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Chapter One

 

Mitch is a total pervert. Hardcore. Seriously, it's the second time he's dared someone to suck his fingers, and if the first time watching Jenna do it wasn't awkward enough, now he's looking at my lips while smirking like a total jackass. I know I have a pretty face, but fuck, I'm sick and tired of guys treating me like some fucking girl.

“You can always pick truth,” Jenna offers, looking at me sympathetically.

I can't. There's no way I can pick truth. Every time Mitch has gotten a truth he's asked if the person was a virgin, and there's no way in hell I'm admitting to that. At least Jake and Dave stepped out to get some soda. The last thing I need is my best friend seeing me sucking Mitch's fingers like I'm some sort of slut. Bad enough Jenna and Chris are here.

“You chicken, Sullivan?” Mitch asks, his grin only growing as I glare at him. What an asshole.

“You just better have washed your hands,” I mutter, glaring at the offending digits. They look clean enough, nails short with no dirt underneath. Might have some potato chips on them, but that won't be the end of the world. I just really wish he'd stop looking at me like I'm about to suck his dick.

“Ask Jenna; my fingers are nice and clean.”

I glance over to Jenna, who just shrugs at me. Considering how she'd been grinning the entire time she was sucking on his fingers, I have a feeling she's too slutty to actually care. This is what I get for hanging with the college kids. They're Dave's friends, and Dave is Jake's brother, so I really can't make an ass of myself chickening out.

“And hey, if my fingers are dirty, I'm sure you can clean them off real nice,” Mitch adds casually, his brown eyes glinting wickedly from beneath his shaggy blond hair.

I've only just met Mitch tonight and I'm pretty sure I hate him.

I'm running out of time. Jake's going to be back, and I really don't want him to see this. I hold my hand out, expecting Mitch to give me his fingers so I can lick the stupid things. But the asshole just shakes his head, raising two up in front of my face.

“Open.”

I glare him down, then look over to Chris who has the stopwatch. “Not a second over three minutes. I'm not falling for that again.”

Chris just holds his hands up with an apologetic grin that doesn't reach his eyes. Yeah, he's an ass too.

“I think you're stalling,” Mitch whispers, ducking his head closer to mine until he's in my ear. “It's just fingers, Sullivan. Not like I'm asking you to suck my cock.”

Fire rushing to my face, I grit my teeth. I totally hate him. He's just saying that because he wants me to think about his dick while I'm doing this. The kid fucks anything on legs, guys and girls, and he's just trying to freak me out because he knows I'm a virgin. Fuck him.

Letting out a soft breath, I reach forward, opening my mouth to quickly wrap around his stupid fingers so I can get this done already. He stops me with two words.

“Go slow.”

Glaring at his hand, I part my lips, slowly leaning the last inch forward and praying I manage to give him the plague in some magical fluke of cosmic retribution. 

My mouth is really wet by the time I actually feel the two fingers. He's halfway in my mouth when he touches my tongue. I can't help but gasp from the feel of the firm pads of his fingertips, my tongue hollowing as I flinch away. Staring down resolutely at the holes in his jeans, I try not to make a noise as he rubs down the rough texture of my flesh, pushing into my building saliva and drawing forward to my wavering tip.

“Suck,” he orders lowly in my ear, his breath burning hot on my cheek.

I want to punch him. He's trying to make me think about dick, I can tell just by the way he said it. Glaring straight ahead, I tighten my lips reluctantly, doing my best not to feel just how hot and damp his fingers are getting while in my mouth. Tentatively I try to suck around his fingers, my tongue hollowing again and inadvertently caressing against the digits. God, I hate him.

“Harder than that... Good. You're not bad, Sullivan.” Smirking against my ear, he adds mockingly. “You do this a lot?”

He's an absolute asshole. Like I go around sucking fingers, or dick—Cus he's totally really saying that. What a total sick perv, and I can't even tell him off because he has his fingers in my mouth.

My saliva is building too much, flooding the back of my throat, and I have to swallow or something even more embarrassing will happen. I try to do it in a way he won't notice, moving my mouth as little as possible. But he still grunts, still pushes his fingers deeper when my throat and tongue convulse. I refuse to meet his eyes. I'm not Jenna. I'm not some slutty chick that just smiles and sucks fingers like I really want it to be dick. I'm a guy, and I just have to wait this fucking dare out.

Mitch isn't content to let me just sit with his fingers in my mouth. He starts moving, sliding them in and out between my clinging lips, his knuckles rough and tugging at my flesh. Brows furrowed, I breathe heavier out my nose, refusing to acknowledge what he's doing. It's not the same. They're just fingers. I have no plans on sucking a dick anytime in the future, and this is not like sucking dick, no matter how much he's panting in my ear like a dog right now.

“Fuck, you're really tight.” His other hand suddenly tangles in my shoulder length blond hair, pushing my head back roughly. I almost open my mouth to complain, but just manage to stop myself. There can't be more than a minute left, right? Two, tops. Just got to endure the salty taste of his fingers, the firm, rough feel of his flesh a little longer, and it'll be done.

He pulls my hair harder, and I can't help it, I whimper. He sighs in my ear like I'm doing it for him, the creep, and pushes his fingers even deeper, moving down my tongue and reaching into my throat.

“That's it... Fuck, you're not even gagging. I think you're a natural.”

Fucking pervert. It's uncomfortable, my lips stretching wide over his knuckles, my throat convulsing as I fight not to cough. I struggle harder to pull air in, hating how hot his breath is as he suffocates me inside and out.

“Can you take it deeper?” Fuck, I should bite him. “Open your mouth nice and wide, and take me deeper, cutie.”

His fingers scrape the back of my throat and my mouth opens wide as I gasp and choke, spilling hot fluid down my lips and chin. He grabs the nape of my neck, groaning in my ear. When I'm done coughing, his fingers are going deeper before I can protest, his hand keeping me from moving away.

“Fuck, you can really take it deep. We should talk, Sullivan. For real. I think we could be good fucking friends.”

I'd give anything to be able to tell him to fuck off right now. But he's rubbing my tongue again, trying to make me choke. Saliva is running down my chin, tickling cold on my throat, and I can't even wipe it away as he thrusts his fingers, making sure to push into my bottom lip each time.

It's suffocating, and hot, and I can't help but wonder if this is what it actually feels like to have a dick in your mouth. But a dick is totally bigger, with that slick, swollen head. It would probably fill my entire mouth, probably wouldn't get so deep. No, this is nothing like that, and he needs to stop grunting in my fucking ear.

“Thirty seconds. Better make them count,” Chris says cheerfully.

I fucking hate Chris; all of Dave's friends suck. I wish Jake didn't hang out with his older brother so much. Dave's a jerk most of the time to me, and apparently his friends are too.

“You're doing real good. Damn, you've got some really red lips, Sullivan. I think I know what my next dare is going to be.” His hand clutching the base of my skull, I can only groan in protest when Mitch's tongue suddenly licks over my lips. Sick fucking perv.

God, it's almost over. I know I'm gasping to breathe and everyone can see how red my face is. I close my eyes, hoping to block out Mitch's cruel grin, trying to ignore his tongue following his fingers as he pushes into my mouth. I can't help it. I groan again, louder, trying to turn away.

“Mitch, leave the kid alone,” Jenna snaps.

“Make me.” Humming, his tongue moves up the side of my face as he pushes his fingers deep into my throat again. I'm a mess, mortified and can't breathe around his fingers like I could earlier. He likes it, grunting as he pushed deep in small thrusts. I choke around him, hot tears slipping from beneath my lashes.

“Yeah, we should have some fun, Sullivan,” he rasps into my ear. “I think you'll like it. I can show you how to swallow something down much thicker than just fingers.”

My groan sounds like a gurgle as he pulls me close and takes my slick bottom lip and holds it tight between his teeth. He bites down, hard, and I gasp, coughing the same moment Chris calls the time and Mitch pulls his fingers from my mouth. I immediately shove him away, hunching forward when I can't stop hacking.

Asshole. He's an absolute asshole and I totally hate him.

“What do you say, Sullivan? Wanna meet me in the backyard for a few minutes?” He asks with a shit-eating grin.

Wiping my chin dry with my wrist, I stumble to my feet. “Go fuck yourself.”

I turn, determined to go home and never visit Jake's again when his brother has friends over, only to stop short. Jake and Dave are standing in the doorway, both of them staring at me with stunned expressions.

How long have they been there? I hadn't heard anything, but once Mitch had his fingers down my throat I really couldn't notice much of anything else. I duck my head, hating how flushed I feel with Jake staring at me like that.

“Get out of the way,” I mutter, wincing from how hoarse my voice sounds.

Jake quickly steps back like he's terrified I'm going to hit him. Good. He should be. I hate Mitch and I hate Jake for inviting me over here. I push past Dave, who's still staring at me slack-jawed as his eyes move down my body. Fuck him.

“Wait—He didn't hurt you, did he?” Jake follows after me. “I'll have Dave beat the crap out of him, swear. Shit, just wait.”

Stopping short at the outer door, I turn, glaring at him in exasperation. “I'm fine. I just want to go home.”

“Oh... Well, let me walk you, at least,” Jake offers hesitantly.

He's staring at my mouth. My best friend of eight years is just standing there, staring at my mouth, and I know he's thinking of what it would look like if his dick was in it. I fucking hate Mitch.

“I don't suck dick.”

Blinking, red rushes to his cheeks. “I-I never said...”

“You're staring at my mouth the same way that asshole was,” I snap, flinching as my voice cracks. Fuck. Turning, I push outside into the night air. Jake eventually follows, catching up to my fast pace to walk beside me.

“I'm sorry. I just—Shit, you didn't see what you looked like.” I glare at him from the corner of my eye. He's so not fucking helping himself here.

“I don't suck dick.”

He grabs my arm, holding it tight until I stop walking and glare at him properly. “Yeah, but maybe you really should.”

My hands tighten into fists. I'm two seconds from slugging him. “I will fucking kill you if you ever say something like that to me again.”

“You looked hot. Really fucking hot.” The fucker didn't even have the decency to blush.

“Fuck you.” I go to leave, but he holds onto my arm. He's taller than me, stronger, and when I try to wrench free, Jake pulls me back hard enough that I stumble and crash against his chest.

“Come on, B. It's not that big of a deal.”

He's got to be out of his fucking mind. I'm so stunned, I stop trying to elbow him. “What, are you telling me you've... you've sucked dick?”

Blushing, he looks away. “Not exactly.”

“Because if you're talking about Mitch's fingers, it's not the same fucking thing, you asshole. I don't do that—And don't you dare fucking say I should,” I add warningly.

He's quiet for a long moment, but he won't let go of my arm. I never really noticed just how blue his eyes are. Even in the dark, they damn near glow.

“Just try it, B. Just once... Just me.” Staring me right in the eye, he grabs me by the chin, his thumb moving over my bruised bottom lip. “You looked really good.”

“Don't,” I whisper weakly, trying to step back and get away from the crazy heat that seems to be coming from every spot he's touching me. “I don't...” He has my chin caught and I have this heart pounding, almost certain feeling he's going to kiss me.

His other hand moves to my wrist, pulling my arm down until it's trapped hot between our bodies. “Just a little. Just to see if you like it.”

He's been hanging out with his asshole brother too much. “There is no way in fuck—Oh.”

He's hard. His hips move again, his hand holding my palm steady so he can rub his erection into it. Holy fuck.

“You might like it,” he murmurs, pulling me closer, his lips brushing my mouth ever so lightly. “I'll be nice about it... Let you go at your own pace. I would never hurt you, B.”

I exhale unsteadily, my mouth feeling really wet again, like right before Mitch's fingers touched my tongue. “Jake... This is fucking weird.” 

I should tell him to fuck off. I should hit him, and tell him to fuck off, and never, ever, ever talk to him again. But I can't stop looking at the way his jeans are tented. And when he lets my palm go so he can pull his zipper down, I don't step away.

“Get on your knees, B.”

I swallow hard, finally looking up to meet his eyes. “Why?” I manage to croak out.

“You know why.” His hand moves from my chin to the side of my face, raking through my long hair. “Seeing you like that got me so hot. It won't take long. You don't even have to swallow if you don't want.”

He's crazy. Absolutely crazy. But my feet just won't fucking move. I hear a rustle of fabric and my gaze falls again. Yeah, so that's what he looks like hard. Bigger than I thought. Really nothing at all like fingers.

“Get on your knees.”

It'll be fast, right? I mean, he's really hard, and... And fuck, it might not be that bad. It's Jake, and he's hard over me... And he's big. Probably wouldn't get as deep as Mitch's nasty fingers.

Eyes caught on the way his hand is moving over the underside of his shaft, I don't notice right away when he pushes down my shoulder. It's not until he puts more pressure on me, my knees swaying, that I realize what I'm doing. My breath stuck somewhere in my throat, I slowly sink to the ground.



I'm trying to figure out if I should hold his legs or try and balance without support when he pushes his dick against my chin. It's rock hard. A part of me wants to hit him, putting me in this fucked up situation where I'm kneeling on the Miller's front lawn under their maple tree while my best friend towers above expecting a blow job. Fuck, I have no idea what I'm doing. This was the stupidest—

His dick pushes against my lips and my mind goes blank. He's big. Hot. Smells like flesh and musk. Holy fuck, I'm kissing a dick. I'm kissing Jake's dick.

His fingers suddenly press on my bottom lip and I open to him. He exhales noisily when he starts pushing between my lips, my flesh stretching around the big swell of his head as I keep my tongue as far away as I can from his cock. His hand moves over the top of my head, messing up my hair, pushing down on me until I let him in deeper.

“Yeah... fuck, that's it. Fuck.”

I close my eyes but it doesn't block out the sound of his voice. He likes it. He likes being in my mouth. Remembering back to the messed up dare, I tighten my lips around his thick shaft and give a tentative suck. It's even harder; he's so big in my mouth, I barely have room for my tongue. But he likes it, groaning as he pushes deeper, his slick head hitting my tongue near the back of my throat. Then he's thrusting, his flesh gliding, wet, noisy as he moves between my sore lips, the corners of my mouth raw as I struggle to keep my teeth from cutting him while breathing at the same time.

Both his hands suddenly grasp my face, holding me in place as he changes the angle of his thrusts. He hits the back of my tonsils, groaning loudly, grunting as he pushes against them hard. I can't breathe, so much fluid in my mouth, and I release my tired, trembling lips, whimpering in embarrassment as I feel saliva stream down my chin. He pulls me down, grinding harder against my tonsils, pumping against them relentlessly while he pants so loud.

I think he's close. I think he's going to cum soon, and I don't know what the hell I'm supposed to do. I'm just trying to breathe, trying to keep from moaning from how hot I feel with him using me like this. That's what he's doing. He likes my mouth and he doesn't give a fuck that I don't suck dick. But his dick is in my mouth, so he's just taking what he wants. And fuck, it's making me feel crazy.

“Oh fuck... Fuck, Brendon. You feel good. So... so fucking good.”

He pushes harder, slipping, and hits the back of my throat with the blunt head of his cock. I can't stop from groaning, opening wider as I clutch at his strong thighs. He rides me unceasing, filling my throat so thick, touching so deep inside me in a way I never thought anyone would do. God, I feel crazy. I don't want him to cum just yet. I want to feel more even though my tongue is weak, and it's so hard to breathe, and I know I must look a mess with everything dripping out of me.

“Deeper... god, take it down... You're so good... so tight and hot.”

Damn. Damn him, he sounds like that ass. Jake keeps saying stupid stuff, but I tune him out, focusing on the sounds of his cock as it jerks wet suction noises around my gasps for breath, my lips so sore, jaw aching, throat hit again and again until it feels numb and hot.

“Oh fuck... Oh fuck, I'm cumming.”

My eyes flying open, I choke as something hot and wet splashes against the back of my stinging throat. Fuck... Fuck, that's messed up. Sperm. Streams of thick, nasty sperm. And it keeps coming as he grips me from pulling away, the fluid building wet and thinning as I hold it in my mouth.

“Take it... Fuck... Drink it, B.”

There's no way in fuck—Ugh. I swallow involuntarily when his palm rubs down my throat, trying not to gag from the thought of just what I'm drinking. Asshole. God, what an ass.

Fuck, why do I feel so hot?

Grunting, he finally pulls free of my mouth. My face burning, I stare blankly at the ground while I heave for air and try not to think about what I just did. Jake. Just sucked off Jake. Just had a dick in my mouth, and he came in me, and he made me swallow even when he said he wouldn't.

He's suddenly hauling me up. I push away, looking anywhere but at him.

“B...”

“Just fuck off.” Blearily I turn towards the direction of my house. It's been a fucked up night and I need to be anywhere but around him.

He won't let me go. “Brendon,” he growls. Grabbing me by my dripping chin, he crushes his lips to mine. I freeze—Because fuck, why the fuck is Jake kissing me? Then I guess I finally just lose my mind because I wrap my arm around him and start kissing him back, meeting his questing tongue tentatively as he groans into my mouth.

“Let me get you off,” he demands huskily against my lips. “I want to make you feel good.”

The idea of anyone touching me like that is both arousing and terrifying all at once. Even him. Hell, maybe especially him. “I... I just want to go home,” I whisper, closing my eyes as he starts kissing down my neck, his mouth so hot, large body suffocating as he pulls me closer, grinding his hips against my hard dick.

It got me hard. Sucking him got me fucking hard.

“Let me go with you.” He nips me and my whole body jerks, my knees going weak. Fuck. “We can be quiet. I want to touch you, B. Tell me you want me to touch you.”

His big palm moves down my ass, grasping between my trembling thighs. I find myself spreading wider, aching in a way I never felt before, only to shake out of it. What the fuck am I doing? “I just want to go home,” I say tightly.

“Then I'll walk you.”

I don't need him to fucking walk me. Not when his hand keeps grabbing my ass, his knee trying to push between my legs and grind against my nearly painful erection. I'm not going to be able to take a fucking step. Actually, I'm pretty sure if I try I'm going to fall on my face.

But he's got that annoying stubborn look in his eye. “Stop pawing at me.” I don't want him to know it's making me dizzy. Making me fucking stupid. God, I feel really fucking stupid right now. I just... Fuck, how could I have done that?

Stupid sick fuck Mitch, this is totally his fault. I hope the guy gets into a fucking car accident—How the hell can I ever talk to Jake again? Is he just, like, going to expect me to suck him off whenever he wants now? Is that like... like something he thinks I'm going to do?

“I need to go, like right now,” I mutter, trying to turn in his hold. Jake's really way stronger than me, always playing sports while I prefer the video game versions. He grabs my arm and I find myself stumbling as I trip over my foot, the tree trunk slamming dizzily into my back. He pins me with his body, his breath hot on my face, eyes intense in the dark.

“Come on, B, I know you liked it.” He reaches down, his hand pushing between us, palm cupping my erection through my jeans. I hiss, gasping loud breaths as he presses his lips to mine, his tongue probing into my mouth while his hand holds my dick. I fight the noises trying to break free, knowing the second he hears them he's going to really know—really, really know—that something messed up in me absolutely liked it.

“Stop,” I whisper when his lips pull away for a moment. “Just get off me... Oh god.” I don't know when he got my fly open, but his other hand is pulling my jeans wide, pushing them down my hips, cool air hitting my flesh. “Jake, what are you...?”

“It's okay, B. I just want to make you feel good.” His lips press to my cheek, wet, hot. “You looked so good.” I feel him swallow as his hand pushes past my briefs, the pads of his fingertips tingling over my shaft while I gasp. “I want you to look like that all the time... With something in your mouth. You look so good with dick in your mouth.”

It's the most fucked up compliment I've ever received. When did Jake get so fucked up? When did he decide he wanted to put his fucking hand on my dick and have me suck his cock?

“You liked it, right?” His fingers curl around my shaft and I groan, my head falling back heavily on the tree even as all my muscles tighten. God, he's going to jerk me off. My best fucking friend is touching my dick, trying to get me off. 

“B, what else do you think you'd like? You're so pretty... All the guys say so. Even the ones that don't like guys.” Jake's mouth is on my ear, his breath hot and tickling as he strokes me with slow, careful touches. “You are... You're really beautiful... Sexy... Fuckable.” He pushes his body harder against mine, trapping me even tighter to the rough bark, his leg pushing between mine as his fingers caress over my balls.

I turn my head away, wishing he'd just shut up. I don't need to know that everyone thinks I'm a fag just because of my face. Just because I'm short, and slender, and would rather read fantasy books than play sports. I don't need to know that my best friend thinks that I'm girly enough to want to touch. There's nothing girly about Jake, and I just sucked his dick, and it got me so hard I feel like I'm going to lose my mind.

“You ever think of letting...” His breath comes out in a harsh burst, lips moving over my neck, teasing, tickling, suffocating. “B, would you ever let someone fuck you? Just to see if you liked it?”

Biting my lip, I fight back the cry that's threatening to break loose. He's fucked up. Dave and his stupid friends have been fucking up Jake's head and now he thinks... “Jake... Hold on—Fuck!” I gasp, his fingers pushing between my cheeks, his other hand quickly catching my arm as I try to shove him away.

“Just relax,” he says hoarsely, his breath too loud, too fast as he presses tighter against me. He's hard again, digging into my hip, the night spinning around me as he slowly pushes one of his hot fingers into my hole.

God... Holy fuck, what is he doing? Fuck... Fuck... Oh fuck... I can't stop my cry, my entire body shuddering. It's weird. He's moving inside my hole, and it's weird, and god, I feel so hot... so hard... God, why is he doing this?

“You like it, don't you?” Jake groans in my ear, his finger sliding deeper inside my tightly clenching flesh. 

My body keeps trying to push him out, but it feels so strange, so overwhelming and crazy. Then it doesn't, then my body adjusts, and a part of me is missing how it just felt, needing it to feel big again, tight inside me. He suddenly grabs my leg, pulling my thigh up around his hip, making more room for his hand and opening me up wider. 

I can't look at him, I really can't, feeling his hard dick rubbing against mine, his finger pushing into me deeper, rubbing around the edges of my hole until it moves easily inside me.

God, he's inside me.

“Tell me you like it, B.” His hips jolt against mine, my mouth gaping open in a silent cry. “God, tell me you want this. Tell me you want me, and what I'm doing to you.”

I can't. God, I can't tell him that. It's Jake, and he's... he's trying to put his fingers in me the same way Mitch put his in my mouth. Except it's my hole, and I don't think he really wants his fingers inside me but his dick. And I... There's no way I can like that. I just can't...

“B...” He lets my leg go so he can grab my chin, forcing me to face him. I keep my eyes closed, but his grip only gets harder, determined until I finally dare to look at him. I wish I hadn't. Really, really wish I wasn't looking into his stupid fucking beautiful blue eyes. “Do you like it, B?”

“I...” My words catch in my throat. He's a fucking asshole. Bad enough he's got me crushed up against a tree with his fucking finger up my ass, but now he wants me to say I like it?

“Brendon, please. I... I need to know... God, it's killing me.” His eyes move over my face in an expression I've been really trying to ignore from him the last couple months. “I don't want to do anything that's going to make you hate me... But... but fuck, I want you so bad. Need you... I...”

“Shut up,” I force out, my throat tight and unbearably dry. Why does he have to look at me like that? Why does he have to fucking sound so messed up, like he had over Lindsay half a year ago when she dumped him? I'm not a fucking chick.

He glares at me, upset I interrupted whatever fucking retarded stupid was about to come out of his mouth. It's a relief. I'd rather he be angry. He shifts, a heavy breath escaping me as his finger moves inside me. I try to turn my head, but he won't let my chin go. Swallowing hard as he stares me down, I feel when he presses another finger to the rim of my hole, holding it there, daring me to back out. My breath speeds up, small gasps falling from my lips as he begins to push it inside with the finger already in me.

“Oh... oh fuck...” It's big, thick, stretching me wider than before, feeling absolutely insane as I struggle to keep from losing it in front of him. He's watching my face, holding my gaze, and I can't look away.

“B, is it—”

“Stop talking,” I grit out, only to groan embarrassingly loud as he plunges into me all the way. “Oh fuck. Fuck, it's... fuck...” Crazy, fucking crazy, my dick jerking each time his fingers push into me, my flesh opening, feeling so slick and strangely wet as he moves his thick fingers inside me.

I can't stop moaning. I try but the sounds just keep coming out of me, louder with each driving push. My body keeps clenching, holding him in tight, my hole aching when he manages to move and pull out, just to push in again. I squeeze my eyes shut, hating the way tears are trying to break free. God, it's so fucked up... Feels so fucked up, and crazy, and so hot inside.

“That's it, B... God, that's it.” He releases my chin, grabbing my leg again, hooking my knee around him, our dicks crashing together while he pushes harder into my hole. His mouth is hot on mine, wet, hungry as he pulls louder cries from me only to swallow them down with each gasping kiss. “You look so good... Feel so good inside... Tight. You are so fucking tight.”

God, why won't he shut up? His fingers spread inside me and I shout, my shoulders slamming back against the tree. Fuck, I'm going to come. Jake has his fucking fingers inside me and I'm going to come from how they feel.

“That's it, B, get there. You're close... so fucking tight. Beautiful... Fuck, you're so beautiful, Brendon. I want to see you come so bad.”

I grab his shirt, really needing him to shut up. I kiss him, hard, desperate, trying to muffle every aching cry that I make as he slams his fingers into me and I push down to feel them harder. It's good, so fucking good. Never felt anything this crazy good and I can barely contain it. His fingers hit something inside that makes me see white, body tensing, air exploding free.

“F-Fuck,” I croak, tears streaming down my face, my muscles so tight as I clench around his big fingers. “Fuck, Jake...”

He crushes me back, driving deep inside me, his large body wrapping all around me as he holds me there. My body bucking against his, I come with a sob, gasping again and again as my hole tightens with each hot stream of my cum.

I slump, dazed, sore and lost. He's moving against me, rocking his hips with low grunts breathing into my ear. I try to block out the sick stuff he's saying, how he wants to be inside me, fucking me hard, filling me with his seed, making me scream. He's fucked up. Don't know when it happened, but he's totally messed up.

He suddenly grabs my ass with his free hand, gripping my cheek painfully hard, making me cry out as he rubs his hard cock between my trembling thighs.

“Don't,” I groan, his fingers spreading inside me, like he's thinking of putting something bigger in my hole and he wants to know if it will fit.

“Just a little, B,” he grunts hoarsely into my neck. “Fuck, just a little bit. I'm so close. So there. I want to feel you.”

I can't answer, his fingers thrusting again inside me feeling too overwhelming to speak. He slides them in and out, pushing against my sides, then pulls them free. I can't help but whimper when they leave, my entrance feeling so empty all of a sudden, so hollow. His hands grab my ass, spreading my cheeks apart, pulling me up his leg. My chest heaves as I feel his thick, hot dick press between my cheeks, moving forward, finding my hole and nuzzling against it.

Oh god... God, is he going to fuck me?

I reach for his dark hair, pulling as brutally as my shaking fingers will let me. “Stop—I will fucking kill you.”

Growling in my hold, he pulls his hair from my grip, kissing me hard until my head is pinned to the tree by his mouth. I moan as I feel him thrust against my hole, his hot flesh pushing just at the edge, jolting, jerking with every grunt he makes against my lips. Hate him... fucking hate him more than Mitch right now.

He's slick, rubbing his dripping tip up and down, the thick flesh teasing over my entrance, pushing to the sides but never quite at the right angle to go past my rim. God, I hate how it feels, how I want to feel it deeper, inside me, stretching into me. I hate that he's made me want to feel this because I never did before. I was okay before but now I want to feel his dick inside me.

“I won't hurt you, B... Just want to feel how tight you are... Dreamed of this.” His arms wrap around my thighs, pulling me up the tree, slamming me back while my legs automatically twine around his hips. I gasp, his cockhead pushing ever so slightly inside me, my flesh opening to him, grasping at his tip like it wants him inside. 

It's so much bigger than his fingers. Just like before, just like in my mouth, but god, this time it feels so much bigger.

“Jake,” I whine, feeling him push again, my entrance trying to open to him. So big. So fucking big, and hard, and needy.

“Sorry... Fuck, you feel so good... So fucking good.” He changes angles, his thrusts pushing at the bottom of my hole, maddening, aching jolts that I know he wishes were pushing into me. He wants to fuck me. Jake wants to actually fuck me. 

I can't stop my cry when he comes, his hips grinding me so hard, his dick threatening to stretch my hole down. His thick seed coats between my cheeks, my face growing hotter as it hits me what he's done. 

He got off on me. Rutted against me like some desperate dog happy for a leg to hump. A hole to fill. Even though I'm a boy.

Fucked up. I feel his cum slide down my thighs, his dick softening as he holds it tight against my entrance. God, so fucked up. I'm half hard again and his cum is sticky against the flesh of my sore hole.



Chapter Two

 

I can't sleep.

I've been lying in bed for a good half hour after stumbling in through the garage and throwing myself into the shower. I was covered in it. Covered in his cum. My clothes, my underwear—even now, scrubbed pink with hot water I feel like it's still there. Like it sunk into my skin the same way it did the fabric of my clothes and I'm always going to have it on me.

I can't stop thinking about it. About him. About Jake. How he looked at me after he came that second time, his seed wet and sticky as it moved down my thighs. I can't stop thinking about his cum. The way he was breathing so heavily, his flesh so hot against mine, lips wet and desperate, hands so strong. My hole is aching, throbbing. It keeps clenching like there's something trying to push in, trying to stretch me wide. God, it's aching like it wants it.

I keep getting hard. It hits me in waves where I shut it down, push the thoughts and sensations away, and then they just creep back in... His voice in my ear, the way his dick filled my mouth, the back of my throat, his hand stroking me... His eyes glowing in the dark as Jake looked at me like he wanted to hold me so tight, the barrier of our skin would slip away and we would be one...

God, I hate him.

I push my pajama pants down, kicking them off my legs while pulling my sheet tighter around me. Curled on my side, I cup my shaft, exhaling noisily. I don't do this. I don't masturbate. I don't think it's fucked up or wrong or anything, I just don't ever want to. Sex is complicated and it's easier to avoid anything that can lead to it.

All the girls I know won't date me because they say I'm prettier than they are. I've heard it my entire life, to the point that I just stopped trying. The first time I asked a girl out, Sarah Osmand, she thought I was asking about her brother. No joke. I was twelve and everyone already thought I was into guys.

Not that Bill Osmand's a dog or anything, but things got really awkward when Sarah told him the big misunderstanding—After being clear there was no way in hell she would ever go out with me because she felt like kissing me would be like kissing a girl. Total kick to the head, that. Bill suddenly wanted to hang out with me. Like, all the time. Started meeting me between classes, grabbing my books and carrying them for me, hanging out with me and Jake at lunch and recess.

Jake tried to warn me but I just thought the kid was being nice. He had a PlayStation and invited me over a lot. Once I got over the awkwardness of seeing Sarah there—she kept trying to fucking braid my hair—it was cool. Then Bill tried to kiss me, and that was the end of that. 

'Practice,' he called it. He figured I wouldn't mind cus my face was so girly that he sure didn't mind. I minded. I slugged him and didn't talk to him for the rest of the year.

I'm not a girl. I'm not. Just because I'm pretty doesn't automatically mean I like dick. I am not some fucking substitute girlfriend for Jake just because the fucker hasn't gotten laid in half a year. I've been fighting this fucking thing since I was twelve fucking years old, and now Jake—and Mitch, the fucker—have ruined everything.

I am so unbelievably hard right now. My entire body feels alive, like every cell is burning with whatever the fuck Jake put into me. Because this isn't me. I don't get like this. I don't get crazy over anyone. I barely masturbate, I barely think about sex. The girls I do like, I don't really think about sex when I think of them. They're fun, smart, cool to hang out with, comforting. With my dick throbbing with a pulse mirrored in the clenching of my sore hole, I can't help wondering why that is.

I didn't get this hard when I kissed Rachel, and that girl was definitely trying. She also called it 'practice,' but the way she had her hands all over me, she'd been practicing with a lot of people. She would have blown me if I let her, but that sure as fuck wasn't going to happen while in some dark movie theater with Jake and Lindsay right next to us. At the time I was pretty sure I didn't like aggressive girls because I felt so fucking awkward with her trying to get her hands down my pants. It wasn't a turn on. Not the way it was with Jake's hands.

I grunt as my dick jerks, the muscles of my ass and thighs tightening from the memory. Fuck.

What the fuck did he do to me?

I thought I just needed to be able to make the first move, and there was no way that was going to happen with a bossy girl like Rachel. I knew if I could just get some sweet girl to give me a chance, one that didn't think I was fucking competing with her as to who would be the prettiest in the relationship—for some reason the shy girls are the worst about it—I would have, I don't know, found my groove or something.

Apparently I just needed a pair of fingers down my throat.

Fucking Mitch.

Eyes closed, I push two of my fingers to my mouth, just touching my lips. It does something to me, something hot rising over my skin in a wave. When I part my lips, licking over my fingers slowly, thinking of how Jake had tasted, so slick, so big and overwhelming in my mouth, I start to pant loudly. 

I'm in trouble. He did something to me, fucked up my head, and I'm in so much trouble. Pushing my fingers deeper into my mouth, sucking on them absentmindedly, I move my other hand between my thighs, trying not to think about what I'm going to do.

It's burning. My hole is burning, demanding, aching. Every time it clenches, my entire body jerks. When I push my fingertip over the sensitive flesh behind my balls that stretches to my entrance I almost come.

Jake broke me. I never get like this. I never wanted sex like this, touch, to get off. Now I feel like a wild animal, like I'm going to die if I don't have something shoved deep inside the throbbing flesh of my hole. Exhaling noisily, saliva dripping from the corners of my mouth around my fingers, I push into my hot passage.

“Oh fuck... Fuck,” I gasp, pulling my fingers out of my mouth so I can palm my dick instead. I'm already so close, my balls tight, thighs even tighter. I barely comprehend the strange slickness of the walls of my channel, the rhythmic clenching of my hole, the way it doesn't really burn but just ache more before I'm coming, my seed filling my palm with spurting jerks.

Tears are stinging my eyes and I don't know if it's because I'm so fucking angry with Jake, or because it felt so fucking good. Still feels good. I can't seem to stop pushing my finger in and out of my tight flesh. It's partially soothing, partially crazy. I hate how I want to know what it would have felt like if Jake had just angled up, had pushed into me.

I'm not a girl. Just because I have a pretty face doesn't mean I like guys. Just because... Just because I like the feel of fingers in my hole doesn't mean I'd like the feel of a dick there either. Pretty sure.

My hand is growing tired but I keep pushing my finger inside me with slow strokes. I don't stop until I'm nearly fast asleep, my body exhausted, yet my hole is throbbing even now.



Chapter Three

 

Everyone is staring at me. Everyone. They're not even being subtle—Fucking Corey Hill just nearly shut his locker on his fucking hand because he's gaping widemouthed at me right now. This is not boding well.

I don't think Jake told anyone. I can't imagine he would. Given the comments suddenly flying in the air as I duck my head and try to work my combination lock, they really like my hair cut.

I had cut it to get people to stop staring at me. I was late coming to class, stopping in the barber down the street demanding Mr. Corelli chop my shoulder length blond locks off and make it look as fucking butch as possible. I thought he had. There is no way anyone can mistake me for a girl from the back now. No sideways glances where they're trying to figure out if I might just be some flat chested chick. It's a classic haircut, parted to the side and combed like the pictures of my dad back in the day. But I seriously don't look like my dad.

“You modeling now, Sullivan?”

“Go fuck yourself,” I snap, not bothering to turn my head as I finally wrench my locker open. Should have shaved it off. Not even the military look. Should have gone fucking cancer patient bald. Fuck my life.

“Oh my god, B, you look so smoking hot!” Shelly shrieks in my ear, slamming against my back as she hugs me. “I didn't realize just how sexy you were until you stopped hiding behind that long hair of yours. Your eyes look fucking amazing.”

Fuck my life.

“You're heavy,” I grunt, hoping she takes it as a fat remark and jumps off the fucking building in an emo heap. Shelly is actually pretty cool, but right now I fucking hate her.

“Turn around; I want to see you,” she demands, ignoring my angry growl. Suddenly she has my face in her hand and she's forcing me sideways. Fuck, even a scrawny girl like her can manhandle me. I need to start going to the gym or some shit. I meet her sparkling eyes with a blank glare. She makes a kissy face at me, looking me over like she wants to lick me from chin to forehead. I'm definitely shaving my head tomorrow.

“Fuck, B. You need to be in magazines or something. Your eyelashes are disgustingly long—And your eyes are just crazy hot. I always wanted green eyes.”

“Shelly, I need to get to class,” I say tightly, wondering if anyone would give me shit for hitting a girl. They all think I'm a fucking chick anyways; I could probably get away with it.

“Fine, whatever, Mr. Grumpypants. Have you had your coffee today?”

I ignore her, turning back to my locker to grab my books once she lets my face go. “I have that stupid report for social studies,” I mutter, refusing to go into the long hours of hell I had endured last night unable to sleep while thinking about dick.

“Ugh, I hate Mr. Donovan’s reports,” she says, snapping her gum. “Did Jake find you yet? He's been looking everywhere for you.”

My lips tightening into a grim frown, I look up from the mess of my locker, scanning through the crowd of students warily. There is no way in fuck I'm talking to Jake today. If he shows, I'm totally running. I don't care how it looks. Not facing that fucking mess.

There are way too many people looking back at me, eyes touching mine briefly, glances lingering on my mouth. Did people look at my mouth before Mitch shoved his fucking fingers in it? For the life of me, I can't remember. They sure as hell are now. And fuck my life, it's more guys than girls doing it. Fuck.

I knew I kept my hair long for a reason, my bangs usually covering my weird green eyes rimmed in black. But for some reason I just thought going short would magically make me look more manly. It works for lesbians. Why the fuck can Alison get the same fucking haircut and look more butch than me? I should take a cheese grater to my face. If people stare at me after that, I'll know it's because I'm hideous, and not because they want to fuck my mouth.

“You have the reddest fucking lips...”

I glare at Shelly, who just smirks and cocks a pierced eyebrow at me. “Stop being a jealous bitch,” I grunt, slamming my locker shut and shouldering my bookbag.

“No. I would kill for a face like yours,” she says completely unapologetically. “Actually, if I could find a way to kill you and steal your face, I would.”

I have the worst friends. This is proven when Corey, rubbing his bruised hand, comes up to me with Deb and Frank, the three of them just staring at me blatantly and blocking me from leaving.

“What?” I'm about done with all this shit.

“Just wondering what you were doing after school,” Corey finally says, his grin too fucking smug for words.

“I love your hair,” Deb breaks in, keeping me from the fucking bitch rant I am seconds from letting loose on the entire fucking school. “You look like some sort of elf. Super cute.”

Yeah, cus that's what I was going for. Cute elf. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I glare at Frank, who looks like he wants to say something but hasn't found enough stupid to form the words yet.

“It's really hot.”

Yup, I should get my period and just get it over with. I am never going to look like a proper boy. I fucking hate my life.

“Shit.”

I tense, my gaze flying to the side down the hall where Jake has stopped short, his eyes wide as he stares at me open mouthed. He hasn't gotten a haircut to prove he's a guy. He's the same as always with his black, careless hair, bright blue eyes, and warmly tanned skin from all his time outside. Seeing him is like a fucking jolt of electricity, and suddenly all I can feel is his breath on my cheek, his hands grabbing my ass, lips sliding over mine wet and suffocating as his dick rocks against mine.

Fuck. Fuck this entire fucking day.

My face feeling flushed, I slip under Shelly's arm, turn, and just start walking. Don't say a word to anyone. I duck into the nearest boy's room, throwing my bag on the floor and hunch over the sink.

What the hell am I going to do? Just ignore him forever?

Yes. Yes, that is exactly what I'm going to do. Because I cannot, under any fucking circumstances, ever say another word to him.

I turn the faucet on, cupping my hands and splashing cold water on my face. I think the cheese grater to the face is a damn fine idea. Pretty sure more people will end up trying to look away than make fun of me. Not like now. Not with them all just staring at me.

“B.”

I curse, nearly braining myself on the faucet. Turning the water off, I glance up, wincing as I find Jake reflected in the mirror behind me. Fucking whore.

“Go away,” I croak, hating how dry my mouth is from having him right fucking there. Could he not fucking realize when I walked away not saying a word that I wanted to be away not talking to him for fucking ever?

Jake doesn't go away. He continues to stand there, staring at my reflection. And then not just my reflection, his eyes wandering, moving over my shoulders, down my back, lingering on my ass for the longest eternity. I hate him. I really fucking do. How can I feel so hot from something so fucking messed up as my best friend staring at me ass?

“I want to talk to you. About last night.”

Yeah, no way in fuck. “Not interested.” I turn the water back on because my face has managed to get hotter with him in here than when I first escaped. I'm hoping if I ignore him long enough he'll get a fucking clue and get out. Ducking my head, I sigh into my cold palms, willing my heart to stop sounding so damn loud in my ears.

The next time I glance up, I think he's gone. He's not and I find him walking down the row of stalls, pushing the doors open. I'm not talking to him, whether anyone else is here or not. I grab a paper towel, patting my face and then the back of my neck, eyes narrowing warily as he goes to leave. He's got his hand on the door and something hot pools in my stomach when I watch him twist the bolt shut.

Fuck him, I'm not talking about this. I sure as fuck am not staying in a room with him so he can spew whatever stupid shit he tried to say last night like I'm his fucking girlfriend.

“I don't want to talk to you,” I snap, glaring at him as he just shrugs and starts walking towards me. There's something about the way he's moving, how his eyes are running over me that's making that honey feeling in my stomach spread, my muscles tensing, heart tripping anxiously.

“You cut your hair.” He stops a foot away and I fight the weird instinct to step back. It's Jake. Just... he's tall, and broad shouldered, and right now it feels like a wave of heat is coming off his form that's threatening to burn me even from over here.

“I'm not a girl,” I say flatly, hating how my throat is still dry, my eyes unable to stop moving down his shoulders, sliding to his arm and his bicep stretching his t-shirt. Jake's strong. He's always been, but lately he really looks it.

He tilts his head, his hand rising as he goes to touch my hair. I watch him, my entire body tense, feeling the slightest ruffle to my bright blond locks. “B, I know you're not a girl.”

“Like fuck you do.” I take a step back—because my best friend is touching my fucking hair like I'm some fucking chick—only to hit the counter. “I cut my hair to fucking remind you, jackass. I'm a guy. Now stop staring at my fucking face like you think different.”

Lips twisting in a smirk, Jake lets his hand drop. “You look sexy, B. Cute, sexy, and definitely not a girl. There's nothing girly about you.”

For some reason that just pisses me off even more, my face flushing at the fucked up compliment. Growling, I shove him with everything I have. The room kind of spins, and suddenly he's got me by my arms, pulling me tight against his chest, his mouth sealed on top of mine.

Damn it... Damn, why does he have to taste so fucking good! I try to wrench away, but he holds on, his lips crushing mine, his breath hot, tongue wet as he grabs my chin and forces my lips to part. God. He pulls me closer, pulling me up his strong body, my head tilting back as he steals every breath I have, his teeth sharp when he bites my lower lip and makes me gasp. “Oh fuck.”

Breathing heavily, he suddenly lets me go, turns me and pulls me back against his chest. I start, finding my own face staring back at me through the large mirror, my green eyes wide, cheeks flushed, short bright hair disheveled, mouth half opened and gasping.

“I know you're not a girl, B,” Jake murmurs hot in my ear, his eyes meeting mine through the mirror. I'm so short compared to him, his shoulders flaring out wider, his muscular arms nearly engulfing me as he holds me tight. “I think you have a great dick. When you say that to a girl, they get really fucking pissed off at you.”

My mouth isn't working. My brain isn't working. He's got me pinned in his gaze, this strangely fierce expression on his face. Hungry. He's looking at me like he's starving. Then I feel his hand, moving down my stomach, pulling my t-shirt up so he can get to my jeans.

“Jake...”

“There is absolutely nothing girly about you.” He pushes my shirt up, his other hand grabbing the material, exposing my flat stomach to the air. Before I can fully comprehend it, he's got my fly unzipped, my pants being pushed down my narrow hips, his fingers unwrapping my already hard cock from my briefs. Because he makes me hard. One kiss from Jake and I am so painfully hard.

I choke back a cry, gasping shakily as he begins to stroke me. I can't look away. He's got my dick in his big hand, his fingers tanned and long as he wraps around my flushed cock and jerks me.

“You're toned... strong, B. Sleek, with fucking amazing, sharp hipbones. No tits. No vag. Your ass is fucking fine.” He shifts his hips and I groan, his dick hard and straining as he rubs against my ass. “You're tight. Your ass is hard, and smooth, and fucking tight.”

God, he really needs to shut the fuck up.

I'm so hard, so aching, every cell in my body feeling alive and on fire. God, he does something to me. Makes me crazy. Makes me... God, makes me into some sort of slut that can only think of how good his hand feels and how hard his dick is against my ass cheek.

Jake's lips are wet on my ear, his blue eyes burning over me while I watch my reflection gasp back. “Guys that like girls don't get hard when they're being touched by a guy.”

I really wish he'd shut up.

“I know because I tried to like girls.” His teeth nip against my neck, my entire body stretching as he scrapes over my throat. “I tried with Jessica but it just didn't happen. But you, B... Brendon, every time I thought of you... Just looked at you...”

“Shut up,” I growl, which he completely ignores.

“You're fucking hot. I'm glad you're not a girl, B, because I don't want to fuck girls. I want to fuck you, and I am so fucking glad you're not a girl.”

His arm around my chest holds me tighter, his hips driving forward against my ass. Fuck. Holy fuck, when did Jake go gay? That's what that means, right? If he's not thinking I look like some chick and he still wants to bone me, then he's gay.

That my legs keep spreading to every push of his hips is apparently irrelevant to my brain as I can't seem to get past the idea of Jake wanting guys. “You... you're gay?”

“Yeah, B,” he admits in my ear, the warm hand on my dick now just holding instead of stroking. “I talked to my brother about it. He was cool about it... I guess he had kind of guessed. Then he started bringing Mitch around and he was more than willing to help me figure things out.”

Inwardly I fume at the idea of Mitch doing anything with Jake that would help him figure out if he was gay. I fucking hate Mitch, the fucking creep.

“I like dick, B. I... I really like your dick.” His hand is moving again and I can't think of anything to say in response because it feels so good. He pulls my head back, turning my face and kissing me. He's rough with me, his kisses nearly desperate, hard, dizzying. I don't think I ever saw him kiss a girl like this, like he was going to lose it if they stopped. 

I'm going to lose it, pretty sure. I'm going to lose my fucking mind if he doesn't jerk me firmer. I buck my hips, groaning into his wet mouth. He crashes me back even harder against his body, his bulge driving rough fabric between my crack. It's too much, and I cry out into his mouth, my back arching as I come all over his hand, my body jerking wildly.

“Fuck, B... Fuck, you are so fucking hot.” He turns me in his arms, refusing to let me go as he claims my mouth again. I try to pull away, feeling dazed, crazy, and still really fucking angry at him for doing this to me.

“Get off—Fuck, Jake. Just stop.” I grunt as he grabs my ass, pulling me up his body. God, he feels so hot, like a damn furnace. “I don't care what you like. I don't like your fucking dick... I don't like dick at all,” I manage to snap even though he's kissing down my neck hungrily and part of me just wants to melt.

“You're so full of shit.” Suddenly his hand is in my face, my eyes focusing blearily on the streaks of cum still there. “Stop being such a repressed, prudish little bitch. You just came for me, B. You came all over my hand, just for me.”

I moan when he pushes his hand against my parted lips, my seed collecting on my swollen flesh as he scrapes downwards and wipes. Then he kisses me, grinding it into my skin, into his, and fuck, Jake is really fucking gay if he's getting off kissing my fucking cum.

“Aw fuck,” I groan as he once again roughhouses me backwards, his hands large and strong on my shoulders as he pushes me chest first against the bathroom stall. His body engulfs me from behind, hard, hot and unyielding as he presses me tight against the wall and slides my jeans further down my thighs until they hit my ankles. I'm vaguely aware of the sound of the soap dispenser, then suddenly something cool and wet is being slicked around the rim of my hole.

“Jake, fuck, fuck...” I'm going to lose my mind. It's so cold in comparison to my very hot skin, so tormenting and messed up. He's not stopping, two of his thick fingers pushing around the edge, working my tight flesh until it starts loosening. “Oh... Oh fuck!” I gasp, slamming forward involuntarily, my body tensing as he plunges his fingers into my hole.

God... god, it feels crazy. His fingers are so big, thick, and the soap is making it so slick and smooth. I raise my hand to my mouth, trying to stop the fucking stupid coming out of my mouth as I gasp and moan and whimper. So good... so fucking hot, and big, and I can't stop clenching around him, feeling him inside me, so fucking crazy. Why does it have to feel so good?

He has his lips on my ear, his breath coming out in harsh pants, his hips rocking with the jolting of his hand as he spreads me, fills me, withdraws and plunges in again. “Fuck, B... You look so fucking good like this.” He groans, his dick grinding hard against my ass as he slams me forward, jarring his fingers so deep inside. I can't stop the sob—Fuck, I sound so crazy right now.

“God, that's it... So tight... so fucking tight for me.” He buries his face into my hair, breathing deep, grunting as he spreads his fingers in my hole. “Yeah, that's how you like it. You sound like such a slut, B. Sound like you're so fucking horny and begging for what I'm going to do to you.”

I hate that he's right, but I can't stop the noises. I choke on a sob when he thrusts a third finger into me. It's so big, so overwhelming in intensity, and he keeps moving them, driving them in again and again. My knees give out and I start sliding down the wall, fingers splaying for purchase. He wraps his arm around my waist, pulls me up, pulls me back against his chest, his mouth moving down the side of my throat. He doesn't stop, his fingers still fucking me, still driving me crazy even though he has to hold me up to keep me from turning to goo on the floor.

“I want to fuck you so bad, B.” He exhales noisily, mouth parting to run wet all over my neck. “Want to fucking bury inside you, fill you up with me, make you mine. Tell me you want me... Tell me you want me to fuck you.”

“Jake... you're fucking crazy,” I gasp out, a tear streaking down my face to mix with the sweat already trickling down. I'm so hard, so aching. He just got me off, but somehow his fingers inside me, his dick grinding against my ass, it just makes me so hot.

“For you, B. You fuck me up... for so long now. I wanted you for so long.” The hand holding me upright is suddenly twisting fingers around my nipple, pinching, teasing until all I can do is moan and clench on the fingers buried so deep inside me. “I need to fuck you. I'll go slow, B. I'll... I'll try to go slow.” He grunts as he rubs his hard dick up against my crack through his jeans.

He's so big, so hot and hard. Everything goes red when I feel him grinding up against me, and I barely register the clink of his belt, the sound of his zipper, or the soap slicking over his flesh, although I definitely notice when his fingers leave me empty and aching.

“Just a little, B. Just want to feel you a little.” Pushing me up against the wall again, he pins me in place, his hand cupping my ass and spreading my crack with one of his thumbs. My forehead falls heavy against the wall, my breath bouncing back in wild puffs against my face as I feel his dick push between my cheeks, nuzzling, then harder, seeking, determined until he's tight against my hole.

I should tell him to stop. I should tell him to get the fuck off me, and then never talk to him again. God, his dick is so hot, so hard. He rubs his soap slick head around my hole and I can't stop my moan. I do sound like a slut. I sound like I'm begging for him to fuck me when the only thing I'm really doing is not telling him to stop.

But I should. I should really stop him because this is just going to fuck up everything between us.

My mouth falls open and stays open when he begins to push into me. Big... Holy fuck, it's big. Stretching me so much wider than his fingers, opening my flesh from every angle at once. My muscles are so tight, my thighs hard, fingers curled into fists as I try to comprehend just how insane it feels. I start whimpering, quiet, broken cries as he breaches my first ring of clenching muscle.

“God, that's it... Fuck, Brendon... Fuck.” His breath is so hot on my neck as he grunts, his hips jolting as he sinks into me. God... God, he's in me. Jake is fucking in me.

I can't stop the sob when he pushes past, his thick head sliding so wet even while my body tries to push him out. I can barely breathe, everything shaking, saliva dripping down my chin. I've never felt anything like this and I can't tell if I like it, or if I'm just trying to survive how big it is, how wide he's making me as my body opens to his dick.

“B... How you doing?” His lips are on my ear, his fingers gripping so tight on my hips. “God, you feel so good... So tight... Are you okay?”

I have no fucking clue. He starts kissing my cheek and neck, his tongue sliding over me while I keep making stupid gasping cries. It's getting warm... Like my whole body is suddenly tingling warm, centering on my stretched hole and moving out to my fingers and toes. He rocks his hips forward and I realize he's as deep as he can get, my passage aching when he tries to get deeper. Fuck... Holy fuck that feels insane.

Jake growls in my ear, his hands suddenly grabbing my ass and pushing me forward, my hard dick trapped against the cool wall. I cry out when he starts pulling out, my flesh clinging to him, holding his cock and feeling every ridge, every thick inch. He surges forward, drives into me, and everything goes white for a second. I think I screamed, or something equally embarrassing, my hole aching and clenching around him as I'm stretched open again.

“That's it, B... Take me in... God, I've wanted you for so long... Needed you so bad... So fucking bad.” Groaning in my ear, he keeps his thrusts slow, rhythmic jolts that force me to feel just how big he is, how crazy it is when he drives in so hard, his balls flush against my ass. 

I start rocking with him, pushing back, trying to get that feeling to last every time he grinds deep in me. God... God, it feels so crazy... So fucking wild. My passage keeps clenching, keeps wrapping around him and milking his thick flesh.

“Waited so long for this.” He slams in harder and I sob and clutch at the wall. So much. So fucking much. “Want to fuck you all the time, B... Fill you with so much of my cum. Just... Just need to be inside you... Want you so bad.”

Cum? Is he going to...? God, that's definitely going to make this gay. I am not some fucking chick that you stick a dick in and cum inside.

“Wait—Fuck, just...” It's really hard to talk with him thrusting into me, his hips pushing me up the wall, hands gripping me so tight. Fuck. “Jake,” I try again, my head falling back on his shoulder as I blink up at his jaw. His expression is so intense, I nearly forget what I'm trying to say.

His hips rock forward, the both of us groaning as he runs a hand up my throat. Fuck his beautiful eyes. “Don't come inside me... I... I'm not a girl, Jake.”

“Jesus, B—I know you're not a girl.” Growling lowly, he does something, angling in a way that makes me scream in agony when he pushes in again. Gasping, my body nearly limp, limbs shaking and sweaty, I let him slam me forward again as he drives against that maddening spot inside me. “Girls don't have prostates, for one... Or dicks.”

“Fuck... Oh god, I can't...”

His hand wraps around my dick and he starts jerking me even as he grinds against that spot that makes everything go white and crazy. I'm moaning wildly, can't even bite my hand to stop. It's so good and overwhelming and he just keeps going.

“Fuck, that's it... You're so close, B...” He buries his face against my neck, breathless and hoarse. “You are all man, Brendon. Your dick is fucking perfect... Your ass is—fuck—so tight. And you are an absolute slut for letting me fuck you in the boy's bathroom.”

I arch, my body bowing back, thighs spreading wider as he growls into my neck and throws all his weight against me, grinding me so hard into the wall. “Oh god...”

“You are a very bad... very gay boy, B... and I'm going to fill you with my cum to prove it... Get all my jizz inside you... Every drop, just for you. You like it, and I'm going to fucking show you.”

I whimper, my entire focus centered on how big he is inside me, how he feels like he's swelling, or maybe I'm just clenching so tight. God... God, he's going to... “Oh... Oh fuck.”

His hand clamps over my mouth right before I shout, my dick jerking in his palm as I spurt stream after stream of seed all over the wall, my ass clenching down so tight around his thick cock. Grunting, he starts humping me in frantic, sharp pushes right before I feel it—Hot, wet, splashing inside me.

“Fuck, that's it... Fuck, take it, B... Take my cum...”

I think I'm going to pass out. I slump against the wall, his arms holding me up even as he keeps rocking in me slowly. I can feel is seeping, making his movements extra slick, dripping out of my abused hole and down my thighs. 

Fuck... Fuck, I just let Jake fuck me.

His lips are wet on my jaw, kissing me like I'm his fucking girlfriend or something. Damn it... Damn, he just had to fuck everything up. His hand rakes through my hair, pulling me back, forcing me to turn and meet his mouth. I'm too weak to fight him right now, too messed up in the head to care that I'm kissing him back just as hard, our mouths wet and slick, lips bruised and hungry.

I shudder when he pulls his softening cock out of me, trying not to notice how his cum is moving down my thighs. I can barely stand, leaning weakly on the wall, avoiding his eye while he washes me down with a damp paper towel. He goes so far as to pull my pants up, zipping me up, holding me against his hips. He grabs my chin about the fourth time I look away, forcing me to meet his eye.

“B, why are you...?”

“Shut up,” I grunt out, wincing at how hoarse I sound. “I gotta get to class.”

He stiffens, his expression closing off, shoulders squaring slightly. Good. Be angry. I'm not his fucking girlfriend. I'm his friend who, for whatever fucked up reason, he suddenly decided he wanted to put his dick in.

“Come over tonight,” Jake finally says, his eyes burning over my face. “We need to talk about this.”

“There's nothing to talk about.”

His glare is scathing. He slams his hands down on either side of the wall next to me, growling lowly, his face inches from mine. I just tilt my chin up, silently daring him to fucking hit me. I'm sick of this whole fucking situation.

“Come over tonight.”

“Fuck you.”

“Damn it, B!” He looks like he wants to say something else. Actually, he looks like he wants to start shouting and punch the wall. He doesn't do either. He fists my short hair and drags me forward, crushing his lips to mine. I go to shove him away, but his mouth is so hot, his body so hard and big, and I just can't seem to do anything but try to keep from falling over as he plunders my mouth.

He doesn't stop until I'm gasping for air, my knees trembling, dick getting embarrassingly hard. Again. Fuck him. Fuck him for messing me up like this.

He notices, his palm moving over my erection, lips twisting in a smirk as he kisses my neck. “I'll see you tonight, B. No classes, no interruptions.”

“I don't want—”

“Too bad. Tonight. Ten. We're talking about this.”

He's gone before I can tell him to go fuck himself, the bathroom door swinging slowly shut.

My legs aren't working and there is no way in fuck I can walk right now. I have that stupid report due, and I can't walk because Jake had his dick up my ass while in the boy's room.

Fuck him. Fucking asshole.



Chapter Four

 

I have no idea what the fuck I'm doing here. Seriously. I told myself the entire day I wasn't going to come by his place tonight. Fucking swore up and down with each painful twitch of my ass that there was no way I'd even step foot near Jake's place. But it's 10:15 and I'm outside the Coy's basement door like some fucking idiot. Fuck. I have to be out of my mind.

So maybe I just really want to talk to Jake. Maybe I really want to be able to fucking punch him in the face for fucking up my entire life. Cus that's what he's done. I used to be able to go for weeks without thinking about sex—Definitely without thinking about dick. Now I can't spend five minutes before my mind is wandering, body tensing, fucking hole aching. I hate him. He's messed me up and I don't know if I'm ever going to be fixed again.

I pull out my cell and shoot Jake a text telling him I'm outside. I leave out the many angry swears I want to add on. I'm just about to send him another one when the door opens, Dave stopping short with an unlit cigarette hanging from his lips. Crap.

Dave looks just like Jake, except he's taller, more muscular, and has a constant five o'clock shadow on his square jaw. Looking at him, I can't help wondering if Jake's going to look just like him in three to four years. It's not a terrible thought—Dave's hot. An asshole, but hot.

Propping the door open with a brick, Dave ducks to light his cigarette, glancing at me sideways as he inhales. There's something way too predatory in his gaze, like he's undressing me. Dave has always unsettled the fuck out of me, for about five years now since I stumbled into their bathroom to find him jerking off. It had been awkward as fuck, but he managed to make it more so by just staring at me until I got the sense to leave.

“You and Jake finally get your shit sorted out?” He asks, his eyebrow cocked in question.

Fuck my life—Jake told him. How much exactly did he tell him? How much does...? Fuck. Fucking hell. 

I'm going to kill Jake. Bad enough he went and fucked me, but he had to tell Dave about it? Oh god, he fucked me. Jake fucked me and his fucking brother might know.

Heat rushing to my face, I force myself to meet his eyes, unable to stop from glaring at him while I try to figure out just how much he knows. Somehow this is Dave's fault. Jake was fine until they started hanging out more, Dave letting his younger brother drink and not giving him shit for smoking. Jake was a damn decent human being that had no interest in fucking me until Dave started getting buddy buddy with him when before all they used to do was fight.

If Dave cares that I hate his guts, he gives no sign, his eyes wandering down my tight t-shirt and baggy jeans like a total perv. “He's in the game room.” He nods towards my cellphone. There's no reception in the basement, which I totally forgot because I'm too busy freaking out trying to figure out why I'm even here.

I'm done looking at Dave, done with him blatantly checking me out, again, like I'm supposed to be some fucking idiot that can't tell that he's always staring at my ass. I push past him, wrenching the basement door open.

“I like your hair.”

Fuck him. I head for the pool room, so ready to beat the shit out of Jake for managing to make this fucking thing even more embarrassing than it already is. I stop cold. Jake isn't alone. He's talking to Mitch, the asshole who had his fingers down my throat yesterday. 

I swallow hard when they both turn their heads towards me, their eyes gleaming like starving wolves. They were talking about me. I can see it on Mitch's face. The sandy haired blond fucking knows. Jake looks mildly guilty and my heart sinks. Couldn't he at least give me a fucking day to deal with this shit before blabbing like a thirteen year old girl?

“Shit, Sullivan, what did you do to your hair?” I turn my glare to Mitch, who's not fazed in the slightest as he steps over and boldly runs his fingers through my golden locks. I jerk my head to the side, but he just smiles. “How the fuck did you manage to get hotter in the matter of a day, kid? You look like pure sex.”

I really have no idea how to respond to something like that. “Get the fuck off me,” I mutter, glancing at Jake. I'm here to talk to him, not be harassed by stupid Mitch. Jake, the asshole, avoids my eye, like we haven't been friends for fucking eight years and it's more than okay for his brother's friend to treat me like shit. Fuck him.

Something touches my jaw and I jerk, finding Mitch brushing the back of his fingers along my chin. The kid's nearly as tall as Jake, his shaggy locks obscuring his brown eyes slightly as he stares fucking blatant at my mouth.

“What?” I snap, trying to ignore the part of my fucked up brain that's looking at his fingers and remembering how they had felt in my mouth. I look to Jake again, but he's no help. His expression is shut off, eyes distant.

There's a noise behind me as the door is pushed open, then the sound of glass clinking. I can't look because I'm pretty sure the second I turn my head Mitch is going to try to... something. It's either going to be gross or sexual, or maybe both, but he's got a look in his eye that is sending so many warnings down my spine I can barely move. Dave steps into view and pushes a cold bottle in my hand.

“I'm underage—”

“Just drink it.”

Glancing from Dave to Mitch to Jake, I square my jaw and take a swig of the beer. It's cool hitting my throat, pointing out the fact that I am in fact absolutely dry mouthed and feeling flushed all over. I take another swallow, ignoring the flavor for the cold rush of liquid on my tongue.

Shit, why the fuck won't they stop staring at me? Between the two tall, dark haired, blue-eyed Coy brothers and Mitch's clean surfer look, I am feeling short, slender, and like a rabbit about to be hunted down by wolves.

“You know, since Sullivan's here, maybe we should play a game,” Mitch says, his lips twisting in a wicked smile.

I glare, willing a meteorite to strike him down and burn him to a crisp.

“Sure, whatever.” Dave hands Jake a beer, and I get the distinct impression that this night is not going to end well.

“Truth or Dare?” Mitch offers, his smile growing as he turns to Dave.

“Fine,” Jake says before I can vehemently disagree. Clicking my mouth shut, I turn my glare to him. He just shrugs at me, like he's not being a total traitor right now, drinking from his bottle while his eyes linger too long on my face. I glance away, unable to deal with him looking at me in any way. It all got fucked up so quick, and I really need to talk to him to find a way to fix this.

“Well, truth or dare, Sullivan?”

Blinking, I find Mitch suddenly in my line of sight. “What... I have to go first?”

He just stares at me expectantly, ignoring my angry scowl. Fuck this. I didn't want to come back here, and I sure as fuck don't want to play this fucking game with Mitch again. I go to open my mouth to pick truth, then shut it with an audible click.

He'll ask if I'm a virgin. I'm not. Not since Jake shoved his dick up my ass. Not since I acted like a total slut and let Jake fuck me in the fucking school bathroom. I am officially not a virgin, and in the gayest fucking possible way.

My eyes unconsciously travel down Mitch's arm, resting on his hand and long fingers. It won't be worse than that. I'm more than happy to suck his fingers if it keeps me from having to admit I let Jake fuck me.

Glaring up into the boy's dark eyes, I finally answer. “Dare.”

Mitch's grin lights his face, and my stomach lurches anxiously. Fuck. He's suddenly in my personal space, taking the beer from my hand and placing it on the card table next to him. “I dare you to kiss me.”

Jesus, how did I not see that coming? I must be completely fucked up by this Jake thing. I fucking hate Mitch. I glance to Jake, who's staring at me with a completely unreadable expression. Fine, so apparently he doesn't give a fuck if Mitch kisses me—Even though he kept saying stupid shit about having wanted me forever. Fuck him. Whatever. Fucking whatever.

“Timer?” I snap, narrowing my eyes until Dave holds his watch up. “So help me, Mitch, if you give me some fucking form of man-whore STD, I'm going to—”

“Settle down there, cutie,” he says with a chuckle, his hand suddenly at the nape of my neck, mouth inches from mine. He smells like beer and ocean, and I find myself stilling from the feel of his hot breath against my cheek. “Just relax...”

You fucking relax, you son of a bitch—My internal rant is cut off when he presses his lips to mine, his hand on my neck holding me in place so I can't pull away. I stubbornly keep my lips pressed together, wanting to make sure he gets as little of me as possible after he's been such an ass. I last maybe twenty seconds, his teeth biting persistent at my bottom lip until I open, my breath escaping in a loud blast.

“That's it...” He pulls me closer, his arm wrapping around my back, his hand grasping my chin as he plunges his tongue deep into my gasping mouth. It's intense, dirty, his tongue wide and flat and determined to explore every inch of my mouth he can reach. I find myself moaning, trying to pull away so I can breathe, but he keeps following me, keeps suffocating me with his burning hot mouth and slick lips, and big tongue.

His other hand grabs my ass, grinding my hips to his, pulling a groan from me when I realize that I'm hard and he can tell, his own erection rubbing against mine. “Fuck, Sullivan... I had a good feeling about you.” His hand fisting in my hair, he pulls me back, forcing me to open wider, saliva dripping as he strokes clumsily inside my mouth, teeth nipping hungrily over my swollen lips, my tongue trembling as I grasp at his shirt to keep from falling.

I'm whimpering before Dave calls the time, gasping into Mitch's mouth, my hips rocking to every grinding push he rubs against me. I pull away with a groan, hunching over the table for support, trying to ignore the way Jake is staring at me with that burning look in his eye, or how Dave is adjusting himself, clearly hard from what he was seeing. But I'm harder than all of them and fuck, it's just too embarrassing for words that I can like anything that fucker Mitch does to me.

Jake suddenly drinks down his beer, and when Mitch hands me mine, I drink it down in a long gulp, refusing to meet anyone's eye.

It's Dave's turn to ask a question. I'm immediately wary, only to sigh in relief when he turns to Jake. “Well?”

“Dare.” Jake keeps looking at me. Wincing, I run my hand over my chin, quickly wiping away the moisture I find there. Fuck them all.

“I dare you to kiss Mitch.”

What the fuck is wrong with them? Seriously? Do they just hang around in the basement daring to kiss each other? Jake hardly seems nonplussed, shrugging as he puts his empty bottle down and crossing the distance to where Mitch is smiling like he's just won some great prize. Maybe Mitch and Dave have some thing going on where they're just trying to get the asshole some action.

I try to look away, really not wanting to see my best friend kiss... Nostrils flaring, I hold the table tighter, biting my lip when Jake lets out a groan. Mitch has his hand between them, palm rubbing over Jake's crotch, other hand groping his ass. Fuck... Why the fuck does Jake have to like what Mitch is doing?

And he really likes it. Jake suddenly growls, his hands moving to Mitch's hips, holding the blond still as he humps into his palm with slow, deliberate thrusts, even as their tongues tangle, the air filled with the sounds of their wet kisses and low grunts.

I press the side of my thump to my lips, unable to look away, unable to stop staring at the way Jake's tongue keeps pushing into Mitch's mouth, or how Mitch keeps palming his hard dick through his jeans. God, it's hot. Jake is really fucking hot.

I suddenly wonder just how long it's been, turning my head towards Dave, only to find the older boy watching me from the corner of his eye. I bite my thumb, quickly turning away. Right.

He finally calls time. I'm pretty sure it's well past three minutes. Pretty sure Dave was staring at me the whole fucking time and not the watch. This is getting really fucked up.

I'm certain it's a set up by the time Dave picks dare—Everyone is doing dares? Everyone? Especially when these dares include kissing boys? Jake's the one asking, and I wonder if I'm going to see Dave kiss Mitch. I have a feeling they might be doing that already at this point, seeing how Mitch fucks everything and Dave keeps staring at my ass.

“Kiss B.”

“What?” I gape, staring at Jake wide eyed. What the fuck? Jake doesn't even look apologetic. No, he looks, well, hard, hair disheveled, lips swollen, his eyes burning over me before nodding towards Dave. And then I see Dave's expression, and I'm pretty sure I'm in serious trouble here.

Crossing the room in three long strides, Dave's suddenly in front of me, pushing me back until I hit the wall. “H-Hold on—Oh. Fuck.” I swallow down the lump in my throat, feeling dizzy from the beer, fire rushing over my skin. I'm caught in Dave's glare as he bends over me, trapping me against the wall, his fingers curling into my hair.

I think Jake might have told them what we did. I'm pretty sure Dave knows that I sucked his brother's cock and then let him fuck me. And given the way he's looking at me, he might be a little jealous that he didn't get a turn.

He's all hard muscle and hot flesh when he engulfs me, his mouth tasting of beer as he crushes me back against the wall with his kiss. He pushes his leg between my thighs, grinding into my dick, only to be replaced quickly with his large hand.

It's rough, demanding, his tongue plunging into my mouth, free hand moving possessively down my body, my back, my ass, my thigh, all while he rubs me through my jeans. I can only clutch to him, gasping loudly between my groans, his muscles flexing under my curled fingers.

Fuck... Fuck, I'm so hard. Everything is hot, and it's really impossible to not push back, not kiss back and cry out with every rough bite to my lips, his hand pushing up under my shirt, twisting my nipple, gripping me hard.

Vaguely I hear Mitch call time, but I don't try to stop. His mouth is so hot on mine, tongue so smooth, teeth taunting and wild. When Dave finally pulls his mouth away, he doesn't let me go. His eyes move over my flushed face while I catch my breath, his palm rubbing my aching dick through my clothes. My head heavy against the wall, I watch him through my eyelashes, hating how hard I am, how fucking good it feels as I thrust up into his hand.

I reach down, grabbing his wrist, meeting his eyes and the challenge in them. This is getting really fucking weird and I think it's time I went home. He lets me go reluctantly, his hand squeezing my ass a final time, eyes glaring into mine. That I'm stuck on the wall, unable to walk because my knees feel so weak is just another kick in the head.

Wetting my lips, I raise my head, trying not to flinch at the three very hungry guys staring at me. Yeah, this is getting really weird. They're fucked up. Really, really fucked up. I meet Jake's eyes, my best friend of eight years rock hard after watching his older brother make out with me. Yeah, really fucked up.



It's time to go. There's no way I can stay with them all staring at me like that. Not when I'm hard, that aching throb moving through my hole, reminding me of what I did with Jake only hours ago. No, I need to get home.

“Your turn, Sullivan.” Mitch hands me a fresh beer, hovering too close, his smile lazy and confident as he pulls me off the wall. “Who you going to ask?”

“I'm leaving,” I say, my voice too husky. I take a drink, hoping that my diminutive size will get me blind ass drunk so that I won't have to remember any of this tomorrow.

“Leaving?” Brows furrowed, Mitch pulls me closer to the center of the room where Jake and Dave are standing. “Don't be that way, cutie. Don't you want to get a little revenge?”

Revenge? Blinking, I look up at Jake, my chin lifting defiantly. Yeah, I could definitely go for some fucking revenge. He called me over here saying we were going to talk, then dragged me into this fucked up game? Fuck him. “Fine. Truth or dare?”

Hesitating for a moment, Jake eventually gives his patented shrug. “Dare.”

Of course. Should have just called the fucking game 'Dare.' I search my mind for something befitting the fucking bullshit he's put me through. Clearly Mitch is out, seeing as Jake has no issue sucking on his face, the annoying fuck. A terribly cruel thought hits me, and with a baring of teeth, I say, “Kiss Dave.”

Jake blinks, eyes sliding towards his brother tentatively. Dave's expressionless, like he's just too fucking cool for the world in general. They're both freaked, and it's fucking priceless.

“Shit, Sullivan, that is a fucking nasty dare,” Mitch says with an approving whistle. I ignore him, going to turn. I'm so done with this day. Done with Jake acting all fucked up, done with Dave and Mitch being total pervs, done with being hard.

Mitch grabs me around the waist, whirling me back. “Whoa boy. There is no way you're walking out before they kiss. You don't put a dare like that out there, and not stay to watch.”

Mitch is seriously annoying as all fuck, especially with how sultry he sounds in my ear, curled around my back as he holds me in place. But still, I can't seem to stop myself from watching when Dave edges closer to Jake, a few inches taller, both of them looking even more similar when face to face.

It seems less a kiss than a game of chicken, Jake hesitantly crossing the last of the space, lips pressing to Dave's. I'm assuming they're just going to stand like that for the full three minutes, lips sealed together, not daring to do anything else, then Jake suddenly grabs Dave by the face, licking him from chin to forehead.

“You little shit,” Dave growls, grabbing his snickering brother by his shirt collar and crushing their lips together. Jake growls, but it quickly turns into a groan when Dave holds him by the side of his red face, plunging his tongue into his mouth roughly.

“Fuck,” Mitch whispers, leaning his chin on the top of my head as he steals a sip of my beer. “I like your style, Sullivan.”

I ignore him, trying not to touch myself as Dave drags Jake tighter to his body, dominating his mouth, wrestling his arms until his younger brother is pinned in his grasp. For all his struggling, Jake still pushes back into the kiss, like some weird fight of lips and tongue instead of fists. Then something changes, I'm not sure what, and Jake isn't fighting anymore, gasping loud breaths as Dave pushes him back against the table and pins him with his mouth and hips.

“Son of a bitch,” Mitch mutters in my ear, drinking the rest of my beer down while I just stare slack jawed. One of us is supposed to be watching the clock. I'm more interested in the fact that neither Jake nor Dave seem to care, the two of them wrapped around each other like they're wrestling. But they are so not wrestling. Fuck. Holy fuck.

“They ever...?” I ask, my voice cracking before I can get the full question out.

“No. Definitely not.” Mitch sounds slightly upset. “I've tried to be the cream filling between those two for months, and they are all macho bullshit defense.”

I nod, my brain slowly filtering what he means by 'cream filling.' The kid is a total perv. He might also get a shot at it now because Dave looks like he's going to fuck Jake into the table.

“Time,” I croak out, Mitch growling in my ear for ruining his show. It doesn't matter; the two don't actually stop. Jake's got Dave in some weird one armed headlock, his other hand pulling up his brother's shirt. It's crazy just how hot I'm getting watching them, but a part of me also feels kind of guilty, like I somehow managed to break them into even worse levels of perv than when they started. And they started pretty fucked up.

“Truth or dare, Sullivan?” Mitch suddenly whispers in my ear, his hand sliding under my shirt to move up my back. I shudder from the touch, skin prickling, my mouth feeling dry and chest heavy. “Pick dare. You know you want to.”

My body tingling with need, I close my eyes, feeling every touch of his clothing as it brushes against my back, the heat from his flesh, the tickle of his breath. “Yeah, fine. Dare.”

“I dare you to take all your clothes off.”

Should have gone home. Should have left five minutes ago before the two idiots started making out. “You are such a fucking pervert.”

Mitch huffs against my cheek, his hand moving down to the small of my back, fingers splaying. “Hey, you're the one that made the brothers kiss. I never went so far as to do that—Although, believe me, I wish I had.” He tugs at my shirt, lips smirking against my skin. “Now take your clothes off, gorgeous.”

I don't fight him when he starts rolling up my tee, my arms rising as he pushes my shirt over my head. He combs his fingers in my hair the moment I'm free, pulling me sideways in his grip, making me groan from the feel. I'm kind of buzzed, definitely hot, definitely crazy. I don't like being naked or stared at or groped, but I think the booze is helping with that because when he starts working on my fly I just stare down at his hands, my breathing loud in my ears.

This isn't going to end well. Pretty sure this is going to get fucked up really quick. It feels like the bathroom, right before Jake kissed me, tension crackling in the air as Mitch's hand rubs down my naval beneath the waistband of my jeans and underwear. My tongue feels heavy in my mouth and I lick my lips, exhaling a sigh as his fingers move lower, teasing towards my erection. It's the softest of brushes, then suddenly he pulls away, grabbing my jeans and briefs and pushing them roughly down my thighs.

He bends down to get my clothes past my knees, his hair brushing my bare chest. I step out of my shoes, the air in the basement a cool touch compared to the strange heat that's taken me. When I kick out of my pants, Mitch grabs me by the ass, humming appreciatively as he pulls me into the crook of his shoulder and looks me over.

“You're fucking tight, Sullivan. Really, really fine.”

Biting my lip, I look away from his intense gaze, only to find Jake and Dave staring at me, apparently done grinding on each other for the moment. I'm suddenly feeling really exposed, really short and thin with the three of them practically glaring at me, their eyes moving down my body, staring at my hard dick with more than curiosity in their eyes.

Mitch, warm up against my side, smacks his hand down, slapping my ass hard enough to make me gasp. “Anyone have an interesting dare for this fine piece of ass?” He asks cockily, palm soothing over the sting of my smooth cheek.

Jake stumbles forward, his eyes bright, cheeks flushed as he smirks at Mitch. “Yeah. Suck him.”

I inhale sharply, Jake turning his wicked smile on me. “He's good, B. You'll fucking love it.”

How does Jake know if Mitch is good at sucking dick? Just what the fuck do they do when he comes over?

I'm interrupted from my very confused thoughts when Mitch sinks to his knees and grabs me boldly by the hips. I stare down at him wide eyed, my face heating up as he just grins absolutely shameless up at me. “You ever have your dick sucked?”

I shake my head mutely, my bottom lip trapped tight between my teeth as his grin only grows. I know what he's going to do, I mean, he's on his fucking knees in front of my dick, but still, I can't seem to wrap my head around it. Not until I feel his breath, hot and moist as it ghosts over my hip. “Oh...”

I can't look away, Mitch's mouth opening, lips pressing to the head of my swaying dick, tongue flicking out to touch wetly. I bite my lip harder, fighting down the noise rising in my throat as I feel that slick, slightly rough tongue move over the crown of my dick, teasing, swirling, trying to get me to break. It's Mitch. I fucking hate Mitch. I sure as hell don't want him to know just how good it feels to have his lips on my dick. 

But it does. It feels really, really good, even though it's stupid Mitch. I feel weak, fire racing over my skin, my hands grasping at the top of his head with his hair silky between my fingers as I fight back a moan. Fuck... Fuck, he has a nice tongue.

He swallows me in one move, heat and wet engulfing my entire length, my body jerking fitfully as I choke down another cry. Beneath the sound of my panting I can hear him, his suctioned lips smacking wetly as he bobs up and down my dick, clinging tightly to me, his hands gripping my hips so he can pull me deeper inside him. My knees give a tremble and I'm certain I'm going to fall. That's the last thing I need, falling to my fucking knees because of Mitch. I'm saved, a strong hand holding my lower back, steadying me with a burning touch.

It's Dave, his head ducking to whisper in my ear, voice strangely low and rough. “Stop holding back, Brendon. No one's going to tell. Let him hear how much you like it.” His other hand moves down to cup my ass, squeezing my flesh firmly as I bite back another cry.

Fuck him. Fuck them both. It's just some fucked up dare and I'm not going to let them see they're getting to me. It's just... God, it's just really hard to stay quiet, Mitch's mouth so hot, so wet, his throat tight every time he takes me in deep. It doesn't help that Dave's on my back, his tall body hot and hard against me, his large hand squeezing my ass in slow pulses. 

Mitch's tongue teases into my slit, my body jolting, a cry tearing free. Damn it... damn... “Oh fuck.” My fingers curl tighter into his hair, a groan rumbling through me as he takes me deeper.

“That's it. Let it out.” Lips wet against my ear, Dave shifts, his hand moving towards the center of my ass, his thumb sliding down my crack and pushing between my cheeks. I want to tell him to get lost, that he's being a total perv even more than usual, but I can't seem to stop gasping soft cries, especially when his thumb presses against my pucker, teasing the tip in. My eyes downcast on Mitch's sandy hair and red lips as my dick disappears and reappears with every deep bob of his head, I find my thighs spreading wider, my body folding forward to help get Dave's thumb deeper inside my entrance.

I'm still sore, can still feel the pulsing throb from what Jake did to me earlier that day as Dave's thick digit works around my rim, pushing the edges of my flesh, spreading me open as cool air hits the back of my thighs. Suddenly he withdraws, something warm and slick coating his finger as he pushes one into me boldly, driving to the first knuckle and then the second, his voice a low grunt in my ear beneath my cry.

I'm dizzy, lost, doing everything I can not to think about the fact that Mitch has his lips around my cock and Dave has a finger up my ass. I glance hesitantly towards Jake, wondering if he's angry, if he thinks I'm just really that fucked up. He has his hand down the front of his tented jeans, his eyes moving over me, meeting my gaze heatedly. No... Not angry. Not that.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp out, Dave pushing another lubed finger inside my tight entrance, my knees threatening to give out as I lurch forward over Mitch's kneeling form. He's squeezing my inner thigh as he swallows me down, caressing my sac, fingers teasing to my entrance where Dave is thrusting into me with relentless pushes.

I'm going to come. I can't stop moaning, and I'm going to come from stupid pervert Mitch and Jake's jerk of a big brother. It feels so good, so crazy, Mitch's mouth bringing me so close, only to hold back, to slow down while Dave fucks me on his thick fingers. I'm sobbing before I realize it, Dave holding me around the waist to keep me from falling, Mitch's wide tongue moving up and down the underside of my shaft until I can't take anymore. I hear myself beg, babbling something stupid as Dave's fingers stroke deep inside me, my body clenching so tight around them, Mitch's tonsils so hot and firm when I finally come, arching as I spurt.

I'm barely aware of Mitch swallowing my cum, of his hands moving down my trembling thighs, Dave's fingers still moving inside me, stretching me persistently. Mitch suddenly stands, his mouth covering mine, his lips hot, dripping with wet and my cum as he kisses me again and again. His palms move over my nude body possessively, gripping firmly, sliding through sweat and pulling me tight to him as he grinds his hard cock against my hip through his jeans.

He's saying something to me, him and Dave, weird stuff, fucked up stuff about what they want to do to me. Put it in me. Come on me. They want to cover me with their jizz. They're messed up... But god, I think I'm going to let them because my legs feel so weak, and their hands and arms and bodies are just so hot and strong against me.

“You're going to like it, Sullivan... I can tell... You're going to be screaming for it.” Mitch grabs me by the hair hard, pulling my head back until I'm gasping up towards the ceiling. I find Dave staring down at me, curled around my back, his eyes a dark, intense blue as he runs fingers down my long throat.

“I'm going to fuck you, Brendon.”

Oh god. Dave really isn't a guy of many words, but he's picked the most messed up ones now. I'm pulled away from his hard stare, Jake leaning in and sealing his lips to mine. God, they're fucking everywhere.

Tongue teasing into my mouth, sliding over my swollen lips, Jake pulls away with a low sigh against my flesh. “He'll be gentle with you, B. I promise. They just want you to feel good. We all just want you to feel so good.”

As if to prove his point, Dave's fingers move inside me again, stroking slowly, stretching deeper into my hot flesh as I whimper and go limp against Mitch's taller form. “Oh god...”

Inhaling sharply, Jake turns my face and kisses me lightly on my gasping lips. “Just relax, B. Relax and feel.”

My eyelids heavy, fingers grasping at Mitch's shirt as I follow Jake's lips, I try not to think about what's going to happen next. I want to feel it. I don't want to be as messed up or perverted as them, but every part of my body is aching to feel their hands on me, their mouths, their cum. And as long as they keep touching me, I'm going to let them.

Mitch turns me by my chin, smiling wickedly as he runs his thumb over my swollen bottom lip. “Come on, Sullivan. Let's see just how much of a natural you are.”

 



Mitch sits on the sofa by the curtained basement window, his knees spread wide, arms hooked over the back of the couch as he runs his gaze over my body. Dave's fingers give a final caress to my passage, the older boy nipping at my neck before pushing me to Mitch. I glance to where Jake is watching, my eyes drawn down to how he's rubbing his dick through his jeans to relieve the pressure.

Dave's palm hits my shoulder, bringing me to my knees between Mitch's spread legs and then all I can see is the blond with his dark, hungry eyes. The carpet is rough on my bare legs, the faux leather cool to touch. Mitch quirks his finger at me, tugging me closer by my ear until I'm level with his chest.

“I dare you, Sullivan. Dare you to make me come with that sexy mouth of yours.” His fingers press against my lips, my flesh tingling from the touch. Yeah, Mitch really likes my mouth. My eyes are drawn down to the bulge in his jeans, part of me wondering if he'll taste the same as Jake. Look the same...

Mitch snags my hand, leading my fingers to his fly. “Come on, babe. Jake tells me you're fucking fantastic.”

My tongue sliding over my teeth, I glance up into his eyes a moment, my face flushed to know that Jake definitely told them that much about what we'd done together. I let my fingers uncurl, touching him lightly through his pants, feeling his hips rise up to meet me.

“Get my zipper.”

Swallowing hard, I follow up the seam of his fly, fingers fumbling slightly on his button, having even more trouble with his zipper because his dick is pushing the material at an odd angle. I manage eventually, Mitch humming lowly as my fingers slide over the material of his underwear, finding his flesh burning hot just on the other side.

His hand tangles in my hair, pushing me down as I grunt in surprise, my nose buried in the fabric of his briefs. He smells earthy with a tinge of sweat, his dick hard against my face, the fabric rough as I open my mouth and press my tongue to his cloth covered erection. He groans, pushing up against my lips, his underwear growing damp under my mouth.

Mitch's fingers slip between us, pushing the fabric down, freeing his cock while I sit back slightly to watch. He's darker than Jake's, flushed nearly brown, head straining towards the ceiling as he wraps his fingers loosely around his base. He sways it side to side, and for whatever stupid reason I lean forward at the implied request, licking my tongue out, tasting his smooth flesh.

Yeah, it's about the same; taste of flesh, heat, weight on my tongue. The angle is a lot different as I push myself higher so I can get above his dick and sink my lips down. I'm not really sure why this is getting me hot, my thighs straining, the muscles of my arms heavy. I really want to feel him in my mouth, his cock filling me the way Jake's had last night. I think I might just like things in my mouth. That's a thing, right? It's hot, and wet, and feels good on my tongue, and the noises he makes does strange things to me.

“Hell... Fuck, Sullivan.” Hissing softly, Mitch's fingers tighten in my hair but he doesn't try to control me, letting me move how I want as I lick around the slick head of his tip, my tongue teasing and probing towards the center where I can taste just a hint of tangy precum.

Fuck, there might be something wrong with me because I am feeling so aching like this, leaning over his lap, my lips growing sore, my breath labored and heavy as I sink more of him into my mouth. He hits my roof and I moan, opening wider until he's back against my tonsils. He feels so thick in my mouth, and I can't stop thinking how Jake had said he wanted to see my mouth full of dick all the time. 

I bet he's touching himself right now, watching me do this. It should freak me out, but more heat just rises through me and I gasp around Mitch's cock, gravity pulling my saliva down as I try to get him past my tonsils like he had me. I want Jake to see me, want him to feel crazy and wish he was the one I was sucking. A part of me just wants to be sucking Jake in general, knowing I'm doing that to him, making him that hot, that sexy, the same way he's messed me up.

I hear someone behind me, Dave leaning down to kiss the nape of my neck, the top of my spine, then down, hands moving to the small of my back, caressing further and cupping my ass. I groan around Mitch's cock when hot breath ghosts over my entrance, something wet and slick pushing between my crack. Gaping, Mitch's dick falls out of my mouth with a pop, my moan rising up loud and unhindered when Dave plunges his tongue deep into my hole.

“Fuck—Oh fuck, fuck... What are you... My god...” I can't focus on anything else, his tongue so hot, so wide, slippery and tormenting as it drives into me again and again. Dave's hands grip my ass, spreading my cheeks wider, opening me up to him so his licks can get deeper into my passage. I groan when Mitch suddenly grabs me by the hair, his damp cock pushing over my face as he starts rubbing it over my gasping lips. He moves the sticky head over my cheeks, precum streaking on my flesh, making me feel dirty and hot as Dave continues to do something fucking messed up to my hole that feels so amazing.

“You are one nasty piece of ass, Sullivan,” Mitch says with a groan, smiling down at me as he guides the head of his cock between my lips at an angle, thrusting against my cheek as I gasp and moan. He pulls it out, my lips clinging to him, then stretching as he pushes in again, his breath growing more labored with each wet plunge. I can only groan, Dave's thumbs pushing at the edge of my hole, sliding in, spreading my sore flesh so achingly wide while his tongue continues to torment me.

“Fuck, that's it... Yeah...” Mitch pushes between my lips again, his dick moving until he's grinding against my tonsils as he holds my head down. I try not to choke, Dave's thumbs plunging deeper inside of me, making me cry out and tremble. Mitch's hips start moving, pushing his cock against my throat again and again, my grip sliding with each driving push as I just gape around his thick length, letting him do whatever he wants to me as I try not to lose my mind from Dave's dirty tongue.

Mitch's dick is on my face again, rubbing over my gasping lips. It's not until I feel a hot, wet splash of cum hit my flesh that I realize he's coming. It does something to me, knowing he's drizzling on my face like I'm one of those sluts in those movies. My eyes closing, I can't stop my desperate moans as it streams wet over my cheeks, the bridge of my nose, and then down my chin. He is such a fucking perv.

“Fuck, you look hot... Fucking tight.” He grips my hair harder, forcing my head still as he rubs his shaft into the mess he's made on my face, grinding his cum into my skin, somehow making this all even more messed up than before.

Dave's suddenly at my shoulder, turning my head, his intense gaze drinking in every inch of my face dripping in Mitch's seed. My eyes lose focus, finding Jake standing above me with the same look as Dave's, except he's got a small grin, like he's proud of me for just how much cum Mitch managed to get all over me. Yeah, they're all really fucked up. That I'm hard and absolutely aching, my body begging for more just makes it worse.

I'm suddenly pushed forward into Mitch's lap, Dave wrapping his strong arm tight around my chest, his face buried in my neck. His hand moves between us, sliding over my ass, between my cheeks, his thumb pushing easily into my hole.

“Oh god...” I gasp, my chin hitting Mitch's thigh as my body goes limp and tight all at the same time. Dave snaps his fingers impatiently, then Mitch is handing him something, a cap clicking open before wet, slick liquid is pushed into my channel by thick fingers. It feels so good, so crazy, his fingers wide and long as he fills me. I start grunting, quiet, muffled noises as I push back into his strokes, trying to get him deeper, wider.

“You ready for this?” Dave asks in my ear, his voice full of restrained need as he rubs his hard dick against the inside of my thigh. Fuck, he feels big. Really big.

“He's ready,” Mitch says lowly, his fingers wrapping around my chin as he leans over and licks my sticky mouth with the flat of his tongue. “He's so fucking ready.”

The head of Dave's dick is so hot, so thick when it pushes against my sore hole. My entire body shudders from the touch of it and I'm filled with this wild, desperate anticipation to know what it will feel like inside of me. He keeps rubbing it up and down, moving around the rim, making me ache until I want to beg him to put it in me—To stop fucking around and just put it in me already.

Grunting in my ear, his arm tightens a little more, then he's pushing forward while I lose my breath, my entrance opening to the thick head of his cock.

“Fuck... Oh god!” My fingers grasping to the couch, I cry out between loud gasps. Big. Holy fuck, he's big.

“Just relax... Take me in.” One of Dave's hands starts soothing over my stomach, up my chest, even as his dick keeps pushing, keeps driving forward inch by agonizing inch inside me.

“God, yeah, he can take it.” Mitch slides down the couch until he's pressed up against me, grabbing me by the hair, kissing me hard and muffling my cries. His hand moves down, rubbing over my dick, teasing over the head until I'm sobbing into his mouth. “Baby, that's it. He feels good, doesn't he? So big.”

I nod weakly, mouth gaping and dripping saliva when Dave pushes forward again, forcing me open, getting so deep inside me. Mitch keeps kissing me, drowning out my cries as Dave begins to thrust into my passage with slow, jolting pushes. He won't let up, his fingers painful on my hips, his breath loud in my ear.

“Fuck Brendon... fuck you're tight... Knew you'd be tight...”

Groaning, I slump forward, Mitch holding me up, keeping me from falling. It's so big, so overwhelmingly thick inside me, taking me, reshaping me, changing me into someone that needs to have it.

“Get over here, Jake,” Mitch growls suddenly, sitting back on the couch and pulling Jake down into his lap. “Fuck your pretty boyfriend's face. He needs cock. A lot of cock.”

Jake's fingers tangling into my hair, I wet my lips, staring up his body until his eyes are on mine. He's looking at me like he doesn't know me, like I'm some sort of perfect being and he's just lucky to be in the same room. God, he is so fucked in the head. 

I grasp at his open jeans, pulling them down his hips while he fumbles to get his dick out. Each jolt of Dave's cock pulls a cry from me, making it really hard to see when my eyes keep fighting to close. Jake curls his fingers around my ears, pulling me tighter to his naval, my mouth opening as I seek out the burning hot rod I'm dying to taste again.

The moment my lips find his tip, he's pushing into me, grunting as he holds my head down, forcing me to take him deep into my mouth. It's good—Jake being rough feels so good, so messed up to know he wants me this bad, this much, he'll use my mouth to get off. His dick does nothing to muffle my cries, especially when Dave starts driving into me harder, his big hands spreading my thighs wider, pulling my ass down to meet every hard thrust in. It helps get Jake's dick deeper in my throat, my gasps to breathe hindered by all his cock and my saliva. 

They won't let up, won't slow down, needing me this much, wanting to have me this fucking much that they can't stop. I get lost in it, in the wild heat, the crazy need, the suffocation and overwhelm, and raw, sore flesh as they take everything they've been wanting from my body.

“Fuck, B... Fuck, I'm gonna...” Jake's fingers are painful in my hair as he bucks his hips up, his blunt cockhead grinding against the back of my throat as he streams his cum into me. I choke on it, struggling to swallow so I can breathe, but he's just so big in my mouth.

“Swallow it,” Dave growls in my ear, his teeth nipping harshly at my throat. His fingers curl around my aching erection, palming me, stroking firmly as I push back against his body. “Sexy fucking cocksucker... drink my brother's cum.”

Dave's voice is like a jolt of electricity to my dick, my entire body tensing around the thick flesh reaming into me relentlessly. Fuck, Dave and Jake, both of them filling me. Being fucked by my best friend and his older brother. Holy fuck.

I cum with a sob, my dick jerking in Dave's grip, the tears streaming down my face making the streaks of cum left there feel itchy. Dave pushes me forward with a growl, forcing my head into Jake's lap while Mitch holds my friend and makes him watch his brother fuck me.

I don't know how long Dave fucks me, his big cock determined to make my hole his with every slamming thrust. My body is spent, my head dizzy, the world spinning and a little numb while he grunts in my ear and fills me again and again. Jake's softening dick is inches from my face, thigh hot beneath my cheek. His fingers comb through my newly cuts locks as he tells me how good I'm doing, how beautiful I look when I'm being fucked so hard. He liked me sucking Mitch, likes me covered in cum, looking like a bad slut that just can't get enough.

His fingers move over my face, rubbing my sweat into the drying cum, all the while telling me how glad he is I finally relaxed enough to let someone touch me.



Chapter Five

 

My bedroom feels small today, the ceiling too dark and narrow. It's Saturday, noonish, last night a blur of heat, sweat and flesh I can't fully comprehend. My body feels so good, like I'm just full of happy drugs or something. Every inch of me is tingling, warm and heady, my head heavy, my lips feeling flushed and swollen even now. My dick is in a constant state of half hard as I rub it through my thin pajama pants.

I think I'm as fucked up as they are. At least, I'm really fucked up. They might have started it all, but I didn't stop any of it. Didn't do anything but spread my cheeks and lips and let them take me. My legs were so weak by the time I got home last night, my hole fucked raw, every inch of me sated and dripping in their cum. 

God, but I feel so good. I can't even feel bad about it, I feel that fucking good. Drugged. I feel drugged and stupid, and so fucking good even though it's the next day.

I groan, my cellphone buzzing from what feels like a mile away even though it's on my nightstand. Wiggling sideways, I let go of my dick long enough to lift my heavy hand and snag the phone to me, thumbing the screen until I see Jake's text.

'You up?'

Sort of. I'm not a hundred percent certain I want to be talking to him just yet. Sighing, I type a 'Yes,' and shoot it over to him.

'Can I come over?'

A hot shiver moves through my body, my dick hardening more at the thought of having Jake alone in my bedroom. Yeah, he's fucked me up. The three of them have fucked me up big time. 

I search through my strangely hazy mind, trying to remember what the hell my parents had yelled at me when they left this morning. Something about visiting my grandmother and taking her out to look at foliage or some shit. They won't be back till dinner, which is fine enough for whatever weird argument or what-have-you I might be facing if Jake actually has the balls to come over here.

Sighing heavily, I give him a quick reply and drop my phone on the bed next to me.

He takes his time. I'm half certain he's going to chicken out by the time he finally pushes my bedroom door open, his eyes lighting on me as he stops in the doorway.

“You pissed at me?”

I have no fucking idea. I feel fucked up, ridiculously good, and I'm pretty sure I have cum dripping from my hole. I have not fucking clue about anything right now. I shrug, and his shoulders slump in relief. 

He shuts the door, stepping in hesitantly and sitting on my bed. I can't help but look at him, taking in his sleep tousled dark hair, his blue eyes so damn intense in contrast as his gaze burns over me, eventually falling to where my hand is still rubbing lightly against my erection.

“You and Dave ever do that before?” I find myself asking, his eyes snapping to mine. “With Mitch... or someone else?”

He shakes his head, his exhale a little too loud. “Nah. I, um, I've done some stuff with Mitch. And Dave and Mitch are always doing stuff... but nothing like that.” He glances away from me, staring at my oversized poster of the solar system. 

“Last night was crazy, B. It was... It was fucking good. Seeing you like that... Used. Open. Liking it so much... You did, right?” He turns his head back to me, his dark brows scrunched, eyes eager and wary all at once. “Did you like being taken like that?”

I shut my eyes so I don't have to see his expression, my stomach knotting in anxiety and lust all at once. “Yeah, I liked it.” Saying the words makes me hot, makes me ashamed and hard all at once. I did like it. I really liked it, and I don't know how to fully deal with it at the moment.

His hand suddenly covers mine, large, hot, and helping to push pressure on my dick as he palms me through my pajamas. “Do you like me? Would you... Would you be with me?” He asks unsteadily, his hand shaking ever so slightly.

I lick my lips weakly as my mouth goes dry. “What... L-Like a girlfriend?”

“A boyfriend, B. Like my fucking boyfriend,” he growls in exasperation.

I shrug, huffing as my face goes red. Fuck him. Like I know anything about this shit? I didn't even know I liked dick until Jake asked me to suck his.

“B?”

“What if I don't want to play 'Truth or Dare,' with Mitch anymore?” I glance his way, not quite able to meet his eye. “You going to actually stand up for me?”

“Of course—I shouldn't have.” He sighs, hunching forward, lip caught between his teeth. “I've been crazy over you. I just thought... I dunno. If I couldn't have you, it would still be okay to see someone else have you.” He glances my way, lips quirking slightly. “It was hot, B. Really, really hot.”

I fight down the flutter in my stomach, turning my head so I'm facing him, my fingers wrapping loosely around his. “What if... I still want to play with Mitch sometimes? And Dave?”

“Fuck, B.” Jake gives a low groan, surging forward and pinning my shoulders down to the bed as he stares down at me. His eyes burn over my flushed face, his breath hot against my cheek, nose brushing mine. “As long as I get to watch. As long as you're mine.”

My heart sounds so loud in my ears, only getting louder when his fingers slide under my thin t-shirt and brush against my bare flesh.

“So... I'm your boyfriend?” I ask a little breathlessly, watching his face, taking in the way his nostrils flare, his eyes darkening as they focus on my parted lips.

“Yeah. Only mine.”

I nod, that strange flutter growing as a smile teases across my lips. “Only yours.”

Growling, he suddenly drives forward, crushing my lips with his, his tongue plunging into my mouth possessively. I arch up into his hands, rocking my hips side to side so I can feel his dick move against mine. He's already hard, already straining against his jeans as he pushes my shirt up my chest, his mouth moving down my throat, nipping, sucking. He reaches my nipple and runs his tongue over it, then engulfs me in his hot mouth, sucking hard, teeth teasing. I cry out, clinging to his broad shoulders.

“I knew you'd like it.” His teeth scrape over my ribs, his breath making my stomach flex as his large hands slide down, thumbs rubbing over my hipbones beneath my pants. “I knew you were hiding a total slut under all that fucked up repressive bullshit.”

I blush, trying to look away as he grabs me by the chin. “I'm not a...” I can't finish the sentence, his eyes glaring such fire I just want to spread my legs and let him fuck me. It's him or maybe it's just dick, but something is making me damn crazy hot when before I didn't feel much of anything.

“You are such a slut,” he murmurs against my lips, saying it like it's a fucking compliment. Fuck, maybe to him it is. I lift my hips, letting him push my pajamas further down my thighs, helping kick them off as his hands move over me heatedly. When two of his fingers push into my hole I cry out, my head slamming back against the bed.

Our breath is loud as he stretches me, his fingers warm, thick and wonderfully long as he moves inside my clenching passage. It feels so good, especially when he finds my prostate, stroking the gland again and again with each sure push until I'm clutching the sheets and sobbing.

He pushes my leg up, hooking my knee over his shoulder until I'm stretched wide open beneath him, naked and exposed while he's still fully dressed. I bite my lip as he meets my eye, his expression so consuming, so intense. My fingers shaking, I slide down between us, seeking out his fly and unzipping him. Fine, I'm a slut. Whatever. I just have to have him inside me or I'm going to lose my mind. I wrap my fingers around his dick, stroking it, groaning when he grunts and pushes into my hand. God, he feels so good. So hard just for me.

He pulls out a small bottle of lube from his pocket. I raise a brow, flushing to realize he must have brought it just for this. Alright, I might actually be really fucking slutty. I watch his face as he slicks up his cock, the way his breath hitches, the small furrow to his brow and clench to his jaw. His fingers push again into me, surprising me with the slickly coated digits as I gasp and then moan.

“Fuck... fuck, do it,” I mumble, my head turning side to side on the mattress as he spreads his fingers wide and makes me feel so insane. I think he wants to tease me, I think he likes me being a fucking crazy, whimpering mess because he just keeps stroking inside me, adding another finger, panting in my ear while I cry out.

“You're so hot... So tight...” He slams his fingers into me, three digits stretching me so wide.

“Jake... Fuck, just... Just fuck me,” I gasp, hating that tears are stinging my eyes, I need him that bad. “Fucking take me.”

He groans in my ear, his fingers pulling free, leaving me to feel empty and a little cold. Then he's grabbing my hips, pulling me down his body, my raised thigh protesting from the stretch until he pushes his cockhead against my hole. After that there's nothing but his hard dick and my aching flesh, the world dimming to the feel of him slowly pushing into me.

“That's it, B... Fuck, that's it...” He sinks into me, not letting up, not letting me adjust, just filling and taking me so good. I already feel like I'm going to come, my body on fire, muscles tight and weak all at once from the feel of his thick flesh impaling me. Holding me under my thighs, his thrusts threaten to push me up the bed, my pillow bunching behind my head as he drives into me relentlessly.

Crying out every time that thick flesh slams into me, I hook my other leg around his waist, wrenching at his shirt, trying to touch every inch of him I can. His muscles are hard beneath my palms, tense and wet with sweat. When he surges forward the whole bed shudders. My thighs are so tired, sore from the last two days of intense exertion. My hole feels almost raw with each hard stroke he drives into me. But fuck, it feels so good and I don't want it to ever stop.

Jake's hand slides between our heaving bodies, moving through the sweat on my naval to find my dick and wrap around it. I gape, feeling my balls tighten, knowing I'm so fucking close. His thrusts slow, still hard, still so strong, but now in a way I can't possibly ignore every stretch and pull to my clenching channel.

“That's it... get there, B... I want to see you come.” His voice is a dark rasp in my ear, his body engulfing me in heat and sweat and strength. My hole keeps pulsing, tightening around his thick cock, holding it inside me. His thrusts change again and I know he's close, so ready to come inside me, to fill me. I hold back as long as I can, wanting to feel it, wanting to feel every fucking instant as he grinds forward in me, his breath so desperate, fingers gripping so tight.

I choke on my cry, his hips slamming shallow, perfect jerks into me as he comes into my clenching body. “Fuck... Fuck, Jake.” It's too much, my hole cinching around his spurting flesh, milking him for everything he has as I come, streaming lines of hot seed between out crushed bodies.

I groan, my body going limp and falling back weakly on the bed. He doesn't move, just breathing heavily into my neck, his dick lodged deep and slick inside me. It's so good. Having Jake inside me is so fucking good.

He rumbles something in my ear I can't make out, the ceiling spinning above me. I tilt my head when he raises his, trying not to blush when he suddenly kisses me on the mouth, sweet, gentle, languid. Like a boyfriend.

Alright, this might still take some getting used to.

“You hungry?” He asks me quietly, almost as if he can read every stupid, anxious thought running through my head and is afraid he's going to set me off. He's been my friend for eight years; he probably can.

I'm actually starving, something I didn't realize until he asked. At my expression he smirks, looking ridiculously proud of himself.

“Cus I brought over pizza.”

Fuck, the boy is fucking perfect. Mine. So fucking mine.

“Well, go get it,” I demand, shooting him a devilish grin. He kisses me again, leaving me flustered because I just can't get used to it, and then attempts to feed me until I threaten to beat him for being a mushy bastard. I'm not a fucking girl.

But I do, really do, like Jake.
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Bonus Material

Excerpt from 'I'll Tell : A Blackmailing Stepbrother Romance'

by Sadie Sins

 

There was a weird pinging noise, over and over again. Jayce groaned, burying his head under his pillow as the noise grew louder and he began to make out tinny music. Video game. The fucker was blasting his handheld while he was trying to sleep.

“Declan, kill the fucking thing,” Jayce growled from under his pillow.

“Fuck off.” The music got louder, along with the sound effects as Declan started blowing shit up.

What an asshole. “Come on, I didn't sleep last night. Just shut it the fuck off.”

“Aw, what's the matter? Wear yourself out feeling up my unconscious body?”

Ice shooting through his veins, Jayce woke up completely. Right. That.

Fuck.

Sitting up slowly, he pulled the pillow from his head. Declan was fresh from the shower, his hair damp and sleek, dressed in his black pajamas and looking strangely normal without his makeup. He shot Jayce an apathetic look from his bed, the brunette's face lit from below by his video game screen. The kid had burned some candles, likely just to piss him off. He hated the idea of sleeping with an open flame—It was dangerous and reckless, and if D needed a fucking nightlight he could get a plug in.

“You passed out. I put you to bed,” Jayce finally muttered, needing to be clear that he hadn't done anything while Declan was asleep. He had done damn near enough when the kid had been awake. “You were drunk. I wouldn't have touched you if you hadn't been crawling all over me.”

“Spare me,” Declan said with a bored drawl, placing his game down on the bed. “You were fucking sober.”

It was a knife to Jayce's chest. Quiet and deadly, and very true. He had fucked up. “I'm sorry.” Declan didn't say anything, and he really didn't know what the kid wanted from him. “I should have shut you down the second it started. I'm the older brother and I should have stopped it before it went crazy like that.”

“But you didn't,” Declan pointed out flatly.

Jayce swallowed hard, his stomach in knots. Did he know? Did Declan know just how fucked up he was over him? “No, I didn't. What do you want, D? What the hell do you want me to say to keep you from telling your dad?”

Leaning back on his arms, Declan studied him for a long minute, his expression calculating. “Come here,” he said abruptly.

Brows furrowed, Jayce pushed himself free of his covers. Dressed just in boxerbriefs, the air was chill on his bare flesh. He stood, approaching the bed warily, Declan's face a perfect mask. “So? What do you want? Money?”

Declan just snorted. “Get on your knees.”

Scoffing, Jayce tried to fight the sudden heat moving through his body. “I said I was sorry. You seriously want me to beg?”

“Stop stalling.”

Glaring, Jayce squared his jaw and slowly sank to his knees. It was a strange feeling, the carpet rough on his legs, his stomach tightening as Declan got off his bed to stand over him. Fully dressed in front of him, Jayce was suddenly aware of just how naked he was compared to his little brother. He refused to feel embarrassed, but he was definitely feeling something as Declan stared down at him with an unreadable expression on his face.

“Well?” Jayce asked when the kid refused to tell him what he wanted.

“Well nothing.” Declan grabbed him by the hair, tilting his head back so the blond was looking up at him. “You owe me.”

Jayce was starting to get the suspicion his brother wasn't looking for an apology. “What, you want to hurt me?” He asked roughly, his voice low with growing lust.

“No, I don't think that would bother you much,” Declan whispered, his fingers teasing down Jayce's exposed throat and over his bristle. “I've seen you wrestle. You ignore pain really well. I don't want you to forget my revenge.”

His breath coming out in a harsh pant, Jayce didn't trust himself to speak. He kept his eyes locked with Declan's, feeling the heat roll off the boy standing so close to him. He didn't have to look to know his brother was hard. Didn't want to think just how fucking hot it would be to have his little brother order him to suck him in that moment.

“I'll tell my dad. I took pictures of the bruises you left on me.” Declan gave a smug smile, his hand wrapping around Jayce's throat loosely. “I'll tell him you were the one to give me the alcohol. He won't know; it's not like he's ever here. I'll tell him you've been doing it for weeks. Getting me drunk. Touching me. Getting into bed with me every night, saying fucked up things while you use me—”

“D, why the fuck would you lie like that!” Jayce snarled, only to fall silent when Declan tightened his hand on his throat.

“Shut up,” he said quietly, pulling Jayce closer, his fingers digging painfully into the back of his neck. “You're such a fucking saint. Acting like you give a fuck. Like you know fucking best. Like you're so fucking perfect. I can't fucking stand you. I don't think I've ever hated anyone as much as I hate you, big bro.”

Jayce didn't say anything, just glared up at the stranger his brother had become. Declan used to say he loved him all the time. Jayce had never questioned it. He had treated his brother well, had babysit him nearly all the time so Declan wouldn't be alone, or with a strange nanny while his father was off working nearly 24-7. What the fuck had changed? What the fuck had messed his stepbrother up so much that a year apart could have him saying he hated him?

“You're going to do everything I say, or I'm going to tell my dad all those things and more.” Declan grinned wickedly. “Did you know I took a drama course over the summer? I can cry on command. Real easy. I can go down to the hospital, show my dad the pictures, tell him just how bad you've been to me. And it won't all be lies, will it?” He added lowly, his breath coming out in a slow exhale as he moved his hand from Jayce's throat to his chin.

Trying not to sway as his face was pulled flush against his brother's flat stomach and silky pajama shirt, Jayce closed his eyes. “D, this is fucked up.”

“You owe me. Now take my pants off, or I'm going to tell my dad.”

***
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