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​G.I. Jack

Military Gay Sex #1

––––––––

It was a Friday night and the military barracks were almost deserted.  That was not unusual as the entire base operated with a skeleton crew on Friday nights.

Most of the recruits in the current class were in town blowing off steam at local watering holes after a grueling week of physical and mental challenges.  Their bodies ached after being pushed to the limit by "take no prisoners" type Drill Instructors.

They found comfort in the bottles of booze and in the arms of babes, both of which were easily available in town.

Recruit Jenkins was not out rabble rousing off-base with his friends on this particular Friday evening.  He had earned demerits during the week for the sloppy way he had made his bed in haste one morning when he overslept by a couple of minutes.

He thought the Drill Instructor was unfairly singling him out during inspection, but he dared not say anything.  Complaining would simply result in additional demerits.  It would also bring a barrage of ridicule and insults from the Drill Instructor.

Jenkins had been told to stay behind in the otherwise empty barracks and wait for the DI who would determine his punishment.  Sitting alone on his bed, he was feeling a familiar stirring in his pants as he eyed his fellow grunts' footlockers.

What if one of them had left a dirty sock in there?

He could sniff it while he reached in his camo pants and pleasured himself.  He would do so while he pictured all the well-muscled and lean military flesh he got to enjoy gawking at in the showers on a daily basis.

What if the Drill Instructor walked in and caught him masturbating on the bed with a fellow G.I.’s ripe sock stuffed in his mouth?  Shit, that would probably be the end of his military career.

His internal debate was interrupted when the door suddenly opened and the hulking Drill Instructor appeared in the doorway.

Jenkins jumped up from the bed and stiffened his body like a rod.  His hand swung up to his forehead to give the officer the proper salute.

"At ease, soldier," his Drill Instructor said.

Jenkins was relieved he didn’t say, "As you were," because that would mean his direct order would have been to go back to thinking about jacking off while smelling a fellow soldier’s foot stink on an old sock!

Apparently, Jenkins’ mind did wander a bit because the next thing he knew, the DI was towering over him with his arms folded.  "Recruit Jenkins, do you understand?" he barked.

Jenkins didn’t know how to answer since his foot fondling fantasizing had forced him to miss the question.  "Not sure," came the feeble reply as he fingered his dog tag nervously.

"Not sure, what, boy?"

"Not sure, Sir."

The DI circled the recruit.  He inspected him, looking for the slightest weakness or imperfection in the recruit’s appearance.

The recruit stood by the bunk in his standard issue green T-shirt and camouflage pants.  Though tall and in shape himself, he still looked inadequate when compared to his superior.

The DI was a full six foot, three inches, two hundred thirty-five pounds of heavily muscled impatience.

I don’t know how these recruits ever become soldiers, the DI thought to himself.  They volunteer for this experience thinking it’s going to be a breeze, never once giving a thought to the discipline involved, he concluded.

"Let’s go over this again, Jenkins," the Drill Instructor said.

The recruit’s eyes darted back and forth, watching the military officer fearfully.

"There are only two acceptable responses.  When asked if you’ve had enough, the correct answer is, ‘Sir, no, SIR!’"

Recruit Jenkins gulped as the DI got right in his face and stared at his high and tight, the military name for his sharp haircut that included almost shaved sides and a patch of fuller hair along the top.

"And when asked if you want some more, the correct answer is, ‘Sir, yes, SIR!’"  He paused a moment to allow his young charge to comprehend the full meaning of these instructions.  His deep, unbending voice then boomed out, "Recruit, do you understand now?"

"Sir, yes, Sir," Jenkins replied firmly.

"Drop and give me thirty," the DI commanded.

Jenkins immediately dove to the floor and began the flawlessly executed push-ups.  His body seemed to float off the floor each time as a result of his massive biceps, which propelled him effortlessly with each repetition.

After the first ten, the Drill Instructor lifted his powerful leg and placed his boot down calmly on the recruit’s back.  He let his leg bounce up and down a couple times before applying any pressure.  Then, he casually leaned forward and forced the recruit to work harder and harder to complete the push-ups.

Without a word of complaint, the recruit continued.  However, he groaned and grimaced against the strain.  The veins in his biceps showed as the blood desperately fed his muscles the energy they needed.

"Have you had enough, boy?"

"Sir, no Sir," the recruit managed to gasp out between breaths.

"Good, very good," the DI said as he released the pressure.  He would have smiled, except it was against the rules of engagement for a DI to smile in the presence of a mere grunt.  "On your feet!"

The recruit began to stand.

"On second thought, I want you on my feet," the DI told him.

The recruit gave him a puzzled look and made no movement.

The DI suddenly and swiftly punched the unsuspecting recruit so hard in the stomach that he fell to his knees.  He wheezed several times, trying to recover from the shock and catch his breath.

"Have you had enough yet, boy?"

"Sir, no, Sir" came the barely audible reply.

"I can’t hear you.  Louder."

"Sir, no, Sir," the recruit managed a little more volume, but still stayed on all fours on the floor.

"See those boots?  Worship them," the DI demanded.

"Sir?" was all the recruit said.

"Worship my fucking boots, you little bitch," the DI said while slapping the recruit’s face down towards his military issue footwear.

The recruit began to slowly lick the outside of his superior officer’s combat boots.  They had been cleaned earlier that morning, but now there was a fine coating of dust and some spattered mud on them from the day’s exercises.

Jenkins worked his way around the boots, touching the material and enjoying the way it felt beneath his fingers.  When he got to the tongue and the laces, he dug his face into the leather, hoping that an opening in the area would give him the slightest whiff of the  DI’s sweaty military man feet.

He was disappointed to learn that those tight laces managed to keep any possible smells safely inside and away from his nostrils.

The DI seemed pleased with the recruit’s eagerness.  "You want some more of these man feet?" the DI asked him.

"Sir, yes, Sir," the recruit replied.

The DI swatted Jenkins away from his boots and reached down to untie the laces himself.

Jenkins could only salivate while the Drill Instructor teased him by slowly kicking off each boot  and revealing the pale green military socks that could not be seen before.

The Drill Instructor wiggled his toes around inside his socks as he circled Jenkins.  He liked the feeling of freedom it provided to move around without his boots on.

Now laying on the floor at eye level with the DI’s socked feet, the recruit wanted to so badly to touch, feel, admire, and enjoy those socks in every way possible.  However, he dared not move until his superior allowed it.

The DI looked down at him and laughed knowingly because he realized what torture he could impose by merely forcing Jenkins to wait to get his hands, tongue, and nose on his military issue stockings.  He watched Jenkins eyes follow his toes as he walked around a bit more. 

Jenkins stomach was tied up in knots of anticipation as he watched the DI’s feet flop up and down on the floor.  Every time the Drill Instructor lifted a foot, Jenkin’s breath stopped for a split second as he hoped the foot would land closer to his face than it had been before it was raised.

Finally, the DI stood right over Jenkins' face and shoved his left foot into his nose.

Even though he almost choked on the overwhelming smell, Jenkins couldn’t get enough of it.  The softness of the socks felt good against his clean shaven face.  As the DI moved his foot around, Jenkins also felt spots of wetness where the DI’s feet were sweating under the material.  

Because the DI was standing over him facing his head, Jenkins knew the DI wouldn’t be able to see the action he planned next.  Jenkins grabbed his own crotch and rubbed it through his camouflage pants.  He moaned with pleasure as the DI slapped his face around using his foot as a weapon.

Without warning, the Drill Instructor commanded, "Recruit Jenkins, take these socks off, boy.  My feet need attention." 

"Right away, Sir," the recruit mumbled.  It was hard to form the words properly with a socked foot stuffed in his mouth.  The only thing (other than fear of the DI, of course,) that made Jenkins willing to give up the unique taste of the soldier’s socked foot in his mouth was the anticipation of being able to get the man’s bare feet in his mouth instead.

Jenkins let his hands run the length of the material from the toe to the elastic band on the calf as he started to remove the DI’s socks.

The DI had other plans.  "Not with your hands, bitch," he informed him.

"Sir?" Jenkins asked with his tongue darting around the still-socked toes.

"With your mouth, you stupid recruit," the DI said with notable disgust that everything had to be explained in detail to newbie soldiers unfamiliar with proper military procedures.

Jenkins then did as he was told and removed each sock with his mouth.  The DI’s size 12 feet were soon planted in front of the recruit’s face.

He wasted no time getting down to business working his tongue in and out of the crevice between each toe.  He noticed that the toes had little hairs growing on the topside of them which felt extra tingly as his tongue explored them.

The tastes and smells of those amazing feet kept sending waves of sexual excitement to his dick.

When the DI stuck the big toe of his right foot into Jenkins’ mouth so Jenkins could suck on it, Jenkins felt a drop of pre-cum leak into his tighty-whities.  Luckily, they and the wet spot were well hidden beneath his uniform.

The Drill Instructor smoothed the stripes on the arms of his uniform.  "You’re going to give me another thirty push-ups, but we’re going to do it a little different this time."

He leaned back on the bed with his legs relaxed comfortably.  He unbuttoned his shirt, removed it, and threw it on the bed.

The recruit’s eyes widened as his superior officer began to undo his belt and work his pants off to reveal something other than the standard-issue military underwear.  The DI was sporting camouflage design bikini briefs bursting to capacity.

The recruit also noticed that they were tenting nicely – the length of the DI’s monster cock happened to follow the camo design in such a way as to make the design look like a bulging vein on the side of the soldier’s prick.

Jenkins didn’t have much time to admire the outline of the prick beneath the soft material  because the Drill Instructor whipped those briefs off quickly and stood naked before the recruit.

From his position on the floor, Jenkins looked at this perfect example of military manhood.  The DI stood with his hands on his hips and resembled a Greek statue.

Each muscle flowed effortlessly into the next.  His skin was a golden brown color, a result of the sun beating down on him when he led the recruits in marches and outdoor training exercises.

The reflection from the overhead fluorescent lights reflected off his dog tag when he moved his chest a certain way.  The dog tag rested perfectly in the ridge between the DI’s pecs.

His skin was smooth, but Jenkins believed it was shaved closely as he noticed some light stubble growing around one of the DI’s nips.  He also noticed that the color of those hairs matched the hairs on the DI’s toes.

"Soldier, come here," the Drill Instructor commanded.  Recruit Jenkins crawled over, his attention transfixed on the DI’s own helmeted soldier, which at a conservatively estimated nine and half inches long, now stood at full salute.

In addition to the length, Jenkins was also mesmerized by the girth of the DI’s cock.  It reminded him of a cucumber. 

"Open your mouth, recruit," the DI told him.

Jenkins obeyed and the DI wasted no time in shoving his dirty briefs into the recruit’s face.  After making sure Jenkins filled his nostrils with the fresh crotch smells on the underwear, the DI then stuffed his skanky briefs into the recruit’s mouth.  Jenkins could only make sounds of agreement.

The Drill Instructor then took his massive man-missile in his hands and rubbed it suggestively.  "I know you’ve wanted this ever since you walked into this room today.  I bet you love to suck cock, don’t you?"

The recruit swallowed hard, afraid to answer the question incorrectly and afraid to swallow the briefs still blocking his throat and filling his cheeks.

"Soldier?  Do you love to suck cock?" the Drill Instructor asked again, this time letting his engorged prick pulsate inches from the recruit’s face and removing his saliva soaked underwear from the man’s mouth.

"Sir, yes, Sir!"  It was the most enthusiastic reply the recruit had given thus far.

"Yeah, I knew you were cock-sucker the first time I saw you on base.  Get your sorry ass over here, and put your mouth to work."

The recruit’s mouth searched out the officer’s hard on.  He sloppily engulfed it with his cheeks and the experience sent a wave of excitement through his own pants, causing another drop of pre-cum to squeeze out of his pecker.

He reached down and started to loosen his pants so he could free his own member.

"Like this," the DI said.  He reached down and lifted the recruit’s chiseled face.

For a moment, he acted as a tender mentor instead of a hard-ass military machine.  He placed one of the recruit’s hands on each side of him.  He reached out to the recruit’s chest, letting his hands feel the muscles through the flimsy T-shirt as he aligned the recruit’s body between his legs.

He reached for the top of the recruit’s head and placed his hand on it, exerting pressure and guiding it so the recruit's face would land in his crotch.  He loved the feel of the peach fuzz haircut under his rough hands.

The DI started the recruit on the up and down rhythm.  The recruit’s entire body participated in the act as each downward movement of the exercise brought the Drill Instructor’s large prick into contact with the wet back of the recruit’s throat.

Each upward movement brought the recruit’s mouth right to the tip of the nine and half inches.  The DI felt the recruit’s arm muscles flex against the outside of his thighs.

Rules be damned!  The Drill Instructor smiled broadly.  "Now, this is how you perform a military push-up," he said.

"Have you had enough, boy," the DI asked after fifteen minutes of pure vacuum pleasure.

"Sir, no Sir," Jenkins replied with his mouth full of military cock.

The DI reached down and pulled at the collar of the recruit’s green T-shirt.  The dog tags clanged together as he removed it, exposing the recruit’s chest.  It was smooth and tan.  The pecs were hard and round.

The recruit reached down and began to massage himself between the legs at the same time the Drill Instructor massaged the ridges of his hardening nipples.

They continued for another half hour.  By then, they were both sprawled out on the bunk.  The Drill Instructor (and how he planned to instruct the recruit on "drilling" later, all right, he thought to himself) was still naked except for his dog tags.  The recruit wore nothing except his dog tags and shiny black boots.

The DI suddenly gripped the recruit’s shoulders fiercely.  "I can’t hold it anymore," he announced.  "The missile is going to explode.  Clear target," he commanded.

The recruit immediately freed the officer’s torpedo from his mouth and grabbed at his testicles as if they were the controls of a submarine or a tank.  The recruit squeezed.

The DI let out a guttural sound that indicated he no longer knew the difference between pleasure and pain.  The weapon fired.

A blast of warmth shot across the DI’s stomach and chest.  A stream of cum followed the ridges of his abs.

"Oh, Sir, yes, SIR!" the ever eager recruit cried in triumph.  Recruit Jenkins squeezed again.  For a second time, the male weapon discharged, releasing its potent load.  A third round ensued, but it was more for show than substance.

The Drill Instructor breathed in deeply, getting the distinct smell of male sweat.  He looked at his chest, and surveyed the liquefied results of his military mission.

He grabbed the recruit’s head and forced it down into his chest.  The gobs of semen were only inches away from the recruit’s eyes.

The sweet smell of the superior officer’s cum filled the recruit's nostrils.

The DI had a plan.  "See this mess you made?  Clean it up, boy."

Recruit Jenkins reached for his T-shirt, which was crumpled up at the foot of the bed.

The DI grabbed his wrist.  "Not with that," he said with a sly grin on his face.  "Do you understand, Jenkins?"

Jenkins smiled because he did understand for this was his favorite part.  His tongue slid across his lips and he answered as he was taught, "Sir, yes, Sir."  Jenkins went to work lapping at the military forged muscles being sure to get every drop of man juice that the DI had produced.

As the recruit went about his appointed task, the Drill Instructor leaned back and looked out the window.  He wondered which recruit should be the next to learn how to perform a proper military push-up.

​How To Get Out of a Speeding Ticket

Gay Sex Confessions #5

––––––––

I rushed out of the office and sprinted through the empty parking lot to my car.  I had promised my girlfriend I'd be home no later than 8 PM.

I checked my watch.  It was 9:30 PM and I still had a forty-five minute drive ahead of me.

Shit, this was not going to end well when I got home.  I'd been through this before when I came home later than I expected.

First, she would complain that I was late and that I ruined the supper she had worked so hard to prepare.  When we were dating, she used to actually cook me meals and bake desserts.

Ever since we moved in together, her idea of cooking supper became microwaving frozen dinners.  I'm not even talking about the tasty ones made for real men either, the kind that included a slab of meat and a dessert item.

Instead, she bought all this healthy crap that had lots of unidentifiable vegetables and absolutely no taste.  To make it worse, the healthy frozen  dinners had tiny portion sizes.

Those things would leave an anorexic midget hungry, never mind a 6'1", two hundred pound guy like me that jogged five miles every day and worked out at the gym three times a week.

Then she'd refuse to talk to me while she got ready for bed.  I could live with that.  I mean, who wants to hear more complaints?

Finally, we would get to the worst part - the lack of action in bed.  It was bad enough that all that exercise from earlier in the day made me so horny that I almost wanted to whack off in the restroom at work, never mind wait until I got home in the evening.

To punish me for coming home late, my girlfriend would say, "Jerry, maybe if you showed more consideration for my feelings, I would show more consideration for your big cock!"  Then she'd roll over in bed with the sheets, blankets, and comforters all wrapped around her body locked up tighter than Fort Knox.  

My only sexual relief for the night would come via my own hand and tablet computer in the bathroom after she fell asleep.

Basically, that's what I had to look forward to as I left work.  All that, and the fact that the weatherman had been predicting a bad snow storm was going to hit sometime in the next few hours.

I was so sick of all the hyped up weather reports that I decided not to listen to the radio on the way home.  Instead, I connected my phone wirelessly to the audio system in my car and blasted my favorite tunes.

I guess a lot of people were afraid of the upcoming storm because the roads were pretty empty.  I noticed there were a few icy patches, but I didn't let that slow me down.

In fact, I didn't let anything slow me down.  I hit the gas pedal and drove along at a nice pace.

No sensible cop would be out doing radar on a night like this.  It was too cold for a police officer to want to keep getting in and out of his cruiser.

When I turned onto Ocean Drive, I knew I could really floor it.  There was a long stretch of road with very few houses and no traffic lights or stop signs.

I was already doing fifty when I passed a sign indicating the speed limit was thirty-five.  "Frig it," I said aloud and pushed down harder on the gas.  The speedometer made it to fifty-eight before I noticed the blue and red lights flashing in my rear view mirror.

"Fuckin' A," I said as I slammed my hand against the steering wheel.  I wondered if I should try to outrun him.  Considering the darkness of that particular street, I figured he probably hadn't been able to see my license plate yet.

Unfortunately, the cop car was on my ass in no time.  Oddly, he didn't shine that strong spotlight that's built into police cars especially for situations like this - pulling over a motorist on a dark, deserted street.

He also hadn't turned on the siren.  Good, I thought, maybe this cop doesn't follow every procedure exactly by the book, maybe he'll let me off with just a warning.

Suddenly, the police car pulled out from behind me.  I felt a moment of relief when I assumed he was passing me.

Unfortunately, he drove up alongside my car.  I saw him point at the entrance of a small park that was coming up on the right.

He drove dangerously close, forcing me off the road and into the park.  I figured he just didn't think it safe for us to pull over on the road, just in case another car came speeding along and didn't see us sitting on the shoulder.

We both stopped our cars in the middle of the deserted parking lot.  He positioned the cruiser almost bumper to bumper.  I shut my engine off.  I quickly dug my license out of my pocket and retrieved the registration from the glove compartment.

I watched him sit there for a minute.  I knew he must have been calling in my license plate.  Maybe I would catch a break and the computer system would be down.  

The blue and red lights stopped flashing.  From the view in my side mirror, I saw him exit the police car.

Damn, he was one tall fucker of a cop.  He had to be at least 6'5".  Even in the low light provided only by his headlights, I could see how shiny his boots were as he stepped closer.

I rolled down the window.  My breath showed in the air as I breathed in and out.  "Good evening, officer-" was all I got out when I noticed he had his gun drawn and was aiming it directly at me!

"Get out of the car," he ordered in a distinctly masculine voice.

"I have my, um, my license right here," I stammered.

"This better be the last time I repeat an order to you.  Get the fuck out of that car," he growled.  "And keep those hands where I can see them."

He took a step back to allow me the room to open the door.  I stepped out cautiously.  My trembling hands fumbled as I tried to find the door handle to push it closed again.  "Turn around and spread them," he commanded.

Instinctively, I knew he meant my legs.  I flipped around, leaned forward, and slapped the top of the car with my hands.

The cold metal made me flinch.  I parted my legs far enough apart to give him access to check for concealed weapons.

The cop finally holstered his gun.  He started by patting around my waist.  He certainly wasn't gentle about it.  I felt the wave of energy go though me each time his hands clamped against my sides.

He quickly moved on to the lower part of my body.  I felt his strong hands grip my ankles.  They slowly moved their way up my legs.

He paid special attention to my inner thighs, groping every inch.  My thin dress pants offered no resistance to his rough search.  

I prayed he didn't notice what was happening inside my pants.  I was straight.  I never got turned on by a guy before.  It had to be the friction, I told myself.

The fact that I had several loads worth of cum built up in my balls because my girlfriend hadn't put out in days might have played into it a wee bit too.  Whatever the reason, something about the way he manhandled my body gave me a semi hard-on.

"You may not be packing heat, but you're definitely packing something substantial in those pants," he chuckled.

Even though I wanted to die of embarrassment, my cock pulsed a little harder.  He grabbed my arm and yanked me around to face him.

I got a good look at him for the first time.  As I said before, he stood several inches taller than me.

My eyes were even with the five o'clock shadow on his chin.  His face looked rough, like he'd been through a lot in life.  His standard issue police hat was pulled down rather low on his forehead.  I surmised that he was about my age, twenty-nine, give or take a couple years.

My gaze glanced down to his shirt.  His name tag identified him as Officer Harmon.  The uniform looked tight on him, like the buttons were fighting to hold together under the strain of his amazingly well-built chest.  He wasn't wearing a tie.

Then I noticed his arms!  I wasn't sure if I just thought it to myself or if I actually mumbled out loud an inquiry as to whether he had duckpin bowling balls stuffed up his sleeves because his biceps really were that huge.

"So, where were you racing off to so fast?" he asked with a note of genuine interest in his voice.

That snapped me right back to reality that I was a straight guy with a girlfriend waiting for him at home and he was a cop about to give me a fucking speeding ticket.

"Just trying to get home and beat the snow before it starts coming down," I blurted out.  The truth was I didn't give a shit about the impending snow, but that seemed like a good reason to speed.  

"Looks like something needs to get beaten before it's gonna go down," he said as he glanced down at the obvious bulge in my pants.

There's no way this cop is making a pass at me, I thought.  He's totally fucking with me, trying to get me to say something stupid or offer him a bribe so he can write me an even bigger ticket.

He looked around the dark and deserted park.  "It's kind of cold to be standing out here.  Come back to the police car with me and you can sit in there while I write you up."

"Why can't I just wait in my own car?" I asked suspiciously.

The look on his face told me he wasn't used to being questioned nor did he like it.  "Because I don't want you to get any fucking ideas about driving off," he answered.  "You can either come willingly..."

He didn't even have to finish the sentence.  His tone scared me so I quickly agreed to go to the police car with him.

When we got there, he told me to get in the backseat.  Figuring I had nothing to lose, I spoke instead.  "Look, Officer Harmon, I really can't get another speeding ticket.  I'm sure when you called in my registration, you found that this would be my third moving violation in six months."

"Yep," he agreed.

"So that means my insurance company will cancel my policy and I'll be screwed."

"Would be a shame for a nice guy like you to get screwed," he said with an evil glint.

"A new policy would cost me like three times as much, not to mention this ticket will be hundreds of dollars."

"You talk a lot," he observed.

"When I'm nervous," I said.  A new tactic sprang to mind from my sales training:  Try to get the mark, I mean potential client, to feel sympathy for you.

So I said, "Can you help me out here, Officer Harmon?  Is there some way you could avoid giving me a ticket?  I respect that you have a  job to do, but-"

He cut me off.  "There's a type of job you can do for me," he said while unmistakably grabbing the large tent that had materialized in his uniform pants.

I smiled weakly.  "Oh, that's very flattering.  But I live with my girlfriend.  I'm straight," I said  and gulped while staring at his giant bulge which seemed to be inching closer to me.

"I
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