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Summary



Since he was a child, the young man was told: sex is bad. So when he turns 18 and joins a Navy ship full of aggressive, frustrated, hunks, he has no idea what he's signed up for.



Unlike him, the men are boisterous and free. Unrestricted. And always ready with their toned, military bodies. With such a difference in upbringing, he wonders how he'll ever fit in.



But one night, an encounter puts him face to face with an experience he will never never forget. It's his first time. Where he learns that nobody can satisfy him like another sailor can.











Sea Stories - One


Next, next, next. I swiped the screen on my phone single-handedly. My other hand remained fisted under my tented bedsheets, stroking my monster, ten-inch fuck stick.

Next, next, next. I shook my head and sighed. None of them would do. Beefy torso after hairy torso stared back at me like a caricature of the bears on the gay scene—not that I knew much about that. Some had shaved chests, some had furry arms and some had tattoos. But they all had huge shoulders, bursting, thick pecs and keg-sized abs—just like me.

My finger came over the phone’s power button. I put my phone down. Bears. Muscle jocks. I knew I’d have an abundance of them after settling near a naval base. So why did I seem so surprised that that was all that showed up?

I first came to Port Armadale years ago. Back when I first joined the Navy. I had no idea what I wanted in my career then, nor in my life. Coming from the strict childhood that fucked me up in more ways than one, yeah that was me… I was virgin then too. Big deal.

But I had my eye on the Navy. I was glad when my parents didn’t object to the idea. I would be serving the country, after all. My unemployed father sat on that couch and said it was a duty I needed to fulfill, and I agreed. My mother called out from the kitchen to bring out the holy book and pray. I followed her instruction, but only did one without rolling my eyes. I didn’t care what I needed to do. Pretend, act, lie my way out. It was all fair game. In my head, the navy was the perfect get-out-of-jail card. Or more like the best way to get my parents out of my face. So I made it out of my parents’ prison.

That day, five years ago, I left my country home and made the trip to the coast. After several fitness and written tests, I joined the navy, having a skinny, 5’9” frame and only a minor knowledge of engines. Turn the key, and it turns on, that’s all I knew—sometimes longer than two minutes, if you were lucky. But I learned fast, and was grateful.

But too many sea missions meant I had a mandatory on-shore period. Boring. Yet on one hand, when I was first stationed on shore, I was glad to have so much more to my name. I had savings in the bank, an engineering qualification, shoulders, biceps and thighs like tree trunks and a chest that burst through my shirt. Yet on the other hand, I knew I’d miss the hyper-masculine sailors, who’d done more to bring me up during my tour than my pathetic father had done in my entire 18 years under his ‘care.’ But there is always my next tour. What I missed most though, were the various voices of the new recruits, begging me to fuck them, night after night.

“Please, harder.”

“Oh god, don’t stop.”

“Hey. Meet me in the hold in five.”

“That feels so fucking good.”

“Come inside me, please.”

I smirked. Yeah. To say I missed living on a ship with unlimited ass was an understatement.

Though at first, I wasn’t always the most prized top on the destroyers. Far from it. I was the shy guy, as most kids who grew up in oppressive households were. I was blown away by the unfiltered way the guys spoke and interacted, like the jocks in high school, except multiplied 10 times. On the first day of our ship’s induction, I felt like a grateful, wide-eyed adopted child. Under my senior officers’ commands, orders and discipline didn’t come only with hard punishment. There was reward, too, and freedom to be had. Spare time, travel opportunities and a wealth of experience. I’d abandoned the life I’d had back on shore. In fact, I wouldn’t even call that life, but I’d started a new life on the sea, and I knew I’d never go back.

In the first weeks of training, I’d bonded with my recruits’ cohort and learned a lot about life itself. I’d always wondered how ‘sinners’ could be so disinterested in the post-death life. But those boys showed me quick. They were enjoying life in the moment, and it was fun. For the first time, I’d actually enjoyed being me.

I learned that I liked ‘things guys did’—like playing football and going out for drinks. I even got a tattoo at a parlor in Thailand, where the boys and I finished our first tour. And through all our time together, just like that, I’d become central to the boys club. All the able seamen quickly saw me as not just a fellow sailor but as a future leader. I didn’t get it at the time, though, why I fit in so well. But now I know it was because of my natural features and stern quiet. A towering 6’ frame and an athletically proportioned upper and lower body. Combined with my quiet exterior, I was the man of mystery and the feature of many a junior sailor’s storage room wall’s cum stains.

I laugh now. How simply the human mind works! But I couldn’t complain, really. Those junior sailors were eventually emboldened. And once word spread, they couldn’t stop coming back to give their asses to me over and over.

My favorite thing was that they’d even pretend they didn’t want it. Every fucking guy had something to prove to me. They all tried to show me how many weights they could lift, how many tires they could flip, or that they could drink me under the table. There wasn’t a seaman out there who didn’t defer to my huge shoulders or my piercing, sky-blue eyes. But there was something about the newest recruits. Their tight, slim bodies and those innocent, bright eyes that would still believe that the storage room stains were just a deteriorating paint job. And the look of doubt in their shimmering eyes when my ten-inch stick pushed against their holes always made me fuck their sweet insides harder.

But I shouldn’t jump ahead.

That’s what happens when kids are shut off from the world. They stew in their fantasies. And it all comes out in an unholy fest.

My parents drilled it into my head that sex was bad. Immoral. A sin. I never dated, even though the girls would throw themselves at me. Much to the chagrin of the Beta guys around me.

“Why do they want Gareth, anyway? He’s so boring.”

“Yeah, there’s nothing in his head. He just sits around doing nothing.”

At the time, that kind of talk made me retreat even further into my religious shell. Those guys worked hard on their game and did their best with their looks, and it never paid off when I was around. In hindsight it only made sense. It wasn’t fair. But that’s life.

Even still, I would go home every night itching to ask my parents if I could at least try holding hands or standing that inch closer to one of the girls. But I never had the guts to ask. Instead, I stayed in






















































































































