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WATCHING THINGS REALLY HEAT
UP

 


THE FIRE IS OUT OF CONTROL AND I DON'T
MEAN THE ONE IN FRONT OF ME.

My pants have tightened somewhat it
would seem. The main point of tension seems to be the center. It's
an odd sensation to feel the denim pull around it as things become
a whole lot less comfortable downstairs considering the
situation.

"I'm sorry, sir. We couldn't save
it."

I nod sadly but secretly aren't that
annoyed. My apartment is fine; my treadmill, which I was using at
the time, is not.

The tall, handsome man from the city
fire department who is supervising the extraction of the burnt up
piece of plastic and steel through the front window of my second
story place is probably the sexiest man I have ever met recently.
He's wearing a tight blue t-shirt with the fire department logo on
the left breast side which is clinging to his huge muscular arms in
a way that makes me think of doing things that could well turn that
fire 'downstairs' into a full blown blaze.

"Will you be alright if I leave you
here for a moment? I have to check on a few things."

I nod again and watch him go. His back
is wide and has a v-shape that is making even my 60 year old
landlady stare in enjoyment. I have always had a thing for strong
jawed blonds and this man is exactly my type.

He disappears into the front lobby and
I turn my eyes to the trouble coming my way. Her name is Helena and
she is a nice lady, but having a fire in the small six story
building she owns is very likely to bring out the harsh side of her
that I have yet to see.

"So what were you doing to make it like
that?" she asks, pointing to the hunk of plastic being pulled out
of the window by a few men with the fire truck’s mini
crane.

"Sprinting."

"To what? That thing is
toast."

I don't want to tell her that I was
watching porn as I was running because I heard that it helps build
muscle - a bit of a hobby for me as I'm slim but want to put on a
bit of size to impress the boys.

"90s disco."

Her left eyebrow twitches. Even I don't
believe that a guy like me listens to that stuff.

She opens her mouth, but a sound from
the apartment above makes me look up. Everyone in the area has the
exact same expression on their face.

"Ah, looks like they turned on the
power again," a fireman nearby says, sounding a little
amused.

"That doesn't sound like 90s disco
music, John..."

I only nod and try not to go bright
red. The tall fireman comes to the window.

"Hey, how do I turn this off?" he
shouts to me.

Everyone turns my way.

"Red button on the left," I call
back.

I think right now I'm redder than the
button. Helena actually puts a hand on my shoulder in sympathy. It
hasn't been a great day.


FIRE DEPARTMENT

 


I STUMBLE INTO THE PLACE ABOUT
7PM.

Helena took pity on me after the porn
thing and offered to share a bottle of wine. We agreed on payment
for the damages, which weren't that bad, and everything was back to
normal. Now I only have to sign a few forms here and it'll be over.
I'm looking forward to it.

"Hello, sir. Good to see you
again."

It's one of the firemen from before. He
looks amused and is probably thinking about the porn
incident.

"Hi. I have some forms to sign,
right?"

"You'll have to wait for Keith, the
site manager, to finish up his break. There's only one form in this
case, but it needs to be cosigned."

"Oh? Well, that's ok. I don't
mind."

"Of course, sir. Would you like me to
put something on the TV? We have a selection of videos, but I don't
know if they are the type you like."

Someone snickers in the backroom and I
hear some coughing - as if someone is trying to hold in a
laugh.

"I'll be fine."

Guys... Seriously.

Sitting down, I wait. Keith, it's a
good name. I think back to the tall man. The image of that strong
body of his and his proud cheek bones comes to mind. It occupies me
for a good 10 minutes.

"He's coming down. You'll need to
follow me. Keith said he wants to have a little talk to you about
fire safety before he lets you go."

I sigh. I'm going to get lectured. A
smile forms on my face. Correction: I'm going to get lectured BY A
HOT GUY. Yeah, this could work out. I'm fine with this lecture
thing. Heck, I like lectures.

Standing up, I walk through the far
door, meet the receptionist and walk among the desks of a few of
the workers. Some hide grins as I walk by. It seems that everyone
has heard about my story. I guess, considering the situation, it
makes sense that they think it’s funny. I would have too if I
wasn't the one at the center of it.

"In here."

I walk into the small meeting room. It
has blinds, but they have been pulled. I sit down at the table and
wait.

5 minutes later, Keith arrives. His
hair is a little wet and I note that he has quite the body pump
going on. The veins are sticking out on his arms and he seems wider
and bigger than before. It makes me lick my lips hungrily. A hot
fireman with a body of steel who looks like that. I won't need the
porn after seeing him today. Someone is going to be occupying my
mind all night long.

"Hello, sir. I'm sorry to keep you
waiting. I was in the middle of my workout when you
arrived."

"That's fine," I say with a big smile.
"A healthy body is a good body."

He closes the door and sits on the
opposite side of the table.

"First, let's get this out of the way.
Please sign here."

He hands me a pen and pushes a form
over. I look it over.

"What's it for?"

"You need this to get your insurance to
pay for the treadmill."

"Ah, really? Ok, thanks."

I sign and pass him the paper. He signs
and takes the original, giving me a copy.

"Alright, second..." He pauses and
looks me over for a moment. I don't know what he wants to say, but
it looks unpleasant. "Do you realize that watching porn is very bad
for your health?"

I blink. The fire department is
hassling me about porn? What do I make of this?

"I think it's healthy," I say. "I like
porn."

"Really? I saw what you were watching.
That large black man was doing something rather lewd to the smaller
one."

I shrug.

"I'm single right now. It's part of the
lifestyle."

"Really? I'm single and I don't partake
of that kind of thing."

My ears perk up. When you are gay and
don't always know if a guy is 'like minded', you get a sort of
sixth sense for whether a guy is straight, turnable or gay. He
doesn't partake of 'that kind of thing'. So he has enjoyed gay porn
before then?

"Really? I thought it was a great
scene. Really great to exercise to, you know."

The big man shakes his head.

"There can be no substitute for the
real thing," he points out.

I smile.

"Of course. Maybe we should get a drink
and talk over it some more."

The bigger man glances to the door. I
sense we are on here. He could be some weirdo religious person
hassling me about porn or he could be on my team. This little push
will tell me all I need to know.

"That would be inappropriate,
sir."

"Really? Well, I was going to go down
to that bar down the road on the corner - Sal's, I think - and have
a drink. I guess I'll be lonely."

"Perhaps, sir. So, do we have an
understanding?"

I grin widely.

"I think we do."

He smiles back politely and gestures to
the door.

"You are free to go, sir. Have a nice
evening."

I stand up and shake his
hand.

"I will."

And that is a promise he can take to
the bank.


SAL’S BAR

 


THE BARTENDER IS A BUTCH LESBIAN. I
think she's sort of cute for a girl.

"Keith? I've seen him in here once and
awhile. He's from the fire department, isn't he?"

"Yeah. I just left. Do you know if he's
gay?"

"No idea. We get all types in here. He
usually drinks with his co-workers and goes home alone. Can't say
I've seen him hit on any of the girls. He keeps to
himself."

"Interesting. That helps a
little."

I sip my drink and we discuss the man
in more depth. I learn that he lives in the gym, drinks here once
or twice a week and works a lot. It makes me think that he might
not come. Perhaps he's shy or maybe he isn't sexually active or
something. I really don't know just yet and Sally, the bar owner,
doesn't either.

An hour passes and I start feeling a
little worried. I am about to leave when Keith strolls in. He's in
blue jeans and a white t-shirt. It's a hot combination with his
black leather shoes. Very much all around American man
looking.

"Oh, Keith, you happened to pass by?" I
note. "Would you like a drink?"

"Sure. I didn't think you'd still be
here."

"Sally has been keeping me occupied.
She told me a lot of interesting stuff about you."

"Such as?"

"Not telling. I think a man needs his
secrets."

That gets Sally a look. She smirks back
at Keith, who raises an eyebrow and orders a beer. I have to
respect his cool. That would have thrown me.

"So did you consider what I said?" he
asks.

"Sure. Until I find a guy that wants to
sleep with me, I'll keep watching porn."

"John, you really need to consider the
effect it is having on your mind and body. I used to be addicted to
that stuff--"

"Gay porn?" I interrupt.

"Porn," he offers before continuing.
"It's not good for you."

"I see. That's understandable. Then why
are you single? It must be frustrating having nothing to stimulate
you."

"I get by. I guess I haven't found the
right person."

Sally's lips curve up as do mine. We
both know that 'person' means GUY when it comes out of a man's
mouth.

"Oh," I reach out and touch his arm. He
doesn't flinch away, but looks a little uncomfortable. "Is that so?
What kind of people do you like?"

He looks down at my hand and shakes it
off. It's not a rejection, but just the extent of what he's willing
to do in public.

"Slim, smart, shorter than me, that
kind of thing."

"Really?"

I look to Sally and make my decision.
The look in her eyes tells me that she agrees wholeheartedly. Keith
is sexually frustrated and trying to hide his homosexuality. He's
stuck in the closet - probably because of his job - and he's found
a guy (me) that fits what he likes. Unfortunately, in this bar
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