. Taking cue from the noises I was making, James made sure
we lined up a lot.

The pressure was building and my speed
increased. James nibbled and twisted my tits as I held my breath
and concentrated on the growing energies in my core. My clit
tingled and my pussy throbbed. As I came, a sultry moan escaped
from between my clenched teeth. I dropped my hips to his and
collapsed across him as the orgasm rushed through me.

Every muscle in my body twitched in response
to the waves of bliss pouring through me. My toes curled and my
eyes rolled back as I struggled to breathe. James rubbed my back
for a moment, but when I didn't continue to grind my hips against
him, he picked me up and we returned to our original positions.
With him back between my legs, he pushed in and out of me quickly,
stoking the fire burning through me.

James didn't last much longer. As my orgasm
was ebbing, his speed picked up and my body jerked each time his
hips slammed into me. He grunted and went still. His cock swelled
within me as he filled me with his seed. I sighed happily as he
slipped out of me and leaned against the wall to catch his
breath.

"So what now?" he asked between breaths.

A good question. I hadn't thought that far
ahead when I had pulled him into my bed. I looked at James and
warmth filled me. I smiled at him and my heart skipped a beat when
he returned the look.

I reached for my scattered clothes. I pulled
my panties back on and then leaned over James and kissed him one
last time. "Now we clean up. Past that, I don't really know."

He stood and dressed slowly, throwing glances
my way the entire time. "So uhh... should I stop by later or
something? I could bring some chow back if you wanted. No pressure
or anything."

I wrapped my hands around his waist from
behind and pressed my head against his back. "I'd like that."

He turned around in my arms and lifted my
head with a finger under my chin. "Me coming back tonight, or the
food?"

I giggled and punched him in the chest.
"Both. I want you to come back tonight." I popped onto my tippy
toes and pulled his head to mine. Our lips connected and we held
that pose until my toes hurt. "Promise you'll come back
tonight?"

He hugged me tightly and whispered into my
ear. "Tonight, and every night after if you'll have me."

I buried my head into his chest and fought to
keep tears from running down my cheeks. When James finally left, I
sat down on the bed and picked up the picture of my infant son. I
pressed it to my chest and leaned back on the bed. If I couldn't be
with my baby, then James was the next best thing.
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