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FIREHOUSE SISSY

There's a new probationary firefighter at Station 8. He's smooth and sweet and makes all the Alpha Males hungry. Toby, the current in resident station bottom, needs to show the newbie how to handle all the hoses in the firehouse. When you're the bottom in a place full of rough tops, you have to learn how to take it. And take it. Sometimes it takes a bottom to break a bottom in...

No holds barred explicit gay fantasy!

Rough Clubhouse Love

Gay Bikers Breed Sissy Crossdresing Bottoms...HARDCORE!

Tyler is a 19 year old college freshman who longs for the touch of another man. One night in a highway rest stop, he takes the plunge, and is dominated by a rough trade butch biker.

This begins a long weekend at a M/C clubhouse where he's dressed like a punk, treated like a punk, and bred like a punk. He does what he's told, when he's told and, a virgin, it hurts sometimes, but the ones giving it to him don't care. They just keep pushing on, and pushing in, until his makeup runs, his panties are soaked, and he's dripping with their biker man juice.

He gets no mercy and loves every second of it.

# # #

A hand came down on his shoulder. It was heavy, the grip

strong. Tyler jumped a little and looked at the hand. It was a meat

hook, big, with hairy knuckles.

“You startled me,” he said.

His voice sound high pitched and effeminate to his own ears. It

was what he sounded like when he was nervous. He cleared his throat

self-consciously.

He tried to turn, but the grip on his shoulder remained firm, forcing

him to continue standing at the urinal, face to the wall. A second hand

came up and wrapped strong fingers around the back of his head,

gripping him firmly through his tousled hair.

“Only one reason to be in a rest stop at two in the morning,” the voice

said. It came from above his head and Tyler realized the man was

much taller than him. The voice, a laconic drawl, but deep, very deep,

continued. “And that’s if you’re a sissy faggot cruising. You a sissy

fagot, boy?”

Tyler froze.

He was, in fact, gay, a bottom, and a bit of a sissy. Ok, he

thought, a lot of a sissy. But now he couldn’t be sure if he wasn’t

dealing with a violent, gay bashing homophobe.

He had to say something. “Why—why, do you ask?” he stuttered out.

“Wh-wh-wh- why,” the voice mocked him. “I’m asking because I

want to fucking know. But I hope for your sake, boy, that you are,

because I came in here to get my nuts off, and you’re the only one

here. So no matter what you choose to call yourself, you’re going to

be taking a dick here in the next couple of seconds.”

Tyler closed his eyes. His heart sped up in his chest until it felt like he

was sprinting. He swallowed. He couldn’t believe this. Yes, he’d come

to the rest stop out on the highway because he’d learned on the

internet that it was a gay hookup spot. But now he was standing, dick

out, in a urinal stall with a stranger, a big stranger, boxing him in.

“I’m gay,” he whispered. “At least I think I am.”

The voice leaned in close, rough, and he felt the prickles of beard

stubble on the back of his neck. The voice whispered directly in his

ear.

“You don’t know if you’re gay, so you came out to a secluded homo

hook up spot to maybe taste a little strange dick? I s that right?”

“I wanted to find out,” he managed to say.

“Let’s see,” the voice said. “You know I’m a guy, you know I could

kick your fucking ass if I wanted to. Hell, I still might. So let’s see

how you react to a man’s, a real man’s, hand on your little boy-clit.”

The guy pushed in even closer and Tyler smelled beer on his breath,

some kind of cologne, and under that, a smell he associated with

locker rooms, male sweat. The hand that rested on his shoulder came

down and slid across his dick, cupping his balls.

Blood immediately rushed to the area and his prick began to stiffen.

He sighed at the touch and leaned back into the man. He felt a large,

hard muscled frame and a leather jacket. He closed his eyes,

overwhelmed with what he needed.

“Please,” he said, voice almost a whimper.

The big, rough hand started stroking his growing dick, pulling at it,

stretching it out until enough blood filled the shaft for him to jack

Tyler off. Tyler’s hands came around his sides and found the thick

thighs of the man’s legs through his denim jeans. He squeezed and

laid more of his weight back against the masculine top.

“You like that?” the voice seemed amused.

Tyler nodded, eagerly, his cock hard as it’d ever been in his life. He

breathed in heavily through his nose, inhaling the scene of leather,

aftershave, and man. His world narrowed to the feel of hard muscle

behind him, and the brutishly strong hand masturbating him.

“Yes,” he whispered. “I like it.”

The hand on his hard cock disappeared. “Too fucking bad,” the voice

told him.

Tyler’s eyes flew open in surprise.

In the next moment he was shoved up against the tile wall of

the urinal. His cheek pressed painfully against the cold, white square

tiles as the hand holding his head became an immoveable bar of a

forearm brace across his narrow back.

His chest was pinned to the exposed plumbing above the porcelain

urinal. His thighs kept him bent like the letter K, ass pushed slightly

out by the urinal blocking his legs. The stranger’s hand came down on

the waistband of his already open trousers, and yanked.

“I didn’t come here to get you fucking off,” he growled. “I came here

to get some shit on my dick.” He ripped down Tyler’s underwear and

the college freshman felt cold air across his now exposed buttocks.

The man pressed Tyler’s head cruelly into the wall. “I asked if you

understood, bitch.”

Tyler tried to nod, then managed to get out a hurried, “yes. Yes, sir.”

He realized his dick was still erect.

He heard the metallic clink of a belt buckle and then felt the big man

shift behind him. In the next moment what could only be an erect

penis rubbed at the crack of his ass. Tyler closed his eyes at the hot,

hard touch of the thing. His balls drew up tight against his belly and

his dick started aching.

“You ever take it up the ass before?” the voice asked. As he spoke, the

cock began rubbing up and down against the seam of his ass, parting

the cheeks. He felt the fat, umbrella head of the erection nuzzle up

against his puckered asshole.

“No, no,” he tried shaking his head. “Please, you’re so damn big, I—“

“Shut up.”

Tyler shut up.

Still pinned, he waited, big dick poised at his asshole, while the man

behind him did something he couldn’t discern. In the next moment the

hard-on disappeared, and he felt like what he thought was the opening

of a tube of toothpaste push inside his ass. It was cold and hard and

plastic.

Suddenly, cold jelly squirted into him. He went up on his toes in

pleasure at the abrupt sensation. Some of the jelly overflowed and ran

down the crack of his ass. Immediately he felt the big man rubbing his

dick head in it.

He’s lubing me up, Tyler thought. It’s really happening, I’m really

getting fucked!

He pressed his hands flat against the wall. Something fell on the

ground by his foot and he looked down to see a small, empty tube of

K-Y Jelly. He closed his eyes waiting for what he knew was going to

happen.

“You’re about to get bred, you sissy fuck,” the guy said. “I’m going to

pump and dump straight up your shit chute.” The cock head pressed

against the opening of his ass. The forearm across his shoulder pushed

him roughly into the wall and the weight of the man pressed against

him.

His top continued talking. “And while I fuck you I want to hear you

talk. I want to hear you telling me what’s happening to you,

understand?” He jostled him roughly, “Understand!”

“Yes, yes!” Tyler managed to get out. Christ, his dick was so hard it

felt like it was going to explode.

“Don’t squirm,” the guy said. The head of his cock, well lubed,

pushed past the tight ring of his sphincter.

“Ahhh,” Tyler cried in surprise.

The man halted for a moment. When he spoke his voice was a dry

chuckle. “Oh yeah, it’s going to hurt the first time. You just fucking

take it.”

To emphasis his point, the man thrust forward, hard, not bothering to

feed his shaft in slowly, and, once his cockhead was anchored inside.

he shoved for all he was worth

“Ahh!” Tyler screamed.

“Fuck yeah!” the man shouted, obviously happy. “Your shit is tight,

bitch!”

Tyler felt impaled. The cock, a long fat monster of a thing, filled him

up until he felt it punching him in the stomach. It slid out, seeming to

turn him inside out as went.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned.

It hurt, but he felt like a deep, intense itch that he’d never been

able to scratch, was finally soothed. It feels right, he thought. It feels

right to have this big dick inside me.

Suddenly the man’s voice was in his ear, breath hot and reeking of

beer. “Yeah, fuck yeah.” He pumped his dick in and out of Tyler’s

tight ass, using it roughly. He suddenly leaned in and licked the

bottom’s neck. Tyler shuddered at the feeling. Then the man bit into

his neck and held on.

“Ouch!” he screamed.

The cock moved in and out of him, in a relentless jackhammer

motion, and Tyler didn’t see how the guy could maintain such a pace

without cumming. Suddenly, that big strong hand came down and

wrapped itself around his dick again. He shuddered and trembled

under the touch, the cock moved in his ass. It was too much.

Shivering like a man with hypothermia, he began spurting into the

rough grip of the hand stroking his cock.

Tingling fireworks surged through his dick and travelled up his spine.

The painful fucking in his ass somehow intensified the intensity of his

orgasm. He closed his eyes tight and gritted his teeth hard together,

making submissive, animal noise as he came.

“Uh, uh, fuck, uh,” he grated out.

The big man’s cock continued ploughing into him, ripping him,

forcing his rectum to stretch and accommodate his massive girth. The

guy grabbed him by the back of his hair, pulling his head painfully

back. The other hand, sticky with Tyler’s cum came up and wrapped

around his face.

“Lick it,” the guy grunted. “Fucking lick your own spunk.”

Tyler eagerly did as he was told, running his tongue over the thick

fingered hand. He tasted the salty cocktail of his own sperm while that

big dick continued fucking him. Abruptly, the hand feeding him his

own cum fell away and wrapped around his waist.

The cock strokes in his ass shortened and hit him faster. “I’m going to

breed your sissy ass,” the guy snarled.

Cum spurted up inside him, he felt it squirting along his anal cavity in

jets of thick cum as the guy roughly yanked on his hair, jerking his

head back and forth. After a moment the grip on his hair loosened,

and he felt the guy’s cock slip out of his asshole.

He felt the man’s slimy cock as he wiped it clean on his ass cheeks,

then heard him pulling up his pants. Stunned, like he’d survived a car

wreck, Tyler reached down and pulled up his own pants, he felt warm,

watery semen drip out of his raw, abused ass.

At last he’d get to see the guy who’d popped his anal cherry and

broken him in as a bottom. He turned, and stared. It was better than he

could have hoped for. The guy stood looking at him, smirking, long

dick still hanging out the front of his open pants.

The guy was a biker. Dressed in black leathers, hair under a bandanna

cap, heavy boots and Carhart jeans. His neck swirled with tattoos and

his stubble grew thick. He was good looking, but also looked like he’d

mug an old lady for food stamps if the mood took him.

Tyler was turned on and frightened at the same time. The guy liked it

rough, so there was no telling if he might not get off throwing a

beating down on him now that he was finished fucking his tight little

ass.

“Don’t look me in the eye!” the guy snapped. Tyler quickly looked

away. “Put my dick away,” he ordered.

Hands shaking, Tyler reached out and carefully tucked the heavy

penis into the guys underwear.

“Zip it up.”

Tyler did as he was told.

“Say thank you.”

Tyler blinked in surprise, “wh-wh-what?”

“Thank me.” The guy’s voice took on an edge.

“Thank you?”

“Thank you for what?”

“Thank you for...fucking me?”

“You’re welcome, bitch.”

The guy stood between Tyler and the door. He couldn’t get out

without brushing past him and now that the guy wasn’t breeding him,

Tyler didn’t know how to interpret the situation. They just stood there

for several long moments, guy staring at him, smirking, Tyler looking

down.

“Did you like it?” the guy asked. He seemed honestly curious.

“Some of it hurt,” Tyler admitted.

“It hurt when I was fucking your ass?”

A lot, he thought. “A little,” he said.

“But your dick was hard,” he pointed out. “I just touched it for, like,

twenty seconds, and you jizzed right away.”

Tyler remembered what his orgasm felt like with that fat boner

stretching his ass. The feel of the strong hand on his cock, the

movement of a dick inside him.

“I liked it,” he admitted.

“You want more dick, don’t you?” he accused.

“You want to fuck me again?” Tyler was confused at what the other

guy was driving at.

The door opened and a bleary eyed guy in glasses stepped in. He had

all the fashion markers of a hipster, but he was getting older. A car

salesman, or maybe an accountant on a long road trip, probably with

the wife and kids.

He froze, saw the guy standing in front of Tyler, very close, in the

urinal stall. He blinked, taking the biker in. He didn’t seem to know

what to do.

“Get the fuck out,” the biker suggested.

The guy nodded quickly and immediately left the bathroom.

The biker turned back to Tyler. “He might call the cops, I make

citizens nervous. My bike is outside, my club’s party house is only

about fifteen minutes away. You like what just happened,” he reached

out and put that heavy hand on Tyler’s shoulder again. “You need to

come party with the Dominants.”

“I could follow you in my car?” Tyler asked. His stomach was

twisting so hard in uncertainty if felt like runner cramps.

“No.” the biker shook his head. “You’ll go on my bike, riding bitch.”

Tyler stuttered again, unsure of what to do, or say. The biker solved

the problem by reaching out and pulling the smaller man into his arm.

It looked like a companionable arm hug around his shoulder, but this

close to the man, he felt the strength running through his body. The

arm around his shoulders might as well have been a wooden stockade.

“Yeah, you’re going,” he said.

He started walking, and Tyler found himself jerked along for the ride.

They left the rest area bathroom and walked out into the parking lot.

Tyler’s battered and dirty old Acura sat parked off in the shadows.

There was a mini-van parked next to the garbage cans and picnic

tables.

A plain, chubby, woman sat in the front seat, looking at something on

her phone. Three elementary school age kids stared at them out the

windows, and Tyler was actually aware of how gay it looked, two men

strolling out of a bathroom, arm-in-arm. He liked it.

I’m so fucking gay, he thought.

Parked under a street lamp, off away from the rest area, was the

biker’s motorcycle. It shone, muscular and sleek under the yellow

light. It was big, and utterly clean. Tyler didn’t know a damn think

about bikes so he had no idea what kind it was.

He stood there, feeling self-conscious as the biker rummage through

his saddle bags. After a moment he pulled some things out and turned

around. He shoved something brightly colored and round at Tyler.

“Put that on,” the biker ordered. “I don’t want to have my night ruined

because we get pulled over by some state trooper pig.”

“It’s pink,” Tyler protested.

“So’s pussy and so’s the inside of your ass, which just took my cock

like a pussy,” the biker answered. There was the edge back in his

voice. “Put the fucking thing on and shut the fuck up.”

Tyler did as he was told. He stood there, pink helmet on, while the

biker sized him up. “What the fuck do you weight? 150?”

“145,” Tyler admitted. “I do a lot of cardio.”

“Because cardio is for pussies, and you are one.” He held up his hand.

Tyler looked at what was in the man’s grip and recognized a studded

leather dog collar. His eyes went wide in surprise.

“You want me to wear a collar?”

“Yeah, pussy,” he growled. “I want you to wear a collar. It’s for your

own protection.”

“My protection?”

“Yeah. My boys are at the MC clubhouse. An unaffiliated male walks

in, not a hanger on, not a prospect, not a member, someone is going to

be drunk, or flying on too much meth, and you’re going to get your

ass pounded.” The biker stopped, then chuckled at what he’d just said.

“Well, your ass is going to get pounded either way,” he corrected

himself. “But with the collar on you won’t get the shit kicked out of

you.”

At the mention of getting his ass pounded, Tyler blushed furiously.

Under the street lamp, wearing a pink helmet, it was very obvious. He

looked down at the ground, too shy to look at the biker.

“Okay,” he mumbled.

The hand came down on his shoulder again and this time pushed him

down. “Kneel,” the biker said.

“What?”

“You get a collar put on, you do it kneeling or you don’t do it at all.”

There was no room for argument in the biker’s voice.

Tyler knelt on the hard asphalt. His face came even with the big bulge

in the guy’s pants. He looked up and the biker buckled the collar into

place. He turned away and threw a long, leather covered, leg over the

bike seat. He touched the ignition and the bike roared to life. It

sounded like a space shuttle gunning up for takeoff.

The biker jerked his head behind him. “Get on.”

Tyler rose and slid in behind the biker. There wasn’t a lot of room on

the seat and they were pressed pretty close together. The man’s back

was very wide, like he could do pull ups for hours.

“You ride bitch,” he told Tyler, “you hold on.”

Tyler leaned forward and wrapped his arms around the guy’s waist.

After a moment he laid his head against the big shoulder. He sort of

let himself melt into the man’s body. He smelled leather and

aftershave. In his jeans his underwear were wet where the biker’s

semen leaked out his sore ass.

“What is your name?” he asked.

“You call me Boss,” Boss replied. He put on his own helmet. “You

just let yourself get fucked by a guy, you didn’t even know his name.

This is going to be a wild night for you.”

The bike leaped forward as Boss gave it gas and they headed up the

ramp toward the highway. The brilliant white cone of the bike’s

headlamp briefly illuminated a cluster of bushes off the side of the

road.

The aging hipster accountant squatted in the bushes, pants down,

several white fast-food napkins in his hand. Then they were on the

highway and gone.

The MC’s house sat on the edge of town.

It was an older, two-story affair with over twenty Harley Davidson

motorcycles parked out front. Tyler felt self-conscious adrenaline

flood his body as he saw four or five burly guys in leathers watching

Boss drive up. Their eyes watched his every move as Boss

downshifted, parked, then killed the engine.

“Hey, Boss,” one of them hooted, beer in hand. “Whattcha go there?”

“A little bitch,” Boss laughed back. “Felt like kicking it prison-style

and found this sissy at the rest stop.”

Tyler blushed furiously as the knot of men laughed.

Boss swung off the bike. As Tyler tried to stand and follow him, that

big, strong hand that he knew so well, stopped him cold. A leash came

out and snapped into place.

“You go walking in there not on my leash, boy,” the MC president

said, “you’re going to get gangfucked in about ten seconds.” He

grinned. “That’s going to happen anyway, but I’ve got some other

ideas before that happens.”

Tyler opened his mouth to say something, but Boss cut him off,

jerking the leash sharply. “Shut up,” he told him. “Follow me and

keep your fucking eyes on the floor if you know what’s good for

you.”

“Yes, Boss,” Tyler said, voice soft.

As they climbed the stairs music poured out of the house, classic rock,

loud and heavy. The men crowded in around him and he smelled Old

Spice, Axe body spray, and beer. Hands slapped his ass roughly as the

group cracked rude jokes about how tight his man-pussy was, or how

small his man-clit.

He felt like the star of a beauty pageant, all eyes on him.

Inside the house it was a riot, despite the warning to keep his

eyes downcast, he was stunned by what he was seeing. Thirty, maybe

forty people, men and women, were crowded into the living room.

There was a keg and lots and lots of marijuana smoke.

He saw a skinny Hispanic kid not much older than himself,

bent over a dining room chair, sucking one biker’s cock while another

ploughed his ass from behind. The kid was moaning, hand flailing his

own hard dick.

Three more guys, covered in tattoos, waited for their turn,

cocks out. On the stairs a stripper-looking woman in tight, black

leather pants but shirtless, fake titties swinging, bobbed her head up

and down on the cock of a brawny dude with a shaved head while

another girl tongued his asshole.

This place is awesome! He thought.

“Nae!” Boss shouted.

The girl giving the shaved head dude the rim job stood and

looked over. She was very pretty, Tyler decided. Very feminine

looking, with impeccable makeup. At a gesture from the MC

president, the biker bitch hurried over.

Boss casually handed her the leash. “This is my new piece of

ass. Take him in the other room and dress him up how I like them.”

Nae’s eyes glittered. She smiled hugely. “Yes, Boss,” she said.

As the club president wandered over to a wet bar, she looked at the

embarrassed Tyler. “Come on honey, we’d better do what he wants.”

Without further preamble, Nae directed him to a first floor

bedroom set off a kitchen, where a knot of people did lines of cocaine

off the dining table. There was a large screen tv set on a wall above

their heads, and on it a knot of naked men peed across the upturned

faces of several kneeling women while dance music played.

Inside the bedroom, Nae set him down in front of a vanity with

a three way mirror. He looked at the table in amazement. The top held

copious amounts of makeup. He looked at Nae in confusion.

“What?”

“Honey,” Nae told him. “The only thing Boss likes more than

nailing tight punk ass is nailing tight punk ass he’s made dress up like

a girl. So I’m going to help you do your makeup and get you dressed.”

She gently touched his face. “You’re really pretty,” she told him.

“Don’t be scared. You’re going to look beautiful when I’m done with

you.”

Tyler looked at himself in the mirror, not daring to hope what

she said might be true. “Do you really think so?”

“I do.”

“You’ll help me?”

“I’m going to make you into a princess,” Nae promised.

Tyler met his own eyes in the mirror. After a moment he

nodded, and when he did he felt himself smiling so hard his cheeks

hurt. “Do it,” he whispered. “Make me beautiful.”

“Honey,” Nae kissed his cheek. “I’m going to make you so

goddamn beautiful those biker boys are going to knife fight to see

which one of them gets to stick their dick in you first.” She laughed.

“Of course, the gang being what the gang is, they’re all going to fuck

you before they let you go. But they’ll fight to see who’s first.”

Tyler just blushed. He hadn’t ever felt this special in his whole

life.

# # #

Tyler looked down, blushing. Boss ran his gaze over him, taking in

the expertly applied makeup and wig, the way the tight dress fit on his

slim frame. Nae stepped back, allowing him the spotlight for a

moment. He saw Boss lick his lips like a fat kid staring at cake, and

felt utterly beautiful.

“Look at this sissy,” Boss murmured.

“You approve?” Nae asked. She sounded as eager for the MC

president’s approval as Tyler felt.

“I would stick my dick in her,” he agreed. “I would be proud to lend

her to my bros to stick their dicks in.”

Tyler blushed harder at the compliment, Nae beamed. “Thank you,

Boss,” she said. “I really wanted to please you.”

“You did,” he grunted. “You deserve a reward.”

He looked at Tyler, pulling the leash out of the pocket of his jacket

once more. “Kneel,” he told the virgin crossdresser. “Get on your

knees.”

Slowly, to avoid putting a run in his nylons, Tyler knelt down on the

carpet. He wrung his fingers nervously. He deeply appreciated

everything Nae had done for him, and he wanted to thank her. He also

felt a deep, almost primal urge to obey Boss in everything. Yet he

wanted to feel Boss fucking him again, to suck his dick, not to lick

pussy.

But if that was what the president wanted, that was what he’d do.

“Oh, Boss,” Nae breathed. “Thank you.”

She stepped up and stood directly in front of Tyler, her crotch even

with his face. She smelled like Channel and powder, the skin of her

bare legs beneath the edge of her mini skirt tan and smooth.

Boss slid in close behind her, rubbing the front of his jeans against the

swell of her ass. She sighed, a completely feminine sound, and leaned

back against him. She reached her arms up above her head and draped

them backwards across the broad plane of his shoulders.

Grinning, Boss slid his hands across the flat field of her abdomen and

reached down for the edge of her dress. Tyler watched as the biker

bitch ground her ass back into the man’s cock. He thought about how that cock had felt, sliding into him, the hurt, and then feeling as his body took it, followed by the sensation of cum pumping into him.

His dick hardened.

Boss lifted Nae’s skirt above her hips, revealing a blue satin G-string.

His hands roamed across her crotch and snagged an edge of the

panties, jerking them to one side. Tyler’s eyes grew big in surprise.

Nae’s cock flopped out and dangled in front of his face. His heart sped

up and he began breathing fast in excitement. Not just at the thought

of finally sucking a dick, but at the realization that Nae was the

embodiment of everything he wanted, an example of an attainable

dream.

He lifted his eyes and met Nae’s gaze. The beautiful crossdresser

smirked down at him. “That’s right sugar,” she whispered. “Lick my

clit.”

Eager now to show his gratitude, Tyler leaned forward and opened his

mouth. He engulfed the penis with his lips, feeling it grow and stiffen

as he ran his tongue around it. She moaned and lowered her hands to

the back of his head.

Her cock was not the monster Boss swung, and Tyler easily fit it all in

his mouth, sucking greedily. Nae’s was hairless, naked of pubic hair

and his nose only came into contact with soft, yielding flesh as he

pushed himself as deeply as he could into her. Her hands locked

behind his head and her hips moved seductively, pinned between his

mouth and Boss’s hips.

“Oh,” she whispered. “Oh, baby.”

Her dick stiffened to its full five inches of length and he slowly began

bobbing his head, sucking on the shaft like it was a straw, spilling spit

out of his mouth as he blew her. He opened his eyes and looked up at

her. She stared back, heavy lidded, expression lascivious.

“Eat my clit, baby, eat it.”

Behind her, Boss unzipped his pants. Looking over at the full length

mirror on the closet door, Tyler watched him pull the thin cord of

Nae’s G-string out from between the crossdresser’s ass cheeks and

then unbutton his jeans.

Tyler caught sight of himself, on his knees, in a dress, mouth around a

cock, and he immediately began rubbing his hard dick through the soft

material of the panties he wore. This experience was incredible.

In the mirror, Boss freed his big cock, already ramrod hard, and ready

to do some damage. The biker pressed himself against Nae and she

moaned as his cockhead pushed between her perfumed ass cheeks.

Once again, Boss proved he wasn’t worried about being gentle.

He growled, pushed, grunted, and Nae cried out. Lips wrapped around

her little man-clit, Tyler felt the shock as Boss shoved his cock into

the other crossdresser’s asshole. Nae bucked forward, pushing her

dick into Tyler and he bobbed his head faster, unable to tear his eyes

away from the image playing out in the mirror.

Boss heaved forward, sinking balls deep in Nae’s ass.

“Goddamn,” she hissed, struggling to take it.

Tyler brought his hands up to her hips and pressed, giving her

something to resist against and steady herself. She tried to center her

balance, but the MC president didn’t give her a lot of time to

compensate.

He began fucking her in long, full strokes, cockhead to root, on each

push, picking up the pace quickly in a hard, brutal rhythm. The sound

of flesh slapping flesh filled Tyler’s ears, mixing with the wet tempo

of his mouth sliding up and down along the little boner.

“Oh my,” Nae whispered.

Her fingers massaged Tyler’s head through the long blond wig

he wore. Gooseflesh broke out across the her smoothly shaved legs

under his hands, and he heard the MC president grunting like a man

lifting heavy weights.

He breathed in, absorbing the scent of women’s perfume and cock.

The dick in his mouth began twitching and he stopped bobbing,

sucked harder and ran his tongue furiously along the underside of the

shaft, massaging the glans.

“Oh, oh, oh!” Nae whimpered. “Please, please.”

“Fuck yeah,” Boss growled. “Shoot in that little punk’s mouth, shoot,

baby.”

“Yes, Boss, yes, Boss,” she moaned. “Oh, god, you’re so big in my

ass, I’m going to shoot!”

She bucked into Tyler’s face, slamming her ass back into the alpha

male’s fat cock, then thrusting her dick forward into Tyler’s waiting

mouth. Below his own skirt, Tyler squeezed his hard cock tighter and

pumped at it. Warm, watery, almost sweet, jets of semen suddenly

squirted into his mouth. He eagerly swallowed.

“Oh, Boss,” Nae groaned. “His mouth is so good.”

“Shut the fuck up!” Boss snarled.

Abruptly the man, obviously pushed over the edge, began

fucking the CD harder. She squawked out loud in surprise, and Tyler

heard the MC president’s dick impact her like punches, slamming into

her smaller body with almost barbaric force.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh!” Nae gasped.

She leaned forward under the assault, hands going to Tyler’s

shoulders as her dick, still leaking cum, slipped out of his mouth. He

hugged her legs to help support her and she half draped herself across

his body. The force of the cock’s impact traveled through her in

seismic tremors.

Her dick jumped and swung under the impact, spraying cum

drops on his face and neck. “Fuck me, Boss, fuck me,” she begged as

Tyler held her.

“On your knees by the bitch!” he ordered.

Instantly, Nae obeyed. She dropped to her knees, pressing her

cheek against Tyler’s. Boss moved between them, big hands grabbing

them both by the tops of their heads and pushing their faces into his

cock. On either side of the massive erection, Tyler and Nae pressed

their lips around the shaft, and he pumped it back and forth between

their open mouths.

Tyler stared deeply into Nae’s eyes as they shared the thrusting

cock, letting the big man use their faces like fuck toys. The cock, slick

and greasy from being in Nae’s ass, slipped and slid between their

lips.

“Fuck!” Boss yelled, face scrunched up like a man in pain.

“I’m going to shoot!” He stopped moving. “Jack me off on his face,

Nae! Jack me off!”

Instantly, Nae grabbed Tyler by the back of his neck, holding

him firmly in place. Her other hand wrapped around the president’s

dirty dick and began furiously beating him off, Her fist pumped so

quickly it was a blur.

With a skill obviously from long practice, she pointed the meat

pole at Tyler’s upturned face and pumped faster. “Open your mouth,

bitch!” she hissed. “Open your mouth!”

Tyler opened his mouth.

Jets of thick hot cream, clotted and salty, surged into his open

mouth, across his out thrust tongue, and all over his heavily made up

face. Sticky semen syrup plastered into him as Nae jacked the

president’s balls empty onto him.

He felt clumps drip off his tongue, and he marveled in

amazement at the amount of cum Boss had to dump. He looked up,

and the MC president stood rigid, almost up on his toes, as Nae

pumped his cock down onto Tyler’s face.

Sweat stood out in fat bullets on his forehead, and he opened

his mouth, gasping for air. The big man tightened his grip hard on

Tyler’s head and for a second the little CD thought the biker was

going to crush his skull.

Then, gradually, as the amount of cum began slowing, Boss

relaxed. Nae leaned forward and stuck the cock between her lips,

going ass to mouth without the slightest hesitation, and smearing her

bright red slut lipstick along his shaft.

Boss looked down and pulled his hard-on out of her mouth. He

looked over at Tyler kneeling before him and sneered. He shoved his

dick into Tyler’s face, grinding his hips, rubbing his cock on the

kneeling sissy’s tongue.

As Tyler sucked Boss’s dick, cleaning it, Nae nuzzled in

between them and gently suckled the big man’s balls.

“Jesus.” Boss whispered. He pulled his softening dick out and

rubbed it around on Tyler’s face. “I’m going to take a fucking Viagra

and fucking do that again!”

“Hey now, Boss,” a deep voice said from the doorway.

Tyler looked over and saw a huge man standing there, hand

down the front of his tight jeans. The bearded, 300lbs, biker was

grinning like a lunatic, and Tyler felt that familiar sensation of deep,

utter cock-lust mixed with fear. It was a heady cocktail.

“You gotta let ole’ Bear have a shot in here, too,” the man said

“Come on, Bear,” Boss told the ex-convict. “We’re just getting

this Friday night started.” He looked down at the kneeling submissive

Tyler. “You’re getting broke in and bred right tonight. Too late to back

out now, every brother in the club gets a shot at that ass and mouth

tonight.”

Tyler had never felt more wanted, more desired, more...

beautiful than he did now, face sticky with cum and makeup, ass sore,

and knowing it was going to get sorer still.

Why in the hell did I wait so long? He wondered to

himself.

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
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