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Two-Man Assault
by Landon Dixon

I looked up and down the trench: a long line of young men on either side of me, hugging tight to the east wall, hugging their Lee-Enfield rifles even closer. Pale scared faces under Tommy helmets, some staring up at the sandbagged top of the trench, others staring down into the mud and the slop, everyone deathly anxious, waiting for the whistle that would send them over the top and out into No Mans Land.

The captain rushed up to me. He looked just as scared as the rest of his company, red moustache twitching on his trembling upper lip. All set, Sergeant? he gasped.

I nodded grimly, the old, experienced hand at 23 years of age, 13 months on the Western Front. 

A thunder of artillery suddenly galed up from the rear, shells whistling over the trench and thudding, exploding hopefully into the enemy trenches 500 yards beyond. The ground shook. Then all was silent again. This was supposed to be a surprise attack, not much softening up of the lines in prelude, as a result.

Clouds of acrid white and black smoke blew back over the trench. The captain looked at his watch, put his whistle to his lips, blew.

Not a sound came forth, the man too scared to generate enough puff to rattle a pea. I grabbed the whistle, ripping it off his neck. I blew, short and piercing. And all holy hell broke loose, men screaming and clambering and flinging themselves over the top of the trench.

Instantly, the typewriters sounded their deadly clicking and clacking, machine gun bullets spraying up dirt all around, falling short so far. We charged forward into the soup. I couldnt see a thing, stumbling over shell holes and wire, churning up the loose, snowy ground with my boots.

Then the smoke cleared in front of me, and I saw Private Carmichael, dashing forward even faster than me, headed straight for the enemy line, his rifle grasped in one hand, a grenade in the other. He was going to get it for sure.

But there must have been miracles in the cold smoky air that morning, because Carmichael leapt right over the enemy position and kept right on running. Hed found a hole in the line, where our shells had done their job. I raced after him, gaining ground into enemy territory, gaining not an inch of ground on Private Carmichael.

We ran into a fog bank. All direction was lost. I kept charging forward for what seemed an eternity, over land that was normally only clawed inch by bloody inch from the enemy.

I burst out of the fog. And there was Carmichael, still running, his helmet and rifle and grenade gone, his blond hair streaming, arms pumping like a madman. I didnt know where we were or where we were going, the pounding of the blood in my ears drowning out all noise, the pounding of the blood in my head blotting out all sense.

We ran through a snow-skiffed field and into a forest of snow-dusted evergreens. I knew I shouldve stopped, let the guy go, returned to my company to help direct the fighting that was almost certainly still going on.

But 13 months in the trenches makes a man antsy, desperate for open spaces to get his legs moving and feel the wind in his face. And 13 months in the trenches makes a man itchy for other things too. So I ran after Carmichael, my eyes locked on his clenching buttocks, straining, stretching the tight thin material of his uniform pants, as he took that part of the empty countryside by storm.

Twenty minutes later, he finally stumbled, swooned to a stop, flailing his arms and flinging himself onto the ground. I dropped down beside him, the both of us gasping for air, laughing and gasping. I hadnt felt so alive in months.

We spent the rest of the morning and afternoon carefully exploring the section wed taken. It was a real no mans land, not a soldier or civilian in sight, just open snowy fields and copses of green snowy trees. By nightfall, wed located an old abandoned stone barn, and settled in.

Better than a hole in the ground any day, I said, unslinging my rifle and looking around the small barn.

There were a couple of empty stalls, some firewood stacked in one corner, hay in the other. Carmichael was shaking like a leaf, his sky-blue eyes just about popping out of his head with worry.

Whats the matter? I asked. Were out of the fighting, arent we?

He gulped, nodded, his face as pale as the pristine snow outside. Thats just the thing. Isnt the captain going to think we wentover the hill?

I laughed and flung an arm around the kids bony shoulders. What are you talking about? Weve captured more enemy ground than the whole 1st Armys taken in four years of fighting. Well probably get medals. I let him go, slapped his ass, my hand bouncing briskly off his thin taut buttocks. Now, go get some of that wood and start a fire. We can risk it  better than freezing to death.

He had a warm blaze going in minutes. I gathered up some hay and made a pile for us against the wall in front of the fire, stretched out on it and lit a cigarette. After a moments hesitation, he stretched out next to me and I popped a cigarette in between his red lips. We puffed in silence, the night growing darker through the cracks in the weathered wooden door of the barn.

Suddenly, Carmichael started sobbing. I gripped his shoulders again, pulling him in tight against my body. Whats the matter now? His blond hair tickled my nose.

He turned his head and looked up at me with those baby blue eyes of his, tears sparkling in them. Its  its just that things are so nice herebut  but were going to have to go back to the front in the morning, arent we? Back to the trench and the fighting?

I tousled his hair. Dont worry about that now. Well deal with that in the morning. Out here youve got to grab any pleasure you can, wherever you can find it, and not think about tomorrow.

I stared down into his wide eyes, my own words of hard-bitten wisdom ringing in my ears. And then I followed the spirit of those words of experience, bending my head down and planting my lips on Carmichaels ripe red lips.

He drew back, surprised, staring at me. I smiled, warm as the crackling fire, and he tentatively moved his head forward, met my lips with his, our mouths pressing together.

My cock surged in my pants as we moved our lips together, hungrily kissing one another, desperate, greedy for this most intimate of human contacts after so many weeks of inhumanity. I could feel the excited pulse of the kid all through my body, and I reached my right hand down, in between his legs, covered the warm, pulsating bulge in his pants with my big warm mitt.

He moaned into my mouth. I squeezed his cock, thrilling at the feel of it growing, rising up in my hand, the kid wriggling against me. I shot my tongue into his mouth and his tongue eagerly jumped up and tangled with my sticker, his hot breath flooding my face like his hot erection was filling my hand.

The whole barn gained warmth, our body temperatures soaring. I gripped Carmichaels cock and pumped it, and his tongue danced in my mouth, his body shuddering against mine. The guy had poled out to an amazing extent between my fingers, so big my hand could hardly grasp it all. I had to see what Id aroused, see it and stroke it and suck it, relieve the rest of the tension the kid was still feeling.

I fumbled with the bottoms on his fly. He broke away from my mouth, looking down and grabbing onto those buttons, deftly opening them up, drawing his cock out of his drawers and pants. He held the thing in his hand, a huge, pulsating, pink member that stretched eight inches or more in length, smooth-shafted and mushroom capped. 

I gaped at it. Carmichael turned his head and looked at me again. Then he let go of his incredible appendage and picked up my big hand, placed it on his cock. We both shuddered, my thick fingers closing around the swollen shaft, my rough palm stroking up and down.

Yes! That feels so good, Sarge! Carmichael moaned. Before I slammed my mouth into his again.

I pumped him, kissed him, my own meat throbbing rigid in my pants. His cock beat hotly in my hand as I tugged up and down, swirled my fingers over his darker-pink hood. His tongue slapped against my tongue, his hand crawling down my chest, into my crotch, onto my cock.

Fuck! I growled, jolted by the feel of his warm hand on my bloated hard-on. 

He explored my own prodigious length and thickness, sticking out his long pink tongue so I could suck on it while I pulled on his cock. 

The deep-kissing and intimate fondling went on for a good, long while. Until the kid suddenly groaned in my mouth, his cock spasming in my hand. He was on the verge of coming, trigger-happy like most raw recruits.

I let go of his cock, pushed him out of my arms. He lay back in the hay, staring up at me. His pretty, innocent face provided a stunning contrast with that obscene tool between his legs, twitching with need in the firelight. It was an erotic contrast I just had to exploit, sliding down in between his legs, my head level with his hard-on.

I gripped his prong at the base, just above his blond-fuzzed balls, pulling it upright in front of me. His stomach heaved, body trembling. His dick towered before me. I blew on it, bounced it against my tongue. Then I bent my head over top and captured its crown in between my lips. Carmichael yelped, his lean, young body jerking upwards, cock jumping deeper into the hot, wet confines of my mouth.

I tugged on his cap with my lips, getting a real good feel for and taste of his meaty helmet. Then I rolled my eyes up at him and pushed my head down lower, taking shaft into my mouth, more and more of it. Until I had consumed three-quarters of his cock. I let it fill my mouth, bulge my cheeks and cram my throat, feeling its throbbing excitement all through me.

Carmichael crushed hay in his hands, staring desperately down at me. I kept him locked up in the cauldron of my mouth and throat for 20 seconds or so, then brought my head back up slowly, lips and tongue dragging along his impressive length. I stopped at his cap, sealing the knob tight. Then I dipped slowly back down again, inhaling his cock, sucking him nice and sensual.

He quivered from tip to toe, his face red now, not white, body suffused with the awesome wet heat of my mouth on his cock. I moved my head faster, sucking quicker, pulling tighter. He gritted his teeth, eyes glaring. I bobbed my head up and down, really wet-vaccing his dong, ramping the sucking pressure up to ball-boiling heights. 

And, sure enough Carmichael bucked and I tasted salty precome on my tongue. I instantly jerked my head all the way up, his cock exploding out of my mouth and hanging in mid-air, glistening, then dropping back down on his belly. Ooohh! he moaned, beside himself with the pent-up desire to go off.

I lay back down on the hay next to him, putting my shoulders up against the stone wall. Then I pulled him over top of me, into my lap, his spit-slickened cock shining deliciously. 

I reached under his balls and unbuttoned my own pants, pulled out my own cock. It rose up in front of the crackling fire, in front of his cock, nine inches of straining raw manhood. Carmichael stared at it, then reached past his cock and grabbed onto it. I jerked with the wicked feel of his bare hand on the barrel of my rod. Bit into his soft tender neck when he pumped my dick with his soft damp hand.

I gripped his cock again, and he whimpered with pleasure. We jacked each other, our palms flying up and down each others meat, our cocks only a hairs breadth apart. It was exquisite, wildly erotic, getting my cock stroked while I stroked another mans cock. And then it escalated into pure heaven when the kid started fisting, his hand flying on my pole, my hand following suit.

I tore my lips off his neck and looked down over his pumping shoulder, both of us staring at the wicked spectacle of two mighty cocks getting jacked by two different men. I was ready to blow, my balls tight, tingling, cock gone hard as granite in Carmichaels urgently tugging hand.

But the kid had an even better idea for getting us off. He reached down with his other hand and grabbed both of our cocks together, pumped them together with both of his hands. I groaned, the feel of Carmichaels cock against my cock, his hands jacking the squeezed pair, making my head spin and my body burn molten.

The intimacy was stunning, the velvety friction intense. Carmichael shrieked, semen jetting out of his two-handed cock, fountaining up into the air. Causing me to explode, blast ropes of sperm out of my handled cock.

We bucked and blew, hot, sticky come bursting out of our rubbed cocks and raining down onto Carmichaels uniformed chest and stomach, onto our bare cocks. The kids jumping hands shifted the trajectory of our ecstasy all over the place. But he never stopped pumping, jerking our balls empty, semen all over ourselves. He drained the both of us to the last drop, him and I floating on clouds of pure bliss.

We slept in each others arms like wed never slept since coming overseas.

I guess its back to the fighting, he said in the morning, looking scared again. 

I stared at his pale face, listening. Not a sound outside. November 11, 1918; a day like any others at the front, I had to figure. But I tried to reassure the kid, like I had last night. Who knows, maybe things will be different. Wars got to end sometime, doesnt it?
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