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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.
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Gay Sex Confessions #1
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A really great guy moved into my neighborhood the summer before my freshman year of college.

He was married, in his late 30’s, about 190 pounds, a hunky 6’1" with light brown hair and a well sculpted body.

I couldn’t believe I even thought all those things that first day I met him as he and his wife moved their stuff into their new home.

As I was watching from across the street, he glanced over and gave a half-wave which I returned.  Then he took off his sweaty tee-shirt and revealed this hairy chest glistening with the sweat from all his work.

Just then, his wife came out of the house, touched his chest lightly and handed him what I assumed was a glass of lemonade; I was too far away to see exactly what it was.  Then she kissed him on the lips, real hard, like she was marking her territory or something.

Seeing that jolted me back to reality.  What the hell was I thinking?

For a moment, I imagined myself as her, feeling that sweaty, wet chest, and having him put his hand around the back of my head as our lips locked in a passionate kiss.

I told myself to get a reality check.  I wasn’t gay or anything.  I had never looked at another guy and gotten all bothered like that.

Hell, I even had a girlfriend, even if she was awful stingy about sucking me off when I needed it – which at my age was all the time.

There was this one time after gym class though, when I got this incredible boner.  Some guy came out of the shower and walked up to me.  I was putting on my shoes so I was sitting on the bench bent over.

I looked up when I heard his voice.  There it was, dangling in front of me, right at eye level.

His seven inch piece of dark meat wavered ever so slightly as the guy shifted his weight back and forth on each leg.

He just stood there asking me some dumb question about a History test while that thick dick of his was swinging invitingly two inches from my mouth.

I was so glad that I already had my jeans on and that I was sitting down because both of those factors hid my growing erection. 

I had this urge to reach out and stuff his shaft into my mouth while he went on and on about who said "Give me liberty or give me death."  For the first time in my life, I was like, "Give me cock or give me pussy."

I totally stopped myself and got control of my bulging penis by forcing myself to look up at his face.

It had been awhile since that incident and I had never entertained sexual thoughts about a man again until I saw that new neighbor.  I pretended to be doing yard work while I kept glancing over to watch his muscles flex as he moved those heavy boxes.

As it got dark and the sun went down, I wished he would go down on me.  Instead of indulging in that fantasy, I decided to go in the house and put it, I mean him, out of my mind.

That night, I had a date with my girlfriend.  For some reason, she was in a real horny mood.

As soon as her parents left, she pushed me on the couch and was practically pawing at me, kind of like I usually do to her.

She reached down and started rubbing the outside of my tight jeans.  I just wasn’t into it for some reason.

"Come on, Roy," she said.  "What other girl in town has 6 feet of rock hard solid muscle in front of her like this?"  She unbuttoned my shirt and traced my nipples with her red fingernails.  "I love that smooth chest," she purred as her tongue went down to my hairless abs.

Like I said, I just wasn’t into it for some reason.  Without encouragement, she opened my zipper and pulled out my flaccid prick.

She acted all disappointed and put on this real slutty voice.  "What’s a girl supposed to do with eight inches of soft meat?  I guess I’ll have to just get it all excited," she said answering her own question.

When I felt her tongue start to tease my cockhead, I started to get aroused.  I laid back and relaxed a bit.

"Yeah that’s it," she coaxed, "get that head real stiff for me."  Her huge lips suddenly enclosed my rising dick.

I could feel my heart racing faster.  I was all hot when I realized that I wasn’t thinking about this slut in front of me, I was thinking about my new neighbor and his heaving hairy chest!

I pictured him moving those boxes again and grabbed the back of her head.  Now she was all thrilled because she thought she had finally turned me on.

Instead, I pretended she was my neighbor.  I started swaying my hips and ramming the back of her throat.  In my thoughts, she was a guy and was giving me my first man to man blowjob.

That sent my mind into a spin.  I felt like I was buzzed or something and suddenly doused her throat with a several squirts of cum.  I don’t think it ever happened so fast before.

That night, I lay in my bed thinking about what happened.  As I went over it in my mind, I got hard again when I got to the part where a guy was sucking me off.

I reached down to my boxer shorts and felt my penis forming a tent inside them because of the way it was sticking straight up.

I had to go look out the window.

There was a light on in an upstairs room in the new neighbor’s house.

I just imagined his wife on her knees sucking down his juices and pleasuring him all night long.

"Lucky bitch," I muttered to myself and went back to my bed to think about him some more.  I naturally started whacking myself off even though it had only been a couple hours since I came in my girlfriend’s throat.

I imagined having the new neighbor in my bedroom with me right then and there.  I would start by kneading his basket while he felt me up.  Then we would lay down side by side and start removing each other’s clothes.

When I felt that hairy chest rubbing all over my smooth one, I would want him to take matters into his own hands and take over.  He would roll me on my back and jerk his dick and make it squirt all over my smooth chest.

Then he would want to rub his cum into my nipples and get them all hard and excited.

I started spitting on my hand and working it all over my rod while I thought of him.  Just like earlier, it got to be too much for me and I couldn’t control my own organ.

It just started spewing sticky white goop all over me.  I could even smell my own man juices.

I wanted Jason and I knew that someday soon I would have him.

The next day, he was all alone moving some more boxes in from his van.  He was wearing faded cut-off jean shorts that revealed what muscular hairy legs he had as well.  A thought flashed through my mind, I wondered if his ass was hairy too.

I tried to focus on finding a way to start a conversation with him.  I casually walked over, acting all cool and waited for him to come back out of the house.

I leaned against his van trying to look relaxed.  I had my hands in my pockets.  I could almost feel my prick getting hard in my jeans just at the thought of being so close to him.

He emerged from the house and was startled to see me.  "Hi," he said, holding out his hand for me to shake.  He had huge, real masculine hands and knuckles.

His grip was so firm and powerful, I hated to let go.  I think I might have held on for a second too long because he stared at me for a moment before releasing my hand.  "My name’s Jason," he declared.

"Yeah, I’m Roy," I said in what came out as a wimpy voice, not at all like the deep response I had planned.

He then looked me up and down.  "Roy, is it?" he asked like he was sizing me up for something.  Jason stood there silently for a few seconds.

I couldn’t help but notice the sun bouncing off his white shirt which clung tightly to his muscled chest and revealed the thick dark hair beneath it.

"You want some exercise, Roy?  I got a whole bunch of boxes back there in the rental van that need to be manhandled."

"Manhandled?" I asked.

"Yeah, you know.  They’re too heavy for my wife so I need a man to help me with them.  You are man enough to help me, aren’t you?"

There was something in his tone of voice that made me want to respond by screaming that I was man enough to handle anything he had for me.  Instead, I just smiled weakly, unable to act as cool as I wished I could.

"You must be about 6 feet tall," Jason correctly surmised.  "From the looks of those arms, you do quite a bit of working out."

I probably blushed because I knew he had noticed my body.  I never had any problem being suave around girls, but I felt so nervous around Jason that I just shook my head and agreed with him.  Trying to regain my composure, I said, "So where is your wife anyway?"

"That bitch?" he said with a laugh.  "She went back to work where she belongs.  I’m a teacher so I have all summer off.  I get to do all this work by myself, unless, of course you take me up on my offer."

"I’ll help you,"  I said eagerly.

"I bet you will," Jason said.

We grabbed a piece of furniture from the van and went to work.

I loved being that close to his body.  Watching Jason’s biceps flex as we lifted heavy pieces of furniture and boxes was a real turn on.

Each time he bent down to position himself for another lift or to rest a heavy box on his knees, I could feel my own knees go a little weak just imagining what it would be like to have his strong legs wrapped around me.

After a couple hours, I had to admit that I was getting a little tired.  The early afternoon sun was beating down on us.  We were both covered with sweat.

"Oh, man, I’ve got to get out of this shirt," he said as he took it off and threw it at me playfully.

I wasn’t expecting it so I got hit right in the face.  The smell of his manly sweat was exhilarating.  I felt my crotch getting a little tight.

I took my shirt off and threw it back at him.  He was prepared though and caught it.  Then he wiped his underarms with it!  "Here's a bonus for you, Roy.  Thought you might like a souvenir of the day," he joked.

"Jerk!" I said and punched his arm.

That started us play wrestling on the lawn.  It was so much fun to be so athletic with a man like that.

I felt his groin rub against me a couple times, but I think we were both too involved in the competition to pop boners.  That is, until, I ended up with him on his back and my legs pinning his furry chest to the ground.

We breathed heavily, trying to suck in some oxygen.  I kind of laughed as I reached down and felt up his prick real quickly.  It was just one of those gestures that  men do to show other men that they have beaten them at something.

"Faggot," he said with a wink.  "Let me up."

I got up and offered him my hand to pull him up too.

"Let’s say we get a couple cold ones and take a break in the house," he offered.

"OK, but you sure you want a fag in your house?" I teased.

"Come on," Jason encouraged with an arm lightly around my shoulder.

I sat in the living room which I only know was the living room because they had already set up the TV and DVD player.  Other than that, there was no furniture.  There were just a lot of boxes, some opened, some not, but all of them still full.

Jason appeared in the doorway with a few cans of beer tucked under each arm.  "There’s plenty more where this came from," he announced, draining half a can at once.  "You want to watch some TV?" he asked.  "I already got the cable hooked up yesterday."

I agreed so he turned it on and found the remote in a little box next to the TV.  "Sorry there’s no furniture.  I guess you’ll have to use me as your cushion."

I was feeling much more confident with him now.  "Yeah, you friggin wish I would, don’t you?"

He just laughed at me.  "Screw cable, let’s watch a movie," he said.  Apparently, it was already in the DVD player because he hit play on the remote and the TV sprang to life with some weird music.

Then an image came on the screen of a woman undressing in front of a naked man.  The man kept squeezing her breasts to make her giggle and groan.

"OK, well, not quite what I expected," I said.

"What’s the matter?  Don’t you like porn?" he asked sounding a bit disappointed.

"Yeah, it’s OK, but I usually like to-"  I let the sentence hang unfinished.

"You know what I like to do when I watch porn?" Jason asked.  "I like to get my huge prick sucked."  He stood up in front of me and whipped out this nine inch piece of meat and waved it in front of my face.

I could smell the sweat of the morning’s work all over his male crotch.  It was just like that day in gym class with the guy wagging his cock at my eye level.

Jason’s prick looked even better than in my imagination the day before.  This was no day dream.

This 6’1" stud was offering me this gorgeous cockhead to lick, swallow and enjoy.  It filled with blood and hormones and started to stand at attention.

"Go ahead, Roy.  I know you want it.  Suck my cock, boy."

I grabbed his legs to anchor myself and gratefully accepted his rod into my mouth.

He pushed it in really slowly, I could feel each inch of his skin slide through my eager lips.  I let my hands run up the back of his legs and began to knead his ass while he rocked back and forth in place making me swallow and then disgorge his tasty prick over and over.  I got some of his precum on the tip of my tongue and mentioned that it tasted salty.

"I’ll give you something to taste," he promised.  He opened up another can of beer and poured most of it into the hair of his stomach.  It soaked in and ran down all over his cock.

He drank what was left in the can and then opened another.  This time, he aimed it differently and doused his 9 inch man-stick in beer.  Then he finished off that can and shoved his manhood back into my mouth.

I never tasted beer so good in all my life.  I wanted to suck every drop off his prick.

"Lick me clean," he commanded.

I did as I was told, getting high from the combination of the feeling of having incredible sex with a man, his sweat, the beer, and the precum that kept escaping from the tip of his irresistible penis.

"I’m getting close," he moaned.  "I don’t want to cum yet so it's my turn to pleasure you.  I love young, smooth, muscle boys like you.  The innocence gives me a hard-on," he whispered in my ear as he turned me over on my back and laid me on the floor.

He reached down and started groping my chest.  He was a little rough with my nips, but thanks to all the beer, I didn’t care.  He was humping my leg while he played with my chest.

I closed my eyes and just reached up and massaged those hairy armpits, the same ones that he had wiped my shirt in, marking his territory forever.

Then Jason grabbed my ballsac in his hands and started tweaking my balls gently.  As he went on, he got rougher and rougher.

One time he pulled so hard, I almost screamed out.  He must have known it was going to happen because he reached over and put his legs near my mouth.

I sunk my teeth into his flesh rather than scream.  That must have really got him going, because that’s when he started to turn his mouth in to a vacuum cleaner on my hard-on.  I even tried to pull away from him, but his firm jaw grip was impossible to break.

His tongue flew wildly around my staff while the whole thing just got sucked deeper and deeper into his body.  I thought his cheeks would collapse if he used any more pressure.  It was the most incredible feeling in the world.

I knew then and there that it takes a real man to be able to pleasure another man.  Every whore in the world combined could never come close to the way a man can manipulate another man’s body into spasms of pleasure.

I felt a twitching in my back and I knew that my chute was more than ready to empty.

Jason wasn’t finished with me yet.  He turned me over on my stomach and got on top of me.

I was completely under him and completely enclosed by his body.  In that moment, I knew I would be his for as long as he wanted me and I would do anything to make that man cum.

He reached around to my mouth and made me lick his hand.  He then put that hand under me and started sliding it up and down my shaft.  Mixed with the macho juice I had leaking, it was an endless supply to keep my dick lubricated.

He told me to spit into his other hand which I did.  Jason then kept his hand on my penis, but moved enough so he could lick me from the back of my neck right down to the base of my manhole.

All he had to do was touch the outside of my hole, and I couldn’t take any more.  A wave of euphoria passed through my body.  With it, jism erupted in a burst of screaming orgasm.

Jason moaned approvingly as he collected the sticky substance in his hand that had been massaging my member for so long.  He used my semen to lubricate his own dick.  I could hear his hand slide up and down his erection.

I thought he was going to spew it all over my back.  Instead, without warning, I felt his 9 inches burst through my virginal anus.  This time, he was not gentle in any way.

He rammed every inch right through my body.  I felt this intense pain, like my organs were being ripped out.

He pumped up and down a few times and then covered my insides with his warm, penetrating stud juices.  That, along with the pressure of having this 6’1", 190 pound man half inside me, caused my own prick to shoot again.  This time I soaked his carpet with my wetness.

I then felt his arms close around me firmly, but tenderly.  His wet, hairy chest tickled my back.  He held me close to him and I felt his heart beating against my skin.

He kissed the back of my neck lightly.  I turned my head so my lips could meet his.

Our tongues touched and I felt a surge of sexual energy go through my body.  We kissed for what seemed like hours.

Every day, for the rest of that summer vacation, I was definitely the teacher’s pet.  Jason gave me a crash course in man to man sexual relations and I was a willing student!
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​Swimsuits Optional (Blowing My Best Friend's Brother)
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It was the summer before senior year in high school.  I had just turned eighteen and was ready to take on the world in every way except sexually.  I knew I was gay, but I was totally in denial, completely in the closet and devoid of any sexual contact with men.

I knew I was really cute.  Girls called me all the time.  They loved to tease me about my classic "Italian Stallion" looks - the dark hair, brown eyes, and hairy chest all on a 6’1" frame complete with the perfect name to match those features – Joey.

Ever since I started working out three times a week when I was a sophomore, at least one girl a month asked to feel my biceps.  I had to admit that I liked all the attention; I only wished it came from jocks instead of cheerleaders.

There was one jock in particular that I liked, my best friend, Steve.  He came to my house every day that summer.  I had to devise a hundred ways to hide all the boners that I popped just by being near him and smelling his sweat mixed with his masculine cologne or watching his muscles bulge in the sun as we played tennis.

Even his wavy blond hair made my hormones react.  The hardest (no pun intended) time for me to hide my erections from him was when we wrestled.  Steve was on the wrestling team at school so he constantly put me in half-nelsons or pinned me to the lawn.

Even though he was straight, I think it gave him some kind of rush to have a guy in a position of submission.  A few times, I swore I saw a couple spots of leakage on his shorts right at the end of the outline of his seven inch prick.  Maybe it was just sweat.

He would have been so freaked out if he knew how badly I wanted to taste it to find out.  I had the scene and the procedure all worked out in my head...

I would wait for a really hot afternoon.  I would leave the air conditioner off.  When Steve got there and commented on how hot it was in the house, I would explain that the AC was broken and suggest that we go in the pool right away.

We would both change into our swim trunks.  Of course, that would be all we were wearing so I would get to admire Steve’s perfectly jock-toned body.

Steve was that rare wrestler whose bulk was all muscle.  There were no extra pounds on his body that were not added from some type of physical activity at the gym.

I’d let Steve walk in front of me as we headed for the door to go outside.  After stealing a quick glance at his tight butt, which perfectly filled out his sexy swimsuit, I’d snap my beach towel right into his ass cheeks.

Being the macho stud
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