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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would a
longer read then check out Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica under Dick
Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are
over the age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in
all ways to the sexual activities that take place within this
collection of short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below
in ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 7’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Big In Asia, UK Stud, American Bomber,
Italian Prowess.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 7’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


ARMY JANE

 


The military base is quiet today.
Usually the F-16s are doing the runs and the guys are out training,
but I haven't heard the sound of a jet all day and the chants that
the men usually sing as they run haven't filtered in through the
windows of the supply room even once this morning.

I flip the newspaper over and check
the clock. My coffee is lukewarm now. I should have drunk it while
it was hot. These beans don't do well when they cool. Maybe I
should make another cup.

The door opens. I straighten. Private
Henderson is on a smoke break and I'm the only one in the shop
right now.

"Excuse me."

My eyes widen slightly. The man is
massively built. I have never seen anyone of his size on the base
before. His old-school American bomber jacket is wide enough to be
double the size of my shoulders. I almost think that it is fake
until I see one of those huge shoulder muscles of his push up
against the fabric inside.

"Yes?" I stammer out.

He stops in front of me. This man has
the most gorgeous brown eyes. Some might call them predator's eyes,
being more lion than man, but I like that. Tough guys are my thing
and the scars on this one's knuckles indicate that he can handle
himself.

"I'm looking for the Colonel's office.
Can you help me?"

"Sure."

I point to the map on the
desk.

"You only need to go down this street
and turn right. It's the big building with our flag on
top."

I hear Henderson enter from the
back.

"If you want, I can walk you there," I
say as the private comes in, also looking a little shocked at our
visitor.

"That would be great. I'm lousy with
directions."

"Will you be ok on your own,
private?"

He's speechless - I have no idea why -
but manages to nod.

Getting up from my desk, I sip my
coffee and grimace. Much too cold. I really don't enjoy this blend
as chilled as it is. I'll have to research something that keeps its
flavor at low temperatures.

"This way."

We stroll outside. I note that the man
walks well - like a man should, all shoulders and strong leg
movements. He strides, only slowing himself to keep pace with
me.

"What are you doing here?" I ask. "You
don't seem like the regular visitor that the base has."

"I'm assigned here for the
summer."

"You are enlisted?"

"Kind of. I've never held a gun in my
life. What I do is a bit different."

"Is it something sports orientated?
You are pretty big."

"Yes."

We walk around the bend and come into
sight of the building.

"There you go. If you are bored
tonight, I run a little martial arts class for the civilians on the
base. I promise to not beat you up too bad if you come
along."

He grins.

"Sounds interesting. Where's the
building?"

"Gym at 6pm. Don't be late or you'll
have to do 50 push ups."

The man chuckles.

"Sure."

I let him go and head back to the
supply depot building. Henderson looks up from where he is
cataloguing some ammunition for an upcoming event.

"Do you know who that was?" he asks
immediately.

"No idea. Is he a VIP or
something?"

"Yeah. That was Bob Stone, the heavy
weight boxing champion for the army."

I put my hand down on the desk and
laugh a little.

"For real?"

"Yes."

My mind turns to my class tonight. I
just invited the heavy weight boxing champ to a martial arts
lesson. This is going to be interesting.


LATE

 


He finishes his 50 pushups - one
handed - in no time at all. I introduce him to everyone. The group
is made up of mothers and teenagers. Some of them are actually
getting pretty good. They gather around and introduce themselves. I
decide to leave out the part about him being a super star fighter.
Just the size of him is enough to surprise most of them.

Bob strips off his jacket and pulls
away his t-shirt. He has a black singlet on underneath. I admire
his bulging arms and powerful neck. Right here is a real man. This
is how everyone should look. It would make finding a suitably
attractive boyfriend a lot easier.

"Ok, let's go through some of the
forms."

We go through the motions. Bob can't
kick to save his life, but his hand movements are superior to
anything I have ever seen. I pair him up with one of the better
teenagers and they go through some grappling. The kid is a football
star around here, but Bob could stand still if he wanted to and
stop any chance of moving him.

An hour passes and we move into some
sparing. Bob rotates among the older women for the most part. He
seems to enjoy letting them get a good hit on him now and then. It
probably doesn't hurt, but the women clearly enjoy it. He always
makes it seem like they really got one by him, as if it were
natural for him to have such a huge hole in his guard. I can see
what he is doing a mile away and am thankful. Him being serious
would be an issue for everyone.

The lesson runs down. I finish helping
out the teenagers with a few finishing touches and then give
everyone the usual talk before sending them home.

"Will you come again next time?" one
of the older woman asks Bob.

"Sure, if I have time."

The people file out. Me and Bob are
alone in the mostly quiet gym.

"I heard about you from Henderson," I
tell him. "Are you really heavy weight champion?"

"A few times over. Looking to try your
luck?"

I adjust my t-shirt.

"If you are fine with
that."

He shrugs.

"It's always like this. I've already
spared with a group of marines after I met you. It's good
training."

"If you say so. Shall we
dance?"

Putting up my fists, I ready
myself.

"Anytime you like,
sweet-stuff."

I blush despite myself. A man like
this speaking to me in that way turns me on. It is a little
distracting and I think he knows it.

Coming in, I take advantage of my long
legs and kick out at him. He takes it on the forearm easily. The
combination I throw finds no openings. Just at the end of it, he
brings his fist in fast and hard. I blink. Bob can move. I barely
blocked that.

"Oh? The marines weren't that good.
Maybe I can be more serious."

I grit my teeth and hammer my fists
and feet against him as hard and as fast as I can. This may not be
a real fight, but I'm fighting like it is. Bob takes the hard
slapping kicks and fast fists on his arms and legs. I realize that
he has lousy defense downstairs, but I can't seem to keep up with
his footwork. The man moves away before my leg can connect. His
fists seem to move like lightning. I take four near misses on my
arms before the first punch stops right in front of my
nose.

"My win," he states.

"Got to touch," I pant.

Bob slaps out a right. His middle
knuckle bounces off my forehead, dead-center.

"I think that should be enough. You
are ready to drop."

It's true. The fight lasted 6 minutes
by the clock at the back, but I feel like I gave my all for every
single second of it.

"You are good," I admit.

"I've been doing this since I was
5."

"Yeah, but I have been at this since I
was 7 years old. It's not such a great difference."

"It is when you're 40,
baby-cakes."

I blush again. Some of the panting I'm
doing isn't related to my lack of breath anymore. Bob is
hot.

"40? You look early 30s. I'm
22."

"Young," he notes.

"Not so much. You want to go for a
drink with me? I have a day off tomorrow."

"I should probably rest."

I punch him on the arm.

"It's only one. You can have an orange
juice or whatever you like to drink."

He thinks it over.

"Alright."

We go over to the enlisted bar.
Tonight we are the only customers. The bartender knows Bob and buys
us our drinks. Both of us sit and talk to him for awhile before
heading over to a table in the corner to chat some more.

"So, since 5, eh? How's that
work?"

Bob sips his orange juice a little
before answering.

"My grandfather was a trainer. He got
me into it young because I was a big kid. I think he thought it
would be a good way to trim down."

"I think he might have been wrong. You
are huge."

"Thanks. I was pretty fat back then
though."

I don't see it, but whatever he
says.

"That's cool. I wasn't so tiny when I
was young either."

He looks me up and down. Bob is two
heads taller than me, but I'm still tall for a girl. My long legs
and trim waist have turned many an eye my way around the base.
There's a bit of a surplus of hot girls around the small city that
connects onto the outskirts though, so I don't get as many dates as
a girl as athletic and good looking as I am should.

"If you say so," Bob says. "I like my
girls short and you are about right."

"Oh? About right? What would up your
opinion of me? I don't like to be 'about right'."

His hand snakes out and runs down my
stomach.

"Firm."

I smile. That big hand on my waist
feels good.

"I like athletic women. You are pretty
hot."

"Am I? I hear that a lot."

"Do you? That's good, but when I say
it - I really mean it. What are you doing after this?"

"Sleeping."

"Cool. Want to see my trophy
collection?"

"Sounds charming."

He downs his orange juice.

"Let's go."

Bob grabs my hand. I don't resist. It
has been about six months since I had sex last. That was with a
passable man in my opinion. Bob is not passable. Nope, he's hot. I
want to sleep with him. It's been ages since I spent quality time
with a real man. I need this.

We stroll through the base to Bob's
accommodation. It's not too far from where I'm barracked
up.

His room is on the fifth floor. On
entering, I find that he wasn't kidding about the trophies. There
are several boxes full of them in one corner. I peak in for a
second before smiling at him in a way that tells him he should come
over here and show me the real trophy.

"You are a confident woman," he notes,
bringing his hands to my waist and looking down at me from
above.

"I don't waste time when I have found
a guy that I like."

"You don't," he agrees.

His lips come down and tap
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