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Chapter 1: From Stocking to Camouflage
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Lena Vasquez had always known how to make a camera love her.

At 22 she’d been scouted outside a Los Angeles gym by a producer who took one look at the way her leggings clung to her round, high ass and the way her tank top strained over full, natural D-cup breasts and said, “Kid, you were built for the lens.”

Six years later, “Raven Desire” was a brand: two million followers on the sites that still allowed adult content, a signature squirt that could arc three feet on command, and a reputation for taking the biggest cocks in the business with a smile that never looked fake.

She remembered her very first professional scene like it was yesterday.

Studio in the Valley, white seamless backdrop, a single Hitachi wand, and a directive: “Make yourself cum until you can’t anymore.”

They’d oiled her skin until it gleamed, painted her lips glossy crimson, and told her to talk dirty to an imaginary audience.

Lena lay back on the satin sheets, knees butterflied wide, and let muscle memory take over. She traced two manicured fingers down her smooth, waxed mound, parting her lips so the camera caught every pink fold already slick with arousal.

The buzz of the vibrator against her swollen clit made her hips jerk. Within ninety seconds she was gasping, back arching, toes curling as the first orgasm hit.

The second came faster, the third left her trembling and breathless, pussy clenching visibly around nothing.

On the fourth, she bore down hard and squirted—a perfect, shimmering arc that splattered the lens. The crew cheered. Raven Desire was born.

From there it escalated quickly. Boy-girl, girl-girl, threesomes, orgies, anal, double anal, airtight scenes where she’d have cock in her pussy, ass, both hands, and still manage to look into the camera and moan, “Give me more.”

She learned to relax her throat until nine inches disappeared without a gag, learned to angle her hips so the viewer could see every inch sliding in and out of her shaved cunt, learned to time her orgasms so they coincided with the pop shot—her specialty became taking facials while still cumming, eyes rolling back, cum dripping off her lashes as her pussy pulsed in aftershocks.

Off-camera wasn’t much different. Wrap parties dissolved into drug-fueled fuck-fests.

She’d once spent an entire night in a Beverly Hills mansion, blindfolded, on her knees in the middle of a marble floor while nameless men took turns feeding her their cocks.

She remembered the taste—salty, musky, sometimes bitter with someone else’s pussy still on them—and the way her jaw ached the next morning.

Another time, after shooting a 10-guy bukkake scene, the director had kept the cameras rolling while the crew jerked off onto her already-glazed body.

She’d lain there, chest heaving, cum cooling on her tits and belly, and felt... nothing. Just the hollow click of a soul switching off.

That was the night she decided to quit.

She was 28, rich enough to disappear, and tired of waking up sore in places she couldn’t remember offering.

She deleted every social account, wound down her website and drove east until the Pacific was a memory.

But there was nothing she could do about her debauched scenes living on forever on the streaming sites. Hundreds of men wanking over her tits, pussy and cum-covered face every hour of every day.

But it was time for a new chapter. Something completely different. The armed forces.

In a small town in Arizona she cut her waist-length black hair to a practical shoulder-blade bob, enlisted under her real name, and told the recruiter she wanted “something that matters.”

Basic training was the hardest thing she’d ever done, harder than the double-anal gangbang that had left her walking bow-legged for two days, and infinitely more rewarding.

Push-ups until her arms shook, ruck marches that blistered her feet, nights in the barracks where the only privacy was a thin wool blanket and the dark.

The first time she masturbated at Fort Benning, she waited until 0300 when the bay was asleep.

She lay on her stomach, one hand wedged beneath her hips, fingers slipping between slick folds that hadn’t been touched by anyone else in months.

The risk made it intense: one wrong moan and fifty women would know exactly what Private Vasquez was doing.

She bit the pillow as she rubbed tight circles over her clit, remembering a scene where she’d been tied spread-eagle while a machine fucked her relentlessly.

The memory sent her over; she came silently, thighs clamping around her hand, pussy fluttering so hard she felt the wetness soak into her PT shorts.

Graduation day, she looked at herself in the mirror: hair pulled into a severe bun, face bare of makeup, body encased in ACUs that did nothing to hide the curve of her ass or the swell of her breasts.

She looked like a soldier. She felt like a soldier. The past was a locked box.

AIT was weapons and tactics, then a slot in the 82nd Airborne, then orders to a forward operating base in Syria.

The flight over was 22 hours of recycled air and cramped seats. She sat next to a quiet staff sergeant from Texas named Jake Ramirez and tried not to notice the way his forearm brushed hers every time the plane banked.

The base was a sun-blasted cluster of containers and HESCO barriers ringed by concertina wire.

Heat shimmered off the ground; everything tasted of dust. Lena’s first week was a blur of guard shifts, vehicle maintenance, and learning which latrines had the least horrific smell.

The platoon—25 men and just four other women—eyed the new female specialist with the usual mix of curiosity and caution. She kept her head down, did her job flawlessly, and earned quiet respect.

At night the temperature dropped hard. Lena lay on her cot in nothing but sports bra and panties
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