
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


Bred by His
Daddy’s Friend

Jillian
Cumming

 

Published by
Jillian Cumming at Smashwords

 

Copyright 2012
Jillian Cumming

 

License
Notes

 

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This
ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you
would like to share this book with another person, please purchase
an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book
and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.

 




Blake drummed
his hands on the steering wheel. The headlights cast everything
around the car in various shades of grey, and it felt like the road
had begun to mesmerize him. Blake glanced around, trying not to let
the broken line on the road hold his attention for too long. He
looked over at Jason’s sleeping form.

They’d been
driving pretty much the whole day, and Jason had taken the first
shift.

Jason was
Blake’s father’s best friend. He was actually driving Blake out to
meet up with his dad. It was nice of him; it was a long drive and
he wasn’t even asking for gas money or anything. Blake had always
thought Jason was really cool.

Blake nearly
jumped in his seat when they drove under a streetlight. For a
second, he’d gotten at good look at Jason. Whatever Jason was
dreaming about, it had made him very excited. Jason sported a long
and stiff cock down one leg of his pants. Blake had to tear his
eyes away from the sight.

His breathing
quickening, Blake tightened his fingers around the steering wheel
as he felt his own cock start to harden. He hadn’t told anyone yet,
but while he was away at college, he’d discovered the desire to
experiment. Jason had even figured into a fantasy or two.

Shifting in his
seat because of how uncomfortably tight his pants had become, Blake
sucked in a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. “Okay, man,
take it easy. Get a grip,” he muttered to himself.

It must have
been too loud, because Jason stirred next to him, shaking his head
and smacking his lips as he groggily took in the surroundings.

“We at the
hotel yet, Blake?” Jason asked.

Blake glanced
over at Jason, then forced his eyes back to the road. Jason didn’t
seem to notice how much his hard cock stood out through his pants.
“Uh, not yet, Jason. I think we’re just about there, though.”

“Great! Sitting
in the car for so long isn’t good for the circulation, you know?”
Jason said.

Trying to work
up some saliva in his suddenly dry mouth, Blake nodded. He hoped
Jason wouldn’t notice how hard he’d become, as well.

Soon, the sign
for the hotel they’d booked loomed up out of the darkness of the
night. It was some fairly cheap place, but it had air conditioning
and the sheets looked clean. There was only one problem: there was
only one bed.

“I’ll go to the
desk and tell them,” Blake said, starting for the door.

Jason grabbed
him by the arm. “Don’t worry about it. I was wondering why it was
so cheap; I must have booked a single by mistake. I’d bet the guy
at the front probably thinks we’re a gay couple,” Jason
laughed.

Blake forced a
smile as he knelt over and started rooting through his suitcase. He
just wanted to take a cold shower, maybe jerk himself off. He just
needed to relieve some tension so that he could get some sleep
tonight. It was going to be hard enough sharing the same room as
Jason, let alone sleeping in the same bed.

Stripping off
his shirt, Blake stood up, soap and shampoo in hand, to go find a
towel and take his shower.

“The ladies
must love you, Blake!” Jason said.

Blake turned.
Jason was sitting at the foot of the bed, looking at him. His eyes
took in the muscles Blake had managed to build at the school gym.
Blake felt his body flex as Jason looked at him. He hadn’t even
really meant to do it.

“That’s great,
Blake. Why don’t you sit down before you go shower, we’ll have a
bit of a talk. I wanted to talk more in the car with you, but,
well, I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the headrest, and now
you’re trying to get away from me.”

Blake shook his
head, “I’m not trying to get away. I just wanted to get clean
before we hit the sack,” Blake sat down beside Jason. He felt some
heat rising to his cheeks.

“So, tell me,
do you have a girlfriend at school yet? Your mother made me promise
to ask that.”

Again, Blake
shook his head. This time, he had a wry smile on his face. His mom
was always trying to set him up. “No, Jason, no girls.” He left out
the part about experimenting with a few guys.

Jason nodded,
putting his hand on Blake’s knee and giving him a reassuring
squeeze. “It’s okay. With a body like that, I’m sure you’ll have so
many after you that you’ll need to carry a stick around.”

They laughed.
Blake could feel his cock getting hard again. He saw it start to
push against his pants. He hoped Jason couldn’t see. Having his
hand on his knee like that just made his whole body tingle with
desire. He could barely keep himself from wrestling Jason to the
bed and shoving his hand down Jason’s pants.

“What’s wrong?
You seem a little tense,” Jason said. He moved his hand a few
inches up onto Blake’s thigh and squeezed again. “Everything okay?
You can tell me if there’s anything wrong, you know.”

“Well, school
has been a little difficult. This last semester, I’ve had a few
harder classes. It’s just hard to keep everything going. Sometimes
it all just feels like too much...” Blake trailed off.

He realized
that Jason had shifted his hand up over his cock. Blake’s breath
left his lungs in a gasp as Jason squeezed Blake’s hard shaft
through his pants. Blake’s member became rock hard in a
heartbeat.

“Yeah, I
thought that was the problem,” Jason said. He put his other hand on
Blake’s bare back, kneading the muscles as he ran his fingers over
his shoulder and onto his chest.

“Jason...”
Blake said, not sure what to say next. He winced as he felt his
cock jerk.

Jason pushed
him down onto the bed, climbing up onto him to straddle Blake’s
thighs. He unbuttoned Blake’s jeans and started pulling his zipper
down. Blake saw Jason’s hard cock straining against his pants,
too.

“Are you sure,
Jason?” Blake said. He flexed his hands, wanting to feel Jason’s
own hard shaft in his fingers, in his mouth, everywhere.

“Isn’t this
what you want?” Jason asked. He tugged Blake’s pants down a little.
Blake’s cock struggled against the elastic in his boxers. Jason
pulled the waistband down, letting Blake’s shaft spring out.

Blake watched
his own cock trembling. As he looked, a clear bead of precum
squeezed out of the tip. Then he looked up at Jason. “What do you
want?”

Jason grabbed
Blake’s cock near the bottom of his shaft. He tightened his fingers
around it, then stroked slowly up until his hand touched the ridges
at back of the head. The bead of precum turned into a leak, which
ran in a trail down Jason’s hand.

“I want to fill
you up,” Jason replied.

Blake felt his
cock twitch as he released more precum.

Jason stood up
for a moment to yank Blake’s pants and boxers completely off,
leaving them in a heap on the floor. Getting back up onto the bed,
he straddled Blake’s legs again and got a firm grip on his
stepson’s hard shaft. Blake threw his forearm over his eyes as
Jason took the head of his cock in his mouth.

“Oh God, it’s
so warm, Jason,” Blake said, hissing as he felt Jason’s tongue rub
against the bottom of his shaft.

Jason began
stroking as he sucked. When he get his mouth most of the way down,
he simply used fewer fingers. He moved rhythmically, slow enough so
that Blake could feel Jason’s lips on every part of his member, but
fast enough so that Blake started moaning and grabbing a handful of
the blanket to squeeze.

When Jason
stopped, Blake pulled his forearm off his eyes. His cock still
stood and trembled like before, but now it was all covered in shiny
saliva.

Without a word,
Blake sat up. He grabbed Jason’s shirt and pulled it over Jason’s
head. Wasting no time, he unbuttoned Jason’s pants. He started
trying to yank them down, but Jason stayed in his crouched
position.

Putting one
hand on Blake’s shoulder, Jason said, “Turn over.”

“Why?” Blake
asked, frowning.

“Because I want
to give your asshole a good licking before I fuck it,” Jason
said.

Blake opened
his mouth to say something, decided against it, and turned over,
his whole body feeling like it was on fire. Jason now straddled the
backs of his thighs. He looked over his shoulder and watched as
Jason grabbed his ass with both hands.

“This is one
firm ass, Blake,” Jason said, playing with Blake’s cheeks. He
squeezed hard enough to make Blake wince, then was more gentle. He
pulled Blake’s cheeks apart, then slipped a thumb into the
cleft.

Blake felt the
tip of Jason’s thumb press against his asshole. Jason pressed with
just enough force to make the little pucker start to open up around
his thumb, but not enough for it to push in.

“Do you want
this?” Jason asked.

“Yes, Jason,”
Blake said.

Jason pushed
his thumb in up to the first knuckle. There was a little bit of
pain, enough to make Blake shut his eyes and grab the blanket
again.

“Still too
tight, then?” Jason said, pulling his thumb out. Blake was about to
protest, but Jason pulled Blake’s ass cheeks apart again and
crouched low over him. Blake could feel Jason’s hot breath against
his flesh.

Jason worked up
some saliva, then spat it down onto his son’s asshole. Prying the
cheeks as far as apart as he could, he leaned lower. Blake sucked
in a breath when he felt Jason’s tongue tickle his pucker,
spreading the saliva around. He made hungry, slurping noises as the
light touches turned to full on licks.



All the muscles
in Blake’s thighs and ass kept clenching and unclenching as Jason
poked his tongue in and out of him, swirling the tip around the
tight ring of his sphincter.

Then Jason
pulled his mouth back, leaving his son’s asshole and cleft
completely sopping with his spit. He stuck two fingers into Blake’s
asshole, twisting them in circles and running them in and out.

“Stick more
in,” Blake said. He knew he could take more than that. He wanted to
take more.

Blake started
to pant and sweat when Jason stuck a third finger in, twisting them
around still. He felt so tight around the fingers already, but he
still wanted more. The pain of being stretched open like that was a
sweet one, one that made his cock harden underneath him.

“Oh!” Blake
yelped when Jason put the fourth finger in.

He pressed
until he’d entered his son all the way to the knuckles. When he
curled his fingers as much as he could inside Blake, Blake
shuddered and whimpered.

Pulling his
hand up only slightly, Jason shoved his thumb in again. He braced
his other hand on the small of Blake’s back. Using his body weight,
he eased his whole fist into Blake’s ass. Blake snarled and hissed
as he felt his asshole try to stretch around the knuckles. There
was relief when the hand went in, the fist getting narrower as
Jason got in almost up to his wrist.

Jason eased his
hand up until Blake began hissing again, then pushed back in. Blake
arched his ass higher into the air so that Jason could fist him
better. His face was all red and contorted, almost like he was in
some great pain. But he felt great. His cock was so hard that it
felt as if it were touched it would burst. Jason touched him deep
inside, and he wanted to be that close to him.

Pushing down on
the small of his son’s back, Jason slowly pulled his hand out of
Blake’s asshole. It stretched around him so much that the normally
darker skin turned very white, as though it was at the breaking
point. Blake squeezed the blanket he’d balled into his fists even
harder.

As Jason stood
up by the bed, Blake slid off and onto his knees, right in front of
Jason. Before Jason could say anything, Blake pulled Jason’s pants
down, grabbed his hard cock as it sprung out, and shoved it right
into his mouth.

He looked up
into Jason’s eyes as his lips sank farther and farther down the
long and hard shaft. Jason’s mouth fell open as he watched his
stepson deepthroat his entire length in one swallow. Blake couldn’t
believe how warm and hard Jason’s cock felt in his lips. He grabbed
and started stroking his own cock while he sucked on Jason’s.

Jason had to
push Blake back after a while. He’d coated Jason’s entire shaft
with lots of saliva.

“Get back on
the bed,” Jason told his stepson.

Blake, his feet
still on the floor, turned around and laid his chest and stomach on
the covers. He knew he’d be up too high if he went on his hands and
knees. This way, Jason only had to crouch down slightly to get his
hard shaft on the same level as Blake’s waiting asshole.

Using one hand
to hold his shaft steady, Jason grabbed one of Blake’s cheeks and
pulled it aside to give him more room. He crouched a little lower.
Blake held his breath, looking back at Jason’s hard cock as it got
closer and closer to him. He jumped a little when he felt the head
enter him. He could feel his asshole stretch a little as it tried
to squeeze around Jason’s shaft.

“Ah!” Jason
said, pushing harder and harder against his cock as he tried to
shove more of his shaft in.

Blake’s
asshole, even though freshly fisted, was still tight enough that
Jason had a hard time getting all of his rod as far in as he could.
The bed rocked a little as Jason grunted and shoved as hard as he
could. Blake let out a little yelp as he felt Jason’s balls slap
against his thighs.

“Is it all in?”
Blake asked, his voice full of strain.

“Yeah,” Jason
said. He flexed his cock and Blake jumped a little.

Jason reached
around and grabbed Blake’s cock. He held onto it like a handhold as
he started fucking his son.

Blake was glad
of all the lubing they’d already done. It let Jason’s big cock
glide back and forth inside him even though his asshole had what
felt like a death grip around the shaft. Blake kept his teeth
gritted as he felt his legs begin to tremble under the strain of
holding up under Jason’s pounding.

Noticing this,
Jason wrapped both his arms around Blake’s waist. He lifted his son
fully up onto the bed. Blake threw his head back, his teeth
clenched in a snarl, as his ass became much tighter. It felt like
Jason could fit barely more than half his cock in Blake’s ass, now,
it had become so tight and small.

Jason braced
himself with his hands, his knees on either side of Blake’s thighs,
as he started fucking him again. The bed bounced under them as
Jason picked up more and more speed. Blake cried out, wiping at the
sweat on his forehead as Jason stretched him out again.

If he craned
his neck as far as he could, Blake could make out the blur of
Jason’s shaft as it jammed in and out of him. When Jason stopped
for a moment to catch himself, Blake could see all the bulges and
veins on it that felt so good inside him. He wanted all of it back
in, and he wanted to see more.

Reaching back,
he pulled his own ass cheeks apart. He could see his asshole as it
held onto Jason’s shaft; every time Jason pulled out, his pucker
gripped it so tightly that it pulled up a bit, too.

“Fuck me,
Jason,” Blake said.

A look of
concentration creasing his forehead, Jason started thrusting
again.

“Come on,
Jason, do it,” Blake said as he Jason’s cock slammed him. He could
feel Jason’s shaft swelling, getting harder by the moment. He knew
Jason was about to come inside him. No guy had come in his ass yet,
and he wanted to know what it felt like to be filled with another
man’s load.

“Come in me,
Jason,” Blake said, thrust his ass up as Jason plunged down.

Then Jason’s
hand clenched into fists as his body flexed. Blake felt Jason’s
cock jump in him, and then he was filled with warmth. It touched
something in him, and he felt his own body go rigid as well.

Blake’s orgasm
ripped through his body, so intense that it almost hurt. His cock
was trapped between his body and the bed, and he felt his cum pump
out onto the cover even as Jason filled him up from behind. Jason
sank his cock in as far as it would go for a moment, then pulled
back, letting Blake’s tightness squeeze the last cum out of his
shaft.

Jason kept his
hard cock in his son’s ass for a few minutes after that as they
caught their breath. When he was ready, Jason slowly pulled his
cock out of Blake’s asshole and laid down on the bed beside his
son.

All Blake could
really think about was how it felt having Jason’s load inside him.
It still felt so warm. He liked having it in there. He was afraid
to roll over onto his back because he didn’t want it to leak
out.

“Let’s go get
washed up,” Jason said, smacking Blake on the ass.

They both eased
themselves up to their feet, their bodies sore and exhausted. In
the bathroom, Jason got a steaming shower going. They both stood in
the tub, taking turns holding each other and letting the water run
down their sweaty bodies.

They washed
each other, as well. Afterwards, they got all towelled off. Balling
up the covers they’d used, Blake threw them in the corner and they
curled up on the bed together. Jason spooned him from behind,
keeping them both warm.

“So I guess we
shouldn’t say any of this to my mom,” Blake said.

Jason hugged
him closer, “Yeah, I probably wouldn’t mention it it you want this
to happen again.”

Blake suddenly
wished their trip would last much longer. It wouldn’t be that long
after they got home that Blake knew he would have to go back to
college, and he wouldn’t have a holiday long enough to come home
until the semester ended. As he drifted off to sleep, he made a
note in his mind to get fucked by Jason again when they woke up the
next morning.
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