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1.

The memory was vividly clear; I sat next to Thomas, my dick so hard it hurt.

I was letting him use my iPad to look at porn. This time of day at our private military college electronics were contraband, strictly forbidden. Of course, so was what I hoped was about to happen.

I felt dwarfed sitting next to him, he was the Tight End on our school football team, a big guy who worked out. A lot. At 19, everyone called him ‘T-bone,’ and he was the epitome of fit. I leaned in closer, unobtrusively breathing in his Axe body spray. His upper torso was massive, densely muscled. The muscles on the top of his shoulders, his traps, were huge.

In contrast, I was skinny. Sixty pounds or more lighter, and fair boned, slight, and to be honest, my features were painfully effeminate. I'd dressed as a princess one Halloween in high school as a "joke," only to have my friends who were girls, tell me how beautiful I was with makeup highlighting my pouty mouth and high cheek bones.

"Boys would want to fuck you if you were a girl," Melissa had told me, teasing. Deep down, I hoped it was true.

I hoped it was true now.

T-bone was a no nonsense kind of guy. He intently watched a big tittied blonde on the digital screen getting double teamed, brow furrowed in concentration. She was sandwiched between two big black guys sporting impressive wood. One in her pussy, one in her ass. Even through the headphones, I could hear her moaning. I licked my lips, still jealous.

I looked around. It was an empty classroom. Rows of abandoned desks, thread bare carpet, white boards with last hour's Algebra problems on them. We were alone. The head of my erection was pushing against the front of my uniform shorts.

I wasn't the only one with a hard on. Thomas had sort of leaned back in his seat, rubbing his crotch through his shorts. He wasn't as big as the pornstars, but he was much bigger than I was.

I looked at him, trying to read his mood. His jaw was square, skin dusky, with very brown eyes. With the beginnings of 5 '0-clock shadow coming in, he reminded me of the wrestler turned actor, Batista. I shuddered watching his strong hands working his own cock, precum started oozing out of my dick.

He didn't take his eyes off the screen where the model was now taking both heavy loads on her upturned face. Lucky.

"You said you'd blow me," he said in that deep voice. "So get on my dick."
He leaned back, giving me access to his lap. Obviously, I was supposed to do all the work, it seemed.

No problem, I didn't want to break the spell and have him change his mind. With trembling hands, I reached out and took hold of his zipper. I felt the iron rod inside straining to get out. Stay cool, I thought, stay cool. If I rushed it and hurt him with his own zipper, there's no way I was ever going to taste that thick, brown dick.

I tugged the zipper down and his dick popped up as if on a spring, like a pornographic Jack-In-The-Box. I heard him moan and felt his hot breath on the side of my face as I bent down. I couldn't stop trembling. My hand encircled him at the base, but my hands, like my dick, were on the small side, and I couldn't completely encircle the shaft. I felt the hard inner core under the softer, butter smooth, outer skin. His glans shone deeply purple, and already leaking, just like me.

Hesitant, I stuck out my tongue and licked the head. He hadn't showered since this morning and he smelled less like his body spray and more like man sweat. There was the faint, sweet odor of pee. He groaned at the touch of my hot tongue and eased back further.

"Come on, suck it," he ordered.

His strong hand found the back of my neck and pushed me down, impatient. I didn't fight it. My mouth spread wide, jaw opening until I felt the skin on my face stretching into a pleasant tension.

I closed around the glans, tongue going to the meatus, the pee slit that I knew guys liked. I gently probed it with my tongue, savoring the hearty male taste. Thomas moaned, fingers grasping me tighter at the back of the neck. I sucked on the head, letting spit flood into my mouth to help lubricate the shaft for the face fucking I felt sure was coming.

I tried taking another fat inch in, and as I slid down, sure enough, T-bone pushed harder on the back of my head, forcing me lower on his cock before I was ready. I tried muttering a protest but he just growled and lifted his hips, pushing more dick into my tight little mouth.

I started slowly bobbing my head, spreading spit up and down the top half of his shaft, still swirling my tongue around the head. My own hands kept working my dick through my pants. Finally I got them unbuttoned and started beating off; it wasn't like Thomas was going to help me out.

No, I was there to be his fuck toy. If I wanted to be with him I would have to do what he wanted, nothing less would fly. I didn't mind that much. Jerking off with a cock in my mouth was how most of my sexual experiences had always gone. Just being casually used by jocks was enough for me.

His ass came off the seat as I started bobbing my head in earnest. I wasn't giving him a blow job, I was sucking him off, and, as both of his big, strong hands took hold my head with its regulation short haircut, I was getting face fucked.
"Take it you, you little fucking sissy, take that man cock," he growled.

I tried to assure him I was trying, but it just came out in gagging slurps as he started pushing up toward the back of my throat.

I kept the sucking pressure up as his pace increased, my tongue feeling how full and prominent they had grown. My hands were flying up and down my own hard on, and I felt the beginnings of the pleasurable burning pressure as my orgasm built up. Jesus, this stud was just pounding my face. His grunts kept getting louder, more animalistic as he started thrashing his hips.

Finally, I was able to relax my throat muscles enough to stop gagging and his cock slid down my throat. Down near the root, his shaft got even wider and I felt my jaw start prying apart, trying to fit it in. He shoved hard, forcing my nose down into his dark, black public hair, and gyrated his hips, only able to move his blood-engorged junk a little bit in and out of my mouth.

I moaned low in my throat, vibrating his fat wang with my larynx, as I shot my load, sperm spilling out over my gesticulating hand and staining my underwear. I loved it! I loved getting used like a sissy bitch, it was what I wanted, all day, every day.

T-bone made a strange “ugh, ugh, ugh,” sound and I felt his shaft spasm and then convulse as he started pumping cum into my mouth. It squirted the back of my throat, thick and hot. My already strained throat muscles contracted harder, drawing the sperm into me. For a second, T-by went rigid, like a man being electrocuted, then, slowly, he relaxed, easing back into his seat.

He casually pushed my head out of his lap and his softening cock, glistening with my spit and smears of his own cum, slipped out from between my pouty, girly, man-slut, lips.

“Fuckin’ A,” he said. His voice sounded half-disgusted. “You came just from sucking my dick? Jesus, what a bitch.” He looked down at the pooling fluids in his lap. “Better clean me up, I don’t want any stains on my uniform, we have inspection in half an hour.”

Authoritatively, he reached up and pulled my head back down to his lap. “Go ahead, just lick my shit clean. You want to anyway.”

What I wanted to do was anything that gave me a good chance of getting to suck him off again. So I did a nose dive straight into his thighs and eagerly began cleaning him, running my tongue across the spread of his hairy balls. Everything tasted and smelled all musky and salty.

Once he was clean, T-bone stood up, almost spilling me out of my chair. As I tried to regain my balance he tucked his heavy hanging dong away and zipped up. Casually, he took his personal headphones back, leaving my iPad, screen open to the porn, on the desktop.

He looked down at me, sneering as I put my own shrinking penis away. “Thanks for sucking me off, needle dick,” he laughed and walked out.

I felt myself flushing red as he left the room. He had thanked me!

The iPad on the table, reaching the end of the clip, refreshed and started playing again. The sounds of a woman being fucked well, and loving it, came out of the device. I reached over to turn it off, pants still unzipped.

“What in the seven bloody hells is going on in here?” Demanded an angry, adult male voice.

I froze. From the iPad the pornstar shouted, “Yeah, baby, fuck that ass, fuck that ass! I love dick in my ass!”

I turned to look at Mr. Stern, our Assistant Dean in charge of student discipline. The retired USMC combat vet stood frowning, arms folded, as he took in my sorry state. I was suddenly acutely conscious of the drying cum smeared on my lips and chin.

Behind me the iPad barked, “Can I suck you dick?”

2.

I snapped out of the flashback.

I had come a long way in the five years since that day. Now, I was a brand spanking new probbie (probationary) firefighter, fresh from the academy. I was in my new station house, back from my first fire, and about to enter the communal showers with the rest of my squadron.

I was a little nervous for a couple of reasons. One, I was new. Second, I was going to be stripping naked in front of six other guys. Third, I wasn’t entirely sure I’d be able to hide how excited I was by all the naked beefcake and cock surrounding me.

Station 8 was an anomaly in modern firefighting. By administrative fluke, it remained the only all-male station left in the city. Rumor had it the Chief and station officers fought hard to keep it that way. I had no idea why.

Playing nonchalant, I began stripping off my charcoal smelling turnouts, ignoring the good natured banter going on around me. These guys, fucking well-conditioned studs to a man, were perfectly at ease stripping down and being naked around each other. I imagined (okay, fantasied) that this was how the locker room of an NFL team would be.

A lot had changed since my freshman year of military school. Realizing early on I wanted to spend as much time as possible in the company of alpha males, and their big dicks, if only to admire from afar, I decided on a career in the fire service.

I was smart enough to realize I would have to think my strategy out very carefully, and work hard to prepare myself for the rigorous testing. Knowing I didn’t fit the stereotypical model, I had stayed in school an extra year and gotten a Masters Degree in Fire Science, something only about 2% or less of applicants had, along with my paramedic license. On paper I looked good. But that wasn’t enough.

Putting a towel around my narrow hips, I strolled down the row of lockers toward the open bay of showers. Everywhere around me long, thick dongs hung over heavy ball sacks. To a man, the men of Station 8 were in shape, heavily muscled and cut. Most of them wore the trademark mustache of a firefighter, and more than a few of the younger ones were covered in swirling tattooed designs of body ink.

Under the towel my cock twitched a little bit.

I had to play cool. I felt the weight of heavy gazes on me as I went by. First fire or not, I was still the FNG, the Fucking New Guy. I entered the steamy shower bay and turned on more hot water. I was still the smallest guy in the shower (in more ways than one) just as I had been working as the towel boy for my school football, and basketball, and baseball teams—I had been a three sport towel boy, go figure.

The difference was, since my decision at age 19 to be a firefighter, I had steadily been to the gym, mostly doing some version of Crossfit. I didn’t have the heavy, barbarian warrior look of the rest of the men, for sure. To be honest, I looked more like one of those boy band dancers with razor sharp abs, great definition, and the ability to dance my ass off for a two hour concert a night, every night. I wasn’t huge, but I was lean and ripped.

If I were honest, I looked like what I was; a twink in a room full of bears. A bottom in a box of tops. My facial features were still girly smooth, my lips still pouty. And though I was in more than good enough shape to pass the fire exam physical test, I still looked light enough to be scooped up in the professional wrestler sized guns of my fellow firefighters.

God that would be nice if it happened.

“Hey, Toby,” a voice said.

A feeling of horror swept over me as I heard Brent’s baritone addressing me from the next showerhead. Oh my god, letting my thoughts linger on all these male bodies I hadn’t A] noticed everyone filing out, or B] that I was now erect.

Turning my body to the side in a vain attempt to hide my woody, I nodded back, avoiding eye contact. “Hey, Bret.”

“You did a pretty good job today.”

“Thanks,” I stammered, feeling confused by the compliment.

Bret was one of the barbarian warriors. 6’2”, 250lbs of hard muscle and swinging dick. No, I really mean swinging. In a sultry atmosphere like this shower, his cockhead hung past the middle of his thigh. Right now it looked so full and plump it could have been semi-erect.

              I realized with a start that it was semi-hard and that I was staring at it! I’d just been busted meat-gazing. I looked up quickly and found myself staring deeply into Bret’s intense blue eyes. His short hair was dirty blond, and he had one of those ridiculously thick mustaches that were all the rage in the Station.

Still holding my eyes, he began soaping up his balls, making his big cock jump around. “I mean it,” he said. “You did well for your first fire.”

Embarrassed, and now rapidly getting more turned on instead of less, I mumbled somewhat under my breath. “All I did was haul hose.”

“Yeah,” he agreed. “But you hauled hose real well. You seem like a really good hose handler.”

              “Uh, thanks?” Gee, how was I not supposed to take that?

“You a good hose handler, Toby?” he asked.

“I, uh, I uh,” I ran out of words.

He was soaping his cock openly now. Just rubbing the liquid cleanser up and down his obviously growing erection. I didn’t know what to do, his hard on was making my hard on, well, more… hard. I swallowed, because, goddamn it, I was starting to actually drool.

“Look,” I managed. “I’m new, I don’t want any trouble.”

Bret grinned, and kept jacking his dick. “Relax, probbie. I’m not gay or anything.”

That makes one of us, I thought.

Bret went on, kind of leaning in close. He smelled like shampoo. His gaze pinned me, hand still working that big, fat, dick. “It’s just with these 24-hour shifts there’s no way to jack off in peace, you know?” His fist massage his cock a little faster, pushing blood into the already swollen head. “So we don’t think it’s a big deal if we jerk it in the shower.” He laughed. “No mess that way!”

“Sure,” I said. It wasn’t like I could hide my own hard on, he was practically inside my shower spray now, he was so close. He was in really good shape, I mean, he looked like he could lift a car, or bend me over his knee and spank me, at will.

“So go ahead,” he said, voice just barely loud enough to be heard over our showers. “I can see you’re hard. It’s no big deal, we all do it, even the Chief.”

He was close enough that I could reach out and touched that huge Johnson he was stroking. I licked my lips. I wasn’t looking into his eyes anymore, I was staring at him, watching him masturbating. I remembered all those hours of studying to get my Master’s degree, all the hours bench pressing and doing pull-ups. My god, was it was actually paying off?

“The Chief?” I stammered.

Chief Hardin was bull of a man. African American, with salt and pepper hair, a bit of a belly, but built like a power lifter or an offensive lineman, a real big daddy of a figure.

“Shit yeah,” Bret said.

His voice was in my ear now and I looked away from his dick, startled to realize he was right next to me. His hand made soapy, squishing sounds as he jacked his dick. I touched my own erection, really only inches between us, which just served to highlight the difference between the two sizes of our equipment.

I gave up fighting it and starting rubbing one off. “No shit, the Chief?”

“Yeah, and he’s a fucking freak,” Bret said, voice rough. “Biggest fucking meat pole I’ve seen, even watching porn. He loves getting here in the shower and showing us all he’s the biggest cock on the block. And god, when it’s time to initiate the probbies…” his voice trailed off.

“What?” I asked.

“Ssshh,” he said.

I meant to press him on the issue, but at that moment he reached out with one his big hands and took over jacking my dick. It felt like electric currents shooting through me, and I went up on my toes at the sudden sensation.

Without waiting for a by-your-leave, he pulled me toward him, by my dick. I wasn’t in a position to fight, and I didn’t want to. I had an image of him taking me in his arms and kissing me deeply.

That’s not what happened.

Instead he pressed his cock right up next to mind and began jacking us both off. Before I could help myself, I slung my arms around his neck, though I had to stand on my toes to do it. Heart beating fast, I shamelessly draped myself against him like a 1940s starlet in an old movie.

“Ahhh, ahh,” I said.

“Look at how much bigger mine is than yours,” he chuckled. “It’s like you have a clict. A little, really hard clit.” He kept stroking us both, hands rough on my meat. I hugged him, moaning. His breath felt hot on my forehead.

“Of course,” he continued, “if you have a clit, you must have a pussy, too.” He slid his hand under my balls to the crease of my ass. His big, blunt finger began rubbing at my puckered asshole. I squeezed my eyes shut. “Is that right,” he asked, rubbing harder while I hung off his neck. “You have a man-pussy down there?”

I couldn’t answer, I trembled, clinging to him. He pushed his finger into the opening of my anus and I hugged him tighter. He reached up and grabbed the back of my head. With a force I couldn’t have resisted if I’d wanted to, he pushed me down to my knees.

He was horny, aggressively horny. Gone was the chuckling fire brother from just a moment ago. He wanted to get off and he wanted me to do it.

“Lay down,” he ordered. “Lay down and spread your legs, show me that man-pussy, probbie.”

I went with his push, dropping easily to my knees in the warm water of the shower room floor. I went to my back with a smooth dexterity earned from hours in a Crossfit gym. I lay there, legs spread to offer my ass, jacking my dick furiously as I looked up at the rugged stud standing over me, cock hard.

“Look me in the eye,” he instructed. I tore my gaze off his beautiful Johnson and met his look. I felt sheepish, embarrassed, but I wasn’t going to screw this up. His stare was intense. “That’s it, that’s it.”

Keeping his eyes locked with mine he slowly bent down on his knees between my legs. He kept talking the entire time as he worked his cock. “Oh yeah, that’s good pussy. Tell me what you want.” He leaned forward and the umbrella head of his fat dick brushed the tight bunch of my balls. “Tell me!” he whispered sharply.

“I want you to fuck me,” I choked out. “I want you to fuck my tight little man pussy.”

“Sure, I’ll fuck you, probbie,” he purred.

I moaned as he smeared more liquid soap around my opening. I closed my eyes, luxuriating in the feel of that masculine hand on my opening. Suddenly the gentle massage disappeared and two vice grips grabbed me behind my up stretched knees. A fist like pressure appeared at my asshole.

My eyes flew open in surprise at the sudden shift. Bret’s face was set in stern concentration, almost a deadly intensity. He jacked my knees back up toward my ears and scooted his hips forward. His cock pushed into my ass.

I gasped. I wasn’t a virgin, but I hadn’t been expecting such rough treatment either. “Easy, easy,” I pleaded. “You can fuck me, but take it ea—“

“Shut up and take it, bitch,” he whispered.

I moaned out loud as my sphincter dilated enough to admit the fist-like head. Bret didn’t wait, once in he just slammed it home.

“Ahhh,” I shouted out loud. “Oh, god, yes.”

The ramrod shaft slid in, going balls deep on the first push. I could feel the big cock up in my guts. There was pain as my rectum dilated, there was just enough liquid soap lube that he was able to make the deep assault.

“Take it,” he whispered harshly. “Look in my eyes and take it.”

“Yes sir,” I said.

His cock moved in me with all the force of a tide and his balls slapped my ass. I half winced, half whined, loving it. It hurt just enough to make it interesting. He pinned me with those eyes, made me feel like he was drinking me up with them. I was so hard it hurt.

“What am I doing to you?” he demanded.

He continued fucking me hard, the wet, organic sound of slapping flesh and splashing water echoing in the shower. I felt the massive cock hammering home, pulling clear, and plunging in. My prostate was yelping with pleasure and I thought I might just have a hands free orgasm if he could hold out long enough.

“What am I doing to you?” he repeated.

“You’re fucking me, your fucking me!”

“How am I fucking you?” he demanded.

“You’re fucking me real good!” I shouted back.

“You’re goddamn right I am,” he agreed.

He slid in to the root and stopped. Slowly he began wiggling it around inside my tight canal without pulling it out. I almost sobbed as the wedge of man-root moved inside me. I tried to pick my hips off the shower floor and fuck him back, pushing myself up into him.

He leaned forward and propped himself on the floor. His big arms were muscular columns on either side of my head. He eased down, his abdomen a wall of muscle, and slowly began pulling his cock out and then pushing it back in.

I reached up and started sucking a nipple. He moaned and I reached up with both my arm in a double under hook grip behind the horseshoe mountains of his triceps. My blue veined hard on rubbed against the washboard sheet of his abdominal wall.

He fucked me, dick going in, pulling slowly out, slamming in, pulling out, and slamming in. The cockhead, glans impossibly rigid for such a spongy structure, lead the way, rubbing at my insides, back by eight inches of fat, fat, ramrod hard shaft.

I lifted my ass up, meeting his thrusts and rubbing my own cock against him. God, it felt so good. It didn’t hurt that the whole time, in that rough cowboy voice, he kept muttering, “Good bitch, good bitch.”

I squawked, award sounding and loudly as I came with that cock in my ass. My cum flowed in a watery-white sludge along the length of my shaft and spurted out. It struck both of us in our bellies and our grinding smeared it together, all nasty and sticky, only to be diluted and washed away by the flowing shower water.

Unexpectedly his rough, masculine lips came down against mine in a rough kiss. Man tongue invaded my mouth, pushing and licking, tongue fucking me with passion. I sucked on it hard and felt an electric current shoot hard through his body.

In the next instant he rammed me with the hardest thrust yet and spunk blasted out of his cock and up my ass. He shook like a man in the middle of an epileptic seizure. Hot semen filled my rectum.

For a minute he collapsed on top of me and I hugged him tight, relishing the feel of our bodies mashed together and of his cock going slowly soft in my ass. He lay there panting and I buried my nose in his chest, inhaling his scent.

After a moment he leaned back and sat on his ankles, pulling his dripping cock form my ass. He wiped a thick wrist across his lips.

“Whew,” he breathed. “That was a better fuck than I thought it would be.”

I didn’t know what to say. Not since Mr. Stern back in military prep had anyone laid that kind of pipe into me. “It was good,” I agree, breathless.

“It’s okay that I kissed you,” he told me. “That’s pretty gay, and I’m not gay, but you were such a hot little bitch getting that dick, I feel like I was kissing a girl, so it’s okay.”

“Sure?” I agreed.

If he wasn’t gay he needed to give the tops I’d “dated” in graduate school lessons on how to fuck a total bottom like me. Because I had news for him, he fucked gay real well for a breeder.

“Okay, probbie,” he said, tone jovial and friendly again. “You’re still on probation so it’s still your job to handle the hoses. Go ahead and clean me up.”

He stood, easy and confident I would do whatever he told me to do. This was pretty much true, but it’s always nice to be asked. Since there was no point in arguing, I got up on my knees, face level with his crotch.

“Go ahead, buddy,” he encourage. “Let’s wrap this up and get back on line.”

I reached out with my hands for his semi-erect shaft and slapped them away. I looked up in surprise and he laughed. “No, no. You’re a probbie, use your mouth.” He paused, staring down at me, tall and ridiculously fit. “And keep looking in my eyes. I like your eyes, I could be staring into a woman’s eyes when I look at them.”

I blushed but me his gaze. I must have looked love sick with hero worship to him, but I didn’t look away. I opened my mouth and sort of snacked my head around to get at his dropping cock.

His hand went to the base of his shaft and he flicked the head of his dick away just as my lips almost made contact. Laughing, he slapped my face with his softie. “Ohup, ohup,” he teased, shaking it at me. “Ya gotta be quicker than that!”

He looked at me grinning hugely. “Just kidding, going ahead and clean that up champ.”

Again I opened my mouth and leaned forward. Again at the last second he jerked his dick away and then slapped my face with it. Despite myself I burst out laughing.

“As for it,” he told me.

“Let me have your dick, please, sir,” I dutifully replied.

“Why?” he asked, pretending to be confused. “Why does the probbie want my hose?”

“The probbie’s job is to clean the hoses,” I played along.

He nodded, approving. “Good, good. Why does my hose need cleaning?”

“Because you used it to fuck my ass like a pussy and you came all up in me,” I replied.

“That’s the ticket,” he growled and stepped forward. “Now lick this big dick clean.”

He let me catch it with my mouth this time and I eagerly sucked it in, running my tongue over it, licking his spunk off the shaft. I paid close attention to the ridges of his head and piss slit, really working them.

The rod was clean in just a few moments of spit polish and head bob. After a second or two further I felt him growing hard in my mouth again. We looked into each other’s eyes the whole time.

Hopeful for a second fucking I began to make soft moaning sounds as I sucked at him. His eyes narrowed into slits of pleasure then abruptly snapped open. “Easy, buddy,” he laughed. “Good probbie, but no, no, no. We have things to do.”

He slapped me in the forehead dismissively, pulling his dick clear and then slapping me a few times on either cheek. “I like your spirit, Toby,” he told me, “but it isn’t all fucking at Station 8,” he warned me.

“No.” A new voice, deep as a canyon, said. “No it most certainly is not.”

“Shit,” Bret whispered.

Surprised, I turned, still on my knees. There, at the door of the shower, all six feet, six inches of him, stood the Chief. He was buck naked dressed only in flip-flops and shower cap, a fluffy towel over one massive forearm. The towel looked startling white against the deep onyx of his skin.

He was a mountain of a man and, when I looked down, he had, just as Bret had said, a mountain of a cock.

“Hey, Chief,” Bret said, voice abashed. “I was just, uh, showing the probbie, where the shampoo was.”

“Unless the shampoo comes outta your cock,” he replied. “I do not understand why he’s on his knees like a sissy bitch.”

“I, I, I,” I began, quick witted as ever.

“Shut up, probbie,” the Chief said, voice calm. “What it looks like to me is that the probbie was sucking your dick, Bret. Is that what the probbie was doing? Was the probbie sucking your big white dick, Bret?”

Bret sighed. “Yes, Chief,” he agreed.

“Yes, Chief, what?”

“Yes, Chief, the probbie was sucking my big white dick.”

“Was the probbie doing a good job?”

Bret nodded. “He was doing just fine, Chief.”

The Chief sighed. “Then I guess we better start the initiation early this time, shouldn’t we.”

Bret perked up, they both ignored me. Voice eager, he said, “yes, Chief! That’s just what we should do. We should start the initiation early.”

“Go get the men, then,” he told him. Bret, not bothering to put a towel on, ran out to do just that.

“Hey, Chief,” I began.

“Shut up,” he said mildly.

I did as I was told.

Mentally, I did the math. Besides me, there were six firefighters, counting the Chief and Bret. There were also two ambulance dedicated paramedics. That was eight hard studs, eight swinging dicks.

I tried to hide my smile—it was going to be a very long night of a first day.

End

The sissy bottom adventures of Toby will continue in the next Firehouse Bottom book in the series #2 Power Bottom Rides Again.
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###

Toby entered the bathroom stall.

Close behind, Brian pushed in immediately after him. Inside his gym shorts, stamped with the logo of the private military college they attended, Toby’s cock was hard, trapped up against his belly by the elastic of his underwear.

The bathroom stall stood in a row set off the larger locker room and team showers. The last of their classmates filed out just minutes ago, on their way to the customary lunch break before the next scheduled class. The curriculum at the small, private school, was very regimented.

Aroused after spending an hour watching the fit, hard bodies of his peers as they worked out on weights, played basketball, or performed calisthenics, Toby found himself day dreaming about cocks. Lost in thought, he’d jumped when Brian Cannery put a strong hand on his effeminately narrow shoulder. Even at 18, he hadn’t experienced much of his growth spurt.

Surprised, he looked up. He found himself staring at a big bulge of fat cock and heavy balls crammed into a regulation jockstrap. He quietly made an “oh” sound, and self-consciously licked his lips. Realizing he was meat gazing, he looked up to meet Brian’s eyes.

The big guy was an offensive lineman on the school team. For a nineteen year old kid he was incredibly mature physically. Weighing about 230lbs of heavy, bulky muscle, his lantern jaw was covered in 5’0 clock shadow despite his young age and the relatively early hour.

His face wasn’t the only place he carried an abundance of body hair. Below his navel he was furred like an animal. From crotch to ankles, he was covered in thick, dark hair. His ball sack, looking like a grapefruit stuffed in under his flaccid truncheon of a penis, was especially hairy.

Catching himself meat gazing again, Toby looked up. He took in the heavy pecs, shoulders, and thick triceps of the ollege bench press champion. He tried smiling, tried to speak, swallowed, and then tried again.

“Yeah?”

“Thomas said you put out,” the deep, bass voice answered him.

Toby felt very conscience of the heat radiating out from the football player’s genitals. He was also aware of how big the athlete’s hands were. All the more capable of beating a faggot with. Thomas was right, of course. Toby did put out. Toby put out as often as he could. He hadn’t thought Thomas would tell anyone about their blowjob sessions, however.

“Do I, uh, have a choice?” he asked, voice breaking. It was a weak attempt to joke his way out of admitting to just what a ferociously sissy cocksucker he actual was. He tried a chuckle and smile. Those came out weak, too.

Surprising, Toby, Brian said, “no. You’re going to put out or I’m telling everyone what Thomas told me about how you got the two out of trouble when Mr. Stern busted you.”

Toby blinked. He hadn’t expected Brian would want to mess around with him. Of course, what ‘mess around’ usually meant to the football players was that he sucked their dicks and let them fuck his face. Which was fine. Jacking off with a long, hard dick in his mouth was one of Toby’s favorite activities.

“Okay,” he said. “You don’t have to threaten me, I’ll do it,” he agreed.

“Fuck ya, you’ll do it, bitch,” Brian said. “Get over to the toilet stall in case someone walks in.”

Without a word, palms sweaty, butterflies fluttering in his stomach, Toby, looking positively svelte and girlish next to the bear like athlete, hurried to comply. When big men with big cocks told him what to do, Toby always hurried to comply.

The stall door clanked shut loudly behind them. They stood for a moment, both facing the toilet, crammed very close together. Toby felt Brian looming behind him, filling the stall. He pushed back a little with his ass and felt how quickly Brian had grown hard. The lineman’s Johnson was even bigger than Thomas’s was.

Strong arms suddenly went around him, locking him into an embrace. Squeezed up tight against Brian, he realized just how hard that jockstrap had to be working to contain the erection. The meaty prick nuzzled between his butt cheeks, sticking like an iron club between them. He felt his asshole spasm just a little. His own erection strained even harder against his underwear.

“Do it,” Brian whispered. “Just hurry up and get it in your mouth!”

Though not loud, the guy’s words were intense. Toby felt a smile pulling at the corners of his mouth. He loved it when they got hot like this. The realization that they were so hot for him, so hot for what he would do for them, thrilled him.

He turned, rubbing his trembling body against the granite pillar of Brian as he did so. He sank, spreading his knees as he sat to make room for Brian’s tree trunk quads and softball sized calves. Unable to stop himself, he reached out and slipped his fingers into the thick hair along Brian’s legs, and steadied himself.

The football player reached down to his jock as Toby got into position. A purple, mushroom headed boner, corded with veins and hard enough to bounce a tuning fork off, faced him. Two hands capable of palming a basketball reached down and grabbed him on either side of his head.

“Come on, come on,” Brian said. “I want to blow a load and I want to blow it in you. God, your eyes are so big, it’s like looking at a girl.” He pushed his hips forward, pushing his dick into Toby’s face. “I’m going to pretend I’m getting a suck job from a big tittied cheerleader.”

Toby opened his mouth for the incoming meat pole. He stretched wide, feeling the ache in his jaws as he did so. Salty, humid, penis slid across his tongue and into his mouth. The hands on his head impatiently pulled him forward. He reached up and grabbed the thick shaft with one of his girlish hands.

He sucked on the head, filling his mouth with warm spit while he tongued the pee slit of the meatus. He bobbed his head up and down around the top of the shaft, his hand jacking in time to his head motions. He knew enough from his own frequent masturbation sessions, just how firmly to squeeze a dick.

“Shit yeah, pussy bitch,” Brian groaned. “Shit yeah.”

Toby lathed his cockhead, coating it good with his saliva while his free hand pushed his own gym shorts down past his knees. Because he’d seen it watching porn videos, he started moaning himself, increasing the depth as he took in the cock on each downward stroke. He let his gag reflex work as the penis slid into the back of his mouth, making the distressed noises he knew turned the guys on.

His hand closed around his own erection. He immediately started jacking hard, not bothering to warm up, but just going straight at it. In his experience the boys at his college came quick when he worked them with his mouth, and he liked to cum while the dick was still inside him.

“Yum, yum,” he moaned loudly enough for Brian to hear.

Playing it up, he blew spittle out over his chin, making sloppy swallowing sounds. His hand jacked both his and Brian’s dicks in synchronicity. His fantasy was to feel the guy shoot into his throat right as he was coming himself.

The athlete grunted with a sound almost like a snarl, and increased the pressure he used to yank Toby’s head up and down on his cock. Toby forced his throat to relax, submerging his gag reflex in preparation for the throat fucking that would hit him once he caused Brian to really get going.

If he could have smiled in smug self-satisfaction while sucking a big dick, he would have. He pushed his head forward on the next in-stroke, and 7”’s of thick cock sheathed itself in his throat. He let go with his hand and smeared spit down the penis shaft until he found his nose buried in the thick, black bush growing around the squat root of Brian’s erection.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” Brian half shouted, half choked. “That’s it,” he snarled.

He pulled his penis out of a surprised Toby’s mouth. Toby felt the substantial thing slide out across his still working tongue, confusing him. Usually, his deep throat trick just made them go crazy, and really start face fucking him. He didn’t know what could have pissed Brian off on to stop getting getting his dick sucked.

His jack hand faltered on his own little dick. He looked up at Brian, questioning with his eyes. The football player’s boner was dripping with his spit, glistening wetly in the light from the overheads. Brian breathed heavily, like he’d run a series of sprints, and his balls curled up tight between his legs like a closed fist.

“What, wha—?” Toby began asking.

“Get up,” Brian ordered. Two big paws latched onto his skinny arms and hauled him to his feet. “I’m fucking your ass, so turn around and bend over.”

“But, I—“ Toby started protesting.

“Shut up and do it,” Brian told him.

The bigger male forcibly turned the smaller one, spinning him, then bending him in half like a folding chair. Off balance, Toby grabbed the toilet set with both hands. He looked back over his shoulder as Brian pushed up on him, rough as a bull in a chute at the rodeo.

He’d only taken one other cock in his ass. He’d only needed to do that to keep Mr. Stern quiet about catching him blowing Thomas. That time the older man used a well-greased condom, and though the administrator’s dick hung to his knee, he hadn’t sported the soda can circumference that Brian did.

He knew from reading dirty stories, that the key to taking it was relaxing the sphincter as quickly, and completely, as he could. Brian wasn’t giving him a whole lot of time, though. As soon as he caught himself on the toilet seat, he felt the head of the fat hard-on pushing against his rectum.

He felt his own spit, sticky and lukewarm, smear around the opening, and he quickly tried to relax. Brian made a guttural, almost animal sound, like a strong man picking up a heavy weight, and pushed the inch-and-a-half or so of glans into Toby’s ass.

Toby’s head snapped around on its own volition and his chin went up, pushing the back of his head down into his hunched shoulders. The pain was sharp, the pressure unbelievable, and Brian was showing zero patience at breaking him in.

“Ouch, oh shit, ouch,” he panted.

Brian pushed another inch into the cramped channel of his rectum. “Fuck yeah, that’s tight,” he said. “You can take it, you can take it.”

His powerful grip, a grip that jerked full grown men off their feet on the football field, grabbed him possessively at the bend of his hips. Hands strong enough to deadlift 600lbs for several reps pulled Toby back as he shoved his cock forward.

“Ouch, shit, shit, shit,” Toby whined. His high pitched voice sounded effeminate even to his own ears, echoing off the metal stall.

To his surprise, his erection, pointing like an arrow between his legs, was harder than it’d ever been in his life. If felt made of tungsten steel, so swollen the skin ready to split open. Behind him, Brian pushed the rest of his cock into his ass and he felt their balls slap into each other.

“Yeah,” Brian chuckled. “That shit’s good. You better hold on to the toilet, bitch, I’m about to put a fucking on you.”

Toby had only a moment to do as he was instructed, before the battering began. Grabbing the smaller youth’s hips tight enough to leave bruises, Brian pulled out an inch, slammed it home. Pulled out four inches, slammed it home harder, than pulled it out to the tip and drove it home with sledge hammer force.

“Ow, ow, oh god, yes,” Toby moaned.

His prostate was on fire, singing deep in his ass as the meat pole sawed back and forth across it. The back of his legs and Brian’s hips slapped together in a wild, staccato rhythm and their balls nuzzled up against each other with each thrust.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh,” Brian told him, voice deep and rough.

The pain was still there, the boner just too damn massive not stretch him, but there was a building, rushing pleasure growing from his anus, A tingling burn radiated out from his mauled prostate, an incredibly intense sensation that almost overpowered him.

He gripped the toilet seat with all his strength, and, to his own amazement, began pushing back to meet each one of Brian’s fuck strokes. The beefy football player’s breath caught in his throat in a sound that was almost like a bark, and he stabbed Toby’s ass with his dick in a frenzy of thrusts.

“Yeah, fuck me, fuck that ass,” Toby pleaded. “Fuck it like a pussy!.”

Brian snarled more inarticulate growls in response, and Toby felt the dick shoved up his ass swell as it prepared to shoot. He realized that big, heavy swinging nut sack slapping his ass was about to unload a hot load right up inside him.

He shook his head back and forth, dizzy with pleasure, breath catching in his throat as he tried not to scream in delight. Suddenly his dick, without him touching it, began to shoot. He sobbed with relief as his orgasm flooded through him, balls emptying as he ejaculated as he never had before.

Lines of sperm shot out like silly string, landing on the toilet seat, splashing into the water of the bowel and on the blue sanitation puck attached to the rim. Tight up in his ass, Brian, fighting a scream through gritted teeth, dumped his own load up Toby’s narrow cunt of an ass. The burly guy humped three or four more times, milking the last squirts of his orgasm into Toby.

For a moment both males, smaller and larger, froze in place, each trembling as goosebumps rippled across their flesh. Finally, Brian pulled his dick out of Toby and the sissy bottom felt a rivulet of sperm rush out and spill across his taint.

Without saying a word, Brian opened the stall door and walked out, shoving his package into the hammock like encloser of his jock strap. Left alone in the stall, Toby shuddered once more. He rose slowly and took his softening penis in hand, milking the last of his sperm out of it.

After a moment, sure that most of it was purged, he reached down and pulled his gym shorts up. He closed his eyes as his underwear settled into place next to his abused brown eye. God, that was intense! He thought. He’d loved the rough fucks.

He still missed the taste of cum in his mouth, warm and slimy on his tongue. If only he could somehow get to the point where he was in a position to take two studs on at once. How perfect would it be to have a cock pounding his ass while another gagged him?

He walked out of the stall and found Mr. Stern waiting, arms crossed, disapproving look on his face.

***

Toby snapped out of the memory.

His 18, almost 19, year old freshman self, dreamed of taking two or more cocks on at once. And, with hard work, he’d managed to maneuver himself into a place where just such a situation might became a frequent occurrence.

After that first year of college, where the football team clandestinely turned him into their private cum dump, and he went on to be the towel assistant for three differet sports, he set his mind on a goal. When he left school, he was going to be surrounded by burly, alpha males, always one hard dick away from giving a blowjob, or getting ass fucked.

He chose firefighting. Knowing he could never fully embrace his sissy bitch proclivities in such an environment, he settled on the role of power bottom instead. Staying in school another year to earn his Masters in Fire Science, and to give himself 12 more months of weight training to help pass the physical exam, he earned a spot on a Fire Department in a small city.

Over that five years, he’d slowly used CrossFit to change his build from a willowy, effeminate, and somewhat scrawny kid, into a stronger, leaner, svelte-like man, lithe as a backup dancer in a boy band, with ripped abs and a tight ass. He remained small-boned and slight, but now he could haul hose, swing an axe ,or wield a chainsaw, if he needed. He could knock out pushups and sit ups like he was going down on a cock; full speed and with ease.

Luck was with him. He’d drawn Station 8, the only remaining all male station in the city. During the academy there was much speculation as to why the Officers and Chief fought so hard to keep the place an exclusive man camp. After returning from his first fire, Toby learned the reason why.

He was educated in the ways of Station 8 on his knees in the shower, sucking firefighter cock. Then he was schooled, flat on his back, legs in the air like a slutty cheerleader, on the floor of the same shower. But the Chief caught him getting fucked, saw him loving it while one of the man’s hard stud firefighters force fed him a different kind of fire hose.

In response, the Chief (who was a big swinging dick daddy of man, built like a heavier, blacker, and better hung, Brian) called an early start to “probbie initiation,” though Toby still had shit all idea what that meant.

Quickly, the rest of the afterhours engine and ambulance crew, eight men in all, showed up and formed a loose circle around his still naked body. Wearing only flip flops, the Chief smiled evilly at him, porn star dick rising to attention before Toby’s startled eyes.

“You heard me, people!” he barked in his Drill Instructor voice. “I found Lieutenant Brent here breaking the probbie in without us.”

There was an angry muttering at this revelation, but the Lt. just smiled. Only minutes before, he’d been balls deep up Toby’s ass, and he didn’t seem particularly abashed about getting caught. He stood, naked as the Chief, his own dick growing semi-erect.

“Break him in!” Someone shouted. Toby was so new he still hadn’t learned everyone’s name. The little group took up the chant. “Break him in, break him in, break him in!”

The Chief uttered a dry, soft chuckle as he started rubbing the head of his dick. “Have at him, boys. Take him to the bunk room.” Toby’s eyes went wide in shock as the knot of firefighters, well-muscled, hard dicked, men to a one, rushed forward.

Strong hands reached down and grabbed him. He was easily lifted up to the group’s shoulders and rushed out of the shower into the evening quarters reserved for firefighters working 24 hour shifts.

They entered the bay, a wide open room like a military barracks, lined with single bunks, all neatly made. Inside the room, they lowered him to the floor and pushed him back to his knees, when he tried to stand. Someone bear hugged him from behind, and he smelled men’s aftershave.

“Put the blindfold on,” the Chief ordered.

Rough hands held him while another pair quickly cinched a long, soft, cloth around his eyes and knotted it into place. He stayed on his knees, waiting. He could see nothing, but heard the knot of men rustling around him.

“Shit, look at that,” a deep voice sneered. “The probbie’s dick’s already hard.”

“I ever put a fucking on you, Bronson, like I did the probbie,” Lt. Brent laughed, “your dick’ll be hard for days, too.”

Toby felt himself blushing as the tribe of men circled around him laughed. It was true, despite the load he’d shot against the Lt’s washboard stomach as the other man fucked him, his dick was standing at attention for everyone to see.

A stout hand took hold of the top of his head and rotated his face upward. A naked leg brushed his shoulder and he heard the Chief speak. “What a probbie at Station 8 needs to learn,” the Fire Officer said, “is how to handle hose. Lots and lots of hoses.”

A cheer went up that echoed around the bay. In the next instant, still utterly blind, a forest of legs crowded in on him. He felt a dick, semi-hard and blackjack heavy, slap his face, first one side then the other. There was a cockhead rubbing against his cheek on one side and another doing the same on the other side. It was like being lost in a forest of dicks, he thought, a little giddy at the prospect.

He felt a soft cock rub across his lips and he obediently opened his mouth. It touched his lower lip gently and he opened wider, pushing his face eagerly forward.

“Ho, ho!” someone laughed. “He’s eager to get some cock in his mouth!”

“Shit,” another voice mocked. “Little probbie punk isn’t ready for our cocks yet. He’s got to earn it.” A hand grabbed him at the temples across his blindfold and jerked his face in another direction. The same voice as before spoke again and Toby recognized the thick East coast accent belonging to Valchici, the AO—or apparatus operator—the guy who drove the Fire Engine. “Get up in my ass, probbie,” he told the smaller man. “Get your tongue up in my shit chute and get me off.”

A pair of what Toby recognized as hairy, masculine buttocks, heavily muscled, pushed against his face. His nose and mouth went willingly into the crack of the cheeks. His tongue pushed out and found the rosebud of Valchici’s anus. His tongue worked the opening, licking wildly, then slipping in and out as Toby tried tongue-fucking the man to orgasm.

The hand on his face went to the back of his head and pushed his face harder into the ass crack. Almost smothered, Toby continued licking eagerly, thrusting his tongue faster and harder, licking every curve and crevice.

“Shit,” Valchici murmured, pacified. “Probbie bitch can eat ass.”

Rough hands found the nipples of his chest and he moaned into the man-ass as the sensative nubs were pinched and rubbed. He loved it when his titties, rock hard from weekly bench press and Pec Dec sessions, were mauled. His hands jumped to his stiff dick.

Someone slapped his arm. “At ease, probbie,” a voice said. “You don’t jack your little man-clit unless you’re told. You want to pump something, wrap your hand around this.”

The hands on his wrist pulled his arm up until his open palm found a curved erection. He closed his fingers around it. The dick stood firmly erect, only average length, but big around as a soda can, which immediately made Toby call Brian to mind. Fucking Johnson is an umbrella, he thought to himself and began pumping the shaft.

More hands brought up his other arm and filled his second palm with a warm banana-shaped flesh wand. He used his thumb to rub leaking pre-cum around the top before jacking it off. Eight hard dicks was a lot, he thought. He couldn’t waste any time getting them off. He needed to empty nut sacks before his ass got too sore or his jaw too fatigued.

Getting gangbanged, as he’d learned in college, was an awesome experience for a total bottom like himself, and sure, getting bukkae levels of sperm dumped on him was also an awesome sensation. But five or ten horny men could wear a single guy out, and no one ever wanted to stop, or would stop, until they popped their loads.

So he jacked the dicks in his hands like engine pistons, as he worked his tongue toward the hidden treasure of Valchici’s prostate. He heard someone slapping meat and realized the AO was beating off wildly as he tongued the man’s ass.

“That’s enough, Valchici,” a voice yelled. “You’ve had it long enough. Let someone else rotate in.”

“Quit your bitching,” Valchici said, but Toby felt the ass move away from his mouth just the same.

In the next moment two hard dicks poked into his face. He opened his mouth and they slid across his lips and onto his tongue. He opened his mouth wider, trying to take both of them between his lips, working the cockheads with his tongue. The two heads bumped and rubbed inside his mouth, sword fighting across his face.

“Shit,” someone called from the back. “I’m tired of jerking off back here! Get that fucker on all fours!” Again, a unified cheer went up.

Toby let go of the dicks he was jacking, and put his hands out to find the floor, as someone rudely pushed his head down, forcing him off his knees and onto all fours. Big, calloused hands found his tight butt cheeks and began squeezing hard. Again the smell of men’s cologne filled his nostrils, but this time there was the unsubtle permeation of crotch underneath it.

He was currently surrounded by a lot men, by a whole lot of cock meat, he realized. He opened his mouth, smiling, wanting a dick in there. Someone dropped in front of him, grabbed the short spikes of his hair, and pulled his waiting receptacle of a mouth onto yet another fat boner.

Behind him, someone shoved a finger into the tight opening of his ass and began finger banging his anus like the pussy of a debutante in the backseat of a car after prom. He moaned around the dick in his mouth.

“Fucking probbie sissy loves it.”

“We’re not gay if he’s so sissy he’s like a bitch,” Brent said to general agreement.

“Look out,” the Chief ordered. “I’m the goddamn engine on this train.”

The probing fingers pulled clear of his ass, and immediately he felt the huge presence of the Chief fall into position behind him. He imagined this was what it was like for a mare when a stallion mounted it.

Sure enough, as one big hand came to rest on the small of his back where he’d gotten his tattoo, tramp-stamp style, a horse cock pressed against his ass. Under the blindfold, Toby’s eyes widened in surprise. He knew it was coming, but feeling it making entry was another matter entirely.

The cock in his face pushed hard into his mouth. Afraid for his already tender man-pussy, he wasn’t concentrating, and he gagged hard. He retched ropes of spit up out of his throat and coughed them out all over the dick in front of him and down his own chin.

“You take it,” the voice told him, yanking cruelly on his hair. “You fucking take this big dick,” it ordered.

Toby nodded, eager, and pushed his face forward. The cock slid onto his tongue, filled his mouth, and then pushed down his open throat. This time it went in easily, and he found his nose pushed up in a bush of wiry pubic hair.

Just then the Chief pushed his rod in. “Uh, uh, uh!” Toby shouted around the cock in his throat, gagging all over again. He tried pulling back to take a breath and heard more laughing as the hand cupped behind his head locked him into place.

A tree trunk moved in and out of his ass. A big, black tree trunk. He felt that familiar sensation of pleasure/pain that made a hard ass fucking so special. He was glad as hell Lieutenant Brent had warmed him up first, though.

The Chief continued shoving his dick up Toby’s ass. At the other end, mouth locked open, throat filled, he gasped for breath around the meat pole there. Someone reached down and pinched his nose closed. The sensation of choking filled him with adrenaline and he gagged hard again, blowing more heavy spit from his deep in his throat, out over his face, where it clung like snot, and across the balls and thighs of the man fucking his face.

The pinch at his nose released, and the grip at the back of his head let up enough for him to draw back. He did, inhaling deeply, then suctioned down tight on the cock, sucking for all he was worth. He only managed to keep it up for a couple of moments.

The gigantic boner up his ass pounded him too hard, too deep. He gave up trying to blow the man in front of him and just started moaning. Someone cradled his blindfolded face against a strong, sweaty thigh.

“Jesus, yes, Jesus, yes!” he shouted, unable to hold the cries inside any longer.

The Chief gave him one long shove, deep in his rectum, like he was trying to stab his guts, and jizz thick as oatmeal spilled in his ass. Between his thighs the building pressure in his own testicles reached a crescendo and a hands free orgasm spilled out of him.

“Look at the probbie cum!” someone shouted.

More of his sperm jetted out, sticky and off white, across his thighs while the men around him laughed. He turned his face, mouth hanging open, first one direction then another, searching for a hard cock to fill it.

“Put the little bitch on his back!” Someone ordered.

Immediately, he was grabbed and flipped. Someone knelt by his head and began shoving a cock in and out of his mouth at a downward angle. More hands grabbed him at the ankles and pulled them up in the air, forcing his hips to push up and display his man-pussy prominently.

Another man pushed up tight against him. A hard dick, using the leaking sperm to grease the groove, slid in to his ass. Dicks were placed in his hands, forcing him to dual-jack two shafts.

No one laughed anymore. There was a focused quiet filled only with the sounds of flesh wet against flesh, and heavy breathing punctuated by deep, pleasure filled moans. The cock in his ass shot off and slid out. His ass dripped with spunk now, a sloppy wet hole waiting to be filled.

Immediately, it was replaced by another. By the size and shape, Toby instantly recognized umbrella dick. The cock pushing down into his mouth started shooting. It slid out and necklaces of sperm dumped across his face. His cheeks grew sticky with it.

He realized his own dick had grown hard again somewhere during the group fuck, and was now steadily leaking sperm onto his own belly as one long, nearly continuous, orgasm shuddered through him, and another pair of dicks took the place of the ones being pulled out of him.

He started losing track. How many cocks had shot in his ass, how many loads had he swallowed? He didn’t know. But after one long, load finished filling his belly via his now sore throat, he suddenly realized no one was shoving a hard dick into one of his orifices.

Almost inebriated from the pleasure, he tried taking stock. He lifted his head, looking around blindly, cloth still firmly in place across his eyes. Confused, he sat up.

“Take off that blindfold, probbie,” Lt. Brent told him.

Hurriedly, stomach fluttering with apprehension at the thought it was all over, he followed orders, Pulling the blindfold free, he blinked against the sudden rush of light. He focused his eyes, looking around.

All the men of Station 8 stood in a line, dirty dicks swinging. They smirked at him and he felt every ounce of cum splattered on his face, and leaking from his ass. The firefighters stood with arms around one another like a crowd of soccer fans, completely at ease in their nudity.

To a man, their dicks showed wetly. Some were smeared with his spit, some still dripped residual cum. Others just had a plump, greasy look about them. They all looked well used, hanging low and full. Everyone of them hung longer limp than his stood erect.

“End of initiation, probbie,” Valchici said. “All you got to do is clean the hoses.”

Throwing the blindfold aside, Toby crawled toward the men on hands and knees. He scuttled forward until he reached the first man in the line. Coming up on his knees, he took the dangling penis in his mouth, knowing better than to use his hands. The man, grinning down at him from behind the required thick mustache, moaned as the probbie took the meat in his mouth.

Using his sticky, warm tongue, Toby began lathing the dick. Working diligently, sucking gently, running his tongue over every centimeter of surface, he cleaned the cock. Then, on his knees, moved down the line to the next man.

Taking each dick in his mouth in turn, he cleaned them all. The greasy ones that’d dumped their loads up his ass. The spit covered ones that had gagged his throat. He licked them clean, each in turn, polishing the residue of his body off all the fat, happy organs.

The last cock in the line was the Chief. The burly alpha male looked down at him, black skin shinny under the light from the overhead fluorescents. He picked his dick up at the root and jiggled it at Toby, grinning broadly. The thing flopped loosely in his hand, like a trout, or a gym sock full of sand.

“All right, probbie,” the Chief said. “I bet my cum’s still dripping out of your ass, ain’t it?”

Still on his knees, Toby answered honestly. “It’s kind of hard to tell, sir,” he said. “There’s kind of a lot of cum up there.”

Around him the men of Station 8 laughed heartily. The Chief, chuckling along with the rest of them, stepped up to the kneeling Toby. He shook his meat club at the much smaller built man.

“You did good, probbie,” he said. “You passed initiation with flying colors.” The burly Fire Officer rubbed the head of his cocky, still smeared with his sperm, across Toby’s full, effeminate lips. “Clean your ass off me and then hit the showers.”

Eagerly, Toby bent his head and went to work on the dirty cock. He sucked it in heavy, wet strokes, spreading saliva in a glaze across the enormous shaft before gently sucking it clean. He kept at until he felt the monstrous snake begin twitching.

Still laughing, the Chief pulled the fat bastard of a prick out of Toby’s slut mouth. “Take it easy, you little sissy bitch,” he grinned. “We’re through for now.” He laughed that big, booming laugh. “We still have a city to protect, after all!”

At a nod, Toby stood, and the men of the Station rushed over, cheering and patting him on the back. Hoisted up to their shoulders, the boisterous riot carried him off to the showers where the whole night began in the first place.

Toby, ass sore, jaw aching, cum splattered, and deeply, thoroughly, content, rode on their shoulders, smiling the biggest smile of his life.

END
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###

Toby slid the key into the lock and opened the door to his dorm room.

He got a new roommate today and the prospect made him apprehensive. There were a lot of very uptight and conservative students who chose to come to this military preparatory college. If he got busted jerking off to gay porn, it could make for a very awkward year.

Door open, he stopped cold.

Standing in only her underwear, was a pretty Asian girl. She was slim, with tasteful makeup but what was, to Toby’s understanding, somewhat slutty looking underwear. The girl had delicate features, but her ass was a perfect 10 and, surprisingly in a girl, her abs were a razor sharp washboard.

“I, uh, I” Toby stuttered. He didn’t know what to say. Why was there a girl in his room? Why was she naked? Was his new roommate already bringing females to their room?

“Oh,” the girl said, turning bright pink. “I thought you were at drill and ceremony class.” The Vietnamese accent was soft, the voice effeminate, and a little meek.

“It got over early,” he answered. So Mr. Stern could give me a private lesson in how to take cock, he added mentally. “Wait—what are you doing…”

Toby’s voice trailed off as he saw the little pink cock poking out of the girl’s French cut underwear.

“Oh, shit,” he whispered. “You’re a boy,” he said. “You’re Huang, my new roommate.”

“Please don’t tell!” Huang begged. He had beautiful dark eyes and a sweet, sweet mouth. “I know everyone hates gay guys, let alone sissy bottoms like me,” he stammered out.

Toby looked at the little crossdressing Asian college freshman. “They don’t hate them as much as you might think,” he muttered.

Huang grabbed his arm in two hands, obviously panicked. “Please don’t tell, please don’t tell,” he begged again. “I can’t help myself, I know I shouldn’t want to dress like a girl and like boys,” he was crying now. “But I can’t help it. It’s why my dad sent me here to begin with.”

“You’re gay?” Toby asked.

Tears still streaming down his face, threatening to ruin his makeup, Huang nodded. The guy would look good in a dress, Toby had to admit. With his cock tucked, he’d have the guys around here pounding his undoubtedly tight little ass in no time.

“You like boys? But you like to dress like a girl?”

Huang seemed confused by Toby’s questions. “I-I-I”

“Answer my questions or I’ll call my friends in here,” Toby warned.

“Yes, yes!” Huang half shouted, obviously mortified.

The head of his dick still poked out the frilly top of his panties, and Toby realized the little cock must have been rock hard from Huang staring at himself in the mirror. He was semi-erect now himself.

“So you like sucking cock?” Toby asked. “You wear those sexy girl underwear so the guys treat you like a slutty little sissy?”

Feeling the energy shift, Huang stared at him. After a moment, he nodded.

Toby moved forward. Acting like a top wasn’t him, but he’d been where Huang was now, and he knew what the boy wanted. He knew what he needed to get over this initial experience, and fully embrace his sissy boy, bottom self. He needed a top, an Alpha to help break him in.

Toby wasn’t those things, but he’d sucked enough top cock, taken enough Alpha dick in his ass, to know how the role was played. Stomach twisting in knots, dick growing tight in his uniform pants, he stepped up to the slight, Vietnamese boy.

“Kneel,” he said, making his voice gruff.

Huang looked at him in startled confusion. He really was quite pretty, Toby realized, with that makeup on he was so effeminate that even straight guys would want those girly lips wrapped around their cocks.

“Wh-what?” Huang sputtered.

Getting into the role, Toby stepped closer and realized the smaller boy wore perfume. He reached out and pushed him roughly to the floor of their college dorm room. Huang looked up at him, blushing furiously. Looking down, Toby saw the pink head of his cock pushing its way out of those bikini-cut panties.

 Go with it, Toby, he told himself. Go with it.

He unzipped his uniform pants and opened the fly of his boxers. His erection popped out. What would the boys who used him do now? He knew the answer.

“Shut up,” he ordered.

He grabbed Huang by the back of his neck and lifted him toward his crotch by the back of his neck. Taking his boner in his other hand, he slapped Huang’s face lightly with it. The boy’s eyes crossed as he tried to follow it. Toby rubbed it across his lips.

“Take it,” he demanded. “Open up that whore mouth and suck this cock.”

Hesitant, unsure of what he was doing, the new student parted his bright red lips. Toby shoved his cock in Huang’s mouth, feeling the warm slippery silk of his tongue work across the head. Standing directly in front of the kneeling boy, he took his head in both hands and roughly pulled Huang’s face into his groin.

His penis slid into the moist opening, and Huang began sucking on it. Using the boy’s pink tongue like a fleshy slide, he began ramming his cock into his mouth. The bigger cadets who used Toby as a fuck toy all the time, didn’t waste time getting him warmed up. They wanted to get off, and they just used his holes for their own pleasure.

He loved it.

Knowing this was what Huang’s sissy bottom self longed for, Toby pushed aggressively into the boy’s face. Huang coughed as his hard-on bumped the back of his throat, but it only drove him on. He rocked his hips back and forth as hot spit filled Huang’s mouth and spilled out over his cock.

“Fuck yeah,” he grunted. “Pussy bitch, suck it.”

Huang was into it fully, now. Eyes closed, mouth latched tightly on the erection between his lips, the new cadet began bobbing his head, no longer just getting faced fucked, but instead actively going down on his first cock. He moaned, as if biting into a piece of desert.

Toby’s cock tingled with the pleasurable feelings as saliva spilled out over his almost hairless testicles. He watched his cock slipping in and out of the Huang’s mouth, saw him loving it, and felt his balls tighten in response.

Huang reached down and started rubbing his own cock through the panties he wore. He was uncut and the hood of his foreskin slipped back and forth across his glans, making it wink. He kept moaning in between the occasional retches that happened when Toby’s cock made it to the back of his throat.

Trying to slow his approaching orgasm, Toby pulled his dick clear. It came out dripping spit, wet and shiny along its hard, pink length. He was gasping himself. He slapped Huang’s cheeks, one after the other. Mouth wide, Huang tried reaching for it.

Toby slapped Huang’s exposed tongue with his dick, then pulled it away as the Vietnamese boy tried taking it in his mouth. He grabbed Huang by the short hair on the top of his head and stepped forward, straddling his makeup painted face.

“Lick my balls,” he told Huang. “Put them in your mouth.”

The cadet pushed his face forward, eager to comply. The two college students met each other’s gazes, locking eyes. Never looking away, Huang slowly sucked one of Toby’s testicles into his mouth. His hand worked his own cock in a fast rhythm, jerking it hard.

Toby sighed, leaning his head back he pushed his balls into Huang’s warm mouth. The boy’s tongue lathered him up in between sucking softly on them. He put his free hand on Toby’s leg to steady himself and Toby grabbed it up. He wrapped the skinny fingers around his erection as Huang continued licking his balls, and showed him how to jack another man off.

“That’s it,” he said. “That’s fucking it. Lick those balls, bitch, jack that dick.”

Groaning deep in his throat, Huang moved his hand up and down along Toby’s cock, tongue working the crease between his balls. The teasing was too much and Toby shoved his cock back in the cadet’s mouth and began fucking his face with an almost frenzied energy.

Realizing he was going to shoot, he stopped himself and backed away. Anxious to keep a cock in his mouth, Huang followed after him on his knees. The push up bra he wore made soft little A cups out of his chest.

“No,” Toby told him. “Get on the bed,”

As Huang climbed onto his bunk, Toby began stripping, kicking off his shoes and ripping off his pants and shirt. Huang crawled on the bed and lay back on his covers, cock pointing in the air. He didn’t just look attractive, he looked so pretty he was beautiful.

Eyes locked on Toby’s jiggling penis, he worked his own boner, spit from the blow job still glistening on his chin. His lipstick had smeared around the other boy’s cock and the sight of it, of knowing he’d put it there, Toby saw, made him jack himself harder.

Toby walked forward and climbed onto the bed between Huang’s legs. The new cadet made an eager, frustrated, whining sound as the boy loomed over him on the bed. He tried sitting up and Toby pushed him back down.

He leaned slowly down, until he felt his cock brush Huang’s. He took both erections in one hand and began jacking them simultaneously. Huang reached up and threw his arms around Toby’s neck, bringing him down to the bed.

Their lips mashed together hard and tongues began thrusting into each other’s mouths. Toby lost his grip on their cocks as he caught himself and pressed down with his hips, grinding his hard-on into Huang’s.

The bottom whined again, mouth still working in a passionate soul kiss. He pressed up with his own hips, dry humping Toby’s belly. Toby reached down and pinched one of Huang’s nipples through the lacey red bra. Gasping at the sudden sensation, Huang broke off the kiss and moaned in Toby’s ear.

He clung to his new friend like that for several long moments as their cocks rubbed back and forth against each other’s bellies. Making his voice as soft as possible, fully embracing his role as a bottom bitch-boy, he pressed his lips into Toby’s ear.

“Please,” he panted, voice purposefully girlish.

“Please what, bitch?” Toby demanded.

“Please, put it in my ass,” Huang begged. “I’m a bitch, fuck me like one.”

“Open those legs up,” Toby told him. “Open them up and let me see your boy-pussy.”

“Yes, yes,” Huang eagerly agreed. “anything you tell me to do.”

Reaching down with his own hands, the Asian grabbed his legs behind the knees and pulled them back, lifting his ass and exposing how the panties clung to the crack of his butt cheeks.

Rising to his knees, Toby looked down at what Huang offered. Slowly, he reached out and hooked a finger in the panties. Huang shuttered as a knuckle rubbed his asshole. Toby moved the female underwear to one side and looked down at the little brown puckered hole. Huang’s skin was a golden color, but his anus was a deeper brown, utterly hairless.

Toby reached his hand up and stuck his finger in Huang’s mouth. The new cadet eagerly sucked it, running his tongue over it like it was another cock. Toby pulled the finger out and pushed it back in, coating it with Huang’s spit. Satisfied, he pulled it free.

Slowly, locking eyes with Huang, he placed it at the entrance of the boy’s ass. He pushed slightly and Huang’s eyes narrowed in pleasure. Carefully, he inserted his finger, pushing it forward.

“Ah,” Huang whispered.

Knowing from his own masturbation right where to find the prostate, Toby began rubbing at it. Huang’s eyes shot open in surprise. He reached down beside him with both hands, and grasped the sheets, balling them up in his fists. He kept his legs in the air, offering his ass up freely to his roommate.

Toby leaned down and took Huang’s hard little cock in his mouth. His finger worked in and out of his asshole as he bobbed his head up and down on the dick. He worked his finger back and forth, rubbing the sensitive area up the Asian’s man-pussy, and swirled his tongue around the other boy’s cockhead.

Huang made a mewling sound, like a kitten begging for milk, and pushed his cock into the inviting, hot suck-hole of Toby’s mouth. Squeezing his eyes shut tight, he bucked wildly. Sperm shot out his cock and Toby, an old hand at sucking guys off, swallowed the load easily, still finger fucking his new boyfriend.

At last the stuttering spurts ended, and Huang seized up a final time before melting back into the bed, body slack and covered in goosebumps. He lay, makeup smeared across his face, and panted away the intensity of his orgasm.

Letting go of the softening cock, Toby raised up and leaned forward. His mouth crushed into Huang’s and his sperm coated tongue thrust into the smaller boy’s mouth, force feeding him his own spunk. Huang eagerly kissed him back, tongue actually thrashing as he cleaned his cum off Toby’s tongue.

Toby leaned back, his own little penis a fierce, stiff dagger between them. He took it in one hand and rubbed the head against Huang’s nutsack. Huang looked at him, eyes insanely bright beneath the fake eyelashes.

“Do it,” he whispered. “Fuck me, please, Toby, I want it. Fuck me.”

Throat too tight to answer, Toby could only nod. He pushed his hips forward and guided the tip of his dick to the loosened and lubed opening. It was going to be so warm, so tight. He thought about Mr. Stern bending him over his office desk and pushing the fat dick into his own snug flesh channel.

He pushed the head in and shuddered. God, he thought, no wonder all the boys like fucking me.

He couldn’t help himself, and, once the head was in, he just shoved forward, using Huang’s own spit to grease his entry.

Huang jerked as if electrocuted. “Ahh, ahh,” he moaned.

Toby continued pushing in until he reached the base of his dick. Pausing, he flexed his erection, widening it in the tight confines of Huang’s rectum. He leaned in closer and Huang hugged him. They met each other’s eyes again and as they stared without blinking, Toby began fucking him.

He bulldozed it in, forcing his roommate to adjust, to take it, to learn to love the feeling of submitting to another man.

Huang bit his lip, looking coy. His hands found Toby’s nipples and Toby lost his cool. In an almost spasmodic frenzy, he started slamming that tender ass, pushing it in, pulling it out to the head, and then slamming it home again.

“Yeah, yeah,” he panted. “Fucking take it. Take my cock in your ass.”

Huang lifted his hips and began meeting each thrust on the down stroke, helping his top go balls deep in his man-pussy. The bed springs began squeaking, headboard tapping the wall as they fucked.

“Do it, Toby,” Huang urged. “Do it, cum up my ass, dump a load in there.”

“I will, I will!” Toby gritted out.

He felt the burning pleasure wash down from his sensitive head and enflame the nerve clusters behind his dick, low in his gut. A hot pressure welled up with volcanic force and he thrust harder, banging into Huang’s ass.

The Asian sissy gasped in his ear, part pleasure, part pain, and Toby knew he was learning to take it like a true bottom. He thought about how many times he’d taken it himself since coming to this military college, and he lost it.

“Argh,” he yelled.

Sperm boiled up out of his balls and seared down his piss tube to spew into Huang’s ass. His dick hammered away as he came, and his hard-on smeared spunk all over. His back locked up, butt cheeks clenching, and he emptied the last drops of his spunk into Huang.

After one long, frozen moment, he collapsed on top of the sweating Huang and began kissing him again, cock still in the other boy’s ass.

Huang looked up at him. “Thank you, thank you,” he said.

A heavy fist pounded the door to their dorm room. On the bed, both boys froze. The heavy knocking came again.

“What’s going on in there?” Mr. Stern demanded.

“Huang,” Toby said.

“Yes,” Huang said, obviously close to panic.

“That fucking I just gave you was only your warm up tonight.”

At the door, Mr. Stern knocked again.

# # #

Toby snapped out of his revere.

The new probationary firefighter had obviously arrived at Station 8, the only all-male firehouse left in the city. He’d been expecting another mustached, rough and ready stud who could bench press a car, and boasted a long, heavy swinging dick.

Instead, he walked into the weight room and found…Nguyen.

The Vietnamese rookie was even smaller than himself, though he was so well muscled he looked carved out of golden hued marble. Like Toby, he’d obviously lifted to get strong enough for his job, but not to massively increase the size of his muscles.

He had to be at least 22, Toby knew, but he looked years younger. Nguyen saw him looking and nodded in greeting, nervous. He sat on a bench, 135lbs on the Olympic bar on the floor in front of him. His shirt was off and he wore only Spandex workout shorts.

Shyly, he nodded at Toby, and then walked over to the bar. Bending at the waist, ass up in the air, ass muscles clearly defined through the clinging material of his shorts, he prepared to do another set of stiff-legged deadlifts.

He straightened up, flexing his ass and the muscles of his back hard to do so. Toby saw the modest bulge of his cock and balls press against the stretchy material of his shorts.

Suddenly, there was a huge crash of weights and Toby looked over to the squat rack where Valchici, the shift AO, or Apparatus Operator, the engineer who drove the fire truck, racked over 500lbs worth of weight.

He stood shirtless as well, wearing the same kind of tight, clinging shorts just as revealing as the Asian probbie’s. Only the bulge held there was anything but modest. He looked like a grizzly bear wandered in from out of the mountains and taught to fight fire. A sexy Smokey the Bear.

“Probbie!” he shouted in that hard, East Coast accent. “What’s your name again?”

The rookie looked nervous and unsure. “Nguyen, sir,” he said.

Valchici reached down and grabbed his package. “You think you can show that ass off around here and get away with it?”

Jesus, Toby thought, the Alphas around here have a sixth sense for picking out bottoms!

“No, sir?” Nguyen answered, confused.

Valchici stood in front of them, dick growing hard in his shorts, sweating and pumped from his workout. He had a look in his eye that Toby already knew well. He ran a hungry gaze over Nguyen. The Asian’s eyes were locked, meat gazing, on the fat erection growing between the man’s tree trunk legs. The young probbie’s tongue darted out, and he licked his lips, nervous.

Valchici grinned. It was almost friendly.

“Goddamn right,” he muttered. “Toby,” he said without looking. “What do probbies do at Station 8?”

“They take care of the hoses,” Toby answered immediately.

Valchici stepped out of his workout shorts. His dick sprang to attention and Nguyen’s eyes bulged in surprise at how thick it was. The AO squeezed his shaft, forcing blood into the head, making it swell in his tight grip.

“Help him out of those shorts,” he ordered Toby.

Toby went over to the other probbie who stood still, blushing, as his shorts were peeled off his tight little body. His dick, slender and thin, with a plum-colored head, stood up, firmly erect. Toby, leaning in surreptitiously, inhaled, taking in the new guy’s scent. Nguyen wore women’s under arm deodorant, he realized with a start.

“You two,” Valchici told Toby. “Take your shorts off. I want to see if your two little man-clits are the same size.”

Moving quickly, Toby stripped off his own shorts while the fire officer watched, stroking his cock. Once naked, he looked over shyly at Nguyen. Their erections, pink and hard, were very similar in size, roughly half that of Valchici’s. Or a third that of the Chief’s, he thought.

“That’s it,” Valchici snapped. “You two little bitches come get on your knees.”

As Toby and Nguyen did as they were told, the firefighter jerked his cock. As always, Toby was amazed at the thickness of the unit. Barely average in length, it was fat around as a Coke can. He remembered the feel of that monster up his ass, and shivered.

Nguyen and he knelt opposite each other, little dicks hard and pointing toward the ceiling with excitement. Between them, Valchici’s thick member jutted out like a mail box. He lowered a hand, patriarchally, to rest on each one of their heads. None too gently, he pushed their faces toward his dick.

“Come on, come on,” he said, voice urgent. “You know you two want to, quit messing around.”

Nguyen, clearly intimidated by the size of the thing, stared at the cock with eyes wide. Wait until he sees the Chief’s, Toby thought. He reached out with a reassuring hand and took hold of the other probbie’s arm, drawing him closer.

Following his lead, the Asian sissy moved forward, lips parted in anticipation. They each pressed their open mouths to the vein-heavy shaft. Toby trembled as the scent of male musk filled his nostrils. Valchici had been squatting heavy, sweating freely. But it was a fresh, clean smell that aroused Toby, making his heart pound.

His lips found the velvet smooth outer sheath of the dick, and he kissed it. On the other side of him, Nguyen closed his eyes in apparent ecstasy at the taste of man meat. Their tongues, hot and wet, came out in unison, and they lathed the erection, heads moving up and down the length like two people eating corn on the cob at a summer picnic.

They met at the head, each pair of lips meeting on either side in a sloppy, open mouthed kiss. Their tongues worked, and they French kissed around the cock glans. Nguyen opened his eyes in surprise and stared into Toby’s gaze.

Toby worked his tongue faster, rubbing Nguyen’s lips, tangling with the other newbie’s tongue, so that they were half sucking the dick together, half making out. Instinctively, they both reached out and began jacking each other off as they pleasured the burly firefighter standing between them.

Valchici grunted like a bull and began shoving his cock forward, grip tight on the tops of their heads. His dick slid back and forth between their lips and across their swirling tongues. He looked down at them like a king, grinning openly.

“Fuck yeah, jerk each other off while you suck this big dick,” he told them. “Fucking get on it, bitches,” he laughed.

Feeling the familiar urge to submit, to do as he was told, Toby broke off his cock-kiss with Nguyen. “Get his balls,” he instructed.

The probbie moved his head into the junction of the AO’s massive, powerful thighs, and his pink tongue darted in and out, licking the heavy ball sack. His hands, strong but slim, looked effeminate as a girl’s against the hard muscle and hairy pelt of the larger man’s legs.

Toby opened his mouth wide and enveloped the fat dick pointing in his face. Unable to help himself, he reached down and started jerking his own cock as the salty, musky flavor of dick filled his mouth. Used to sucking off big dicks, he quickly let his mouth fill with spit to better lube his sliding lips.

Besides, he knew Valchici. The man would never be satisfied with getting a blowjob when there was tight ass available. This fat monster was going in one of their sissy asses, maybe both, so it needed to be very, very well lubricated.

His jaw ached slightly as he opened wider, determined to let more gargantuan dick into his mouth. The sausage filled his oral cavity as soon as he got down past the head, though. Spit, like hot syrup, spilled out his mouth, running over his stretched lips and dripped down the cock.

Valchici lifted a leg and placed his foot up on the bench, revealing his ass crack. He reached down and took hold of the new guy, still busy sucking on his balls, and shoved his face up into the crack.

“Eat that ass,” he told Nguyen. “Lick all up in my shit chute, pussy-boy.” Suddenly the timbre of his voice changed to a quaver. “Jesus,” the big man moaned.

Toby looked and saw Nguyen eagerly tongue fucking the other man, hugging one leg and jacking himself off with the other hand. Valchici bent at the knees and forcibly rubbed his ass crack up and down Nguyen’s face, half smothering him as he tried forcing more of the Asian’s tongue into his ass.

He had Toby’s hair in a fist now, and each time he dragged his ass across Nguyen’s mouth, he shoved his dick deeper into his eager, drooling mouth. Toby tensed hard to steady himself under the assault. He gagged loudly, which seemed to spur the AO on. Toby wretched, coughing up copious amounts of saliva from his throat.

Just when he thought Valchici would throat fuck him unconscious, the big man halted. Panting hard, the heavily muscled firefighter stepped away from the two sissies. On their knees, they looked up at him eagerly, faces smeared with their own spit, breath smelling of his cock.

Valchici’s hand went to his cock and he stood, like some angry Norse god, jacking his dick, as he stared down at them. His eyes gleamed with pleasure as he sneered.

“Come on, you two little sissy ass bottoms, make out,” he ordered. “Show this daddy how you gay kiss.”

Nguyen, fully embracing his submissive role, turned toward Toby. The more experienced probbie took the Asian’s slender face in both his hands and kissed him hard. Excited, their tongues danced in each other’s mouth, swirling their spit and the taste of the top around as they went at it.

“Goddamn,” Valchici muttered. “That’s fucking hot, bitches.”

Toby felt Nguyen’s hand encircle his erect penis and, remembering his time at the military college, he pressed his hips forward so their two cocks rubbed against each other. At the feeling of a dick rubbing next to his, Nguyen began shaking and kissed Toby harder.

Toby gently pushed Nguyen’s hand away, then showed the other bottom how to jack both dicks together at the same time. The Asian probbie gasped into Toby’s mouth, moaning loudly.

“Yeah, yeah,” Valchici encouraged. “Rub those little man-clits together. Do it, sissy-faggots.”

Despite his encouragement, however, it was obviously too stimulating for him. In the next second, Toby was lifted to his feet by one huge meat-hook of a hand, and unceremoniously bent over the weight bench. Nguyen literally squeaked as he watched the action unfolding.

“I’m not in the mood to be gentle,” Valchici warned. The brawny firefighter was already pressed close up against Toby’s exposed ass. “I don’t want to have to spend the time breaking the newbie in.”

“Do it,” Toby said, voice eager. “Fuck me, I can take it, fuck me.” He reached back and spread his ass cheeks apart, exposing the pink ridges of his man-pussy.

Looking over to the mirror, he saw Valchici staring down at him. He knew he looked hot, tanned and smooth, hairless, but cut with lean, healthy muscle. He lacked the size, or heavy musculature of the Alphas, but he was in shape, and he knew his tight ass turned those men on.

In the mirror, Valchici licked his lips, cock in hand, and pushed in. Toby shivered as he felt the fat head against his puckered ass. The AO paused at his entrance, and Toby followed his eyes as Valchici looked over at Nguyen, crouched nearby, little penis in his hand.

Valchici reached over with a rough hand and drug the Asian probbie over closer by his head. Compliant, Nguyen waddled forward on his knees. The top-daddy firefighter pushed the Vietnamese bottom’s face down until his soft cheek rested against Toby’s ass.

“You’re not getting off so easy,” Valchici growled.

Keeping Nguyen’s face pinned to Toby’s ass, mouth facing him, the AO steamrolled forward. His cock moved into Toby’s ass like a train entering a tunnel. He rammed it home, grunting in pleasure.

“Ahh!” Toby shouted.

It hurt. It felt good. It hurt, It felt good. He began panting with each thrust as Valchici started up right away in a jackhammer rhythm. He looked up to the weight room mirror to watch himself being fucked, grunting under each impact.

His prostate spasmed in pleasure at the unrelenting pressure, his asshole throbbing warmly from the quick, hard friction. He’d had the fire officer’s cock up his ass before, and he knew from the intensity of the erection, that the big man wasn’t that far from shooting.

In the mirror, he saw him push Nguyen’s mouth down toward the junction of his cock and Toby’s asshole. He felt the Asian probbie’s breath hot and wet across his abused ass, and he shivered in pleasure, causing his sphincter to tighten and massage the thick boner ploughing his asshole.

“Put some spit down there, lick that ass fucking, probbie-bitch,” Valchici panted.

Toby felt first warm spit and then the soothing touch of Nguyen’s tongue as he began licking. “Yeah, yeah,” Valchici grunted. “Fucking lick that shit.”

Suddenly, the dick pulled completely out of Toby’s ass. He opened his eyes and looked, catching the reflection of the other two men in the mirror. He saw Nguyen take Valchici’s cock in his mouth and suck it, head bobbing in excitement.

Chuckling, Valchici pulled his beefy cock out of Nguyen’s mouth and slammed it back into Toby’s ass in one single motion. “Ugh,” Toby barked out through gritted teeth. He felt big, hairy balls slapping his ass, heard the wet sound of flesh spanking into other flesh as the AO fucked him like a bitch.

Three hard pumps, and Valchici pulled out again. Again, Toby watched Nguyen going to town on the dirty dick. Valchici shoved his cock into the smaller firefighter’s face, making him gag. He yanked his hard-on clear and Nguyen coughed violently, strings of spit flying out of his mouth.

Valchici grabbed Toby by the hips and jammed his cock in the other man’s ass. He ground against the back of Toby’s thighs, savoring the sensation. Reaching up with both big hands, he crammed his thick fingers into Toby’s mouth, fish hooking him.

Pulling back painfully, he flexed his ass muscles and slammed his cock into Toby’s ass repeatedly. His penis felt like a broiling hot flesh sword, and pre-cum started dribbling out of Toby’s piss hole at the sensation.

He was going to shoot, he was going to shoot. His anal orgasm rippled into him just as Valchici grunted loudly a final time and hammered his cock as deep in Toby’s tight, hot ass, as he could manage. Sperm, hot and sticky, squirted up his ass and the bigger man’s fingers slipped from his mouth.

“Fuck,” Toby breathed.

He hadn’t made it to his own orgasm. He looked up, seeing Valchici cleaning his dick off in Nguyen’s mouth, eyes scrunched tightly together at the sensation. Nguyen sucked the softening tool, diligently licking any vestige of Toby from the AO’s meat stick.

Valchici grunted a final time, then casually pulled his cock from Nguyen’s mouth. He inhaled deeply, clearly very pleased with himself. Reaching down, he patted the Asian parentally on the head.

“You’ll do fine,” he told him. He looked at himself in the mirror and grinned hugely, flexing his biceps. “Now that was a good goddamn workout.”

He picked up his sweats and threw them over his shoulder. Toby still laying over the bench, ass in the air, leaked sperm from his man-pussy. Nguyen’s face was smeared with ass juice and clots of cum, sticky with his own spit. The burly top strolled out of the weight room without looking back.

“That was awesome!” Nguyen said.

“Yeah,” Toby agreed. “He can throw down a fucking. It’s the best when he’s fighting with his wife,” he told the other probbie. “Then he comes to work already horny and all pissed off. He’ll just hate fuck you till you come, hands free.”

“You can do that?” Nguyen asked, openly curious.

“Yeah, it can take a little longer than some of the guys are willing to go, though,” Toby admitted. He stood, enjoying the ache in his anus, and the feeling of cum dripping out of his ass.

“You think they’ll fuck me?” Nguyen asked.

“Count on it, probbie,” Toby smiled. Nguyen looked worried, almost scared. Toby put a gentle hand on the side of his face. “Don’t worry, you’re going to love it.”

“I know,” he nodded. “I wanted it so bad when I saw him fucking you, but…,” he trailed off.

“But you’re worried about taking dicks those size?” Toby finished for him.

“Well,” Nguyen hesitated. He finished after a moment, “yeah.”

“Just relax and let yourself get broke in,” Toby advised. “You’ll be cumming hands free in no time, I promise.”

“Toby?” Nguyen looked up at him.

Toby stared down at him, naked, on all fours, little dick still hard, cum smeared on his face, and realized just how hard he still was himself. Without thinking about it, he began rubbing his cock.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I think I need a favor,” Nguyen said.

“What?” Toby stroked his dick faster.

“I want you to break me in,” he said. “I’d rather have you for the first time…” once again he trailed off, uncomfortable.

“Then one of those monster cocks everyone is sporting,” Toby again finished the thought.

Nguyen, blushing furiously, looked away and nodded. Toby felt sorry for him, plus his dick was hard enough to cut diamonds with. He knew what the bottom wanted to hear, needed to hear.

“I’ll fuck you,” he said. “Get your sissy-bottom man-pussy over that bench,” he ordered.

Nguyen hurried to comply. Toby got behind him, spitting in his hand and rubbing between Nguyen’s cheeks. The Asian bottom groaned at the fevered touch and wriggled around.

“Hold still,” Toby warned him.

Nguyen obeyed. Toby eased the head of his cock into the newbie’s ass. It was so tight and warm he groaned out loud in titillation. Endorphins rushed savagely through his body, his dick tingled like it was alive.

“Fuck yeah,” he breathed.

Slowly, he slid his little dick fully into Nguyen’s asshole. The bottom whimpered in pleasure, lips parted. Toby watched the other probbie’s face go slack in pleasure as he slid up to his balls in Nguyen’s snug hole.

Nguyen panted, willing himself to relax, wincing occasionally. Toby had been where he was now, and he did what he’d wished someone had done for him. Reaching down, he slid his hand around the front of Nguyen’s thighs and grasped his cock.

Nguyen shook. Digging into the rubber floor mats, Toby leaned forward, balancing his center of gravity over Nguyen and propping himself up with his other hand on the bench.

In position, he began fucking Nguyen. Inside the bottom, he squeezed the boner in his hand, stroking it. Nguyen bucked under the attention, wriggling and humping back into each of Toby’s thrusts.

“Yes, yes,” he said in that high pitched, effeminate voice. “Oh, it feels good, Toby, I love it.”

Toby stroked Nguyen’s dick, grinding into the other bottom-bitch. “Fuck yeah, you like it,” he told him. “This is what sissy-faggots are meant to do, take cock anyway real men want to give it to them.”

“Yes, yes,” the Asian repeated.

In his hand, the Vietnamese’s rigid member began throbbing and, in the next moment, leaked a hot rush of cum out over Toby’s working fist. Again, Nguyen whimpered in pleasure, and Toby felt his own orgasm build.

He took his messy hand and smeared it across Nguyen’s face, making him taste his own cum. The newbie eagerly licked his fingers, sucking his cum as the after wash of his orgasm shook his body.

The site of it in the mirror proved too much for Toby. Adrenaline surged through him, and he pressed his hand down in the center of Nguyen’s back, pinning him to the bench. His dick rubbed in and out of the tight, virgin ass, like he was rubbing sticks together to build a fire.

He started grunting now, loud and hungry, as his balls released their load up Nguyen’s ass. He collapsed across his back, spilling his cum deep inside what Valchici so delicately referred to as a “shit chute.”

He shuddered, feeling Nguyen milking his penis with his ass muscles, and he gratefully kissed the bottom’s back, licking the perspiration off his tensed muscles.

“That felt so good, Toby,” Nguyen told him.

“Don’t worry,” Toby promised, breathless. “That’s only the start to all the cocks you’re going to be taking up your tight little ass from now on.”

“I hope so,” Nguyen said. “I sure hope so.”

END

Don’t miss the other rough sexual adventures of Station 8 in the Alpha Males series by Vixen Wade…

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B01867TUCW?*Version*=1&*entries*=0
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