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Big Bunker Boys

The Neo Soviet was gay. It was against protocol. If his
leader, Pug, found out, he was in for the high jump. He bucked in
hot cop drag for his male lover. The other wore Nazi uniform with
all the trimmings. Come and get me big boy. I'm all yours!

Both
young men were happy. They played about and mouthed, I love you! to
each another. Outside of the bunker, the war continued. Cold War
Part Two with NATO. But war was not on the minds of the young
conscript soldiers. Making love and being in love was. Fuck the war
and their evil tyrannical leader, Pug.

"Hey
bro, what do you think Pug would do to us if he saw us making out?
Do you think he would use his Judo on us or have us shot for
dressing like this?" Ivan commented, holding his lover's hand and
kissing him.

The other teenager, Piotr, looked into space then answered,
"I think Pug would join us. To see what it's like. Then he'd kill
us. I don't think it matters if he liked it or not. He doesn't like
what we both stand for. It's not Russian. And that is what Pug hates. As for our
sexy outfits..."

"Russian and Russia is a state of mind. If we say we are Russian then that is
what we are, Russian. So what if we're gay? At the end of the day,
we're still Russian. That matters to me. We were born here. As for
him joining us, are you mad? And he'd hate our outfits even more."
Ivan shook his head in disbelief.

"I'm not
sure I'd agree there. He would hate us and anything to do with
being gay. Of course he would. As for being Russian, that's crap.
Russians respect strong alpha males who like fighting, women and
vodka. We're the opposite of that. Well, except the vodka. I'm sure
he would enjoy having his cock sucked, by either a guy or a gal.
That's enjoyment. Then, being in charge, he makes us disappear.
Simple as that."

"Do you
think that it matters because we're both Russian? Pug would treat
us like some Yankee enemy scum and kills us. Being gay is the exact
reason for that. He wouldn't ever join us. It's a stupid idea. As
is another man touching him."

The
other laughed and rolled his eyes. He silenced Piotr with a
luscious kiss and held him close, rubbing his balls and grinning.
They became a tangle of arms, legs, tongues and more. Watching out
for an American or NATO infantry attack could wait. The steel blast
door was locked from the inside and there was an hour till the next
radio check.

All those sexy enemy soldiers making friends with us Neo
Soviet Russians. They're alpha males I'd entertain. Big sexy butch
NATO soldiers. I bet they would love our uniforms. The smart Nazi
and the sexy motorcycle cop...

 


 


 


 Time To Search

Both
soldiers hid in plain sight, in the Red Army. If they were caught,
it was a death sentence but that didn't bother them. They were
smart kids and loved a challenge. A challenge like meeting NATO
soldier/s to drink vodka with. As simple as that. No spying, no
fighting, no killing, no war, just drinking and a laugh. If they
were lucky, the NATO soldier/s might be gay. If not, it was
drinking time. All NATO troops drank.

It was
time to do the radio check. Piotr handled this. He gave their call
sign and a status report. They reported every fifteen minutes past
the hour. This made it easier to confuse any listening enemy who
had cracked the unique hourly encryption codes. Then Ivan and Piotr
crept outside for an hour of freedom. They used the secret entrance
underneath the bunker to 'escape'. It was a short distance to the
NATO front lines.

Ivan saw
their prize. He nodded and pointed. In front of them was a NATO
soldier, clearly visible against the snow. The man was huge;
towering over six feet tall and weighing a hundred plus kilos. He
would do. Sadly, he was alone. The soldier was pissing against a
Christmas tree. When he had done, he shook the drips off his cock.
Piotr saw his chance.

"Here,
let me do that. You need to dry your penis or urine can freeze on
it and give you frostbite. You really don't want that. Igor in our
squad had that, he almost lost his bell end."

The NATO
soldier zipped his flies up, grabbed his rifle and dove into a snow
ditch. Luckily it wasn't the one he'd just pissed in. "Shit! Neo
Soviets! Halt or I'll shoot!"

"We
don't mean you any harm. We need a drinking partner. We get so
board and lonely in our bunker. You can shoot us but not with that
big rifle. Maybe with something else?" Ivan quietly replied. It was
so easy to set the front off, especially at night. There had been
enough recent killing.

"Yes
man, relax. We mean you no harm. We have vodka. Our own and some we
stole from the officer's ration. Fresh in from Moscow," Piotr
added. "Come and join us for the night."

"Join
you? You're my enemy! How do I know that you won't kidnap me or
shoot me? You're probably lying to me," the 'enemy' soldier
challenged. His assault rifle covered the two Neo Soviet
men.

"We will
show you. Follow us to our bunker. We enter by a secret way. Our
vodka is there. Keep your gun on us. If we run or try anything
funny, shoot us."

"Piotr.
He could kill us! Are you serious? Look, this is a silly idea and
dangerous. I want to go back."

"Comrade
Ivan, we've come this far. Do you want us to return and drink
alone?"

"I don't
know. I..."

"Ok.
I'll go. I'll cover you. If you run, I shoot. I could do with some
vodka. I'm sick of freezing my butt off guarding my trench. The
others will be asleep and won't miss me." The NATO soldier nodded
and indicated 'move' with his gun.

Piotr
smiled and grabbed Ivan's arm. He led the way back to the bunker.
The NATO soldier followed at a safe distance.

 


 


 


 Very Close Combat

"Mr NATO
Soldier, you have such a lovely butt!" Ivan lost his shyness and
slapped the 'enemy's' backside.

"Thank
you. I work out twice a day. Even in the trench. This vodka is
good!" the NATO soldier replied, taking a long pull from the
bottle.

"Only
the best. Liberated from our officers' ration," Ivan said, taking a
drink from the bottle when it was passed to him.

"Cheers
comrade," Piotr commented, taking his turn. "Men who drink vodka
from bottles or jam jars are all equal. Everyone is invited for we
all bleed red."

"Very
very true. Pass the bottle. So what do you both do for fun here
then? When you're not guarding Mother Russia from the enemy NATO
hordes?"

"What do
we do?" Ivan looked at Piotr, who met his eyes and then nodded. "We
make love, dress up and kiss one another."

The NATO
soldier would have fallen off his char, if he had been sat in one.
He was leant against the cold concrete wall. "Bloody hell! You do
what?"

"It's as
Ivan says," Piotr confirmed.

"In that
case, you better show me."

"We will
do."

The two
Neo Soviet soldiers, now slightly drunk and very flirty, dressed up
as Playboy Bunny girls. They weren't shy at stripping naked in
front of a stranger. If anything, it added to their
eroticism.

"Go down
on all fours and I'll take you both from behind," the NATO soldier
said.

Piotr
and Ivan looked at one another then nodded. They did as asked, on
all fours with their butts invitingly on show.


"Fantastic," the NATO man observed. "Target in
sight."

"Take me
now," Ivan replied.

"Then
me! Violate my airspace," Piotr added, with an erotic grin. He
opened a new bottle of officer's vodka and took a swig and passed
the bottle.

The NATO
soldier had a long drink and mounted Ivan then popped his medium
size tool up Ivan's back passage. A bit of lubricant made it easy.
He began pumping away.

"You
sure feel good. Are all Neo Soviet troops this good?"

"You bet
Mr NATO Soldier," Ivan whispered. "Just wait till you penetrate
Piotr's defences."

"Oh my,
I can't wait!" The NATO man spent a couple of minutes with Ivan and
then took his comrade from behind. It was a nice
experience.

"You
feel just the right size," Piotr laughed, enjoying the rear action.
The NATO opponent was doing his job, his energetic strokes gave the
Russian what he wanted. To add to his joy, NATO wanked off his
lover. Nice and slow. Like a stealth night attack.

The
military operation continued till it was radio time. The NATO
soldier came all over both Neo Soviet back sides. He had them both
and was the winner. His hand action made them both cum like it was
a cluster bomb attack. It was a messy scene. Neo Soviet spunk was
everywhere. The bunker looked like a war zone. Erotic style. The
bunny girl outfits were strewn on the floor.

It was a
night of heady sex and drinking. When it was over the Neo Soviet
lovers escorted their NATO warrior safely to his lines. If
possible, they would meet up again. NATO and the Neo Soviet empire
were friendly that night. Would it always remain so? Time would
always tell.

 


 


 


 Cool Sky Girl

Diane flew her updated Northrop F-20 Tigershark. She had
just shot down three of the vaunted Sukhoi Su-35 Super
Flankers. Easy as taking sweets off a baby. This updated Tigershark
is awesome. The Asian Babes sure got it right. Best 'shark
ever.

NATO had
fielded the best warplane ever built. Admittedly, it was an
improvement over the earlier F-20 models, of which ten thousand
were built in four versions. Versions five and six were perfect.
Hundreds had already been made and thousands more ordered.
America/NATO would clear the enemy Neo Soviet jets from the
sky.

Suddenly Diane's threat warning gear beeped and an audio
voice chimed in her headphones, Enemy jet spotted... It gave the heading, speed and
altitude. A few seconds later, the type: another Su-35. The target
indication appeared on her Helmet Mounted Sight when she turned her
head and also her wide angle radar's scope. Then, turning her jet,
it appeared on her Head Up Display. She increased power and felt
her plane surge forward, powered onwards to battle by an F414 EPE
engine. The computer armed the remaining missiles and Diane
monitored it. Perfect, saved me several seconds selecting BVR missiles
just then. Good, good, good...

"Here we
go mother fucker. Hammer time," Diane commented, moving her Helmet
Sight in perfect alignment with her enemy. "Fox Three!" A single
fire and forget radar guided Meteor missile was on the way. She
violently turned away from her enemy and dropped chaff and flares
to decoy any enemy missiles; there were none. Her digital jammer
wasn't even needed. In seventeen seconds, the Neo Soviet Super
Flanker ceased to exist.

"Hope I
killed the pilot. His Mamushka will be sad but fuck her. Less
pilots to face NATO." Diane grinned and half rolled her F-20E
upside down and headed to the ground. She was the best, a double
ace. Ten kill markings, soon eleven, attested to that.

 


 


 


 A Killer Maiden's De-briefing

After her
battle, Diane debriefed then showered. Before sleeping, she popped
over to see her lover. He was a computer programmer, fighting the
Neo Soviets in cyberspace. Right now it time for a shag. Diane took
a cock ring along. This would make her man stay hard
longer.

"Hi my
dream lover, how are you?" Diane greeted John, her casual lover. He
let her into his small air force issue room.

"I'm
good. I've missed you. Good mission?" They embraced and
kissed.

"Yes,
one of the best yet. I splashed four Super Flankers. A piece of
cake. Your new missile software improved my kill probability. Not a
single missile missed." She grinned and clapped her hands in
glee.

He
whistled and kissed her again. "Good to hear. Another victory for
the good guys."

"Yes,
another victory. Look, I brought you this." Diane gave John her
gift.

"Wow, a
cock ring. Cool!" John accepted it and held it up to the low power
ceiling light. The platinum ring glistened in the bad light. "It
looks very pretty and strong."

"You
think so? Great. We've never tried one."

"We soon
will baby. I'll make you a coffee, after that we can try
it.

After
the coffees they fucked. The cock ring was a real winner. John came
three times and remained hard throughout. It was like he was the
NATO Tigershark, always attacking and up for a fight. Winning every
time. Their sex lasted for four hours.

Diane was done in. I'm feeling all in after the mission and all this
fucking. It really works. He's stayed hard all the bloody time. I
should have brought the cock ring on my mission free
day...

 


 


 


 The Lethal Missileers

The
American Asian Babes had upgraded the Tigershark so she was
wonderfully capable. This included an F414 EPE engine. EPE stood
for Enhanced Performance Engine. It gave 20% more thrust than the
normal engine. It was the best in its class, 26,400lb in full
afterburner.

There
were three Asian Babes: Kas, Olla and Lann. They made aeroplanes,
missiles and other cool stuff and also liked sex. Lots of it with
other people.

Kas
stood in front of her lover and said, "Smell this love."

He felt
her move his head to her panties as she lifted up her dress. He
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