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Bunkmates After Dark
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I should have known that night would change everything between us. It started innocently enough, just two soldiers sharing a drink to unwind after a long day of drills and exercises. But as the warm liquor loosened our tongues and inhibitions, the conversation took a turn that ignited a fire within us both.

I, Aaron, had always been the quieter one, keeping to myself and rarely sharing my thoughts with anyone. My tall, athletic frame and piercing gaze often kept people at a distance, but Jack had a way of breaking through my walls. He was a seasoned veteran, five years my senior, with a muscular build that commanded respect. His deep-set eyes held a wisdom and intensity that drew me in from the moment we met.

Our bunks were positioned in the far corner of the barracks, providing a modicum of privacy from the other soldiers. That night, as we lay on our cots, the room buzzed with the soft snores and rustling of our comrades settling into sleep. The dim light of the moon cast a silvery glow through the window, creating an intimate atmosphere.

"You know, Aaron," Jack began, his voice low and raspy from the whiskey, "I've always admired your strength and discipline. You're an exceptional soldier, and I'd wager you could take on any man here." His words made my heart race, and I felt a warmth spread through my body.

I turned my head towards him, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. "Thanks, Jack. That means a lot coming from you. You're the one everyone looks up to." I smiled, feeling a strange mix of pride and vulnerability.

He chuckled, the sound deep and rich, like the liquor we were drinking. "You're too kind, my friend. But I've been meaning to talk to you about something." He paused, his eyes searching mine, as if gauging my reaction. "I've noticed the way you look at me sometimes, and I can't help but wonder if you feel the same way I do."

My breath caught in my throat. I had tried so hard to hide my desires, but apparently, I hadn't been as successful as I'd thought. "What do you mean?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jack leaned closer, his muscular arm brushing against mine, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. "I mean, I've felt a connection between us, something beyond just being bunkmates. I can't shake the feeling that you want me too."

My heart was pounding now, and I struggled to find the right words. I had never confessed my true feelings to anyone, especially not to a man. But something about Jack made me want to take a leap of faith. "You're right, Jack. I do feel something for you. I've tried to ignore it, but it's been getting harder."

A smile spread across his face, and he reached out to touch my cheek, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw. "I'm glad you finally said it. I've wanted to kiss you for so long, but I didn't want to overstep."

I closed my eyes, savoring the sensation of his touch, and then opened them to look into his dark, intense gaze. "I want you to kiss me, Jack. I want to feel your lips on mine." My voice was hoarse with desire.

Without another word, he leaned in, his lips brushing mine gently at first, as if asking for permission. I responded eagerly, parting my lips, and his tongue slid into my mouth, warm and wet. The kiss was hungry, passionate, and everything I had fantasized about. His hand moved from my cheek to the back of my neck, pulling me closer, deepening the kiss.

As we kissed, I could feel his hard muscles pressing against me, and I became acutely aware of his desire. My hands roamed over his broad chest, exploring the contours of his body. I wanted to touch every inch of him, to memorize the feel of his skin.

Breaking the kiss, Jack whispered, "We need to be quiet. The others mustn't know." His breath was hot against my ear, sending shivers down my spine.

"I know," I whispered back, my voice thick with need. "But I want you, Jack. I want to feel you inside me."

He smiled, a devilish glint in his eyes. "Oh, you will, Aaron. You will." With that, he stood up, his powerful body moving gracefully in the moonlight. He reached for my hand, pulling me up from my bunk.

I stood, my legs slightly unsteady from the alcohol and the intensity of the moment. Jack guided me to the foot of the bunks, where a narrow space separated our cots. The other soldiers were all asleep, their quiet breathing filling the room.

Jack pressed me against the wall, his body trapping me, his lips finding mine again. I moaned softly into his mouth as his tongue danced with mine. His hands roamed over my chest, teasing my nipples through my shirt, making me squirm with pleasure.

With deft fingers, he unbuttoned my uniform, revealing my bare chest. His lips trailed down my neck, leaving a wet trail as he kissed and sucked on my sensitive skin. I arched my back, pushing my chest towards him, silently begging for more.

Jack's hands moved lower, unbuckling my belt and sliding my pants down my thighs. I stepped out of them, my erection tenting my boxers, clearly visible in the moonlight. He knelt before me, his hot breath caressing my hard length through the fabric.

"You're so fucking beautiful, Aaron," he whispered, his voice thick with desire. "I've dreamed of tasting you, of having you in my mouth." With that, he pulled my boxers down, releasing my throbbing cock.

I gasped as his warm, wet mouth enveloped the head, his tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. He took me deep, his throat constricting around my shaft, and I had to bite my lip to stifle a moan. His hands cupped my ass, pulling me closer, urging me to thrust into his mouth.

The pleasure was overwhelming, and I struggled to remain silent as he sucked and licked me with abandon. I threaded my fingers through his hair, holding his head in place as I fucked his face, my hips moving in a steady rhythm.

Pulling off my cock with a pop, Jack stood and kissed me fiercely, his tongue invading my mouth, tasting himself on me. "I want to fuck you, Aaron. I want to feel every inch of you."

I nodded, my breath coming in short gasps. "Yes, please, Jack. Take me. I'm yours."

He grinned, his eyes sparkling with lust. "Get on the bunk, on all fours. I want to see that gorgeous ass of yours."

I did as he asked, climbing onto my bunk and positioning myself on my hands and knees. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but the thought of Jack behind me, claiming me, made my cock leak pre-cum.

Jack climbed onto the bunk, his muscular body hovering over me. I felt his hot breath on my back, and then his lips trailed kisses down my spine, making me shiver. His hands gripped my hips, and I felt the tip of his thick cock press against my hole.

"You're so tight, Aaron," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "I'm going to stretch you open and make you mine."

I pushed back against him, eager for the invasion. "Please, Jack. I want to feel you. Fuck me hard."

He pushed forward, his thick head breaching my entrance, and I gasped as he stretched me, filling me inch by inch. His cock was like a steel rod, and I could feel every vein as he slid deeper.

"Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned, his voice strained. "I'm not going to last long, Aaron."

I wanted him to lose control, to take me with abandon. "It's okay, Jack. Just fuck me. Make me yours."

He began to move, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of my willing hole. The sensation was incredible, and I had to bite the pillow to muffle my cries of pleasure. Jack's hands gripped my hips tightly, leaving bruises that would remind me of this night.

As he pounded into me, his balls slapped against my ass, the sound of our flesh colliding filling the air. I could feel his muscles tense, and I knew he was close.

"I'm gonna cum, Aaron," he growled, his voice raw. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside me," I panted, my body on fire. "Fill me up, Jack. I want to feel you cum deep inside."

With a final, powerful thrust, Jack buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he shot his hot load into my waiting hole. I cried out into the pillow, my own orgasm ripping through me. My cock pulsed, spraying cum onto the sheets, mixing with Jack's seed inside me.

We collapsed onto the bunk, our sweaty bodies entwined, our hearts racing. I could feel his cock still twitching inside me, and I relished the sensation of being filled by him.

As our breathing slowed, the reality of what we had just done began to sink in. We had crossed a line, and there was no going back.

Jack rolled onto his back, pulling me with him, my head resting on his chest. "Fuck, Aaron, that was incredible. I've wanted you for so long, and now I can't imagine not having you."

I smiled, feeling a sense of peace and contentment. "I know, Jack. I've wanted this too. But what now? What does this mean for us?"

He ran his fingers through my hair, his touch gentle and loving. "I don't know, but I'm not ready to let you go. We'll figure it out, one step at a time. For now, let's just enjoy this moment and each other."

I snuggled closer to him, feeling safe and desired in his arms. "I'm not going anywhere, Jack. I want to explore this with you, no matter what it takes."

As we lay there, listening to the quiet breathing of our fellow soldiers, I knew that our lives had changed forever. The night had revealed a passion and connection neither of us could ignore. And as we drifted off to sleep, I wondered what the future held for us, two soldiers who had found love and desire in the most unexpected of places.
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In the Trenches
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I should have known better than to volunteer for night watch. As I huddled in the cold, damp trench, my eyes strained to adjust to the darkness, every nerve on edge, I cursed my decision. The only sounds were the distant rumble of artillery fire and the faint, eerie whistle of wind through the barbed wire above.
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