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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?”
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 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.

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_19.jpg





