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A Sissy Volunteer

By Dex O’Donald
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Author's note: All characters depicted in
this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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It took everything I had to become a
volunteer firefighter, and by the time my first year was over there
was little left of me that I recognized.

Looking back on it now, it
all started with some meager attempt to impress my wife who, I
thought, didn’t view me as masculine enough. The irony of that
statement is not lost on me. Had I never joined the fire department
in the first place, my life would look very, very different.

But as it was, I completed training on
January 19, 2019.

“Oh, Anthony I’m so proud
of you!” my wife, Celia, squealed in my ear when I told her the
good news. “You’ve been working so hard through all of that
intense, miserable training…you should be proud of
yourself!”

“I am, I am,” I shrugged
the compliment off, taking a deep swig of my Budweiser. We were at
our favorite neighborhood pub, and I can remember feeling nervous
about meeting the guys at the fire station later that afternoon.
“Thing is, Celia, I’m going to have to work weekends for the first
few months and uh…that kind of means I’ll have to stay at the fire
station overnight. Friday to Sunday.”

“That’s not so bad I
guess,” she said, drinking her tequila soda through a straw. She
had this flowery, low-cut top on that did an amazing job of showing
off her massive, milky breasts. “As long as it’s only for a few
weeks though…jeez, I can’t imagine spending so much time in a real
firehouse! Aren’t firemen usually a bunch of burly, manly men? Are
you going to be OK around all that?”

“The hell is that supposed
to mean, Celia?” I could see her erect nipples through the fabric
of the shirt, and the amount of cleavage she was showing off
irritated me a little. “What? Am I not manly enough for you? Manly
enough to be a firefighter? Jesus. You should have seen the
training I went through. I’ll tell you right now those slobs at
your job downtown would have never
made it!”

“Don’t take that tone with
me,” she cut in. “You may be a volunteer firefighter now but you’re
not going to talk to me like that.” I could tell she was drunk.
Her typical dazzling green eyes were getting a little lazy, and her
words were slurring just a smidge. “All I’m saying is three days is
a long time to be away from me and with, well, a bunch of rough
strangers…”

“You’ll be able to come and
visit…”

“In that neighborhood?” she
scoffed. “Might as well take my chances in Fallujah. You sort of
picked the definition of a low-income area, no?”

“The ad said their precinct
was the toughest in the city,” I said. “So that’s the one I went
with. Not every guy, not every man, could do what I did. Seriously.
It was tough, babe. Real fucking tough. And now that it’s over, I’m
actually excited to meet the crew and to make a positive impact on
that community.”

“That’s my man,” she
smirked drunkenly at me. “I wish you all the luck…and I’ll make
sure to keep the bed nice and warm for when you come home to me on
Sundays.”

“You’re damn right you
will…”

There was this feeling of
impending doom when she dropped me off at the fire station a few
hours later. The sort of feeling that tests how well you listen to
your own intuition; do you have faith in those feelings, or do you
ignore them? Do you write them off as nerves and excuses? I know I
had good intuition once. On that day for sure. Because as I walked
up the steep driveway to the station, my heart was screaming at
me to run.

The bay doors were open on what we
firefighters call the “apparatus bay.” This is just a fancy term
for big ass garage, and it’s where they keep the fire trucks and
other equipment. I walked quickly up the drive because it was in a
shit part of town, and I didn’t feel like getting mugged my first
day on the job.

As I came into the bay, wide open and
glorious, the first thing I saw were two large, hulking black men
standing near some workout equipment in the back corner. There was
twenty yards between us, and they were in conversation when I
called to them across the garage.

“Excuse me!” I yelled out.
“Hi! My name is Anthony Robinson. I’m the new volunteer assigned to
this station…” My voice trailed off when they looked at me, hard
scowls etched into the lines of their faces.

I didn’t realize how tall the two men
were until I was standing in their shadow.

“Hi, I’m Anthony,” I tried
again, looking up at the two giants. “I’m the new
recruit.”

“Man stop playin’,” one
with a neck tattoo said.

“Ain’t no way in hell they
sendin’ anotha’ white boy up in here after what happen to the last
one,” said the other, his biceps as big as my head. They were both
dressed in white undershirts and loose-fitting sweatpants. Like
they’d just woken up from a nap.

“Why?” I asked. “What
happen to the last one?”

They stared at me for moment, weighing
their words. Then the one with neck tattoo started to chuckle. “He
wasn’t about that fire fighter life, know what I’m
sayin’?”

“Oh, I know what you’re
sayin’,” I made my best attempt to sound ‘with it’ and ‘tough.’
“But the thing is, I am
cut out for that life. And I’m here to prove
it.”

“Damn,” said the burly one.
“White boy got heart; I give him that.”

“Gonna take a lot more than
heart,” said the other, and something about the way he sized me up
made my skin crawl. “Well, if you been assigned to this unit, then
we best get yo ass over to the day room so you can meet the
captain.”

“Somethin’ tells me he gon’
be excited to meet yo’ ass…”

“I didn’t catch your
names,” I extended my hand.

“I’m Julius,” said the
tatted one.

“I’m Chris,” said the
bodybuilder.

Neither of them shook my hand and a
moment later I was following them across the vast apparatus bay and
through a door at the far end. We came into a narrow hallway that
had little rooms off to either side. No doors, only curtains, and
some of those curtains were open so I could see the beds
inside.

“Ah!” I proclaimed. “This
must be the bed hall. Where we sleep!”

“It’s where
we sleep,” Julius
scowled.

I knew better than to push my luck, so
I stayed quiet as we moved from the bed hall into what was clearly
the kitchen. Multiple refrigerators lined the walls, there was an
oven and a stovetop, and on the other end of the room a long table
with the remnants of a card game laid across it.

After that we came to
another hallway, this one wider than the last and with marked rooms
leading off of it. Outside one door was a plaque that read
Locker Room. Past that,
on the left, was a room marked EMS. I was familiar with both, one
obviously being where we could change and shower, and The EMS room
being the first aid area. But there was a third door that I didn’t
recognize.

It was marked
Turn Out Room. I didn’t
ask.

Finally, pushing through the door at
the end of the hall we came into what was clearly the dayroom. It
was a large living area decked out with comfy couches and
recliners. A big screen tv was mounted high on the wall and a
college football game was playing. There was music, loud and
vulgar. Hip-hop.

Spread out amongst the
chairs and couches and stools were various men. Gargantuanly tall,
well-muscled, intimidating…black men. With Julius
and Chris that brought the count to seven. Seven plus
me.

And the moment I entered that room,
every single face in it turned in my direction.

“Look what we found,”
Julius announced.

“Fresh meat,” Chris
smiled.

At the time, I thought ‘fresh meat’
was just slang for ‘new kid.’

My arrival seemed to perk
the men up. I saw grins flashing, not unlike a shark or a hyena.
They stood up one by one and approached me. It was hard to take
them all in at first; they looked so similar, what with being big
and black and veiny. It would take some time before I knew them…but
rest assured, I would come to know every one of them.

One man in particular took the lead,
stopping directly in front of me as the rest of the unit circled. I
could smell them; man and sweat and a hard day’s work.

“Well, well, well…If it
isn’t the new volunteer,” the captain said, sizing me up. “Funny…I
was told you had to be a man
to work this job. A man with strength and
testosterone…All I see here is a sad little white boy who needs a
haircut.”

Chuckles from the other men, low and
rumbling.

“My wife told me I’d get
razzed for my long hair,” I tried to lighten the mood. “Guess I
should have listened to her…”

The captain had a blue shirt on that
read “West Helm Fire Department”, and it stuck to every chiseled
muscle on his masculine frame. The arms of the t-shirt were near to
tearing against his bulbous biceps, and the outline of his molded
chest rose and fell with his breath.

“A wife, you say?” the
captain continued. “How the hell a beat ass white boy with a girl’s
haircut get a woman?”

More chuckles. I felt my face flushing
red.

“You guys play rough, huh?”
my voice was unsteady. “I’m Anthony by the way. Anthony
Robinson.”

“Your name is white boy
around here,” the captain grinned. “Got that, white
boy?”

I knew if I spoke, I’d say something I
regretted. I kept quiet.

“Now this here fire station
is under my command. Which means everyone here, including you, is
under my command.
But we got a chain of command, so to speak. So let me introduce you to your
superiors, white boy.”

He went around the circle, pointing
and calling out their names.

There was Dwayne, a full eight inches
taller than me and smiling like he wanted to eat me for lunch.
There was Morgan, shorter than the rest but still taller than me.
He didn’t speak and had a nasty scar that ran from his brow to his
chin. A man named Trunk had the thickest neck I’d ever seen and was
wide enough to be a linebacker. His shirt was off and there wasn’t
an ounce of fat on his ebony body. Another man named Torq had a
puffy afro and broad shoulders, shirtless with matching tattoo
sleeves that ran in dark lines along his arms. Then there was
Julius the giant, and Chris the bodybuilder.

“And I’m Odell,” the
captain said. “But that ain’t what you get to call me white boy.
When you’re under my command, you’re going to call me Master. Is
that clear?”

“You can’t be serious?” I
faked a smile. “You’re joking…”

“Do I look like I’m joking,
white boy?” he crossed his arms over his barrel chest and raised
his eyebrows.

“I’m not going to call you,
Master…” I tried to say it like I meant it, but it came out feeble
and underwhelming.

“If yo’ ass can’t
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