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The brutal South Carolina sun had turned the grinder into a furnace, but it wasn’t the heat making Private Alex Thompson’s chest seize with panic. It was the way Drill Sergeant Harlan Reyes stared at him—like a wolf that had finally grown bored of the chase and decided it was time to feed.

“Thompson!” Reyes’ voice cracked across the formation like a rifle shot. “Front and center, maggot! Move!”

Alex’s stomach dropped. Nineteen years old, and he still felt like a scared kid caught in the hallway by the meanest teacher in school. He was the quiet one in the platoon. Head down, mouth shut, boots polished until they could blind someone.

He never fucked up.

At least, he didn’t think he had.

But the way Reyes was staring at him now said otherwise.

He double-timed it out of the third rank, boots pounding the scorched asphalt, sweat already carving tracks down his back beneath his uniform.

Every eye in the platoon followed him. He could feel their collective tension, the silent better you than me hanging in the thick, humid air.

He slammed to a halt directly in front of Reyes, boots locked, spine straight, chin up, eyes locked forward. The Drill Sergeant stood inches away, close enough that Alex could smell the sharp scent of his aftershave and the faint trace of chewing tobacco on his breath.

Reyes didn’t speak right away. He just let the silence stretch, his dark eyes crawling over Alex like he was inspecting a piece of meat.

Whatever was coming, Alex knew one thing for certain.

It wasn’t going to be good.

Reyes leaned in until his chest nearly brushed Alex’s, towering over the young recruit. His dark eyes bored into him—cold, unreadable, and hungry. When he spoke, his voice was a low, gravelly growl meant for Alex’s ears alone.

“You and I are gonna have a little talk about discipline tonight, boy.” His breath was hot and wet against Alex’s cheek. “After lights out, you will report to the equipment shed behind the armory. 2100 sharp. Come alone. You don’t speak a word of this to anyone. Not one fucking soul. If you’re even one minute late... I will make the rest of your time in basic a living hell. Do you understand me, recruit?”

Alex’s throat felt like sandpaper. “Yes, Drill Sergeant!”

His pulse roared in his ears. He’d heard the whispers about that shed—ugly stories traded in the barracks after lights out. Recruits who went in for “extra training” and came out bruised, hollow-eyed, and strangely silent for days afterward.

No one ever gave details.

No one ever dared.

A cold knot of dread twisted deep in his gut.

Reyes straightened to his full height and took one deliberate step back, his face snapping back into that familiar mask of cold authority. Then, loud enough for the entire platoon to hear, he barked, “Get back in formation, maggot. And pray I’m in a forgiving mood tonight.” The words carried the unmistakable promise of pain to come.

The rest of the day blurred into a punishing haze of drills, runs, and weapons training. Alex moved on autopilot, his body obeying while his mind remained trapped in that equipment shed. Every time he blinked, he saw the dim light, the shadows, and Reyes’ wolfish stare. Even the scorching Carolina heat couldn’t burn away the icy fear crawling under his skin.

By the time chow was over and the platoon walked back to the squad bay for evening routine, Alex felt like a ghost haunting his own body. He brushed his teeth mechanically. Folded his uniform with robotic precision. All while worst-case scenarios played on loop in his head—bruised ribs, broken pride, or worse.

Lights out came too fast.

By 2045, the squad bay was heavy with the deep breathing and occasional snores of exhausted recruits. Alex lay rigid in his rack for a final few seconds, then slipped out as quietly as he could. His heart pounded so violently, he was convinced the sound alone would wake half the platoon. He dressed in the dark—uniform blouse, trousers, boots—every rustle of fabric feeling deafening.

The night air outside was thick and warm, wrapping around him like a second skin. He moved quickly but carefully, hugging the shadows between buildings, head low. Crickets chirped relentlessly in the grass. In the distance, the low crash of waves rolled in from the coast, punctuated by faint shouts from night training somewhere across the depot.

The equipment shed loomed ahead—a squat, weathered cinderblock building tucked behind the armory. A single dirty security light buzzed overhead, casting long, sickly shadows. Alex stopped a few feet from the heavy metal door, palms slick with sweat. His stomach twisted violently. For one desperate second, he thought about running.

Then he raised his fist and knocked twice.

The door opened almost instantly.

Drill Sergeant Harlan Reyes filled the doorway, his massive frame backlit from a light within. He'd stripped off his blouse and cover, standing in his olive drab undershirt. The thin fabric clung to the hard slabs of his chest and shoulders, revealing thick, veined arms corded with muscle. His expression was stone-cold, unreadable.

“Get inside, recruit,” he ordered, voice low and rough.

Alex hesitated half a heartbeat, then stepped past him. As soon as he was inside, the heavy door slammed shut behind him with a deafening clang. The sharp click of the deadbolt sliding into place echoed through the small space like a lock on his fate.

Alex’s breath caught, his heart racing wildly.

There was no turning back now.

The shed reeked of gun oil, canvas, and aged wood. Stacks of footlockers created narrow, claustrophobic corridors, while a single bare bulb swung overhead, casting harsh shadows across the concrete. Alex stood at rigid attention, eyes locked forward, his lean frame tight with fear. His pulse hammered in his throat.

Reyes began to circle him slowly, heavy boots thudding against the floor. He stopped directly in front of the recruit, so close Alex could feel the heat radiating off his body.

“You’ve been wondering all evening what this is about, haven’t you, Thompson?” Reyes’ voice dropped into a low, dangerous rumble. “Let me make this crystal fucking clear. In here, you don’t hesitate. You don’t talk back. You don’t even breathe without my permission. You disobey me once, and I will destroy you. I own your ass for the rest of basic training, and I can make every single day a living hell. You understand?”

Alex swallowed hard. "Yes, Drill Sergeant!"

“Now strip off that blouse and get on your knees.”

There was no real choice. The thought of quitting—of crawling home defeated while his so-called friends laughed and said I told you so—was far more terrifying than whatever Reyes had planned. Alex would rather break here than prove them right.

His hands trembled as he unbuttoned his blouse, fingers clumsy with adrenaline. He folded it neatly and dropped to his knees on the cold, rough concrete.

He kept his gaze down at first, then slowly lifted his eyes, waiting.

Reyes stared down at him with dark satisfaction. “Back straight. Hands behind your head. Elbows wide. Chin up. This is the position you will assume every time you enter this shed. Do it. Now.”

"Yes, Drill Sergeant!" Alex obeyed without hesitation, locking his fingers behind his head and flaring his elbows until his shoulders tensed. The pose arched his lean, shirtless torso and left him humiliatingly exposed under the stark overhead light.

Reyes took one deliberate step forward, his heavy boots stopping just inches from Alex’s knees. He loomed over the kneeling recruit, eyes dark with raw hunger.

“Look at you,” he muttered, voice low and rough. “So quiet. So fucking obedient. On your knees, elbows out like a perfect little bitch.”

A large, calloused hand reached down and seized Alex’s chin, tilting his head up with firm, unyielding pressure. Reyes’ thumb dragged roughly across Alex’s lower lip, tugging on it slightly. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to get you alone like this, Thompson.”

Alex’s breath hitched sharply. A rush of unwanted heat flooded through his body, pooling between his thighs as he fought to hold the strict position.

“Tonight,” Reyes growled, “I’m going to teach you what real discipline feels like, boy.”

While his left hand kept Alex’s chin locked in place, his right hand moved to the front of his trousers. He palmed the thick, growing bulge there slowly, deliberately, letting Alex see exactly what was coming. “You will hold this position until I say otherwise. Eyes on me at all times. When I give you an order, you answer loud and clear. Understand?”

“Yes, Drill Sergeant!” Alex barked, his voice strained but obedient. His arms trembled from the effort of keeping his elbows flared wide, his exposed torso tight with tension. He kept his gaze locked upward, unable to look away from the older Marine’s intense stare.

Reyes smirked, clearly pleased. “Good boy.”

The sound of leather sliding through belt loops cut through the heavy silence. Reyes unbuckled slowly, then pulled down his zipper. He reached in and freed his thick, heavy cock, already half-hard and growing thicker under Alex’s wide-eyed stare. It hung heavy and intimidating just inches from the young recruit’s face.

“Eyes stay up,” Reyes ordered, voice dropping even lower. “Mouth open.”

"Yes, Drill Sergeant!" Alex’s breath hitched sharply. His face burned with shame as he parted his lips, staring up at Reyes with wide, nervous eyes. He had never done anything like this. Never touched another man. Never even kissed anyone. But the crushing weight of fear and a confusing, shameful need to obey kept him locked in position.

Reyes gripped the thick base of his cock and tapped the heavy head against Alex’s tongue a few times, smirking down at him.

“That’s it. Just like that, maggot. You’re going to take every inch I give you tonight.”

He pushed forward slowly, feeding the fat head past Alex’s soft lips and into the wet heat of his mouth. “Keep those hands behind your head. Don’t you fucking move them.”

Alex’s eyes widened as the thick shaft stretched his virgin mouth open. The heavy
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