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FOUR-ALARM FIRE

Rob Rosen

 

 

 

 

 

Considering the neighborhood, the house was a veritable steal; the reason being, there was a fire station directly across the street from it. Safety-wise, and on the surface of things, this seemed like a giant check in the plus column. Noise-wise, however, well, let’s just say that blaring sirens in the middle of the night are never good for one’s beauty rest—not that I need all that much, mind you. Fortunately, I’m a sound sleeper. Better still, I’ve always had a certain penchant for a man in uniform. Throw in a whole building full of them, and you can see why I bought the place.

Naturally, I unpacked my binoculars first, setting them beneath the living room window, right next to a bottle of lube and some paper towels. As the good little Boy Scout that I am, I always come prepared; and with my cozy little vantage point, I planned on coming a lot.

That first day in my humble new abode, I slid out of my boxers and stood bare-ass naked on the hardwood floor,  zooming in on my hunky neighbors across the way. The garage doors were up, revealing one big shiny red truck on the left side and a vacant space on the right. Just beyond were a kitchen and a small workout room. With my handy-dandy Minolta in one hand and my hardening cock in the other, I focused in on the four firemen in my line of vision.

Two men sat eating lunch in the kitchen, both wearing tight white T-shirts tucked into khaki pants with neon yellow stripes running across the cuffs. Their jackets and helmets hung nearby, made ready for the inevitable. The other two men were working out, one on his back on a bench, the other standing above him doing the spotting. Both were wearing nothing more than a pair of shorts.

“Bingo,” I sighed, stroking my now throbbing prick.

The ultrapowerful lenses—well worth the extra few Andrew Jacksons—allowed me a clear shot between the man’s hairy, thick thighs, right up to his dangling balls, both swaying as he heaved the weights over his head. His partner’s rigid pecs tensed each time he helped him with the bar. It was a beautiful sight to behold, sending the binoculars up and down from one man’s nuts to the other’s chest, back and forth, as my hand worked up and down on my now slick dick. When he finished his set, so did I, shooting a white-hot load on the spread-out paper towels below.

I bent down to clean up the mess, and when I stood back up it was then that I spotted him. He was sitting on a picnic table to the side of the station, alone, slouched over a book. I lifted the binoculars back up and had a look-see. And, my oh my, what a look I saw. The man was big, well over six feet tall, from what I could tell, and bulky as all hell, ripped with muscles that bulged from his too-tight tee and equally tight tan trousers—a veritable tongue twister, if ever there was one. Again my cock sprang  to life as I stared at his handsome, stubble-darkened face and brilliant blue eyes, which sparkled beneath the full light of day, shimmering like two sapphires on the other end of the upheld lenses.

But then my reverie came to an abrupt end as the earsplitting  ding-ding-ding of the firehouse alarms began to wail. I watched in awe as all five men, trained like Pavlov’s mutt to react, jumped up, donned the remainder of their gear, and raced aboard and away in their shiny, red engine.

I chuckled, the sound reverberating around the near-empty space. “God I love this house,” I said to myself as I turned away and began the tedious task of unpacking.

And so began my daily routine, made available to me by the good fortune I had of working from home: wake up, work a little, spy a little, rinse, and repeat. The men rotated in and out of the firehouse, but all were dizzyingly handsome, ruggedly built, and sadly unavailable—given that my only contact with them was through an all-too-powerful set of binoculars. Plus, they tended only to interact amongst themselves.

All of them, that is, but one.

The lone fireman remained as such, always distancing himself from his brethren, usually at the picnic table, with nothing but a book to keep him company. It was to him that my attention eventually turned; him, and my stiff seven inches, which hardened at the very sight of his bulk by the end of that first week in my new home.

That is, of course, until my lust turned to obsession, and a sick and twisted plot was hatched, one created by the small head in my pants, not the big one resting on my neck. Sadly, I needed help to bring such a dream to fruition—namely from my cat, Freckles: a most unlikely partner in crime if ever there was one.

I waited, patiently, for the day to come when the other  firemen were out on call and my sad superman was sitting solo. Then I placed Freckles high up on a tree branch in my backyard. He meowed down at me, pissed at his role as an unwilling accomplice. “Do it for love,” I whispered up to him, by way of explanation. He responded with an evil hiss. “And a can of tuna,” I quickly added. That, thankfully, quieted him down some.

And then I rushed across the street, my heart beating furiously in my chest. Both eager and terrified, I neared the object of my desire. He looked up and smiled upon my approach, revealing a dazzling bright smile, causing my breath to catch in my throat.

“I, um, need help,” I managed to squeak out.

He jumped up from the bench, towering over me with his mammoth frame. “Fire?” he asked, with a furrowed brow. I shook my head no. “Medical emergency?” he asked next. Again I indicated a negative response. “Gas leak?” The concern spread across his impossibly handsome face.

I almost felt guilty. Almost. “Um, not exactly,” I replied. “It’s my cat. He’s stuck up a tree. And I only just moved in a few weeks ago and I don’t have a ladder.”

The man laughed, a big, hearty chuckle that ran up and down my spine like a locomotive. “Fortunately, you live across from a fire station, huh?”

If only he knew. “Yep,” I replied. “Lucky me.”

He followed close behind me, clutching a tall ladder in his powerful grip as we hurried across the street. Freckles stared down at us as we approached, clearly impatient for an expedient rescue. Our savior climbed the ladder and retrieved him a minute or so later, tenderly handing him to me with a nod and a glorious, wide grin.

“Thanks,” I gushed, adding, with an outstretched hand, “Sam.”

“Kurt,” he replied, with a grip-busting shake, which lasted a few milliseconds longer than expected. It was then that it dawned on me why he always ate and sat apart from the others. My heart raced, again, at the heady thought: my hot hero was undoubtedly a homo. Hallelujah!

A hot, red flush crept up my neck as he turned to retrieve his ladder and depart from my backyard. “Thanks again,” I said, my twisted brain wracking itself to find a way to keep him there, short of lighting my house on fire. I opted instead for an impromptu peck on his soft, full lips.

“Oh,” he said, jumping back an inch. “Um, yeah, sure. Just, um, doing my job.” And he turned away, abruptly, and headed back to the fire station, not even looking back to wave good-bye or profess his undying love for me.

Shattered, I grabbed Freckles and walked back into the house. Hours later, when I heard the telltale alarms and the sound of speeding fire engines, I didn’t even peek out the window. Instead, I ate my dinner and prepared for bed.

And then, all of a sudden, there was a different, quieter sound: that of my doorbell.

“Hey,” I said, in elated shock, as I opened my front door.

It was Kurt, still dressed in his beige uniform, only this time he was sooty and bedraggled looking. He cracked an adorable smile and said, “Um, just checking on the cat.”

“Cat’s fine,” I replied. “Though you look like crap.”

“Thanks, long day,” he informed me, clearly ill at ease.

I stared at him, trying to discern the reason for the late-night visit. When none was forthcoming, I asked, “Well, seeing as you’re off work now and Freckles is safe from harm for the time being, how about a drink? Looks like you could use one.”

He nodded and stepped inside, his padded arm brushing up against my own, sending a jolt down my back that shot straight  through my crotch. I closed the door behind us, and when I turned around he was standing directly behind me, a smirk on his face and a twinkle in his startling blue eyes. “Your cat is declawed, by the way,” he said.

I flinched. “And?”

“And that would’ve made it mighty hard for him to have climbed your tree earlier today.”

The familiar flush worked its way up my neck. “Tricky kitty,” I tried.

“Tricky daddy, more likely,” he chided, surprising me by reaching his arms around my waist and pulling me into his embrace, the odor of sweat and sulfur never smelling so intoxicating. “And I don’t think I returned that kiss, either. Seems like a neighborly thing to do, don’t you think?”

I could only nod as his eyes drew me in like a cool blue pool on a sweltering summer’s day. He bent down and brushed his lips against mine. I opened my mouth and allowed his tongue to slither and slide inside. My own tongue darted forth and met his; and then our mouths were meshed hard, harder still, while he kissed me with an intense sense of urgency.

Seconds later, I reached up and began to unbutton his heavy, rough coat. He followed my lead and released the buttons of my flimsy pajama top. I peeled the jacket off and he did the same to my pajamas. I shivered as his hand found my exposed nipple, which he took between his index finger and thumb before giving a tweak and a pull and a twist, causing my feet to rise several inches off the ground.

“Can two play at that game?” I asked, our faces still only centimeters apart.

He obliged by lifting his shirt up over his head. I glanced down to watch as his hairy, steely chest flexed; and then his mouth was on me again and his hand had worked its way back  to my eraser-tipped nipple. My hand mirrored his and began a slow tug and pull, until we were both moaning and writhing, shirtless in my entryway.

When we eventually pulled away, he said, “Um, I think I might need a shower.”

“Feeling dirty?” I asked, grabbing his giant mitt of a hand and leading him to my bathroom.

“Oh yeah,” he replied, with a snicker. “Real dirty.”

I watched as he undressed, pulling off his filthy boots and socks and thick pants, which he set neatly on the sink. He then stood there like an Adonis fallen from the heavens in nothing but a jock strap, and bade me, “Your turn.”

“My turn?”

He smirked. “Well, someone’s gotta wash my back.”

Who could argue with logic such as that? So I shrugged and slid out of my pajama bottoms, leaving me in nothing but a pair of boxers. Kurt looked at me, hungrily.

“Next,” he commanded. With my breath quickening, I tugged them down and off. “Nice,” he rasped, running his calloused hands across my chest and down my tummy, zooming in on my now turgid cock, which he grabbed and stroked like a kid with a new toy. Groaning, I pointed to his swelling jock. “No problem,” he said, letting go of my boner to remove the last bit of his clothes.

I watched in rapt delight as his prick popped loose. Already arcing out, it was a good eight inches, thick and veined, with a leaking head the size of a fat plumb. Eagerly, I reached out and stroked it, feeling it pulse in my hand and thicken to its full height. “Yum,” I said, looking back at his handsome face.

“Wash first, eat later,” he said, already pushing me toward the shower.

I turned it on and hopped in. He followed close behind.  The hot water streamed over us as he pulled me close and again devoured my mouth. His hands roamed my body, feeling every inch, every expanse, every crack. Mine did the same, though his expanses were, undeniably, very much greater.

And his cracks were soon to be more apparent.

I lathered him up, rubbing the sudsy foam around his neck, down his clavicle, across his rock-solid chest and equally firm abdomen, lingering, happily, around his impressive cock.

“I think it’s clean now,” he finally said, after I’d given it ample attention.

“Then turn around and let me do the back,” I offered.

The smile flickered from his face. He paused, oddly staring at me, and then did as I asked. Slowly, he maneuvered his rear to my front.

“Oh,” I whispered, sucking in my breath.

“Oh,” he echoed, faintly, as my hand traced the burn scars on his back, which snaked and slithered down his thigh and calf. Oddly, the imperfections made him even more beautiful. Attainable.

I leaned in, my sudsy cock pressed in between his cheeks. “I’m sorry,” was all I could think to say.

“The roof collapsed. Don’t be sorry. I was lucky to make it out alive. It’s simply a painful reminder now.”

I jumped an inch backward. “It hurts?” I asked, concerned, as I massaged his shoulders.

He shook his head back and forth and lifted his index finger to the side of his head. “Only up here.”

Again I traced the gnarled flesh with the crook of my hand, causing goose bumps to rise on his skin. He sighed as my palm traveled downward, coming to rest on his rump. He widened his stance for me, allowing my fingers to part his cheeks, to caress his hair-haloed ring. He turned the water off and raised  his leg up, resting his foot on the edge of the tub.

“Help me forget,” he whispered, the sound vibrating off the tiled walls and then directly through me.

I bent down. “How’s this?” I asked, gliding my tongue around his squeaky clean hole while I pulled down on his hanging balls.

He arched his back and groaned, “Better.”

With my free hand, I slid a spit-wet finger up and in and back. “And this?”

“Oh yeah,” he replied, in a long, low exhale.

A second finger joined the first. I let go of his balls and grabbed for his prick, then slid the double digits to his farthest reaches, until I had both of my fists pumping in unison. I sat down in the tub, his body straddled over me, his giant sac swinging above as I piston-fucked him with my hand. I took one of his hairy balls in my mouth, sucking and swirling my tongue around it, before moving on to the second one.

I looked up to find him staring down at me, those laser-intense eyes boring into mine. “Try this,” he said, pushing his fat cock down for me to have a go at. I licked the salty-sweet precome off the wide head before taking the tip into my mouth. He widened his stance even farther, spreading his cheeks to allow a third finger up his muscled ass, while he rammed his dick into my waiting mouth below.

We were now in sync, me inside of him, him inside of me, pushing, prodding, filling each other’s orifices to their stretched limits. And still he stared down, never taking those stunning eyes of his off of me, as if I’d disappear if he let me out of his sight.

As if that was going to happen.

“What are you going to stick up my ass next?” he asked, an enraptured smile finally spreading across his face.

I slid out from my hot seat and stood back up. Reaching out  of the shower, I grabbed a towel and dried him off, then myself. “I’ll show you,” I replied, kissing him tenderly on his neck, his chin, his lips. “Ready?”

He pointed down at his still rock-hard cock. “I think so,” he replied.

I led him out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. “Time to put out that four-alarm fire,” I said, pushing him on the bed.

“You got the hose for it?” he asked.

I lifted his legs in the air and slapped my dick on his crinkled, winking hole. “And then some,” I responded, reaching over to my nightstand for some lube and a rubber, which I quickly slid on and slicked up. I flung his mighty legs over my shoulders and bent over him for a deep soul kiss before placing the head of my cock up against his entryway. “Knock, knock,” I whispered into his mouth.

“Come in,” he whispered back; and I did, pushing just the head inside, slowly, gently.

He tensed, his hole clenching around my cock until he relaxed, exhaled, and allowed the intrusion. A jolt of electricity shot up my back as I filled his ass with my dick, sliding it in deep, deep, deeper still, until my balls were nestled up against his ass.

I nuzzled my cheek against his, took an earlobe in my mouth, and asked, “Better now?”

He sighed as I pulled my cock out and then thrust in again. “Better, yeah.” My cock repeated the motion. Each time I retracted it and then rammed it home, he’d echo the yeah, until the room and my head were full of the sound of it.

I grabbed for his giant cock and began a slow, steady stroke, all the while increasing the pummeling up his ass. I watched his face, twisted in pleasure, and his giant balls, which swayed with the pounding before they gradually began to lift. He was close, so was I.

He craned his neck up and I bent down to meet him, so that our mouths could once again join. With a final tug from me on his cock and one on his nipple, for good measure, he let out the final yeah and then shot a thick stream of hot come against his belly and chest. At that exact same moment, with his tight asshole jacking me off, I came as well, filling the rubber and his ass with ounce after ounce of creamy jizz. And all the while, his eyes stayed open and locked, staring into mine, tugging at my very soul, as we came in heavenly unison.

I popped my cock out of his hole and collapsed on top of him, his legs falling from my shoulders to down around my waist, locking me into him like a vise. He stroked my back and I touched his brawny chest. “Nice,” I said.

“Ditto,” he agreed.

I looked back up at him. “Mind if I ask you a question?”

He winked at me. “Shoot.”

“Whenever I look out my window, you’re always apart from the others. Alone. Is it, you know, because you’re gay?”

The smile again flickered and then disappeared. “No,” he replied. “The choice is mine, not theirs.” He paused, his magnificent eyes still penetrating into me. “The ceiling collapse. I was lucky.” Again the pause. “But someone else wasn’t.”

“Oh,” I said, yet again.

He nodded. “So, it’s sort of easier this way. Easier not to make friends. Not to make…contact.” He caressed the crack of my ass as he said this.

“Easier, but not as gratifying,” I said, spreading my legs apart so his fingers could trace the path around my hole.

“Point taken.” The smile returned and a finger worked its way inside of me. “Maybe you and Freckles can come join me on the picnic table sometime.”

One finger became two. I groaned at the entry. “Freckles is more of an indoor cat, really.”

“When he’s not up a tree.”

I laughed. “Point taken.” And I bucked my ass up into his hand. “Maybe you can come over here for lunch, though.” I winked at him. “Or dinner.”

He smiled, the big, toothy grin returning to his devastatingly handsome face. “And then breakfast.”

The fingers worked their way deep to the back. My cock again grew hard, as did his, pressing up firmly against my belly. “Um, I think that fire is still smoldering, Kurt.”

“Lucky for you to have a fireman so close by.”

“Not to mention one with such a big hose.”

“Point taken, Sam. Point well taken.”

And the binoculars got put away for good.






THE DIXVILLE VOLUNTEERS

Neil Plakcy

 

 

 

 

 

I was in eleventh-grade history class when I first understood what a volunteer fire department was all about.

Growing up in Dixville, a small town about an hour north of Philadelphia, I’d heard the fire siren go off now and then, calling the volunteers down to the station, but I’d never paid much attention. Then one day in the middle of a lecture on the Second World War, the siren went off, and our teacher, Mr. Santomasso, stopped what he was doing and walked out of the room.

A minute or two later, Mrs. Hecksher, the English teacher, came in and told us we were joining her class in the cafeteria.

I pondered Mr. Santomasso’s strange behavior for the rest of the day. Let’s face it, I had a crush on him from the first day of eleventh grade, so he was often in my thoughts. He had close-cropped dark hair and a beefy chest, barely restrained by his dress shirt and striped tie, and I liked to steal glances at him whenever he walked up and down the classroom, trying to catch glimpses of his nipples, which often were prominent against the  fabric. Every now and then, when he turned just right as he was passing, I could see his dick, hanging to the left and outlined against his pants. Once, right after he’d been yelling at us for not paying attention, I even saw that he was hard, and it was all I could do to keep from reaching out and touching him.

He was twenty-five, in his third year at Dixville High, and he was a member of the Dixville Volunteer Fire Department. The next day, he explained his sudden exit to us. “Dixville isn’t big enough to afford to pay a fire department,” he said. “So fires are put out by a group of volunteers.”

I stared at him moony-eyed, trying to imagine him in a fire suit, with flames all around him. I think it was then I decided I wanted to be a fireman myself. I spent the rest of the semester hanging on Mr. Santomasso’s every word, even getting up my nerve to ask him about the volunteer fire department one day after school.

“You’d make a great addition to the team, Andy,” he said then. “But you have to come back when you’re eighteen.”

I graduated from Dixville High and started taking courses at the community college. The day after my eighteenth birthday, I stood outside Mr. Santomasso’s classroom waiting for him to finish so I could talk to him about the volunteer fire department.

Looking in through the window of his classroom, I saw he was still as hunky as I’d remembered. His hair was still cut military style, and his generous mouth and dimpled chin were just as I remembered. His chest still seemed to bulge out of his dress shirt. His pants were loose, so all I could tell was that he had a narrow waist. He was about my height, six-one, though I’m all skin and bones, and he had a comforting bulk to him.

He took me over to the new fire station, a couple of miles from the high school. The siren was attached to a tall pole next  to the one-story building; you could hear it clear across town.

The station wasn’t much, just a big garage for the truck, and then a catering hall and kitchen next door. There was also a room full of gear and lockers, and Mr. Santomasso led me in there, showing me each item—the coat, the boots, the fire axe, the oxygen tank. “Let’s get you suited up,” he said. He started looking at the coats and pants hanging on the wall.

When he looked back I was still standing there, so he said, “Come on, Andy, strip down. You’ve got to be able to get in and out of your clothes fast around here.”

I started fumbling with my shoelaces, and I’d just gotten my shoes off by the time he came back to me with a coat and a pair of pants.

“You’ve got to be faster than that,” he said. “Here, watch me.”

He wore loafers, which he kicked off in a second. He loosened his tie and pulled it over his head, and then his fingers flew down his dress shirt, unbuttoning it rapidly. The shirt came off, and he unzipped his pants and dropped them to the floor.

The whole process took about ten seconds. I just stood there staring dumbly at his chest, covered with fine black hairs, and his white boxer-style briefs, which clung to his body.

The most amazing thing was that he had a hard-on, and he didn’t seem embarrassed at all about it. “Come on, now you,” he said. “Do it fast.”

I couldn’t seem to get my fingers to work. I began unbuttoning my shirt, but almost immediately Mr. Santomasso gave up on waiting. He stepped right up in front of me, and as quickly as he’d unbuttoned his own shirt, he had mine undone, and slipped it off my shoulders, dropping it to the floor.

Then his hands were at my belt buckle, opening my pants and unzipping my fly. He pushed the pants down over my skinny hips and they fell to the floor, too.

He was so close to me I could feel the heat rising from his body. My stiff dick poked its head through the opening in my boxers, and I shivered as a light breeze blew through the changing room and over my naked chest.

I wasn’t a virgin by then; I’d sucked off Ricky Keller, a linebacker on the football team, a couple of times, and once when we were drunk on malt liquor I’d even let him fuck my ass. But I’d never been with a real man before, and I wanted to so bad.

Before I could think enough to stop myself, I wrapped my arms around Mr. Santomasso and kissed him on the lips, pressing my hard dick against his.

He kissed me back, his breath smelling of spaghetti sauce, his tongue snaking its way into my mouth. He had a little bit of five o’clock shadow, and I loved the feeling of his cheek rubbing against my own. He reached his big hands around behind me to cup my ass and pull me even closer to him. We rubbed our bodies together, and after only a moment or two, my dick erupted in a fountain of cum. “That’s never…never happened to me,” I said, embarrassed.

“You’re young, Andy,” he said. “Don’t worry about it.”

I dropped to my knees and skinned down his briefs, exposing his dick, which was fat, circumcised, and a little short. But I could take it all in my mouth, and I did, hoovering up and down on it like I’d done to Ricky Keller under the bleachers at the football field. Too quickly, Mr. Santomasso started bucking his hips against my face and moaning, and then he shot his load down my throat.

He looked around, like he’d suddenly realized what we were doing, there in the middle of the firehouse changing room, and he quickly raised me up by my shoulders. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t know what came over me.”

“Don’t be sorry,” I said. I tucked my dick, which had gotten hard again, back in my boxers and said, “Show me the fire suit.”

Mr. Santomasso still looked pretty shaken up, hurriedly putting his street clothes back on. Then he got me dressed in boots, pants, and jacket. By the time I was finished I looked like a real fireman, which was pretty cool.

He went through all the pieces of equipment with me, explaining the purpose of each one. It was hot in the small room, but I waited until he was finished to shuck off the fire coat and pants and put my own clothes back on. As I was dressing, he said, “Andy, you can’t tell anyone about—you know.”

“I wouldn’t,” I said. “I really appreciate this, Mr. Santomasso.”

“Please, call me Vince. You’re one of the guys now.”

“Okay, Vince,” I said, smiling, and then he turned away fast, but not before I got a glimpse of another hard-on pressing against his khakis.

I didn’t see Vince again for a couple of weeks, and then only at the Harvest Days picnic, where the fire department was grilling up burgers to raise money. I manned the condiment table, handing out ketchup, mustard and so on, and every time I squirted mayonnaise on somebody’s burger I remembered Vince’s dick coming in my mouth, and wondered how I was going to get him to do it again.

He was so handsome that day, laughing and joking with the other firefighters, playing around with the barbecue grill, flirting with a couple of girls. I didn’t get a minute alone with him until the end of the day, when we were packing up. “I’m kind of worried about getting called to an actual fire,” I said. “You think maybe you could go over the equipment with me again one day?”

He stopped folding an aluminum table and looked at me. “What equipment were you thinking of?”

I smiled. “Anything around the firehouse you want to show me,” I said.

He set his lips grimly. “Maybe you should get one of the other guys to show you,” he said. “I’m a teacher, and you’re one of my students.”

“Not anymore. I’m eighteen, remember?”

“I remember.” I could see the emotions warring on his face, until finally he said, “Okay. Meet me at the station tomorrow at three-thirty.”

I couldn’t help it; I jerked off that night, thinking about Vince Santomasso’s hairy chest and meaty dick. The next day, I was at the station right on time. Vince pulled up a few minutes later, but he was all business. “Okay, today we’re going to go over fire protocol,” he said. He handed me a book and a couple of pamphlets.

It was like being back in his history classroom. He stood at the front of the room and lectured me, writing on the chalkboard. I confess I didn’t pay one hundred percent attention; whenever he turned his back to me I ogled his tight ass, and when he faced me, I fixated on his chest. He’d taken off his tie and opened his shirt collar, and tufts of black hairs peeked out around his neck.

He was in the middle of explaining how the hoses worked when the siren went off. “Looks like you’ll see your first fire,” he said. “Come on, let’s get ready.”

He shucked his clothes at rapid speed once again, and pulled on his fire suit. By the time I had my suit on, he’d opened the big rolling door so the engine could pull out, and was already loading up the truck. A half dozen other guys, men I’d met at the picnic, showed up soon after, and within just a few minutes we were on our way to the fire.

It was the coolest thing, hanging on to the side of the truck  as we blasted through town. Vince told me to just hang back, watch the other guys, and only do what I was specifically told, and I did just that, helping to unroll the hose, and learning how to uncap a hydrant.

The fire was a small one, in a one-story storage shed behind the shopping center, and we had it out quickly. Back at the station, Vince volunteered that he and I would clean up and put everything away. The other guys were happy with that, and they all drove away. Vince and I stripped down to our T-shirts and fire pants and began stowing the equipment.

“So, Andy, how was your first fire?” he asked, as he hung helmets on hooks along the walls.

“Pretty cool,” I said. “I’m glad nobody got hurt.” He finished hanging the helmets and I handed him an extinguisher.

“We’re lucky here in Dixville,” he said, hanging the extinguisher and then reaching out to me for the next one. “We haven’t had a big fire here in years.”

By the time we finished putting everything away, we were both hot and sweaty. “Time to hit the showers,” Vince said.

He peeled off his T-shirt as he began walking toward the locker room. I hurried after him, my eyes on his plump, round ass. He kicked off his boots and then dropped his fire pants on a bench in front of the locker that read SANTOMASSO.

I’d taken the empty locker next to him, and as I started to pull off my T-shirt I deliberately bumped into him a little. He smelled a bit salty, with an overtone of smoke. He dropped his boxer briefs and stepped out of them, then leaned forward against the locker, stretching.

“Feels like we just had a workout, huh?” he asked, kicking back first one leg, then the other.

“Yeah,” I said. My mouth was dry and my pulse was racing, watching his beautiful naked body flex.

“Come on, Andy, get your clothes off,” he said. “I’m going into the shower.”

I looked down. I was still wearing my boots, my fire pants, and my boxers, but I got out of them fast and followed Vince to the shower. It was an open room, with a half dozen nozzles against the walls. Vince had picked the one right across from the entrance, and he was standing under the spray, his head back, his body facing me.

His thick, meaty dick stood out from his groin at a forty-five-degree angle, and I suddenly understood the value of mathematics, wondering what the trajectory of his cum would be if I reached out and jerked him off right then. Instead, I took the shower directly across from him, and began soaping myself up.

I closed my eyes, wondering what his touch would feel like on my naked skin. Then, a moment later, the soap was taken from my hands, and I felt Vince begin to rub it over my body. I shivered involuntarily.

He lathered up his hands, and then they were all over me, from my skinny chest, down to my nearly nonexistent waist. He soaped my thighs, and then from behind his hands were roaming over my groin, jerking my stiff dick. I sighed and relaxed back into him.

While one hand continued to fondle me, the other was penetrating my butt. The soap was a great lubricant, and I felt my ass muscles relax as I began pushing back against his finger. He turned me around to face the wall, and positioned me with both hands out, supporting myself against the tile.

“Stay right there,” Vince whispered into my ear, and then he was gone. The shower sprayed down over me, tiny rivulets caressing my shoulders, my chest, and my back. I concentrated on the sensations, like I was getting an erotic massage, until I heard him padding back into the shower room.

“Rip it with your teeth,” he said, pushing the condom packet toward my mouth. I grabbed one end between my front teeth, and he pulled. The packet ripped open. I looked over my shoulder to see him skinning the condom over the head of his dick.

I grabbed the soap and generated a handful of lather, which I transferred to his condom-covered dick, then bent back toward the wall. He grabbed my shoulders and I felt the head of his dick nosing against my asshole. I stood back, balancing myself on my feet, and pulled my asshole wide open with my hands. With a powerful thrust, Vince slid inside me, and I howled.

“Am I hurting you?” he asked.

I panted, “No, don’t stop.”

He stood there with his meaty dick up my ass, letting me get accustomed to the sensation. Ricky Keller’s dick had been skinny, hardly more than two fingers wide, and yet I’d thought he was splitting me open. Vince’s dick was so much thicker.

I tilted my face up to the shower spray and focused on the water. Slowly, Vince began sliding in and out of my ass. Waves of pleasure replaced the pain, and I felt like I was melting away under him. “I saw you, you know,” he said, as I began bucking my hips back against him. “In class. I saw you watching me.”

“You were the sexiest teacher I ever had,” I said, tilting my head away from the shower spray. “How could I not watch you?”

I pushed back against him as he pushed into me, and we built up a rhythm. He reached around to my stiff dick and began jerking me, and in another minute or two he spasmed into me, causing me to shoot my load, too.

He sagged into me, and I felt his full weight against my back, his chest hairs tickling me, his dick softening in my ass, then falling out with a plop. “You are a bad influence on me, Andy,” he said, kissing my neck.

I twisted around to face him, and we sucked face for a while,  letting the hot water cascade over us. Finally we pulled apart, our skin already beginning to prune, and dried off. “What am I going to do with you?” Vince asked. He toweled his shining dark hair, and I saw that he was hard again.

I sat down on the locker room bench and pulled him toward me, my hands gripped around the globes of his sweet round ass. “You’re going to fuck my mouth,” I said, wrapping my lips around his dick.

He groaned. “Be gentle. You’ve already given my dick one workout today.”

I didn’t listen. I sucked and licked like a vacuum cleaner, and Vince moaned and whimpered, his whole body shaking. By the time his body began shuddering with the oncoming orgasm, there were tears streaking his face.

I backed off just then, and he spurted thick cream all over his belly. I took my hand and smeared it all over him. Then I rubbed my cum-stained hand over my own chest. “Looks like we both need another shower,” I said, smiling. “Only this time it’s going to be you who assumes the position.”

I’d never seen a look like that in a man’s eyes before—a combination of exhaustion and lust. “Don’t worry,” I said, standing up to kiss him. “I won’t be gentle.”
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Lee first got to know the thrill of flames when he was just fifteen. Sneaking a smoke in the vacant lot full of weeds behind his house, he’d inadvertently set a grass fire. But as the August-dry grasses turned yellow and red, then, in an ever-widening circle, ashy black, he got excited, not alarmed. When it first caught, he probably could have stomped the thing out if he’d tried.

But he hadn’t.

And when the firemen got there, he stood at the edge of things, watching. Nobody, not even his parents, ever seemed the least bit suspicious about his part in the fire. After all, since he lived in the neighborhood, he had a good reason to be right there, watching the wildfire. But there was a second reason he stuck around, too: the excitement he felt down in the pit of his stomach. Was that a good reason, or a bad one?

He drifted through high school, worked at Wal-Mart, still living with Mom, Dad, and his annoying little brothers. And  watching fires on TV. Watching them—though he wouldn’t have thought of just that word—obsessively.

Sometime around his graduation, his passion for fire grew explicitly sexual. While his contemporaries were jacking off to pussy-porn kept hidden under their mattresses, young Lee was more likely to seek out news coverage of disastrous conflagrations—Southern California fire season was a particular favorite of his. And it wasn’t, he realized, just the awesome power of flames that made his dick hard. He was turned on by firefighters, too. Sure, it might have seemed somewhat contradictory, but nobody ever said that lust had to make sense. Firemen, in his mind, weren’t the enemies of fire as much as its complement. So brave, so close to the roaring flames, masculine and yet vulnerable beneath their protective garb, firemen became his smoke-eating gods of desire.

His town had a volunteer fire department, and for a while Lee considered joining up. He even went to a couple of introductory meetings. Nothing, finally, came of it. It wasn’t that he was conflicted about taking a job putting out fires when he really wanted to see them burn; Lee was not, in fact, a deep thinker. It was that being a firefighter was dangerous and a lot of work. If he was going to take on something like that, while holding down his job at Wal-Mart, too, he wanted to get paid for it. Well paid, same as urban firefighters were.

But the fire department meetings did have at least one good result—that’s where he met Mike. Mike was ten years Lee’s senior, tall, good looking, with prematurely thinning red hair. Till then, Lee hadn’t even been definitely absolutely sure that he was attracted to guys as well as women. But—no doubt about it—he was attracted to Mike.

They started hanging out together around the time that Mike’s marriage was breaking up, Actually, Mike’s wife Julie  had thrown him out, and Mike needed a roommate to share the rent on his new place. Lee suggested he move into Mike’s garden apartment—he’d been sick of living with his folks, anyway—and within weeks, they were living together.

Around that time, Lee began to increasingly indulge his desires. Not merely content to whack off to pictures of fires, he craved the real thing. Once, hearing a news bulletin about a four-alarmer in the capital, he jumped in his Toyota and drove the twenty miles into the city, arriving in time to see the fire department still engaged with the billowing flames that engulfed an old factory. They subdued the fire, but not until Lee had managed to masturbate beneath his overcoat, coming messily but happily.

And then there was the Mike connection. Since Lee’s interest in firefighting was well known, Mike, upon getting an emergency call, had no problem letting his roommate tag along, as long as he observed things from a safe distance. The smell of smoke in his nostrils, his hands deep in his pockets, Lee would watch the brave men in helmets as they battled each exciting blaze.

Mike provided other pleasures, too, albeit unknowingly. He had little sense of shame, and often walked around the house wearing just his briefs or, on a good night, totally naked. Lee, smooth himself, was fascinated by Mike’s coppery fur and—most of all—by the flame-red bush above Mike’s big, pale dick. If he were ever to start sucking guys off, Lee thought, Mike would be first on the list. Now when he locked himself in his room and jacked off to pictures of firefighters aiming streaming hoses at infernos, he fantasized about burying his nose in Mike’s pubes. Perfect. Perfect. And when Mike wasn’t around, Lee would sometimes sneak into his bedroom and stroke his firefighter outfit; luckily for him, volunteers kept some of their gear at home. Once, when his roommate was safely out of town, Lee  stripped naked, put on Mike’s black rubber coat and big rubber boots, and jerked off in front of the full-length bathroom mirror. In a moment of inspiration, he stopped jacking long enough to set fire to a pile of papers in the metal trash can, but the apartment filled up with smoke and set the damn alarm off. It took opening all the windows and finishing off a can of Glade to get the smell out.

And so things went until September 11, 2001. While Lee was, of course, horrified by the carnage, he was also—he had to admit it—strangely stimulated by the sheer scale of the conflagration. It was something of a moment of truth for him: Though hardly the most introspective of men, he questioned the contours of his feelings. It was a tough one. He hadn’t wanted anyone to die, but…what a fucking spectacle. Fortunately, everyone else around him was so freaked out that his own uncertainty blended into the general dismay.

Mike, on the other hand—though living a thousand miles from Manhattan and unacquainted with any of the victims, whether civilian or in uniform—was disconsolate. “It could have been me,” he muttered over and over. “It could have been me.”

On September 12, Mike got roaring drunk. Lee came home that night to discover him sprawled on the sofa, an empty bottle of Jack by his side.

“Lee,” Mike keened. “Leeee.”

“I’m here, dude.”

“Lee.” He struggled to his feet and staggered over. Mike put his arms around Lee and started blubbering; obviously, he was in the Maudlin Drunk phase, and it wasn’t pretty.

Lee, for his part, was thoroughly nonplussed. He just stood there, hesitantly hugging Mike back. Even more awkwardly, Mike’s proximity, his sloppy emotion, gave Lee an insistent hard-on, which Mike, fortunately, seemed way too bombed to notice.

And Lee, not even thinking about it—on autopilot, really—kissed Mike on the lips, hoping his roomie wouldn’t choose that moment to puke.

Mike didn’t vomit, but he did push Lee away. “Dude, what the fuck are you doin’?” he slurred.

Lee felt himself blush furiously. Face hot, dick still hard, he rushed out of the apartment, jumped in his car, and drove to the city. Cruising around the deserted warehouse district, he chose a boarded-up old building and set it on fire. He then drove several blocks away and waited for the sound of sirens. It took a while, but the fire engines finally streaked past him, and he followed cautiously, parking at a suitable distance. He took his hard dick out of his jeans and masturbated in an urban darkness broken by the flickering of flames. The orgasm, when it came, was perhaps the most intense of Lee’s life. Even after he shot his load, his dick remained hard, so he jacked off again, coming a second time before the blaze was under control.

The next day, Lee was relieved that Mike, nursing a monster hangover, seemed not to remember anything about the night before. And so it went for a week or two, their relationship on its usual even, if somewhat distant, keel. Until one night, when Lee was lying in bed and the door opened. Mike was standing in the half-light, naked.

Lee held his breath.

Mike stood for a moment, then took a few tentative steps into Lee’s room. “You awake?” he whispered.

Lee didn’t know what to do, so he remained silent and still. It wasn’t till Mike had turned and started to leave that Lee said, “Yeah.”

Mike turned back, “I remember your kissing me, you know,” he said. “I’ve remembered all along.”

“You have?”

“Lee, I’ve been so fucking lonely ever since Julie threw me out. And since the World Trade Center…”

“I’m sorry.” It sounded so inadequate to Lee, even as he said it.

Mike hesitated, then walked over to the bedside. “Lee, can I get into bed with you, just to cuddle?”

Dumbfounded, Lee peeled the covers back. His dick was as hard as it ever got.

And so, it turned out, was Mike’s. They didn’t just cuddle, though that would probably have been okay, too. They lay next to one another, their hands on each other’s cocks, and jerked one another off. Lee hadn’t touched another dick since before puberty—he hadn’t allowed himself to—but Mike’s stiff warmth felt familiar and comforting in his hand. And just before he came, Lee leaned over and kissed Mike on the lips, and Mike kissed back.

After they’d both shot, messily, in one another’s grip, Mike rose wordlessly and walked out of the bedroom, shutting the door behind him. Lee took quite a while to fall asleep in his sticky bed.

The next day, Mike acted as if nothing extraordinary had passed between them, and Lee was too cowardly to raise the subject. But that night, Mike once again walked into Lee’s room. This time, Lee got up the nerve to take Mike’s cock into his mouth, taking it down his throat until he thought he was going to gag, burying his face in pubic hair that, had the lights been on, would have been red as flame.

As the weeks passed, Lee and Mike continued their affair. Their explorations of one another grew deeper and more adventurous. Lee remained fascinated by the flurries of Mike’s body hair, even going so far as to part his buddy’s muscular white buttcheeks and play with the freshly showered tight hole winking from a small forest of red fur. And, acceding to Lee’s request,  Mike, otherwise naked, would don his fireman’s coat and boots, and Lee would suck him off.

Eventually, Lee wanted to do more to the fireman’s hole than just play with it, but Mike was resistant to getting fucked. So Lee, fascinated by the thought of anal penetration, agreed to be the bottom instead. Several beers into one evening, Mike put on his big black coat and lay back on his bed. He’d fetched a condom that Lee, after sucking him to full hardness, unrolled on his cock and lubed up, more a matter of squeamishness, really, than safety, as neither of them had ever had anal sex before. Lee straddled his fireman and, with a good deal of effort, slid down on Mike’s dick. As he tried to open up, the thought of a burning building flashed through his mind, and that allowed him to relax, letting his lover all the way inside. The sensation was more “interesting” than “great,” though; he quickly lost his own erection, and afterward he and Mike agreed that it was an experiment that didn’t have to be repeated any time soon.

As the affair went on, Lee became less assiduous about his romance with flames. He largely stopped trolling the Web for pictures of burning buildings, and when he masturbated, which was still often, rather than fantasize about “firemen,” he’d think about his fireman. He started hanging out more often with Mike’s friends in the fire department, who enjoyed his enthusiasm, and didn’t suspect a thing about what he and their pal Mike got up to when the lights were down. Lee even became something of a squad mascot.

This idyllic state of affairs started crashing down in late spring, though, when Lee lost his job at Wal-Mart. Mike was sympathetic, but seemed distracted. Finally, one night a week or so later, he said to Lee, “Listen, I’ve been getting together with Julie lately. She’s been begging me to go back to her.”

“And?” Lee held his breath.

Mike made kind of a weird face. “And I’ve been considering it.”

Not fair! It was not fair! Lee had never done anything bad to anyone, and here he was suffering and shit. Not fair!

He rushed out of the house, got in his car, and, dick throbbingly hard in his pants, drove over to the weeds behind his parents’ house. Looking around to make sure no one was watching, he pulled out a matchbook, lit it up, and dropped it in the grass. He stuck around just long enough to make sure it caught, then drove back home, his underwear sticky with cum. He was there when the call came through for Mike.

“Back soon,” Mike said. “We’ll talk more later.”

But he didn’t get back very soon. And when he did return, he looked tired and grim. The fire had spread quickly, engulfing one house, threatening a few more, nearly reaching Lee’s parents’ place. Worse, a firefighter had been injured trying to rescue a dog. Ed McCutcheon, an affable born-again Christian with a wife and three kids, was hospitalized with second- and third-degree burns.

Lee was upset. He sure hadn’t planned on that.

“You feeling all right?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, yeah,” Lee said. “Ed gonna be okay?”

“Maybe not okay, but they say he’ll pull through. I’m going to go take a shower.”

Lee felt as if he might puke. He took a few deep breaths and went to the kitchen to get himself a beer. And a second.

Mike emerged from the bathroom wearing only a towel. He sat down on the sofa across from Lee. “Got another one of those?”

Mike fetched him a Rolling Rock.

Lee looked at Mike; at his face, his pale, freckled body, the damp red hair that gleamed in the light of the green ginger-jar  lamp on the side table. He imagined the shaft of flesh lazing softly beneath the towel, what it was like when it was hard and hot. It could have been him instead of Ed, he thought. It could have been him.

“What a fucking day,” Mike said. “Weird that those weeds went up in the middle of the night, huh?”

He had to tell him. To confess. Whatever the cost. Had to. “Mike…” he began, then didn’t have the courage to continue.

“Lee, I’ve been thinking it over. The Julie thing?”

Lee held his breath.

“The fire made me realize that life is just too fucking short, y’know?”

There was a long silence in the room.

Mike shifted position, exposing his furry upper thigh. “We guys gotta stick together, right?”

“So you’re…?”

“I’m not going back to Julie.”

“Good.” It was all Lee could figure out to say.

“So you were going to say something?”

“Oh, nothing. You want another beer?”

“Yeah, that would be good,” Mike said. He let his towel fall open. His beautiful dick was getting hard.

“Good,” said Lee. His dick was getting hard, too. “Good.”

“So you want me to put on my boots?”
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Anyone in Vance’s family could tell you that he had liked to play with matches for as far back as they could remember. When he was only three years old, his father caught him staring into the toilet bowl, lighting one match after another, and smiling as the doomed flames reflected in his blue eyes when they trickled down toward the water. He grinned so wide you could see his upper gums. Then there was that time, on a warm June afternoon, when his mother found him lighting Christmas candles that had been packed away in the garage; she promptly scolded him and finally decided to hide every source of flame in the house.

But that only encouraged his desire. His eyes would grow large and he’d purse his lips as though he were about to whistle when he held a fresh book of matches at family birthday gatherings; there was something so intriguing about that initial burst of flame just after the bulbous tip of the match cracked against the striking surface. And then the way the flame relaxed into a  smooth little ball of yellow heat as a thin line of smoke leaked into the air. It was almost criminal to blow out the candles and make a birthday wish.

The only thing more exciting than lighting one match was lighting the entire book all at once. On the afternoon he learned how to do that it occurred to him something between his legs began to stir as he watched the flames explode. It was the same wonderful feeling he felt when he saw an attractive man on television. A sensation of tightness and pleasure pulled inside his ball sac; his penis slowly began to grow long and stiff. He was eleven years old by then; not even remotely sure of what to do with his erection or how to respond to any of his natural feelings.

Ten years later, when a neighbor’s garage caught fire in the middle of the night, his mother looked at his father and rolled her eyes as she gazed at the smoke from her bedroom window. And when they went downstairs in their bathrobes to see if everyone was all right, it wasn’t much of a shock to see their college-age son standing on the sidelines sporting a vast grin. His arms were folded across his chest; his legs were spread wide and he rocked quickly on the balls of his feet as the physically powerful firemen doused the orange flames. His mother looked at his father with a raised eyebrow, and then she asked another neighborhood gawker if anyone had been injured or killed. When they learned the garage had been empty and that everyone was safe, they quietly crossed back to the house with their hands in their pockets and shoulders slumped forward. They didn’t know that their son was just as interested in the firemen as he was in the fire.

When a dark green Dumpster filled with cardboard egg cartons behind the Food Circus Supermarket went afire six months later, Vance was finally spotted with a plastic container  of charcoal lighter fluid in his hand by one of the night managers who’d gone out for a quick cigarette. Vance thought he was perfectly safe: it was after eleven at night, pitch-black, and there was a fast getaway through a wooded section that lined the rear parking lot. In hindsight he knew his one mistake had been lurking next to the Dumpster for too long; but this was the first time he’d ever used lighter fluid; the flames shot up with such speed he simply couldn’t pull himself away from the warm yellows and reds. While his eyes were popping and the erection in his jeans throbbed, the night manager dialed 9-1-1. By the time he heard the sirens, a police cruiser that just happened to be in the neighborhood pulled up behind him and it was too late to run. When the cop shouted, “Put your hands in the air and don’t try to run,” Vance slowly spread his arms and shrugged his shoulders without even realizing he was still clutching the empty container of lighter fluid.

Two things saved him from going to jail: his innocent good looks and the fact that his father was a local attorney. Vance’s mother was a fair-haired, blue-eyed Anglo Saxon who looked more like thirty than forty, and his father was a tall Afro-American with broad shoulders and a wide chest. Vance had been fortunate enough to receive all their best attributes. His sandy blond hair fell into thick, loose curls at the base of his neck; his eye color mimicked the tint of the sky on a fine spring morning and his soft rich skin had that tawny-taupe hue of a slightly toasted walnut shell. On the morning he arrived at court for the hearing, he wore a white dress shirt and a gray necktie, with stucco-colored slacks that fit just tight enough to show off his sweet, round buttocks. When he leaned forward and gazed into the female judge’s eyes to explain his remorse for what he’d done, and he tilted his blond head and raised both eyebrows so she could see his blue eyes and his guilty frown, he reminded her  of a bad little boy who had been caught stealing candy. She knew his father was a lawyer, and she took into consideration that this was his first offense (recorded, anyway). So she pointed a finger and gave him a good scolding, and then six weeks of community service helping out with the local volunteer fire department.

Though he’d always been the one to start the fires, it occurred to Vance on his first day of community service that being surrounded by all those strapping firemen dedicated to putting out fires wasn’t all that dreadful. When they ordered him to wash and scrub the fire trucks that first day he reported to the firehouse (the men treated him like dirt in the beginning), his dick grew hard each time he wiped and shined all that red steel. And when the fire alarm sounded, even though he wasn’t allowed to ride on the trucks with the other firefighters, his ball sac tightened and his breathing grew heavy with anticipation. But more than that, after the fire trucks were out on the road and he was all alone in the firehouse, he realized the heavy suits and large black boots the men wore made him want to strip naked in the locker room and masturbate. He never complained about any job they made him do; he cleaned pigeon shit off the windowsills with a smile; he washed and scrubbed the locker room toilets with a hand sponge while he whistled “Oh Happy Day.” By the end of his first week of community service most of the men were beginning to like him.

And there was one guy in particular that Vance liked. Bucky was a tall, brawny man in his midthirties with a brown buzz cut and a slight paunch. His legs were strong and solid and you could swing from his broad shoulders. Though Vance went to a gym and had a lean, muscular body, with six-pack abs and nice round pecs, he’d always preferred older men with naturally rugged bodies. The blue-collar guys with wedding bands who drank beer and spat on the sidewalk made him hot; the ones  who stood with their hands in their pockets and their legs spread wide talking with their buddies about last night’s Red Sox game. When Bucky spoke, his voice became deep and raw; he referred to the other guys as “buddy,” but pronounced it quickly so it sounded like he was saying “Bawdy… Hey bawdy… What’s up, bawdy?” The first time he spoke to Vance and called him “buddy,” asking him to put the weekly trash down at the end of the driveway, Vance’s initial urge was to fall on his knees and lick the big guy’s hairy legs.

The community service gig was the best thing that had ever happened to Vance. He suddenly lost interest in lighting matches and began to focus on starting a fire between Bucky’s well-built, hairy legs. When Bucky was in the firehouse recreation room hanging out with the other guys, Vance innocuously began to dust the radiators and sweep the floors so he could eavesdrop on all of Bucky’s conversations. He learned that besides being a volunteer fireman, Bucky worked full-time in construction and he had a wife and two small children. The wife, according to the few offhanded remarks Vance overheard Bucky make to the other guys, only cleaned the house about once a year, cooked frozen fish sticks in the microwave and rarely wore anything other than gray sweatpants and a black sweatshirt. Of course Vance was smart enough by then to read between the lines: the poor donkey wasn’t getting much sex from this frump of a wife and the highlight of his day was probably a quick jerk-off session in the shower.

Vance began to pay modest compliments to Bucky; he decided the best way to get into his pants was to build his ego first. If Bucky came into the firehouse and no one was around Vance would say something like, “Dude, you have such big arms; you must work out all the time,” or, “Man, I really admire what you do; working full-time and then fighting fires as a volunteer in  all your spare time.” Bucky, who rarely received a compliment about anything from his wife or kids, would smile and straighten his posture when Vance mentioned these things. Once, after Vance told him he liked his pickup truck, Bucky replied, “You know, buddy, you’re turning into a real big help around this station.” Vance smiled and looked to the floor with the same innocent expression he’d used with the judge who’d sentenced him, and then he bent over and arched his back to brush a speck of dirt off the floor with his hand so that Bucky could see how sweet his ass was.

He was halfway through his community service sentence when he said to Bucky, “I think I want to become a volunteer firefighter, too.” Part of him only said this so he could bend over the fire ladder and spread his legs for Bucky; but another part of him was sincere. Vance had slowly become obsessed with the firehouse, the massive red trucks with black leather seats, and the call of adventure whenever the sirens sounded. When he was at home, if a siren sounded during the middle of the night Vance would leap from his bed, pull on his jeans and run down the street to see where the fire was. Helping people was a good thing, too; but for him the excitement of the fire itself was the turn-on.

Bucky lowered his eyebrows and rubbed his jaw. “Ah well, Buddy. You know this is a serious commitment here. You’ve got to be serious about it.”

“I’m serious, Bucky,” Vance said. “I really want to do this; I’ll be really, really good. Could you help me out and put in a good word with the captain?”

The captain had his reservations about Vance, due to the nature of his offense, but he told Bucky he’d give Vance a fair trial run to see how things worked out. He shook his head and frowned; there was something about Vance he didn’t quite  trust…the kid was just too good looking and too smooth and he always wore his jeans too tight. But he assigned Bucky to the firehouse night shift the following weekend, and said Vance could keep him company all night long. He figured if the kid could take all those long dark hours in the firehouse with nothing to do, he might have volunteer firefighter potential. Bucky thanked him; anything that got him out of the house and away from the wife and kids at night made him smile.

On Friday night Bucky and Vance arrived at the firehouse at the same time to relieve the other guys. Of course they were all on call around the clock, but only one man had to remain in the station and watch over things until there was a call for a fire. That night it was Bucky and his protégé, Vance.

Bucky’s voice took on an authoritative tone that night; this was one of the only times in his life he was the expert who knew everything. He spent over two hours in the garage explaining one of the fire trucks to Vance: how the ladders worked, how the hoses were extracted quickly, and other matters rookie firefighters learn about in detail. While Bucky’s large hand ran across the thick gray fire hose Vance ran his tongue over his wet lips; when Bucky helped lift him up onto the back of the truck he casually pressed his palm against Bucky’s wide shoulder for support and said, “You are one strong dude!”

“I’m not that strong tonight, Buddy,” said Bucky. “This morning I pulled my back out lifting a heavy beam at work and it’s killing me.” He ran his large hand across his lower back and tried to stretch out. His brown eyes squinted; he leaned forward to moan.

“Man, you sure look like you’re in pain,” Vance said. He noticed that when Bucky had stretched his arm to rub his back, his white T-shirt rose and exposed the elastic waistband of pale blue boxer shorts.

“It’s fucking killing me, Buddy,” Bucky said. His voice was deep and coarse.

Where he found the courage he didn’t know, but the next thing Vance said was, “Why don’t we go into the locker room and I’ll give you a rubdown.”

“Ah, well…”

“C’mon, man. It’ll feel better, and I really don’t mind. It’s the least I can do for you after all you’ve done for me.”

Bucky didn’t protest, and Vance led the way to the back of the station where there was a locker room, showers, and a massage table. Bucky leaned against the table and kicked off his work boots; he was wearing white athletic ankle socks. He didn’t think twice about unzipping his jeans and dropping them in front of one of his firehouse buddies. When he pulled the white T-shirt off, Vance could see part of his dick through the opening of his blue boxer shorts. He was a fine-looking man without clothes; about two hundred pounds, with hair on his stomach and chest, but so much that it resembled fur. In many ways, he was the exact opposite of Vance, who was slender and hairless, except for the blond curls on his head.

Wearing only his boxers and white socks, Bucky slowly climbed onto the table and lay face down. He let his strong arms hang loosely from the sides; his long legs were slightly spread. “Just let me know if you’re going to get rough,” he joked, as though he were a real tough guy who could take anything. Then he closed his eyes and sighed.

Vance smiled, rubbed his hands together and licked his lips. The first muscles he rubbed were at the base of Bucky’s thick neck; his fingers squeezed and probed, slowly crossing down to the shoulders. While he slowly worked his hands downward toward the sore spot at the base of Bucky’s spine, Bucky moaned and groaned with delight. His toes curled  beneath the white socks, and his fists clenched as though he hadn’t been touched by another human being in ages. When Vance reached the sore place he gently caressed it with his fingertips. A moment later they casually slipped beneath the waist band of Bucky’s boxer shorts to caress the two dimples at the small of Bucky’s back.

And then Vance stopped short, walked to the end of the table and began to rub and massage Bucky’s large, sock-covered feet. He worked each foot for an equal amount of time and then began to slowly massage Bucky’s hairy legs until his soft hands were between Bucky’s thighs, right beneath his boxer shorts. A huge erection was bursting in his own tight jeans; his breathing grew heavy each time he pressed into one of Bucky’s leg muscles. Vance had to use all the self-control he could summon not to lean forward and begin licking the man’s hairy flesh. Bucky’s moans had turned into grunts by then; you could see his hips making slight fuck motions against the massage table.

When he was finished with Bucky’s bottom half, Vance went back to the sore spot and gently began to caress it again with his fingertips. He blew softly on the sore muscles with his warm breath and whispered, “Is this okay?”

Bucky grunted again and whispered, “Buddy, this is too good to be true; I never expected you to be this good with your hands.”

Vance smiled. “Why don’t you turn over and I’ll rub down the front of your body, too.”

Bucky hesitated. “Ah, well…”

“What’s wrong?” Vance asked.

Bucky didn’t respond. He had an erection that would pitch a huge tent beneath his boxer shorts if he turned over, and he was too embarrassed to admit it out loud.

“C’mon man,” Vance said. “Turn over.”

“I can’t… I don’t want you to get the wrong idea, Buddy.”

By then Vance had figured out why Bucky didn’t want to turn over on his back. So he leaned forward, gently pressed his palms on Bucky’s shoulders, and said, “It’s cool man; what happens in here stays in here with you and me. Just turn over and I’ll finish you off.”

Bucky slowly turned his entire body and started to laugh; partly because he was still in real pain and his movements were so disconnected and awkward, and partly because the head of his penis was pounding through the blue cotton fabric of his boxers. “I’m sorry, Buddy.” His eyes darted around the room; he couldn’t look Vance in the eye.

“It’s okay,” Vance said. “I don’t mind; you’re a strong man with real needs. There’s nothing wrong with that. Now, put your hands behind your head, close your eyes and just relax, dude.”

Bucky closed his eyes and spread his legs, while Vance quickly pulled off his shirt, kicked off his shoes and socks, and stepped out of his jeans. He never wore underwear; he was completely naked.

“What are you doing, Buddy?” Bucky asked; his eyes were still closed, but there was a smile on his face and his cock was thumping in his shorts.

“Just keep your eyes closed and give me your right hand,” said Vance.

Bucky laughed, and then reached out with his hand. Vance took the big hand, turned it around so the palm was facing him and leaned forward on his tiptoes. When he was positioned just right, he placed Bucky’s wide palm against his smooth asscheek and started to rub it up and down. “How does that feel?” Vance asked.

Bucky laughed. “That feels really smooth.” Then he gave Vance’s ass a gentle slap and began to rub and squeeze it all by  himself. His hand was calloused and rugged, which only made Vance’s soft skin feel like flimsy satin.

While Bucky felt up his ass, Vance arched his back and spread his legs so that Bucky’s fingers could find his hole. Then he bent down a little, pulled Bucky’s dick through the opening of his boxers and held it at the base. This was a nice, wide dick, with about four extra inches showing through the top of his hand. He wet his lips, opened his mouth wide and swallowed it all the way down until his nose felt the wiry dark hairs on Bucky’s brown ball sac. Vance’s jaws indented while he sucked slowly from the base to the head; the big dirty dick tasted tangy; Bucky hadn’t showered since early that morning and after a hard day at work in the hot sun he’d been sweating quite a bit. It smelled of raw onions and watered down vinegar; the harder he sucked the more he tasted the cheesy, salty taste of Bucky’s precum.

Vance wasn’t exactly an expert cocksucker. Actually, Bucky’s dick was only the second cock he’d ever had in his mouth. The first time he’d given a blow job was at summer camp, and back then he’d been more interested in the campfire than the dick. But he worked hard to please Bucky that night, and from the way Bucky was moaning and sighing he knew he was doing something right.

When Bucky’s legs began to move around, and his toes started to curl again, Vance knew his big strong firefighter was getting close. So he sucked harder and pressed his tongue against the shaft so that it would create more friction.

“Oh, Buddy,” Bucky said. “Is it okay if I get off? I’m really close.”

He didn’t have to ask that question, but Vance appreciated it and tried to mumble “Okay.” Only his mouth was so filled with dick it sounded like gibberish.

While he sucked Bucky off, Bucky started to squeeze and pull  his ass. His large middle finger found Vance’s tight hole; he stuck it inside and Vance’s eyes rolled back. Vance reached around with his right hand and grabbed his own dick and started to jerk off with the same rhythm he used for sucking. He backed into Bucky’s thick finger; he wanted it to go as deeply as possible.

“Here I go, Buddy,” Bucky shouted. His pelvis started to buck; his cock became swollen and then it exploded, with what felt like a month’s worth of cream, down Vance’s throat. Vance’s hole tightened around Bucky’s finger; he shot a stream of his own cream onto the locker room floor while his lips were still locked tightly around Bucky’s dick.

The strong firefighter went limp against the massage table, but his middle finger was still inside, circling Vance’s hole. Vance closed his eyes and swallowed the last drops of cum while Bucky’s dick slowly grew soft in his mouth. He liked the taste of cum; he’d always licked his own fingers clean after a jerk-off session.

When Bucky finally pulled his finger out he said, “Damn! Buddy!” And then he reached around and grabbed another handful of Vance’s ass.

Vance reluctantly let the semierect dick slip from his mouth; it tasted and smelled just as good soft as it did hard; a clear trickle of Bucky’s cum slid down his chin. “You see, I told you I’d be really, really good.”

“Well, thank you,” Bucky said. There was a sudden lilt in his strong voice. Clearly, his wife didn’t give him much head.

“C’mon,” Vance said. “Let’s go take a hot shower.” He leaned forward, pressed his lips between Bucky’s legs and kissed Bucky’s left nut. “I’ll get down on my knees and soap up your legs while the hot water hits the sore spot on your back. After all, we don’t need a firefighter who is in serious pain around here.”

Bucky was stunned; the only thing this young guy wanted to  do in life was please him. He felt respected, which was better than anything he’d ever felt at home. “I think you’re going to be one helluva firefighter one of these days, Buddy.”

Vance carefully cupped Bucky’s balls in the palm of his hand, and then stared at him and smiled. “Why is that?”

Bucky spread his legs wider so Vance could massage his balls. “It’s much easier to put out a fire when you know how to start one.”






BARN BURNING

Alana Noël Voth

 

 

 

 

 

A barn went up in flames. Jame, my brother, had staked it out. I’d just graduated high school. Jame had been away at college, sure of what he’d wanted, I thought, a degree in biology, but then he came home and didn’t say why he was back. Jame told me he wanted to burn the barn though, and while I didn’t love fires, I’d missed him a lot.

When I was a kid, Jame used to lead me from the house, and I’d follow. There, in a clearing, my brother would render his magic, the stars overhead like unblinking eyes. Jame used to call stars the sky’s zits. In tenth grade, he got acne on his back and would ask me to pop the pimples. I’d use my thumbnails. He’d say, “Feels good. Keep going.” Even when he bled. I’d wince. Keep going. Scared of hurting him.

In the clearing, I’d stand by and watch Jame kindle a flame and hope to solve the mystery of my brother like a corn maze I’d once got lost inside in fifth grade. I’d run through the rows, crunch of grass underfoot, rustle of stalks, and then I’d stop  and spin around trying not to get scared when the taunts rose behind the cornstalks, faggot, and then I’d started to scream. Jame never explained the smacks in the corn maze that night, and in the clearing he’d held his hand above the flames, never flinching.

One night after Jame got back from college, and I was trying to decide what to do with my life, you know, asking myself those  serious type questions, Jame sat across from me at the kitchen table, single light over our heads. We’d had a couple beers. Mom and Dad had gone to bed. My brother jiggled his leg under the table and passed an empty bottle between his hands.

A line of sweat became like a mustache above his lip.

“So what happened?” I asked. “What’s going on?” I gulped a burp back, averting my eyes.

Jame stood up from the table. “Let’s go.”

“Where?” I stood.

No answer. In his car heading for a stretch of farmland, lots of empty possible space, Jame said, “I’m going to burn the barn up the road. Westing’s old barn, remember? It’s been empty forever.”

“What? Are you crazy?” Half of me was terrified; the other half of me was ready to go if he wanted. This wasn’t a small fire in a clearing when we were kids. The barn was an actual risk. Jame’s moonshine smile was like the way a boy would remove a matchbook from his pocket and then open it in his hands: he was beguiling and handsome, my brother, hair dyed like soot and his nose crooked from fights.

“C’mon, Keifer. Don’t you want to watch the barn burn?”

I peered at him in the dark, his face white and slim: my favorite riddle. “Why we doing it?”

“To prove we have balls.”

I looked out the window. Oh, that. Funny.

“Shitmotherfucker,” my brother said. “How you going to get anywhere if you’re afraid?”

“I’m not afraid.”

“Really?”

“No.” Lie.

“Can I ask you something?”

“If you want.”

“When you going to come out of the closet?”

“What?” I didn’t look at him now.

“Closet,” Jame repeated.

I didn’t answer.

“Keifer.”

“What?” Lay off, I wanted to say. But when had I ever spoken up? Even when Jame had taken it in the face at school, when had I spoken up?

“Kiefer,” he said again, “don’t be afraid.” I looked at him clutching the steering wheel. “You’ve got balls,” he said, but more like to himself.

 

The smell of the barn burning pushed a sneeze out my nose. Jame stood with his legs apart before a particular bright flame, hips jutted forward and his T-shirt hiked enough to show skin, sharp hip bones. The barn went bright. Smoke busted out the windows. My brother screamed, “Burn motherfucker!” He was Zeus consuming Cronos. God creating a flood. Very much like that to me: mythic. Jame unzipped his jeans, then pulled out his dick and let go with an arching line of piss.

“Ahh,” he screamed to the universe.

I lifted my hands to the heat, palms out, spreading my fingers. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. Amazing how sensitive it was. Like I was licking flames off a marshmallow. That sweet for a moment, sticky heat on my tongue, and then  the heat felt hotter, moved all over my body. I felt sick with fever. Flames crawled in the air like my brother’s fingers up my back. “Jame,” I said. “Jame?”

Ahead of me, my brother like a goon against a backdrop of flames. He laughed. I made a fist with both hands: pain. I started to cough. “Jame.” Not even a shout. Unbelievable how fast a fire grew and then sparks hit you in the hands and arms.

I saw a silhouette, a shadow, a suggestion. All of a sudden I was limp in somebody’s arms. Smoke trapped in my lungs. Smoke on my tongue. Smoke like a film on my eyes. I saw yellow. Like sun splitting black fabric. The greasy flare of his fireman’s suit.

“You’re all right,” the fireman said. Did he cradle me in his arms?

I grabbed him. Screamed at the pain. “Where’s my brother?”

 

I was in a hospital bed. “Where’s Jame?”

Mom and Dad looked at me. I looked at my hands above the blankets. Like twin infants swaddled in blankets of bandages up to my elbows.

“What were you doing out there?” Dad by the bed. Gripping his hands together. “Nothing.” I started to cry.

“Did you guys start that fire?”

“Jame did.” I cried harder. “Where’s Jame?”

Mom: hard coughing sobs. Dad looked at his hands. I tried to sit in bed.

Dad grabbed me. “Stay put, son.”

I wanted to say, Where am I? Is this hell?

I came to: a nurse in the room. I stared at her. “Are my hands burned off?”

The nurse looked at me with this tenderness I didn’t deserve. “No. They’ll heal fine.”

“What happened to my brother?”

The nurse looked at me, eyes endless as the corn maze. Then a warm almost syrupy feeling moved through my limbs, like when I ate pancakes as a kid, and Jame sat across from me at the table chewing with his mouth open, grease smearing his face: all that shine.

The nurse said, “Rest.”

“Did you give me drugs?” I sank into a volcanic pit of black before the top of the pit split and shone in my eyes, a yellow fireman’s suit. He leaned over me smelling like sweat and soot and something sweet, peppermint gum.

I felt when he put his hand on my forehead. I couldn’t have imagined it.

“That barn wasn’t empty,” he said.

I jerked awake like a violent spasm: pain in my hands, chest and gut. Best way to handle guilt was to start a fire. Under the covers, cock perfect, unscathed. How was I going to jack off? A little frantic. Smokey scent of a ghost’s cologne. I imagined the fireman’s hand on my forehead and rolled my eyes to the touch. “Don’t leave me.” I squirmed under the sheets. Couldn’t get any friction. Imagined the fireman’s hand on my cock. Pushed one bandaged arm across my hard-on. Rubbed it back and forth. Tried to reverse hump my own arm.

I used to jack off in the shower with one of my fingers up my butt. I jacked off using shampoo, soap, a washcloth. I’d bend over and let hot water pummel the back of the head and pretend a guy fucked me: Joaquin Phoenix, Mekhi Phifer, and Hayden Christensen how he looked in Life as a House. I’d get two fingers into my butt. I’d jerk my cock and fuck myself with two fingers, and think of Joaquin Phoenix on his back in the shower getting wet, lifting his head to look at me, to keep from drowning, hair slick and black, blue eyes and him breathing so hard his chest heaved, and those two red erect nipples. I’d pretend I straddled  him then sucked both his nipples; he’d moan, mouth opened, and I’d shoot off, two, three wads of jizz at his lips down the drain.

On the hospital bed I turned on my side, slowly, then held my arms in front of me and maneuvered my cock between my bandaged hands. I moved my hips. Thought of ass. Mouths. The fireman’s hands. I fucked a crack between the bandages. Felt a tickle in my hands, a vague pain. An itch. Pressed just right, I could rub the head of my cock across a loose layer of bandage. I whimpered. Shot a small wad. Big baby.

 

Before Jame had come home I’d felt agitated in a way I couldn’t ejaculate in my hand. I’d hated wearing that dumb robe and cap. That stupid song: “Pomp and Circumstance.” I’d hated listening to the valedictorian talk about success and the future and how we should aim for the stars when really all I wanted was to sift through ashes.

Not long before graduation, the phone had rang, and Dad had answered it then said, “What? Jame. Jesus Christ, son, how could you be so irresponsible?” I should have stepped in all those times he got hit, that last time my brother had taken it in the face when an asshole outside the gym started talking about how I got boners looking at guys in shorts.

After Jame had left for college, they’d continue to taunt me, and I’d duck my head, stare at the gym floor. Night after graduation, I drove my Datsun 280Z up a road through a row of trees to a clearing. Played with a lighter. Stood there letting the flame go out.

 

Cradled in the vise of his arms, I held on to the fireman. But he laid me on something. I couldn’t relax. My face hurt. “Am I ugly? Is my face burnt off?” My hands were on fire.

“Water,” I said then imagined my hands in a bucket of ice,  steam rising, sound of water flung at a hot iron. Scream of burnt flesh.

The fireman leaned over me. Hand on my forehead. Cool palm. “Easy,” he said, then leaned closer; fuel-blue eyes. “You’re not ugly, baby.”

 

When I came to—pot full of flames by the bed, blurred vision, and the same nurse checking my IV. I liked her. “Is my brother dead?” I asked.

“No,” she said. She’d said no.

“Where is he?”

“The burn unit.”

I swallowed against my sore throat. Vase full of flowers. “Who are the flowers for?”

“Who do you think?”

I stared at the red and yellow petals. “Well, who are they from?”

The nurse lifted a card from the vase. “Garet.”

“Garet?”

“Handsome.”

“Handsome?” I swallowed again.

The nurse smiled. “He was here. You don’t remember?”

“Handsome guy was here?”

“Concerned about you. He spent time with your parents.”

“A Garet who’s handsome spent time with my parents?”

The nurse patted my shoulder. “He’s a fireman. Came in with you.”

“Oh. He’s just sorry for me, that’s all.” Going to cry again. “Have you seen my brother?”

“I haven’t seen him,” she said. “But he’s not alone. Don’t worry.”

I was alone and agitated and maybe dizzy when I got out of bed. I wandered down a hall dragging the IV behind me like a wagon I had as a kid. I had to pull it with the crook of my arm, hands in front of me, swaddled and useless.

On each side of me people stared. Like Jezebel in the Bible being stoned. Right after he dies, you’ll be charged with arson and go to jail. I couldn’t go through something like that alone. I saw a sign that said BURN UNIT. I smelled cooked flesh. My brother’s burnt body. Salve. Bandages everywhere trying to hold the flesh to his bones. A breathing machine too; that’s what I’d see. I backed up, light-headed and nauseous.

The fireman came out a door in uniform, coated with soot. Sharp jawline. Maybe he’d saved my brother. Jame wasn’t burned that badly.

I shivered.

“What are you doing out of bed?”

“I love you,” I said to the fireman.

“Normal survivor speak,” he said.

“I want to go to the firehouse and live with you.”

“That’d get old in a day.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be nice to me?” I started to cry.

“Baby, let’s get you back to bed.”

“You called me baby. At least fuck me before you dump me, okay?”

“Yeah, the meds you’re on, very strong.”

The fireman took me by the shoulder and steered me around. He walked beside me, helping me with the IV. I couldn’t relax. He wasn’t in uniform, just a T-shirt and jeans.

“Do I know you?”

“Not really.”

“Were you the one who carried me from the barn?”

“Yeah.”

“Were you in uniform a minute ago?”

“No.”

“What drugs am I on?”

He laughed. “Not sure.”

“Will you fuck me?”

“I’m not like that.”

“Because I’m a dumb, ugly faggot?”

“I don’t fuck strangers in hospital hallways.” He looked at me. “I don’t like the word faggot either.”

“Me neither.” We’d reached my room. That was fast. Or slow. I didn’t want to get back in bed and lie there alone. “Your name is Garet, right?”

“Garet,” he said and then steered me toward the bed.

I pointed at the flowers. “Those are from you.” I climbed on the bed. “You feel sorry for me, don’t you?”

“I’m sorry you’re hurt.” Garet the fireman positioned the IV next to my bed, checked the connection. “Want to talk about what happened?”

“Yeah, but then you wouldn’t like me anymore.”

Garet the fireman said, “I’d still like you if we talked about what happened.”

“That nurse taking care of me, she said you were handsome.”

“Yeah?” Maybe he blushed. I looked closer. Yeah. I was in love with him.

“I’m a virgin,” I said.

Garet smiled. “I wouldn’t have guessed.”

“Joking now, right? Giving me shit?”

He held my shoulder and made sure I lay down.

“What drugs am I on?”

“Good ones,” he said. “You won’t remember anything.”

“I remember jacking off and thinking about you.”

For a second Garet turned his eyes to my face. Me, basking in their light. “How’d you manage that?” Sneak of a smile. “Get some rest.”

Garet the fireman stood near the bed. For a second, he settled his eyes on my bandaged hands and then he looked at my face. “You need someone to take care of you.”

 

“Show me,” I said, “how to do it.” Card trick.

Garet shook his head. “A magician never reveals his secrets.”

“That’s a cliché. Right?” I laughed. “Nobody tells me anything.”

“Your laugh is great.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m so in love with you.”

“Because you think I saved your life.” Garet set the cards aside.

“Did you?”

“There’s a book, The Life You Save May Be Your Own.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Why’d you guys start that fire?”

“Jame started it. I didn’t stop him. I want to have sex with you. I want you to be my first.”

Garet stared at some nondescript point on the wall. “I’m flattered.”

Warm syrupy feeling. “Can I ask you something?”

“Okay.”

“It’s rude.”

Short laugh. He had a great laugh too. “All right.”

“Would you get shit on your dick if you fucked me?”

Garet laughed hard this time, like water rolling down his face. Good sign? “Those drugs you’re on, they’re good.”

“I know. I guess. Is rimming good? You like that?”

Garet bowed his head, rubbing his eyes with his fingers. He chuckled another second. Steady sound of rain outside. Cooling. No, calming. Except Garet beside me smelling like spearmint gum. Dark hair, cowlick at the crown. Muscular arms from hauling hoses, chucking debris out of the way, carrying me away.

“Read about rimming in a book.” I kept talking. Just to do something. Because now I was so in love with him. And turned on too. “Sounds sexy. Is it? Does it feel good? What does ass taste like, just ass? Do guys usually shower before that?”

Garet sat back in his chair. Not afraid of anything, was he?

“How old are you?” I studied his face. “Wait. Let me guess. Twenty-five?”

Garet nodded.

“My brother is twenty-two.”

Garet nodded.

“Have you seen him?”

After a second. “Yeah.”

Suddenly I could only look at the ceiling. Nowhere else.

“I’m with you. Okay? I’m here.”

I swallowed. “Jame wanted to burn the barn because he was depressed. Something happened at school. My parents got mad. He came home but wouldn’t talk about it, just wanted to burn the barn. I missed him so much. I was glad he was home.”

“You look up to him. He probably protected you, too.”

I looked from the ceiling. “Yeah. How’d you know?”

Garet leaned forward then kissed me on my mouth. “That’s why I’m a fireman. Someone protected me a long time ago.”

“Really?” I felt light-headed, not from the drugs. “I was mad at Jame for leaving.” I scooted toward the edge of the bed.

Garet kissed me between my eyebrows. “I know.”

“I saw him getting too close to the fire.” I bit my lip until it hurt. “Let’s leave.”

“Can’t.”

“Fuck me.”

“Can’t do that either.”

“What can you do?” Pissed. I looked the other way.

“I have to get to work soon.”

“Saving people from fires?” I looked at him. “I wish you’d let me look at your cock at least.”

“Then what?”

“I don’t know.”

Garet leaned back in his chair. He looked over his shoulder. Then reached for the front of his pants and unzipped the fly, worked the mouth of his jeans open, took out his cock. Gorgeous cock. Hard. Curved like a banana. Lean. Lined with vague veins. Garet looked over his shoulder. “I’ve never saved anyone before.” He had his cock in his hands.

“What do you mean?” My cock was hard too. We both had hard cocks.

“I’ve only been a fireman six months.”

“You mean…I’m your first?”

“Yeah.” Garet shifted in his seat. Started to put his cock away.

“Wait. Don’t.” Maybe it was my hard cock, making me braver.

“We can’t do it here, baby.”

“We could do something.”

“Like what?” He sighed.

“I don’t know.” I had no idea what to do. I was used to following, after all.

Garet looked at me, waiting.

I wanted to jerk off; what if we jerked off together? The idea  made me shudder. Garet noticed, I thought. He looked over his shoulder again at the door, closed. Nurse had been by already. Parents with Jame in the burn unit. Two of us here.

Something about Garet being nervous was unnerving me, but sexy. “Hey,” I said, and I was on my side on the edge of the bed, within inches of him, staring into his face.

Garet had his cock in his hand. I looked there then opened my mouth. I wriggled my tongue across his cock head and felt dizzy and happy and turned on, crazy, everything at once, for a moment far away from the barn burning, my brother burned in the burn unit. Garet moaned then started to put his cock away.

“No, don’t.” Yeah, brave.

Garet stopped.

I leaned over and smelled him: a little like Mom making bread, a little like my own underwear in the dirty clothes hamper, a little like spearmint gum on my tongue, watery jizz from his cock head. I opened my mouth and tried to deep-throat him like I thought it should go and then coughed. “Whoops,” I said then laughed a little.

He pulled back.

“No.”

I pushed my face into the mouth of his fly and reached for his balls with my tongue, wrinkled skin and those wiry hairs. Garet traced my mouth with his cock head, leaving jizz like watery salve. I tried humping my bandaged hands, getting friction through my pajama bottoms. I couldn’t take my eyes off his cock, how awesome it was.

“Baby,” he said. He gripped my head with his other hand, and his warm palm stuck to my hair. “Fuck. Baby, you ready?”

I held my mouth opened, eyes watering. “I want you to,” I said.

Garet the fireman for six months pushed his cock in my  mouth. I opened wider and then felt a spillover. Jizz on my tongue, more across the roof of my mouth. I swallowed. That was a good one. Wet spot in my pajama bottoms, warm and then cooling. I rolled onto my back smiling. He stayed as long as he could before he had to go to work.

 

My last day in the hospital. A doctor had removed my bandages. I could take over-the-counter stuff for the pain, more like an itch now. Weird to try and make a fist. Guess it’s like a caterpillar in a chrysalis waiting to bust through as a butterfly. Okay, corny. But I was getting out of the hospital. My hands were okay. Garet was here. Mom and Dad waited down the hall. “She’s pregnant,” Dad had said. “His girlfriend at college.” Garet walked with me. Outside the burn unit. They waited. I went through the door.






THE SMOKE DETECTOR

Charles W. Harvey

 

 

 

 

 

It was a hot day. Steam rose off the sidewalk in whitish streams. The sun wore herself out and called it a day around four in the afternoon, but she left her hot rays behind. The hood boys on the basketball courts shed their wife-beaters—their bodies canvasses of dark licorice, wet caramel, and melting milk chocolate. You would have thought all of that heat would have made me thirsty and put my mind on something cold. But instead I was hungry for a juicy steak.

I live on the top floor of a ten-story condo building called The Dukes. It has nice views of the city. My binoculars bring the basketball courts up close and personal. Basketballs aren’t the only balls I see bouncing. I check out the old white dude in the tombstone-shaped building two blocks over. He likes squatting on his knees with his face between dark muscular thighs. I like the surprised fish look in his eyes as he gags on sweet succulent sausage. I expect on any night, like Jimmy Stewart in Hitchcock’s Rear Window, to witness him getting murdered by  the trick he’s picked up. Late nights in office buildings brings out the kink in people. I’m always seeing somebody walking around naked. I love The Dukes, but it’s got too many damned rules. One rule states that no one is allowed to barbecue on his patio. You’re supposed to go to the roof garden or use the pits in the courtyard. If the fire department catches you, they can fine you and the Home Owner’s Association hundreds of dollars.

When young men like me are ravenous for meat we take chances. Some seek meat on the black market, cruising dark corners for anonymous uncut beef. Some of us search the Internet for black angus—one hundred percent grain fed. But me, I buy all of my meat from Hank’s Meat Market close to closing time. You should see all of his meat. He gives me a special discount. His steaks are so juicy, your mouth waters from just looking at them.

It was nearly dusk. The condo staff was gone and I figured the firemen at the firehouse across the street were sitting down to chow down on their meat, scratching their nuts, watching “The Simpsons,” or doing whatever firemen do while their hoses are limp.

Station Number Sixty-nine is a block over from my building. On my idle Saturdays I watch the men wash and polish their trucks. They’re always shirtless and bright red suspenders hold up their rubbers. The young ones let them sag just enough to show you some booty crack. I make sure my jogging route takes me by the firehouse on Saturday evenings. On one Saturday in particular, I was jogging and a spray of water blasted me in the back. I stopped and turned around. A dark chocolate fire boy stood there with a rigid fire hose in his hand. A stream of water dribbled out of the nozzle and formed a puddle around my sneakers. A pair of almond-colored eyes met mine. His eyebrows were two crooked exclamation points as if he was surprised.

I checked out his chest and followed a trail of curly hair down his torso to the peeping hedge just barely visible above the waistband of his rubber pants. I don’t think he had on anything but those rubber pants and those thick boots. I then stared into his almond-colored eyes.

“Do I look like I’m on fire?” I asked. I had my hand on my hips.

“You look like you like looking good, man.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

I jogged off before he could open his mouth or aim his hose again. Okay, I should have said something cutesy like, “My, what a big hose you’re holding.” But as I glanced back out of the corner of my eye, I knew my tight jogging shorts, brown thighs, and wet T-shirt had left an impact. His hand cupped his crotch.

Back to the meat.

I placed my thick juicy steak on the small flaming grill. And since it was hot outside and I was only cooking for me, I didn’t have on a stitch. My patio is full of jungle plants. I was hidden from the world below or anyone with a telescope. I was man in his most natural caveman state—naked with his dog beside him (if you count a poodle as a dog) and grilling his meat over a roaring fire. Well, maybe not roaring. And if it got too hot outside I could always scoot my ass back into air-conditioned comfort. But it was primal enough for me. I bent over my little grill making sure my dick didn’t get too close to the fire. I was grilling T-bone, not tube steak. Behind me a cool breeze blew across my ass. I turned and leaned over the balcony and watched the city turn on its lights like a lady putting on her jewels to go out in the evening. I glanced over at the firehouse and saw a figure standing in the driveway. I had a feeling that the figure was looking toward The Dukes. I moved a plant and quickly finished cooking the steak.

Just as I sat down to put the first bite in my mouth, there was  a knock at the door. I peeped through the peephole and a pair of almond eyes peeped back at me. I could see a gold badge glinting like the sun on a broad blue-shirted chest.

“Shit. Busted,” I said to myself. I was starting to open the door, when Joe Joe barked. I looked in his direction and caught a reflection of my butt-naked self in the hall mirror. I grabbed my mama’s old kitchen apron. It was small and opened in the back. I tied the big strings in a big bow that tickled my ass. I opened the door.

“City Fire Marshall, sir. Someone was observed with an open pit on your balcony,” his deep voice boomed.

“It wasn’t me,” I lied.

“Sir, having an open pit on a balcony is a serious offense.”

“How do you know it was this apartment? It could have been next door.”

Just as I said that, Joe Joe came and stood between my legs with my juicy steak in his mouth. Me and “Pretty Eyes” looked down at the same time.

“I’ll have to come in and inspect your apartment,” he said with commanding authority.

I forgot I was wearing the skimpy little apron and opened the door wide and let him in. I followed his thick round ass in those tight uniform pants as he walked toward my balcony.

“Listen it was just a small steak….”

The charcoal was still smoldering as he stepped out on the patio. He took out his yardstick and measured the distance from the pit to my wall. He shook his head and started writing out a ticket. He looked at me. His eyes traveled over my body. A warm feeling washed over me as I realized that the only thing that stood between me and this man was the thin little apron I was wearing.

“You look like that nice fireman from Station Sixty-nine.”

“And you look like the man who looks like—”

“Who looks like I like looking good. Yeah, that’s me.”

“Since I’ve discovered this serious violation, I will have to inspect the rest of your apartment. Where are your smoke detectors?” He stood with his feet planted wide apart. I saw his hand brush his crotch.

I didn’t know what to do. I knew if I turned around, he was going to see my bubble ass with the big white bow across it. I wasn’t sure if his memory of me was friendly or not. I moved crablike sideways as I led him back into the house and pointed out smoke detectors in the kitchen and hall.

“And the bedroom?” He looked me directly in the eyes.

I remembered I had left an X-rated DVD playing on the television. And guess what it was titled? Firemen Fucking Orgy-Style at the Firehouse. What irony, I thought. “Um look we don’t have to go in there, do we? It’s kind of messy and—”

“I’m just checking for smoke detectors.”

I led him toward the bedroom, keeping my ass next to the wall. As we got closer we could hear the groans and moans of hot fire studs about to blow the water out of their hoses. I opened the door and quickly turned off the TV. The picture was off, but you could still hear brothers grunting and cooing softly through the audio. It was a little warm in the room. So I opened the patio door and let in a breeze and the moon. The moon looked like a beautiful ass in a dazzling pair of white briefs. I wondered if my fireman had on white briefs. I love the way they make an ass look so round and kissable. He looked at the smoke detector on the ceiling. The red LED light that flashed when the battery was good, was dull and quiet.

“Do you have a battery for that? If you don’t put a battery in it, your fine will double. You could face some serious punishment.”

I stood on a wobbly stool and reached for the smoke detector on the ceiling high above. As I stretched, my little apron rose higher. I felt a cool draft licking between my legs. Of course my cute round ass was in full bloom. I felt the heat from the fire marshall as he slowly walked around me and observed closely. The battery cover was stuck. I couldn’t remove it.

“Nice apron,” he said and loosened a bow string.

“I can’t take it off.”

“Your fine will double.” His hand brushed my asscheek.

“It’s stuck. There must be something you can do to help.”

“Maybe we ought to lose this mama’s apron.” I felt his hot breath on my ass as he loosened the apron strings and the apron fell away to the floor.

Before I could say another word, the fireman jumped up onto the stool, reached above me, and in one twist the cover came off. He took the battery out of my hand and snapped it in place. The red light blinked as if it was winking at us. His warm breath tickled my neck. I shifted on the stool. To keep from falling, the fireman gripped me around the waist.

“Ooh, don’t fall,” I moaned softly.

“This will keep me from falling.” He reached down and grabbed my very hard dick. He stroked it softly as he kissed the back of my ears and neck. I tried to turn around, but his arms held me firmly in place. I could feel his dick grinding against my ass. Luckily the bed was near, because we both fell off the stool and right into the middle of my bed, barely missing Joe Joe. In a flash his pants and shirt were off. And a huge black hose protruded through his white briefs. I could barely wrap my hand around it.

“What about my fine?”

“Lawbreakers like you deserve a special punishment.”

He turned me over on my stomach and gently kissed and  massaged my ass. There was a loud snap in the air and my ass quivered like jello and stung. I ground myself deeper into the mattress as the fireman spanked me without mercy. The sounds from the video mimicked my moans and soft pleadings for pity. I knew my punishment was over when I felt his warm soft lips kissing away the stings on my ass. I’m a kinky boy. I’m the boy who always made his step-dad mad just so he could be turned over his knee—even at eighteen. That’s a whole ’nutha story.

“There are other areas I need to inspect.” He grasped my sore ass and spread my cheeks wide as if he was pulling apart a melon. He dove right in with his wet firm tongue. I squirmed and bucked like a wild horse as his tongue probed deep into me. I grabbed my dick and started stroking before he knocked my hand away roughly and pinned my arms down. He went on for what seem like an hour. My eyes were rolled back in my head. I thought I was going to die from an ass-eating before he finally let up. I think I let out a fart that forced him to come up for air.

“So you like the taste of meat?”

“I don’t know.”

He raised his hand again. “Yes, I love it,” I cooed.

“This is what real steak tastes like.”

He stood over me and grabbed a handful of my dreads. He softly pummeled my stuck-out lips. When he thought I had had enough of that “punishment” he nudged the large head into my mouth. My lips formed a vise grip and I went to work on that shaft.

“Look at me.” I looked up into those beautiful eyes. They were wild with pleasure. I sucked harder as if he had told me there were magic babies in there that needed to be set free. I set them free as I swallowed loads of bittersweet man juice.

He reached and grabbed my dick. It only took a couple of  strokes and some deep kissing before I had busted all over the place. We lay cuddled in each other’s sticky sweaty bodies.

“Aren’t the boys at the fire station missing you?”

“Nah, man. I told them I had several inspections to make.” He slapped my ass. “That was just round one. Go put another steak on the grill.”

“Now ain’t this some—”

He covered my mouth with kisses. The moon slipped shyly behind a cloud.

Mama’s old-school Aretha Franklin popped into my head and I started to hum “I Never Loved a Man (The Way I Love You).”
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Anthony was a good Italian boy from Brooklyn and thus kept his private life (much to my indifference) locked away from his family. He stood about five-nine and was built solidly, like a rock—like a man who could crush your skull with his bare hands. At thirty-eight (a year older than me), he was a paragon of Herculean strength, a good father to a quiet son, and a respectful ex-husband to a savvy and hip former wife.

Unlike me, Anthony dodged suspicions about his sensual life from a society that seemed to open its arms to an honest man’s pursuit of happiness; a changing social landscape that barely existed when I came to terms with my sexual identity, nearly twenty nasty years before him. And since his family had shrunk to endangered status and mostly died away, he enjoyed his life by carefully balancing breathtaking abandon and authoritarian censorship. My role in his yin-yang routine was not on the stage of restraint. It was I—the mischievous, honest creature of sensual pleasures—that helped him rebirth. It was I that became  the dark and sexual counterpoint to his clean world of honor and structure and discipline.

We met online, while both typing in our sleep, and felt an instant connection when we met in person the next day. Our working-class backgrounds had launched us into contradictory worlds: me into the impoverished world of art and counterculture—and him, to the highest orbits of civic honor, as a firefighter. When I told him I was a painter, on our first date at a Japanese restaurant in the East Village, I remember him remarking, “That’s so sexy.” I never asked him why he felt that way about painters, but I figured it was an aspect to work with. When he told me what he did for a living I nearly dropped my chopsticks; when he lifted his shirtsleeves to show me his 9/11 ink, adrenaline flooded my bloodstream.

Anthony didn’t know the difference between oils and acrylics or about anything artistic. That was my first turn-on: a man that only knew about what he did, did it well, and spent the rest of his time trying to enjoy a simple life. My opposite, completely—I doubted I would ever catch him trying to learn Russian while on the can. Despite his not understanding anything about my artistic achievements, he found artists—and painters in particular—erotic. We were a natural fit and were together as much as we could be, for months on end.

A year passed by like a breeze and then Anthony wanted us to live together. Having an unstructured life at the time, I figured it was a sensible move, some security. He was well aware that my career could’ve taken me away from New York at a moment’s notice and I started to believe that he was doing everything he could to keep me around. Like any guy in love with another guy for the first time, he was enjoying his new life of masculine pleasures and wanted to feed on it whenever he felt the need.

It was astonishing to watch him change in subtle and not-so-subtle ways, as our sex progressed to a daily activity, from its more casual and less frequent former existence. He became a pig for it. He was nasty. I remember thinking that I was the focus of that exciting new world of his—and being in awe of it. Having been out most of my adult life, I could only hope that his luminous soul would be spared the underworld of self-loathing and misery and desperation that had launched me toward my reinvented new self—a world I had moved away from, a world many years behind me.

His few gay friends were like him—not closeted or out, professional men, low profile. Anthony didn’t enjoy gay environments at all. I took him to the New York Eagle (once) and he looked as though he was on the verge of getting into a fight, for the whole twenty minutes we were there. Even though he sucked cock and took it up the ass sometimes, he would dread my occasional suggestion to “see what was going on out there.” Every so often, I would go out with queer friends (who were other artists and fruit bats like me) and would come home to a jealous lover—even though, quite honestly, I never touched another man sexually in all the time I was with Anthony. It made for amazing sex—when he tried to “steal” me back into his world.

I never told him that I eroticized his work persona because I thought it was so cliché. I couldn’t deny the attraction however, and came to find myself consumed by its powerful erotic mythology. While he was at work, I often inspected his dirty work clothes and nearly always found myself growling like a dog, while pressing them to my face to mute my ghastly howling. Slowly and gradually, I spun a web of fetishism around him, until I would get where I wanted—with all of his cooperation. Plain and simple: Anthony began as a fantasy and became an obsession.

As far as I knew, and I did not ask, Anthony had only been with me. We didn’t just have sex; something beyond the physical, from within both of us, fused like a dance of souls when we ripped our clothes off and knocked furniture over. And as the director of his orgasmic renaissance, it was beautiful to watch him lose himself more and more every time: I was in a position of power that I liked very much. I taught him things about his body that he hadn’t yet known and it awed me to watch him fall into an ever-deepening sea of sensation, while coming with his eyes wide and faraway; the water-smoothed rock of his arms and torso pulled taut; his cock as hard as a Shiva phallus. The first time I blew him, he came with the force of thunder and lifted his head to look down at his cock, saying “Fuck” as though he’d come for the first time in his life. In some ways, he had.

Anthony had a natural theatrical sense when it came to sex—he kept pushing physical and mental challenges in his quest for greater pleasure. As an agent of both tenderness and animal aggression, he was charming to watch as he opened his mind to the psychological landscape of fantasy. After he confessed that he was turned on by my paint-splattered Levi’s, I let him blow me while I was working on a painting. What was different about Anthony, as compared to other guys who were new to homo-sex, was that Anthony never laid down rigid boundaries to protect his “masculinity.”

It was the day after we moved in together that my mania for him came to its near-psychotic peak. Fresh out of the shower, he dried off before me while getting ready for work. Anthony would be gone for twenty hours at a time, so our good-byes were always long and usually, passionate. I didn’t have to work until later that afternoon and was enjoying the sight of his rocky arms clenching as he ran a bright red towel around his torso—making sure to dry his armpits (oh, those armpits!), carefully rubbing his  nuts dry and flossing the hairy crack of his stallion-like ass with the towel’s thinnest passes.

“It would be great,” he declared, “if you made me that bean soup I like, when I get back tomorrow night.”

“I would love to make you soup,” I responded. I pulled my boxers down to my knees carefully, without his noticing—just as he toweled off his nuts one last time and pulled white boxer shorts up to his waist. His flaccid cock shook like gelatin underneath the opaque fabric, every time he moved. “I’ll make some of that soup, plus another surprise,” I added.

“Like what?” he asked, still unaware that I was already stiff and hiding my actions underneath the comforter.

“Like I’ll go to Murray’s and pick up some of your favorite cheese, you know. You’ll come home to a feast. Olives, the works.”

“That sounds great,” he said, while pulling out a navy FDNY T-shirt from his chest of drawers. He set the shirt on the back of a chair, while looking for his trousers in another drawer. After having set them aside, he stood before me gloriously, looking more like a soldier than a fireman. Making sure I didn’t give my actions away, I eyed his trembling cock and the dark shadow of his pubic hair, beneath the nearly see-through cotton.

“Early next year,” he went on, “I get vacation. Paid. I’m taking you to Italy.”

“You are?” I gasped, nearly losing my load just then.

“I am. You know, a nice holiday.” He ran the towel over his graying buzz-cut bristle.

“That’s really great, Anthony. I still haven’t been to Italy.”

“I know,” he mumbled, scratching his armpits, while zipping into the bathroom for his much-detested (on my part) deodorant can.

“Wait!” I protested.

Anthony’s head peeked out of the door comically: he knew exactly what I wanted. He approached me slowly; his gold crucifix dangling lovingly between the mounds of his hairy, muscular chest; the knife scar on his abdomen more perfect than any tattoo; his hairy arms suddenly before me and wrapping themselves around my face and head—until my snout was buried in the nest of his essence, a pleasure so simple and so dramatically profound, the wellspring of my physical love for him. My tongue lashed and whipped and carved and sucked and pulled on the strands of black hair that were finished with an inimitable scent. Nothing could ever match the slimy brilliance of that joy; nothing will ever describe the explosion of light, the electricity in my brain, the gasp of the ancient and hungry hunter in me that fed on the stench of that trench like a carnivore with a still-kicking kill.

Pulling away moments later, I licked my perfumed lips, my scented mustache.

“Dirty boy,” he murmured. Twisting his torso to tempt me with his other font of ecstasy, he asked, with his accent in full bloom, “Huh? You gonna beg?”

I threw myself onto him, never asking for permission, and consumed him while he giggled. It tickled him. As a kind father he allowed me the pleasure of causing him mild discomfort, knowing that soon enough, as a feeding beast, I would be sated and become lazed. And that’s exactly what happened—I threw myself back and stroked myself beneath the sheets as he laughed to himself.

He stood up to wash my saliva from his pits and prepared them for their professional condition. Facing me, he took his navy work trousers off the back of the chair and pulled them up his legs, standing up to give the zipper a firm tug. Still shirtless, he went on, saying, “I love it when you do that.”

“I love to do it,” I answered, with shaking and mounting tension in my voice.

“Are you playing with yourself?”

“What would you do if I said yes?” I asked him.

“We’ll have to see.” He began flexing his biceps for me, comically. I moaned with approval as he flexed his abs, back, and chest. He then sank his hand into his shorts while walking over to me, rubbed his fingertips underneath his still-moist nuts, and forced the fingers into my mouth. The flavor was alive and sweet and sweaty. Holding back a building rush of semen, I watched as he walked back to the foot of the bed. “Now you’re making me  hard,” he said. It sounded like a threat.

“I’ve been accused of worse things.”

“Oh? Like what?” he asked.

“Like, hmm, I don’t know—lying, perhaps.”

He made a facial expression of disbelief—I was a horrible liar and he knew it. Rummaging through our closet, he found a pair of thick red suspenders, which he attached to the trousers. They stretched tightly against his skin. He then pulled one of the suspenders out, so that it slapped against his chest when he released it. This made me even harder.

He grinned with a hint of lust, with crooked and curling lips, as he said, “You’re gonna make Daddy late for work.”

“Oh really?” I asked.

“Yup,” he answered, the nostrils of his Roman nose flaring. “And sometimes Daddy wants to be late for work.” He rubbed his crotch and stuck his tongue out at me. His abdominal muscles trembled. He slowly unzipped the fly of his pants and pulled out his thickening cock. “I wanna watch you get off,” he said as he again snapped the thick suspender against his chest, slapping his sensitive nipple, a ripple of pain moving across his face.

“You do?” I asked.

He nodded yes. “Come out from under there—now,” he demanded, as he opened our toy drawer and wet his prick with cold lube.

I threw the comforter aside and studied him with a fascination I did not want to extinguish. My body fought against the prolongation of this mental and physical torture/pleasure—as my hero began shaking from the building pressure of his hand on his cock, strokes that intensified from smooth passes of his hand to a slicked frenzy.

“I wanna fuck you in the station one of these days,” he confessed, shivering.

“Do you ever fuck around with any of your buddies when you’re there?” I asked.

He nodded no. “I think about it. I think about you coming by and sucking my dick, so they can watch us. I think about that all the time.”

“You like that idea?” I asked, coming to the vanishing point of my patience, my load rising within me, longing to dislodge itself from my anatomy and splash on my navel. “That would turn you on? To watch all your buddies watching me choke on your fat dick?”

Anthony had given this idea much thought; his breath surged and escaped as a deep sigh; men and their erotic notions of rank and power. I led him on. “I think it’s a great idea. I think you should whore me out to your buddies. You get to be my pimp. You get to tell me who to suck off…”

“…Only me,” he cut in, “the guys can only watch, jerk themselves off.”

He rose to another level of pleasure, his jerking got louder and faster, and he closed his eyes. His forehead moistened with athletic pleasure and his heaving signaled the end. Anthony raced toward orgasm; his low-hanging fleshy nut sac swung  pendulously beneath his agitated and inflating cock. I scrambled to the floor with a thud and crawled up to him. Worshipping him at his feet, I said (as he grabbed my head and pulled me up), “You get to…”

I was corked and kept steady as my hero unleashed a slight wail that signaled the rushing stream of his ecstasy. The violence of the scenario put my own pleasure on hold—he demanded all of my attention. When his softening cock finally stopped oozing (as I tried to breathe normally), he dragged me to the bed and squashed me in his embrace. Then, he put on his pale blue, short-sleeve work shirt and left it unbuttoned. His hairy chest was within reach, for my mouth to relish. Rubbing his fingertips tenderly on the magic spot between my nuts and my ass he said, “Come for me, baby.”
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Fireplace weather.” That’s what my partner Nathan calls this time of year, late October, when maple leaves turn the orange-red of a cigar’s ember and pumpkins of the same color gleam from porches throughout our little neighborhood of German Village. The evening air grows chilly; gray rains begin; fallen leaves pile up along the cobblestones; Nathan longs for a fire. Sometimes he uses quick-light logs from the grocery store, but more often he buys a load from those pickup-truck men who sell wood on the outskirts of town. Most autumn and winter nights we spend in the living room, watching TV or reading, while logs pop and hiss on the hearth. Nathan likes to light candles around the room too, those cozy evenings. I’ve never told him why little points of fire haunt me, why the restless glow in the grate makes me sad. I don’t want to spoil his pleasure. There’s no need to speak of Aidan. There’s no need to speak of something that happened so long ago.

Smoke and porn introduced us, Aidan O’Neill and me. Odd combo, I know. I was twenty-five, a grad student in theater at Virginia Tech, living out on Mount Tabor Road in a shitty but affordable trailer surrounded by woodland. One spring night around two a.m. I woke to the smell of smoke. I checked the coffeepot, the stove. No problem there. The odor was acrid, like burning plastic. I was scared, but I stayed calm, called 9-1-1, then sat out on the stoop till firemen drove up.

Aidan was the first one of four to stride into my smoke-hazy place. He and his compatriots located the electrical fire behind a wall and snuffed it, then advised me to call the landlord and demand complete rewiring and a smoke detector. By the time they’d driven off in their emergency vehicle, I was so disturbed by Aidan’s dark good looks that I couldn’t get back to sleep. Jacking off to thoughts of topping him, I wondered if I’d ever see him again.

Then and now, I’m small and lean, five foot seven, fit and smooth-chested, but, then and now, I’m into exactly the opposite kind of man—older guys with beards, body hair, and brawn. Daddy Bears, that’s the phrase, and a Daddy Bear Aidan surely was. Even with his physique blurred by that bulky uniform, I could tell, admiring him that smoky night we met, he was everything a Bear-Chaser like me relishes: six feet tall, about forty-five, deep blue eyes, full black beard turning silver at the chin, bulky arms and torso, black chest hair thrusting assertive tufts over his uniform collar.

When, a few weeks later, I finally saw my Black Irish bear naked, got to run my hands through that curly fur coating his chest, belly, and back, I was hooked. He loved Jim Beam, Bud Light, Sonic hot dogs, sausage biscuits, fruit pies, and doughnuts, so his hairy beer gut vied with his thick pecs for most prominent physical feature. I loved his beefy chest, the curves of his  belly, his incongruous little scholar’s glasses, his redneck accent, even his oddly contradictory enthusiasms for Puccini, boxing, and ancient Greek and Roman literature. I loved the way the hair between his asscheeks would tickle my nose when I rimmed him, the way he’d gulp and choke when I fed him my piss in the shower, the way, during our sex games, once I had him bound, he’d pretend he was a kidnap victim and would shout for help into his gag as I shoved him across the bed, climbed on top of him, and ass-fucked him stupid. “Shut up,” I’d snarl, slamming into him, clamping a hand over his mouth. “No one can hear you, bud. No one’s gonna help you. Shut up and take it!” Beneath my grip, he’d toss his head from side to side, bucking like a rebellious mount, and shout louder. His struggles and my ruthlessness made us both very happy.

I loved all of Aidan, I guess. But I’m getting ahead of myself. This is how I skirt the sadness, by concentrating on the best parts.

We might never have crossed paths again if it hadn’t been for those muscle-bear DVDs. Startled by the smoke, I hadn’t thought to hide them before the firemen came, and Aidan had noticed them on my coffee table. It took him a while to get up the nerve to come back. He told me later that most guys like me—young and slender—never gave him the time of day, but he figured, seeing those DVDs, that not only was I gay but I might be into men like him. So there he was, sitting in his Jeep in my driveway when I got home from class one drizzly April dusk two weeks after I called 9-1-1. He grinned at me through the rain-spotted windshield—big white smile set off by the bushy dark of that beard—rolled down his window, waved a Bud Light bottle at me, and asked if we could talk. Thick black hair fell over his blue eyes. Captivated, I invited him inside. Two hours later, dead soldiers littered my coffee table and we were naked, sixty-nining on my bed.

It took us a few months of vanilla sex to come around to what we really wanted. Who would ever imagine a thin young twink like me would be dominant, a big Daddy Bear like Aidan would be submissive? The butcher a man is, the bigger the bottom, that’s what I’d heard here and there, and Aidan proved it true. Ever since I was a precocious pubescent, I had been fantasizing about making a warrior my slave—blame it on cartoons and comic books. I found that slave in Aidan.

 

Nathan’s gone tonight, attending a conference in D.C. Rain’s falling, hard and steady, over the quaint brick houses, slate roofs, and limestone stoops of German Village. Home from a hearty meal at Juergen’s Restaurant, I shake off my umbrella, shrug off my jacket, and put Tosca on the stereo. Aidan loved Puccini’s music because it was passionate, rapturous, and tragic. I light one of the quick-start logs, pour out some port, and, sipping, watch the flames. Aidan preferred to be pretty buzzed on bourbon and pot when I topped him; I guess chemicals helped him deal with the shame his craving for vulnerability and submission inspired; it helped wool over the sharp and hurtful edges of his double life. What I loved about him was his manliness, but that manliness, I came to know, was fractured with conflicts. How could a big strong fireman admit to being gay, much less a sexual submissive, the part-time slave of a boy half his size and twenty years younger? That’s why he stayed closeted, I guess, why we never lived together, why our lives never truly meshed, despite his professed yearning to be owned completely.

Pyromancy, fire-gazing: that was one of the ways diviners used to peer into the future, seeing events to come in the quiver of flame or the shimmer of embers. It’s not the future but the splintered past I want tonight. I gaze into the fire and try to see Aidan as he used to be.

The Cellar’s just another smoky, noisy, college-town basement bar. Been working here since I started grad school, busing tables and bartending to make spending money. I’m pretty sick of it, but now Aidan shows up for happy hour when his firehouse schedule allows, and that adds a tasty edge to things. It’s my break, so we sit side by side at the bar, late-afternoon sun slanting in through the wide plate-glass windows. I sip tonic water, he sucks on a double bourbon, we speak in undertones. If folks in this bar knew what we were talking about, they’d fall out of their chairs.

I study Aidan, relishing his rough looks: dirty jeans, muddy work boots, a camo cap with VIRGINIA TECH emblazoned on it, the black 300 T-shirt I bought him, extra-large but still tight over his chest and belly. STAND, FIGHT, AND DIE, say the letters across his wide back. Not only is he a sucker for Greek and Roman lit, he’s crazy about action movies where heroes swing sharp blades, and he’s very proud of his sword and knife collection, his Lord of the Rings and 300 collectibles. So many things about him—his quirky enthusiasms, hot temper, insecurity, and need for praise—remind me of a little boy. Sometimes, despite the age difference, it feels like I’m the father, he’s the son.

“You obeyed me?” I ask softly.

Aidan nods. He takes a sip of Beam.

“Slave collar?”

“Yes, Sir.” He thumbs aside the top of his T-shirt, and it glints darkly, the chain I ordered online. Beneath his shirt, it’s secured around his neck with a padlock no one can see, a lock nestling in his chest hair, over his breastbone. The chain was silver when I gave it to him, when he fell to his knees before me and I first locked it about his neck, but since then his sweat has tarnished it. The links are black in places, as if stained with smoke. Silver and black, like his beard and body hair. A fine match.

I smile, satisfied. I enjoy giving him orders. He’s happy to obey. “Balls?”

“Tied up, like you said. That thin, rough cord you told me to use. Kinda over-tight.” He pushes at the crotch of his jeans with the back of a hand and grimaces. “Hurting a little.”

“Plug?”

Aidan grins. Why he’s shifting on his barstool is, I know, so he can feel the thick rubber up his ass. “Yeah, you bet! Been in there since my lunch break. Feels great. Been fun hanging around the firehouse knowing that…well, the guys would shit if they knew.”

I clink my glass against his. “Here’s to ridge-runner warriors and their scandalous secrets.” I know Aidan loves it when I call him a warrior. Well, he is. Firemen are at risk every day. That’s a fact I still have problems living with.

“Sir?” Aidan suddenly sounds shy. He pats his left shoulder. “Tattoo’s almost done. Sean’ll finish it tomorrow afternoon. I sure hope you like it.”

“Good boy. I can’t wait to see it. Tomorrow night, right? My place? I’ll be home by seven. You still have tomorrow off?”

Aidan nods. “I’ll be there by five. I have kind of a surprise in mind. I think you’ll like it….”

The sun’s set, the bar’s grown dim. In that twilight, I nudge his knee with mine, finish my tonic, then head back to the kitchen to start my second shift.

 

Country dark, crazy November wind, tail end of a faraway hurricane, rubbing itself eagerly against the hills, rippling the dead meadow grass, shuddering the trees, robbing them of their last leaves. I’m a good hour late, taking the curves of Mount Tabor Road fast. Aidan’s probably pretty pissed by now. Promptness means a lot to him. I tear my rusty old Civic up the driveway,  park, bound up into porch-light glow, and hurriedly unlock the door.

Warm, dim, and silent inside the trailer. In the kitchen, the stove-hood light’s been left on low. Smell of beef stew, Aidan’s Crock-Pot specialty, to celebrate our six months together. Bottle of red wine opened and left to breathe on the counter beside two glasses. One soup bowl on the kitchen table, another on the linoleum floor. Hanging my jacket on a hook, I shout, “Hey, I’m here! Sorry I’m late! We were slammed at work!” No Aidan curled up on the couch where I expected him to be, reading Virgil or watching a boxing match. “Hey, Aidan?” I call. “Where are you?” There’s a flickering glow at the far end of the hallway, so I head in that direction, toward the bedroom.

“Well, well…damn. Damn, buddy, damn.”

That’s all I can mumble, leaning against the doorframe, then standing by the side of the bed. For several minutes I just stand there stunned, smiling down at him, my cock stiffening in my pants. Here’s the surprise he spoke of. What I’m feeling right now, I’m guessing, is bliss.

Aidan lies on his right side, long-lashed eyes blinking up at me behind his round glasses. He’s wearing nothing but his slave collar, the jockstrap I bought him, and a loose bandage on his left shoulder, taped over his fresh tattoo. He’s roped his feet together and cuffed his hands behind his back. Beneath the bit-gag, his mouth is stuffed with the smelly, stained rag I’ve been jacking off into for the past month. He’s never looked more beautiful, more manly, more powerful.

Around the room, votive candles gleam, flames safely trammeled within glass. I sit on the edge of the bed, stroking his belly, its thick fur, its curved density. I stretch out beside him and we gaze into one another’s eyes for a long, long time, listening to wild wind battering the walls. When his eyebrows arch quizzically,  as if to say, “Well?!” I whisper, “Yes, Daddy Bear, this is quite the sweet surprise. You know how hot you are bound up like this.”

Aidan chuckles against the bit. My stomach growls. “Your stew smells great. Hungry?”

Aidan shrugs his great shoulders. I squeeze his jock’s swelling pouch. His body’s clearly focused on things other than food.

“I bought some really good pot. Let’s get into the wine and the weed for a while, then I’ll feed us. You want to eat at my feet again?”

Aidan nods. He knew I’d know what the bowl on the kitchen floor meant.

“Fine by me. Right now, though, I want to see your tattoo,” I say, patting his bandaged shoulder. “All right?”

“Uh-huh,” grunts Aidan.

Gently I pull the ink-smudged bandage off.

“It’s beautiful,” I sigh. “Fuck, Sean does such good work.”

The dark blaze swirls over Aidan’s muscular shoulder, sizzles down his upper arm, spills over his partially shaved left pec. Now a phoenix of frozen fire is needled into him. I press my lips to the black flame inside his skin. I suck his nipples till they’re swollen and hurting, till he’s pleading with me to stop. I burrow a finger up his sweaty hole, peel down his jock, and suck his cock till he’s groaning and trembling, just this side of spurting. Then I rise to fetch us wine and roll a joint, leaving him there on the bed, humping the air, bound by his own hand, scarred by his own desire.

 

Together for a year. By now, it’s become an art, pleasing my big bottom bear, giving him what he wants, even when he’s too ashamed to ask. Earlier tonight, it was five-alarm chili, his favorite fire-station dish, with biscuits and Bud Light, followed  by cherry pie with ice cream. Now it’s fire-play. “Aversion therapy,” he calls it, submitting to the element most likely to end him. A gesture mixing defiance with supplication and thanks, I’d say. Last week a toppling wall almost got him.

Since we’ve met, I’ve surely learned how to truss the big man up, that’s for sure. Tonight, balmy evening in early May, Aidan’s muscle-hard arms and torso are wrapped in heavy chain. His crossed wrists are roped together in the fuzzy small of his back; a cord threaded through his thighs secures his hands to his cock and balls. He’s lying on his back, his knees bent, calves pressed tightly against thighs. His feet are bound together with more chain; a very short rope cinches his ankles to the base of his ball sac. Whenever he tugs on his bonds, he only tortures his own genitals. Add to this setup the thick dildo buried in his broad butt, the alligator clamps’ sharp metal teeth sunk into his nipples, the sodden bandana stuffed in his mouth, and the four strips of duct tape layered over his lips, and my slave’s the helpless sacrifice he wants to be. Amazing, really: he’s big enough to throw a slight guy like me through the wall, but instead he’s allowed me—begged me, actually—to free him from freedom and envelop him in pure surrender. I could cut his throat right now, with one of his collectible blades, and we both know he would be in no position to stop me. The power I hold over him is the most priceless gift anyone has ever given me.

I know, dripping hot wax over his bound-up balls and blood-plump cock, that I feel something for him that I’ve never felt for any man before him. I know, puffing on the fat cigar he brought, blowing smoke into his face till he chokes, that I want to hold him hostage always. I know, holding the cigar’s ember-heat only millimeters from his tender nipples, that I can’t comprehend life without him. I know, tapping the cigar against the side of my hand again and again, covering the black mat of his chest hair  with white-gray ash, rubbing the ash into his beard, smearing it on his cheeks, his nose, and brow, that I need him to feel the same ardor for me.

Tonight, to commemorate our first anniversary, is the night I’m to mark Aidan as mine. We’ve discussed it earlier. He knows it’s coming. The more he’s refused to live with me, for fear of what the guys down at the fire station might think, the more he’s asked for some proof of my ownership on his skin. This is why his restraints and his gag are extra tight tonight, though there’s no one in the woods surrounding this trailer to hear the screams when they come.

My cigar’s a stub now, but there’s enough fire left for what needs to be done. I tug on the tit-clamp chain, and Aidan growls with pain. I wipe sweat off his temples, then bend over him, raise the cigar, and ask “Are you ready? Are you sure?”

Aidan stares up at me and nods for a good half-minute. His blue eyes are wider than I’ve ever seen them, crazed with his captivity. His face is etched with fear, longing, and awe. I hold the cigar’s smoking tip an inch from his brow, as if I might brand him there. He blinks and gulps. “Roll over on your side,” I say, and he does, with puffing, trussed-up difficulty.

“Move your hands,” I say, and he does, hitching them up toward his shoulder blades as far as the short rope-cinch and his muscle-bound frame will allow.

“I love you.” It’s the first time I’ve said it. “Now I own you; now you’ll never escape me.” Aidan nods, takes a deep breath and holds it.

I touch the burning tip of the cigar to the fur-clouded small of his back. There’s simultaneously a tiny hissing, the smell of burnt hair and skin, and Aidan’s scream, surprisingly loud considering how thick his gag is. I lift the cigar and step back. Aidan thrashes back and forth across the bed. The  muscles of his shoulders, arms, and back bulge against his restraints. His scream gradually dwindles into sobs and then muffled cursing.

I fetch the burn ointment. I free him from bonds, gag, clamps. I anoint and bandage his wound, strip, blow out the candles, climb into bed, and hold him. “God, Bobby, it hurts bad,” he moans. He rocks against me, his arms around his knees. “I love you,” he moans. He’s never said it before either. I stroke his thick hair and beard, his wax-sheathed dick. “Good boy, good boy,” I whisper, “I’ll take care of you,” as if he were the young one, the small one, the one I might imprison, torture, and protect, one the indulgent years might allow me to own entirely.

Now Aidan’s on his belly and I’m filling him with spit-slick, thick-girthed cock. He’s wincing, chewing the pillow, begging me to screw him harder. Now the bed’s scattered with broken wax, the sheets are smeared with streaks of ash, the room’s saturated with the thick scents of smoke and semen.

 

Halfway through my second glass of port, Nathan calls. He’s doing fine in D.C., attending conference sessions. He’ll be home day after tomorrow. We’ve been together for five years; the marriage is solid, strong, likely to last. I’ve never told him about Aidan, about that passionate love affair fifteen years ago, about Aidan’s beauty, sweetness, and submission. Nathan doesn’t need to know he lives in a shadow.

Aidan died suddenly, two years into our love affair. All that time in the closet, all those years fighting fires, and he ended up dying off-duty, in a crowded gay-disco conflagration in Florida. He was visiting his retired parents in Daytona Beach, the first vacation he’d taken since I met him. According to eyewitnesses, he helped over a dozen men escape before succumbing to the smoke. I guess his love for films focused on warriors both  doomed and triumphant makes more sense in retrospect. He finally found a way to be heroic, damn him.

In D.C., Nathan hurries off to another late business dinner. In Ohio, I stand by the hearth, dripping what’s left of my port on what’s left of the fire. The charred crumbles smoke and hiss; I keep dripping till there’s nothing but wine-soaked blackness. Tomorrow, I’ll clean the fireplace, empty the ash bucket in the flowerbeds. Tomorrow, I’ll twist up newspapers, crisscross kindling, and heap up logs to fire up as a welcome when Nathan comes home.

Aidan was cremated. It’s hard for me to imagine it: that strong, thick body; that soft, musky body hair; that swirling tribal tattoo, that scar I left in the small of his back all consumed by flame. It’s hard to imagine an inferno that hungry and hot, intense enough to swallow such strength. Since he’d been so closeted, none of his family or friends knew me, which meant—after several days of wondering how his trip was going and why he hadn’t called—I read about his death in the newspaper. No one spoke to me at his funeral. He’s buried back in Virginia, the pretty spruce-edged O’Neill family cemetery in Ellett Valley. There are angels and a fireman’s helmet sculpted into his stone. When it rains as hard as it does tonight, I think about his ashes growing moist in black mountain earth.

Time has passed so quickly since he died. For years, I was sick with sorrow. I broke into tears when I saw a lit candle, a fire truck, or firehouse. I graduated, moved to Ohio, found a job as a stage manager, met Nathan, and settled down. Soon enough I’ll be forty-five, as old as Aidan was when we met. Soon this little bit of blond beard I’ve grown will shade into gray. Soon it will be December, then a new year. Soon the rains over Ohio will turn to snow, filling the brittle cornfields with white powder that grows ash-gray as night descends.

From my desk drawer I lift it, the tarnished chain and padlock Aidan used to wear to please me, to signify his possession and my ownership, the slave collar he left at my trailer the last time we parted. I run my fingers over the dark stains his sweat left. Every year or so I think about burying it in the backyard, as if that gesture might help me forget him. Every year I relent, knowing it would do no good. Instead I do what I often do when Nathan is out of town: I drape the chain around my own neck, click the padlock closed, blow out the candles, and head down the hall to bed.
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I have such a fetish for fire, it’s lucky I decided to fight them rather than become an arsonist. Ever since I was little, when some kids were obsessed with sports or trucks or even jigsaw puzzles, I wanted to play with fire. Candles, stovetops, campfires—I was, and continue to be, an equal opportunity fire slut. There’s a part of me that even gets a hard-on when I hear the bell clanging to let us know that we’re needed to go race into a burning building. Don’t get me wrong—I don’t relish the idea that someone might get injured in a fire, but the very idea of fires, the heat, the flame, the raw power they contain to burn and destroy, gets me off like nothing else. The closest I’d come to living out this fetish was when I had my last boyfriend, Brad, drip hot candle wax all over my body, dipping the flame lower and lower so it almost singed my body hair, but for him it was just a fun amusement, not something deadly serious.

But recently I helped put out a blaze that only further enflamed my cock, and it introduced me to two men who symbolize the  destructive and redemptive powers of those flames. I live and work in Manhattan, which means there’s really never a dull moment. Technically, my shift starts at midnight and runs until eight the next morning, but I’m always willing to pitch in and help out when need be. This time, I got paged and rushed over to the firehouse, which is only three blocks from my Chelsea apartment. I tried to ignore my hardness as I listened to the details of the blaze; several stories of a Hell’s Kitchen building were in flames, and they thought at least one person was trapped in his apartment. We suited up and were in the truck, siren blaring, within two minutes. One of the sickest things about working here is that we’re often delayed by drivers who just won’t get out of the way and clear a path. That really makes me see red, but I also try to focus on the task ahead of me. There’s time to relive it, cock in hand, later on.

As we raced inside, I heard screams that became louder as we charged through the thick wall of flame, hoses blasting. I was the first one inside, shocked to see two naked men cowering in a corner as orange stripes raced toward them. “Down!” I commanded, wondering if they’d never heard of “stop, drop, and roll.” The two hit the ground, then huddled together, while I valiantly tried to fight the flames. Someone must have been a writer in there, because the place was littered with newspapers, stacks of papers, and books, which now only served as kindling for the raging beast that threatened to consume us all. I heard more guys clatter in behind me; we’d split up to fight the fire in as many spots as we could. I couldn’t think at that moment about what it meant to encounter two men mid-coitus, so overcome with each other’s bodies they’d failed to even try to escape the licks of flames headed toward them.

I went into what I call Zen fire mode, where it’s not arousing in the least, it’s just about putting it out. It’s like the ultimate  video game challenge, but one that’s a matter of, literally, life or death. I picture myself dying in the blaze, tell myself I have to get through it if I’m going to continue in the job. My brain stops and my body just goes, following whatever orders I’m given, but really giving my all to the task at hand. So it was no longer about the men, but me in a duel with the fire before me, daring it to try to get the better of me. I even said it out loud. “You’re gonna die,” I pronounced, revving myself up the only way I know how. It may sound silly, but it’s what helps me do what I need to do.

This particular blaze seemed to last forever. I aimed my hose at the highest flames, extinguishing them while being careful where I stepped, making room for the men to escape. Finally, when I was done, I joined my comrades and we managed to still the flames until we were left with a charred, but stable, building. I saw that my buddy, Steve, was covered in soot, and realized I probably was, too. When I got outside what must have been an hour later, there were the two guys. They were wrapped in blankets around the clothing someone must have lent them, shivering in the chilly night air. “Why aren’t you two at the hospital?” I managed to rasp as I sucked in the precious, clean air, looking around me at the hubbub that exists in New York at any hour of the day or night.

“We wanted to say thank you. We could have died. Would have. Imagine, two fags killed with their cocks in each other’s mouths,” said the cuter of the pair. I wasn’t sure what effect he was aiming for with his words, but the one they had on me was instant. An instant hard-on, that is. I didn’t say a word. Couldn’t. I was coming down from the high of being inside, the rush of full frontal assault on the fire, of saving lives, of not quite knowing how it would end. “And we’re okay, really. We wanted to ask you over for dinner. Our treat,” continued the one with  short brown hair and matching stubble lining his jaw. “John’s a chef,” he said proudly, pulling his partner close. “This is my place. Well, was. We haven’t moved in together yet, but looks like we’re going to now.” The building had been salvaged, but some people can’t live in a home that’s been subjected to the lick of flames. Staying gives them nightmares, makes them think it will happen again, this time with deadly results. The two men were intertwined, with almost beatific grateful smiles plastered on their faces as they huddled together, John’s hand patting the head of the other one, whose name I still didn’t know.

All of a sudden, I missed my ex-boyfriend, Glen. I missed the way he’d serenade me over a bottle of wine and cook whatever I wanted after I’d had a hard day at work. I missed his long, sensuous back rubs that ended with him kissing his way down from the top of my neck toward my ass, burying his tongue in my asshole and jerking me off, all while I just lay there and enjoyed his touch. I missed having someone I’d risk dying in a fire to fuck. So I agreed, without thinking about it anymore. I was covered in soot and needed to get away from the building. That’s the corollary to my fire enthusiasm; I love the rush and drama of being called to put out a fire, but once it’s done, once I can actually think about how close I’ve come to death, I long to get as far away from the scene of the crime as possible.

“Just tell me where to go.” I wasn’t worried about whether I sounded brusque or gruff; let them deal with that. They gave me the Chelsea address and told me to get there whenever. I went back to the firehouse to update everyone and shoot the shit. Usually I long to be alone, but the other guys are good for a laugh when it’s needed, and a cry when that’s called for. But this time, they’d caught wind of what had happened outside the building.

“Hey, stud. Heard you have a hot date tonight,” said Billy.  He’s straight, but likes to tease me, and has always displayed a curiosity for my life, accompanying me to bars and playing the consummate wingman. He knew that I tried to put up a macho front at work, had to, really, to be taken seriously, but that the one-night stands were starting to get to me in their repetitive-ness and inevitable denouement. One night just wasn’t enough, anymore. I wanted someone I could whisper to late at night, wake up and go for breakfast with, who’d get to know me, and my body, using what he remembered from a string of previous days and nights in the sack to please me. But tonight I was throwing caution to the wind. I was horny and thought maybe some of the coupled-up sensation those two had could rub off on me by osmosis—or sex.

“Maybe,” I said coyly as I poured myself a coffee. In the kitchen, Troy was flipping burgers for dinner, the smell wafting through the air. “Burger, Conners?” he asked.

“Nah. I’m good for now,” I said, even though my stomach was starting to rumble. I hurried through the paperwork, stripped out of my uniform, and changed back into my old, familiar saggy jeans, grown almost as soft as sweatpants right now. Then I slipped on a long-sleeved black cashmere shirt, glad I’d chosen something so comforting that morning. Maybe I’d intuited that I’d need it. I decided to just head over from the firehouse; I somehow couldn’t wait any longer.

I added some cologne and made sure my hair was slicked back just enough. I’d chosen the worn jeans, even though I had a crisper pair in my locker. They were the ones who were supposed to make me feel at ease, and I didn’t feel up for the elaborate dating rituals of preparation and nerves. I added my old black sneakers and my leather jacket and headed out the door, walking the mile to their apartment. By the time I arrived, I wished I’d worn a scarf and hat, or had just  hopped in a cab, but I’d wanted time to clear my head.

“Welcome,” said the cute one who’d done all the talking earlier, after I got buzzed in and made my way to their apartment door. Whereas I live in a relatively rundown old building, John’s screamed taste and wealth. I guess chefs make good money. “I don’t think I ever introduced myself properly. I’m Ian,” he said.

“Frank,” I replied, smiling. He didn’t seem in a hurry to move aside, so I took that as an invitation to slither by him, our bodies touching as I entered the apartment.

“Let me take your coat, Frank,” said Ian, moving so he was in front of me. A few inches shorter than my six feet, he had to reach up to get to the jacket, and made sure his hands brushed my sweater in the process. He stepped close enough that our legs were touching, making an elaborate show of removing it. Something about him made me just want to grab him and slam him up against the wall, but just then, John came over and greeted us. I’d thought he was the homelier of the pair, but maybe my eyes had been playing tricks on me. Ian was definitely cute, in a baby-faced kind of way. John had to have a decade on Ian, might even be older than my forty-two, and had a kind face, with inquisitive brown eyes. Even his haircut seemed distinguished.

“Welcome to my home. Our home, I mean,” he said, laughing almost nervously. He steered me into the kitchen, while Ian hovered behind us. “I want you to taste what I’m making for us, to make sure you like it. Close your eyes,” he whispered in my ear. I had been worried they might want to talk about the fire—its causes, its outcome; relive the experience. To me, it’s something that happens, once, and while I may relive it in my mind, that’s the fantasy fire. The real thing is not something I wanted to contemplate just then. So I was more than happy to open my mouth and let John slide a spoonful of something creamy and delicious inside. “Lobster bisque,” he said directly  against my ear, his lips hovering for a moment too long. I kept my eyes closed and heard him put the spoon down. Then his finger was tracing my lips. “There’s more, Frank,” he said, his breath hitting my lips as his hands went to the loops of my jeans, “but we thought you might like an appetizer before we dine.” Then he kissed me, his lips warm and soft. His tongue invaded my mouth, overtaking it, and I let him devour me.

I was leaning against the counter, and his leg slipped between mine as he kissed me. His kisses were hypnotic, and I surrendered to them. I only opened my eyes when he took my hand and led me into a sumptuous bedroom, one that reminded me of a hotel room. It had a discreet entertainment center in the far corner, a massive bed covered in a dark gray bedspread, with black and white pillows piled high at the headboard. Lamps rose from each corner, and blinds took up an entire wall. The place probably got a ton of sun, but right now the light was muted. “Lie down, Frank. We’re gonna take care of you.” And while normally I’m a top and like to be in control, I let them. I shut my eyes, and lay with my legs dangling off the bed, on my back, my arms at my sides, while one man went to work removing my sneakers, socks, and jeans, and the other took off the jacket and shirt. I was down to my briefs, and soon adept fingers were reaching inside. Of course I was hard. Wouldn’t you be?

Then someone was kissing me. I knew it was John again, was glad it was him. He ran his fingers through my hair, and then reached beneath me to massage my back while his boyfriend took my cock head into his mouth. I’d known I wasn’t really coming over for dinner, the way you just know when someone’s queer, but I hadn’t expected this. Their mouths felt so amazing, each one soft, hot, powerful as John’s kisses became more aggressive and I hardened to my full nine inches in Ian’s mouth. The harder I got, the better he sucked me, as if he was just waiting  for the real thing. His tongue traced the underside of my shaft while he played with my balls. I moaned into John’s mouth and he started rocking my head up and down slightly, as if he wanted to fuck my mouth, which in a way he was. He broke the kiss for a moment, and I stared up into his dark eyes. “You’re so sexy, Frank. We’ve been wanting to share our bed with someone and you are just so delicious.” I had an urge to touch his cock, which I blurted out.

Ian was quietly going about his job, but must have been listening to what we said, because at the prospect of John taking out his dick, he swallowed me whole in one swoop, pressing his lips down against the base of my cock firmly, as if he wanted to take in more of me. I wondered if his dick was extra hard too. John stayed there, straddling my chest, as he slowly unbuttoned his pants to reveal an impressive cock, the head perfectly rounded, bursting out from behind his zipper. My mouth watered. John moved to one side so he could take off his pants, then his shirt, revealing muscles I wouldn’t have expected. “Do you want this, Frank? Do you want this in your mouth?” he asked, brushing the head against my lips.

I wasn’t sure if I could really focus on sucking his cock while Ian’s lips were poised around the head of mine, his hand tight around the shaft, pumping upward as he sucked for all he was worth. I reached my tongue out to lick John’s cock head, and when I found some precome at the tip, I moaned. “Yes, John. Please. I need your cock.” And at that moment it truly felt much closer to need than want. He caressed my cheek with his hand, then let loose with a slap. He’d been so gentle thus far that the slap took me by surprise, as did the way my cock jolted. I gasped, and he did it again, staring at me the whole time. “I bet you like it rough, Frank. I bet we could really have some fun with you sometime,” he said, before forcing his cock between my lips.  Well, he didn’t really force it, because I opened them wide, but it felt like it as he plunged all the way down while I tried to angle my head in the best way to take him in.

Giving a blow job while lying on your back isn’t so much about acting, as reacting. You’re getting fucked, plain and simple, and John knew that. He knew I could press my lips around his giant cock, could run my tongue along its length, could try to act like I was sucking him off the way Ian was me, but in reality, John was staking a claim on my mouth. Just like a fire invades whatever land or building it touches, he invaded my mouth. He was telling me how far he wanted to be buried down my throat, and with his hand resting on my forehead, his hips thrusting in and out, his mastery of the situation, I was the bottom. And I loved it. I had never done anything quite like this. I’d jerked two guys off at a sex club once. I’d gotten fucked while giving a blow job with two guys I’d met on vacation in Aspen. But this was different. I felt more submissive than I’d ever been, and I liked it. And it had nothing to do, really, with how we’d met.

The realization that fire was a turn-on, but not a fetish, not something I absolutely needed to get off—that would be hard dick, thank you very much—made tears well up in my eyes. Sure, that was how I’d met these two, but here, now, we were distanced from the destruction. We were in our own special world, one where my mouth was nothing but a vessel. Ian’s mouth, however, was working overtime, his saliva dripping down my shaft as he kept taking me to the brink of climax, then backing away. I spread my legs wider, and he took the hint, letting his finger play with my asshole while he swallowed me. “Should I come down your throat, Frank?” asked John. “Or all over your sexy face?” He pulled out for a second and slapped his cock across my cheek, followed in quick succession by his hand.

Both sounded wonderful to me, but I said, “Throat,” then opened wide, hoping he’d return. He let only the tip enter, and my tongue went right for it. I tried to coax him deeper, but he was on his own erotic timetable, and only when he was ready did he truly fuck my mouth good and hard, the way I wanted it, needed it. John had prepared me so well that my throat seemed to make room for him, my lips wrapped around my teeth, my head full, literally, of him. I was enjoying what Ian was doing but focused on John’s cock, and soon he was holding on to the sides of my head and practically sitting on me, his dick buried so far down I had to struggle for air through my nose. He moved in and out with miniscule motions until he pulled all the way back, then rammed himself deep inside and spurted a huge load right down my throat. I barely needed to swallow as I felt his come slide downward. He pulled out and I kissed the tip, then he kissed the top of my head.

We both watched as Ian kept up his magic. “Are you ready to come, Frank?” asked John, who was clearly the dominant of the two. He shifted, and began stroking Ian’s cock through his jeans. I murmured my assent, and John moved so he was above Ian. He smacked him hard on the ass and barked, “Make him come.” John seemed to be getting more and more aggressive as the night wore on. Ian went back to deep-throating me, but this time John’s hands massaged his boyfriend’s back, stroked his cheek, plunged down the back of his pants, almost like he was testing him to see how well he could focus when distracted. John inched Ian’s shirt up and pinched each nipple, further egging him on. I could feel how John’s attention was affecting Ian by the way he sucked me. He kept on going, his mouth tight and warm and perfect, and I knew it was time, much as I’d have liked to bask in such a beautiful blow job all night. “Give it to him,” John said while looking at me, then shoved Ian’s face  downward, and I did what John had done earlier, coming in a powerful explosion down the younger man’s throat.

It was quick and intense, and John slid Ian’s face upward. He was swallowing when he rose. I didn’t know how long we’d been going at it, but it had felt like half an hour. That’s a pretty dedicated blow job. “Good boy,” John said, and kissed Ian. I wondered if he tasted my spunk on his lips.

The two then lay down on either side of me, running lazy hands up and down my body. I’d thought John would then want to find a way to make Ian come, but he seemed unconcerned. “Ready for dinner?” John asked. We ate a three-course meal, the dishes none the worse for the delay, before they tag-teamed me again, with Ian’s fingers up my ass and my dick up John’s.

And the best part of all is that it wasn’t a one-night stand. We all had such a good time that we’ve continued seeing each other, both at their new place, at mine, or out on triple dates. I didn’t just gain one boyfriend, but two, from that fire. I’m still a total Fire Slut, though, and the boys even jokingly got me a belt buckle that says as much for my birthday recently. The only difference is, I have someone real, solid, and human, to claim that passion once the flames have burned out. Make that two someones.
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What in Sam Hill is all this about?”

Bobby knew that it had been a mistake to allow his friend Jake into his apartment. A person’s apartment is just too revealing. It tells too much about its occupant. It reveals secrets that maybe one doesn’t want revealed and Bobby’s place held more than the usual number of secrets. “What do you mean?” he asked innocently.

Jake was staring at the wall above Bobby’s computer station, where a row of eight different calendars were lined up. Only one, the calendar on the far right, was for the current year. It was the only one showing the current month as well. The others were all turned to Bobby’s favorite pictures. All of the calendars were of firefighters, all with their shirts off and each one of them was a hunk.

Jake cocked a suspicious eye at his friend. “Got a bit of a fireman fixation?”

Bobby knew his cheeks were crimson but he tried to answer  nonchalantly. “I think firefighters are hot. So what?”

“Is this,” Jake asked, “why you’re still a virgin? Are you holding out for something like this?” He pointed to the closest calendar. The picture indicated was actually Bobby’s all-time favorite. It showed a muscle stud standing in front of a fire truck. He held a fire hose in his hands in what could only have been a purposely provocative way. The firefighter had thick black hair and a dimple on his chin to rival Cary Grant’s. His bare chest was slightly oily and dirty, making him all the more attractive to Bobby.

Jake’s accusation was pretty accurate, although Bobby would never admit it to his friend. Bobby really wasn’t interested in sex with just any guy. Even though he was several years past the time by which most guys have had their first taste of sex, Bobby wanted his first time to be extra special. He wanted his first time to be with one of his firefighter hunks.

Now that his twenty-second birthday was looming, he was beginning to wonder if that was ever going to happen.

“And what the hell is this?” Jake’s gaze had traveled to the desk, where Bobby’s telephone was nestled between the computer and a stack of CDs. It was a novelty phone, shaped like a firefighter’s helmet. The actual handset came out of the back of the helmet. When the phone rang, it sounded like a muted fire bell.

“It’s a new thing,” Bobby explained in mock seriousness, “that Alexander Graham Bell invented. He calls it a telephone.”

Jake made a face. “I’m pretty sure Bell’s wasn’t shaped like a firefighter’s helmet.” He put an arm around his friend’s shoulder. “You’ve got it bad, Bobby. If you’re waiting for something like  that,” he said, nodding at the row of calendars, “to sweep you off your feet, I’m afraid you’re going to be very disappointed. Guys like us don’t get guys like that. They’re gods. We’re computer nerds. The two don’t mix. You’re a great-looking guy, don’t get  me wrong. I’d do you in a minute, if you’d let me. I just think you’re holding out for something that won’t ever happen.”

Bobby knew that Jake carried a flame for him. Hell, the guy had dropped enough hints over the year or so that they’d been friends. Bobby liked Jake. He really did, but…

Bobby looked again at the firefighter for April and sighed.

 

Something awoke Bobby roughly from his slumbers. He raised his head off the pillow and tried to discern what had roused him. A loud wail still seemed to be ringing in his ears and his muddled brain at first thought it was his alarm clock going off. He quickly realized the sound was coming from outside. Bobby threw the covers off and, clad in only his underwear, traipsed over to the window to see what was causing the din. Lights were flashing on the street below. He peered out to see several fire engines pulling up next to the apartment building across the street. The place was a dump and hadn’t been occupied for years as far as Bobby knew, but he could see flames shooting out of the windows on the second floor. There was a scurry of activity as firefighters raced to get the blaze under control.

Just seeing the red truck with its flashing lights and the men with their bulky gear gave Bobby a hard-on that strained the fabric of his briefs.

He quickly grabbed the clothes he’d discarded on the floor when he’d gone to bed and threw them on. He didn’t bother with socks. He just jammed his bare feet into a battered pair of sneakers that he didn’t even tie. He raced to the door and was down the hall as fast as he could go.

The night air was heavy and thick with smoke from the fire. Bobby could feel the warmth from the flames even across the road. He saw several gawkers watching the action from behind a barricade and joined them. Bobby found himself standing  between an older woman wearing a tattered robe and a short dark-haired guy that lived on the same floor as Bobby. Bobby couldn’t remember the guy’s name and was reluctant to speak to him in any case since the dude always looked like he was pissed off about something, so he spoke to the older woman. “What happened?”

The woman gave Bobby a knowing look. “It was hippies,” she said. “Damn hippies are always setting fire to things.”

Great, Bobby thought, I’m standing between Mr. Pissy and Mrs. Crazy Lady. He returned his gaze to the firefighters, who seemed to have already put out the flames. The smell of burned wood was thick in the air and Bobby found himself thinking of sitting around a campfire when he was a kid, singing and toasting marshmallows. Firemen were going in and out of the abandoned building and Bobby kept his eyes peeled, searching for hot guys. One he spotted, standing near the fire engine, wasn’t bad. He had close-cropped hair and was really tall, but Bobby couldn’t tell much about the guy’s physique. The protective clothing made it hard to tell if the guy had ripped abs or not.

Two firefighters, chatting together, wandered over close to where Bobby and the others huddled behind the barricade. The one closest to Bobby took his helmet off and Bobby suddenly felt light-headed. The guy was a god, better than Mr. Firefighter for April any day. He had fairly short brown hair and a mustache, but it was his eyes that made Bobby’s heart skip a beat. The guy was well illuminated by the streetlight, and his eyes were dark and soulful. Bobby imagined being flat on his back in bed, his legs up on the firefighter’s shoulders, staring into those dreamy eyes as his ass was being fucked.

Heaven. Pure heaven.

The other firefighter finished his little conversation and wandered away, leaving Bobby’s dream god standing there  alone. He glanced over at the small crowd behind the barricade and said, “There’s nothing to see here, folks. Everything is under control. You might as well go on home.”

Somehow Bobby found his voice. “What happened?”

The guy gave Bobby a brief smile. “It’s too early to say for sure. It looks like some kids were playing around and things got out of control, but we’ll know more later. I’d go home and get some sleep if I were you.”

Bobby took his advice, but he didn’t go to sleep right away. A fierce and exhausting masturbation session came first, one where the star attraction was a firefighter with a mustache and incredible eyes.

 

Jake’s voice held a note of disapproval. “You’re kidding me, right?”

They were seated at the bar they normally frequented. Jake was leaning in a little closely as he talked to Bobby, taking occasional pulls at the longneck in his hands. Bobby had a cosmo in front of him. It was the night following the fire, and Bobby was trying to get Jake to understand what a monumental event it had been. “You didn’t see him,” Bobby said defensively. “He was better than any of those guys in my calendars. He was perfect. I fell in love at first sight.”

Jake rolled his eyes. “That’s what I mean! He was even better than the guys you drool over, and they’re unattainable. Your chances of ever getting with this guy are nil. Give it up.”

“I can’t,” Bobby said, avoiding Jake’s eyes. He sipped his cosmo. “He’s the one. I know it.”

“You’re insane.” Jake set the now empty bottle down on the bar and threw his hands up in the air. “I don’t know what to do with you. Call me when you come to your senses.”

“You’re leaving?” Bobby looked at his watch. “It’s still early.”

Jake shook his head. “There’s no reason for me to stick around here. You’ve got your head so far up your ass you can’t see what’s right in front of you.” Before Bobby could come up with a suitable reply Jake had hopped down off the bar stool and was off toward the exit. Bobby watched him go, feeling a little sad. He wished he could bring himself to reciprocate Jake’s feelings, but he knew such thoughts were useless.

As useless, Bobby thought, as being in love with a firefighting hunk with deep brown eyes and…holy fuck.

Bobby had turned on his stool to watch Jake’s retreat. Seated at a table near the exit was the guy. The firefighter. There he was, wearing a tight blue T-shirt with the words FIREFIGHTERS HAVE LONGER HOSES next to a cartoon figure of a fireman sporting an evil grin. He seemed to be having an argument with his companion, who was no slouch himself. Bobby couldn’t hear the actual words but he could tell things were getting heated.

Bobby’s reaction to seeing his dream man again was practically instant. Once again he found himself sporting an aching erection. He crossed his legs, hoping that the action would shield any of the bar patrons from witnessing the bulge in his jeans.

He tried not to stare at the arguing couple, but Bobby found at best he could only take his eyes away for a few seconds at a time. The conversation grew louder until finally the firefighter’s companion stood up and stormed out of the bar, leaving Bobby’s hunk looking both angry and sullen. The firefighter seemed to realize suddenly that there was a bottle of beer on the table in front of him. He grabbed it and downed the last of the contents. There apparently wasn’t enough and a disgusted scowl crossed his features. He looked over at the bar, making Bobby’s heart jump. Bobby quickly averted his gaze and turned back to his cosmo.

Bobby tried to find something else to look at, but his eyes  were restless. He bit his lip and stared at the garnish on the lip of his glass.

Suddenly he was aware of someone moving onto the bar stool next to him. He raised his head slightly and stole a sideways glance to confirm that it was indeed the firefighter now sitting within inches of him. The hunk signaled to the bartender. “Give me another beer, would ya?”

Bobby shifted in his seat, unfortunately causing his elbow to make contact with the firefighter’s arm. It was nearly like sticking his tongue in a light socket. When his heart began beating again, he shyly said, “Excuse me.”

The mustached man smiled at him. “No big deal. It’s bound to happen in a place like this. They crowd the stools so close together at the bar that you’re practically sitting on your neighbor’s lap.”

Bobby’s head filled with visions of sitting, naked of course, on the firefighter’s lap. The thought made speech impossible for a moment. When he could articulate once again, Bobby smiled and said, “That’s true.” It wasn’t wise or witty, but it was the best he could come up with while his brain was on hold.

The firefighter got his beer from the bartender, paid for it, and then took a longer look at Bobby. “You seem familiar. Do I know you from somewhere?”

Yeah, Bobby thought, I’m the loser geek that was lusting after you last night at the empty apartment fire. He gulped and said aloud, “I don’t think so.”

The hunk shrugged. “Maybe we go to the same gym or something.”

Gym? Was this guy kidding? Bobby looked into the mirror behind the bar to see if he could possibly be mistaken for someone who frequented a gym. No, the image showed a twenty-something, bespectacled nerd with pleasant but  unremarkable features. His erection vanished like a deflating balloon. Whose leg am I pulling? Bobby sipped his cosmo as his thoughts raced. Jake was right. This guy is so far out of my league that I…

“Has anyone ever told you,” the hunk asked, shifting so that his knee touched Bobby’s, “that you’ve got a really sweet smile?”

Bobby was fairly certain that he hadn’t been smiling, but he replied, “No. Not lately anyway.”

The hunk stuck out his hand. “My name’s Randy.”

Bobby could feel the color drain from his face. He shook the hand, making sure he didn’t give it his usual limp shake. “Bobby,” he said.

“Bobby, I’ve had a really shitty evening. I don’t know about you, but I’ve had enough of this place. I don’t suppose you’d be interested in coming back to my place, would you? I’ve got a six-pack in the fridge and…”

“I’d love to,” Bobby said quickly.

He followed Randy’s car the few blocks to a small apartment building. During the short drive, Bobby pinched himself just to make sure he was still in the real world. Maybe, he told himself,  some ingredient in the cosmo had gone bad and contained hallucinogenic properties.

He found a spot to park near the firefighter’s car and decided it didn’t matter: if he was having visions, he was going to go along with them.

Randy got out of his car and barely waited for Bobby, heading purposefully toward the building’s entrance. Bobby had to rush to catch up with the man as he opened the door to the vestibule. Randy gave Bobby a brief glance. “My apartment’s the first one on the left here,” he said. “You’ll have to excuse the mess. I wasn’t really expecting company tonight.”

Better your place than mine, Bobby thought. I’d have a hell of a time trying to explain my firefighter collection.

Randy pulled out a key and opened the door to his apartment. He reached in and flicked on a light switch and then stepped back to allow Bobby to enter first. As Bobby moved past him, Randy smacked a firm hand onto Bobby’s butt. Bobby yelped and nearly jumped out of his skin. Randy laughed.

“That’s a nice little behind you’ve got there, son.”

In the bright light of the apartment Bobby could see now that Randy was a good fifteen years older than him. Not that he cared, but he could see the deepening crow’s feet around the man’s eyes and some fine lines surrounding the mouth. In the light of the bar and the soft glow of the moonlight, Bobby had thought they were closer in age. Dim lighting, he thought, is the great equalizer.

Randy barely let the door behind them close before he grasped Bobby and turned him around, planting a sloppy kiss on his lips. Bobby put his arms around the man, pulling him close. Randy embraced Bobby in turn, but with a bear hug that would have made a professional wrestler proud. Bobby worried for a moment that his ribs might crack. He managed a weak whimper just as Randy’s tongue found its way into his mouth. Bobby tried to break off the kiss so he could tell Randy he was uncomfortable, but Randy’s left hand was attached to the back of Bobby’s neck, holding his head firmly in place.

Finally Randy came up for air. “Let’s get you out of these clothes and into bed. I want to fuck you something fierce.”

The words, spoken in a low growl, made Bobby’s cock grow hard. “Sounds good to me,” he said, already unbuttoning his shirt.

Bobby only got brief flashes of the apartment as they quickly made their way to the bedroom. It seemed like a nice place, but  it could have been a hovel for all Bobby cared. As long as there was a sturdy bed for them to fuck on, Bobby would be happy.

Bobby had only a moment to look around the bedroom before Randy lifted him off his feet and threw him onto the king-sized bed. The room was nicely furnished, as Bobby had expected, but he somehow got the impression that two people normally occupied the room. There were nightstands on either side of the bed, one being neat and tidy and the other overflowing with books and papers. Bobby wondered if the guy Randy had been arguing with at the bar had been his lover. Before he could peruse that thought further, though, Randy threw his shoes off and jumped onto the bed, landing on top of Bobby. The impact momentarily pushed the air out of Bobby’s lungs and he grunted.

Randy smiled. “Ready to get your ass fucked like it’s never been fucked?”

As I’m a virgin, Bobby thought, that statement couldn’t be truer. “You bet,” he said. Somehow he managed to kick his shoes off even with Randy on top of him.

Bobby had always imagined that his first time would be a gentle, caring lovemaking session, but he realized that wasn’t going to be the case as Randy got off of him only to roughly yank Bobby’s jeans and underwear off. Bobby felt a little uncertain, lying there with his stiff dick exposed when Randy was still fully clothed. The situation was quickly remedied though, when Randy began to strip. Bobby estimated that barely two minutes had passed since they had entered the apartment. At this rate, the whole thing could be over before Bobby knew it. He figured he should try to slow things down with some conversation. “So what do you do for a living?” he asked.

“Firefighter,” Randy said, tossing his clothes to the side of the bed. Bobby’s eyes took in Randy’s large cock, which looked scary and enticing at the same time. Bobby leaned forward, intending  to take at least the head of the dick into his mouth to see how it tasted, but Randy held up a restraining hand. “I’m not really into blow jobs,” he said. “Why don’t you just lie on your stomach and spread your legs so we can get to the good stuff?”

Part of Bobby felt some disappointment, but he did as suggested. After all, how many chances was he going to get to be with a hunk like this? Still, if he was on his stomach, he wouldn’t be able to look up and see that hot guy pounding into him. We’re still wearing our socks, too, Randy thought. Surely we’re not supposed to still have those on.

Apparently he didn’t move fast enough to satisfy Randy, who grabbed him by the waist and turned him over. Bobby found himself with his face buried in the pillow. He wondered if he should tell Randy that it was his first time, or if…

Talk, it seemed, was over. Bobby heard a snap as Randy put a condom over his stiff cock. There was another sound as Randy squirted some lube onto his hand and then Bobby’s entire body clenched as Randy jammed one of his fingers into Bobby’s ass. Bobby bit the pillow in an attempt not to cry out.

“You’re real tight,” Randy growled. “I like that.”

Bobby felt tears in his eyes as Randy’s finger probed his butt. “Can we take it a little slower?” he asked.

“Sure thing,” Randy said.

The finger came out and Bobby sighed with relief. His breathing slowed and he could feel every muscle in his body relax, but the respite was brief. Without warning, Randy shifted his position and quickly shoved the head of his large cock into Bobby’s tight hole. The resulting shock wave caused Bobby’s head to jerk back.

“You like that, huh?” Randy moaned. He didn’t wait for Bobby’s reply. He lowered himself down onto Bobby’s back, forcing the rest of his dick into the younger man.

Bobby’s eyes bulged as pain seemed to ignite every nerve he had. Once again he bit into the pillow to keep from screaming. Randy must have taken this as further evidence that Bobby was enjoying himself because he began slamming his hips forward, pumping Bobby’s ass with rapidly increasing thrusts.

Just as Bobby thought he’d have to yell for Randy to stop, the feelings of pain began to give way to another sensation. After the first several thrusts, Bobby began to enjoy the feel of the big dick slamming into his ass. He liked the feel of the older man on top of him, grunting as the fucking became fast and furious. So this is what I’ve been missing out on, Bobby thought. This feels so good. I should have let Jake fuck me long before this.

Jake? Why were thoughts of Jake going through his head? He had a hunk of a firefighter on top of him, fucking his ass like there was no tomorrow, and he was thinking of Jake? Feeling he needed to get back into the moment, Bobby groaned and said, “Yeah, fuck my ass.”

Randy started to slam his cock into Bobby so hard that Bobby was sure he’d end up with a bruise or two. “Yeah,” the firefighter muttered, “love that tight ass. Ready to take my big wad? I’m going to shoot right into that hot ass of yours!”

Alarms went off in Bobby’s head. Over already? He’d just started to enjoy it. He wasn’t ready for…

“Oh, yeah! I’m coming! Yeah! Ah, fuck!”

Bobby felt Randy’s body shake and quiver as the firefighter’s cock exploded. Finally Randy collapsed, all of his weight settling on Bobby, crushing him slightly. Bobby didn’t mind the weight so much, but the man’s sweat felt a little sticky.

Now what happens? He wondered if he was supposed to offer to fuck Randy, or if Randy would give him a blow job to get him off, or…

The firefighter rolled off of Bobby and sighed. “I hate to rush  you, but my boyfriend will probably be home soon. You probably should get your clothes on and skedaddle.”

“Huh?” Bobby couldn’t believe his ears. He rolled over onto his back and looked down at his aching cock.

Randy was already fishing for his jeans at the side of the bed. “If you need to jack off, that’s cool. Just make it real fast. Like I said, we’ve got to get you out of here before Brad gets home. If he finds you here, we’ll just have another argument and this one will be a doozy.”

Bobby felt like he’d hit a cold shower. His dick was already losing its erection as he shook his head and said, “That’s okay. I’m out of here.”

“Hey, but it was nice meeting you, man. We should do it again sometime. What was your name again?”

“Bobby.”

Bobby set a new record getting his clothes on and exiting Randy’s apartment. He waited until he got out to his car before flipping open his cell phone and punching in Jake’s number.

“Hello, Jake? This is Bobby. I wondered if you wanted to get together and talk and, well, see what happens….”
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I’d been training for six weeks to learn how to get a good stick. I could nail the vein in the rubber dummy arm no problem, but I was too scared to try a real person. I was afraid of needles. Not of having them stuck into me, but of sticking them into someone else. I was afraid of breaking the skin, afraid of creating the flower of dark blood and bruise that bloomed when you blew a vein.

I’d watched Jamie do it a million times. Stick people. His students. Me. He stood in front of our EMT class in his paramedic blues, and he said, “It’s so easy, it’s so easy, it goes like this. Ben, c’mon up here and let me show them.”

And I’d go up in front of the class, let Jamie roll up my sleeve with his long fingers—nail-bitten fingers, needle-holding fingers—and I’d let him slide the needle beneath my skin, into my dark blue veins. And later, after class, I’d let him show me a different way in the ambulance or the backseat of his car or my own bed. First, kissing. His dark hair, the way he kept it shiny and brushed back. When he took his sunglasses off, you could  see his dark eyes, black as dried blood. His tongue tasted of metal. Then, later, after he’d kissed me enough, he’d bend me over the stretcher or the car seat or my own sheets. Letting me see things for the first time as he stuck me, found some inside vein and opened me.

It was so easy for him. Why not for me? Already, the rest of the students were doing it, following Jamie’s lead—sticking each other in the arm, in the back of the hand. I’d been stuck half a dozen times, always offered my arm in class first so no one would notice that I never wielded the needle. These past few weeks, we’d all been walking around with purple flowers inside our elbows, black-blue lines like letters across the back of our hands. Members of our own private, tattooed club. Except that I wasn’t really a member. Not yet. And if I wanted to stay a firefighter, which I did, then I needed to pass this class. Even volunteer firefighters have to have their basic. Which meant I needed to get over my shit and stick somebody.

Long after I should have been sticking my classmates, or even some poor patient, Patrick came into the department training room and saw me working with the needles, the rubber arm. I lifted my head and saw that it was already dark, realized that the training room smelled of rubbing alcohol and my sweat. That’s how long I’d been at it.

“Jesus, Ben,” Patrick said. “You still maiming that arm?”

Patrick. Firefighter. His hair as red as the flames we fought. Redder. Face filled with freckles like hot spots. His eyes, that green, flecked with yellow like a lizard’s, watching me. He had a lizard face, too, and a tongue that worked his lips too often. But handsome in a broken kind of way. It was the scar on his chin that got me the most. Third-degree burn, though he’d never say from which call, or how long ago. Or even how the flames made it through his mask.

I ignored his question and the ache in my shoulder from bending and aimed the IV needle toward the blue-painted rubber vein. It slid into the arm without hesitation.

After a second, Patrick leaned in and took the arm away from me. The needle wobbled, but didn’t fall out. It was a good stick.

“This thing looks like a fucking dartboard,” he said.

He was right—I’d made so many holes in the rubber that it was hard to find a place that wasn’t already opened up. In some spots, the holes had run together, opening into one big one.

Six arms laid out on the training room table and they all looked like that. Resusci Annie watched us from her spot on the floor. If she’d had any veins, I would have stuck her too.

The needle made a small pip when he pulled it out. He pretend-punched me with the rubber fist end of the arm, and then laid it down on the table.

“C’mon,” he said. He started to roll up the sleeve of his dark blue grocery shirt with the other. His shirt said DOUG’S FOODSTUFFS on the pocket. When he wasn’t volunteering at the department, Patrick worked at the grocery store down the road, bagging groceries and loading the ladies’ cars. If you got close enough, you could smell the store on him—apples and antiseptic covering up the smell of smoke and burn.

“You just get off work?” I asked.

“You trying to change the subject?”

“No.”

“Then, no, I didn’t just get off work. I wear this fucking shirt to watch Oprah in. Now, quit being a pussy and stick me.”

“Fuck you.” I wouldn’t have dared to say that to anyone else, but Patrick wasn’t even an EMT. He’d failed his written test three times already. The state only allowed him to try one more time. If he failed, he’d be stuck ringing up toilet paper and  smiling at the lonely wives who put on their best push-up bras for the checkout boy.

“Well, you could, if you wanted. Fuck me, I mean.” Patrick grinned, showing his double-dimples, which I loved, and his nicotine-painted front teeth, which freaked me out. I was still smoking a bit—a lot—even though I’d promised myself that I’d quit. “But that para-god boyfriend of yours might not appreciate it.”

I didn’t want to talk about Jamie. I didn’t even want to hear his name.

“He’s not my boyfriend.”

“Boyfriend. Fuck buddy. Whatever. It’s all the same isn’t it?”

Was it? I didn’t know. Jamie had a girlfriend. A live-in girlfriend. We fucked in places where she wouldn’t go. Only one time at his house, after he’d lost a patient. He’d leaned me over his kitchen counter and slid into me, pinning me between his legs and the pink dishtowel that hung from the cupboard. Afterward, I had purple marks on the front of my thighs from where my skin had pinched against the knobs.

“Fine,” I said. “Give me the fucking needle.” Patrick always made me swear around him. I don’t think he meant to, but it was like spending time with someone with an accent—all of a sudden you start sounding like you’re mimicking them.

He opened the lockbox and slid an unopened needle through the air to me. I couldn’t look in his lizard eyes. I just took the needle and unwrapped it.

His wrist was outside-cold where I touched it. I aimed the needle at his skin. It was all wrong. I held it like a knife instead of a needle. My angles were off.

He moved his arm away.

“Hey, hey,” he said. “How about some tubing? You’ve been wrestling with your blow-up doll too long, haven’t you?  Between that and your not-boyfriend, you never learned how to do this.”

“You a fucking expert now?”

“I didn’t fail the practical,” he said, quiet, not showing his teeth. “Just the written…”

I didn’t look at him, just reached for a length of rubber tubing hanging on the wall. The rubber stretched and rolled in my fingers.

“And gloves,” he said.

“What?”

“You need to wear gloves,” he said.

“But it’s you,” I said.

“Fuck,” he said. “I could be anybody. You hardly know me.”

It was true.

I reached up and pulled a pair of gloves out of the box that hung from the wall. There were only large ones, and the tips hung off the ends of my fingers and made it hard to feel anything.

Patrick held out his arm, palm down. He had big blue veins in his hands. The kind I’d always thought would be easy to stick. But people said they were the hardest, thick-walled and jumpy; just when you thought you had them, they rolled away from you, leaving you sticking nothing but flesh.

I wrapped the tubing around Patrick’s bicep, trying not to get my gloves caught in the process, and pulled it tight. He flipped his arm over. Against the dark blue veins that highwayed across the underside of his arm, his skin looked so pale, so vulnerable. He flexed, made his hand into a fist. The veins thumped and rolled.

“Can’t I just do it on myself?”

Patrick looked at me, green flecked with yellow. His mouth was a thin, silent line, but his eyes said, Shut up and get on with it.

“Fine.” I picked up the needle, worked to get a better grip in  the gloves and then brought his arm up to the right level. That close, I could see his veins better. Also, the small IV dots that lined his arms. He’d been letting too many other wannabe EMTs stick him, was what I thought. And then I saw how many holes there really were. Too many for students. Too many for just a few year’s worth of IV practice.

“Patrick?” I said.

“You’re not going to hurt me,” he said.

Silence between us. Fragrance of sweat and apples and smoke.

“It’s just like pool,” he said. “It’s all about the angles.”

“I suck at pool.”

“Sandbagger,” he said. “I bet you rake in the money.”

I sucked at pool.

“Pop me first,” he said. “Get the veins to stand right up.”

I didn’t need to pop him—the veins were already flooded over his skin—but I did anyway. I brought my fingertips down hard against his vein, once, twice, again. They stood up even higher from his skin, filled with blood.

“Do it,” he said.

The end of the IV was pointed out in a little silver V. I loved that part of it, the way it was like knife and shovel. The glittery way it was designed to slide under the skin. I held that part to Patrick’s vein, watched it shine above the blue pulse of his blood.

“I can’t,” I said.

“You want to be like me?” he asked.

“No,” I said. And we both knew it was true.

“Then fucking stick me and get it over with.”

I aimed for the vein, pressed the point to his skin. His skin turned pale beneath the silver.

That’s as far as I could go. My fingers wouldn’t move forward. I told myself that I wouldn’t hurt him, couldn’t hurt him. I told  myself that I had to do it. And still, the needle didn’t move. The veins didn’t open and let me in.

Patrick put his hand over my hand. He held it there. His face came closer, and I had to shut my eyes. His lips, raw from all the licking, and his tongue, so wet against my skin. The tip of his tongue traced my lips, slid between them. I sucked his tongue in, the sharp dark nicotine of it. My breath was in the air around his mouth; I was trying to keep my head from spinning.

Patrick bit the corner of my lip. “Turn it,” he said.

I shook my head, didn’t let go, didn’t know what he meant.

He stepped back, his hand still holding mine, still holding the needle over the edge of his vein. “You’re always the one getting stuck, aren’t you? Always on the receiving end?”

I looked down at the line of needle points that dotted his arm. “Oh, and you’re not?”

“No, not anymore.”

He stood in front of me, lips open. Tongue working the corners. What was it he wanted? “Turn it around,” he said again.

He brought his lips back to mine, sucked my tongue into his mouth. I let him take it and hold it and then I couldn’t breathe. Everything inside me popped and wavered, air-thirsty, blood-thirsty. I found his teeth with my tongue, the top of my mouth. I bit his lip back, hard. Not hard enough to draw blood, but enough that he yelped a little and kissed me harder. I pulled away and licked the base of his chin, the smooth, hard scar that no one knew the story of. It had no taste, like it had been burned clean of everything.

Patrick pressed to me, thin hips and hard cock. The taste of nothing in my mouth. There was some kind of frenzy in me as I dropped the needle, heard it hit and roll somewhere hidden. And then I took Patrick’s waistband in my gloved hands, pulled him toward me. I couldn’t get the button with the gloves, they  caught and smacked, so he pushed me away and undid the button himself. His arm bulged under the rubber tubing. His veins made deep blue rivers across his skin.

The only cock I’d seen other than Jamie’s in forever, and I didn’t even see Jamie’s, not really. Always from behind. I knew what it felt like, the sharp point of it entering. But what it looked like? Did it look like this arrow? This long and lean?

I started to go down on my knees. I wanted to see Patrick’s cock the way I’d seen his veins. Up close. Learn something. To take him inside me the way that I knew.

He stopped me with a hand on my arm. “No,” he said. He opened my pants while I held my arms out to the side, the glove tips dangling from my fingers. Cold air and hot blood and my head spinning. I put my hands on the edge of the practice table to hold myself upright.

“Stand up,” he said. “I’m not fucking sticking you. You’re going to do this right for once.”

Green. Yellow. Green. Too much in his eyes. I wanted to pretend I didn’t know what he meant, but I couldn’t.

“Fine,” I said. I turned him away from me so I didn’t have to see his face. Lowered him over the practice table. His pants just at the bottom of his ass. He didn’t stop me, didn’t say anything about condoms or the fact that I didn’t even know him.

The long gloves of my fingers inside him. First entry, that heat and pop and the way he opened for me. The way he moaned low and arched his back. I’d never seen Jamie’s ass, either, always behind me, behind him. I traced Patrick’s curves, the muscles from humping hose up stairs, from carrying SCBA gear and forty-pound turnouts. The space between, that dark entryway.

My cock butted the back of his thigh, moved into that dark space. I didn’t think I’d be able to do it. Sure I’d choke. Wrong angle or not able to press all the way. Always on the  outside. Protecting myself by talking about not wanting to hurt someone else.

But I did it without thinking, fast. Natural as if I’d been doing it my whole life. Watched my cock disappear into the depth of his skin. He stayed still, made me do the work, only the twitch of his pulse at his neck, the tightening of his arm beneath the rubber tubing. All the way in, the way a needle never goes. No angling. No sandbagging. Just the push and pull, push and pull, until I hit the vein. His or mine or both I couldn’t tell. Just the scared of being inside, of opening myself enough to enter. Not the purple-black bloom I was afraid of, but a different kind. Bloom. Bloom. The thrust of my pulse in time to the thrust of our bodies. The pound of pulse and blood and body.

I came. Different than any time I’d come before. Part of me trapped and held as the rest of me went loose, ran wild through my veins. I was all pulse and roar. And I realized the bloom I was so afraid of wasn’t someone else’s. It was mine.

How hard to leave once you’d entered. I could have stayed forever that way, tied to Patrick and me and pleasure and pulse.

I pulled from Patrick. Left him panting and leaning and there the dark hole I’d created. Or opened. Or reopened.

Patrick turned around, his cock hard and red. His face too. The scar on his chin the only white part of him. Thin line of hardened, seared flesh.

“Now fucking stick me,” he said.

I pulled on a new set of gloves over the old ones, and opened a new needle. Took his sweat-drenched arm, the rolling veins. Watched the silver V as it neared his skin. Still. The press of it, almost breaking, almost in. Silver against white skin.

My hand. Not moving. Not able. Still. After all.

Patrick put his hand over mine and shoved the needle into his  vein. The pop and shatter. We both watched it. Flashback into the container, the dark red flow of blood. It was a good stick.

“Now, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Patrick said. “You can go and tell your not-boyfriend that you’ve finally done it.”

I had to agree that no, it wasn’t so hard. But we both knew that it wasn’t me that had done it. And that whatever we had just done, it wasn’t going to stick.
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I finish my drink and look out over the tarmac. Rising heat gives the illusion of impending mirage but nothing takes form. I love drinking in airport bars. Airports all have this mall quality minus that essential leisure; people hurry because they see others in a hurry. This gives airports a false sense of urgency and magnifies the artificial calm of the lighting, the spacey architecture; moving walkways rush toward a likely delay. I finger my glass; honey brown ice sticky from whiskey melts into jet fuel. And I’m not taking off.

Ko just called me on my cell phone to tell me he will stop by tomorrow afternoon. He always calls in advance to let me know when he will come over. He’s meticulous. Really he wants me to anticipate his visit, allowing him to imagine me waiting, preparing, so he can create a space for our relationship wherein he thinks he sustains me. We fuck. He and his boyfriend don’t. When we fuck he puts me out like a cigarette. I did not tell him I’m at the airport. If I even say the word airport he will think I’m  obsessing when really that’s wrong. I had hung out at airports before the hijacking, though prior to the hijacking I could come without luggage. Now I bring a bag so I don’t look suspicious. Not a total conceit: I have worked it out so I drop off my dry cleaning on the way home.

Ko. James Ko is a fire marshall in charge of investigations, first generation ABC, American-born Chinese from the Asian enclave of Elmhurst, Queens. He is tall. I like the way his eyebrows thicken in the middle, a permanent look of annoyed query. His arms are thick and his neck is long. He loves it when I lick his neck. Eventually, he will push me down while arching his back. We always hurry. Typically he can only come over on his lunch hour. Evening trysts are complicated as he lives with his boyfriend. We fuck on the weekends only when his boyfriend’s parents visit. Then he’s best out of the house anyway, no explanations needed. Unlike most guys cheating in a relationship, he has no problem talking about how much he loves his boyfriend. He tells me how I need to find what he has. When I remind him that they don’t have sex, he seems unfazed, drags on his cigarette and says, “And so I have you.” And he does.

On the train home from the airport I wonder if the universe is a collection of holes and frays. This would make sense as everything we do makes a hole in something else. The trains push us through holes in the ground and we work in the hovels of buildings to pay bills to fill the holes that would otherwise swallow us. Alzheimer’s is plaque eating holes in our brain. Cancer grows, pushing into our bones and lungs. Are the tumors trying to meet, join forces? If so, the universe is not expanding so much as getting its act together, becoming uniform, and we are in the way, snags on a doorway that wants to enlarge, join the window, and become the sky. The universe is quite ambitious.

Flight 81. Five months ago. The passenger next to me was shot in the head. This was a warning for the rest of us to behave. The ruined head expanded during the course of the standoff, swelled slowly to twice its original size, hands still gripping the armrests. This wet, red blackness enlarged on the periphery of my vision. I could not and did not look at it as we were all ordered to keep our heads in our laps. For the first few hours I felt horribly embarrassed and fantastically small that I could not remember if the passenger next to me was a man or a woman. Then I looked at the shoes. A woman. Legs straight out, blood darkened the knees of her purple pin-striped slacks.

We were on the tarmac for twenty-four hours before soldiers stormed the plane. By then I was quite disinterested in whatever was happening around me. I wasn’t in a state of shock, or even on the plane. I had asked myself somewhere deep inside to leave and never come back and I listened to that voice. My voice. I was so far inside myself that I did not hear the gunshots. The thick stench of gunpowder woke me: a metallic yet earthy odor supplanted the sour stench of vomit previously so thick in the air. I looked at her head and it was huge, more hole than mass. Smoke filled the cabin and I felt like I was underwater, looking at a crumbled growth of coral crushed by an anchor. Amazingly, no brain matter, no blood, got on me. Not a spot.

Ko’s hand on my shoulder was willful, pulling me out of my seat and then pushing me toward the exit door. With his uniform and cap, through the haze of smoke, I thought he was the captain and I wanted to fight him for not protecting us, for not taking us to where we wanted to go. But before I could do anything, he shoved me out and onto a ridiculous inflated yellow ladder and we all slid down into a world torn by sirens and screams.

Mornings, I read the papers with the television on. All three papers spread across the floor, the Times, the Post, the Daily  News, as if I were planning something, or the news really interested me; there were stories I had to follow, ones I wanted to ignore. Those I followed I marked every line with a pencil, lying on my stomach, legs crossed behind me. Twelve planes were taken that day. Only on my flight at JFK and the Boeing 727 at Denver were the rescue attempts successful. Still, I tend to linger over the celebrity gossip in the Post and the real estate listings in the Times before reading about the attacks because no matter what angle, what story, each analysis reads like my horoscope, one day late.

My lawyer says that after the settlement I need to put my money into real estate, buy an apartment fast or pay massive taxes. As it is I’m not working—it would hurt my case if I were able to hold a job. My lawyer lent me enough money to balance out the disability checks. I spend my days watching TV, smoking, conscientiously cleaning my apartment, waiting for Ko. He likes me to be naked in bed when he arrives, the door unlocked. I’m on my stomach. A cigarette burns in the ashtray. He likes the smell of smoke. He comes into my room and smells my fingers, pleased if they are stained with tobacco, while he drops his pants. His crotch close to my face, I open my mouth and part my legs, his gloved hand at my ass. At my request he wears gloves. His cock is always hard. I look up at him while he pushes his thickness into my mouth. Sometimes he keeps his cap on and it makes me feel that I am a propeller and if I close my eyes while he works to fill me, I will be granted ignition and will spin on his shaft. So I close my eyes.

The few times he has been able to come over at night require more preparation. I have to take the batteries out of the fire alarm as he wants the apartment filled with smoke. I roll up damp towels and place them under the door. Paper and cardboard burn in a bowl on the floor. He parts the smoke, removes  his clothes, and swaggers over me, inhaling deeply. I kneel, mouth open, hoping to catch his cock between my parched lips. Sometimes he favors me with a wide sweaty foot pressing my cheek into the carpet. It’s always different at night. When we finish he will open a window to air the apartment out. I wish he wouldn’t. With the lights off, the smoke dissipates into a dirty mist. With him beside me in the darkness, I feel calm. It is the only time I fall asleep without pills.

When we talk on the phone he usually discusses his work or he mothers me, Have you eaten? I’ll bring you dumplings next time. He brought me food one evening, out of uniform. The doorman didn’t even look up from his paper when he told Ko that all deliveries have to be announced. Ko put his badge in the man’s face and pulled back his jacket to show the gun on his belt; as an investigator he can make arrests and is always armed. When he came to my door he held out the white plastic bag of dumplings but did not come in. While Ko was on his way up, the doorman had called and effusively apologized, more out of fear for his job than regret. Ko handed me the food and tried to walk away but I pulled him inside. He lit a cigarette and paced in the kitchen while I rushed into the bedroom and pulled the bag out from under my bed. In it I had banished the clothes I was wearing that day on the plane, unwashed, toxic with memories. I quickly put them on. He came in and his face changed as he realized what I was wearing. I was trembling and he rushed to me. I was in his arms as he breathed deeply, inhaling the stale chemicals, the gunpowder, my hours of sweat, the distillation of fear that had stiffened and yellowed the collar of my shirt. He collapsed on top of me, ripping the shirt across my chest, his large, flat thumbs pushing into my nipples, rubbing them raw. He bit my lip then stepped back and stripped. I hurriedly unpeeled my filthy clothes. He balled them up and held them to  his face, consuming the pale stench of dread. With each breath his cock grew. The terrible smells from that night now clung to my flesh: a rank fear that had fermented into something else, something equally powerful, as blind and pulsing as fire. Ko pushed me to the floor with his foot and fell upon me with his full weight. My testicles ached as my own cock tried to engorge against the rough carpet. He spit in his hand then forced himself in, one hand on the back of my head, my mouth twisting against the floor, struggling for breath. I tried to turn onto my back but he would not let me. I wanted to roll over so he could choke me, bring me to the edge of oblivion and then rescue me.

He had driven me home from the hospital after the attack. He had walked me to the elevator and put me to bed fully clothed. I heard him in the living room, talking on his phone. I could not sleep. There were pills from the hospital, the first of many prescriptions, on the nightstand but I went quietly to the bathroom and silently shut the door. The ghost in the mirror was not me; it was the permanent passenger who had absorbed the blood of the dead and milled it into ash.

Water softly ran in the sink while I lathered my head with shaving cream, then my legs, chest, armpits. Ko began banging on the door only after I ran the shower. He must have thought I was suicidal when really what I was doing was necessary. I had made myself aerodynamic, ready for flight. Shaved raw, shivering beneath the cold spray, I did not resist as he lifted me up and toweled me off. He brought me back to bed and paced, confused, hands moving up and down in sync with silent rage. Eventually he sat beside me on the bed and his hand absently found my thigh. He explored more of my flesh and found it cold. He was puzzled. Used to putting out fires, he now grasped and pulled at my skin in a furious effort to start one. I have been smoldering ever since.

Recently, I don’t read the papers so much as pack. I have come to enjoy the subterfuge of my suitcase. Besides the folded, dirty laundry, I add a worn paperback for good measure. Toiletries, bad tourist gifts. Every morning I change these slightly as well. I add traces of life. I even bought panties at Victoria’s Secret and balled them up, dabbing my armpits, hoping to soak up some of my nervous sweat. I have yet to have my bags searched. I imagine looking down at my shoes as the guard hoists them up on the tip of his pen for the other guards to see. I am actually pissed that my bags have never been checked over these past few months of supposedly heightened security.

This morning I packed something different. My suitcase is brimming with a crop of huge, black slippery dildos ready to spill out like vegetables from a Thanksgiving cornucopia when security finally opens the bag. I rushed, as I like to have my bags packed before Ko arrives. I like my bags packed and stowed so he won’t think I’m going anywhere.






FACING THE DARK

Xan West

 

 

 

 

 

Here’s what I like about firemen. They have plenty of muscle, and they use it, it’s not for show. They know about loyalty and hard work and earning your way. They don’t just give respect—you have to earn it. They are tough and disciplined, in both mind and body. They have faced darkness, and go back to face it every time they are on the job. They know what darkness can do, are afraid of it, and know that courage is not about the absence of fear, but what you do in the face of fear. They know what it’s like to be helpless against something more powerful, and they choose, again and again, to put themselves at risk.

It is an honor to have a fireman choose to submit to me. It means he sees discipline and strength he can trust in my dominance. That he wants the feral force of my sadism unleashed upon him, and knows how dark a ride that can be. It means that he wants to be under my boots because he knows that I will not fail to exact from him exactly what he longs to offer: his precise control, his intense will, and his immense power. He knows that  I’m capable of taking all of that, and, for right now, he desperately wants it off his shoulders, wants to face a different darkness and find his feet again, so he knows they are there. He wants to know that he can do this, that he is indeed capable of such psychic and physical courage.

He sought me out. I had never seen Colin before, but he knew who I was, and found me. It was late fall and the air was crisp. I was on the deck of the Eagle, watching the men smoke and drink and cruise. I felt so alive. I had shrugged off the lingering remnants of a service relationship gone bad, and was happily single. No longer in mourning, I was open to possibilities.

“I want to test myself,” he said. “I want to prove how strong I can be. I want to face my fear. I want to lose control. I hear you are the man who can do that for me.”

“I might be. Who told you that?”

“One of the jakes I know. His name is Aidan Hughes.”

Aidan was a sturdy fireman with a deep love for intense pain. He was prone to snarl in my face and urge me to keep beating him, since he wasn’t bleeding yet. Play with him was a wild ride on a razor’s edge. I had a sudden flash of memory: Aidan, bent over the table, my dick pounding him, as I twisted the needles embedded in his back, one in each hand, his roar filling the room. I paused, still inside his ass, removing a piercing, to watch the blood slide down his back, as we both shuddered. There is something so intense about breaching the body envelope, thrusting my way inside the skin. It is beyond intimate; it’s invasion at its most basic. It brings a rush like nothing else, one I was feeling the remnants of, just remembering. I refocused on the man in front of me, and looked him over. He had newly healing burn scars on his thick neck. His hands were large, the forearm muscles well developed. His eyes were haunted. Yep. He was a fireman. Direct. Bold. Scarred. Strong. Just my type.

“What did Aidan say about me?”

“He said you like jakes. That you were tough enough, you wouldn’t hesitate to hurt me or push me. That I could trust you.”

“Are you willing to take his word for it?”

“I trust him with my life every day,” he said simply.

“Follow me.” We left the Eagle and walked to my apartment in Hell’s Kitchen, several blocks away.

“Any limits I need to know about?”

“My left arm, here, it’s still healing. It can’t support weight yet, or be pulled behind me. I don’t do bondage, scat, or verbal abuse. And I only have sex with latex.”

“All right. You want to stop, you say ‘stop.’ ”

I opened the door of my apartment, and took him inside.

“Strip down to nothing but your boots and stand in the center of this room.”

I led him into my cave. As he readied himself, I went through my tools, pulling out items thoughtfully and laying them out on a table. When I was ready, I walked over to him, slowly. I stood silently, inspecting him, walking around him, my boots resounding on the floor. He stood, head up, arms neatly by his side, just waiting. The burn scars ran down his neck and left shoulder. I have never played with a fireman who didn’t have scars, or that haunted look in his eyes. His scars were pink and new. I touched them lightly.

“All right if I work on these?”

“Yes. They are healed enough.”

“But still tender.” I dug my thumb into a particularly intense pressure point on his shoulder.

“Yes, still tender,” he said, his voice just a touch deeper, the pain showing under the surface of his eyes.

I dug in deeper, watching his face, waiting until the pain broke through. Then I grasped the back of his neck and led him  over to the table where my tools were laid out. Now was the time to gather more information.

“Is there anything on that table you want to veto?”

He took his time.

“This. And these.” He pointed to the gas mask and needles.

“Breath play is okay, just not the mask? Blood is all right, just not needles?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice just a bit shaky.

“Anything on this table scare you?”

His eyes flicked quickly to the knife then jumped to the canes. But he named something else that he had been decidedly ignoring.

“If that’s what I think it is, it scares me,” he said, pointing to my torches and alcohol.

“That’s for fire play. Does fire scare you?”

“I would be stupid if it didn’t.”

“But not enough to veto it.”

“No,” he said softly, raising his chin.

“All right then.”

I grabbed him by the throat and shoved him with my body, directing him toward the wall. The second he reached it, I grabbed his chin, and told him he needed to keep his head straight and stay where he was. And then I slapped him across the face. Just held his gaze and took him, right there. Face slapping is very personal. We instinctively want to protect our face. I wanted to watch him, to see if he could stop from flinching, stop from raising his hands. He could. I slapped him again, harder, holding on to his bold eyes. Again, deliberately, waiting for the flinch in his eyes. I kept at it, wanting that from him, going after it. It took exactly one-dozen slaps to his cheek before his eyes shifted. Then I slapped him again, harder than I had, so he knew I could, and would, run right over him.

I stepped back and punched him in the pecs. He was a joy  to punch there, the muscle well developed. I began building him up, and then grabbed him by the throat.

“Your job is to stay there and protect your head. Got that?”

“Yes. I can do that.”

I stepped back farther and slammed my weight into him, watching him to see if he was up to the task. He was. I rammed my weight into his, savoring his strength. I faced away from him, and slammed my back into him, letting myself fall into him. He felt like a glorious muscled wall. I turned and body slammed him again from the front.

I stopped, just breathing him in. His dick was swelling against me. His skin smelled metallic and sweet. I lowered my head and licked along his scars until I got to his neck. I bit down, hard. Driving my teeth in, gripping a big chunk of his flesh. Grinding down, so he could really feel the bite on that tender just-healed skin. He groaned, and that sweet metallic scent got stronger as I continued to bite down, savoring the taste of him under my teeth.

I lifted up, and drew out my knife, playing the edge along the very skin I had just marked. He went very still. Good. Now I had his attention. I slid the knife along his scar tissue, letting him feel the sharpness of the blade, and rested the edge just by his carotid. I pressed down, slowly increasing pressure as I felt him inhale. The sweetness was overpowered by the scent of metal from his skin, and I glanced up and grabbed his eyes with mine. There it was; the dilated pupils, the widened gaze.

“You need to be completely still for me now. Here is not where I want to bleed you.”

His gaze got even wider. The pulse in his throat sped up. I pressed down even harder, waiting for his gasp, and then lifted the knife to bring it to his cheek.

Knives are a beautiful path to fear. They cut the space between  you, slide deep inside without even breaking skin. Nothing invokes helplessness faster than being trapped between a wall and a knife. Fear and helplessness writhe on the floor together like cats in heat, yowling.

I played the blade along his cheek. Then I moved the tip of the blade along the ridge of his cheekbone, dangerously close to his eye, and he stopped breathing again. I slid the blade tip toward his eye, and his lids instinctively dropped. I gently thrust the tip in minutely, slightly moving his eyeball.

“Don’t fucking move.”

Playing it along the eye is probably the edgiest thing I do with a knife. Something about it feels so fucking wrong, as if the universe just turned on its head and you can’t believe you are actually doing that. It’s like nothing else for me, holding that trust in the palm of my hand, rolling it around, enjoying it. Knowing that if I can show him this part of my heart, the part that wants to dance along that dark edge, if I can trust him with that, then we can go deeper.

I fiddled the knife along the edge of his eye, thrusting it oh so gently into his skin, playing that edge. I pulled it away, sheathed it, and grabbed him by the face, thrusting my tongue down his throat. My hands gripped him, and I plundered his mouth. I slid one hand into his hair and gripped it at the roots, pulling it in time with my thrusting tongue. He tasted sensitive and surprised, his mouth almost innocent. My cock swelled as I twisted my hand in his hair, my tongue violating his mouth.

I slid out of him, and took his breath, covering his mouth and nose with my hand so that all he could smell was leather. I watched his eyes widen, watched him clench a fist to prevent himself from struggling. I waited as long as I dared the first time and then gave him his breath back, my hand sliding to his chest to feel it rise and fall. Then I took it again, this time biting down  on his shoulder as I did, feeling his body react to the pain. His hands reached for me slightly, but he stopped them. I ground down onto his scarring, sending jolts of juicy pain right to his nerve endings, as he began to tremble just a bit. I lifted up, still blocking his air supply, meeting his eyes. I breathed in deeply, savoring the control.

“Your breath…is mine. Yes. I have it. You have given it to me. Let go.”

His eyes shifted, even settled a bit. I could tell he had started to float. And then I let him breathe. I stepped back and grabbed my SAP gloves. Now I could really get started. Punching on the pecs is one of my favorite things. With a guy like this, who is so strong, to make the kind of impact I want, I needed to up the ante. My lead shot gloves do that nicely. I rammed my fist into him, and felt the difference. Punches on the pecs are hardest on the mind. Blows are coming dangerously close to your face, but you are supposed to offer yourself to them. The deep impact jolts the wind out of you, and makes you feel like you have no defenses, like your strength won’t protect you. I could see it register with him, now, as I slammed force into him—that he was giving up his armor; that he had no control, had given it to me; that he was naked before me, and I was going to reach inside and take what I wanted from him.

My dick was throbbing as I watched him take it. He kept balanced, breathed with it, but his eyes just looked so raw and young all of a sudden, like I had reached past his toughness, slid through whatever was haunting him and found the part of him that was vulnerable and hurting. I just kept pounding him, knowing it was going to break through, watching for it, until it burst through his eyes. Tears slid down his face and he just kept standing there and taking it, letting it bubble out and through. It was gorgeous to watch. What courage that takes. I soaked it  in, not holding back, relentless as I slammed into him, letting the dam wash through him and out his eyes.

I slid off my gloves and rubbed my cheek against his chest, feeling the heat come off in waves. I reached my head up and tenderly licked up the fruit that had fallen from his eyes. I slid my tongue into his mouth deeply and fed him back all the pride I had for him, that he was so brave for me; just rushed all of that out of my mouth and into his. I closed off his nose and breathed it into his lungs, willing him to take in the vision of him in my eyes.

I stepped back and pulled out my favorite cane. It is thin and whippy and evil incarnate. I lifted it and brought it down swiftly on his chest, laying a clean line on top of the deep bruising. It whistled through the air and I could see him react. So many people only lay canes on thighs and asses. That just makes it even more fun to hit a man’s chest with one; it’s such a lovely surprise. He was already tender, which means that this was likely to draw blood, and dedicate the cane to him—a worthy risk on my part. I sliced through the air toward his chest, watching him flinch, unable to stop himself. He couldn’t keep quiet at this point either, he was cursing fluently. Cursing himself for choosing to be there, cursing that fucking cane that was ripping him open, cursing Aidan for even mentioning me. The cane was relentless, slashing into him in clean precise swipes with very little pause. I wanted him off guard, not anticipating, just stuck under the onslaught of me. The cane shredded air as it drove down into his flesh, and I felt the air move on my skin. He started to sob, words lost, no more cursing, and his hands were gripping his thighs, desperate not to reach out to stop it.

“Six more on each side.”

He nodded desperately, his eyes enormous, his body trembling openly. I breathed in, savoring this moment. It is so rare that I get to truly face my own darkness.

I carved the cane into his skin, watching as it drew blood in six clean stripes on each side, my head roaring in triumph, a joyous growl escaping my lips. It was so beautiful. He was openly shaking by the end, just able to stay standing by the skin of his teeth. I led him over to the table, and sat him down upon it, cleaned him up and covered the wounds with Tegaderm. I gave him an athletic drink, and stood there watching him, joy open on my face. When he was done, I asked, hoping.

“Ready for the last test?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice soft and small.

“Good. Lie down on the table on your back.”

I brought a small table over, and set up the candle, alcohol, and torch. I lit my flame source, and met his eyes.

“Make as much noise as you need to. This is about letting go. Breathe slow and even for me.”

I slid my hand along edges and then the center of his body, opening myself, just noticing. I matched my breathing to his, and paused, my hand on the center of his upper stomach. I held it there for a moment, letting him feel the heat of my skin. I lifted up and pressed my hand down between his nipples in the center of his chest. I opened, let heat slide into that spot. And lifted up.

Fire is intent. Fire is purification. Fire demands truth. Fire opens what is stuck and moves it. Fire cleanses and leaves you naked and new. Fire might destroy, but it is very useful when controlled. I love controlling it. I shed most of myself in the process, just become intent. It is reverence at its most beautiful.

I dipped the torch in alcohol and lit it, bringing it close to his skin, not touching yet. I swirled it close to the center of his chest, and that spot in the center of his upper stomach. Those were the spots I wanted to go after. They were aching for it. Tears were running down his face and he was growling, struggling so hard  to stay still. I dipped the torch again, lit it, and brought the flame closer to his skin in those two spots, one right after the other. His growls became throatier, deeper. His face was contorted and he started breathing so fast.

I rested my hand on his chest, prepared and lit the torch again, and touched his stomach with fire, holding it there so briefly. He roared, his head shaking back and forth. I did it again, making deeper contact, spending less time with the fire on his skin, but using the torch like a drumstick. His mouth and throat seemed to open as he screamed, his voice much higher, his breath coming very fast. We were really getting there so I kept on, touching his chest this time with fire, several times, making firmer contact each time, as he cried “No” and shook his head, his breath coming out in sobs.

I laid my hand on the spot and breathed slowly, pulsing into him with each breath, helping his breathing align with mine. I lit the torch again and pressed fire into his chest in that same spot, watching him react. He screamed, his eyes huge, and kept on screaming as I touched him with fire, in bursts, like he was a drum and I was going to beat this out of him. I drew deep roars out of him until he began to cough. I handed him a tissue, and rubbed his back gently as he coughed up all that muck that had been stuck inside him.

I waited until he was breathing slow and even. I smiled into his eyes, my eyes tearing up a bit.

“You are amazing,” I said. “I want to be inside you, right now. I want to feel you take me in.”

I gently pushed him onto his back, put his legs around me, and slid a condom onto my cock, lubing it up. I groaned as I slid into him watching his eyes. His ass was so warm and tight. He was fire sliding along my cock as I held myself there, deep inside him, just savoring the feel of him around my dick.

“You feel so hot and tight around my cock. You are pulsing around me. Take a deep breath for me. That’s it. And another one. Yeah. Just one more, and hold it. Clench down your pelvic muscles for me, just hold on tight. Hold that breath for me, don’t let go.”

I began to pulse my cock into him, letting everything I was feeling just drive its way into him through my cock. As if it were the pathway for all of me, and I was going to pour it into his ass, thrust my way into him and through him and up out his mouth.

“Yes, keep holding it for me. That’s good.”

His eyes were gigantic, and his ass felt so good clamped on my dick. I drove my nails into his thighs, right at that lovely pressure point right at the center of the thigh where it meets the torso.

“Let it out.”

He exploded around my dick, cream pouring out of his cock, roars emerging from his mouth. That’s when I began to fuck him. Hard, and deep, thrusting into him with all my strength, as I continued to pulse pain into his thighs.

“I am going to fuck you until I’m sated. Right now I’m way too hungry to stop.”

I rammed into him, savoring the feel of his ass gripping me, the tremors rippling through his body. He felt so sweet, just open for the taking. I slammed my cock into his ass and thought about how he was mine. That in these moments he was mine, and I was going to use every inch of him. I growled, reaching out for his mouth, thrusting my fingers into it, taking him. I wanted all his holes at once, wanted to be as deep inside him as I could be, claiming him. I fucked his mouth, ramming my dick into his ass, just feeling so powerful. As if I could do anything.

I pulled out of his mouth, taking his breath again, and felt  him pulse around my cock. I watched his eyes, watched the struggle in them, and watched it drift away as he gave himself over to me even more, sunk even deeper into it. I rammed his ass with my cock, feeling his life in my hand, his breath on my palm—mine to take, mine to give—and gave it back to him. I pulled out, flipped him over, and rammed into his ass again, my body pressing him down into the table, my weight on his. As I fucked him, I began to bite down on his back, laying marks on him, biting until I was tempted to draw blood, but holding back just that little bit, over and over, growling into his skin. I could smell the blood beneath the surface calling me, and I held back, wanting him in my mouth more, knowing I could not have both, not now, not with this man, not this soon. I roared and felt him shake, and drove my teeth into his flesh again, grinding down, as I finally spurted in long slow gusts, feeling him shudder with me. I slid out of him slowly, and gathered him into my arms, stroking him. After he had calmed some, I closed my eyes, and asked, hoping.

“Will you spend the night with me in my bed?”

“I would be honored,” he said, as I smiled into his skin.






SAFETY ZONE

Elazarus Wills




July 

The firefighter drove up the hill to the cabin only moments after Abel had closed his laptop and was thinking about what to make for lunch. He knew that the tall man was a firefighter because the frame around his truck’s front license plate announced it, as did the plastic bug guard mounted on the front of the hood. FIREFIGHTER, they both proclaimed in somber block lettering. Abel wondered if he should get a license plate frame that said FOOD WRITER and decided that he liked the idea that firemen in rural New Mexico were called “firefighters.”

The truck was a big, red Dodge diesel, four-wheel drive, manufactured in the seventies, about the time of Abel’s birth in the suburbs of Denver where firemen were still called firemen. Sixteen-inch tires and a foot and a half of road clearance. There was a big spotlight mounted over the side-view mirror. The firefighter himself was over six feet, but didn’t look like what Abel  would have chosen as a definition of the word firefighter. From his chair at the table on the covered porch-deck, Abel watched him approach. The man looked like a geek software engineer in cowboy drag.

“Howdy there. Good morning,” the firefighter said, halfway up the wooden steps, a big goofy uneven grin plastered across his freckled face. He wore glasses with round steel frames. His T-shirt had a picture of a chili pepper with flames surrounding it. He carried a clipboard. Abel guessed that he was in his late twenties, a few years younger than himself.

“Hello,” Abel said, waiting a couple of seconds too long to say it.

“Hey. I’m Jerry Ryan,” said the firefighter. Up close he was  definitely geeky, all white bread, and Irish potato. A redhead—pale and freckled, with the kind of skin that never tans. Abel saw him glance at the rainbow flag, hanging limp in the still summer air. “I’m a volunteer with the Tesoro County Rural Fire District. And I‘m looking for…” he consulted the clipboard, “Franklin Samuel Andrews the Third?”

“Nope. You’re looking for Abel Arturo Rodriguez-Cruz.” Abel rolled the consonants across his tongue and grinned. “I’m the new owner as of May. Just moved here from Taos.” In the breakup, Frank had kept the place in Taos and Abel had gotten the cabin and some cash, the value of real estate in Taos being what it was.

“Well, Mr. Rodriguez-Cruz,” Jerry said with a perfect Spanish accent. Points there. “I’m here to…”

“Abel.”

“Abel.” Saying it ‘a-bell’ instead of the usual Anglo ‘ay-bull.’ More points.

“Well, Jerry,” Abel said. “I was just about to figure out some lunch.” He rose to his feet and looked up at the  taller man. “Maybe we can talk while I make a salad.”

“Hell of a view.” Jerry looked down the hill from the cabin, heavily wooded in cedar, juniper, and pinyon, then back at Abel. “Maybe it would be better if I came back later?”

“Why, does watching someone cook embarrass you?” Abel moved through the open French doors into the kitchen.

“Ummm, no…” Jerry followed. “Wow. This is a pretty good-sized kitchen for such a small house.”

“Most important room,” Abel said. He went to the stainless steel refrigerator and opened it. He had made Frank let him design the kitchen and then the house around it. It was an abode built with food and eating as a central organizing concept. Let Franklin have the fucking trophy barn in Taos.

“It’s impressive,” Jerry said and sat down on one of the swivel stools placed around the long island counter that dominated the center of the room.

“Do you have other plans for lunch?” Abel inquired, retrieving tomatoes, romaine lettuce, green peppers, smoked cheddar, a chicken breast, and several thick slices of locally made ham.

“No, I usually skip lunch, that’s all. A habit,” Jerry said.

“An unhealthy habit. Eat light if you must, but eat. Keeps your energy levels up,” Abel said. He placed his items next to the cutting board on the kitchen island. He turned on a top burner and adjusted the blue flame under a cast iron skillet. “I hope you’re not vegetarian or vegan?”

Jerry smiled: broad, toothy, and endearing. “No. Just your average omnivore.”

Abel, using the dull back of a heavy vegetable cleaver, pounded the raw chicken breast flat, rubbed garlic salt and pepper into it, and laid it aside. He began to slice and chop the ingredients for the salad. He saw that Jerry wore a wedding ring on his left hand, which he constantly toyed with. “So, what sorts of  firefighter business do you have today?” A splash of olive oil went into the skillet.

“Today, not so much firefighter business as fire prevention business,” Jerry said. Abel cut a thin slice of the smoked cheddar and held it out, balanced on the tip of the wide chef’s knife. Jerry took it. “Thanks. Boy, that is good. Anyway, what we are doing is a wildfire protection plan for this neighborhood.” He explained that the hundred yards of driveway up from the county road was too narrow, with too much encroaching brush for safe emergency access. Also, there were trees that were too close to the house and stacking firewood under the deck wasn’t a good idea. The wooden deck itself could be considered a hazard.

“So if there were a forest fire, you couldn’t get a fire truck up the driveway and my house would probably burn down anyway?” Abel swiftly cut the ham into half-inch strips, and then the strips into thirds. The seasoned chicken breast was dropped into the now hot oil in the skillet.

“That’s about the situation,” Jerry admitted. He was drawing something on a piece of graph paper attached to the clipboard. “But you can do a bunch of stuff to change that. The things that I mentioned and others. Putting in a small pond for an emergency water source for fire suppression might also be a good move. A pond would work good about here. Look pretty cool too.” He held a finger to the map he had drawn. The house, small barn-garage, driveway and possible future pond were all blocked out in relation to one another.

“How long have you been a firefighter?” Abel asked.

“Twelve years,” Jerry said.

“Do you like doing it?”

“It’s something that matters. I run the hardware store in Appleton, farm a little hay, and work with the fire department  for—satisfaction I guess.” Jerry grinned. “Boring. That’s me. What do you do?”

“I write about food.” Since the other man was watching, Abel washed his hands in the sink before beginning to tear the romaine into chunks, not too small, not too large. “Restaurant reviews, food trends, cookbooks for yuppies, stuff like that.” He flipped the chicken breast over with a fork and sprinkled on chili powder.

“Married?”

“No, my boyfriend and I just split up.” Abel watched Jerry’s eyes as he said it and was startled not to see the usual reaction.

“That’s too bad.”

“No it’s not.”

“It’s not?” Jerry accepted a proffered piece of the ham.

“It was either that or kill each other.” Abel pressed the chicken breast down with a spatula, and feeling it rebound with doneness, scooped it out onto a paper towel laid on the cutting board. “Have you ever gotten so that just sitting across the table from another person and watching them chew is unbearable?”

“Well…” Jerry said, as Abel watched him play with his wedding band. “Isn’t that sort of normal?”

Abel cut the hot chicken breast into strips. “Normal for you maybe,” he said and grinned. “Not much fun though.”

“Are you flirting with me?” Jerry asked suddenly, his green eyes wide and earnest.

“Of course. A bad habit of mine when I’m around beautiful men,” Abel said, tossing the salad ingredients in the mahogany bowl, pausing to drizzle on red wine vinegar and olive oil. He arranged the still warm chicken on top.

“Even around straight men?” Jerry said. His face was pink and his freckles were more prominent.

“Especially around straight men,” Abel grinned and placed  the salad bowl between them on the island counter and got forks and two smaller bowls from the cupboards. “Gay men sometimes take flirting way too seriously.” Like you, he thought

Jerry filled his bowl and began to eat. He chewed slowly, his gaze roaming the room. “Isn’t it dangerous? I would imagine that straight men might take it the wrong way sometimes too.”

“I don’t flirt with homophobes.”

“How can you tell?”

“I can tell.”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For assuming that I’m a good person.”

“I didn’t assume that. Are you?” Abel looked at Jerry and then at the ring.

“I thought I was.” Jerry laid down his fork and their eyes met. “Now I’m not so sure.”

“You’re making this awfully easy,” Abel said as he ate a strip of the chicken, savoring the flavors as he chewed. “And confusing.”

“I’m, sorry—that you’re confused.” Jerry looked down into his salad.

“You’re the one wearing the ring so you’re the one who maybe needs to explain,” Abel said. “What? Closeted? A repressed bi in a straight marriage? Curious?” He knew better than the last.

“Do you care which?” Jerry’s breathing was now audible.

“Eventually I might,” Abel said.

“Eventually I might explain,” Jerry said.

 

Locked in a breathless kiss, they made it as far as the connected east-facing living room, falling together onto the thick carpeting. Astride the larger man, Abel sat erect and unbuttoned Jerry’s shirt—and then his own.

“You shave,” he said, his palms roaming across the ridges and valleys of muscle and flesh, pausing to pinch red nipples. His coffee-colored hands contrasted with Jerry’s paleness. Jerry’s fingers were on his shoulders, kneading and caressing. Abel slid down, nibbling and licking until he reached the belt buckle, a bas-relief casting of an antique fire truck. “Nice buckle.” He unhooked it.

“Thanks.” Jerry’s hands slid from Abel’s hair as he scurried around to remove boots and tug first Jerry’s and then his own jeans down and off. Abel reached under the waistband of the boxers.

“Well, well—well,” he said as he handled Jerry’s hardening cock. “This certainly looks promising.”

“Condom…” Jerry rasped. “Back pocket of my pants.”

“In your wallet?” Abel hooted. “Gracioso. How perfectly provincial. But I’m not your prom date compadre. I supply the condoms here.” He arose and retrieved several foil envelopes from the faux Grecian urn on the bookshelf. Jerry lay large and submissive on the rug; legs apart as Abel admired him. A geek Adonis. He stood over Jerry and made a dramatic production of tearing a condom open with his teeth, flinging the wrapper into the fireplace. After considering for a moment he dropped back onto him and took the nearly erect cock into his mouth.

“Shouldn’t you…” Jerry began, his hips involuntarily thrusting upward.

“In a minute. I don’t always do what I should,” Abel said around the flesh as it slid between his lips, throbbing against his tongue. “I want to remember the flavor of your cock without  latex. Just don’t come in my mouth.” If there was one specific moment with a man that Abel loved above all others it was holding his shaft within his mouth and feeling it transform and  grow. Lovely magic. He sighed and withdrew only when Jerry began making unintelligible squeaks and the thrusting became a fevered bucking of ass and hips. He rolled the condom on and placed a second in Jerry’s trembling palm. He scooted forward and presented his cock.

“Rubberize me,” he said softly.

Jerry looked up into his eyes, shook his head slightly—and then opened his mouth.

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

Abel slid inside as Jerry gently cupped his balls. He ran his fingertips over the firefighter’s face, stopping at the corners of his mouth. Laugh lines. A short, very faint scar on the underside of his chin. Well-formed ears. A slight rasp of stubble despite the early hour. Jerry raised his head from the floor and began to suck in earnest.

“Whoa there, cowboy.” Abel pressed him back down, withdrawing until his prick, hard and tight at its head, rested lightly against Jerry’s lips. “Time to suit me up.” Jerry grinned and grimaced, but applied the rubber with no hesitation. “Very good.”

Abel moved back down and between Jerry’s spread legs. Smooth. He looked back at him. “You have been a busy boy today,” he said, wonder in his voice.

“I heard something and checked the tax records. I Googled you a few days ago,” Jerry admitted, as one lubed finger slid inside him.

“You’re explaining already?” Abel said and added a second slick finger. “You sure you’re not rushing into this?”

Jerry laughed—as his hips rose.




August 

Abel noticed the smoke from the cabin before he got in the car, but hadn’t thought much about it. The hay farmers and orchardists in the river valley between Trabajo-Todo and Appleton were always burning off ditches and piles of orchard prunings from past seasons. From the cabin, ten miles distant, the lazy spiral of smoke seemed harmless, but as Abel descended from the foothills, the little Jetta negotiating the long series of tight gravel-road switchbacks, the smoke grew darker. As the view down into the valley opened up, he could see that the smoke was coming from a cluster of buildings about a half-mile to the east of Appleton. At the intersection with the paved county road, Abel turned east.

As he passed through town he pulled over to let two fire trucks pass, a large water tanker and a smaller, four-wheel-drive brush truck. They were followed by several pickups with FIREFIGHTER  decals and license plate frames. TESORO COUNTY VOLUNTEER FIRE DEPARTMENT. Abel joined the procession. As they drew close to the source of the smoke Abel could see that it was a big two-story house, white clapboard with a wraparound porch. The upstairs windows had blown out and roiling brown smoke was billowing forth. Flames were lapping from a widening hole in the upper roof.

Abel pulled over into the weeds on the side of the road and watched the fire department vehicles stream up the driveway, stopping a respectful distance from the burning house. Then he saw the name on the mailbox. Ryan. Jerry and Margaret Ryan. Their names were framed with painted daisies. Abel got out of the car and went on foot up the driveway.

The firemen were concentrating their efforts on keeping trees and outbuildings close to the house from catching on fire as flaming pieces of asphalt roofing sailed out like gasoline-soaked  bats. Intake hoses from a pumper truck had been immersed in a nearby irrigation ditch supplying water for the canvas hose that had been dragged near the fire by three yellow-coated men, a long stream from the nozzle arcing up and into the inferno emerging from the roof. It was having no immediate effect that Abel could see, but the men kept the rigid hose steady. Another hose crew was soaking down the roofs of the barn and sheds. Abel finally saw Jerry standing alone near the barn. He was dressed in full gear, his face smudged with soot. A respirator hung loosely around his neck.

“My own fucking house,” he said. “I was in town working when my beeper went off.”

“I’m sorry, Abel said.

“I told her,” Jerry said. “Not about you specifically. Just that I had figured things out. She took it well I thought. She was pretty calm—mad, but calm.”

“And you being an expert in the ways of human nature…”

“Fuck you,” Jerry said wearily.

“If it’ll make you feel any better.”

Jerry laughed. “Well, it looks like I will be sleeping at your place tonight.”

“One night at a time,” Abel said.

 

It seemed to Abel that Jerry was a different person that night, more relaxed and uninhibited than during the few times they had met since that first morning. He hadn’t been lacking passion before, not really, but—especially in the sweaty aftermath of sex, had been quiet and introspective. Guilt time, Abel had called it.

This time something had been removed, some tension, some furtive albatross responsible for subverting feeling. They had showered together with much laughter, and afterward taken their time with lips, tongues, fingers, and lube. Although there  had never been the hint of role-playing between them, they now fucked one another with open joy. With an understanding of possibility. A whole new world of that. Possibility.

“Who would have thought,” Jerry said as he gently removed the condom from Abel’s deflating cock, “the best day of my life would be the day when my wife burned down our house.”

In the morning they lay face-to-face in Abel’s bed, thigh across thigh.

“Let’s make a run down to Santa Fe today,” Abel said. “We’ll both get tested and that will be that.”

“Right,” Jerry said and kissed him. Right. “That will be that.”




September 

Margaret had finally been located in Colorado living with a friend from college days. The lawyer who talked to her said that she was still angry, but was practical enough to sign the divorce papers in exchange for half of the proceeds from the sale of the farm.

Abel was baking bread when Jerry drove up to the cabin. He saw his lover wave the paper over his head the minute he got out of the truck and instantly knew what it was. He covered the two pans of cinnamon rolls with a light towel, pushed them into a sunny spot on the counter to rise, and took off his apron. He began to unbutton his shirt.




Another October 

It had been a dry autumn with little rain and no snow yet in the lower foothills below sixty-five hundred feet. Abel and Jerry arrived at the fire together in Jerry’s Dodge. The pumper arrived seconds later, backing up to a stock tank since the irrigation ditches had been turned off the month before. The thousand  gallons there wasn’t much, but might be enough since it was only a grass fire and there was another five hundred gallons on board the truck. Abel put the intake line into the tank while Jerry and two other men rolled out hose. The four of them had the fire contained by the time the brush truck and a few more pickups showed up. When the water ran out, everyone pitched in on the mop-up work with shovels.

The farm’s owner, a recent arrival from Texas, came over to thank them.

“You might want to get a tractor with a blade in here and clear out a safety zone so the grass and sagebrush doesn’t run right up to the corrals and the barn the next time,” Abel told him. “That’s just asking for trouble.”

“I’ll do that. I appreciate you fellows busting your asses to make up for me being dumb about this stuff,” the Texan said, his hand on Abel’s shoulder. “How long you been a fireman?”

“Firefighter,” Abel said. “Not long.”

 

Two nearly naked firefighters danced closely on the deck of Abel’s cabin as the moon rose over the distant Sangre de Christo mountains. They both smelled faintly of smoke.





TORCH SONG

M. Christian

 

 

 

 

 

I can’t believe you’re doing this.”

A small, nervous laugh, then: “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“You don’t have to, you know. I mean it,” said the man in the hospital bed.

“Yeah, I do,” he said. “I want to. Honestly.”

“No you don’t. I know you don’t. You shouldn’t be doing something you don’t want to do, darlin’.”

A distorted announcement, every word from the speaker garbled except for the doctor’s name: Rich. It wasn’t that funny, but Bobby wanted to laugh anyway.

The moment became too long, tipped toward awkward. Before Bobby could say anything, Sandy did. “You are so pretty,” he said from the bed, his voice soft, sweet, and melodic. Even though it was low, crushed by what had happened and where he was, Bobby could hear a tiny ring of the singer’s old voice.

Yes, I do, Bobby thought as he pulled his sweater over his head. “Yes, I do,” he said to the man on the bed.

A whistle, not too loud; a whistle, not too soft. A conversational whistle, a casual whistle. It wasn’t a whistle as a taunt, to draw attention to the subject or the whistler. Just a sound, a kind of a high-pitched, single-note hello.

It had been bad, but it could have been worse. Still, that it came almost every time Bobby left his apartment was enough to make him clench his jaw, grind his teeth, and turn his hands into fists.

One day it became too much for just a clenched jaw, ground teeth, hands made into fists. The night before had been a rough one, a five-alarm downtown that’d started with roaring flames and towering smoke as the sun set and ended with crumbling charcoal, rivers of black mud in the street, and a drifting sooty snowfall as the sun rose the next morning.

Far beyond too tired, he’d staggered away from two weeks in the station. Far too tired, he’d stumbled home. Far too tired, he’d tripped on the front steps. Far too tired, he’d been mostly asleep when he passed the first apartment on his floor—the door that had been open.

Then the guy in the apartment, who’d been standing in the doorway, whistled at him just one too many times.

 

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” Despite the place, the time, what had happened, his voice still had those lingering notes of his old timbre.

Bobby had been prepared to say something else, but as he opened his mouth to say it—whatever that would have been—he didn’t have to. He was hard. Naked, standing in a hospital room, feeling many things, none of them even close to arousal, he was hard.

The world, which included that hospital room, seemed to get very quiet. He was hard. Very hard. He shouldn’t have been, but he was.

He knew he should be bothered by it, disturbed by the fact and the degree of his erection. But even as he began to do just that he stopped: that was for later and that day, in that hospital room, was for Sandy.

“Yeah,” he croaked out, like his voice hadn’t been used for years instead of just a few minutes. “I am. I really am. My cock is very, very hard.”

“I knew it,” Sandy said, but that was all he said, offering no reason why he knew or even that he’d just been talking.

“I like you hard. Do you like to be hard? I bet you do,” the singer in the bed continued. “It’s good to be hard. I’m hard too.”

“Yeah, I thought so,” Bobby said. He’d noticed the tenting of the stiff sheets a few minutes before. “Why don’t you show me?”

Sandy did. Bobby had seen cocks before, of course. Locker rooms and porn, plus a few other—and creepier—places. None of them had really been important. This cock was.

A connoisseur, he wasn’t. He couldn’t tell if Sandy’s dick was a good one or not. It was big, yes, and thick. It was lightly pink and purple veined. The head was fat and circumcised: it was like a mushroom with a pointed cap. It swayed, gently, back and forth on its own, without Sandy’s hips helping it along—a sign of hardness that Bobby knew very well.

Very well because his own cock was doing the same.

“I like it,” Bobby said, talking as if from the bottom of a very deep well.

“I like it too,” Sandy said from the bed, a catch in his voice: the tone echoing the strength of his erection.

And that was all that mattered: “I’m going to jerk off. Do you mind?”

“Not at all,” Sandy said. “Not at all….”

Fucking faggot.

From that open door to his own door. Once a zombie, before a somnambulist, now jittery with humming tension, having to target his lock with his key three then four times before one went in the other and he went into his apartment.

Fucking faggot.

Junk mail on the floor, a pile of catalogs and pleas for help from charities he didn’t care about. All of them went from his hand into the trash. Stepping into the bedroom he flipped a switch, making light connected to it brightly spark and die.

Fucking faggot.

Getting a new bulb from the kitchen he smacked his head on the cabinet door that was always coming open. Rubbing the top of his head he dropped the new bulb. It missed the small carpet completely, breaking with a sharp chime of breaking glass on the vinyl floor.

Fucking faggot.

Sweeping it up he hoped he’d gotten it all. But he hadn’t. He found this out when, half an hour later, after replacing the burnt-out bulb with a new one and taking off his shoes and then his pants, he walked back into the kitchen.

Fucking faggot.

Sleep wasn’t possible anymore. He wasn’t hungry, so he didn’t eat. He sat in front of the tube and surfed, but the only thing he watched was a documentary on American paratroopers during WW2—and he wasn’t that interested in American paratroopers during WW2. It was just the only thing on that he wasn’t completely uninterested in.

Fucking faggot.

At the end of the late news, sleep finally began to tug at his lids, so he decided to give it a shot. Stripping completely he crawled in, but it didn’t come so he took it out on his pillow,  punching it a few times to soften it—or so he told himself.

In the soft dark he looked up at a ceiling he couldn’t see. His mind buzzed, hummed, rattled him with things he should have said to the guy down the hall. “Fucking faggot” was good, but not good enough for what he felt about him.

Eventually his lids were so heavy he had to force them open: sleep wasn’t distant, which made him so unexpectedly happy he almost woke up.

A hard day. A hard night. But it was over. Finally.

That’s when the singing began.

 

He didn’t mind either. Standing in the unsexy sterility of a hospital room, cock long and hard, the last thing he should have been doing was jerking off. But he was, and the weirdness was that he didn’t mind.

Again he told himself it was good—very good—not to think about it. Just do it. That’s what he was there for.

The room was white paint and tile, so there were echoes: from Bobby jerking off and from Sandy, on the bed, jerking off. The sounds weren’t romantic, but they were something else. Primal. Fierce. Hard—in many ways.

As Bobby stroked himself, as Sandy stroked himself, the sounds they made, echoing in the white and tile room, those primal, fierce, hard sounds began to go from discordant to synced.

Even though Bobby stayed on his side of the room and Sandy stayed in the bed they were together in mixing sounds as well as actions.

Bobby couldn’t help but smile at it. People fucked with all kinds of things: leather, latex, computers…was what they were doing new? It might be. Bobby wasn’t a perv, but he wasn’t green either, and he’d never heard about two guys, let alone two guys in a hospital room, fucking with sounds.

Fucking faggot.

In the dark, in bed, Bobby was pissed.

It wasn’t loud, but it wasn’t soft either. The song was just the right volume, just the right pitch, just the right frequency, to cut right through the thin walls of the apartment, make it through the greasy air of the kitchen, all the way through the small living room, and all the way to his bedroom—where it still had enough volume, pitch, and frequency to go straight through his skull.

Fucking faggot.

He didn’t know the song. Bobby wasn’t stupid, he knew some music, but he didn’t know what was drilling into his head. It sounded old, like something a woman in an old black-and-white flick might sing. A cocktail song. A lounge song.

Fucking faggot.

At first he tried to tune it out, but the song and the singer’s frequency pushed whatever he tried to fill his mind with. Processing the day, thinking about what he should have said and done? He couldn’t do it. Thinking about the girls he’d had or would like to have? He couldn’t do it. Pondering the mysteries of life? Even if he wanted to he couldn’t do it. Because of the song, because of that singer.

Fucking faggot.

He turned over, willing to risk suffocation to block it all out, but the highs and the lows, the melody and the lyrics, still snuck through the cotton pillowcase, still snuck past the down filling, and into his mind.

Fucking faggot.

No sleep. No chance of sleep. Because of the song. Because of the singer.

Throwing aside the sheets, he got up. Legs into pants, shirt over his bare chest, slippers on his feet, he ran to the door and out.

He then began to pound on a door.

On that fucking faggot’s door.

 

“I want…I mean, I’d like to. Shit,” Sandy said from the bed, at first knowing exactly what he wanted but then uncertain about how to ask for it.

“You can tell me,” Bobby said, his voice remarkably strong and loud. The volume shocked him, as the room had been quiet except for the sounds of jerking off. The certainty and honesty of his voice shocked him even more.

“Can I taste it?” Sandy’s voice was kittenish: small and innocent.

It wasn’t something Bobby had been prepared to do. Just a show, he’d told himself. Just a little something, not the whole circus, not even a peek at an elephant. But Sandy’s voice was so kittenish: so small and so innocent.

“Yeah,” Bobby said. “Yeah, you can.”

He guessed he must have stepped up, but he didn’t remember doing so. One moment across the room, the next he was beside the bed. One minute promising himself that he’d just put on a show, the next his cock was in Sandy’s mouth.

He hadn’t prepared for it. He hadn’t anticipated it. But there it was: his cock, Sandy’s mouth. And it was good. Okay, he had to admit to himself in the part of his mind that hadn’t been washed away by the pureness of the pleasure, Sandy was very good. Maybe not the best, but one of the best.

For a guy. For a fag. For a fucking faggot. Those two words almost dropped him down from were Sandy’s passionate lips and tongue had blown him up. But then he looked down at the little man in the great big bed and those two words didn’t have any weight; they couldn’t pull him down.

Not anymore.

Back in his apartment, fists aching from tension, he tried to calm himself down. The song had stopped, the singer had stopped, and the world—or his apartment at least—was quiet, except for the quick drumbeat of his pounding heart.

A burning slug of Jack Daniels helped some, sitting down in front of the tube helped a bit more. But neither was enough.

His mind buzzed again, hummed again, rattled him again with things he should have said to the guy down the hall. Like before, “fucking faggot” was good, but not good enough for what he still felt about him.

His heart was still drumming, his hands were still fisted. The Jack had helped—some—the tube was helping—some—but neither was doing what he wanted, which was to finally sleep, finally get some rest.

Bobby hadn’t done it for at least a year, not since he’d promised his mom he’d stop. He still had some, a crumbled pack he’d found only a few days before, a slipup from his drawer, back pocket, and sofa cushion purge. When he’d found it he’d felt bad about not crumbling it even more and throwing it away. But that night, red-eyed and pissed off, he was glad he hadn’t.

The Jack had helped some, the tube helped some more, but what finally relaxed him enough was the cigarette.

 

“This is good,” Sandy said from the bed. “Thanks.”

This is good, Bobby thought, standing next to him. “You’re welcome.”

It was good, very good. Just the right mixture of lips, mouth, throat, and even teeth. It had an edge, too, a frightening action that went right along with Sandy’s sweet yet passionate sucking of his cock: that this was the first time he’d stepped over that line he never thought he’d cross. That this was the first time a guy had sucked his cock. And that, despite his promise from  and money given to the night nurse, there was a niggling fear of being walked in on.

His eyes kept closing, beneath waves of pleasure that kept pushing him out of reality—fear of being walked in on—but he also kept opening them, and each time he opened them his eyes always reverted to the bed, to Sandy, Sandy’s very hard cock, Sandy stroking his very hard cock.

He never thought he’d be doing…what he was doing, or watching…what he was watching, but he’d made that step, crossed that line, and there he was. Questions and ponderings were for later. For now…for now it was very good indeed.

He’d crossed a previously drawn line. He was somehow much more into what was happening than he’d ever thought possible.

Then it started. He could feel it rising from the depths of his balls. A familiar feeling, but in an unfamiliar setting. On their own his hips began to buck, adding a fucking, sliding to Sandy’s earnest sucking. He couldn’t stop himself. He didn’t want to stop himself.

Then he came: powerfully, determinedly, gloriously. It was a body-shock lighting bolt from the deepest part of his brain to a jet of come that spurted straight into Sandy’s sucking mouth.

Dropping down, unwinding, relaxing, he saw that Sandy’s cock was still hard, still gently nodding with excitement. Sandy was looking up at his face, and he could see that the other man was ready, willing, but just not quite able to join him in release.

Sandy could have asked for help, but Bobby didn’t give him a chance. His hand went to his cock and began to stroke him, give him the help he needed.

As he reached for, as he touched another man’s dick for the first time, what was deeper and more important than anything  else bubbled to he top of his brain and then into his mind. What was happening was important, very important.

It was all a way of saying thank you.

 

He was a fireman; he should have smelled it. But he hadn’t. He was a fireman, he should have felt it. But he hadn’t. He was a fireman, he should have known better. But he hadn’t.

Falling asleep while smoking? He deserved to die.

But he hadn’t.

 

Sandy seemed to be enjoying himself. As Bobby stroked his cock he arched his back up and down, hissed his breathing in and out, whipped his head back and forth.

Bobby wondered whether he was doing it wrong, if he could have been doing it better. But it was only a small worry, a soft and almost quiet one compared to the others ones he’d felt. Sandy’s back was, after all, arching up and down, his breathing was hissing in and out, his head whipping back and forth.

Then there wasn’t any question at all. With a guttural moan, like something a big cat might make, Sandy came. One moment he was simply stroking the other man’s cock, the next Bobby was watching spurts of pearlescent come shoot up and out from it.

It felt good. Not like having his own cock sucked. It was good in a different way, a better way. It felt good for thanking someone who’d saved your life from a fire.

Sandy was breathing slow and easy, the coming having obviously exhausted him. That was good as well. He needed his rest.

But before he left Bobby bent forward and kissed the man who’d busted in his door, risking everything to save his life, on the forehead—just above the bandages that covered Sandy’s ruined eyes.






FIREMAN NICK

Bob Vickery

 

 

 

 

 

Fire makes my dick hard. Something about flames shooting up into the sky and roaring, timbers cracking, buildings caving in under an explosion of sparks and smoke…I can’t begin to tell you how much a scene like that makes me want to squirt a load. If there had been just one little extra twist in my psyche, I could have been a raving pyromaniac, torching buildings and jerking off in some dark alley across the street as they went up in flames. Instead, I’m a decent, law-abiding guy who would never jeopardize anybody’s life or property. It’s just not in me. So my fascination has taken another channel. I’m a fireman.

 

I’m awakened out of my sleep by the loud clanging of the alarms, and I’m fully dressed and sliding down the pole before my mind has even registered that I’m out of bed. This is a three alarmer, a biggie, and I’m raring to go. I’m still a Johnnie, a new guy; I’ve been on the force for a little less than a year, and I’m about to lose my three-alarm cherry tonight. I sit in the tiller seat, tugging  on the rear steering wheel as the engine goes tearing down the city streets with sirens wailing, and all I can think is This sure as hell beats Disneyland.

Even a mile away I can see a glow in the night sky ahead of us, and a little later a huge mushroom cloud, just as if someone had nuked the neighborhood. A few minutes later we come to a screaming halt and leap out of the fire engine. I take in the scene while on a full run. The upper stories of an apartment building are in flames and smoke pours out from the roof in black billows. All of the top-story windows blaze with red light; it’s as if the tenants are all up and throwing a party. The flames roar so loud the sound just rolls over me like waves, and I can feel the heat pound down on me like a concussion. Hot damn, is this a kick in the ass or what! I’m so horny I could hump the first thing on two legs that comes my way!

We look for an empty hydrant to connect to, not an easy task since there are already two other engines ahead of us, hooked up, with their firemen holding on to their hoses and spewing water. The searchlight units are in full operation, and the whole scene looks like a Hollywood set. My partner, Tom, and I put on our breathing apparatus, grab our equipment, and run into the building.

We race up the stairs, shoving past a stream of bewildered tenants clutching blankets and screaming like the damned as they flee toward the lobby. On the sixth floor the smoke pours down the corridor. As prearranged, Tom goes one way, I go the other, busting down doors with our fire axes, making sure all the living units have been evacuated. I swing my ax against the doors like Thor the friggin’ thunder god, and each time I hear the wood splinter, my dick just gets a little harder.

I do this for three separate units with nothing to show for it, they’ve all been vacated. That leaves one more unit at the end of  the corridor. Smoke is pouring down from cracks in the ceiling tiles; the fire must be directly overhead now. If I were playing this by the book, I’d get my ass out of here now; in a couple of minutes the whole damn ceiling is going to come down. But I go ahead and smash the door down in three swings and dive into the apartment.

It’s like diving into black ink. I’m going by feel alone here. Carpet under my feet, a sofa. I must be in the living room. Now I’m on linoleum, this must be the kitchen. I find another door, push into the next room, stumble, and fall. It takes a few seconds before I realize I’ve tripped over a body sprawled on the floor, bedsheets still tangled around the legs. At the same moment I hear a muffled crash as the outside corridor ceiling collapses. There’s no going back now.

The adrenaline is racing through me. I heave the body over my shoulder, stumble across the room until I find the windows, and smash them open with my ax. With the rush of air, the fire flares up, illuminating everything. I get a glimpse of a dangling arm and the naked torso of the body slung around my neck, but I can’t see the face. There’s a fire escape outside and I clamber onto it. I lumber down as best I can, the flames giving me one final goose before I’m below the range of fire. It’s only when I’m in the courtyard itself that I feel safe. I ease the body down, rip my mask off, and by the light of the flames above check out just who the hell I’ve been carrying.

It’s a man, buck naked, either unconscious or dead, I can’t tell. He lies sprawled on his back, unmoving, and it only takes me a second to see he’s not breathing. I check his carotid artery for a pulse and finally find one, weak and fluttering. I drop to my knees, lift his chin up, cover his mouth with mine, and blow hard. His chest rises and falls once. I keep on breathing into his mouth, timing myself, twelve breaths per minute. I take half a  second to look around. I’m in some inner courtyard, completely alone with this guy. Everyone else must be in front, fighting the fire. Where the fuck are the paramedics? I wonder. I can still hear the flames crackling overhead and burning sparks fly all around me. I check to see if the guy’s breathing on his own. He’s not. I continue the resuscitation.

It takes about ten minutes before he finally starts breathing raggedly. He coughs and it’s the most beautiful sound I’ve ever heard. I feel a thrill of excitement. I did it! I think. I brought the motherfucker back to life! I feel like God! The man lies there gasping and wheezing, and for the first time I take the opportunity to really look at him. I’m startled to see how young he is, barely out of his teens. His body is smooth and firm, and as I stare at him in the ruddy light of the fire, all I can think of is how  beautiful he looks.

His breathing is still shallow and erratic. I plant my mouth over his again and continue to breathe life into him. My left hand lies lightly on his chest, above his nipple. Without thinking, I take the nipple between my thumb and forefinger and squeeze, while my tongue slips into his mouth. His body stirs and he bends his left leg up. My hand crosses his chest and tenderly pinches the other nipple. He groans. I look down the length of his body and see his cock is rock hard. “Hallelujah!” I laugh. “He has risen!” I bend over and French him for all I’m worth as my hand slips down and circles his fat, soot-stained cock.

His tongue pushes into my mouth now. “Oh, yeah, Susan” he murmurs. I pull back. His eyes flutter open and he stares with dilated pupils into the night sky. “Susan?” he murmurs again, his voice stronger. I quickly let go of his cock. He turns his head toward me. His eyes focus with difficulty and I can see the jolt of shock pass over his face as he takes me in. “Wha—?” he exclaims, trying to get up.

“Easy,” I murmur, gently pushing him back onto the pavement. “Lie still. I just pulled you out of the fire.” Hopefully he’ll think that everything that just happened was a near-death hallucination. I look up and see Tom in the courtyard entrance, staring at us. God knows how long he’s been there or how much he’s seen.

“Where are the paramedics?” I holler. “This guy needs medical attention now!”

Tom turns his head to the darkness behind him. “Over here!” he shouts. I hear a trample of feet and a team of paramedics bursts into the courtyard. It takes them less than a second to appraise the situation, and it’s only a matter of moments more before they’re carting the man off on a stretcher, an oxygen mask over his mouth.

“Good work, Nick!” one of them calls over to me as they exit the courtyard. “It looks like he’s going to make it!”

I follow them out to the ambulance. There’s a camera crew from a local news station filming us as we approach. As I pass Tom, I nod and grin. He looks back at me, but says nothing, his eyes quizzical. Just how much did he see? I wonder.

 

The first thing I do back in the station house is strip and jump in the shower. Mike and Lenny, two other guys on my team, are already in there, soaped up and scrubbing the soot off. Mike’s good-natured Irish face breaks into a grin as I walk in.

“Hey, it’s the local hero!” he cries out. “The kid’s first three-alarm fire and he hogs all the glory!”

Lenny slaps a soapy hand against my back. “You’re quite the star, Nick, saving that guy’s life. How’re you feeling?”

I give an aw-shucks smile and grunt politely. But the adrenaline is still pumping fast within me. I keep remembering the heat of the flames, the explosion of sparks, me playing dueling  tongues with that hot naked guy in the courtyard. I’m hornier than a motherfucker, is how I’m feeling, Lenny, I think. I look at Mike’s tight, smooth body, his beefy Irish cock crowned by a flaming red pubic bush, and it’s all I can do to keep from dropping to my knees and swallowing it down to the last inch. Lenny turns his back to me as he soaps down his chest. I sneak a glimpse of his perfect, nut-brown ass and wonder what it would feel like to plow it home. I feel my dick growing hard and I have to close my eyes and think of baseball statistics to keep it soft.

Tom walks in and my dick springs back to life immediately. I have to turn my back on all of them and mentally recite “The Wreck of the Hesperus” before my meat behaves itself again. I have always had a hard-on for Tom. He’s such a straight arrow: his dark blond hair is always cut short and per the regulations, his mustache clipped neatly, his uniform always starched and pressed. He is so damn earnest. And yet he’s the sweetest guy in the world, true-blue and serious, rock solid and utterly dependable. Maybe he makes my gonads churn so much because he’s so completely the opposite of me. And of course because he’s fuckin’ gorgeous; with a solid, muscular body; a face off of a recruitment poster; and a fat, meaty dick that is now swinging between his thighs like the bells of Notre Dame.

Lenny turns off his shower and walks out. Mike does the same. Now it’s just me and Tom alone in the fire station shower room at three o’clock in the morning. All of a sudden the atmosphere gets very heavy in here. I sneak a glance at Tom and catch him looking at me. He quickly looks away.

I clear my throat. “Some fire, huh?” I say cheerfully.

Tom shrugs and mumbles something. There’s another awkward moment. I’m not exactly enjoying this, but all this  drama is kind of funny; it’s like a scene from a bad movie. Played naked. At least Tom’s embarrassment gives me the chance to  sneak a few lingering looks at his thick, uncut tool. My gaze quickly shifts up to his face as he turns and confronts me, a troubled look in his beautiful slate gray eyes.

“Nick, I got to clear this up,” he says, his voice ragged. “What the hell were you doing to that guy in the courtyard?”

I give Tom my best poker face. “I believe it’s called mouth-to-mouth resuscitation, Tom,” I say calmly.

“Yeah, right!” Tom snarls. Now this surprises me. I have never seen Tom snarl. I didn’t even know he could snarl.

“Is something upsetting you, Tom?” I ask in the same calm tone. Even though I like Tom, I can’t help baiting him.

“Christ, you must take me for a fucking idiot!” Tom explodes. “I saw what you were doing with that guy! You were practically humping him! What a fucking asshole, unprofessional thing to do!” This from a guy who before tonight I’ve never heard say anything worse than “damn.” Tom’s face is beet red now, and a vein in his forehead is throbbing dangerously. He’s pacing back and forth under the shower. “I ought to fuckin’ turn you in.” His lip curls up into a sneer. “Mr. Hero. Mr. Big Shot. What a joke!”

Old Tom’s got a major hair up his ass about something, I think. I’m finding all this righteous indignation a little hard to believe. I’m not a sadistic guy by nature, but I feel an overwhelming curiosity to push this and see what happens. I stand there looking at Tom with my arms crossed against my chest and let my dick get hard. I give him my nastiest grin. “What’s the matter, Tom?” I leer. “You feeling a little jealous you weren’t in on the action?”

That does the trick all right. “Why you son of a bitch,” Tom growls. He crosses the shower room in three steps with fists cocked and swings at me. I duck but don’t hit back, even though he’s left his right flank exposed for a clear shot. This just enrages Tom more. He throws a body tackle on me, arms wrapped  around my waist, and we both go down on the tile floor. We roll around, the water hissing on us from the shower nozzles above. I swing over on top of him and for an instant I look down full into Tom’s eyes. Instead of the rage I expected, I see fear. And beneath that, something else. Excitement.

Tom pushes me off and wraps his arms around me in a tight bear hug. I’m a strong guy, but I can’t break free and I feel the air being squeezed out of me. Tom’s face is no more than an inch away from mine. I quit struggling. “Come on, fight, you bastard,” Tom snarls. I laugh, a little wheezily, I confess. Tom looks startled, and I quickly take the opportunity to raise my head and plant a big wet kiss full on his lips. His mouth falls open in surprise, and I push my tongue in deep, Frenching him for all I’m worth. Tom tries to pull away, but this time I’m the one who holds on tight. I grind my pelvis against Tom’s and dry-hump his hard belly. The blood sings in my ears. It’s the burning building all over again, the fire and smoke, the rain of sparks, the excitement!

Tom fights hard, and then suddenly he stops. It takes a second for me to realize that he’s kissing me back. His tongue shoves deep into my mouth and his hands are suddenly all over me, sliding along my torso, kneading the flesh. They move down, cup my asscheeks and squeeze hard; I feel his stiff cock thrust urgently against my abdomen.

Tom is just full of surprises tonight, but I’m quick to shift gears. We roll around on the tile floor, our mouths fused together, dry-humping each other like a couple of dogs in heat. I reach down and start stroking Tom’s thick dick; the way it fills my palm promises some hot times ahead. I lift his arm and bury my face into his pit; I feel Tom’s tongue burrow deep into my ear.

Tom straddles my torso and pins my arms down. He looks down at me, panting, the water plastering his hair against his  skull. Without taking his eyes off of my face, he reaches up behind him and turns the shower off. There’s a crazed look in his eyes that probably should make me a little nervous. It doesn’t. Something in Tom is busting out and I’m willing to push this for all it’s worth. He grinds his pelvis against mine and our cocks slap together. I wrap my hand around both of them and stroke them, cock flesh squirming against cock flesh. Tom grins, bends down, and we kiss, long and hard, sucking on each other’s tongues, as we both fuck my fist.

Tom pulls away and sits up straight again; I take the opportunity to really drink him in. My eyes travel down from his handsome face to the muscular, smooth torso, dusted lightly with dark blond hair. His nipples are dark pink and wide; I reach up and brush my thumbs against them, before tweaking them hard. Tom groans. I take in his abs, beautifully chiseled into a sharply defined six-pack, an appendix scar highlighting their perfection. Beneath his dark pubic bush, his dick juts out impressively, red and blood engorged. It’s the first time I’ve seen Tom’s dick hard and I savor the moment. I trace the veins that run up the meaty shaft, see how the knob of his cock head flares out from the uncut foreskin. His ball sac hangs high and tight, the two plump nuts swelling up inside, begging to be licked.

It’s a request I can’t refuse. “Slide down,” I growl, and Tom is only too happy to comply. He squirms down my torso until his knees pin my shoulders, and he drops his balls in my mouth. I give them a good, thorough washing, rolling them around gently with my tongue, sucking on the sac. Tom slaps my face with his dick, rubbing it over my cheeks, my eyes, my nose. I look up and our eyes meet. “Yeah, Nick,” Tom growls. “Suck on those nuts. Get all the soot off.”

A few seconds later, I release his balls; my tongue travels down the hairy, dark path to his asshole. Tom shifts his body  again and sits square on my face. I feel his fleshy asscheeks press down on me, burying my nose and mouth, and my tongue probes the crack until it finds the juicy bunghole. I shove my tongue up against the sphincter and give his ass a good working over. By the way Tom squirms on my face, I can tell he’s just having a grand old time.

Tom lifts his leg and swings his body around. He buries his face in my crotch and starts a feeding frenzy, eating my ass, sucking on my balls, sliding his tongue up and down my dick shaft. There’s a pause and then I feel him take my meat in his mouth and, with exquisite slowness, swallow it down to the base. I give a loud groan that trails off into a deep sigh. For a beginner, this guy is doing a damn good job. I think. He’s a natural. I start pumping my hips, plowing Tom’s mouth with long, quick strokes. Tom’s dick thrusts above me invitingly, and I raise my head and swallow it. We both work each other’s mouths, fucking face enthusiastically, greedily feeding off of each other’s dick.

I work Tom’s dick like the pro that I am. I take it all in, filling my mouth with it, letting my tongue squirm over the meaty shaft. Sucking hard, I slide my lips back up the thick meat, twisting my head from side to side for maximum effect. When my lips reach Tom’s cock head, I roll my tongue around it, and then work my lips down the shaft again, slowly, teasingly, with loud sucking noises. I’m a real pig when it comes to dick; I just can’t get enough of the cock of a handsome man. I feel Tom’s body squirm appreciatively, and it isn’t long before he starts groaning loud enough to bounce echoes off the tile ceiling of the shower room. I just hope the guys in the fire station dorm are sleeping soundly tonight.

Tom reaches up to the soap dispenser and squirts a couple of dollops into the palm of his hand. He pries apart my asscheeks and his finger works my bunghole, slipping in up to the third joint. Sweet Jesus, does that ever feel good! He finger-fucks me  with short, vicious jabs that keep me gasping for more. “I would really like to shove my hard cock up your ass, Nick,” he says earnestly, like he’s asking me to go out to the movies with him.

“Hold that thought, Tom,” I grin. I scramble to my feet and run out into the locker room. There’s a condom machine right by the shower room door. This is not the time to go fumbling for quarters; I give the machine three hard smacks with the heel of my hand, and a condom packet drops out of the slot (a trick I learned my first week on the job). I rush back and toss the condom to Tom. “I take it you know how to use this,” I say.

Tom grins. “Oh, yeah. That’s not a problem.” He rolls the condom down his dick shaft, pushes me onto my back and hoists my legs over his shoulders. I feel his dick head poke a couple of times against my hole and then with slow patience, he works his cock inside of me. I close my eyes and savor the sensation of being filled. When I open them again, his face is right above me, his lips pulled back into something between a snarl and a grin, his eyes fierce. Tom starts pumping his hips hard, punishing my ass with quick, savage strokes, daring me to take it.

Okay, Tom, I think. You want to scrap? Let’s scrap. I wrap my legs tight around his torso and pivot him onto his back. Tom’s face registers surprise. I clamp my ass muscles tight and meet him stroke for stroke, riding his cock like a cowboy on a bucking bronco. Tom gasps with the sudden pleasure. We roll around on the shower floor, wrestling and squirming against each other, hips pumping, bodies joined by Tom’s thick meat hard up my ass. Tom wraps a soapy hand around my dick and slides it up and down. I reach down and twist his nipples hard. We’re in a fierce competition to see who can weaken the other the most by pleasure. We both give as good as we get.

Tom’s lips are open and his eyes are getting glassy. Groans trickle out of his mouth, each time getting a little longer and a  little louder. I loosen and tighten my sphincter as I ride him, quickening my pace, holding on to his muscular torso to steady myself. Tom shows no mercy as he pounds my ass, which is just the way I like it. I reach back behind and fill my hand with his balls. They’re pulled up tight, now, ready to give up their load of creamy jizz. I give them a good squeeze as I slide down Tom’s shaft.

That does the trick. I feel the spasms move through Tom’s body with an almost seismic force and he cries out loudly. I quickly cover his mouth with mine, and kiss him fiercely; this is the only thing that keeps him from waking the whole damn crew up and bringing them into the shower room on a run. Tom’s load gushes out and slams into the condom up my ass. His hand slides slickly up and down my dick and it’s only a matter of seconds before I feel my own body shuddering. I close my eyes and think of burning buildings as I squirt my load, splattering Tom’s face and torso with hot, thick spunk. I collapse on Tom, and after a while I kiss him again, licking my cum off his face. We lie together on the shower floor for a long time, holding each other. Eventually we sneak back to our bunks in the dorm.

 

Later that morning the whole team gathers around the TV and turns on the morning news to see what they say about the fire. There’s a shot of the paramedics wheeling the guy I saved into the ambulance. The newscaster even mentions me by name.

Lenny laughs. “You won’t have any problems getting laid after today, Nicky.”

“You think so?” I ask, grinning. I glance at Tom and waggle my eyebrows. To my amazement, he blushes, but he manages to give a small grin back at me. I turn back to the TV and see another shot of the building up in flames. I can feel my dick getting hard all over again.
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U’m comin’,” Derrick yelled. He sat up on his white leather sofa, staring disoriented at the candy jar filled with chocolate almond kisses, the TV remote, and figurines that decorated his coffee table. Everything was a complete blur until he pushed his glasses up on his face. House was like a sauna. Air conditioner wasn’t working. In dire need of a new thermostat that he had no idea how to install. He had to do something tricky with the switches in the electrical box. He tried, but after ten minutes of running cool central air, it would conk out. He gave up and switched on the ceiling fans—which weren’t doing a bit of damn good. Just swirling hot air about the house. Derrick slipped his sock-clad feet into a pair of worn and tattered sneaks. The sound of the doorbell echoed throughout his house. His faded T-shirt torn at the neck, holes at his nipples, barely hung on his six foot two brown-skinned frame. Derrick twisted the knob and pulled the door open. Three firemen stood before him dressed from head to toenail in retardants sworn to protect them from  the hot licks of a fire’s flames. Derrick didn’t know shit about firemen other than the actors that portrayed them in movies and his favorite TV shows.

“Good afternoon, sir. We received a call from your neighbor here saying that she saw smoke coming from your house.”

Mrs. Rosalie, his nosy hag of a neighbor dressed in a ratty wig and clothes she obviously confiscated while Dumpster-diving, stood behind the three firefighters.

“You all right, Derrick?” she said. Thick traces of smoke infiltrated the rural air.

“Shit, I forgot about th’ leaves burnin’ in th’ back.”

“Sir, relax. The fire’s been taken care of.”

“I musta fell asleep,” said Derrick, as he rubbed sleep from his eyes.

“Do you mind if we come inside and take a look around?”

“It’s just procedure, sir,” they informed him. Derrick stood aside and invited them in.

“I’s okay, Mrs. Rosalie. U’m fine,” he assured her as he closed the door, leaving her standing there looking like a spaceship had just landed in her garden of collard greens. Poor Mrs. Rosalie. Sweet lady, but always in somebody’s business. Woman can’t hold water. Her husband of fifty-three years recently died from Alzheimer’s. Derrick was there for her every day, taking her to the dollar store when she needed.

The firemen three wiped their boots on the pink bathroom rug Derrick had thrown down. They were men with manners. Derrick studied their name patches stitched on their uniform jackets: RUCKMAN, BOOKER, and WELTY.

He was sandwiched between the three as Ruckman and Booker inspected the kitchen, while Welty browsed the den. He quickly noticed the busted thermostat, a piece of burgundy duct tape barely holding it together. Derrick was embarrassed by the  dirty glasses and plates caked with food in the sink. The firemen looked like giants walking through the house. Derrick felt underdressed, like he too should be wearing something coated and protected. When they took off their hats, their hair was wet with sweat from the heat. The summer had been a merciless bitch.

“Ya’ll wan’a beer or some?” Derrick asked.

“We’re on duty,” said Booker.

“How ’bout a glass o’ wata then?”

“Thank you, ’prechate it,” Ruckman said. Derrick took three glasses from the cabinet above the sink and plucked a yellow pitcher from the refrigerator. He hijacked an ice tray from the freezer, popped it to free frozen cubes. Three cubes each the firemen received in their glasses. Derrick gathered them and handed the glasses to Ruckman, Welty, and Booker. They were three of the thirstiest bohunks he had ever laid eyes on. Ruckman, who was the tallest of the three, pressed the cold condensation against his clean-shaven face. Welty looked like it was his first time on the job. Quite the little lamb he was and Booker was a tad older, touches of gray in his sideburns. Derrick’s dick was growing hard as he watched the men drink, their Adam’s apples gyrating as they quenched their thirsts, the ice cubes pressed against their lips when they drained their glasses.

A single drop of water lay humped on Booker’s mustache.

“You really need to get this taken care of,” said Booker. “You could end up with a nasty electrical fire on your hands here.”

“Yeah, I hava ’lectrician comin’ by lata dis week.”

“So you live here by yourself?” asked Ruckman.

“Yeah, jus’ me.”

Derrick’s partner, Leroy, had left when he found out that Derrick was messing around on him with his best friend. A nasty split it was. Leroy moved back to Alabama where he took a job as a librarian at one of the universities. Derrick tried to  patch things up with cards and flowers, expressing how sorry he was in every one, but his infidelity ran rampant, stomping their twenty-two-year relationship in the dirt for good. Derrick was still very tender over the split. Even though Leroy was gone, he still loved him.

“So all this is yours?” asked Welty.

“Every brick. Well, i’s my folk’s place actually. They moved t’ A’lan’a. Lef’ everything t’ me.”

“Hey, where’s your bathroom?” Welty asked.

“Through here, lemme show you.” Suddenly, without warning, Welty grabbed Derrick from behind, pressing his glove-covered hand over his mouth to keep him from screaming. Derrick struggled, but Welty’s grip was like the arm of a bulldozer over his mouth. Derrick’s glasses fell off in the fight, crashing to the wooden floor and causing a lens to crack and loosen from the frames.

“Get his legs,” Ruckman said. Booker lifted them, tucking them under his arm like a bag of deli bread. Ruckman led the way to the bedroom. Derrick continued struggling, desperate to free himself from the firemens’ grip.

“Did you lock the door?” Booker asked Welty. “Don’t want that old bitch nosing around.”

“Yeah, it’s cool” he said. Ruckman pushed open the bedroom door. They tossed Derrick on the bed, on a cloud of tousled sheets.

“Damn boy, you heavy,” Welty said. Welty hadn’t always wanted to be a fireman. Had desired to be a lawyer, but after his third attempt to pass the bar, he gave up, and directed his attention to something else. His daddy and his daddy before him were fighters of the flame and both of them perished by it. Welty’s mother was dead set against his decision out of fear that he would meet the same fate as his daddy and granddaddy. He  passed all the exams as well as basic training with flying colors. When the captain of the 21st Station found out who Welty’s father was, he hired him straight out of the academy. Guys at the station busted his balls his first couple of months, but he soon became one of them after rescuing a kid out of a seventeen-story apartment building. The news of his heroism made the TV and papers. Big Bend Fireman Saves Child from Apartment Blaze.

Ruckman grabbed hold of Derrick’s ankle, pulling across the king-sized bed like he was some raggedy toy. Without warning, Derrick rose up and punched Ruckman. Booker and Welty held him down.

“You hit like a bitch,” he said, as he rubbed at his chin. “Get something to tie him up.” Booker checked the closet, rummaging through Derrick’s belongs like a thief, pulling his things from shelves. He stumbled around in the mess he made on the floor and set his eyes on a pair of leather cuffs.

“How about these?” he laughed, twirling them around a gloved index finger.

“Whoa, kinky,” Welty laughed. Derrick squirmed like a worm under his grip.

“What are you doin’ with those, boy?” Ruckman wanted to know. All that tumbled from Derrick’s mouth were swear words; talk of what he would do to the rogue firemen. Booker pulled one of the belts that were slumped over a wire hanger. He threw it to Ruckman to bind his ankles while Welty took the cuffs and locked his wrists around the neck of the bedposts. Derrick cursed them with “damns” and “fuck yous.” Booker took a dirty sock that was lying on the floor and stuffed Derrick’s mouth with the gray ball of rank-smelling cotton. With all the struggling, Derrick wasn’t aware that his dick was showing itself through the opening of his tight whites. He was too afraid to be hard.

“His shit’s out,” Welty laughed. The three firemen started to  get out of their heavy fire retardants. The stench of sweat and toe jam filled Derrick’s bedroom. Booker made the first move, running his hands along Derrick’s legs and up his thighs until he got to the thin, white material that covered his genitals and ass. Booker started to finger the head of Derrick’s soft dick as Ruckman and Welty watched, mashing at their own tents.

Booker was the silver wolf of the trio. Been on the job longer than both Welty and Ruckman. The guys at the station teased him about being on before water hoses and fire hydrants were thought up. He had a four-bedroom house in Buck Lake with a wife he’d been married to for forty-three years. Kids out and grown, with children of their own even. Of course his family never knew about his down-low life. He had the perfect excuse: fighting blazes, putting out downtown Tallahassee infernos. Wouldn’t come home sometimes until seven, eight in the morning. In an old shack in the backyard was where his secrets were padlocked away from everyone he knew. Vintage gay porno mags and videos stacked neatly in cardboard boxes. He would sneak off to that shack that was barely standing, when he was good and horned up, when the wife was at work, and have the occasional jack-off fest. Booker kept things simple. The guys he would meet at some of the local watering holes and sex clubs, he never took back to his place. Hated the idea of doing anything with them in the living room he’d given his kids piggyback rides in, the bed he and his wife shared. It was always the trade’s place or no place at all. Booker played the tough guy plenty on the job, but bottomed for any bruiser that shook his dick in his direction. A trailer hitch-round asshole for sure.

Booker slid his hand under Derrick’s ass and started to lick seductively at the head of his dick. Derrick stared to the ceiling fan above him as it twirled in a blur. His dick started to harden, his dickhead shone under the light from the ceiling fan. His move  was the signal Ruckman and Welty were waiting for. None of the men bothered getting out of the rest of their clothes. They unzipped their retardants, yanking their dicks through their zippers. Ruckman’s cock was hung with a thin sheath of foreskin that uncovered a moist dick head every time he pulled it back. Welty’s piece was funny looking, curving off awkwardly instead of hanging or sticking straight out. They climbed on top of the bed, one on each side. The mattress succumbed to their weight.

“If we take out the sock you better not holler,” said Ruckman. Derrick bobbed his head yes. When the fireman uncorked the balled sock from his mouth, a web of droll stretched from the cotton to his lips. Derrick slid the rug of his tongue across his parched lips. His dick swam in a mouth of Booker’s spit as the older man blew Derrick.

“Open up for me,” Ruckman said, running the head of his dick across Derrick’s mouth. Both he and Welty were anxious. Derrick did what was asked of him.

“Wider,” said Welty. They looked to each other with shit-eating grins across their mugs. His mouth was only big enough for their dickheads to fit, so Welty pulled away to give Ruckman room. Derrick turned his head to Ruckman’s crotch with the view of a black pubic nest. He held Ruckman’s cock in his mouth as he ran the firefighter’s stuff past his lips and it hit against the soft, pink walls of his mouth.

“Yeah, gag, bitch,” said Welty. “Come on, over here.” He turned Derrick’s head steady over to his side, needing the attention his cock deserved. Ruckman’s plopped out in the process, all wet and sticky.

Ruckman had started out as a volunteer fireman. Was told that it was the quickest way to get his boot in the door, that it was all about who you know. He wanted Station 21 particularly  due to all the hot guys, most of whom he had by now fucked or sucked off, after only being on the job for seven months. He was partly responsible for turning Welty out after meeting Booker at a bar and Welty at a famous cruise spot on Springhill Road. He and Booker often messed around long before Welty joined the fold. The three of them had become inseparable, but were careful not to bring any unwanted attention to themselves from fellow firefighters.

Booker veered around facing them, wedged between Derrick’s thighs. He ripped off his underwear, throwing the loose pieces to the floor. Booker cocked Derrick’s legs on top of his shoulders, causing his asshole to gape. He held out his hand and spat into his palm. It wasn’t the right time to scavenge for lotion or some messy oil. He slathered his syrupy saliva on his dick and drove it slowly into Derrick’s butt. Ruckman and Booker studied his expression as Booker drove his length in. The firefighters kept switching off, pulling at Derrick, and using his mouth like a depository. Derrick stopped putting up a fight. Besides, the last time he’d gotten laid was with Cleveland, only one of the dudes he’d two-timed Leroy for. Derrick pulled at his cuffs as he struggled to get more of Ruckman’s dick in his mouth.

“Didn’t think he would come around,” said Welty.

“As if he had a choice,” said Ruckman. He slid inches more of himself into Derrick, as did Booker. It wasn’t long before Welty came, shooting off on Derrick’s face, missing his eyes by an inch. He smeared his fingers into his own spunk and traced it along Derrick’s face, working it into his mouth. He wiped the excess semen on the covers before he stooped to his chest to tongue his right nipple. Ruckman straddled himself over Derrick allowing him the position he needed to work Derrick’s mouth proper. He held his head up from behind as he worked him through. He strained to Welty’s teeth, his hand choking his dick like a  chicken’s neck. Ruckman pulled out seconds before he squirted on his face, in his hair. Derrick shut his eyes tightly as he lapped up the fireman’s white fire. Booker was the last of the trio. They cheered him on as he fucked Derrick, spat dirty words like sailors. The closer he came, the redder his face grew. He pulled out of Derrick’s ass and came on Derrick’s dick and balls. Derrick was dirty with semen. Ruckman, Booker, and Welty started to get dressed.

“No need to get up. We’ll show ourselves out,” Ruckman smiled. Derrick lay there and waited to hear the door being shut behind them before he got up to check to see if they had gone.
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