
        
            
                
            
        

    
Working IT in!

Danny "Danielle" Markham has a secret.

Far from his sedate, conservative life and business he becomes someone else. Shaved down and made up, he becomes his real self. His real self likes certain things--as many of those certain things as he can get his body in contact with.

In the crossdresser sissy chat forums he hears a rumor, a rumor of a MC clubhouse filled with Alpha Males who like nothing better than getting their hands on his "real" self. But if he goes there, saying no isn't an option and he's going to have to work hard just to get in the door.

Once Danielle is inside? All bets are off and a rough group scene is bound to happen. Make no mistake, the Alpha Males are going to give him just what he thinks he wants, second thoughts or not...

POWER BOTTOM

I'm going to share everything with you, I won't hold anything back. You're going to know how I felt when that prison cell door slammed shut and I realized I was married, reluctant or not. My new husband was an Uber-Alpha and he wanted his bottom wife to do just what he said, take just what he wanted told me to take.

So I did. Over and over, while the rest of the cell block listened and cheered me on. The funny thing is, I think I found my Happily Ever After.

POWERBOTTOM LOCKUP is a scorching, EXPLICIT, romance about finding love in the most unlikely places. What begins as dubious, reluctant, and forced, ends in a totally unexpected way. This is a one hand free title at its best! Keep your clean-up tissues ready...

Working IT in!

Alpha Males 6

Danny "Danielle" Markham has a secret.

Far from his sedate, conservative life and business he becomes someone else. Shaved down and made up, he becomes his real self. His real self likes certain things--as many of those certain things as he can get his body in contact with.

In the crossdresser sissy chat forums he hears a rumor, a rumor of a MC clubhouse filled with Alpha Males who like nothing better than getting their hands on his "real" self. But if he goes there, saying no isn't an option and he's going to have to work hard just to get in the door.

Once Danielle is inside? All bets are off and a rough group scene is bound to happen. Make no mistake, the Alpha Males are going to give him just what he thinks he wants, second thoughts or not...

WORKING IT

IN!

By Vixen Wade

This novel is a work of fiction. Names,

characters, places and incidents are either the

product of the author’s imagination, or are

used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual

persons, living or dead, business

establishments, evens or locals is entirely

coincidental.

Published by Park Place

Publishing (3P Ventures)

Copyright 2015 by Vixen Wade and 3P

Ventures.

All rights Reserved.

Danny Markham had a secret. The secret involved cock. Rather, it involved how much he loved cock, and the lengths he was willing to go to get it. His life was stable, his business successful, things were good, but most of his employment came from members of his family church, and they were a conservative lot. The people would be horrified to know that for most of the last ten years he wore women’s underwear, the slutty kind, to service every Sunday.

The need for secrecy drove Danny to excessive lengths. To keep his

build on a frame of average height willowy, he took up endurance

running until he was skinny as a teenage girl. To cover his penchant

for shaving every trace of body hair, he took up swimming as his

“Passion.” As to why he wasn’t married, had a closet full of women’s clothes and a bathroom drawer full of expensive makeup, he didn’t have a cover story—he just hid it very, very well. The lengths he went to feed his cock addiction were extreme, but those extremes were exciting and made up the brightest moments of an otherwise dull and routine life.

Right now he looked in the mirror and saw Danielle. Danielle was a

slut and proud of it. Danielle wore too much makeup, thought

skillfully applied. Danielle wore boutique lingerie befitting a LA

madam. Danielle wore clothes that showed off his flat belly, tight ass, and long legs.

Danielle got a lot of cock. But never enough.

He looked at the IM on the screen of his phone. It was from his

internet friend, a CD sissy named Lexi. Lexi was the only one he’d

shared his plan with, and Lexi was worried about him.

Lexi-sister: are you sure about this, baby? I mean really sure? This

could go wrong you know. You’d be safer meeting a guy on Craig’s list or doing a glory hole. Glory holes are fun, and a lot safer.

Danni-grrl: You know I love my glory holes! But they’re not enough, I want more. I want the full breeder experience. I have to. I know it’s a risk, but that makes it better!

Lexi-sister: I know, I’ve always wanted to be a real toy, too. But just

be careful!

Danni-grrl: I will, I promise. Luv u!

He shut off his phone and looked in the mirror.

Tonight Danielle was dressed like a naughty private school girl.

French cut panties and a padded bra hide beneath a tight plaid pattern A-line skirt and white blouse knotted just above a pierced belly button. He work sheer black stockings under fuck-me-pumps. No school uniform in the country allowed such heels, of course, but they shoved his heart shape ass way up, put it on display and made the big men want to pound it. He could live with the idiosyncrasy of his custom if it resulted in more hard dicks tagging his man-pussy of an ass.

He looked at the beautiful, horny woman in his mirror. “You can do

it,” he told his. “You can take it and you can make it.”

Danielle looked back at him and smiled. Danielle believed he could

take it as well.

Two hours later the taxi cab dropped him off in front of the address.

The anonymous internet forums filled with crossdressers, t-girls, and

sissy bottoms, spoke of this place in hushed tones. It was hard to

convey a hushed tone by typing on the internet, but this place was

legend.

“You sure this is the place you want, honey?” the cabbie asked.

Concern was evident in his voice. “I’m not sure this is the sort of

place for a nice girl.”

Danielle felt cold fingers of uncertainty clutch his stomach. The

cabdriver wasn’t wrong. This wasn’t the place for a nice girl, even a

nice t-girl. A lot of things could go wrong, a lot of bad things and

rough action could happen in there to a nice girl. He felt the stirrings

of his old uncertainty. Felt fear.

But I’m not a nice girl, Danielle thought with a wicked, private giggle.

He over-tipped the driver and put his small hand on his shoulder. Her

nails were perfect.

“I’m sure, sweetie, I’m sure.”

The cabbie grunted something in his native language and drove away

when Danielle got out of the cab. Stomach filled with butterflies, he

looked at the MC clubhouse. This was the place, the place the online

sissy community was all abuzz about.

This was the place filled with Alpha Male ex-con outlaw

bikers. They were all steroid muscle, tattoos and big, fat cocks. Guys

who were willing to stick their dicks into anything warm and wet they could get their hands on, but who’d developed a taste for little sissy bottom he-shes in prison.

If he went in he wasn’t coming back out unless they said so. If he

presented his little faggot self to them he was agreeing to take

whichever and how many ever cocks were pointed at him. Once he

stepped across the threshold, saying no was no longer an option. They were a dangerous crew.

He had to be sure.

Inside his panties he felt his man-clit twitch as it filled with blood and grow hard until it poked up past the waistband of his panties and lay hot against his smooth stomach. He giggled to himself again and

stepped onto the driveway.

Walking with perfect agility on the pumps, he made his way up past

the line of motorcycles to the front door. Hard, heavy music boomed

from inside and even through the door he smelled sickly sweet clouds of marijuana smoke. There was rough laughter and cursing, cheering voices. Trembling with anticipation, he reached up and knocked on the door.

Nothing happened.

Apprehension shivered through his body, his lip trembled, and he felt his eyes mist with frustration. Self-conscious, he smoothed his skirt then stood up straighter. Steeling himself, he reached out with his tiny fist and knocked harder.

The door flew open.

Gasping in surprise, Danielle stepped back, hand going to throat.

Unrestrained, both clouds of pot smoke, and the roar of big, old

school speakers rolled out of the doorway and into him in a physically tangible assault. As disconcerting as the sudden stimulus was, it did little to prepare his sissy heart for the shock of the bad boy suddenly looming in front of his face.

The guy was everything he’d ever masturbated too. He was shirtless,

made of chiseled muscle, skin crawling with tattoos. He looked down at Danielle like a dog looking at a bone, glassy eyes narrowed as he scrutinized the delicate piece of homo birthday cake cowering before him.

The hand holding a long necked Bud other hooked itself by the thumb in the waistband of his jeans as the other reached up and absently scratched a square jaw under a bristling ginger beard. When he spoke his voice was deep, slightly threatening, rumbling.

“What the fuck you want, little girl?”

Danielle cleared his throat. His eyes kept trailing down the rigid wall

of the guy’s abdomen to the ludicrously large bulge in the front of his jeans. Realizing he was meat-gazing, Danielle quickly looked back at the dude’s face.

Embarrassed, he looked down and placed his hands behind his back as he murmured his answer.

“What the fuck did you say?” The guy demanded, clearly short on

patience. “Speak the fuck up.”

“I said,” Danielle tried again, throat tight. “That I want to come in.”

“Look at me.”

Blushing, Danielle did as he was told. He could feel the weight of the

biker’s gaze as it traveled across his tight little body. The more the

biker scrutinized him, trying to figure out what Danielle was doing

here, the more he realized what the big man was seeing.

A cross dressing sissy-boy done up like a slut and desperate to please.

Danielle knew what the doorman represented, he was more than just a bouncer, he was a threshold guardian. If he wanted to make it to his goal, he was going to have to get past this well-muscled sentry. The doorman was the first of the tests he was going to need to pass to achieve his desires. Fail here and his quest was over before it even

began.

The man chuckled. “Look at you, all wrapped up like a Christmas

present. Is that what you are, little girl? Are you a present?”

The guy stepped forward, towering over him in his heavy boots.

Danielle did his best not to retreat. The biker’s motion brought them

to within inches of each other and he smelled beer, Axe body spray,

and man. Sweating, animalistic man. His eyes were even with hard

plates of the guy’s pec muscles. The guy looked like he pushed an

easy 300lbs bench press, for reps.

On the left pec was a tattoo of a screaming Oni demon with the club

symbol in fiery characters spilling from the fanged mouth. On the

other was a roaring lion’s head. Both big tats served as anchors to the twin sleeves of ink that spilled over powerful shoulders and ran in a smooth jumble of images down heavily muscled arms.

If arms like that get a hold of you, Danielle thought, there’d be no

breaking free. Arms like that could push him down, or bend him over, rip his clothes aside and force him to take cock. Arms like that could hold him tight while the biker’s brothers took their own turns,

uncaring about his pleasure as they waited in line for their shot to

abuse his body...

Danielle shook himself out of the fantasy just in time to realize he was reaching out with his hand toward that powerful warrior body. He saw his slender fingers, long fake nails manicured and painted a brilliant, temptress shade of scarlet, standing out in contrast to the shelves of muscle on the guy’s torso.

“Uh, uh,” Danielle breathed. “it just sounds like you guys are having a lot of fun in there. I was hoping you wouldn’t mind if I partied with you guys tonight. Uh, my name is Danielle.”

God, your standing so close I can feel the heat of your crotch, he

thought. He squeezed his own thighs together in an attempt to keep

his penis tucked. It was stirring again, lengthening and growing harder as he stood before the dude. If he made it past this guy there would be time enough for that, for right now though, he had to sell his commitment to the illusion, to prove he was willing to be ‘Danielle’enough to convict the guy to let him in.

“Danielle, huh?” the guy said.

His words came out softly slurred and he wore a sneer on his

face. He took a long drink of his beer, emptying the bottle, then tossed it on the front lawn in the general direction of a garbage can. He put both hands on his hips and looked down at Danielle. They were inches apart.

“Yuh, yeh, yes,” Danielle got out.

He leaned in slowly, sniffing like a dog, breathing the smaller

man in. “You smell real nice, just like a real bitch.”

“Uh, thank you?” Danielle said. Was this going well? He

couldn’t tell if the biker was giving his compliment or preparing to

punch him in the face. “It’s Channel No 5.” When the biker just

looked at his blankly, clearly stoned, Danielle quickly added, “it’s a

classic. Paris Hilton wears it all the time.”

“Paris Hilton, hu?” the guy said. “I did five years in Chino for

aggravated assault and three counts of arson.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I was on the prison boxing team, learned how to knock

motherfuckers out.”

“That’s very exciting...”

“That’s how I got hooked up with the club,” he went on. “They

paid me to knock some fuckers right the fuck out.” He grinned, fondly recalling the memory. “Pow!” he suddenly shouted.

Danielle jumped in fear, making a soft, squeaking noise.

“Oh...?”

“Yeah,” the guy grinned. “They owed money, or showed

disrespect? I’d wait ‘til we were in the shower. All naked you know?

Then we’d pay the hack, that’s we call the correction officer fucks,

‘hacks’.”

“That’s very interesting,” Danielle managed. His growing

terror was obvious in his stammer.

“Sure, so I’d wait ‘til they were all naked and wet, lots of mist

from the hot showers, can you picture that?”

“Yes, yes.”

Actually, he could picture a shower room full of naked cons.

Had in fact imagined similar images while sucking anonymous cocks through glory holes at interstate rest stops.

“Is my story boring you?” the guy suddenly asked. There was

a dangerous undercurrent to the question.

“What? Oh, no, not at all,” Danielle said. “Please go on. You

were saying everyone was naked...”

“Yeah,” the guy grunted, satisfied. “Naked and wet. Soap in

their eyes. So I’d just walk up to them and bang knock them the fuck

out. Teach them a lesson, you know?”

“Sure,” Danielle nodded sincerely.

“You know why I’m telling you this story?”

“You’re being friendly?”

“No, not really.”

“Oh.”

“I’m telling you this story because of your perfume.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. You see, you know how the MC would pay me for

doing their work?”

“In cigarettes?” It seemed a reasonable guess.

“No, in bitches.”

“Bitches?”

“Yeah. I knock some asshole out and they’d send over some

punk bitch to suck me off. Those little prison whores? They’d

smuggle in makeup, and perfume. Even ‘Channel No. 5.’”

“It’s classical,” Dannielle said. He could literally feel his heart

pounding in his chest beneath the padded bra.

“That’s what they said. You know what I told those little sissy

faggots?”

“No.”

“I told them I wasn’t fucking gay.”

Fear thrummed through Danielle’s tensed body. Had he made a

mistake, had the internet been wrong? He felt a manic, terrified laugh bubbling up from within him at the sudden realization of what he was asking: had he just seriously wondered if the internet was wrong? He felt cold adrenaline leak into his stomach. Oh god, he thought, I’ve made a horrible mistake.

“Listen, I, uh,” he began.

The biker went on talking like he hadn’t heard. “I told them

little bitches I wasn’t gay so if they wanted some of this big cock,” he reached down with a hand and squeezed his bulge through his jeans.

The big, square knuckles of one fist read LOVE in green prison-house ink. “They’d better make me believe they were really slutty little bitches, that’s what I told them.”

“Oh. Did they?”

“Make me believe it?”

“Yes.”

“That smart ones, the ones who didn’t get fucking stomped,

did. They made me believe it real hard.” He looked down at Danielle, hand still working the fat bulge in the front of his pants. “You know

why I told you that story?”

“Nuh, nu, no.”

Without looking, the guy reached behind him and pulled the

door closed. “Because, you’d better either make me believe you’re a

hot little horny bitch right now, or you’d better run like hell.” He

looked Danielle in the eyes, leaning in close. “Which is it going to be. Time for you to decide.”

Heart in his throat, Danielle froze. Part of him wanted to run,

run fast and run far. This was just the door, just the first step, and

already he was terrified. But he also felt alive. He no longer thought

about keeping his secret from all his clients in the congregation, or

another hum-drum day of adding up rows of numbers in multiple

columns on yet another spreadsheet.

Sure, this barbarian of a brute was threatening to pound him

into a one way trip to the ER, but he was also saying that if Danny

Markham could really pull it off, could really be Danielle then he

would not only accept him, but let him into a building filled with

rough, hard men who would accept him as well.

There was no place Danielle wanted to be more than in that

MC clubhouse.

Danielle stepped forward, slowly, and pressed his feminine

body into the hard wall of the biker’s torso. His breath played in hot,

moist little breezes across the thug’s chest. His tiny hands came up

and pressed gently against the fever warm skin of the shirtless torso as he pushed himself into the hard bulge, felt it push back.

“Baby,” Danielle whispered. “You know why I’m here, why I

came. I can make you believe. I want to make you believe.”

Heart thudding in chest, breathing coming in pants, Danielle

gambled everything. Closing his eyes behind the heavy false lashes,

he turned his lipsticked mouth upwards, lips parted, and presented

himself to biker.

There was a long, breathless moment where he feared rejection

and the resulting ass beating to follow, and then the stoned, hard

muscled convict overwhelmed him in a single motion. Arms capable

of snapping his spine or choking him unconscious encircled in him in bands of steel. He was crushed bodily up against the other man and thin, rough lips fenced in by wiry facial hair crushed into his.

A thick, masculine tongue forced its way into his mouth and

moved around in a sloppy kissy, probing every inch of space. Danielle was stunned by the naked hunger in the kiss, excited by it, he felt wanted, deeply desired and he kissed back.

A hand big enough to palm a basketball grabbed his tight ass

and pushed his hips against the biker, grinding him against the

massive erection contained inside. Those jeans He moaned into the

guy’s mouth, felt his man-clit grow hard again, and he almost

swooned, clinging to the biker.

His little hand found the outline of the hard cock and rubbed it

urgently, imploringly. He’d come a long way for the feel of a cock like this, desperate, he wanted more of it, wanted to taste it in his mouth, feel it in his ass, get the pounding he knew this guy could deliver.

A car driving by on the street behind them honked as it

zoomed past. Danielle broke the kiss, panting for breath. The big guy

was breathing hard too, that glazed look in his eye growing brighter

with intensity.

Following his instincts, Danielle leaned forward and began

sucking on the nipples of his bare chest, hand rubbing the hard-on

pushing through the biker’s jeans.

“Fuck,” the biker grunted. He seemed sincere, if unarticulated.

“Please, baby,” Danielle whispered. His tongue tracing the

outline of the guy’s nipple in little circles of spit. “I want to party with

your MC, I can make you believe,” he started kissing his way down

the hard planes of the man’s chest and stomach. “Let me try.”

Behind them the door swung open. The CD that emerged was

beautiful, bikini top, pierced navel, tight leather pants. He/she was

beautiful, but to Danielle’s trained eye he was obviously a He. A

gorgeous, flawless, he in perfect makeup and ultra-chic hair and

jewelry.

The sissy looked at the breathless, panting Danielle and smirked, but

there was a recognition to it, almost welcoming. “Hello, honey,” the

biker bitch said. “I’m, Eva.”

“Danielle,” Danielle replied, feeling shy.

The biker took the beer out of Eva’s hand. “This little bitch is trying to earn his way past the door, I’m busy.”

“Just making sure you hadn’t run out of beer,” Eva assured him.

Turning to Danielle the biker sissy went on. “Don’t mind Dog,” he

said. “His bite is as worse as his bark, but he can be reasoned with.”

Dog grunted and took a long pull off the beer. “Blow,” he told the

dark haired sissy.

“You say that to all the girls, Dog,” Eva teased. Dog looked at him,

expression flat. The sissy nervously cleared his throat and then backed

into the noisy house. “Good luck,” he whispered to Danielle.

“Thank you,” Danielle whispered back.

As the front door shut, Danielle turned back to Dog. The biker drank

his beer, eyeing the sissy suspiciously. Luckily, his cock was still rock

hard. Danielle decided to strike while momentum was with him.

“Do you know what goes good with a nice, cold, beer?”

“You sucking my dick.”

“A blowjob,” Danielle agreed.

Dog stared at him. He put out a hand and placed it on

Danielle’s shoulder. “Get on it,” he said.

Danielle reached out and took hold of the lump in his pants,

then squeezed. It felt good. The biker pressed his head back against

the door as Danielle crowded in close, pressing his body and the soft

lumps of his padded bra up against him. His small hand rubbed up and

down against the length of the biker’s hard-on through his pants.

Slowly, Danielle sank to his knees on the porch floor, ending

up with his face even with Dog’s crotch. The biker started chugging

beer as the sissy’s hands quickly opened his pants and pulled them,

along with his boxer shorts, down past muscular thighs.

His dick jumped out and he sighed with relief at the feel of it

being unrestrained. Danielle wasn’t coy, or teasing, he just went right

to work. His hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up

and down a couple of times before he put it in his mouth.

“Goddamn!” Dog hissed as Danielle’s hot mouth wrapped

around the smooth helmet of his glans.

The sissy’s tongue moved as he sucked gently on the head,

continuing to stroke his hand up and down along the rigid shaft. After

a moment, when he built up sufficient spit in his mouth, he began

bobbing his head in time to his hand strokes.

Dog looked down at him in what appeared to be amazement.

This was a fucking gold medal level of cocksucking.

“Gee, you little punk bitch,” he said. “You’re really good at

that.”

Danielle’s tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip

flickering across his peehole and massaging him there. He groaned

and Danielle felt his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the

technique.

His balls drew up tight against his belly and Danielle knew he

was feeling the stirrings of an intense tingling Grade A orgasm

beginning to build. On his knees, Danielle sped up, taking more of the

prick into his mouth as he bobbed, making a slurping sound as he

sucked overflowing saliva back into his mouth.

That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. Dog grunted,

then began bucking his hips forward into Danielle’s mouth, smearing

lipstick the length of his erection. The crossdresser didn’t slow down,

even as he started to gag as the biker went deeper into his throat.

Under his hands Danielle felt Dog’s knees lock up. “Argh!” he

grated out.

A distant, disassociated, part of Danielle’s mind though,

‘argh’? What the fuck, he’s a pirate, now? He realized he wasn’t afraid

anymore, it was too hard to fear when you were so obviously in

control. But most of his mind remained overtaken with the shooting

intensity of Dog’s orgasm.

Lava hot, semen rolled up the urethra and spurted into his

mouth. Instantly, hand still wrapped around his shaft, Danielle pulled

his head back and lifted his chin. Dog watched in lustful, stoned

amazement as he continued cumming, while Danielle began jerking

his load across the top of his push up bra.

“It’s a fucking porno up in here,” he snorted out as he came.

“Cum on my tits,” Danielle urged, stroking him in slow, loose

motions, “Cum on this sissy bitch’s titties.”

“Ahhh!” Dog shouted.

The last loops of his cum arced out of him and landed in lazy

curly cues across Danielle’s boy tits. They immediately began to dry

in a glaze like sugar frosting on a doughnut.

Dog regarded him with something close to ecstasy as he took

the scene in: Danielle on his knees in front of him, his dick out, in the

sissy’s hand and glistening with spit. His cum drying on the CD

punk’s chest.

Smoothly, Danielle rose. Carefully, the sissy put the softening

prick away and buttoned up the biker’s pants. “Did I make you

believe?”

Dog didn’t answer, instead, reaching behind him, he opened

the door. Heart in throat, stomach in knots, cum drying on his skin,

Danielle stepped over the threshold and into the MC clubhouse.

No one noticed.

Danielle felt overwhelmed as Dog closed the door behind

them. Lying on the floor of the living room, Eva, pants hanging off

one angle, sprawled out before a line of biker men. It was obvious

they were lined up to take turns fucking the sissy.

Inside the music was even louder, the clouds of pot smoke so

thick Danielle immediately felt dizzy. Unconsciously, he took a small

step backward, and instantly came up against the hard wall of Dog’s

body. The big man leaned down and chuckled evilly in his ear, breath

hot and reeking of beer.

“You better take a look at what you’re in for while you can still

reach the door to run away,” he told the sissy.

Nervous all over again, hard earned confidence dissipated,

Danielle watched the accomplished gang-bitch being put through his

paces. Burly bikers lined up like men waiting at a checkout counter.

He heard Eva tell the first man to “hurry, please, Boss, hurry,” and

saw a good, but rough, looking customer standing over Eva.

Boss smirked down at the dark haired sissy and tossed his

empty beer bottle to the ground. He began unbuckling his pants with a

rather well practiced efficiency, Danielle noted.

“Being quick isn’t going to be a problem, Eva,” he assured him in a

surprisingly warm tone.

Behind him the rest of his crew fell into place in an orderly, single

file column. They almost looked the epitome of military discipline as

they waited in line for the gangbang to start.

Watching the group of bikers freeing their cocks, Eva eagerly began

rubbing between his own legs. As Danielle and Dog watched, he

quickly slid one, then two fingers into his boy-pussy while jerking his

little cock.

Danielle felt an intense ache building between his own legs as he

stood only a few feet away. The good sissy Eva looked quite eager for

the gang of bikers sex train to pull into his station.

The Boss pulled a long, fat, cock free and pumped the shaft a few

times, pulling and pushing the cap of his foreskin back and forth over

the swelling head. He sucked air in through clenched teeth, making a

hissing sound of appreciation as he watched Eva finger-bang his own

ass while jacking his cock.

Eva pulled his fingers clear, grinning wickedly. Looking up at the

engine of his oncoming train, he slowly slid his damp fingers into his

mouth and sucked them clean. His knees rose and his legs spread as

he presented the target of his asshole to the tough looking thug.

Boss dropped to his knees, seemingly having no interest in

removing the rest of his clothes, and leaned forward, arms posting up

to either side of the sissy’s body. Eva reached down between their

bodies and guided the head of Boss’s cock to his opening.

Pushing himself part way into Eva, Boss groaned out loud with

pleasure.

Eva smiled up at him, “do continue, boss.”

Boss pushed his hips forward and impaled the CD sissy with his

erection. Eva gasped and clutched his back as he began long stroking

the faggot in a quick, rhythmic manner. Danielle stood close enough

to hear the little wet slaps of their copulation, the grunts of Boss, and

Eva’s answering gasps of pleasure.

As Danielle watched, feeling his own level of arousal growing, the

rest of the crew finished pulling their cocks free. Seven erections of

various shapes and sizes poked out and the bikers immediately began

masturbating as they calmly waited to take their turn.

“Oh,” Danielle said with a hard little sigh under his breath. “I would

so just love to clean up after this little party.”

“You could be doing something to help your cause, punk,” Dog said.

Danielle looked over and saw he was hard again, that long, curved

cock poking out from between his legs. Dog looked at him with big,

stoned eyes.

“Absolutely,” Danielle told him.

Turning back to watch the show, the sissy reached over and took up

Dog’s hard prick in an overhand grip. The hard, ropey flesh of the

biker’s penis jumped and quivered like a tuning fork in Danielle’s

grip.

Dog practically purred deep in his chest as Danielle began pumping

his hard-on, his hand move in a loose, quick rhythm, up and down, up

and down. But before he knew it, he found himself falling in time to

the rising and falling of the Boss’s buttocks as he worked Eva ass.

For his part, Eva began cursing loudly in the foulest language

Danielle recalled ever hearing, as the CD neared his own orgasm.

At last, driven to his limit, Boss abruptly stopped mid-buck, and

jerked himself out of the CD. His hand flew to his crotch where he

took the wet shaft in hand. Eyes rolled back in his head, face tilted

toward the sky, he quickly jerked himself empty onto Eva’s stiff cock.

“Next!”

Instantly the next card man in line sprang forward, cock ready, as

Boss stumbled to his feet, trying to buckle his pants. Danielle

watched, beating Dog off with a smooth, automatic motion. As the

next biker knelt, Eva reached down with a finger and scooped up

some of the cum dripping off his shaft.

Sticking it between his lips, he eagerly sucked the finger clean with

the same obvious relish he’d shown only minutes ago.

“Oh, oh, oh,” Dog breathed in stuttering gasps as he watched his.

Danielle felt the biker’s cock quiver hard in his hand and he pumped

four or five spurts of pearl gray cum out onto the floor. Beside him,

Dog’ entire body shuddered. The sissy gave the erection a few extra

strokes to be polite, and then turned back to the show.

The second man pulled out and dumped his load on the outside of

Eva’s stomach, repeating the precedent established by the club

President.

As he stood he shouted out “Next!”

Eva quickly echoed him, “Next! Next! Next!”

In rather short order, Eva fucked his way down the line to the

lean Hispanic biker pulling the caboose. Finally, as the eighth and last

biker deposited his sticky load on the slutty CD’s now dripping cock

and inner thighs, Eva appeared somewhat satiated.

“Hey, Boss,” Dog called.

Everyone turned to look at him. They looked at Danielle like

starving men eyeing a meal. He blushed.

“What do you have there?” Boss asked.

“I got a little cocksucking sissy who says she wants to hang in

our clubhouse.”

Boss grinned. His teeth were glistening, blunt white squares in

his mouth behind a full beard. He acted as if he hadn’t already just

dumped a load in one sissy’s ass. He looked ready to fuck again.

That’s what I came here for, Danielle told himself.

“Is that true?” Boss asked. “Are you a little cocksucking

sissy?” The rough men behind him laughed. The big man grew closer,

towering over Danielle. “You should probably say ‘yes,’ mostly

because, now that you’re inside, you don’t really have a choice.”

Danielle tried to smile, felt his legs shaking with fear. The

massive, hard muscled wall that was Dog stood between him and the

door. He’d tried so hard to get inside, he wasn’t going to risk losing

his chance now.

“Yuh, yuh, yes,” he stammered.

“Yes what?” Boss asked.

“Yes, I’m a little cocksucking sissy.”

“Prove it,” Boss grinned.

Obediently, Danielle began sinking to his knees in front of the

biker. To his surprise the other man reached out and grabbed him,

hard, by the arm.

“Not so fast,” Boss told him. “I didn’t say suck my dick. I’m

not sure I want to give it to you yet. First you have to prove you’re

good enough for this cock, bitch.”

“What do you want me to do?” Danielle asked, feelings of

doubt and uncertainty moving through her. “Whose dick do you want

me to suck?”

Boss turned toward where Eva lay on the floor in a puddle of

his men’s cum. The sissy’s cock, slimy with their loads, was still hard

as nails where it poked out from between soft thighs adorned with

lacey black garters.

“Eva’s done a pretty good job keeping the boys happy,” Boss

told Danielle. “Clean her up.”

Danielle looked at the beautiful crossdresser. The sissy grinned

up at him wickedly. “Come on baby,” Eva said. “Come give the boys

a show.”

Danielle began moving forward as if controlled by another

mind. His eyes locked on Eva’s hard-on where it thrust up from his

smooth shaved crotch. He wanted to worship that dick in front of

these men, showing them what a cock-whore he was, prove he could

handle being a club bitch.

Once again, Boss stopped him with a heavy hand on his arm.

“No,” he said in a quiet, authoritative voice.

Danielle looked at him in confusion.

“You don’t walk, you crawl. Go on, crawl for that dick.”

Willingly, Danielle got down on all fours and began crawling

toward Eva. The other CD reached down and pushed his erection

toward the crawling sissy. Eight loads of cum dripped off the hard

shaft.

“Come lick me clean, sissy,” Eva told him. “Come on baby, I

want to feel your mouth.”

Obediently, Danielle crawled faster. Reaching the other CD as

the bikers cheered, he stuck his tongue out and licked Eva from balls

to tip. Working like a cat, he cleaned warm cum off the penis until his

face was sticky with it.

Eva moaned as he serviced him, fingers running through

Danielle’s hair. Taking one smooth shaved, cum-sticky ball in his

mouth, Danielle began gently sucking on it.

“That’s it, baby,” Eva told him. “Put me in your mouth, put all

of me in your mouth.” The sissy was almost whimpering with

pleasure.

Eager to please, eager to taste cock, even if it wasn’t Alpha

Male cock, and eager to clean up more of the cum, Danielle opened

his mouth and pushed his face into Eva’s hairless crotch.

The sissy groaned in pleasure as Danielle’s head bobbed,

sucking hard on the prick. He made sloppy slurping noises and little

gagging sounds, the way he always did at the glory holes, knowing

the sound of a dick being sucked off was almost exciting as the feel.

“Goddamn,” Eva whispered. “Goddamn, honey, you suck so

well!”

“Bitch really does,” Dog agree.

“It’s not bad,” Boss allowed. “I want to see more.” He turned

to the largest, hairiest, biker in the room. The guy stood watching,

dick as big around as a soda can in one great big fist. “Bear,” Boss

said, “put the new sissy up against the wall.”

Bear moved immediately and Danielle felt himself picked up

bodily and placed on his fuck-me-pumps. A second later a big hand

pushed him into the wall face first.

“Eva,” Boss continued. “Fuck that sissy for me.”

“Yes, Boss,” Eva said.

Face still pinned against the wall by Bear’s huge hand,

Danielle couldn’t see the other sissy, but felt it when the CD stepped

up close behind him. Despite the discomfort of being pinned, he

moaned in pleasure as Eva ran his hands across his ass. Slim fingers

pushed up the school girl dressed and the clubhouse echoed with the

whistles and cat-calls of the drunken bikers. Bear released his hold

and stepped back.

Eva, trembling with desire, quickly pulled Danielle’s panties

down. In his haste the sissy accidently ripped the flimsy garment.

“Baby, I’m sorry,” Eva said.

“Shut up and fuck me in the ass,” Danielle told him.

Eva chuckled in his ear. “That’s the spirit. Get ready to cum, baby.”

Then Danielle felt the soft knot of Eva’s penis tip pressing against the

rosebud of his anus. The pressure intensified. He mentally willed

himself to relax, to take the cock in.

“Oh,” he murmured.

He own hand went to his boy-clit and began working it hard, rocking

the hell out of his little hard on. In his ass, his sphincter relaxed just

enough and the tip of Eva’s dick slowly slid in. He stopped, letting

Danielle adapt to his girth. He was panting and Danielle could tell he

was fighting the urge to just slam the thing all the way home. Slowly,

carefully, he eased himself back, impaling his own ass along the

length of the sissy’s erect penis

Eva breathed in, gasping a little as he pushed deeper. The

feeling of being filled overwhelmed Danielle with satisfaction. He had

no idea how he’d ever take a cock like Bear’s. The soft inner lining of

his rectum grasped the cock, squeezing it, milking it in a gentle

massage.

Eva’s breath was hot in his ear. “Goddamn, baby, you feel so

good.”

He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the other

sissy. Eva smelled like Obsession and champagne.

The first dick of the night is in your ass, he thought, feeling a

warm impression of gratification radiate throughout his body. Finally.

With one hand, he kept working his cock, stopping to wet a

finger with his tongue, before sliding it slowly around his own head

for lubrication. With the other arm, he lifted his hand and reached

back to encircle Eva’s head, fingers running through the soft tangles

of his hair.

Dick firmly in his ass, balls nestled up against his cock, Eva

slid his hands around in front of Danielle and cupped his man-breasts.

He squeezed gently and the already hard nipples stretched out into

bullet tip points. Danielle made a fist out of the hand holding Eva’s

hair.

“Do it,” he whispered. “Do it, fuck me hard. Fuck my ass

hard.”

“Jesus,” Eva panted, “I think I love you.”

His hands grasped Danielle’s hips, squeezing firmly as he took

control of his narrow waist. The bottom sissy leaned forward and

rested his head on the arm pressed against the wall, still stroking his

cock as he did. Eva slid his own cock half out of his ass, then pushed

it in again.

They moaned in a single, synchronized breath, and Danielle

pumped his little cock. Behind him, Eva pulled out faster this time,

and a little farther, then pushed it home with more force.

Danielle grunted in response, sliding his fist up and down his

cock at a faster pace. Eva pulled his hard-on out to the edge of his

cockhead and then slammed it home, fast. Danielle cried out, the

pleasure tinged with just a touch of pain, just enough to excite he. The

bikers roared with approval.

“Do it,” Danielle repeated. “Fuck my ass hard!”

Eva began see-sawing his cock in and out of him, pulling out,

then slamming it home in quick, rough motions. Danielle felt like he’d

been set on fire, and he continued pushing his ass back to meet the

dick on every thrust. The palm of his hand rubbed rough across the tip

of his boy-clit as he jerked off.

Eva kept ass fucking him, picking up speed on each stroke

until he was smooth up in him, balls slapping the back of his legs.

Pleasure radiating through Danielle’s body, and his knees buckled a

little. In three more strokes, it was only Eva’s grip on his hips that

kept him from falling over.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh,” Eva grated out.

The bikers cheered like fans at a football game.

Eva’s dick was fully up inside Danielle, up deep, each stroke

blasting currents of delight along the other sissy’s spine. The club

bitch’s jaw hung slack as he panted, eyes rolled up back in his head

each time he slammed it home.

It was going to happen, Danielle realized; he was finally going

to cum tonight, and he could tell it was going to be hard. He hand flew

up and down his cock, pre-cum actually splashing his fist as he

pumped, fat drops dribbling down where his torn panties hung

bunched around his ankles.

He could feel the building, burning pressure, bottlenecking up

inside Eva’s cock. The fleshy weight of the top sissy’s balls beat out a

staccato rhythm as he harpooned Danielle’s ass. Finally, he felt

himself plunge over the edge as his orgasm took him.

He screamed out loud.

He didn’t give a fuck who heard him, he just shouted with the

intensity of the orgasm rocking he body. Hot liquid gushed out of his

cock and sprayed on the wall, like water from a faucet. His legs

buckled and he pushed against the wall to keep from falling.

Behind him Eva started cursing, voice raw, almost angry in the

fervor of his own orgasm, and he felt the sissy’s cum squirt out in

blistering jets to splash up inside his ass. Eva pumped into him three

more times before sagging forward, weak.

“Oh my god,” Eva whispered into the long, loose curls of

Danielle’s blonde wig.

Danielle couldn’t find the words to answer, and instead leaned

back against him. He made a soft sound of protest as Eva softened and

slipped out of his ass. He felt a sense of emptiness as the cock slid

clear and then the odd, dripping sensation as sperm began leaking out.

“That was...amazing,” Danielle breathed. “I’ve never cum so

hard before. It made my whole body tingle.”

“Yeah,” Eva agreed in a warm tenor “I’ve never seen anything

like that, except on the internet. And I’ve been getting fucked in this

clubhouse for months!”

Suddenly the sissy squawked in surprise as he was shoved out of the

way. Rough hands latched onto Danielle and pushed him to his knees

on the floor in the puddle of his own cum.

Terrified, Danielle looked up, the color draining from his face in a

rush. Boss stood in front of him, hands on hips, the fly of his jeans

still undone.

“Congratulations,” the club President said. “You’ve made it into the

club...for tonight anyway. I hope you’re ready for a lot of hard cock,

cause the night is just starting for you.”

Happy tears welled up in Danielle’s eyes and spilled down his cheeks.

He was accepted, he’d made it.

And the best part? The best part was Boss had said the night was just

beginning!

End.
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The cell door slammed shut with a metallic clang and I knew my life was about to change, again.

My life changed when the judge read the guilty verdict and handed down the one year sentence. It changed when I got to prison and realized I was in real trouble, I couldn’t fight, and that meant I was going to have to fuck, whether I liked it or not. But I did have a choice. I could go to Tyrone and offer to suck his big, black cock, and let him fuck my tight, virgin asshole, in exchange for protection--or I could let every tough guy in lockup do the same.

So I made a deal. Now it was light’s out in the cell block and I was going to have to pay my debt. On my knees. On all fours. Belly down on my bunk. My heart beat hard in my skinny chest and the palms of my little hands ran slick with sweat.

From the other cells came the catcalls of Tyrone’s homies. “Get some, T-bone,” they whispered. “Fuck that little white bitch,” they sang softly. “Feed that boy-whore your dick!” they hissed.

“Don’t listen to them,” Tyrone said. His voice was an unbelievably deep bass.

His hand, heavy, big, strong, came down on my shoulder. Not hard, but also undeniable. He pulled gently and, reluctantly, I turned to face him. He was already naked, and everything I wasn’t; tall, handsome like an action hero (I looked like I sang in a boy band and my last girlfriend said I was good looking, but very “pretty” for a guy), heavily muscled, black as midnight, and, oh yeah, hung like a goddamn mule.

My eyes were glued to the club swinging between his legs. It was meaty, running wild with thick veins, and slowly filling with blood as it grew erect. Tyrone put his other hand on my shoulder and stepped a little closer. He smiled like bar soap and...man.

“Don’t worry, Jenny,” he said, voice husky.

“Uhm,” I stammered, “my names actually Jerry.”

“Not in this cell it isn’t,” he said. He sounded patient. He also sounded like he wasn’t going to take any arguments, so I didn’t give him in. Did I mention that my heart was pounding?

“Okay,” I said.

“See, little Jenny-bitch,” he began, “I’m going to need a lot of things to keep you safe from all the big, bad wolves in here. And those wolves all have big old dicks they want to stuff into your tight, pretty-boy holes. Understand?”

“Yes,” I said. And I did understand. A quartet of Nazi Low Riders had caught me in the shower my first day here. If Tyrone hadn’t strolled in I would have been beaten and fucked and then passed around for the price of a pack of smokes.

“Good, this is going to be easy then,” he told me. “See you aren’t just going to be my bitch, Jenny.”

“Uh, I’m not?” I stammered.

He put a big, blunt-tipped finger under my chin and lifted my face until I was staring into his deep brown eyes. He leaned in close so that his breath, sweet from jailhouse pruno alcohol, blew into my face. His lips, surrounded by the course hair of his beard and mustache, moved so very close to mine. I was frozen, like a mouse before a cobra, fascinated, hypnotized.

His cock was a chocolate colored crowbar between us now.

He leaned in ever closer. “No, baby,” he whispered. “You’re going to be my prison wife, that means we don’t just fuck, we make sweet, sweet love.”

I was speechless.

His lips pressed against mine, warm and soft, and utterly masculine. I let myself be kissed. Bending down, he pressed up against me and his body heat burned like a furnace. I...I...I kissed him back.

His tongue, large and tasting of the prison wine, moved in my mouth swirled around mine. His hand found the back of my head and his fingers tangled into my hair. He bent me backwards, holding me in his 20” arms. His cock was so hard against my belly it felt 20” too, but I’m sure it was only about half that.

What is happening? I wondered. I’m not gay. I’ve never had gay sex. I just didn’t want to become the Fuck Toy of Cell Block D. But, yet, this didn’t feel so bad. I felt my own cock, little and pink in comparison to Tyrone’s shift inside my underwear. I was wearing prison-issue briefs and wife-beater tank top.

As we made out my...husband(?) used his thumbs to rub my nipples. I couldn’t help myself, I made a small moan into his hot, wet mouth. He pulled back, breaking the kiss, making me want more, leaving me confused by what that meant.

Just do what you need to do to stay alive, I thought. But what does it mean that I’m kind of liking it?

He still had hold of my head by my hair so that I was looking up at him. He was in charge. Kiss aside, I knew without question he was the top and I was the bottom.

He looked into my eyes as I panted. His big hand came down and started rubbing his fat cock. I glanced it. Soon that big black dick was going to be inside me. It made me a little afraid. Okay, a lot afraid.

“Let your husband see you naked,” he said.

Cheeks burning red with shame, I nodded, looking away from those intense eyes which seemed to look directly into me. I’d never been looked at with such hunger before. There was a saying in prison; never look a man in the eyes unless you’re ready to fight or fuck.

The look in those deep brown eyes left little doubt what they were ready for.

He let go of me and stepped back in our narrow cell. His hand pumped his hard on as his gaze ran across my soft, vulnerable body. His tongue, the one that had just been inside of my mouth, slipped out and wet his lips.

“That’s it boy,” he murmured. “That’s it, show your daddy that body.”

Reaching down, I grabbed the bottom of my thin cotton tank top t-shirt with both my hands. In a single motion I pulled it over my head and off. My nipples were erect as little pink erasers on the ends of No. 2 Yellow pencils like we used back in high school.

Tyrone kept staring at me, jacking that massive cock with his fist. I remembered what his tongue had tasted like and wondered how that dick would. I hooked my thumbs in the waistbands of my briefs and slid them down over my hips and legs. I didn’t lift weights, I’d never wanted to look too muscley. Instead I’d always focused on my cardio, keeping trim, showing off my abs.

I kicked the underwear free, standing with one arm across my chest and the other hand covering my penis and balls. I looked down, embarrassed.

“That won’t do,” Tyrone said. “Show daddy that little boy-clit, come one now.”

I hesitated.

“Don’t make me ask twice, bitch,” he said. He didn’t yell it but his tone carried the command. It said don’t fuck with me. I did as I was told. “Ahhh,” he sighed. “See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

He stood, his cock sticking out in front of him like the handle of a pot. A really big pot. He stepped closer, close enough I could feel his breath again. The head of his cock bumped into mine. Grabbing me by the back of the head he bent my face down.

“Look,” he urged. “Look how your little boy clitty looks next to a man’s cock. You know you were built to serve, all you have to do is look at yourself.”

It was true enough. Next Tyrone’s fat cock my little prick looked like a toy. Still holding me by the neck he used his other hand to grab the shaft of his dick and start rubbing it against mine. I closed my eyes at the sensation.

While they were closed he grabbed my penis and began loosley pulling at it. Despite myself, I could feel that traitorous little prick responding, I could feel myself getting hard.

“No,” I whispered, more to myself than to truly protest what I knew was going to be inevitable. Then, “please.” I didn’t know if I was asking him to stop or asking him to keep rubbing my boy-clit. I mean my penis!

Either way he ignored me. He leaned in close and licked my neck. His tongue slid in a slow, wet trail up to my ear and he sucked on the lobe. I shivered. He whispered.

“Touch it,” he ordered. “Jerk us both off.”

He took my face and began soul kissing me again, Frenching me deep and hard with his tongue. I reached out, blindly and found the pickaxe handle of a cock sticking out from between his muscular thighs. It was his turn to moan into my mouth as he pressed me up against the cell wall.

Kissing him back, I began jacking him with one hand while I masturbated with the other. My fingers couldn’t wrap all the way around his shaft. It was like trying to jerk off a beer can. Without having to be told I made it so our cockheads were pressed together.

This went on for a little while, us making out, me jerking us both. My prick was hard as his by now as he sucked on my tongue. He pressed his whole, heavy body into me, grinding against me.

“Enough,” he said, breaking off our kiss. “It’s time for little Jenny to suck her husbands cock.”

He grabbed my chin in his hand and turned my face toward him like I was a misbehaving pupil and he a nun. His eyes burned into me.

“You going to do a good job?”

“Y-y-yes,” I stammered, unsure.

“You’re goddamn right you are,” he told me. “Because if your little white ass don’t please me then there’s no reason for me to waste my time protecting you, is there? I’ll just turn you out and make that money. You feel me?”

Feel you? I thought. Your tongue was in my mouth, my hand on your cock, our naked bodies pressed together...uh, yeah I feel you.

Jenny knew better than to say that though. “Yes,” I told him. My voice was hoarse.

“Then get to it, bitch,” he said.

He leaned back against the bunk bed and settled in. Reaching onto the top bunk he picked up my pillow and dropped it on the floor in front of him. Presumably it was to protect my knees. Tyrone was quite the loving husband.

I bent and fell to my knees, genuflecting like a parishioner in prayer on Sunday. I was level with that porno-cock of his. I could smell his musk and I broke out in sweat all over. I stared at the dick, it stared back at me from its one eye. The veins wrapping around the meaty shaft looked as fat and swollen as rivers about to flood. His ballsack was bigger than my fist.

Sensing my hesitation my husband reached out with both hands and drew my face toward his dick.

“Suck it,” he said in a low voice. “Suck me good.”

I opened my mouth and sucked my first dick.

It slid between my lips.

I licked the tip, rolling and flicking my tongue around it, sliding my mouth slowly down the shaft as it grows harder in my mouth. I continue slipping my mouth up and down his shaft as I press against the base with my right hand. It’s so fat my jaw already hurts.

Suddenly, he grabs the back of my head and pulls it towards him. I gag as he tries to shove his entire length into my throat. He grabs me by the hair and pulls my head back.

"Just relax Jenny, and take all of your Husband into that whore mouth."

He pulled me onto his cock again, ignoring it when I involuntarily gag. He shoved it all the way in, until I felt his balls against my lower lip. I choked.

He pulled it back out, letting me gasp for air. Saliva poured out of my mouth as he shoved it in again. I was able to suppress my gag reflex this time, and he starts fucking my face, balls deep. His hard, flat abdominal wall pressed against my forehead.

'Mmmmm. That's it Jenny."

He pulled out, and sat down on his bunk.

I grab his erect cock with my right hand and lift it up, exposing his sack. I licked and kissed it, alternating putting each of his balls into my mouth to suck and lick. My hand pumps his cock as I do it.

His balls started tightening up, and I couldn’t fit those baseballs into my mouth anymore. I kept licking and kissing them, slowly sliding my tongue up the bottom of his shaft. I used my tongue to lick the little piss slit on his head, tasting salty precum.

I heard myself moan and then popped the head in and out of my mouth a few times, letting hot spit run down the shaft. I fondled his ballsack with one hand, continuing to pump up and down his shaft. I started moving my mouth up and down his cock in rhythm with my hand.

"Mmmmm. Fuck you are a good little cocksucker, Jenny."

Abruptly, he pushed my head away. The honeymoon was over, I realized. He was utterly focused on getting as much pleasure out of me as he could and he didn’t want to hear any protests on my part. I knew what he wanted now.

Standing and reaching my arms up, I pressed my hands to the ceiling, slowly turning around. Bending forward to expose the bottom of my ass. I’ve crossed a line between having to please and wanting to please.

Exposed, I felt his greasy hand run from the back of my balls up through my crack. His finger touches the puckered rosebud of my hole and I shiver at the thought of that meat stick going in there.

Turning to face him, I climbed onto the bunk, straddling his hard, muscular legs. I stay freeze as he uses his spit to oil up my crack. For the first time he slides his slick fingers into my tight asshole.

"Jesus," I panted.

Pulling the finger free, his hands moved back to my ass cheeks, squeezing them, them pulling at them. I lowered myself carefully down and ground my hips into his lap like a stripper, his cock sliding around my ass. His hands worked up and down, as he continued playing with my ass cheeks. I feel the spongy firmness of his cockhead near my boy-pussy and I can’t help myself; I whimper.

Tyrone leaned forward and began sucking my erect nipple. I felt streams of pre-cum leaking out of me.

You can do this, I tell myself. He deserves it, he’s going to protect you.

Standing, I slowly turned around. Closing my eyes, I bent over and backed towards him, slowly lowering my ass onto his lap once again. His cock pressed between my asscheeks as I ground my hips. Arching, I leaned back into him. His breath blew across my shoulders.

His hands explored my body, running up over my exposed stomach to play with my nipples. His left hand moved down to fondle my hard little boy-clit. I was breathing faster, like I was running a race and, in the next moment, his huge right hand wrapped around my throat.

He had me, I was his. I might feel shame later, but for now I was willing to gladly do anything he wanted. Eager.

I whimpered.

"You like that you sexy little slut?" The length of his hard, hot cock throbbed where it nestled between my asscheeks.

"Ohh," I whimpered.

“You getting hot for this cock, bitch?” he asked. He lightly bit at the back of my shoulder.

“It feels amazing,” I confessed. “I need my Husband inside of me.”

Lifting my ass up, I reached around and grabbed his slick cock. Holding it in place, I pushed my asshole against the thick mushroom head. It stretched me open, and through the pain, I slowly sat back down on his lap, trying to carefully fit him in.

Tyrone wasn’t about slow and careful. Grabbing me roughly by the hips, he pulled me down while thrusting upwards, and slammed that dick home. It was like getting impaled. I started to scream and the hand was back at my throat, squeezing the cry dead.

“Don’t you make a fucking sound,” he growled. “Do you understand me?”

I nodded.

"You're so tight, for such an eager boy-cunt,” he gritted out through clenched teeth. “Fuck!"

"God damn,” I whispered. “Your cock is fucking big!"

"You like it, don’t you, little white bitch?"

I knew there was only one correct answer. "Yes Husband. It feels so good."

He pulled back harder on my throat. "Well, don't just sit there you fucking whore,” he snapped. “Work that hot ass for me."

I obeyed my Husband. Slowly I began lifting my hips up and then pushing back down, sliding my asshole up and down his cock. I felt how my face clench tight with the pain and I was panting like a woman in labor as I lost my cherry. But even through the pain I was feeling something else, too, a deep, burning pleasure as that rigid club rubbed back and forth across my prostate.

"Yeah, that's it, baby,” he murmured.

Out of mercy, he let me start nice and slow, stroking up and back down as my sphincter gripped his hard on. I felt like he was punching up into my guts. His hands went back to exploring my body, up and down my thighs, over my sides, onto my chest and throat, playing with my balls and jerking me off.

I still feel pain, but the feel of his strong, man hands made me moan. I sounded like a porno slut. Up, up, up, up. Down, down, down, down. Up, up, up, up. Down, down, down, down. Over and over. Each time getting as high as I could without letting him slip out, before sliding all the way back down to his balls again.

After several minutes, I picked up the pace, moving a little faster. My own cock was rock hard and pointing up between my thighs. I moaned every time his wandering hand found it.

"Oh fuck yeah, Jenny," he groaned into my back.

Whimpering in pleasure, I continued the rhythm. Soon Tyrone starts roughly grabbing my hips and yanking my ass back down at the top of each stroke. More pain, but with each sword stroke against my prostate; more pleasure. I started leaking pre-cum like I was pissing myself.

Tyrone, my husband, rough fucks me, teaching me how to be a power bottom. I breath heavily, whimpering and moaning without shame. He licked my back and something inside me kicked in and I want it hard. I started plunging up and down fast, pounding into his lap on each downstroke. His battering ram of a prick ploughs through me. Up, down, up, down. Up, down, up, down. Up, down, up, down. Up, down, up, down.

“Squeal,” he tells me.

"Oh! Uhn! Oh! Ai! Oh! Fuck! Unh! Yeah! Ai! Ai! Ai! Ai!" I respond.

As a reward for taking it good, he started stroking my cock and gently squeezing my throat again. Stunned at my body’s response, I exploded into the most savage orgasm of my life. Instantly, shooting spurts of cum splashed onto the floor in front of me. Cumming, I continued pounding my ass down his throbbing shaft, my asshole squeezing and pulsating around his cock.

"Oh fuck! Unhhhh!"

“Tell me you love me,” he snarls. “Say it!” The hand at my throat becomes a threatening iron clamp.

“I love you, I love you!” I whisper.

“Say, I love you daddy!” His voice is rough.

“I love you! I love you, daddy!” My words are strangled but he hears them well enough.

His body tensed, and his cock jumped as he blasted his cum up into ass. Pushing down hard, once more, I sat with him deep inside me, his cock pulsed streamer after streamer of sticky sperm into my ass.

Still impaled, I took a moment to catch my breath.

“May I stand?” I asked. “Sir?”

He grunted something I didn’t understand that I took for yes and then stood up, feeling Tyrone slip out of me. I clenched my cheeks to try keeping the mess to a minimum, but Tyrone’s a fucking bull with huge balls and cum drips from my asshole. Our toilet and roll of paper is right there so I use it to clean up. Tyrone stood up behind me, towering over me.

"You like taking care of my cock, don't you Jenny?"

"Yes, Husband."

"You jizzed all over the floor. Get down there and clean it up."

Knowing my place, I just nodded.

Ripping off some toilet paper, I put the roll back before getting down on the floor and wiping up my cum. I felt him just inches away, watching me. He chuckled, low and deep.

“That’s a good wife,” he said. “Keep that ass in the air. Make me think you want more cock. Cause, really, you’re about to get some, whether you want it or not.”

I lifted my ass in the air, point it towards the bathroom door, and finished wiping up. I heard him sigh. Christ, I thought. Not again? Already? What a fucking stud. I’d never wanted to go again so quickly in my life.

"Good girl.” Then, “look at that sexy round ass. It just begs for more big black cock, doesn’t it."

I looked over my shoulder, and wiggled my ass. It was an open invitation to the bull.

"God damn! Back that tight boy-pussy over here."

"Yes, sir."

Standing up, I threw the soiled toilet paper into the bowl. As I did he roughly grabbed my wrist and turned me towards the bunk. Pushing me into it, he bent me over the side, my chest on the mattress, and my ass hanging over the edge. Like a CO doing a pat down, he kicked my feet apart. I gasped as he grabbed a handful of hair and yanked my head off the bed. His other hand reached roughly between my thighs and pulled my cock and balls down between my legs. I moaned from the pleasurable-pain. He slammed my head back down.

"You fucking filthy little slut! Cumming all over my floor. Get your first taste of cock and you cream yourself. You want your husband to fuck you again?"

"Yes please," I said. What else was I going to say?

Smack! He slapped his open right hand into my right ass cheek.

"Ohh!"

"Dirty fucking whore."

Smack! Smack! Twice more. His hand comes crashing down on my right cheek.            

Prisoners in other cells begin laughing, urging him on. I know I have to get used to it. There aren’t any secrets in prison.

"Fuck, oh fuck," I cry with each spanking.

"You like that bitch?"

Does it matter? I think. "Yes, husband!" I say.

Smack! Left cheek. "Unh!" Smack! Right cheek.

“Beg,” he snarls. People on the how cell row are laughing and cat calling.

“Fuck that bitch!” “Spank that little white ass!” “All my commissary allowance if you let him suck me, Tyrone!”

That last one frightened me.

“Beg!” he repeated.

"Yes! Spank me, Husband!"

Smack! Right cheek. Smack! Left cheek.

"Oh! Yeah! Hit me!"

Crack! Left cheek. Snap! Right cheek.

"Ow! Fuck!"

More laughter from the prisoners. Tyrone was letting everyone know he had a new bitch. I was that bitch. His bitch, Jenny.

Whack! Right cheek.

"Unh!"

I felt spit drip down my crack and then my Husband's fingers roughly lubing up my asshole. Peeking over my shoulder I see he is hard as a rock and ready to fuck again. Greasing himself up, he pushed in behind me and slapped my right cheek hard again. I wince then jump as he pushes his cockhead into me. Without wait he slams his shaft balls deep. I see tear up.

"Ow! Ow! Oh fuck! It hurts!" I cry out. I can’t hear the laughter anymore.

“It hurts, what?” he demands.

“It hurts, daddy, it hurts, daddy!” Daddy, Husband, Boss, Sir. All the words mean the same thing; Tyrone is the top and I’m the bottom. He fucks, I get fucked.

Holding his cock in deep and hard, he pressed me down into the bunk. His left hand pushed down on the back of my neck. Slowly, he pulled out, then rammed it back. Hard. Fucking hard.

"Oh my god! Oh fuck!"

"Take it, you fuckin' pig!"

He repeated the slow pull out and slammed it back in again. He did this a few times, grunting like he’s lifting a heavy weight as I whimper in pain. He let go of my neck and pulled all the way out. I felt my cock, pressed against the side of the bunk, leak precum.

"Say you want me to breed your slutty hole again. You want it, Jenny?"

Without his axle of a cock inside me, I feel weirdly empty. I feel defeated. He hasn’t just fucked me, he’s made me want to get fuck. I know what to say to get what I want.

"Yes, husband. Bury your cock in me. Cum in me, breed me."

He easily slides back in. I moan, not caring who hears, and he instantly starts into rhythmic thrusts, burying his shaft to the hilt each time. Spanking me every few strokes. The ass fucking feels better, but the slaps aren’t painful. His balls swing into the back of thighs on each stroke, heavy and covered in kinky hair.

Thwack! Thwack! Smack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Smack! Thwack! Thwack!

"Oh! Oh! Yeah! Oh! Fuck yes! Oh! Yeah! Fuck me Husband! Harder!" I don’t even recognize the sound of my own voice. I sound like an actress in a porn video. One called TAKING BIG BLACK COCKS, I’m sure.

Tyrone’s hands grabbed my hips and he started slamming his cock into me harder and faster, pulling me back towards him at the same time. My head jerked back and forth like a balloon on a string. I wasn’t just his wife, I was his fuck toy.

Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack! His ballsack swung into my like a pendulum.

"Oh! Yeah! Fuck! Yeah! Pound me! Yeah! Fuuuck!" I knew what to say without being told. I was learning.

Behind me Tyrone panted, grunting with each thrust. Releasing my hips, he leaned over me, wrapping his hands around my throat and pulling back hard. His body weight pinned me against the mattress as he continued pounding his cock hard into my tight asshole. I’m crying, but my boy-clit is hard again, too, pressing against the side of the bed under his weight.

"Oh fuck! Oh yeah! Of god!"

I shuddered under him, and my cock, leaking precum, feels like a faucet cranked wide open as it pours cum. I scream and squeal and moan under him as he continues to slam into my pulsating asshole.

"Fucking, unh! Yes! Squeal whore!"

He shouts that as he thrusts hard into me one last time, his balls nestled up tight against me. His cock twitched inside me as he unloads his sperm up into me for the second time in ten minutes.

His hands released my throat, and he collapsed on top of me. I feel him shrink inside my ass and then slip out as his cum oozes from the boy-pussy he’s used so hard. I feel his lips on the back of my neck.

The cell block explodes with jeers and cheers and the lights snap on. The CO’s are coming to see what the disturbance is.

“Tell your husband you love him,” Tyrone orders.

“I love you, husband,” I say.

“Good girl,” he whispered in my ear. “Tomorrow I’ll buy you some makeup.”

Only 364 more days to go on my sentence, I think.

End
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Alpha Males #1 Firehouse Love

Someone is on Top, Someone is on Bottom

Alpha Males 7

Station House 8 is the only all-male firehouse in the city. There's a new probationary rookie joining the crew. He's a golden twink in the midst of rough-trade studs. He's going to be on his knees, on his back, and bent over the bumper. This is a story of a sweet young thing surrounded by horny studs, and the things they do to him. He's going to be put to the slut test and judged...hard.

1.

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

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

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

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

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

I hoped it was true now.

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

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

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

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

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

"You said you'd blow me," he said in that deep voice. "So get on my dick."

He leaned back, giving me access to his lap. Obviously, I was supposed to do all the work, it seemed.

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

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

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

"Come on, suck it," he ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

His ass came off the seat as I started bobbing my head in earnest. I wasn't giving him a blow job, I was sucking him off, and, as both of his big, strong hands took hold my head with its regulation short haircut, I was getting face fucked.

"Take it you, you little fucking sissy, take that man cock," he growled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

2.

I snapped out of the flashback.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Under the towel my cock twitched a little bit.

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

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

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

God that would be nice if it happened.

“Hey, Toby,” a voice said.

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

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

“You did a pretty good job today.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I, uh, I uh,” I ran out of words.

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

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

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

That makes one of us, I thought.

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

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

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

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

“The Chief?” I stammered.

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

“Shit yeah,” Bret said.

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

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

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

“What?” I asked.

“Ssshh,” he said.

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

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

That’s not what happened.

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

“Ahhh, ahh,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes sir,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“You’re fucking me, your fucking me!”

“How am I fucking you?” he demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure?” I agreed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“As for it,” he told me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Shit,” Bret whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bret sighed. “Yes, Chief,” he agreed.

“Yes, Chief, what?”

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

“Was the probbie doing a good job?”

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

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

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

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

“Hey, Chief,” I began.

“Shut up,” he said mildly.

I did as I was told.

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

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

End
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