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Story One: The Master is
Back

The 18 year old Neo Soviet soldier was bored. He thought what
to do to get over it. A trip over the border into one of the Baltic
States was the answer. It was a short trip over the border but you
had to know the routes. The question was which country to visit?
Latvia, Estonia or Lithuania. All three! He was a one man invasion
force, erotic style. The war wasn’t here yet but thebig Neo Soviet
war machine was ready to hit NATO. His name was Boris. He wore
civvy clothes over his uniform and was unarmed except for his tool.
Just like in Casualties of War. This is a
weapon... 

 


 


 


Scene1 Estonia
The soldier did a recon for the main force. Even
in the 21st Century with all the radar, infra-red, satellite comms and
other high tech gizmos, the best form of intel was HUMINT. Human
Intelligence. This was what Boris would do. He would frequent the
bars, shops and local population. Have sex with some women and
listen. Above all listen. The ears were the best form of espionage
gathering there was. And Boris was both good and horny. His mission
would be a success. He was a soldier of Neo Soviet Russia first and
foremost but he was a grand gigolo lover a close second. It was
those skills he would use on this mission.

 


 


Sex could be done anywhere, like in a
phone box with a peasant hooker. Boris took her back to front.They
were in an old Soviet era telephone box. The soldier with the girl.
She wore a simple plain peasant dress and cream blouse while her
male counterpart was half naked. He'd discarded his uniform in a
forest and would get it later.

 


Then she sucked him off. She
was knelt down and doing a half decent job. Her tongue ran up the
shaft to the tip, nibbled it and then went back to his balls.His
eyes were closed and he concentrated. Erotic images filled half his
mind; the other half was full of military details she'd told him
earlier. It was a lot. The reason Boris was here, by a medium size
town in Ida-Virumaa, with a
base in the mountains. This would be the main
defense of the area. It needed neutralizing by air power before the
war started.

 


She was getting better at her job.
She'd been reluctant at first but that was then. Now she worked his
tool and it showed. Her hand moved on the shaft. He needed no
extension, was big enough. He felt her teeth bite his end. Not hard
but enough to make him open his eyes and be ready to stun her if
the pressure increased. Boris would kill her without mercy if he
had to.

 


Time stopped. The peasant
lady's head bobbed up and down. He held onto her moving head and
thrust away with his hips. Boris started to cum.
Damn, she is very good and this feels awesome.
Perks of the mission.

 


"Go on baby, finish me off," Boris
groaned. He eyes were open and he selfishly grinned.

 


The girl shrieked when he came. Boris
bellowed. His spunk jetted out into her mouth and over her face. It
dripped down her nose and blinded her in one eye. She shook her
head.

 


Then the soldier stood her up and
kissed her. With force he ripped open her blouse and fondled her
breasts. She squirmed and resisted. He swore at her in guttural
Russian. Language at her level. She understood and
stopped.

 


When Boris turned her round she was
meek. Would her fire come back? He felt her special place; even
through her thick cotton underwear she was wet. He carefully
removed these. Underwear was hard to come by in rural
Estonia.

 


"Oh my dear peasant girl, you're just
perfect. So simple as nature meant it to be." He rubbed her and she
almost collapsed. He supported her. She was totally subservient to
him. He was Mother Russia and she was the Baltic States. How it
should be, none of this NATO membership bullshit. Soon the old
order would be restored.

 


He got ready and entered her, still
supporting her with one hand. Then he fucked her. Gently at first,
a warm spring breeze over the steppes. The hot summer would soon be
here.

 


The Baltic girl moaned and sighed with
pleasure. She was already close to climax! Her master was skilled
and in charge. She held the call box wall to remain upright in the
small space. Tight like her pussy. Tight like a small nation under
the boot of a gigantic neighbour.

 


"There we go. You're so good, feel just
right my dear," Boris whispered.

 


"Yes my love," the peasant
replied.

 


"Good to hear," the boss said. He got
on with his job. A sound of slapping filled the box. The windows
became foggy.

 


The country girl came. She screamed his
name and cried. He felt her milky white thighs and tickled her
clit. Orgasm after orgasm took her. Her screams were of pain but
joy.

 


Boris gave her an unrelenting pounding.
She took it like a tank attack hitting well built fortifications.
It was awesome and fun. His big tool went in and out like artillery
shells in their tubes. Onwards for liberation!
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