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Funds To Be Raised for Bridge Repairs; Firefighters Band Together for Charity Calendar

Special Report by Kent Crandall

White Pine, NY. After a grueling winter that saw White Pine buried under mounds of snow and battered by numerous storms, the Adirondack region is finally due for more seasonal weather. Not only has warmth returned to the mountains, but it’s also going to get a lot hotter, courtesy of the men of the White Pine Fire Department.

“It’s for charity, the only ones who benefit from this are the people who buy the calendar and/or cross over the Paddy Rodgers Memorial Bridge. In White Pine, that encompasses everybody,” said Chief Devon O’Connell, referencing the calendar he and his fellow firemen will be posing for. To help fill out twelve months, a few men from nearby Honor Hills will join in. Proceeds are going toward repairs of the steel expanse that links the two villages.

When asked which of his crew of studly firefighters would be taking their shirts off and posing for the calendar, the Chief was noticeably evasive. “I know I’m January, leading the troops, but that’s all I can say. We’ve got a few surprises up our sleeves, but all else I’ll say is that it’s the ideal way to honor a great man. Paddy Rodgers was the heart of this town. It’s one thing to name the bridge after him, it’s another to maintain its upkeep.”

The record snowfall and high winds that swooped through the mountains has contributed to the serious erosion to the carriage of the sixty-year-old trestle, once named the Memorial Bridge but renamed last year in honor of the fire chief who died in the line of duty. At one time, his son Trent was a member of the brotherhood, until leaving town. Could he be making a return for a good cause?

“Trent thinks it’s a wonderful and worthwhile project, so he told me during our last phone call,” spoke Trudy Rodgers, mother and widow. “I’m sure he would participate if he could but he and Angel are currently working that deadly brush fire out in Arizona as part of a massive team of dedicated firemen.” Angel Montero, who briefly worked for the department, is Trent’s lover.

As speculation builds about other participants, this reporter, who has covered the bravery and off-duty antics of this fire department for years, has a few insights. No doubt young stud Austin Walker will be among them, as will Nick Lynch, the handsome firefighter who came to White Pine last fall. Will the chief’s son, Tucker, formerly of the rock duo Tuck & Tumble, help out? And who among those at Honor Hills will make the cut? Surely Chief Alex Silva will be among them, as will his burly son, Joey, a one-time interim chief here in town.

Coming to White Pine to photograph these men will be celebrated international photojournalist Ellis Van Pelt, who has had photography shows in both New York and L.A, as well as on the continent. When reached for comment about why he would take on a project in such a remote part of the state, he answered, “It’s for a good cause. And because Tucker asked me.”

Digging deeper, this reporter went to Tucker O’Connell himself for an explanation. “I knew Ellis during my singing career in L.A. He’s an extremely generous man, both with his time and his talent. We are fortunate he is coming to White Pine.” Could there be more to this subplot neither man is revealing? Does Tucker’s lover, Austin, have to put out another fire?

Stay tuned to the Gazette for updates on what will prove to be a hot time. The location of the photo shoot has not been revealed, so we will all have to wait until the calendar goes on sale. Have you pre-ordered? This reporter has, because nothing says sexy like a bunch of shirtless firemen, and that’s the burning truth.

* * * *
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Part 1: The Lies They Tell

Chapter 1
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Trent

He stole a sideways glance at the man behind the wheel of the sleek black Porsche and his heart fluttered. He couldn’t believe how much in love he was, fully, madly, deeply, with their future filled with as much promise of this spring day, where nature bloomed and the jagged mountains of the Adirondacks stretched teasingly toward an azure sky. Twenty-seven year old white blond haired Trent Rodgers felt like he, too, could touch the sky, thinking there was nothing he couldn’t accomplish as long as this sexy, virile, cologne-scented specimen of a man was at his side.

“Stop staring at me,” Angel Montero said.

“Why? You’re beautiful.”

“Just keep your eyes on the road.”

“You’re the one driving, which means I get to simply appreciate the scenery.”

“Good, then look at the world around you. It’s lovely country.”

“I know that, I grew up here. Which means I know what it looks like.”

“You also know what I look like, in both the light of day and under cover of darkness.”

Trent felt his crotch thicken at the mere mention of the nighttime. It was when Angel was at his sexiest, his heavy beard coated with dark stubble from the long day. He was also surprisingly tender as they curled up under the covers. Most nights, he made Trent feel alive when his hard cock thrust inside his lover. Not that they were averse to sharing their insatiable affections during waking hours, but at night there lay the sense that only they existed in this world. When a sweaty, hairy Angel reached the rush of climax, Trent could almost feel the spin of the earth, as though it were shifting on its axis just for him. If they weren’t on a self-imposed deadline, Trent might suggest they pull over at one of the rest stops and seek some privacy within the deep woods. He had the overwhelming urge to suck his Angel dry.

“Later,” Angel said, as though reading his mind. “For now, your mother awaits us.”

Nothing killed sexual desire more than the mention of a parent. Still, Trent begged to differ. “She doesn’t even know we’re coming to White Pine.”

“I’m sure she does, she’s a mother and so that means she’s got intuition about her kid.”

“Angel Montero, did you phone her and tell her we were coming?”

He shook his head, and even though his dark eyes were hidden behind slick shades, Trent knew the man he loved was telling the truth. So he settled back in his seat as the car zoomed on wicked curves that took them further up the mountain. A road sign indicated they were within three miles of the Village of Honor Hills, which meant White Pine, his home for the first twenty-six years of his life, a memory for the past year, neared.

All around them nature had come alive after the brutal winter, the trees alive with expectant buds, the exposed rocks that formed a wall on either side of the road gleaming with the sheen of a just passed rain, baking now in the sun. The Adirondacks of Upstate New York certainly saw their fair share of snow and ice during what for most would be considered an endless winter, but when the warmer temperatures clung and the stifling hot summer months loomed, experience had taught Trent there was no nicer region in the world.

It was hard to wrap his mind around, but he was finally headed home.

He and Angel had left town last year after realizing their love for each other. Angel was a man who preferred a transient life, shuffling from job to job, one fire station to another, set on seeing the United States one village at a time, one road at a time. For Trent, still reeling from the fiery, tragic death of his father, Fire Chief Paddy Rodgers, convincing him to join Angel on his adventure had been as simple as asking him. Their passion had been in its infancy, the road not the only part of their lives to explore. Since then, they’d seen much, loved much, worked, lived, cruising the back roads of the country in this sexy Porsche, making continual love at roadside motels and guest houses and in the showers at whatever fire station happened to employ them. But circumstance had brought Trent back home to White Pine, and he was forever grateful not to be doing it alone.

Trudy Rodgers, his mother, was in the hospital.

“You’re nervous,” Angel said.

Trent stared forward, his blue eyes hidden behind sunglasses. While the harsh glare from the sun was strong and the sky was deep blue, the temperatures were only in the low fifties, not warm enough to take the roof down on the sporty vehicle. How Trent had loved when they rode the currents of the wind, caution not the only thing thrown to it. Angel was right, it was his nerves that traveled with him, because as much as he had come to deal with not having his father in his life, the idea of losing his mother, too—he had no siblings—left Trent adrift.

“You know me so well,” Trent said.

“Look, Trent, she just took a fall—she’s going to be fine. Not like she’s...sick.”

Trent nodded, thinking about that morning in Arizona when his mother called. She didn’t sound like herself, her voice was groggy, as though she were speaking through a cloth. Turned out it was a result of the painkillers the doctors at White Pine Medical Center had given her. She then explained she had taken a spill on a patch of black ice in her driveway and gone down hard, which left her with a broken leg and a mild concussion.

It had taken less than a minute for Trent to decide they were headed back to White Pine, and now here they were, a week later, just about to cross over the iron expanse of the Paddy Rodgers Memorial Bridge, named in honor of his late father. The irony didn’t escape him that to return home and embrace his mother he first had to reopen the wound of his father’s passing, and his own responsibility in causing it. Of course most of his co-workers and friends had assured him there was nothing different he could have done. The deadly fire at the Lucky Scent factory would have also claimed Trent had Paddy not acted as he had. Life was fragile, tenuous, and manmade, not unlike the scenic bridge. As the Porsche soared toward the entrance of the bridge, he could see the metal trestle rusted orange in places, noticed the tarmac was pockmarked and bumpy. It could do with a few repairs.

“Ready?” Angel asked.

Even had Trent said no, there was no stopping them as the car shot forth across the wide expanse, the canyon below opening to them, the waters of the Iroquois River flowing more than two hundred feet down. It was a breath-taking sight and Trent found his heart thrumming with familiar excitement. Damn but it was good to be home, and in seconds, he was, the road sign for White Pine announcing their arrival within the isolated village. They drove past Sally’s Dive, the Highway 50 Motel, and Shiner’s Diner, all White Pine staples. Trent directed Angel along the streets until they reached the block-like structure known as the medical center. Not quite a hospital, but for the needs of this little village, it did in a pinch.

Angel slid into an available parking slot and the two men unfolded themselves from the tight confines of the compact car. Angel was six foot, Trent just an inch shorter, but both men were built from solid frames, their jobs as firemen keeping them in top shape, and as such they were grateful after the long drive today to finally be able to get out and stretch.

Trent started toward the main entrance, Angel hovering back against the trunk of the car, the sun glinting off the windshield. He looked ready to tan himself, not that he needed it with his dark, mocha-colored skin. With a sharp intake of breath, Trent still couldn’t believe this sexy man was the center of his life. But he was, and if so, why then was he hanging back?

“Aren’t you coming with me?”

“You say hello first, I’ll come up in a few minutes.”

Trent walked back across the lot, sliding his hand into Angel’s. He tightened his hold, as though he were never intending to let go. Figuratively, he wasn’t. With his other hand, he set it on Angel’s shoulder, rubbing it up and down his lover’s muscled arm. Trent leaned in and kissed him, the taste of his dark goatee like chocolate, but that’s because they had stopped for a snack about an hour ago. Licking at his lips, Trent smiled.

“Yum, Snickers really does satisfy,” he said.

Angel slipped a wandering hand down and stroked Trent’s crotch until it began to grow hard inside his jeans. Neither man cared at the moment who witnessed what, but fortunately at two in the afternoon on this sunlit spring day there wasn’t much activity in the parking lot. “I’ll show you what true satisfaction is.”

“You always do,” Trent said, “but not now. Last thing I need is to walk into my mother’s room with a raging hard-on. All I want coming with me is you.”

“You sure?” Angel asked, a smile crossing his lips.

“Never more,” Trent said.

It was an exchange they had come to use whenever one of them doubted the words of the other, code to let them know there was no more debate. So Trent headed back toward the main entrance, Angel at his side. At the admissions desk they asked about Trudy Rodgers and were directed to the third floor, Room 312. Trent thanked the woman behind the desk, surprised he hadn’t recognized her. Had he been gone that long, or did White Pine change that quickly? It seemed unlikely, but if he could go through a major life change, he supposed it was inevitable the place he’d once called home could move on, too.

Did that include his mother? He feared she would look...old, fragile.

Only one way to find out, his mind nagged him, and so they headed into the elevator and quickly made their way to the third floor and eventually his mother’s room. The door was open but he knocked anyway, since the television was on, the sound loud. Was his mother’s hearing going as well? He steeled himself for what he was about to see, squeezing Angel’s hand again as he did.

“Just go, I’ll be right behind you.”

Trent didn’t argue this time. He knocked again, and then entered.

“Hi, Ma,” he said, peering around the corner of the room.

The older woman in the bed had been staring at the television, some mindless talk show, and when she turned it was like years melted away from her wrinkled face, the smile gracing her features just as Trent had pictured, remembered. Her right leg being locked in traction, keeping her immobile had not been part of the image.

“Trent...” she said. “I knew you’d show your face sooner rather than later.”

Behind him, Trent felt Angel’s presence. “Told you she’d know. Mother’s intuition.”

“And my Angel,” she said, her smile widening even further. “Oh thank the good Lord, my boys are home.”

* * * *
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Indeed, the boys were home, at the house Trent had lived in most of his life.

Two hours of playing catch-up with Trudy Rodgers had passed quickly, resulting in her exhaustion, so much so she drifted off in mid-conversation, leaving Trent and Angel realizing they’d overstayed their welcome on this first day. There were plenty of aimless days ahead, so they kissed her forehead and retreated, ending up back at the house on Cedar Street.

His mother had been in the hospital for ten days so far, so the house held a musty, closed-off odor to it. Trent opened all the windows on the main floor and allowed a cross-current of fresh mountain air to sweep out the cobwebs. Angel went to the kitchen, where he grabbed two beers from the fridge and as they took their first sip, the chilled brew refreshed their own tired selves.

“Long day,” Angel said, dropping to the sofa.

“Long drive,” Trent added.

It had been. A week ago they had been battling a brush fire that threatened to scar hundreds of acres of protected government forest, and now they were within shouting distance of the snow-topped peaks of the Adirondacks. They had driven for days across the country, stopping only for meals and to rest at night at motels of questionable repute, some nights so tired from being in the car all day they couldn’t even muster up their usual passions. Since meeting, Trent and Angel had been nearly inseparable, both in their chosen profession as firefighters and as lustful lovers, who, with just one sexy look, could render the other weak in the knees and with only one way to satiate the heat they felt.

In fact, Angel was tossing him one of those come-hither looks now, the tip of the beer bottle at his lips as suggestive as a blowjob. Trent looked around, not sure why. Not like his mother was expected home, nor could she get here even if she tried. They had the place to themselves, with Trent right now recalling the promise Angel had made in the parking lot, his cock remembering Angel’s touch, Angel’s heat. Trent set down the beer bottle and sat upon Angel’s lap, kissing him hard, digging beneath the cushions to cup the man’s tight ass. Angel rose from the sofa, lifting his lover at the same time, his muscular arms barely straining as he pushed Trent up against the wall. He thrust his crotch into Trent’s, grinding hard against the man.

“You want me?” he asked.

“Fuck, yeah, always.”

Angel kissed Trent back, the scrape of his goatee sending electric waves through Trent’s body. Angel’s hungry tongue slid between Trent’s lips, parting them, exploring. Trent felt that heat, felt waves of desire wash over him, and with an uncontrollable urge, he whispered into Angel’s ear, “Let me suck you.”

Angel eased him down, letting Trent drop down to his knees on the plush blue carpet, his eyes level with the bulge inside Angel’s slacks. He leaned in and licked at the material, his lips forming around where the tip was pressing for escape. And escape it did soon enough, as Trent unzipped his pants, sliding them down around dark, hairy legs. Trent could see Angel’s pulsing, thick cock leaking pre-come already.

“Wow, someone’s horny,” Trent said.

Angel’s answer took the form of action, as he grabbed hold of his thick shaft and pushed it into Trent’s mouth, so far his thick nest of pubes tickled at Trent’s nose. Trent gagged at how quickly, deeply the hard cock penetrated him, but he soon adjusted, as he always did, slurping at the shaft, his tongue toying with the leaking tip. Trent loved how Angel tasted, both his early sweetness and the gooey come he often let slide down Trent’s throat.

“That’s it, baby, suck my cock,” Angel begged, his breath coming in short waves.

Trent knew what that meant. He was getting ready to blow.

Something had Angel completely turned on, more so than usual, and he began to thrust his hips hard at Trent, fucking Trent’s face with a building intensity. Trent took each thrust with his usual willingness, digging his nails into the flesh of Angel’s hard ass, an action that only served to fuel Angel’s hips further. Hard, fast thrusts continued their assault until finally Angel cried out and his load shot forth from a tip that grew thick with heat. Trent felt the first shot hit the roof of his mouth, a second, a third, and he drank his lover’s seed down, quenching his desire the way the beer had quenched his thirst.

As Angel pulled out his spent cock, Trent fell back against the carpet, staring upwards.

He could see the underside of the shaft, still erect, the skin stretched. His furry balls were tight from the explosion.

“Wow, that was hot,” Trent said.

“You made me come so fast,” Angel said.

Trent looked down, saw the wet stain at the crotch of his jeans. “Yeah, back at ya.”

Angel smiled, knowing he had that effect on Trent. “So, now what?”

“Now, we don’t worry about coming, we just indulge.”

Angel smiled at the idea of what came next. They’d both achieved climax, so the next release might take a bit of time and friction to create. Neither of them minded such dedication, and at the moment time was on their side.

“Take me in my room,” Trent said.

“Later,” Angel said, “let’s take advantage of the situation. I want to fuck you so hard in every room of the house you grew up in.”

Things had changed in White Pine. Never before had Trent had sex in his own house.

But life moves, it advances, new discoveries are made. He lay on his back, his legs lifted in the air, he newly naked, Angel, too, and as his lover hovered above him, he felt that first pierce of that thick hard cock at his hole. Trent stared up at his lover, at his sexy grin, the swath of dark hair that covered his chest, the nipples striving for attention beneath that fur, and he nodded. Just then Angel’s sheathed cock slid inside him, slowly, easily, like a perfect fit, and wasn’t it, hadn’t Trent felt from the first moment Angel had entered him how ideal their lovemaking was.

“Oh, Angel...my love, fuck me now.”

He did, one thrust leading to another, his passion building. Trent grabbed his cock, held its throbbing shaft as Angel’s hips pounded hard against him. Flesh slapped against flesh, cries of desire cascaded out of them, filling the room. Angel grunted, once, twice, and thrust even harder when Trent dug his fingers into the blanket of hair on Angel’s chest. Trent rode out waves of fiery flames, reveling in Angel’s delicious furriness, taking each hard thrust of his pulsing cock. Angel was by far the best, the sexiest, certainly the hairiest, of lovers Trent had ever had.

“Yeah, yeah...harder...oh, Angel, fuck me, baby...”

Angel didn’t need direction, he didn’t need encouragement. He went at Trent’s ass with a zeal matched only by Trent’s begging. They dug at each other’s bodies, Trent pulling him in tight and grabbing at his back. It was smooth, muscular, so much he could feel each move of flesh, each rhythmic beat. His heart beat wildly, knowing orgasm was inevitable. Trent could hear climax in Angel’s breath, too, pent-up desire reaching its natural conclusion, and Trent urged it on, urging Angel to fuck with all his might.

Angel pounded Trent, shoving his hard cock as deep as he could. Trent cried out.

And then he felt his cock explode, white hot come shooting out and sticking to the hair of Angel’s taut belly. He milked his cock, letting each drop seep out, all while Angel continued to thrust at him, hard, fast, with an urgency that could not be denied. Finally, Angel’s body went slack and then he thrust once more and the friction that had built up inside him finally gave way. An explosion rocked through him, Trent feeling every expanse of the cock’s tip, every shot of come as it splattered within Trent. Angel pumped, and pumped again, draining himself into Trent, and at last his body grew quiet, the only sound in the room Angel’s struggle for breath.

At last he pulled out and his body fell against the carpet.

Trent slid in next to Angel, his hands getting lost in the dark thicket on Angel’s chest. He would never tire of the lushness of dense fur, and lucky for him he wouldn’t ever have the chance. His furry Angel was his for life.

“You haven’t fucked me like that...I don’t know, in a while. It was fantastic.”

“Something about being back here, I guess. In the place I met the man I love.”

Trent kissed him, and when he pulled back, he saw something in Angel’s eyes. A faraway look that maybe he was regretting having given up his pursuit of the open road. Even if White Pine was where they began their journey, it wasn’t supposed to lead them back here.

“Something wrong?”

“I was just wondering,” Angel said.

Trent propped himself up on his elbow, curious. “About what?”

“Your mother,” he said.

“Really, you fuck me so hard my ass is going to be sore for days, and that’s what you’re thinking about?”

Angel paused, his dark eyes dim in the fading light of day, as though considering whether to give voice to where his mind had already gone. Whether there was light where he’d gone.

“I was just wondering, with all we talked about with your mother at the hospital, why you didn’t tell her the real reason we’ve come back to White Pine.”

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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Austin

A split-second decision was the difference between a good day, a bad day, and potentially, your last day. For blond-haired, five nine Austin Walker, watching through the protective shade of his helmet as the fierce fire raged, uncertainty reigned about whether someone could still be inside the burning structure. His mind raced with possibilities. Should he run inside, or should he assess the situation further and possibly risk losing a life? He was the closest of the firefighters to the abandoned house, his hands wrapped around the cold nozzle of the hose as it shot forth its foamy spray.

He thought he could hear a man’s scream, feral, trapped, soon to be incinerated to ash.

Calling over Dicky Tenders, he handed over the hose and let instinct guide him.

“Austin, where the hell are you going?”

“Someone’s in there,” he said.

“No way, no one’s called this dump a home in years.”

“Still, that doesn’t mean someone’s not trapped in there, a transient...”

Standing so close to the house as the heat rose and smoke threatened to consume them, made Austin realize he had to act fast or act not at all. He surged forward across the brown lawn toward the main door, its frame a burned, hollowed-out shell, but that made his entry that much easier. Weighed down by his heavy gear, breathing through an oxygen tank, Austin raced inside the burning house, taking a quick listen and hearing only the crackling of diseased wood. This place had always been a fire trap, located on the outer reaches of the northern edge of White Pine, a dilapidated old place that should have been torn down years ago. The town council had never gotten around to it, and now here was the result, an intense inferno of flames. What man couldn’t destroy, fire always could.

Austin figured he had five minutes at best to find his prey.

It was four-thirty on a Tuesday afternoon in early April when the call had come in. He and Dicky and Chief O’Connell and a few of the newer volunteers had answered it, donning their gear and racing their gleaming fire engine into the mountainous countryside to do battle with their familiar nemesis. When they arrived, they realized it was a lost cause, but they needed to contain the fire before the wind could take hold of the dancing flames and whisk them into the surrounding woods. So far, the stalwart men of the White Pine Fire Department had done their job by creating a rim of water and foam around the perimeter of the house, keeping the flames at bay. Water continued to douse the creaky house, droplets of which Austin could feel falling on him even from the inside. The hot flames had created holes in the roof that neglect hadn’t already taken care of.

“Hello, is anyone in here?” he asked.

His echo was all he heard back.

Damn, had he been imagining voices when back outside? What had possessed him to rush into the eye of the fire, defying Dicky, not that he was his superior but still Dicky had been at this firefighting business far longer and he was less prone to taking risks. Austin was young, cocky, a foolish sense of bravery not yet tested by the inherent dangers of the job. This could be his moment.

He stole a look upwards and saw a ceiling beam become engulfed with flames, and he stepped back just as it came crashing to the charred floor. He would have wiped his brow had he been able to, but his gloved hand was blocked by his helmet; his face would have to endure the warm trickles of sweat that slid down his cheeks. He thought to turn around and get the hell out, but that’s when he heard that cry again.

“Help...”

He had sensed it, that instinctual fear of not doing anything to help someone survive had sent tingling pricks throughout his body. There was someone in here, and obviously whoever it was he was unable to get out. Was the voice that of a man, or woman? His mind tried to rewind so he could hear the plea once again. Turned out he didn’t need to.

“Help...”

He spun around, thinking the sound had come from his right. His eyes narrowed, trying to focus through the billowing, black smoke. Stepping over the crushed, crackling beam that had nearly fallen on him, he edged ever closer, the light on his helmet cutting through smoke. Did he see something or were his eyes playing tricks on him? No, his ears hadn’t failed him, why would his other senses choose now to betray him? In the beam he saw a foot...or perhaps a hand. He had seen flesh, he was sure of that. So he moved in closer, crouching low where the smoke wasn’t as thick.

He found another fallen ceiling beam, alive with orange embers, and that’s when he saw underneath it a long figure trapped, unmoving, but still able to speak. It was a man, and he cried out, perhaps from pain, or maybe just his way to ensure someone found him. Austin approached, removed his mask and fed the man a shot of oxygen. The man had a free hand, and was able to use it to keep the mask secure over his mouth while Austin busied himself with lifting the beam. He moved it, and a wail of pain filled the room.

“Sorry, I’ll get you out...it may hurt for a second.”

He grabbed the wood beam again, wrapping his thick hands around it, lifting it off the man with all his strength. Flames flickered at his gloves, but he pushed past the rush of heat at his fingertips, and emitting a loud grunt that reminded him of sexual release, he thrust the beam forward, hearing it crash beside them. Smoke
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