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INTRODUCTION: PROTECT AND SERVICE ME


So I’m driving at a breakneck speed to get home to watch the last thirty minutes of my favorite TV show, The Vampire Diaries, when I see to the right of me a cop car sitting idle on the soft shoulder of the highway. I slow down, but I’m too late. The cop behind the wheel pulls behind me and flashes those red, white and blues that strobe in my rear window. I figure he probably had me on his speedometer half a mile back because I sure as hell wasn’t paying any attention to how fast I was driving. I pull over into the parking lot of some old abandoned store outlet and kill the engine. This cop saddles right up behind, his lights practically blinding me. I think of the two-hundred-dollar ticket he’s about to issue, how I can’t afford that on my part-time job salary. I know what he’s going to ask for, but I don’t make a move. These trigger-happy cops in this town will riddle you with bullets and ask questions later.


I put both hands on the steering wheel like they tell them to do on my favorite reality TV show, Rookies. I hear him walking toward me, and then a fat white beam from his flashlight peers in on my neck. He tells me, “Good evening.” This cop sounds nice enough. I don’t make any sudden moves. He asks me if I know how fast I was going. I don’t have a clue, so I pull a number out of my ass: forty miles per hour. He corrects me by telling me that I was going sixty in a forty-five. I’m thinking how totally screwed I am. He asks for my driver’s license, registration and proof of insurance, in that order. I reach slowly inside my left pocket and pull out my wallet. I hand him my license. Had he stopped me a week before, I would have found myself being carried off to jail for driving with a suspended license. I had to pay through the nose to get everything reinstated, all over outstanding speeding and parking tickets.


As I hand him everything he asks for, I glance up at him. He’s a tall drink of water, a brawny, football-player-build type of black man with voluptuous lips and short hair faded to the side. He tells me to hang tight. I’m checking him out as he walks back to the patrol car. This man’s got an ass I could eat for days and still have leftovers. Suddenly, I’m not thinking about some show I’m missing, but imagining this cop booty-ass naked, and I’m betting that he’s got nine, maybe ten inches swinging between those muscular thighs. This is the kind of scene I sometimes fantasize about: being pulled over by some smoking-hot rookie policeman, to be cuffed and then fucked into submission, yet those kinds of tawdry scenarios only happen in gay porn videos. A queer can dream can’t he?


I will do anything to get out of this ticket, even resort to servicing some big thick cop dick. He finally returns with my license and everything else and says he’s going to let me off with a warning. Luck is with me tonight. I thank him in the most cordial, sweet voice I can muster. I glance at his crotch in hopes of seeing a bulge tenting those blue cop-pants, but there’s nothing. I wouldn’t object to him slinging his dick in my face, but like I said, that kind of thing only happens in gay porno flicks.


I missed The Vampire Diaries, but I didn’t give a shit about vampires when I had dick and bubble cop-ass on the brain, conjuring up the idea for the anthology you now hold in your hands. I had wanted to do a spin-off of my bestselling, critically acclaimed Hot Cops for quite some time, so why not something about rookies? The scribes I have assembled here have risen to the occasion, giving the best gay erotica featuring rookie policemen their dirty minds could conjure up. Among the talented writers you’ll find here are: Rob Rosen, Logan Zachary, Gregory L. Norris, Bearmuffin, Landon Dixon, Michael Bracken and a plethora of new gay erotic tastemakers. I hope you get just as much pleasure out of reading these stories as I have.


Shane Allison


Tallahassee, Florida




COCKS AND ROBBERS


Rob Rosen


It was my first week on the job and damn if I didn’t have the rookie blues. Mainly because the station was a lot like a fraternity house, all the grunt work falling to me, the lowly pledge, as it were. Meaning, every bit of dreary paperwork came flowing my way, same for interviewing the dredges of humanity, too, not to mention most of the nonessential errands, like picking up lunch for the sergeant.


This is how I ended up at the out-of-the-way sandwich shop, solo, my partner back at the station waiting for me to return with his lunch as well.


Only, suffice it to say, they had a mighty long wait ahead of them.


Long enough for me to shoot my load that is.


“Hello?” I said, after I entered the tiny eatery, the few stools vacant, cash register oddly unattended. “Hello?” I repeated when I got no response, which suddenly sent a spark of alarm up my spine, and my hand instinctively reaching for my Taser gun, which is all they allowed the rookies to carry.


And then I silently stepped inside before making my way to the kitchen door, my heart beating out a mad samba in my chest as a trickle of sweat tickled its way down my face. I cupped my hand to the door and pressed my ear up. Two guys were talking, one a bit louder than the other, and, by the sound of it, in a rather threatening manner.


In other words, good cop that I am, or one day hope to be, I was inside in a flash.


“Freeze!” I shouted, Taser held up between rather shaky hands.


Except the bad guy didn’t freeze. Guy on the floor did, but that was because he was already tied up. The other one, the one stuffing the cash in his front pocket, took off like a rocket, whizzing by me and out the back door.


“Fuck,” I spat, giving chase when I should’ve been radioing for help. Only that would’ve given the guy a head start. And, yes, rookie blues frequently equate with rookie stupidity, but fuck if I was gonna let my first perp escape with a pocketful of cash.


The thief was fast, too, hurtling down the back alleyway, arms pumping at his sides. Me, I’d just finished cop training and was in the best shape of my life, so he might’ve been fast, but he wasn’t getting too far ahead of me. Not that it mattered, really, seeing as he zigged when he should’ve zagged, running straight into a dead end.


“Freeze!” I repeated, hands steadier this go around as he tripped, fell and landed with a thud against the Dumpster to his side. This time he froze. Thank goodness. Because by then I was having a hard enough time catching my breath. Same for him as he lay there staring up at me, arms scuffed, dirtied, mouth in a snarl as his chest rapidly rose and fell.


“I only got a stack of singles, dude,” he coughed out as he pushed himself up on his elbows and leaned against the Dumpster, rubbing his scraped-up arm.


I moved in a few feet, taking him in. Dude was my age at best, slighter by far, nice looking, scruffy and with eyes so blue as to put the sky to shame. His T-shirt had ripped during the fall, revealing a single dense pec and a pert pink nipple. His jeans had a gash in the knee and a tear in the crotch, which, of course, is where my eyes landed last. See, he was going commando, the hole big enough to see in, balls and shaft cast in shadow. I gulped as I gripped the Taser.


“I’m taking you in,” I croaked out.


He grinned. “Yeah, I can see that.”


I shook my head and aimed my weapon at his exposed chest. “To the station.”


His grin widened as he tossed a wink in for good measure. “C’mon, it was barely twenty bucks. Give a guy a break.” He moved his hand to his jeans, fingers digging inside the frayed denim as he yanked out his cock. “I can play nice if you can.” The wink made its triumphant reappearance.


I blinked, the sweat stinging my eyes, which were fairly bulging by then. Them and my cock both. This they didn’t teach at the academy. “Get up,” I squeaked out.


He tugged his prick. “I’m working on it.”


I shook my head. “That’s not what I meant.”


He pointed at the obvious bulge in my cop trousers. “You sure about that?”


In fact, I wasn’t sure about anything right about then. Because, like he said, it was twenty bucks. And twenty bucks wasn’t worth the time it would take me to write this whole mess up. Not to mention, I certainly wasn’t following rookie protocol when I gave chase without backup. Plus, as his prick grew and grew, my cop resolve shrunk. Go figure.


“Hands behind your back,” I told him, my voice suddenly thick as molasses.


He nodded and pushed himself up onto his knees before standing up, swollen cock sticking out of the hole in his jeans, swaying as he caught his balance, the plum-sized head glistening in the sunlight. Then he did as I’d asked, hands behind his back.


I nodded and again aimed the Taser his way. “Now up against the Dumpster.”


His nodding continued as he turned and moved in that direction, face against the Dumpster, hands still behind his back. I sighed, exhaled, and grabbed for my standard-issue cuffs. They got slapped on without a fuss. Still, he grumbled, “It was only twenty bucks, Officer.”


I kicked at his feet and spread his legs apart, then held his head in place as I reached around into his front pocket to retrieve the evidence. “Twenty-three,” I corrected him, after counting it all. “Looks like you picked the wrong dump to rob.”


He chuckled. “Tell me about it.” Then he turned his head to the side. “But then I wouldn’t have had the pleasure of your acquaintance.”


I moved in closer, my front to his back, cock pressed up tight to his ass. “Always this smart-mouthed when you’re handcuffed and pressed up tight to a Dumpster?”


The chuckle repeated. “Well, when you put it that way…”


I reached my hand around and grabbed his prick, which surprisingly hadn’t shrunk even an inch. “Just shut the fuck up,” I rasped, giving it a stroke as he shuddered and moaned, the sound reverberating through my chest. “You’ll have to be punished for what you did, you know.”


He nodded and pushed his ass into my crotch. “Yes, sir, Officer.”


Man, how those words made my prick throb. And it was then that I spotted the milk crate, and the punishment I had in mind was made all the easier to come by. Emphasis on the come.


I grabbed his tattered shirt and moved him to the side of the Dumpster, even more out of sight should someone head down our narrow stretch of alleyway. Then I grabbed the crate and plunked my ass down, all before I grabbed his belt and pulled him in, that thick dick of his so close I could smell the sweat and musk off of him. Then I undid the belt strap and yanked his jeans down to his sneakers. Seconds later, he was lying across my lap, arms still cuffed behind his back, alabaster ass exposed to do with as I pleased. And, yes, I fucking pleased.


Up my hand went, then down, hard, harder again, palm meeting flesh until a swatch of red rose up from behind the spread of white. He groaned with each progressive spank. As did I. “No.” Smack. “More.” Smack. “Stealing.” Smack.


“Yes, sir,” he yelped, his steely cock smashed between my thighs.


Again my cock throbbed at the words. “You don’t sound convincing,” I said, before spitting into my hand, the same hand that quickly found his tight, little asshole. “Maybe the punishment shouldn’t have been only skin-deep.” A slicked-up digit wormed its way down and in, far, farther still, until it was buried completely inside of him. He moaned again as he pushed his ass up to meet my hand, and moaned even louder as a second finger, then a third, joined the fray. “You shoot your load on my slacks and that Taser gets triggered.”


He grunted and nodded. “Yes, sir.”


Pulse went my throbbing prick. “Better,” I said, thrusting my fingers into his deepest recesses.


His moaning and groaning soon swirled around my head like a swarm of hornets before he admitted, “But, fuck, I’m close, sir.”


In fact, I, too, was pretty damned well ready to explode. And so I retracted my fingers and tossed him off my lap. “On your knees,” I told him, releasing my cock from its tight constraints as I watched him huff and puff and eventually right himself, dick dripping as it pointed up at me, those eyes of blue again laser-locked with mine.


I stared from them to the exposed nipple to his rigid prick, jacking away as I repeated the visual loop, until my knees started to buckle and my balls began to tighten. It was then that I finally moved, standing over him as he stared up at me. Lightning fast, my fist made quick work, until my head shot back and the loudest moan yet spewed out, echoing off the brick walls that surrounded us.


And then I came. And came. And came some more. All of it landing in one dull splat after the next on his dirtied and torn shirt before dripping down in great big gobs of white. I shook the last remaining aromatic drop out and slapped my prick against his cheek. “Lesson learned?” I asked as menacingly as possible.


He nodded, though I seriously had my doubts. In any case, I uncuffed him, stuffed my shrinking prick back inside my slacks and watched as he hawked some spit down on his rod before grabbing an eager hold. It didn’t take long, either. Guy’s eyes were rolling back a minute later, back arched as he aimed and fired, sending out one giant stream of come that landed a couple of feet away before pooling on the cement.


When he popped his eyes back open, I was again greeted by those magnificent orbs of blue. He grinned and winked and put his hand up to his heart. “Scout’s honor,” he panted. “No more robberies.”


I returned the grin in kind. “You ever were a Boy Scout?”


The hand got moved away. “Nope.”


I turned and headed out of the alleyway, hollering over my shoulder, “Next time it’s gonna be Tasers first, ask questions later.”


“It’s a date, Officer,” he yelled back.


I grinned and then headed back to the sandwich shop, where the same guy I’d left was still tied up. “Oh, sorry,” I apologized, quickly cutting the ropes with a handy and rather sharp nearby knife. Then I handed him the twenty-three bucks. “But I did at least get your money back.”


He smiled widely as he rubbed the spot where the ropes had once been. “You chased that guy just for this?”


Among other things, I thought, squelching the blush that was trying to worm its way across my face. “All in a day’s work.”


The smile rose on his face. “My hero,” he practically purred, my rookie blues in an instant wiped clear the hell away. “Sandwiches are on me, next time.”


“Is now too soon?” I quickly asked, wondering what I’d tell the sergeant when he asked where I’d been all this time.


He moved an inch closer, then an inch closer still. Nice-looking guy, too. Brown eyes like liquid chocolate. “No time like the present, Officer,” he replied, one hand suddenly on my chest, the other considerably lower down.


Fuck the sergeant, I thought, with a barely stifled groan, closing the gap with a tender kiss. I’ll think of something, good cop that I am. Or someday will be.




BUSTED


Johnny Murdoc


I leave my car sitting in the McDonald’s parking lot. It won’t start. It won’t do anything. I could call home, but instead I walk. Between work and home, there’s a park, and there’s something in my pocket that will make the day better.


It’s June, and it’s warm. The air is dense. It doesn’t take long for me to sweat. Summer in the Midwest: it’s not the heat that does you in. It’s the humidity. A thick cloud of water hangs in the air. The whir of crickets, and cars passing by sound like they’re swimming to you. It’s almost midnight, but it’s only cooled down a little. The humidity holds the temperature like a heated blanket. I peel my work shirt up and over my head, wearing only my white tank top beneath it.


I walk until the streetlights thin out, and the night sky becomes apparent. Small businesses give way to houses, which give way to trailers. I cross a set of railroad tracks. I remember being a kid, walking down the line, balancing on the steel rails, listening for oncoming trains, feeling their deep rumble vibrate through my bones, until I could see them. I never played chicken with a train. Like my Dad always said, you don’t fuck with some things.


Not too far past the tracks, past the firehouse, there’s a park. The small plot is fairly isolated, surrounded by a chain-link fence on three sides and two abandoned houses on the other side. One lone streetlight casts a yellow net over the small collection of jungle gyms and merry-go-rounds. Someone’s bad idea of a skate park sits off to the side, a poorly constructed collection of wooden ramps and a repurposed handrail. A lone skater rides back and forth across the simple setup. It’s late, but I figure he has his own problems. And I can respect that. I nod at him as I walk by. He nods back.


I make my way to the merry-go-round on the far side of the park. It’s been there all my life. The rust-red paint is peeling off, exposing prior paint jobs and, in places, the bare metal beneath. Ten years ago, some parents got together to get it removed, after a girl broke her arm while playing on it. Other parents defended it. There was a town hall meeting. This little merry-go-round has been through a lot.


I sit down on the edge of it, and it creaks beneath my weight. I lie back and look up to the stars. The streetlight is just far enough away that I can actually see some of them. Beneath them, I feel small and insignificant.


I reach into my pocket and pull out a lone plastic-wrapped joint. It’s wrapped to keep it safe from the smells of burger grease, French fries and sweat. I unroll the plastic, hastily plucked from the kitchen drawer as I ran out of the house this afternoon, and shove it back into my pocket. I free my lighter from my other pocket, and sit up to light the joint. I cup my hand around the flame out of habit even though the air is still and unmoving. I inhale deeply.


I don’t know if it’s actually the weed or only my imagination, but I relax quickly. I use my feet to give the merry-go-round a little shove, setting myself on a slow spin. The stars begin to dance above my head. Behind me, beside me, around me I can still hear the skater riding his board. The grind of his wheels on the plywood ramp creates a steady rhythm that helps set me in a groove. Shucka-shucka. Shucka-shucka. I take a drag from the joint. The red tip of it glows like a star in the night.


Slowly, everything falls away, until it’s just me, the merry-go-round and the stars. Nothing else. No worries. No job. No car. No parents. No money problems. Nothing.


The sound of skateboarding starts to fade, one long shucka as he skates away.


I take another drag, and my dick starts to get hard in my pants. When I was younger, I started coming down to the park to get high and jerk off. I could lie here for hours, staring at the stars and stroking my dick. Now I get hard any time I get down here, like a Pavlovian response to the cold metal, the weed and the stars.


I tuck my hand into my waistband and grab my dick, and consider masturbating for old time’s sake.


A siren cuts through the air, one brief, piercing tone, like an exclamation point in the night. I pull my hand free from my dick and sit up quickly, digging my heels into the gravel to stop the merry-go-round. It takes my vision a moment longer to stop spinning, but even then I can’t help but miss the flashing red and blue lights.


Goddamn.


The officer’s already out of his car, holding a flashlight in my face. He steps close to me. “Don’t you think you should at least try to hide that?” he asks, pointing. I look down at my hand: I’m still holding the joint.


“Goddamn it,” I say. I don’t even think about trying to run. The officer drops his light, and I can see him better. He’s young, younger than you expect a cop to be, barely older than I am. He’s close to me. I don’t even think I could hop over the back fence if I tried. My dad’s going to fucking kill me. If work finds out, I’ll lose my job.


The officer steps closer, reaching his hand out. His badge reads SHARPE.


“Hand it over,” he says. I extinguish the joint on the merry-go-round, and hold it up for him. He takes it out of my hand. “Come on,” he says, “get in the car.”


“I’m sorry, sir, it’s just…” I feel like a kid again, sitting in the principal’s office.


“Come on, get up. You’re going for a ride.” He puts his hands on his hips, to make his point.


“If you knew the kind of day I’m having,” I say. I stand up, and realize that my dick is still kind of half-hard. I hope the officer doesn’t notice. He puts a hand on my arm, and it’s softer than I expect it to be and his skin is warm against my bare arm. He walks me over to the car.


“Come on, get in,” he says, opening the back door. He holds my head at an angle so I don’t hit it as I slide into the backseat. He closes the door and walks around to the driver side. I slide down into the seat. He gets in and gives me a look in the rearview mirror. I can’t read him. My erection is completely gone.


He puts the car into gear, and flips a switch on the dashboard that makes the red and blue lights disappear. He pulls out onto the road and makes a right turn.


What the fuck? I think. The police station is the other way.


The road inclines and we make our way up a hill. I’m vaguely familiar with where we are, but I don’t have a clue as to where we’re going. He keeps driving until the houses drop almost entirely away and we’re surrounded by trees. I had a friend that lived in this area when I was younger, but I haven’t been up here in years.


I think about asking him where we’re going, but as confused as I am about that, my mind is moving a mile a minute thinking about what’s going to happen to me when my parents find out that I’ve been arrested for smoking pot. What my brother’s going to think when he finds out. Growing up, I remember my older brother being a perpetual fuck-up, but then he went to war. Now he’s become the golden boy. His picture sits on the mantle above the fireplace. He’s wearing his dress blues and smiling. There are no pictures of me in the living room.


The car stops, and I realize that I no longer have any fucking clue where I am. Or what’s going on. The cop turns off the engine and gets out. He walks around to my side and opens my door.


“Come on, get out,” he says.


“What?”


“Just get out.”


I do as he says. We’re high up. He’s pulled the car up to a small opening in the trees, right at the edge of the cliff. Below us, I can see the entire city.


“Look, kid,” he says, stepping up beside me. It sounds ridiculous, coming from him. “I know what it’s like to have a shit day, okay?” I look at him, wondering where this is going. “I know what it’s like to want to unwind, to get high and forget about everything.”


“What—” I start.


“But doing it in the park isn’t the best idea. Cops drive by there all the time looking for kids up to no good.” He turns around, and walks back toward the car. For a moment, I think he’s going to leave me behind. He sits down in the driver’s seat, and through the light coming off his dashboard, I can tell that he’s digging for something under the passenger seat. He finds it, I guess. He gets back out of the car.


“Up here,” he says. “The cops never come up here. I don’t think any of them know about it.” He holds up a small baggie. It’s filled with weed, and a small box of papers. “I took it off a kid, earlier. I hate doing that shit, but he was trying to get high sitting outside of the Gas Mart. I didn’t have much option, with the owner standing over my shoulder.”


I stand there, looking at him, completely unsure of what to do.


“Come on,” he says. “You’re not the only one who’s had a bad day. Do you want to get high, or not?”


With that, he sits on the hood of the cop car and opens the baggie. He starts to roll a joint. It’s not the first time he’s done it. “Do you still have your lighter on you?” he asks. I reach into my pocket and pull out a cheap red lighter from the Gas Mart. I hand it over to him. He lights the joint and inhales deeply. He holds his breath and then exhales a cloud of smoke. He holds the joint in my direction. I give up, and I sit next to him on the hood of the car, take a drag, and look down over the city. The hood of the car is warm, almost too hot, beneath my ass.


“Damn,” he says. He slides back off of the hood of the car and unclips his walkie-talkie from his shoulder. He starts to unbutton his shirt.


“What?” I ask.


“I don’t want my shirt to smell like pot.”


I try to get a good look at him without being obvious about it. Goddamn he’s beautiful. His jaw is square and already showing a day’s growth. His hair is short and black. It’s hard to tell what color his eyes are. Beneath his blue cop shirt he’s wearing a white cotton T-shirt that hugs his chest tightly. He unbuckles his belt and takes off all of his gear. He steps around the car and drops his shirt, belt and gun into the backseat.


He joins me back on the hood of the car. “I’m Cody,” he says.


“Curtis,” I say.


“It’s nice to meet you, Curtis.”


“You look awfully young to be a cop,” I say.


He laughs. “I just graduated last year,” he says.


“Where’d you go?”


“Over at Jeffco,” he says, talking about the community college.


“You from around here?” I ask.


“Yeah. Born and raised.”


“Shit, you probably knew my brother, then. Bobby Rayes?”


“You’re Bobby Rayes’s little brother?”


“Born and raised.”


“Shit, I got high with Bobby a few times. I’m surprised he never told you about this spot.”


“He went into the Army right after graduation.”


“Yeah? What’s he up to now?”


“He’s in Afghanistan.”


“No shit?”


“No shit.”


He takes another deep drag on the joint. He leans back, propping his elbows on the hood of the car. A plane flies above us, its blinking light cutting between the stars like a flickering comet.


“I keep thinking this has been the worst fucking day. Then I think about one of Bobby’s emails, about how fucking hot it is over there. About how one of his buddies took a bullet in the neck—”


“Jesus Christ.”


“About how little kids try to sell him cigarettes, and he buys them because they’re cheap. He buys cigarettes from ten-year-olds, and he’s the good son. I think about all of those fucking things, and then I hate myself for thinking I’ve had a bad day because some kid vomited in the ball pit.”


“Where do you work?”


“McDonald’s.”


“Fuck, that sucks.”


“Yeah.”


Cody passes me the joint. His face is blank except his eyebrows are peaked just a little, almost like he cares. I pass the joint back.


“I had to arrest some jackass for animal abuse today. His neighbors called us. Guy kicked the dog right in front of me. I used to have a dog just like it.” Cody inhales. “Nobody got shot in the neck, though.”


“I miss Bobby. Then I think about him shooting at people in cars and I hate this whole fucking country.” I think that last part’s one step too far, maybe Cody’s going to get pissed and go off on me.


He looks down at his watch. “It’s past midnight. It’s officially tomorrow, so your bad day is over.”


I look down at the joint in my hand, and realize that it’s pretty much done for. I flick it off into the woods.


“I’m sitting on the hood of a cop car; I just smoked a joint with a cop. At this point, I don’t know what the fuck kind of day this is.”


Cody laughs. His laughter escalates until he’s practically cackling. I can’t help but laugh, too. Cody curls until he’s almost sitting up, then he collapses back onto the hood of the car. His laughter trails off. “Oh, shit,” he says. His chest is heaving. He looks straight up, watching the stars. His shirt is pulled tight across his chest, and it’s pulled up a little, exposing a band of skin and the dark hair that disappears into his pants. His black slacks are tight across his crotch and his dick is easy to make out. Too easy, like it’s almost hard or something. It lies across his hip, pointing in my direction. It’s big. I blush and feel a little prickle as my nipples harden. My cock surges.


Cody laughs again, almost to himself.


“What?” I ask, looking away from him quickly.


“I was just thinking about—” Laughter cuts through his words. “I used to come up here by myself and jerk off. God, I haven’t done that in years.” His hand traces lazily over his chest and ends at his nipple, his finger flickering briefly over the pointy tip. “Fuck, I’m high.”


The air feels different, a little bit wetter. I breathe in, breathe out. My heart is thundering in my chest. “I used to jerk off in the park.”


“Yeah?”


“Yeah. My parents never cared when I walked to the park, so at night it was easier to hang out there and get high. Pot always makes me a little horny and there’s nothing like jerking off outdoors.”


“I know just what you mean.” He lifts his other hand up and places it directly on his crotch. It’s not an obvious move, almost an unconscious one. His finger traces lightly over the outline of his dick like it did over his chest a moment before.


“If I was alone—” he starts. His hand tightens on his dick.


I lie back. “My brother sent me this other email. I would have never thought he’d talk about something like this, but he was telling me about how guys over there jerk off together, sometimes. Like, there’s no privacy, so—”


“Ha, ha,” Cody laughs.


“He told me a couple of guys will jerk off in the Humvees on long drives. Like, they’ll get hard from the vibrations on these hour-long treks, and some of them whip it out right there. Or at night, or long shifts, sometimes they have to lie there in their bunks, listening to each other jerk off.”


“That actually sounds kind of hot.”


“Yeah.”


Another plane lazily crosses the sky.


“So, I don’t want to weird you out or anything, but I could seriously go for a wank right now.”


I laugh. “No shit?”


“No shit. It’s been a long time since I did that up here. You think that’d be all right?”


“Actually, that sounds kind of cool.”


“Sweet.”


He doesn’t waste time. He unzips his pants and pulls his fly open. I can see the bulge of his cock beneath his plaid boxer shorts. My angle’s not perfect, but I can see enough. I unzip my own fly. Above me, the stars seem to spin a little, like I’m back on the merry-go-round.


Cody frees his cock, pulling it through the fly of his boxers. His cock is fat and long. He holds it so that it stands straight up. He looks at me and smiles. I blush. My own dick is impossibly hard. I unsnap my fly and push my pants down a little until my dick pops free, landing on my stomach.


“Nice,” Cody says. He’s stroking his cock. His left hand traces a path slowly up and down his chest, trailing a circle around his nipple. His right hand moves slowly up and down his cock, savoring the strokes.


I lift my own dick up. It’s not as big as Cody’s, but it’s big enough. No one has ever complained. I wrap my left hand around it.


“You left-handed?”


“Yeah—”


“I was just wondering. I had a friend who used to use his left hand, even though he was right-handed. Said it was like someone else’s hand.”


I’m not worried about it feeling like someone else’s hand, I’m worried about watching someone else’s dick. Cody’s dick. I try not to be too obvious. I can’t figure out what this is to Cody. I don’t want him to think I’m gay, which is ridiculous. I’m sitting on the hood of a car with him, jerking my dick. This is pretty gay. I’m pretty gay. He initiated it, but it still feels like the moment could easily disappear.


“Relax,” Cody says, his free hand landing on my thigh. I jump. He gives it a quick squeeze and then his hand drops away. His right hand is moving faster, sliding up and down his cock. The head glistens like it’s wet. I see a bead of precum collect at the very tip and then Cody changes his stroke, letting his hand roll over the head of his cock, smearing the precum around. He lets out a little grunt.


My dick is hard and sensitive. I stroke it slowly, wanting the moment to last, knowing that if I go as fast as I usually do, this will all be over too quickly. I want to stay here all night, lying next to Cody, watching him jerk off.


Cody slips his free hand into the fly of his boxers and pulls his nuts out. His balls are huge and hang low, almost slipping between his legs. I lift my right arm and put it behind my head so that I have a little better view. Cody’s eyes are closed. He’s biting his bottom lip.


Cody pulls up his shirt, exposing his fit, hairy chest. He pulls it up high enough that his nipples, dark and pointy, are exposed. He rubs his hand through the hair that trails from his pecs down into the waistline of his boxer shorts. It’s intense watching him pleasure himself, knowing that he’s hitting all of his own right spots.
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