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CHAPTER 1:

In the early 1950's the CIA began something known as Project MKUltra which involved conducting secret experiments on unsuspecting victims in an effort to see if "mind control" was possible using drugs like LSD. These drugs were often administered to mental patients, convicts, drug addicts and prostitutes as they had little means of redressing the situation and they were considered "expendable" by the government if they served the greater good of national security. Hundreds of hospitals, universities and other research centers took part in this horrific exercise over a period of more than ten years. The public didn't find out about it until 1975 but by then many of the documents relating to the program had been illegally destroyed and even to this day the average American knows little or nothing of the shameful proceedings.

In 1994 the United States Air Force proposed a ridiculous plan to create a "gay bomb" which would turn enemy soldiers into homosexuals with a raging sex drive so that they would be so focused on wanting to fuck each other that they would lose all interest in fighting. Fortunately it appears that even though the Pentagon seriously considered the proposal no such "bomb" was ever created.

It is one of the lesser known facts that the United States government is no stranger to conducting experiments on unwitting test subjects for a variety of purposes. While perhaps not quite as shocking as those undertaken by Nazi Germany there are some very disturbing parallels.

The original gay bomb may have been put aside but the concept wasn't completely forgotten. One of the problems with the first plan was the ludicrous idea that if you "turned" someone gay they would automatically be attracted to any man that they saw. The researches were obviously oblivious of the history of the Sacred Band of Thebes, an elite Greek military unit consisting entirely of male lovers who fought valiantly in 4th century BC. Because the men loved each other so much they would fight to death to protect their lovers and their prowess on the battlefield was legendary.

What the military needed was a way to not only make the average soldier suddenly desire other men but also have an insatiable sex drive that would make fornication their central drive. If they enemy could be made to immediately drop their guns and then their pants then a successful non-lethal deterrent to combat might actually be developed.

It was an Army project now, the Air Force having taken their lumps in the press over the whole gay bomb fiasco and they had made so much progress that it was actually ready to be tested on humans.

Instead of mental patients or convicts the Army decided to try it out on some unsuspecting soldiers who would be taking part in routine training exercises. This would simulate the environment that the Army would actually be using the weapon in and by keeping it "in house" it would be easier to conceal it from the public. Of course the unwitting soldiers had no idea what was about to happen to them but there are always casualties of war. If turning a dozen soldiers into homosexual sex maniacs meant saving thousands or millions of lives down the line it was a price worth paying as far as the Army was concerned. It was also cheaper than conventional bombs and bullets.

The squad of men chosen for this experiment had no idea what they were getting into as they readied their gear and began their march to the target location. It was just an exercise like any other as far as they were concerned. There were twelve of them led by their sergeant, Sergeant Barnes, and they were good men with clean records and no history of trouble or insubordination. However they weren't a totally random selection.

They represented a cross section of socio-economic, ethnic and educational backgrounds. There were also a few soldiers picked because their psychological profiles indicated a tendency towards homosexual leanings and a few who had displayed symptoms of overt homophobia. Hopefully they would all be butt fucking soon but the scientists wanted to know whether there was anything about a person's background or upbringing or mental makeup that made them more receptive or more resistant to the device.

When the squad reached its destination they were ordered to "dig in" and take cover in their foxholes. There was nothing unusual about that as they had done that a million times. A soldier often seemed to spend more time digging than fighting.

As the sound of shells whistling overhead began to fill the air the men pressed themselves to the ground as tightly as possible. They assumed that the charges were harmless but the Army does train with "live fire" exercises so as far as they were concerned they were under attack and needed to take every precaution as they would in a real war.

A strange yellow mist began to filter down on top of them but it was hard to notice at first amidst the sound of explosions and the sense of self-preservation that drove them to keep their heads down until the firing stopped. The mist had a peculiar smell and within a few minutes it had pretty much coated each and every man, despite their efforts at concealment under the ground.

"I feel kind of funny," one of the soldiers whispered to his buddy.

"Quiet down," Sgt. Barnes barked but he felt it too.

Something was happening to these men. Something completely unnatural and unexpected. Their bodies were actually changing shape. Underneath their gear packs and their combat fatigues and their body armor they could feel a tightness in their chests as their new breasts began to expand outwards. There was an uncomfortable sensation in their pants as their male genitalia receded and then disappeared entirely.

The official observers watching from a safe distance in a concealed bunker strained their eyes through high powered field glasses to see what was happening. As the test subjects began to emerge from their foxholes the observers were taken aback. Something had happened all right but it wasn't the outcome they had been hoping for.

"Good God Colonel," an observer finally gushed, breaking the silence in the bunker. "I think they've all turned into women!"


CHAPTER 2:

"What the fuck just happened?" cried Private Harper in a decidedly feminine voice.

"I have no freaking idea," Sergeant Barnes replied in an equally girlish tone.

Some of the soldiers started pulling of their body armor and to examine their bosom and others stuffed hands down their pants to search for their missing cocks. It was a moment of sheer terror and confusion.

"Jesus Christ...we're all girls!" one of the soldiers cried out to no one in particular.

"Just stay calm. There's got to be a reasonable explanation for this," Sgt. Barnes ordered. "I don't know what the hell it might be but there's got to be some kind of answer."

In the bunker Colonel Perkins was stunned. Nobody was speaking since nobody had any idea what to say. Now that the soldiers were out in the open it appeared to be pretty definite that the squad of men was now a squad of women.

"We've got to get them the hell out of there and into isolation as quickly as possible," the Colonel finally said softly. "Pick them up and take them to the lab."

"What if they ask questions?" a subordinate inquired.

"They're still soldiers they'll do what they're told. Tell them it's an order and get them out of there now!"

An armored personnel carrier raced towards the scene and numerous soldiers in protective gear and breathing devices covering their faces jumped out and rounded up the helpless squad. They were quickly herded into the vehicle and the door locked behind them as they sped off to an unknown destination. No one other than the twelve "infected" soldiers were inside. There was fear of "contamination" at this point.

When the soldiers arrived at the lab they were immediately stripped naked and subjected to a through physical examination while Colonel Perkins and several other officers and doctors observed from monitors in another room.

"They certainly do look like women don't they?" said one of the officers.

"Yeah, and some of them aren't half bad looking either. Did you see the rack on that redhead?" another officer joked.

"May I remind you gentlemen that you are talking about soldiers in the United States Army not dancers in a strip club," Colonel Perkins barked.

"I'm sorry sir it's just that...well...it's hard to look at a naked woman and not be affected in some way."

The lead doctor conducting the examinations finally came in the room and Colonel Perkins was anxious to hear his diagnosis.

"Well Colonel unfortunately we're not equipped at this facility for a full gynecological workup. Honestly no one ever anticipated a need for such a thing here. We were expecting very different results and had intended to conduct research based on those results."

"But are they women or not?" Colonel Perkins demanded to know.

"As far as I can tell they are all healthy, normal young ladies with nothing overtly out of the ordinary about them," said the doctor.

"You mean aside from the fact that a few hours ago they were all men," the Colonel sneered.

"Look Colonel you asked me to tell you if these soldiers were women and I'm telling you that without more sophisticated test equipment I have no reason to believe that they aren't just as they appear. I have no idea what process was used to induce this change. That was not my department. Here in this laboratory I'm supposed to conduct physical and mental tests to observe the behavior patterns and body functions of twelve potentially homosexual men who were heterosexual before being exposed to a biological agent. I'm sure you know far more about the project than I do but as a doctor I can tell you that in my professional opinion these are women and not men, homosexual or otherwise. Now what do you want me to do with them?"

"Sedate them and put them in bed under guard. And I want them isolated as much as possible from each other and from the staff. Until we get to the bottom of this security is the top priority. The fewer people who know about this the better. Is that understood?"

"Yes Colonel absolutely."

"And put some clothes on them for God's sake. They're still soldiers," Perkins snapped as he stormed out of the facility.

The shit's going to hit the fan in Washington thought Perkins. This was a first class cluster fuck and heads would probably roll. If the experiment had failed and nobody turned gay there wouldn't have been any great surprise. The idea was so radical and this was only the first test on humans. It had worked so well on rats and monkeys that the Pentagon gave the go ahead to try it out on our own soldiers. If it had only worked on some of the men that would have at least been a limited success and a lot of valuable data could have been retrieved. Nobody had predicted that this might happen or even suggested that there was the remotest possibly of it happening yet somehow it appeared to have happened. This was not going to go down well with his superiors. It was never good to be the bearer of bad news.

"Where to Colonel?" the driver asked as Perkins climbed into the backseat of his car.

"The airfield and step on it. I've got to get back to Washington on the double. I've got a lot of ruffled feathers to smooth."


CHAPTER 3:

The twelve unlucky test subjects were now clad in hospital gowns and locked in what amounted to a type of prison cell. They were scared and confused beyond belief but there was nothing they could really do except follow orders. Nobody wanted to explain anything to them and they weren't allowed to even see each other once they had been sent off to their own rooms. A needle was inserted into their arms and soon they began to feel more relaxed and sleep was upon them all in no time.

Not a single one of them for one instant thought about the possibility that this had been done to them deliberately by their own government. This was a freak accident of some kind and no doubt the Army would do everything in its power to fix the situation and get them back to normal. It was the only logical way to think of things.

Several of the soldiers, like Corporal Dawkins, had very vivid erotic dreams while under sedation. Dawkins, in her current female form, was naked and surrounded by men who were also naked aside from their combat boots and dog tags. The men formed a circle around her and she began to reach for their hard members, grabbing some for a time and then turning on her knees to grab others. The men just laughed and smiled and cheered her on as she began to also suck their cocks as well as stroke them. She seemed to be in a frenzy to accommodate each and every one of them but it was a challenge to handle so many men at once.

Eventually the circle moved in a little tighter and someone yanked her head back very roughly by the hair as the first load of sticky cum hit her face. It was followed by a virtual shower of sperm and she found herself opening her mouth to receive their essence. It was a nightmare. It was terrible...but strangely wonderful in a way too. So much cock and all for her. It was only a dream of course and didn't mean anything at all.

When Dawkins woke in the morning she was a little disappointed to find that the whole crazy experience hadn't been a dream all along but the breasts sticking up under her gown implied otherwise. Someone came in and served breakfast on a tray. Dawkins pleaded for information or for the chance to speak to someone in authority or at least to be allowed to see the rest of her squad but the orderly remained mute and left as soon as the food was in front of her. Dawkins was pretty upset but hungry enough to at least pick at her food. Damn Army regulations she thought. Always so much red tape to ever get to the bottom of things. Nothing really to do but wait.

After breakfast she pushed her tray aside and lay back down on her bed. There was nothing else to do in this little room. Absent-mindedly her hand got under her gown and slipped between her legs. It was so strange not to feel a cock there she thought. She let her fingers gently probe the folds of her new vagina and then the probing became a little more vigorous. Before too long she was masturbating fiercely and moaning with pleasure.

Under the circumstances it was the last thing in the world she should be doing she thought but for some reason she just couldn't help herself. She was horny. Very horny. Must be shock she assumed. The strangeness of the situation causing her to behave in an illogical manner. Even so it did feel remarkably good to play with her pussy. She wished she could see it better but there were no mirrors in the room. She had seen the other members of the squad as they all stripped for inspection and some of them were quite pretty she thought. She hoped that she was pretty too but had no way of knowing.

She certainly knew the wet, squishy feeling of sticking in a finger in a pussy but it had always been someone else's pussy and not her own and the only pleasure she had gotten out of it was the satisfaction of making her partner feel good. Now as she began to explore the inner workings of her strange new anatomy she realized just how good those partners must have felt. Only it was better to do it to yourself because you guide your fingers to all sorts of wonderful little pressure points and sensitive spots tucked away in mysterious corners.

Being sedated had been a pleasant feeling of drowsiness and semi-euphoria but no drug was as good as the feeling she was getting right now from playing with herself. Why would a woman ever want to leave her pussy empty she wondered. It kind of sucked being turned into a girl but at least it had one big advantage. Having a pussy was pretty damn awesome!


CHAPTER 4:

In Washington a very high level meeting was taking place. There were representatives of the Army and the civilian government as well as a number of scientists. They were going over the report that Colonel Perkins had submitted which included video footage of the test and still photographs of the aftermath.

"What in holy hell went wrong?" one general shouted at the scientists.

"At this point it's premature to jump to any conclusions," the scientist replied stiffly. "Obviously the chemical agent designed to promote homosexuality and sexual cravings for men went a little too far. The hormones must have reacted with other components and created this unforeseen side effect."

"This is a goddamn disaster and somebody better come up with an idea to clean up the mess right quick," said the general as he glared at Colonel Perkins.

"General I think it's foolish to classify the experiment as a disaster," another scientist chimed in. "After all, we did accomplish something rather remarkable, even if it wasn't what we were hoping to accomplish. We don't want to overlook the possibility that this might be a preferable outcome."

"What do you mean exactly?" one of the government men asked.

"Well, our intent was to spray a battlefield with a compound that would turn all of the infected soldiers into homosexuals who would be irresistibly attracted to one another and therefore incapable of continuing to fight. Might I suggest that turning a portion of those troops into sexually voracious women might accomplish the same thing at essentially half the cost?"

"The humiliation and confusion factor would also be greater this way," another scientist added "Especially if it were applied to an enemy whose cultural attitudes towards women were particularly restrictive. Having a whole battalion of sexually promiscuous women suddenly appear in the ranks would be extremely disruptive to the command and control structure if nothing else. Should actual fornication break out on the battlefield there would be total chaos throughout the enemy lines."

"Well do we know that these women are promiscuous?" the General asked while fixing his eyes on Colonel Perkins.

"No sir. We have no way of knowing that at this time. Nor do we know whether their basic combat skills have been diminished in some way as the result of this process. We're still waiting for official confirmation that these are in fact females," Perkins replied.

"I can see the mother fucking photographs Colonel! I know what a woman looks like. I see tits and pussy. That would imply that they are female, would it not?"

"Yes sir," the Colonel said meekly. "What I meant was that the facility they are housed at was not designed for female medical examinations. We're bringing in the necessary equipment and support staff now."

"Well getting back to this question of promiscuity it seems to me that it would be of vital importance. I agree that simply turning men into women on the battlefield would be a disrupting influence but without the sexual component it might not be significant enough to turn the tide of battle," another civilian in a black suit commented.

"I agree," said the noisy general. "This project has always been built on a foundation of sexual attraction leading to actual consummation. I want to know how horny these girls really are. Get your ass back there Colonel and monitor the situation. We need to ascertain just what the promiscuity level of these soldiers might be."

"Yes sir."

As Perkins drove away from the meeting his aide, Lieutenant Capshaw, turned to his commander apprehensively.

"Sir. Just how does one test a woman's promiscuity level?"

"Damned if I know. I suppose we'll have to introduce them to some men and see what happens."

"Forgive me for saying this sir but on some levels that sounds rather...indecent."

"We could have been ordered to terminate the bunch you know. It could have been a bullet in the brain instead of a cock in the mouth. I think that's a little more indecent don't you Lieutenant?"

"Yes sir. It just seems so out of our line."

"When you dance with the devil everything is in your line."

Perkins had no idea how he was going to conduct these tests. Maybe there was some medical gadget that they could be hooked up to that would monitor their responses to pornography or something. No one had anticipated this so there was no protocol in place. It was all virgin territory. Poor choice of words thought Perkins who might have been amused by the pun if he weren't so pissed off right now.

Obviously no amount of lab analysis was going to make the big brass totally happy. They would want field testing. And they would want photographic evidence. Of course they would those horny bastards. Some of them were practically drooling over the pictures in his report. These were soldiers who had been subjected to a cruel and unusual experiment without their knowledge and consent and it had gone horribly awry. They had families and friends who would probably never see them again, even if they weren't terminated. They would probably have to remain a closely guarded secret for the rest of their miserable lives. Maybe some of them would kill themselves if given the opportunity. That would be the merciful thing.

Well this headache had been dropped in his lap and it was up to him to find some way of keeping it from becoming even more of a disaster than it already was. When he returned to the lab he was relieved to see that the gynecologists had arrived along with their equipment and that the girls were being examined even more thoroughly than before. While there was little doubt that these soldiers were now women Colonel Perkins was not the kind of man who liked to make decisions based on shoddy information.

The secrecy made everything a million times harder of course. Only people with the proper level of security clearance could even be aware of this facility which didn't officially exist on paper. The doctors examining these women, for example, were not told anything about the project or that these soldiers have previously been male. They didn't need to know. They just needed to tell the Colonel how healthy they were and whether there were any unusual medical anomalies. The Army had plenty of female soldiers these days so there was nothing unusual at all about conducting this sort of examination.

The next step was interviewing each of them individually. The Colonel would observe in secret again as a psychologist asked some basic questions about their feelings and understanding of their situation. It was important to find out how much this thing had affected their brains and how much trouble they were going to have keeping them in line during further testing.

As Corporal Dawkins took her seat in the interview room Colonel Perkins noted how pretty she was, even in her crummy hospital gown and with no makeup or work done to her hair. It actually wasn't a lustful observation as much as a technical one. A horny woman on the battlefield would probably still get plenty of takers even if she were nothing special to look at but an attractive one would presumably be the most disruptive of all.

"What do you recall about the exercises yesterday?" the doctor asked.

"Well sir, we were ordered to entrench, which we did, and then the shelling started and we all took cover as best we could. Then a strange yellow mist started to fall on us and everybody began to feel funny," Dawkins replied.

"How do you mean funny?"

"Well sir it kind of started in my stomach. I felt a little queasy and then I became light headed. I was afraid that some kind of nerve gas or something might have accidentally been released near us but then my boobs began to grow and I knew something was terribly wrong."

"Your boobs you say? Do you usually refer to your chest as boobs Corporal?"

"No sir," Dawkins replied with a small laugh. "I guess that word sort of slipped out of me for some reason. They kind of seem more like boobs to me now."

"And what was your reaction to discovering that you were changing in this fashion?"

"Sheer terror sir. I've always considered myself a red blooded American male who did pretty good with the ladies, if I do say so myself. The last thing in the world I ever would have wanted was to switch teams, if you follow my meaning."

"So you've never had any desire, even in a fantasy, of perhaps knowing what it felt like to be female? It's very important that you answer truthfully. Nothing you say will negatively impact your record or your fitness reports I assure you."

"No sir I can honestly say that I've never had any fantasies of that kind."

"So it goes without saying I suppose that you've never been even slightly attracted to any male...in a sexual way?"

"No sir!"

"Corporal, I'm going to show you some rather explicit photographs and I want you to take a good look at them, even if you find it distasteful to do so. I promise you it's all very important research and you'll really be helping us with your honest reaction."

The doctor slid a folder full of pictures of nude men, most of them fully erect and all of them well-endowed. There were a variety of body and facial types but they were all considered "attractive" in testing. At least this was one part of the original program they could still use.

"Oh my," Dawkins gasped as she opened the folder and saw the first picture.

After looking at a couple of the photos her hand slipped between her legs again and she tried to finger herself through her hospital gown. She was also breathing heavily and gave every outward appearance of someone becoming sexually aroused.

At one point the doctor handed her a different photo that showed an attractive young woman on her knees in front of a man holding his raging hard on in her hand while she gazed up at him longingly.

"Now what do you think of this picture?" the doctor inquired.

"Well sir I think she's a very lucky young lady and I'd like to be in her place," the Corporal answered with a smile.

"So you would say that your natural impulse would be to have sexual relations with this man?"

"I would say that I would like to jump on his cock and ride him until he felt like his dick was going to fall off and then take a thick load of cum to my face...sir."


CHAPTER 5:

Colonel Perkins would have swallowed his gum if he was chewing any. The psychologist was also taken aback despite having maintained a totally professional attitude up to this point.

"That's a very graphic description solder," said the doctor after regaining some of his composure.

"Just trying to be honest sir."

Perkins walked away from the monitor and sat slowly in a chair. Lieutenant Capshaw came over and stood near him.

"Are you all right sir?" asked the lieutenant.

"That's the most goddamned thing I've ever seen," Perkins half mumbled. "There sits a United States soldier who a day ago was a man, as normal as you or I, but who is now a woman in every legal, medical and technical sense of the word, jacking off to pictures of naked men."

"Are you sure she's being truthful sir?"

"Lieutenant, have you ever seen a sexually aroused woman?"

"Not as many as I would have liked sir but I take your point."

"The damn thing works! At least with this one, but she's the first so it's a good sign. If even half of them have similar reactions we may be on to something."

"Yes sir, but what is that exactly?"

"You could grab a man off the street, drug him and perform a sex change operation on him but afterwards he would still think and feel like a man. He wouldn't likely be attracted to men sexually if he had never had those thoughts or feelings before. Gender identity and sexual preference are two totally different things. But we've just witnessed an example of a complete personality transformation along with a physical one. The former male soldier is not just a woman she appears to be a woman who craves men on a sexual level and isn't shy about expressing those feelings in the least."

"And you think it can be weaponized?"

"That's what we're going to have to find out Lieutenant. Saying something and actually doing it are two different things. We're going to have to see these ladies in action."

The rest of the interviews went pretty much the same way. From the lowest private to Sergeant Barnes each of the women had a favorable response to the photographs, some more than others, but none of them seemed to be able to offer any real opposition to looking at and admiring the men in the photos. It was a clean sweep.

Interestingly one of the soldiers who had been identified as potentially homophobic had particularly strong favorable responses to the photos of naked men, although she kept apologizing for it and claimed that she didn't know why she was attracted to these men but she couldn't help herself. Of course many men who openly express homophobic views are actually trying to conceal their latent or repressed homosexual desires so it was hard to tell whether this was actually a reluctant convert or someone being freed from a lifetime of closeted anguish.

It was decided that a female liaison would be required so a search was made in a hurry to find someone who could be vetted or who ideally already had security clearance. She needed to be on the young side but older than any of the soldiers so that she would have an air of authority and experience about her, be attractive with a good sense of style and most importantly be a people person. These were young ladies now and there were some things that Colonel Perkins was woefully unprepared to deal with.

A pretty young lieutenant named Angela Adams was quickly recruited for the task. She has been told virtually nothing about her assignment except that it required the highest level of security and discretion and that she was never to speak to anyone outside of the project about what she saw and heard. It sounded exciting and she had accepted without hesitation.

"There's some debate around here as to whether you need to be in the loop at all Lieutenant," said Colonel Perkins as he sat across a desk from Angela. "However, I don't like to send troops into battle totally blind so here's what I will tell you. A group of twelve servicemen, all fellow members of the United States Army, have recently undergone a radical new type of gender changing procedure. As a result of this procedure these women now have an unusually high sex drive."

"Excuse me Colonel but who exactly determined what the usual sex drive for a woman might be?" asked Angela.

"Trust me Lieutenant, their sex drive is higher than a sailor coming off an 18 month hitch with no shore leave. No one is saying it's high for a woman. It's just high."

"Yes sir. Sorry to interrupt."

"Anyway, we're going to be observing these soldiers and conducting some research for possibly quite some time so we felt that it would be good to have a female interface to help them adjust to their new...condition, someone who could win their trust and respect. Your job is to find out as much as you can about their thoughts and feelings and needs and desires and so on. This could be a difficult time of adjustment for them and we'd like to make it as painless as possible."

"Yes sir."

Angela had been in the Army long enough to understand double-speak and she had just been given a healthy dose of it she thought. The men had "undergone" a procedure but he didn't say that they had volunteered for it. She was supposed to "gain their trust" and find out as much as she could about them...in other words spy on them. Making things as "painless as possible" for them really meant keeping them docile and under control. What the hell was going on around here anyway? Since when was the Army in the business of sexual reassignment? We may have gone a little past the era of "Don't Ask, Don't Tell," but this was hardly a liberally minded organization that demonstrated compassion for the gender confused.

She had second thoughts about having accepted this assignment so quickly without asking questions but she was an officer and she was ambitious and she was a woman in a male dominated industry. You didn't move up the ladder by refusing assignments. It wasn't her place to question the wisdom or the ethics of the program. She was here to follow orders like a good soldier.

The first step was to interview each of the women. She was planning to bring them all a small gift basket of basic toiletries and a few simple cosmetic items. Make up was allowed in the Army as long as it complimented the skin tone and didn't stand out too much and these newly minted females would probably appreciate any little feminine touches they could get.

She was horrified as she was let into the first cell because of its strong resemblance to a prison. Is this the Army's idea of painless? These people are transsexuals not criminals she thought. What's the point of locked doors and armed guards?

Her first interview was with a Private Peterson, the redhead with a nice rack who had been so admired upon her arrival at the facility. She immediately stood at attention when the Lieutenant entered the room but Angela put her "at ease" and the two of them sat on the bed together.

Angela gave the private the gift bag and explained that the Army planned to keep her and the others from her squad here for a while so that they could run some tests. The Lieutenant was really good with people and had no trouble making Peterson feel relaxed and comfortable. She wasn't old enough to be a "mother figure" but she was kind of hoping to come across like an older sister at least and it seemed to be working.

"Excuse me Lieutenant, do you think they'll ever be able to come up with a cure?" Peterson asked as Angela was preparing to leave.

"A cure?"

"Yes ma'am. A way to turn us back?"

""I'm not sure I understand..."

"Well ma'am, I assume this condition is temporary."

"I'm sure the Army is doing everything it can," Angela replied slowly and carefully. "Now you try that lip gloss the way I showed you and I think it will do wonders."

Angela was fuming with rage as she left the room. She hadn't just been sent into battle blind she was deaf and dumb as well!


CHAPTER 6:

"Why didn't you tell me this procedure wasn't voluntary...sir," Angela fumed as she again sat across from Perkins. "I felt like a complete fool in there. I had naturally assumed that these were people who had expressed a desire to change their gender but they think they're diseased or something and that you're working on a cure."

"There are many aspects of this program that are highly classified in nature," the Colonel said without looking her in the eye.

"I understand that sir and I've worked on some pretty sensitive projects myself. I think I can keep a secret but I can't do my job if I don't even know what it really is."

"Oh hell Lieutenant this shit storm is so out of control I have no idea what kind of damage it's going to do. The long and the short of it is this. Some genius decided to pick up the old Air Force idea for a gay bomb that would turn the enemy into homosexuals. It advanced to the testing on humans phase and twelve soldiers were exposed to the agent during ordinary field exercises. Unfortunately instead of turning them into gay males it turned them into females. Now Washington would like us to find out whether sexually aroused women might actually be a more disruptive influence on the battlefield than homosexual men. If you wish to transfer to another assignment Lieutenant I'll see that it's done without prejudice."

"No sir," Angela said as she sat back in her chair. "This information makes me want to interface with these women more than ever. I think they're going to need to see some friendly faces and they're going to need some basic amenities as well."

"Such as?"

"Some clothes for a start. It should be feminine but still military. They're still soldiers and they think of themselves as such. And a mirror. I'm giving them a little pocket mirror along with a brush and a few other simple trinkets but they need to get used to seeing themselves in their new bodies."

"Anything else?"

"New names. It's disconcerting to think of yourself as a woman when your name is Hank. Until they accept the fact that the gender change is permanent it should probably be offered as a nickname or maybe even a "code name" but if you want these women to have any chance of adjusting to their new life you need to help them ease into it any way that you can."

"That Lieutenant Adams is very attractive," Lieutenant Capshaw commented once Angela had left the room.

"Jesus Christ! Am I running a military facility here or a goddamn social club?"

"Sorry sir."

"Well you heard what she said. Get those women some clothes. And a mirror. I want those soldiers in G.I. issue bras and panties before lunch!"

Unfortunately there wasn't really a G.I. issue bra. Female soldiers were usually required to provide their own and sports bras were required for field activity and participating in athletic events. Lieutenant Capshaw had no idea where to get underwear for these women or how to know what their sizes might be. He decided to enlist the aid of Lieutenant Adams. Hopefully she would know better what to procure and where to get it. And it would provide a nice opportunity to get to know the pretty lieutenant better.

Angela had no objection to sharing the company of the handsome young officer and they set off to acquire some clothing that would be more appropriate for the troops in their current condition. The basic items were easy enough to acquire on the base but the more "delicate" things required a trip into town. Capshaw felt a little funny walking around in the ladies underwear section but at least Angela was there to do the real work. They were there to get some pretty functional stuff but it was hard to be surrounded by lace teddies and little frilly things without trying to imagine what Lieutenant Adams might look like in such attire.

Eventually they got all the girls dressed in shorts, a tank top and fatigue cap along with socks and their boots. It was feminine yet military at the same time, exactly what Angela had been shooting for. The mirrors would take a little longer to install as there was a lot of paperwork involved but Angela bought a portable dressing mirror that could be taken with her from room to room so that each of the soldiers could get a look at herself in her new outfit...and body.

"Is that really me?" asked Corporal Dawkins as she saw her full reflection for the first time. "I look so different."

"Well I think you look very nice," Angela said pleasantly.

"I think this bra thing is going to take some getting used to," Dawkins said as she tried to shift her breasts around a bit.

"That's quite natural believe me," Angela told her. "I've been wearing one for years and it's still hard to get it to fit just right sometimes."

"How long do you think I'll be like this?"

"That's really not my department. It might be a while. But don't take it too hard, being a woman is not all that bad. I've been one my whole life and I find it rather pleasant."

"Well I can't complain with the looks. I'm not half bad. I kind of like the way these things stick up," said Dawkins lifting her breasts with her hands.

"You'll probably find that a lot of men like the way they stick up too," Angela laughed.

"I hope so. If I ever get to meet any men. Not much chance of that in here," Dawkins said sadly.

"So you'd like some male company?"

"Who wouldn't? You're a woman. Don't you crave cock?"

Angela was taken aback. It was just so blunt and out of the blue. Yes she had actually been thinking about male companionship all day after her shopping trip with Lieutenant Capshaw but she wasn't sure that she would describe that as craving cock. On the other hand she was curious about what he'd look like naked. She decided to change the subject.

"You know there's so much classified work being done around this place that it was decided that each of you should be known by a code name. Probably something a little more feminine. We can assign you one unless there's a female name that you particularly fancy."

"I've always kind of liked the name Julie," Dawkins replied.

"Julie. That's a pretty name," Angela said as she made a note of it. "I have a cousin named Julie. Well Corporal Dawkins from now on you'll be called...Julie."

Julie smiled and twirled around in front of the mirror. She wanted to get a last glimpse before it moved on to the next room.

"Do you have a steady boyfriend Lieutenant?" Julie asked.

"Not at the moment but I sort of have my eye on someone," Angela replied with a wink.

"Well you should have no trouble in that department. I think you're just adorable. I could eat you up with a spoon!"

Angela was going to remind the corporal that she was an officer in the United States Army and that it wasn't an appropriate way to be addressed but then she remembered the uniqueness of the situation and let it pass. It was meant as a compliment after all. As she departed Angela wondered whether Lieutenant Capshaw would like to eat her up...with a spoon or otherwise.


CHAPTER 7:

The door to Julie's cell opened a few nights later and a very well-built young soldier, clad only in boxer shorts, entered the room and stood at the foot of the bed. He looked slightly embarrassed but was trying not to show it.

"I guess I'm supposed to bunk here with you tonight," the solider said without looking up from the floor.

"Well the bed's kind of small but we can sort of snuggle up I guess," Julie replied as she hopped up on her knees on top of the cot. "Come on over and let's see how you fit."

"It'll be kind of snug."

"Let's hope so."

The man came over to the bed and sat down next to Julie. At least she was kind of cute he thought. He hadn't been told much except that it was his patriotic duty to sleep with this woman for some reason and that he should be prepared to do whatever the woman wanted or suggested. He had assumed that she must be a real dog but that wasn't the case at all. Still he was a little suspicious. Being ordered to bang some hot babe was hardly something he had expected to ever happen in his Army career.

"You know we could save room if we sort of stacked up," Julie suggested. "You know, one on top of the other?"

"Which of us should be on top?" asked the man.

"Well let's try it with me up there first and see how it goes. We've got all night to experiment."

With that Julie grabbed at the man's shorts and pulled them off quickly, giggling the whole time. She stopped laughing when she saw how big and hard his penis was. He looked like one of those men in the photos or one of the guys she had dreamed about. She had absolutely no idea what it felt like to fuck a man or why it seemed so important to her to do so but she knew she wasn't going to let this opportunity pass.

She pushed the man down on his back as she tore off her tank top and panties, which was all she had on at the moment. Now fully naked she swung herself over the bewildered soldier and gently lowered herself down on his sizeable pole.

"Jesus Mary and Josephine Baker," Julie moaned. "That feels so fucking GOOD!"

The man reached up and grabbed her tits. They were nice and firm and perky. Not huge by any means but there was enough there to fill his rather large hands. Julie continued to ride and picked up some speed along the way.

Her partner had assumed that this was some sort of punishment for some stupid infraction he wasn't even aware of but now it seemed better than a promotion. Better even than a three day pass. This girl was a real tiger and he didn't even have to pay for her or buy her drinks or anything. It was just hop in the sack and cut to the chase. It was probably just as well that he was sworn to secrecy because no one would ever believe him anyway if he tried to explain this.

Julie was fascinated by the feeling of having a cock inside her. Ever since she had been stuck in this body her thoughts had all been swirling around the idea of being stuffed by a hot guy. Well any guy really, even the orderlies who brought her meals would have done, but it was so much nicer with a stud like this she thought. Men were just so big and strong and powerful. She wondered how much this guy could bench press but figured it was probably pretty impressive. It's got to be 215 at least, easy.

There was a voice in the back of her head screaming for her to stop, begging her to remember that she was really a man and that this was just temporary, but that voice couldn't scream loud enough to drown out her squeals of pleasure. It was okay. She was a girl. A temporary one perhaps but right now she was all woman and her partner was certainly all man.

"It's interesting how she shows no outward signs of guilt or remorse whatsoever," said one of the doctors monitoring the scene in another room.

"Should a woman feel guilt or remorse about enjoying herself sexually?" Angela shot back.

"Not at all," the doctor replied calmly. "Only in this case the woman was actually a man just a few days ago and still thinks of herself as man and actually believes that she will be returned to her male state eventually. Yet, she was clearly the one who initiated this contact and didn't require any coaxing or prodding in the least. She thinks of herself as a man with a temporary medical condition but she can't help herself once she's sexually stimulated. It's remarkable really."

Lieutenant Capshaw, Colonel Perkins and several others were also in the room watching the sordid little tryst play out on video screens. Capshaw felt very strange about watching this sort of thing so close to Angela but it was hard not to get turned on. At one point his hand brushed against hers accidentally and they both looked at each other for a long time. Capshaw had to loosen his tie and Angela began to fan herself with her hand.

"If you'd rather not watch this Lieutenant Adams..." the Colonel began.

"No sir it's not a problem. If I'm going to be working with these girls I need to know everything they're experiencing. I'm not a shy wallflower when it comes to human sexuality."

"Very gratifying to know I'm sure Lieutenant."

He wished Capshaw would just bend her over a desk sometime and fuck the hell out of her instead of moping all over the place like some dumb teenager. That's what sad specimens men have become. Used to be if you liked a girl you took her in your arms and kissed her and if she didn't slap you too hard you knew you were on the right track. That's what he had done with the future Mrs. Perkins. Now you'd probably be arrested and court-martialed for something like that.

Julie was a little surprised when she heard her man grunt and felt his warm jiz being blasted against the back of her pussy. It had all happened too fast she thought. Well, no matter really, they had all night and a stud like that could probably recover pretty fast. She climbed off his dick and lay beside him, sort of draped partially over his body as he tried to recover his breath.

"You were wonderful," Julie purred.

"Thanks but I think you did most of the work," he replied.

"You can work me as much as you want baby. I like the way your cock feels inside me. It's so big and warm."

"Man, most girls I know don't talk that way."

"Does it bother you?" asked Julie.

"Not at all. In fact I think I might be starting to get hard again already. Keep talking dirty to me honey, it really turns me on!"

Julie didn't need to be asked twice. Her mouth was positively filthy and she didn't hesitate to describe her lusts and desires in the most explicit of details. Those watching were all becoming a bit uncomfortable and Lieutenant Capshaw was worried that the bulge in his pants would be noticeable. Of course the only one in the room who wasn't worried about that was Angela and she could feel the wetness in her panties.

Why doesn't Lieutenant Capshaw just bend me over a desk and fuck me or something she thought? Haven't I given him enough signals? Men today were so timid. Her favorite dildo would be getting quite a workout tonight.

Julie and her lover continued to fuck the whole night through. Whether anyone was going to stick it out for the whole performance Angela didn't know but eventually she excused herself saying that she had some paperwork to attend to in her office. Shortly after she departed Lieutenant Capshaw asked permission to retire as well and he practically ran down the hall after her.

Flinging the door of her office open the two lieutenants were in each other's arms in a flash and kissing with wild passion as they fumbled at their clothes. Angela wasn't nearly naked but she turned and grabbed the desk with her hands as Capshaw got his pants down and hopped over to where she was waiting for him. His erect member was inside her as soon as he could get it there and he began to hump Angela like a savage.

"Oh God that's it. Yes...yes...harder," Angela moaned.

"Talk dirty to me," Capshaw whispered.

"You like that do you? I figured you were probably enjoying that. Well I did too. So shut up and fuck me with that big cock Lieutenant. Fuck my brains out! Fuck the living shit out of me! Oh, yes! Oh yes! Oh yes!"

Papers went flying from her desk as Capshaw drove her so hard she had to cling desperately for something hold onto. She really would have some paperwork to catch up on tonight but that was just fine. After that live sex show all she could think about was how much she wanted Capshaw inside her tight little snatch. It was unprofessional. She had only watched in the name of science but she couldn't help it. Watching people fuck so enthusiastically is just a turn on. She half wished that Colonel Perkins would walk in on them. I'd show him what kind of a sex drive a normal woman has she thought. Then she stopped thinking and turned to whimpering instead.


CHAPTER 8:

The video footage of the sex tests had much the same impact in Washington as it had on those who had watched it live. Colonel Perkins had brought an edited sample of each of the twelve girls with their respective partners and there were a lot of uncomfortable men in the room trying to adjust their positions in their chairs to accommodate their erections.

"I've got to hand it to you Colonel, this is really first rate work," the noisy General announced when the video was finally switched off. "Of course I'd like to see the full unedited tapes on each of these...soldiers."

Of course you would you old pervert thought Perkins. The General would be spanking off to this for a month at least. He'd be wanting to do a personal inspection very soon no doubt. There hadn't been this many erections in Washington since Bill Clinton was president.

"Now that we've established that the core concept is sound and that these soldiers do indeed demonstrate an elevated level of sexuality we'll naturally move on to field testing where we can more accurately simulate battlefield conditions," said the Colonel. "We need to find out whether the noise and chaos and potential danger of a battlefield environment will inhibit their response or possibly intensify it."

"I don't think we should be in any rush to get to that stage Colonel," said one of the black suited men. "The CIA has taken quite an interest in this little project and has some potential alternative uses for the chemical. It would be much smaller in scale and administered on a more tactical level."

"I agree," said the General. "We need more tests like these. A lot more. These were all one-on-one encounters behind closed doors. We need to know how they'll react as a unit when confronted with multiple potential partners. Will they still seek out one man or will they try to accommodate as many men as possible? And what determines who they choose? This project is still in its infancy as far as I can see. Continue testing and keep up the good work Colonel. Damn fine job. Damn fine!"

The CIA man had prepared a little document making suggestions about what sort of situations and scenarios the agency might be interested in using this technology for and requesting some specific tests to be run. It read sort of like the shooting script of a bad porn film. Male agents could take a whiff of the stuff and be transformed into a modern day Mata Hari, using their extraordinary sex appeal to gain access to the bedrooms of important men or the drug could be injected into a high ranking official or military officer who would then become a helpless bimbo and lose the respect of his followers. They had all kinds of "helpful" suggestions. Perkins wanted to crumble the paper up and throw it out the window but it was a highly classified document and he would have to at least try to accommodate their wishes. The CIA and the Armed Forces had an unholy alliance that wasn't always strictly according to Hoyle but it was a fact of life.

These were highly distinguished men at the top of their fields yet a little smutty video and they turned into frat boys. Well maybe that was proof enough that this thing could work. These were exactly the kind of men the CIA would want to use the technology on either to gain secret information from or to discredit. Thank God I'm only a Colonel and I just have to follow orders he thought. Of course something like this might actually get a star on his shoulder at last. That would make his wife happy. It was a major pay increase and would give her more clout at the Officer's Club.

Jesus, what about those poor soldiers who had no idea what had happened to them or why they were being subjected to all of this? Where was all of this going to lead? They could never go back to their outfit, let alone their homes. They were an independent unit now. Special forces of a kind. A squad of sluts. The Slut Squad. It had a catchy ring to it but better not repeat it to anyone else or it would be all over the lab in no time.

The Colonel decided that it was time to reunite the troops. They were moved to a type of barracks room that was more familiar. Only the twelve would be housed there of course but they would be allowed to eat their meals together and could have access to the recreation room. Perkins also wanted to see how they would respond to some more conventional military activities like running the obstacle course or going on a forced march with full pack. He didn't want them to completely lose their identity as soldiers. At least not yet. He knew that those days were probably over from any practical standpoint but they at least deserved to be treated as soldiers for as long as possible.

It was a happy reunion when the girls were shown their new living quarters. There was some hand shaking and back slapping but there was also some hugging as well. The duality of their nature was still present but for how long? Would they just crack eventually and go insane under the stress of this forced transformation or would they slowly adapt to their female identities and grow to fully accept and embrace them in time?

They all had name tags on so that they could get used to calling each other by their code names. They were supposed to use those names regardless of rank but it was kind of cute the way they sometimes referred to each other as "Sergeant Mary" or "Corporal Julie." It was hard to get the military structure out of your system once it had been drummed into you.

Perkins was genuinely impressed at how well they performed on the obstacle course once they were allowed outside for some exercise. They had basically been confined to their beds for some time and any soldier would have been a bit rusty but these girls all finished the course in good time. Some of them actually did it better than they had done as men.

The Colonel liked this part of the job a lot better than the other part but he was getting pressure from Washington for more "test results" so there was nothing to do but move on to the next stage of debauchery.

Twenty men had been selected for this new assignment. Some of them were particularly attractive or at least well-built and some were more ordinary in appearance. Two had been graded as "below average" by whoever the hell had done the grading but the Colonel couldn't honestly see what the hell made them subpar.

The girls had been told that they were going to have a little party with some men and that they should enjoy themselves however they saw fit. It wasn't much of a real party as there were no refreshments served and there was no music for dancing but the squad didn't care about that. They knew exactly how they wanted to enjoy themselves and couldn't wait for their "dates" to arrive.

For the men it was like being walked into a lion's den. They had no idea what hit them. They knew going in that sex was permissible but like the others before them it sounded too good to be true. It wasn't that every member of the Slut Squad was a total babe or anything but they all had some crazy sexual charisma and their language could put anybody in the Navy to shame.

Perkins remembered getting into a swearing contest with a sailor in a bar in San Pedro many, many years ago. He had lost that contest when he simply ran out of dirty words but he'd stack his gals against those swabbies any day of the week!

Naturally there were multiple cameras around the barracks to capture the action from a variety of angles. The doctors and scientists were scribbling notes frantically as they tried to determine mating patterns and preferences and so on but most the pens fell silent as the action really got rolling. It was so crowded in the viewing room that attendance had to be strictly limited. The two lieutenants had gladly given up their seats for a chance to have an evening free together. Whatever happened tonight in the barracks they could watch later on tape. They planned to do a little sexual testing of their own.

It was a rare chance for them to get together in their civilian clothes and Capshaw was seriously impressed by how Angela looked in her slightly low-cut dress. Actually it was far from low-cut but compared to her tightly buttoned up uniform it was positively scandalous.

"You look absolutely gorgeous tonight Angela. I don't know if I can make it to the restaurant."

"Well it's open late. Why don't you pull over and we can have an appetizer?"


CHAPTER 9:

As orgies went this one was quite the humdinger. From a purely non-scientific standpoint it was really hard to tell whether there was any sort of preference or pecking order at work. No one was standing around with their dick hanging out and nowhere to put it. It was a rolling sea of cocks and pussies and tits and ass in an ever-changing kaleidoscope of copulation.

Mary, or Sergeant Mary as most of the troops still called her, was sort of leading the charge with a dick in her pussy and another up her ass. If a third man had wandered close enough for her to grasp he would no doubt have been sucked in like an insect to a Venus flytrap.

One girl was grabbing the center support column for dear life as her butt was taking a major pounding from one of the "below average" men. Her screams of ecstasy didn't seem to imply that she found the gentleman below average, at least not in the cock department.

Julie was on her knees living out a mini version of her dream as she ping-ponged her way back and forth between two guys, trying to keep up a steady pace of sucking and stroking, never letting either one completely out of her grip.

Private Peterson, the busty redhead, was now known as Carol. Her delightfully full hooters were getting fought over by two men who each wanted exclusive access but had to settle for one tit apiece.

Even petite little Candy, who had always been the shyest of the group, was squealing with delight as she danced and wiggled at the end of a very thick prick. It was a party all right, a party that none of these men would ever forget, that was for sure. or would those who were watching it either.

It wasn't an all night affair and reluctantly the ladies were forced to kiss their new companions goodnight before they were marched off to the communal shower for a much needed cleansing. Most of them were drenched with cum and sweat and they would all need a good scrubbing.

There was a lot of coarse, jocular conversation as they cleaned up. Soldiers will be soldiers.

"Did you see how big that guy with the eagle tattoo was?"

"Oh my God yes! I think my mouth was literally watering."

"Hey Sarge, does it hurt to have two inside you at once?"

"Nothing to it. You just have to remember not to tighten up the old sphincter."

"You're such a slut."

"No you are."

"No you're the slut."

"Hey, did you get a good taste of my pussy when you were sucking that guy's dick?"

"You wish you little carpet munching whore!"

Then they were marched back to their barracks and got ready for bed. There were a few little hugs and kisses on the cheek before lights out. It was the damndest thing really. On some levels they still behaved exactly like a well disciplined military unit but on others it was almost more like a sorority house. Women in the Army tend to behave like men in the Army but these weren't ordinary women. They were sort of a supercharged version of both solider and slut. Killer and courtesan. Colonel Perkins was intrigued by this strange duality although no one else seemed to give a rats ass.

"Sort of gives new meaning to the name 'Dirty Dozen' doesn't it?" someone cackled during the viewing.

"Quiet down," Perkins had snapped. "If you can't behave professionally you've got to leave."

It was clever Perkins had to admit but he liked his Slut Squad name better. Despite the fact that no one was asking him to he decided to continue testing their soldiering skill along with their sexual escapades. He even tried them out on the rifle range and was astonished by the results. Each and every one of them scored higher marks than they had ever done before as men. Two would actually have qualified for their Marksmanship Badge as "Sharpshooters" and Sergeant Mary was scoring at the "Expert" level. Of course the Army couldn't decorate soldiers who didn't really exist but it was fascinating information to Colonel Perkins.

What could there be about having tits and pussy that made someone a better soldier? It seemed like tits would just get in the way when you were aiming your rifle, not that all of the girls had humongous racks or anything. Was there something in the chemicals they had been exposed to that not only gave them curvy bodies but better hand-eye coordination or something. They certainly didn't seem to lose any agility or stamina though they may have dropped a tiny element of raw strength. Was the real secret weapon not what was between their legs but what was between their ears? He honestly began to suspect that given a chance they could be trained to become an elite fighting force like the Navy Seals or the Green Berets.

Of course that wasn't the point of the project. A bunch of horny old men in Washington wanted wanton cock suckers so that's what they had to be. Still, Perkins made a point of keeping up their military training just in case. If the Pentagon pulled the rug out from under this asinine program he might be able to save the girls by "repurposing" them for combat duty. It was better than being quietly disposed of or sent to Leavenworth for the rest of their life for the crime of being female against their will.


CHAPTER 10:

The CIA wanted to find out how hard it would be to "feminize" someone who had been exposed to the chemical. It was obvious from the tests so far that the women had the prerequisite sexual desires but on the battlefield they would be grimy and dirty and just pulling down their pants to accommodate their fellow soldiers. The agency wanted to know whether they could be "charming" as well. Would they be able to seduce an ambassador or a five star general? A field full of whores was fine for the Army they figured but for delicate work like espionage they would need more than just a fondness for cock and a filthy mouth.

Carol was chosen for this particular experiment largely because she was the most overtly attractive and her well developed bosom would look good in a variety of evening gowns or a sexy bustier. Angela was sent in to teach Carol the wonders of cosmetics and to give her some pointers on the fine art of seduction. Angela wasn't really sure that she was qualified for this assignment but she tried to channel her inner seductress and helped guide Carol towards the best ways to win over a man.

"How did you win over your man?" Carol asked out of the blue.

"What? Who says I have a man?" Angela blushed with slight embarrassment.

"You do. I can tell. You've been fucked lately and you've been fucked well."

"With all due respect I don't really think anyone can tell that..."

"Come on, you can be honest. We're friends. You've got a lover don't you?" Carol prodded happily.

"Well...yes...I'm sort of seeing someone," Angela admitted.

"And he's cute."

"I think so."

"And he's good in the sack."

"I suppose you'd have to say that."

"And he's got a really, really big cock."

"Now that's just about enough of that soldier!" Angela snapped.

"Oh, I'm sorry. I just sort of assumed that he did from the way you're glowing. It's okay if he doesn't as long as he knows what he's doing."

"I didn't mean that he doesn't have a big...well never mind what I meant. You can really tell that I've been having sex?"

"Sure. Body language. Tone of voice. I can even sort of smell his essence lingering on you."

Who was the teacher here? Did these women actually have some heightened senses aside from an increased sex drive. She thought Colonel Perkins was insane when he suggested that there might be something special about these girls that made them almost super human in some ways but now she wasn't sure.

Getting back to business Carol was fitted for some "working clothes" and seemed to be thrilled by the idea of having been singled out for special duty. She loved working as a team but it was an honor to volunteer for a special assignment.

The trap was going to sprung on a Senator from Georgia who was on some appropriations committee or another. He had no idea about this project and was merely visiting the main Army base as part of a routine fact finding mission. There would be a party at the Officer's Club, a very elegant affair, and Carol would be casually introduced to the man. The rest was up to her.

At the very least the CIA wanted to know that the Senator showed a definite interest in Carol. Any attempts to get her phone number or email or something would be a good sign. If he danced with her that would be good. If he stole a kiss on the veranda that would be very good. The perfect outcome would be for Carol to end up in bed with the Senator and to come back with some kind of information about his trip or his plans or which way he was leaning on the Senate vote for arms funding. It was a tall order but Carol was up for the challenge.

Colonel Perkins was her official "date" for the evening and Carol would be introduced as his "niece" who was visiting for a few days. The cover might not be too believable to everyone and the Colonel would probably get a few strange looks for showing up with a young stunner instead of his wife but at least they'd be mostly looks of jealousy. Fortunately his wife knew that he had some big secret thing going on that he couldn't talk about and that the girl was actually a soldier and she actually believed him. After this many years of being married to the man she knew that he could lie through his teeth to protect national security but he'd never lie to her about their marriage.

Carol had on a gorgeous gown with a plunging neckline and Angela had warned her not to lean over too far unless she was deliberately trying to attract attention to her boobs. Fabulous cleavage was seductive as hell but she didn't want her tits to actually fall out of her dress as she was standing at the punchbowl. Seduction involved revealing enough to get a man interested in seeing the whole package. He should have to work for that, or at least feel like he was working for it. Give in too easily and he won't appreciate the conquest. That was probably going to be the hardest part for Carol because she really liked being conquered. Playing hard to get was a very new idea and it seemed silly to her when everyone had such a good time getting laid but this was a mission and she had her orders.

The Senator couldn't stop looking down Carol's dress when she was introduced to him. It was painfully noticeable and Carol made a delightfully little shy move of slightly tugging at her neckline as if she were aware of his gaze and involuntarily trying to cover up. It just made the Senator want to see her tits even more. Such a sweet little thing. She has no idea of just how incredibly sexy she is. Probably shy too. Maybe not in bed. The Senator had certainly learned that some of the shy little interns were the most aggressive sluts between the sheets.

They did indeed dance together...several times and the Senator lured her out on the veranda on some flimsy pretext where he proceeded to take her in his arms and kissed her deeply.

"Oh my dear you are so lovely," cooed the Senator. "I always hate these boring military parties. A bunch of pompous assess and their fat wives. I was really dreading the evening until you walked in."

"You're just saying that to be nice Senator. A big important man like you must have women throwing themselves at your feet all the time."

"Not as many as you might think," the Senator actually replied with a straight face. "It's a big responsibility being a Senator you know. I don't take that responsibility lightly."

"So what does a Senator do exactly?"

"You should have paid more attention in your civics class," he scolded her humorously.

"Well I mean, why would a big important man like you come all the way out to this little old Army base in the middle of nowhere?"

Each time she said the word "big" she did so with a very subtle emphasis. She also made sure that he never failed to have the perfect opportunity to study her heaving breasts.

"Oh you wouldn't want to hear all of that. A pretty little thing like you should be dancing and a having a good time."

"I can't think of anything that would be a better time than listening to you talk. I'm sure your work is fascinating."

As she said that she rested her hand on his shoulder. She might as well have stuck a giant hook in his mouth because she had him on the line. All she had to do now was reel him in. There is nothing a politician would rather do than talk about himself and how important his work is. If he could do that while a stunning redhead with killer tits was sucking his cock then this would be just about the best trip of his life he thought.

"You know, I have some materials back in my hotel room that might help to explain it better. Just a few charts and graphs if this really interests you."

"Oh it does, it does. I'm dying to learn anything you can teach me. I've got to make up for my laziness in civics class after all."

"Shall we go then? I promise you I won't keep you out too late. I'm sure your...uncle will be concerned about you."

"That's all right. He'll be swapping war stories all night long. I'm sure he won't even miss me."

"He's taken the bait and he's swimming upstream," Perkins whispered into a small radio.

"Roger that, we'll take it from here," a voice came in reply.

This cloak and dagger stuff was always bullshit Perkins thought but the CIA did have their shit together when it came to spying on someone, he had to give them that.


CHAPTER 11:

The Senator's hotel room was nothing spectacular but it was as nice as this remote area could provide and had all of the usual amenities...along with a few special ones compliments of the Central Intelligence Agency. The Senator wasn't the target of a criminal investigation and the CIA had no legal authority to spy on him like this but the CIA pretty much does what it wants. The Senator was just the hapless boob who had the misfortune of being in the wrong place at the wrong time. Nobody really gave a shit about what he thought or even how he was going to vote, the important thing was merely to see how much information might be extracted from him. The test was already a rousing success the moment Carol got into the Senator's car but now that she was in his room they would see how much more she could accomplish, if anything.

First the Senator suggested that they might be more comfortable on the bed. Then she suggested that he might be more comfortable without his coat and tie on. Then he suggested that she might be more comfortable without that long heavy dress on. Consequently they both ended up on top of the bed in their underwear. The Senator wanted to get busy but Carol just laughed and giggled and insisted that he show her those charts and graphs. With a sigh the Senator gave in to her wishes and she was "treated" to a detailed analysis of the appropriations bill, his intention to vote against it, the secret homosexual sex life of a Senator from Wisconsin, the unhappy state of his marriage and just about anything else he could think of to unburden himself of.

Carol hung on every word and looked closely at his documents as if she were having a hard time understanding them. The Senator had no idea why this seemed to be turning her on but the more he talked the more she let her hands stray across his body. It must be the power thing he thought. Chicks get off on being with someone so much above them in status.

By the time she actually took his rather small penis into her mouth he was practically ready to pop. Just being that close to a woman so young and attractive had gotten his engines running a long time ago. He wanted to last but he had forgotten to bring any Viagra on this trip, assuming that his prospects for lengthy sex were few and far between. He made a mental note to always remember to be fully stocked in that regard.

When he came Carol made a very good job of swallowing every bit. My wife would never do that thought the Senator, not that he'd want her to these days anyway, but even back when she was younger and prettier. She didn't even like to look at it with the lights on but she was well-connected and her father had contributed a lot of money to his first campaign. That's what wives were for he mused. Leave the sex to the nymphs like this. Boy that asshole Colonel Perkins would bust a gut if he knew what his niece was doing right now the Senator chuckled to himself. He kind of wished that he had a video of it to show him.

Of course the Colonel had wonderful high definition video of the whole thing from several angles. He also had a recording of their conversation out of the veranda. As he and Angela and Capshaw and a couple of doctors went over the footage and the audio tapes they were all incredibly impressed. Carol was there too for her debriefing session and she sat rigidly straight in her chair like the good soldier she was.

"That's amazing," said the Colonel as they listened to her charming the socks off the Senator at the party. "Where did you learn how to do that?"

"I had a very good teacher sir," Carol replied with some snap in her voice.

"Indeed so. I'll be the first to admit it Lieutenant, I wouldn't have guessed that you could make such remarkable progress in so little time."

"Thank you sir," Angela replied. "I'm a bit surprised myself."

As they watched the video everyone was again amazed at how easily Carol had manipulated a United States Senator into opening up on such a wide range of topics.

"That stupid motherfucker would have sold us out to the Russians or the Chinese if he actually had any secret information. I wouldn't trust him with the keys to the Congressional wash room," the Colonel said with disgust.

"I had no idea that Senator Barker from Wisconsin liked to wear a dress while getting fucked by random homeless men from off the street," Capshaw quipped.

"What the hell else is there to do in Wisconsin," grunted Perkins.

"He actually showed you all of those charts and documents," Angela said shaking her head in disbelief.

"Since I didn't have a camera I just memorized everything and copied it down later when I got back. Here it is if you'd like to see it."

Carol reached into her pocket and pulled out a few sheets of notebook paper onto which she had literally re-created all of the charts and graphs and documents with remarkable detail. As she handed the paperwork to Perkins everyone in the room, including the doctors, stood with their mouths wide open and stared at Carol as if she were from another planet.

"Have you always had an exceptional memory?" one of the doctor's asked, searching her file for some information on that.

"I don't know. I never thought about it I guess. I suppose it was pretty average. My mother used to joke that I'd lose my head if it weren't screwed on because I was always forgetting to put my jacket on when I went out in the cold," replied Carol.

Colonel Perkins was more convinced than ever that whatever it was that unlocked the hidden capacity for sexual stimulation must have also tapped into some other hidden mental aspects as well inadvertently. The gay bomb idea was a tricky thing. It obviously wasn't easy to take an average heterosexual male and turn him instantly into a mad cock sucking fiend. A person's sexual preference was usually pretty deeply ingrained in their psyche. Even those who might predisposed to the idea of same sex often had a hard time admitting it even to themselves due to societal pressure. The Colonel guessed that the scientists working on this project knew that it was a long shot and just tried throwing some darts at the board to see if anything stuck. God only knows what kind of weird shit they might have mixed together.

He wanted to give Carol a medal, and maybe Angela too, but there really wasn't any way to do it officially so he sent Capshaw off to scour the base and come up with two medals of some kind from somewhere. He could goddamn well present them even if they had no "official" standing he figured. Carol didn't exist and Angela was working on a project that didn't exist and there was nothing in the book about rewarding someone for teaching or employing seduction so it was going to have to be a symbolic gesture.

It was still done with some degree of pomp and circumstance and the whole squad stood proudly at attention as Carol and Angela received their commendations. Capshaw was pretty proud too even though he had just improvised the damn things out of some spare parts. He liked to see Angela doing well as long as she didn't get promoted past him. That would be a blow to his male ego that he would have a hard time reconciling.

The poor Senator from Georgia had no idea how much mirth he was providing the boys back at the Pentagon although his esteemed colleague from Wisconsin got it even worse as he was already being referred to as the "Hobo Humper" around the Beltway. The immaturity level of some of these men really knew no bounds.

The CIA men were literally cuming in their pants over Carol's triumph. She was just a plain soldier, and a private at that, with no training in intelligence work whatsoever. Imagine what a skilled agent could do under similar circumstances.

Perkins tried to slip his findings about their enhanced military abilities into the conversation but no one was listening. No one cared in the slightest about something like that. Not when there was so much delightful pornography to watch under the pretense of national security.

Colonel Perkins flew back from Washington feeling like he always did after these meetings. He was relieved that he was perceived as doing a great job but also feeling slimy like he needed a three hour shower to get clean. As long as he could keep Washington happy he could keep his Slut Squad together. He'd grown very fond of those girls and didn't want anything bad to happen to them. It was completely inappropriate for him to have any personal attachment to any of the test subjects in the program under his direct command but he didn't really give a damn. Rules were made to be broken...as long as he was the one deciding which rules to break.


CHAPTER 12:

The first lesbian activity in the squad sent shockwaves throughout the facility. Little Candy had crawled into bed with one of the other girls late one night and proceeded to lick her pussy with some gusto. If the other girls were aware of it no one had showed any signs of stirring. Of course the whole thing was captured on camera as nothing these soldiers did went unrecorded.

It was a potentially damaging blow to the project but probably not fatal. Even if it turned out that two of the girls had reverted to their former sexual preference that was only two out of twelve. The real fear was that this was just the tip of the iceberg. What if all of the girls suddenly lost interest in men and started fucking each other? Although he was sure that the guys in Washington would enjoy watching the girl-on-girl action it was not a report that he wanted to make. Everyone wanted cock hungry harlots not bean licking sissies.

"We've got to nip this in the bud right here and now," the Colonel said in a rage.

"Yes sir. How do we do that?" Capshaw asked.

"Get in there and show those girls your Uncle Charlie. We've got to get them back on the wagon and pronto!"

"Excuse me sir but I'm not entirely comfortable with that idea," said Capshaw meekly, seeing his whole career going up in smoke.

"Damn it man this is serious."

"I'm sure I could find a volunteer pretty quickly," the Lieutenant suggested hopefully.

"Well don't just stand here then. Go and get some cock!"

Capshaw found an unsuspecting test subject mopping up the floor in one of the lab rooms and practically yanked him down the hall. All he was told was that he was to walk into the next room and take off all of his clothes. There would be two women inside who would hopefully make sexual overtures to him and under no circumstances was he ever to breathe a word of this to anyone or he would end up in the stockade for the rest of his life.

Nervous and bewildered the poor soldier stumbled into the room and was confronted by a petite blonde and a tall, lanky African American. Both women were rather attractive he thought and he wondered why in the hell anyone wanted him to get naked in front of these women but an order is an order.

Off went his shirt and down went his pants. Before he could finish undressing both of the girls had pounced on him like cheetahs attacking a gazelle. Candy was on her knees licking his shaft like an ice cream cone while Sheila, the other girl, stood behind the soldier pressed tightly up against his back while her hands roamed freely about his body.

"So far so good," commented the Colonel. "They didn't hesitate for a second to jump right on him. Maybe that whole lesbian thing was an aberration."

"Let's hope so sir," said Capshaw, relieved that he didn't have to explain to Angela why he was the only man on the base qualified to test these two women for their heterosexuality.

"Uh oh."

Sheila had gotten down on her knees next to Candy and the two girls were stroking and sucking the man in turns but suddenly they had stopped for a moment to kiss each other for what seemed like an eternity to the men monitoring the situation.

"Fuck," hissed the Colonel under his breath.

Sheila then positioned herself in front of the man and got on all fours. It was obvious what she wanted even to the slightly dazed solider and soon his achingly hard dick was nestled into her wet pussy and hammering away.

"Now that's more like it," said the Colonel enthusiastically.

Suddenly Candy strolled in front of Sheila and also got down on all fours with her ass in the other girl's face. There was an audible grown from both Perkins and Capshaw as Sheila buried her face between Candy's legs and began to lap at her snatch.

"What the hell is wrong with those women?" the Colonel practically shouted.

"Well sir there is only so much one man can so with two women. I'd say it's a good sign that at least one of them is...making use of the...situation."

Capshaw held his breath for a moment. He had practically volunteered to go in and as the reinforcements. Fortunately Colonel Perkins didn't seem to pick up on that.

"What is it about watching two women pleasuring each other that's so much more appealing than watching two men I wonder?" the Colonel asked wistfully.

"Women tend to be more attractive than men sir?" Capshaw volunteered hopefully.

"Damn right about that son. Not that I make a habit of watching two men go to town but in the heat of battle, miles from home, the chill of death in the air and no women for miles...I've known a few good men who weren't ashamed to give each other hand jobs in a foxhole. One of them even got the Bronze Star. Not for the hand job but you get my point."

"Yes sir."

Fuck this is a weird job thought Capshaw. It would be so much easier to just go kill people.

Eventually Candy and Sheila traded places so they both got a healthy dose of man meat in their diet that afternoon and later Angela was sent in to survey the damage.

"Now ladies I'm not here to judge or blame anyone for anything but I am just a little curious. How long have you girls been interested in other girls, I mean since you became girls yourself?"

"Oh, I don't know," Sheila replied. "We've become pretty tight as a unit Lieutenant and quite frankly we don't get to meet very many men around here unless they're sent to us specifically. A woman has needs and if there's no man around to satisfy them what else is she to do?"

"So you'd basically say that if you had men on a more regular basis that would be your preference?" asked Angela.

"Sure. But that doesn't mean I can't like a sweet little thing like Candy here does it?"

Candy giggled and poked Sheila in the ribs.

"No...I don't see why not," Angela replied. "You just need more...outlets for your energies."

Capshaw and Angela went on another shopping trip, this time to procure as many sex toys as they could lay their hands on. It was another slightly embarrassing experience but not without its own kinky charms.

"I should have thought of that sooner. Of course they'd want dildos!" said Angela as she slapped her forehead.

"You mean because they have such a high sex drive," said Capshaw.

"No, I mean because they're women. Every woman has at least one toy in her dresser."

"Even you?"

"Sweetie, there are times where I just need to...take care of myself. You're not always available you know."

"So you actually stick these things inside yourself?"

"Well if they have batteries I can kind of just stick it there. Otherwise I have to provide the action. Don't worry honey, you'll never be replaced by a piece of latex I promise you...no matter how many speeds it has or rotating attachments."

She tried not to smile as she saw him squirm a little in his seat behind the wheel. No, he would never be replaced. His cock was big and beautiful and all hers but the bond between a woman and her favorite dildo was often a sacred thing.

When the toys were delivered to the troops it was like the kinkiest Christmas ever or the weirdest place to host a Naughty Lady Party. The girls giggled with delight as they looked through the wide selection and Angela stood in the middle of the room explaining how each of the gadgets worked and what they were meant to stimulate as if she were explaining the various components of the M4 Modular Weapon System.

The barracks was very noisy for a time after that as the buzz and hum of little motors mixed with the cries, yelps, moans and gasps of happy women shoving toys into themselves and each other. The Sacred Band of Thebes didn't need a strap on to please their bunkmate but they might have gotten a kick out of trying out a butt plug or two.


CHAPTER 13:

"I don't think we have anything to worry about," the psychologist reported to Colonel Perkins. "I see no evidence whatsoever of declining interest in men. They are just as sexually aroused as before only now some of them have added a sexual interest in women as well."

The Colonel's little "test" was obviously not very scientific so he had ordered a more formal investigation into the mysterious "lesbian outbreak" that had worried him so much. He was extremely relieved to find out that the troops were just so horny these days that they'd fuck damn near anything and a little impressed that they viewed having sex with each other as a sign of squad unity.

This information the Colonel locked up in his private safe. It wasn't going to be sent to Washington, nor were any of the videos involving masturbation or same sex encounters. They didn't need to know this unless the Colonel felt that it would be useful to him sometime down the road. There was no point in clouding the issue.

The Colonel also decided that the girls needed some time with men that wasn't strictly any part of an experiment so he began to introduce social nights where each woman was paired up with a volunteer and allowed to go on sort of a "date" with him, culminating naturally with some sexual activity. Sometimes a movie was shown in the recreation room or the room was cleared for dancing. Light refreshments were served and the girls were even allowed to wear dresses sometimes which had been provided for them by Angela after yet another shopping trip with Capshaw.

For most of them putting on a dress for the first time was an almost comical experience. Carol had already done it for her espionage assignment so it was old hat to her but for the rest of the squad it felt funny not to have pants on.

"Hey, there's no pockets in this damn thing. Where am I supposed to put my cigarettes?"

"You don't smoke idiot."

"Well if I did where would I put them?"

"Same place you put a cock. Up your ass slut!"

"I can feel the wind blowing up my snatch."

"That's just Candy searching for your clit."

"How come her dress shows off her boobs more?"

"That's because she's actually got some boobs to show off."

"All right, all right settle down you dog faced, flat chested, cock jockeys," barked Sergeant Mary. "Try to remember that you're soldiers in the United States Army and act accordingly. Now line up and sound off!"

They were Army all right, through and through. The old habits and customs were still there. Their former training was buried in their brains. When the Sergeant snapped at them they hopped to it. Yet they were also a fun-loving group of young women who were still in the process of learning how to be female. They could act like little girls sometimes, which was odd given the fact that none of them had ever actually been little girls.

At the start all of them asked when they were going to be turned back into men repeatedly. There was an assumption that this was a temporary thing that had to be endured until it could be fixed. Eventually the questions had slowly died away as it began to appear that this might be a permanent condition.

Most of them had tried to put that thought out of their minds. It was easier to take things day-by-day and focus on whatever the task in front of them was. The routine of military life helped with that and soldiers were good at blocking bad things from their thoughts. In the Army there's always the chance that you will be sent overseas if a war breaks out and you'll be thrust into a life and death struggle for survival but you don't dwell on it. You don't walk around moping all the time worrying about getting killed. Living a short life is one of the risks of volunteering for military service.

What was perhaps more interesting was not the fact that the girls had stopped asking about when they would be changed back but the fact that many of them genuinely didn't want to be changed. The sex was certainly a big part of it. Sex in the military goes on all the time whether it's authorized or not but it's usually something that has to be done discretely and whenever the opportunity can be found. Since they had become a "special unit" sex was not only allowed it was encouraged on a regular basis for some reason that none of them could quite comprehend. They still did exercises and training like a regular Army unit but not as much as they used to. Their life was pretty "soft" compared what they were accustomed to and the bonus of having so much sex was the icing on the cake.

Beyond the sex there was another level at work. There's was just something about being female that seemed kind of appealing for some reason. Since it was an all-female unit they didn't have to put up with the snide comments and misogynistic attitudes of a bunch of men who didn't think women belonged in the Army. Colonel Perkins seemed proud of the work they were doing and that made them feel good about themselves as individuals and as a unit. Because they had gone through such a traumatic experience together they were about as tight as you could get. They joked and insulted each other all the time but they had a deep abiding love for one another that the ancient Greeks might have understood but was otherwise hard to put into words.

It appeared that the longer they remained female the more at home they became in their new identities. Their incredible desire for sex had forced them to accept their bodies right from the start but they weren't too concerned about anything else. They knew they wanted cock and they knew they had holes where cocks could be inserted and that once inside them they would feel amazing sensations like they had never known before. Now they were taking baby steps towards exploring the female mind and heart. They were curious about their bodies, not only as playthings but as women. They wondered about pregnancy and motherhood and how milk was produced in a woman's breasts. They thought about "reproductive organs" instead of just insulting each other's vaginas with vulgar nicknames.

It was generally assumed by the doctors that these women could reproduce. They had been kept on the pill from the very beginning and they were checked regularly for STDs but no one had spent much time pondering the implications of a pregnant test subject. Unfortunately these women didn't know that they were test subjects, at least not what kind of testing they were there for and as they began to think and feel more feminine they began to want more control over their own bodies.

Angela suggested that since they had a gynecological staff on hand now that the girls should at least be given some basic sex education. A person should know how their own body works she reasoned and it couldn't possibly do any harm.

Since everything about this program was a constantly evolving process with no blueprint it was decided that the girls would get some education. It was kind of formal and dry, as most sex education is, and there was some snickering and giggling in the ranks but on the whole the ladies seemed to appreciate what they were learning about themselves.

Another potential problem arose when Julie asked to speak to Angela privately one morning. As they sat in the Lieutenant's office Julie looked a little uncomfortable.

"It's all right Julie, you know you can talk to me about anything," Angela said in her soft and reassuring voice.

"I know it's silly and it's not anything important but I wasn't sure who else to talk to. There's this guy, Josh, and I've seen him a few times now at the social events and...stuff. He's really handsome and strong and smart and funny and has the cutest butt ever. I don't know how we keep getting paired up all the time but we do and I have to say that I'm glad we do. He just makes me feel really good when we're together. I like feeling his strong arms around me and I love it when we kiss. I get all tingly inside or something. Don't get me wrong, I still love getting banged anytime anywhere but I really look forward to it more when it's Josh doing the banging. Am I in love Lieutenant? You know more about that than I do? And what can I do about it since I only get to see the men who are invited to these things. I think he'd like to take me out on a proper date but I don't think he's allowed to ask."

Holy crap this was a tricky minefield to negotiate! Of course the girl was in love. Her handsome stud with the cute butt was the first man who ever had the chance to woo her and her head was naturally being turned. How in the hell had this been allowed to happen? The men were supposed to be a random rotation of types and sizes. There was bound to be some overlapping as the project wanted to limit the number of people who knew about it but how did the same guy get assigned to the same girl more than once, let alone repeatedly? This would have to be fixed.

"Well I should remind you that you're a soldier in the United States Army and that your first responsibility is to the Army. If you've had a nice time with a certain boy that's wonderful but I wouldn't jump to the conclusion that you're in love. It's just your first crush, that's all. We all experience that and it's a pretty special feeling but it only means that you're unlocking a new part of your womanly heart. Better not to get too attached to any one man in particular at this stage of your life. The Army can be hell on relationships, believe me."

"Thanks Lieutenant, I knew I could talk to you."

"Anytime. My door's always open."

It sucked to have to do it but they were going to have to kick Josh's cute butt the hell out of there. Angela made a report and a new system of assigning dates was put into place at once, one that made sure that the same guy and girl didn't get paired up more than once. Love was just not in the cards for these ladies.


CHAPTER 14:

The social events weren't just a nice perk to toss the girl's way they were actually part of a larger scheme being hatched by Colonel Perkins. He knew that by sending a steady stream of pornography back to Washington he would keep the Pentagon boys happy and it would appear that the program was on track. So far it had been working and he had been able to dodge any more CIA wacko requests, although he knew he'd probably have to get around to that eventually.

In the meantime he had brought some new people into the program without completely going through the proper channels given the project's insanely high degree of secrecy. These were specialists in training elite forces. Perkins was beginning to expand the squad's routine from basic Army drills to the more specialized needs of high level commandos.

The male instructors were all cynical if not outright hostile to the idea once they discovered that they were to be training an all-female squad but they did what they were told to do whether they liked it or not. When they saw how really capable these women were they started to change their tune. The military had been forced, kicking and screaming all the way, to accept women into their ranks but things hadn't changed so much that there was anything resembling true gender blindness or gender equality in most places. Women were soft and weak and something you stuck your dick in if you had a weekend pass. They were fodder for every kind of cruel joke imaginable. Like many occupations in life a woman had to be at least twice as good as a man to even be given a crumb of grudging respect.

The girls were being put through a pretty grueling training program that equaled or even exceeded what other special forces units went through. The Colonel knew it was hard but he wanted his girls ready for anything although he feared they would never get a chance to prove themselves.

The Colonel had a real dilemma on his hands. As long as he could string out the program and justify the expense of the whole thing these women were basically safe. It was a strange life to be sure, cut off from the outside world completely, training hard all day and then fucking hard all night but they were young and fit and seemed up to the challenge. If the plug got pulled on the program for some reason everything would be shut down at once, the staff reassigned to other duties and the records shredded. There would hopefully be no evidence whatsoever that such a project ever existed. Nobody wanted another gay bomb embarrassment coming back to haunt them years later.

Yes the staff would move on to other things but what about the girls? They couldn't very well be returned to their old outfit like this. Too many people knew them as men. Too many questions would be asked. Not to mention the fact that as female soldiers they were pretty acclimated to some things that the average female soldier would never be allowed to do even if they wanted to. The Army had created a monster...a sex monster at any rate. Presumably the best way to deal with a monster is to destroy it. It was the Army after all and killing was their profession.

Perkins knew how it would most likely go down. It would be a helicopter crash, all bodies burned beyond recognition of course. Twelve good men taken out in a tragic accident. The grieving families would get a neatly folded American flag and a little container of ashes along with the thanks of a grateful nation for their sons making the ultimate sacrifice for freedom. There might be a little insurance money to help ease the pain but the soldiers would just be chalked up as peacetime causalities. There were hundreds of those every year. It was a very dangerous business to be in even if you never fired a shot in anger.

The Colonel was determined to keep that from happening even if he had to sneak them off the base and stick them on a bus to somewhere. Nobody was going to mess with his Slut Squad and damn the consequences!

He was also wrestling with the question of whether to tell the women exactly what had happened to them and why they were involved in this unusual experiment. It was risky to say the least. As long as they thought it was all just a freak accident and that the Army sincerely wanted to make it right if they could it would be easier to get their cooperation. What happened to them truly was a freak accident to the extent that nobody had anticipated that they would all be turned into females but the Army had been perfectly content to turn them into homosexual horn dogs. Perkins worried that if they ever found that out it might ruin everything they had been working for.

When they were just twelve random soldiers that the Colonel had never met it had been easier to live with the idea that they might be seriously messed up by this thing. Sometimes an officer has to sacrifice a certain number of men for the greater good but now it was different. There was a personal level that made him waver between his duty and his conscience.

"Do you think we should tell the women the whole story?" Perkins asked Angela one day as they met alone in his office.

"Honestly...no," she replied.

"I'm a little surprised to hear you say that Lieutenant."

"I'll be the first to admit that I've had serious moral questions about this whole project but I decided to stay on and do my best and I hope I've lived up to your expectations. I've really come to know these women and I think they're a remarkable group on so many levels. They've adapted to a situation that as far as I know nobody in the world has ever had to deal with and they've done it exceptionally well. That's why I think they should probably never know the whole truth. They love the Army and that's a big part of what's kept them together and kept them sane. They believe in the Army and at the end of the day regardless of what gender they are they will always think of themselves as soldiers first. If we tell them what kind of shitty, underhanded experiment they were part of without their consent I fear that we'll take away the glue that binds them together. I hate lying to anybody, especially people I'm fond of, but in this case it might be the best thing for them in the long run."

"Thank you Lieutenant. I appreciate your insight."

They would always think of themselves as soldiers first. She was probably right about that thought Perkins. Once a soldier always a soldier, at least if you were properly trained. A soldier would still try to carry out his mission with his leg blown off and his guts hanging out.

Suddenly the Colonel was struck with an idea. Lieutenant Adams may have given him the key to this whole situation without even knowing it.


CHAPTER 15:

"Gentlemen, you have already seen a great deal of footage of our test subjects in a variety of situations. We have clearly demonstrated that they all possess an extremely high level of sexual desire and a willingness to express that desire anytime with anyone."

The men in the Pentagon sat back in their chairs and nodded and smiled as Colonel Perkins began his report. Yes indeed, those girls had definitely demonstrated a whole lot of spirit and enthusiasm when it came to servicing men. Seeing those test results made it worth getting up in the morning and going to work.

"However, as you recall the original intent of this project was to turn ordinary male soldiers into homosexuals who would also possess a similar fanatical desire for sex with men. One that was insatiable and uncontrollable."

Yes that was the original idea. The men in the room had to admit that it was a pretty stupid plan. Who wanted to watch a bunch of videos of men butt fucking each other and sucking cocks? It was disgusting really. It should have been women from the start.

"And even after the anomaly that turned those soldiers into women instead of gay men our main focus was on the concept that by unleashing this agent on a portion of the enemy we would so disrupt their ability to fight that they would cease to be a functional combat unit," the Colonel continued.

Yes, yes, yes we know all of this thought the big brass. When is he going to show us some more sex videos?

"We felt that the most important test of all had yet to be conducted. We needed to see what would happen in a typical battlefield scenario under combat conditions. Consequently we decided to have our squad of test subjects participate in a limited war game scenario as part of the blue team. Every possible means of simulating actual combat situations would be employed so that we could reasonably determine what might happen were a group of transformed soldiers to find themselves among the ranks in a frontline situation. Let's take a look at some footage."

Finally they were getting to the good stuff. All eyes were glued to the big screen monitor as video footage from a war game began to play. There was a line of soldiers dug into a defensive position, each of the men wearing a blue arm band to designate which team they were on. The "enemy" or the red team was somewhere off in the distance presumably planning an assault on their position. There were explosions in the air and smoke on the ground and the sound of shells whizzing overhead. It was all very convincing. You'd could never completely prepare somebody for combat in a training scenario but the Army was pretty good at coming up with a realistic simulation.

"This is the blue team which has been assigned a ridge to defend that's deliberately too large for their numbers to cover adequately. They have called in for reinforcements and in a moment you will see those reinforcements arriving in an APC," said the Colonel.

On cue the vehicle appeared and the Slut Squad began to deploy. They were in full combat uniform and gear just as they had been the fateful day that they were bombarded with the mysterious yellow mist. Instead of staying tightly grouped as a unit and simply extending the line they split up and took positions in between the other blue team soldiers who were already in line. Then Sergeant Mary gave a command and all of the girls dropped their weapons, threw off their packs, removed their helmets and began to kiss and fondle any male soldier near them.

Needless to say their teammates were stunned and disoriented. No one had particularly noticed them as they arrived and certainly no one had noticed that they were all females. Now as the girls began to peel off more and more of their uniform it was becoming extremely obvious that they were in fact all women.

The Slut Squad kissed and caressed and got their hands down the pants of the men around them as quickly as they could. When a sergeant tried to regain some control over his men he found his pants immediately yanked down around his ankles and a pair of female lips wrapped around his cock. The only further order he issued that day was for the girl who was blowing him to "take all of it."

The battlefield simulation continued unabated and it was a surreal sight to witness two dozen soldiers stripped naked and engaged in every type of sexual act imaginable. It was an orgiastic feast of carnality. The men in the Pentagon were squirming in their chairs, especially the generals. This was the greatest porn you could ever show a career military man.

Even the doctors and scientists looked like they were about to cum in their pants, if they hadn't already. Colonel Perkins was amused but disgusted at the same time. After a sufficient amount of lewdness had been absorbed by all the screen went blank.

"Now gentlemen despite what you just saw I regret to inform you that our field test was a complete failure," said the Colonel.

"You're just being modest Colonel," said the noisy general. "That was exactly the result we were hoping for."

"Precisely General. And that result came about because those women were issued a direct order to do exactly what you saw them do in the video. They did it without hesitation or question and I think you will all agree went above and beyond the call of duty. Now I want to show you some video of a virtually identical test conducted earlier on another part of the battlefield and with another group of blue team soldiers."

The video looked very similar as it started. There were about twelve male soldiers with blue armbands in a defensive position on another part of the exercise area. The smoke and bombs were being simulated here just as they were in the other footage. Soon the APC arrived and the Slut Squad deployed, only this time they improved their defensive position by digging in with their entrenching tools and took their place in the line with weapons ready for action.

Later Sergeant Mary took the squad around in a flanking maneuver through some very difficult terrain as handheld cameras followed the action. The squad came upon the forward most command post of the red team and approached silently from the rear. Throwing smoke grenades for cover the Slut Squad stormed the CP and took everyone by complete surprise, capturing the command post and inflicting serious damage while the judges ruled that they had sustained no causalities at all.

"What is the point of this footage Colonel?" the noisy general wanted to know.

"Gentlemen, this is what happened when those soldiers were introduced to a battlefield environment and given only military instructions. As you saw they followed them to the letter and then some. They even executed a brilliant full enfilade of an enemy CP and neutralized it completely without suffering a loss. This is the real reason why the program is a complete failure," Perkins said with a trace of disappointment in his voice.

"I'm not sure I fully understand," said one of the CIA men.

"You see the one thing we totally forgot to factor into the equation was the fact that we were talking about deploying this weapon against trained soldiers. Perhaps not trained as well as our own but a soldier is still a soldier in any army. Whether the test squad had been turned into homosexuals or women the result was always going to be the same. No amount of sex drive was ever going to make these soldiers forget their primary responsibility, especially on a battlefield in a life and death situation. When our girls were ordered to fight they fought like champions. When they were ordered to fuck they fucked like champions. If half had been ordered to fight and half to fuck that's what would have happened because they're good soldiers and they follow orders not their base desires. No soldier, straight or gay, male or female is ever going to throw down their weapon in the face of the enemy in order to have sexual intercourse."

"We should have thought of that of course," said one of the doctors.

"I warned that something like this would happen," said one of the generals now trying frantically to save his ass.

"As we've amply demonstrated you can't get a more sexually motivated group of individuals than we've assembled at our base," said the Colonel. "Give them permission to have sex and they will go and go and go until they're ordered to stop. Fat, thin, young, old...it doesn't seem to really matter to them all that much. They love sex and can't get enough of it. But they love the Army even more and they will always follow orders like the good soldiers they are," Perkins said as he closed his notebook for dramatic impact.

"It appears that this whole project has been a complete waste of time," grunted the noisy general.

"Not necessarily sir. We've discovered some interesting things during our testing that lead us to believe that the changes that took place to these soldiers not only enhanced their sexual skills and desires but also enhanced a number of senses and mental abilities that might be quite useful in a military application. We need more research of course but I've prepared an altered plan for the project which you have in front of you now. Before we shut this program down completely I think it's important for all of you to come out to the test facility and see a demonstration for yourselves. Meet the girls. Get to know them a little. I think you'll find that they're all quite remarkable young ladies."


CHAPTER 16:

Colonel Perkins was not a big gambler but he had definitely rolled the dice this time. He knew that after watching these girls performing sex so often on tape that in some ways they were probably minor celebrities to the brass by now, or porn stars at the very least. They would definitely like to get to know the girls better. Perkins knew that they didn't really care about his plan to form the girls into a secret elite team of commandos but he hoped that they would want to at least socialize with them before shooting down the program entirely.

The CIA wasn't totally ready to give up on the project but they were leaning towards getting their hands on the drug directly and performing their own tests. If the Army wanted to wash its hands of it that was fine. Carol had demonstrated the potential of its use in espionage and they were never interested in widespread application of the weapon anyway.

The doctors would go back to their labs and work on whatever the next great gay bomb idea might be or curing cancer or something. It didn't matter if it worked or not they would still pick up a paycheck as long as they could sell the idea to someone who had a dream and deep pockets.

To his delight and relief all of the Pentagon bigwigs had accepted his invitation for a personal inspection of the troops. This was going to be their one and only chance to keep things going more or less as they were now and it would also likely be the final opportunity for these soldiers to actually serve a military function. The main thing was that Perkins wanted to buy time and to keep the funding coming. He needed some official standing to do that otherwise everything would just be scrapped and who knows what would happen to the girls.

"If this harebrain scheme of mine works I'd like you to stay on with the program Lieutenant," said the Colonel as they were going over the plans of the big inspection.

"Of course Colonel, I'd be honored," Angela replied.

"Naturally since Lieutenant Capshaw is my aide he pretty much goes wherever I do but I assume you have no objection to working with him. You seem to have a fairly good report," said the Colonel with a smile.

"Yes sir. He's a fine officer."

"An officer and a gentleman. At least he better be. If he ever isn't you just tell me and I'll kick his butt all the way back down to buck private!"

"I think I like him at his current pay grade sir."

"Have the special...uniforms arrived?" asked the Colonel.

"Yes sir. We're just doing some last minute tweaking and so on. It's rather specialized gear and the ladies are not accustomed to it yet," Angela replied.

"Well I won't keep you then. Carry on Lieutenant."

The Colonel planned to put the girls through their paces with a number of demonstrations including skill on the firing range, the obstacle course and in hand-to-hand combat among other things. A viewing station had been set up for the visiting dignitaries and it sort of resembled the bleachers at a high school football field except that there would also be large video monitors to facilitate much closer scrutiny. The Colonel wanted to show off his girl's skills as much as possible but he also knew that the men would get bored pretty quickly. They had come to associate this place and the women here with raunchy sex and debauchery so seeing them in a display of military order and proficiency was not exactly arousing.

When the day came at last everyone was seated and Colonel Perkins picked up a microphone.

"I will call your attention to the firing line. Each of these twelve soldiers were completely ordinary marksmen before coming to this facility. Their scores were essentially average. I think gentlemen you will see a noticeable improvement on that."

The Colonel gave the order to commence firing and each of the girls took aim at their targets. Cute girls with guns was definitely a fetish for some people so Perkins was hoping that a few of the men might get a boner just from seeing a babe with an M4 in their hands. Fortunately they didn't just look good shooting they were all up to the Expert Marksmanship level but now. The monitors showed round after round pounding the bull's-eye. It was hard not to be a bit impressed by anyone who could shoot like that and the crowd offered a polite round of applause.

He could feel the audience slipping away at a few points and excused himself to get on the radio with the camera operators instructing them to get more close ups of the prettiest girls and some tighter ass shots if someone was crawling or bending over. He felt like a fool for issuing such orders but it was all in the line of duty and he had to keep the crowd interested a little longer at least.

Finally the demonstration was done and the Slut Squad retired from the field. The Colonel opened the foor to questions.

"I thought we were going to meet the troops," one man pointed out.

"And you definitely will, but as you can understand after such a rigorous physical workout they need to hit the showers first in order to be presentable."

"Now why aren't we watching that?" another chimed in eliciting some rowdy laughter.

"Are there any questions about the demonstration?" the Colonel pressed.

"Well Colonel you and your staff have obviously done a fine job of training these girls and that's commendable on one hand, but I still fail to see how this has any practical application," said the noisy general.

"Sir, I believe that this is as fine a fighting force as any in the Army, or could be at least with continued support and training. We're only just now beginning to unlock some of the mysteries of what has actually happened to these soldiers but I think you'll agree that the preliminary findings are intriguing."

"Well I'm certainly intrigued by the thought of meeting some of them and interviewing them personally," said the noisy general.

"And you will sir. But first we have a little lunch prepared that I think you might find a cut above the average Army mess hall chow. Right this way gentlemen."

Perkins had brought in a caterer from the outside and the recreation room had been turned over to a banquet hall. It was surprisingly elegant, especially for an Army base, and the food was definitely a cut above anything that anyone had been expecting.

After lunch the Colonel again picked up a microphone to address the audience.

"I would like to call your attention at this time gentlemen to the stage area at the north end of the room. It is with pride and pleasure that I introduce you to the young ladies who you saw earlier today demonstrating their remarkable physical ability and combat skills."

With that the curtain opened and the Slut Squad stood in a line dressed in the most outrageously sexy outfits imaginable. It almost looked like a line of chorus girls from an Old West bordello with lace and garters and corsets and frills all around. The noisy general literally had the cigar fall from his mouth into his desert but he never even noticed.

"Gentlemen may I introduce what we have affectionately come to call the Slut Squad."


CHAPTER 17:

The ladies made their way down from the stage amidst cheers and catcalls and whistles. It was as shameless an act as you could imagine but Perkins was holding his breath praying that it would work.

As the girls reached the dignitaries they climbed happily up into waiting laps while others stood behind someone and messaged their shoulders or lit their cigars for them. The dignitaries wasted no time in groping the girls and kissing them. It was all going according to plan.

"I'm a goddamn pimp, that's what I am," Perkins whispered to Angela.

"No sir. You're a good man in a world of shit trying to do what's right when most people don't try to do anything at all. As General Sherman said...war is hell."

With that Angela met up with Lieutenant Capshaw and they both walked out of the building arm-in-arm. Candy ran over to the Colonel and grabbed him by the hand.

"Aren't you going to join the fun sir? It would be an honor to give you a blow job Colonel," Candy beamed as she squeezed his hand a little tighter.

"No my dear I'm you're commanding officer and it wouldn't be appropriate. Besides, I guess I've come to think of you all as sort of like my own daughters. Now you have a good time soldier and make sure these men are happy campers when they go home. That's a direct order."

"Yes sir," Candy replied as she snapped off a neat salute before getting up on her tiptoes to kiss the Colonel on the cheek.

Then Candy giggled and ran back to the party, clapping her hands as she went.

"All right ladies, drop your socks and grab some cocks," hollered Sergeant Mary and the squad immediately began to disrobe, assisted by whatever fumbling male hands might be in the area.

Carol was sitting on the noisy general's lap and had his hat on by now as he pawed at her ample bosom, desperate to get it out in the open. She just laughed and undid a few laces and her tits were suddenly in the general's face.

Sheila was on top of one of the dining tables presenting her now bare ass to one of the CIA men who immediately buried his face in her muff. Candy bounced around the room like she was on a pogo stick, sucking cocks and kissing anyone in sight, including the waiters. Julie was doing what she enjoyed most, sucking multiple cocks at once, and as always she was doing a damn fine job of it.

Once Carol had her bottom half exposed she picked up the noisy general's cigar from his desert plate and moved from his lap to the edge of the table. Very slowly she slid the stogy up her snatch and the general watched transfixed as his smoke disappeared from view. Then she removed it just as deliberately and took a little lick of it before offering a taste to the general.

"Come on sir, it was good enough for the former Commander in Chief after all," Carol teased.

"That's true and that philandering son-of-a-bitch never had a piece of ass as fine as you my dear."

The noisy general licked both desert and Carol's pussy juice from his cigar before going after her boobs again in earnest. He was basically a breast man and this was a fine pair. Oh, he'd fill her little cunt up with his manhood before the day was over but he had nothing really important waiting for him back in Washington that couldn't be postponed. This might even be an all night affair he thought. He'd just have to get in a quick call to his wife but she was used to him changing schedule at a moment's notice.

What a damn fine officer that Colonel Perkins was thought the general as he sucked happily on Carol's erect nipples. It would be a shame to throw away all this hard work and research just because it hadn't turned out exactly according to the original plan. Improvise, adapt and overcome. That's what an officer was taught wasn't it? Who would have thought that girls this soft and pretty could be pretty decent soldiers as well. It was hard to believe that they were the same women he had watched earlier that day but he knew that they were. He knew all of their faces...and other parts quite well by now. Damn remarkable! The Colonel ought to be in line for a promotion over this.

Once Colonel Perkins was certain that his troops had everything well in hand, as it were, he turned and walked away. There was a very old bottle of Scotch in his desk that he had been saving for a special occasion like retirement or World War III. This seemed like as good a time as any to break it out.


CHAPTER 18:

The Slut Squad was officially designated Army Special Forces Unit SJ429 by someone. What the letters and numbers stood for was anybody's guess. Unofficially they preferred to think of themselves as the Slut Squad and a couple of the girls wanted to get their insignia tattooed on them but the Colonel reminded them that their unit was top secret so they could never formally be seen wearing anything that identified them. Of course technically they still didn't exist but they were being paid their salaries through a secret slush fund and their names had been legally changed to their chosen code names in addition to their original last names.

They would never be able to go home and their families would have to live with the tragic cover story that was invented to explain their untimely demise. They were also sworn to secrecy but Colonel Perkins knew that once they took that oath they would never break it. All they ultimately knew was that they were special. That they had been singled out for a high priority reason and that they should be prepared to make any sacrifice asked of them, including the ultimate if it came to that. They were soldiers first and they always would be. It was hard to know what they were giving up and what kind of pain those who loved them would have to endure but it would pass in time. If their country needed them they were going to answer the call.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This is probably my shortest book yet and I hope that's not too much of a turn off to anyone. I honestly never set any sort of arbitrary goals as far as pages or word count or anything it just happens that most of my work ends up being similar in length.

It's an unusual work for me in a number of other ways as well. For one thing it's a political satire and the emphasis is on comedy more than usual. I often like to mix humor with sex in my stories but I don't usually have such a political subtext. It sort of feels like the Dr. Strangelove of erotica or Full Metal Jacket meets Debbie Does Dallas. (That's two Kubrick references in one sentence.)

Everything at the beginning of this book is absolutely true from MKUltra to the "gay bomb" to the Sacred Band of Thebes. You can look it up if you don't believe me. The fact that the United States military actually entertained the idea of building a gay bomb was too irresistible to pass up. History is sadly full of other twisted experiments and crazy concepts that were either implemented for some time or at least investigated at taxpayer expense before being dropped as idiotic and hopeless. With the current state of politics in America it was pretty easy to take potshots at some of the clowns who have way too much power for anyone's good.

It's also different in that it's a group story and doesn't focus on one primary character. Ironically Colonel Perkins is probably the central character and he never comes close to having sex with anyone. That's a pretty strange thing for an erotic romance novel.

There's also an element of symbolic empowerment for the transgendered characters. While essentially a forced feminization story the girls are also given extraordinary powers above and beyond their sexual abilities. They can be feminine but they're definitely not weak or helpless. There's not a lot of soul searching or hand ringing about their situation going on. They deal with it. Improvise, adapt and overcome. It's a popular motto in the military but it could be applied to many other aspects of life as well.
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