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​Preface

 


***

 


They say home is where the heart is.
Home is something that we all take for granted; that is, until we
don't have one to call our own.

Sam is a cop, an extremely well
endowed cop; he loves his job, and he is very good at it. All in
all, he has a good life. The only thing missing is someone to help
fill the needs of his heart, and make his house a home.

Jerry, on the other hand, is a young
man who has never known what is a real home. Foster-care leaves a
lot to be desired in terms of a loving and nurturing environment.
He is a runaway kid, making a few bucks here and there to survive
by selling his ‘services’.

Fate has conspired to bring these
two lonely men together. Will they be able to work through their
differences and find what each of them need to be happy? Will Sam
abuse of his authority and take advantage of the young man? Or are
they destined to part ways and stay alone for the rest of their
lives?

Read on to find out more!
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​Highway Restrooms

 


***

 


Trooper Sam Hollins, Oregon State
Police pulled his cruiser into the rest-stop on state highway 64.
He made a quick sweep of the area with his eyes, just to make sure
that everything was on the up-and-up, and then pulled his cruiser
into one of the two parking spots reserved for the Troopers. He
shut the car off and looked around. It was a horrible night to put
on patrol. It had been spitting rain since two in the afternoon and
it didn't seem that it was going to let up anytime soon. It was
nine o'clock now, still another hour until he got off of shift. He
was looking forward to it too. It had been a hell of a shift and he
just wanted to get home, get a hot shower, a cold beer, and jerk
off in bed before going to sleep. For the moment though, all he
wanted to do was hit the restroom and drain his bladder that was
overfilled will all of the coffee that he had been drinking over
the past several hours to stay warm. He secured the car and got
out. The rain had slowed to a light drizzle, at least for the
moment. He walked toward the left side of the building, where the
men's restroom was located. When he walked through the door, he
found that there were four other men there, two at the urinals and
two in stalls. Both of the men at the urinals looked like truck
drivers, and Trooper Hollins assumed correctly that they were the
gear-jammers that were attached to the two big rigs that were
parked in the lot out front. One of the truckers had his pants
around his ankles and Trooper Hollins took a long hard glimpse at
his tighty whities’ covered ass, as he drained his hose into the
urinal in front of him. He saw the heavy skid mark on the back of
the rig jockeys briefs, and he had to admit that he found it
incredibly hot, even if the guy was not his normal type. He
strutted up to the urinal as he started to unzip his dark blue
uniform pants. He reached his big bear paw-like hand into his fly,
and used his fingers to separate the fly opening of his
tighty-whities and let his large cock come out into the open. He
was half hard as he took himself out of his underwear, thanks to
the pressure that his over-full bladder was putting on his
prostate. He let his meat hang over the backside of his right hand,
as he held the base of it with his thumb. He didn't bother to
retract his long, loose foreskin, as he relaxed control of his
bladder, and the heavy stream of dark yellow piss that he had
struggled to hold-in for the past half-hour sprayed out of his
tool, and hit the back of the urinal with a loud splash. The men
who were standing on either side of him both looked down and seemed
as equally impressed by the heavy stream of piss as they were by
the massive hunk of meat it was coming from, and the incredible
body of the law man from whom it was hanging out.

The trucker who had his pants around
his ankles – and who was standing to his left – seemed to only have
a passing interest in the impressive piece of manpower of Trooper
Hollins. The other trucker though – the one on his right – was
commando under his jeans, which he had the fly of spread wide open.
His long thick cock was hanging limp over his large balls, and was
accentuated by his thick, black man bush. His cock was uncut and he
had his foreskin pulled back to reveal a large smooth glans that
was shiny with his natural oils. The crown of his cock head had a
thick layer of smegma behind it, proof of his lack of ready access
to daily showers thanks to his life on the road. As part of their
jobs, truckers have to accept the fact that they sacrifice a
certain amount of personal creature comforts, but to their minds,
the sacrifice is well worth it. The trucker on his left, was
finishing-up the draining of his short, fat, cut cock, and stuffed
his organ back into this underwear before stepping back and lifting
his pants to his waist. The one on the right, the one who chose to
forego underpants, had long stopped the emptying of his bladder and
was just standing there with his big cock hanging loose in the
light grip of his fingers. He was slowly moving his hand back and
forth along his shaft. The action caught the eyes of Trooper
Hollins, who was unable to figure out if he was being made a pass
at or not. If he was, he would have to disappoint the guy. He had
to admit that he was a good looking guy – and well equipped – and
he seemed to be the kind of man who knew how to have a good time
when it came to the act of two guys getting after each other. On
the other hand, it could be an innocent thing that every man did
when he needed to. He wasn't jerking off, per se, but rather giving
himself a well needed massage of his organ, which had been trapped
in his heavy jeans for who knows how many continuous hours as he
sat in the driver's seat of his 18-wheeler. Hollins cock was also
growing stiff in his hand, and was soon standing up full size. The
sight of the Trooper’s monstrous meat at attention was enough to
illicit a sense of pride in him that was well deserved. It also had
grabbed the attention of the trucker, who seemed to suddenly come
to the realization that he was in a similar state, and may be
projecting the wrong idea with the act that he was absentmindedly
doing. He suddenly stuffed his cock back into his jeans, and with a
small amount of difficulty, closed them up, saying as he
did:

“Have a safe night,
Trooper!”

And slapping Hollins on the back as
he stepped away. In a way, Hollins was glad to see that he had been
wrong about the intentions of the trucker, but at the same time, he
now found himself in quite a state. As the trucker washed his hands
and then walked out of the restroom, Hollins felt the steel-hard
and flame-hot shaft of his pride and joy in his hand, and decided
that he needed to take care of the issue that had developed while
he was relieving himself.

'Damn, I ain't gonna make it till I
get home!' he thought to himself, as he slid his hand up and down
the length of his massive and now rock hard prick.

Trooper Hollins turned and walked to
the one of the three toilet stalls that was not occupied, without
even bothering to hide his massive erection from view. He was proud
of his huge tool, as any man who had such an impressive organ would
be. He figured that since there was only the chance of another man
seeing it – a man who would undoubtedly be both awestricken and
ashamed by its sheer immensity – there was no need to try to
conceal it from view. As he entered the stall, he turned and locked
the door behind him. He removed his gun belt from his waist –
letting his left hand once more run up and down the length of his
mighty tool – and hung it on the back of the stall door, on the
hook. He then dropped his pants to his knees, and with a bit of
struggle, managed to pull his cock back through the fly of his
briefs and let them join his pants around his legs. He sat down on
the toilet with his feet planted firmly on the floor, and his knees
spread wide, as he wrapped his strong grip around his cock and
started to slowly jack himself off. As he was just beginning to get
into the act of relieving himself of his pent up frustration and
stress, he heard something coming from the next stall. He stopped
and listened closely, thinking that he was wrong at first, but then
he realized that, yes, he was hearing the unmistakable sound of a
cock being sucked. In fact, it sounded like some guy was getting
his pole slobbered-on pretty damn good, and it made Hollins start
to work his own big meat with more intensity than in the beginning.
He looked to the floor and could tell that the man in the other
stall was the only one in there, and that he was facing the other
wall, standing up. Hollins didn't remember there being a glory hole
in that stall before. It must be new and that would make this guy
one of its first customers. He would have to make a note to make
use of it himself in the future. He was always on the lookout for
the chance to get his schlong worked-on anonymously. As he listened
to the two men doing what it was that they were doing, he let his
eyes close and he leaned back against the toilet. His hand was
sliding up and down his shaft, with a strong grip and a steady
stroke, as he listened to a fellow alpha male getting his knob
polished on the next stall. He thought about how great it would
feel if it were his thick prong being licked and sucked. It had
been a while – almost three months – since he dumped his load into
the willing mouth of someone.
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