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  To all the girls who love some MM action this one is for you…







  
    
      “I know what I fucking want and I’m not going to run away ever again. I made a mistake and I don’t intend on doing it again.”


    

    
      —Gray Reed
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I glance at the messages again on my phone from my dad. He’s been trying to get a hold of me ever since I disappeared from White Ridge and I haven’t really made much of an effort to go back or talk to anyone for that matter. Especially him. I’m so fucking confused about everything in my life right now that I’m certain if I go back nothing will be uncomplicated.

Right before Mom’s death, something happened and I’m fucking ashamed to admit it. But I’m not sure what I’m more ashamed of. The fact that I did it or that I’m finally beginning to truly accept myself, even though some part of me is still trying to deny the way I feel.

It’s all so fucked up.

I’ve been away for months now and it’s not easy living life on the road, staying in crappy motels with greasy diner food, but I’m doing what I can to survive with my job as a mechanic in a small town in the middle of nowhere Nevada. My dad, Beckett, sends me a few hundred dollars every month or so and I sense that it’s because he feels like he’s responsible for everything–my leaving town included. But he shouldn’t feel that way and maybe I should’ve texted him back if I didn’t want to call him, but I’ve been way too inside my head to even think what I needed to say to clear the tension between us.

I’m currently sitting in an almost empty bar with a whiskey in front of me and a fucking migraine that just won’t go. There’s a girl that’s been watching me for maybe half an hour a few barstools down from me. She’s a pretty redhead and I can’t imagine it being hard for her to get a guy to buy her a drink. I sense that this is what she expects of me too, but if she comes up to me, I’m trying to think of the nicest way possible to tell her that I’m not interested. Maybe it’ll go down a lot easier if I’m just honest with her and tell her that my dick doesn’t swing that way. She’s no one to me and would probably forget me by tomorrow. I don’t need to hide who I am here.

But then I start to wonder if I’m not going to need to fuck someone soon. I’m twenty-two and still a fucking virgin. I always thought there was something wrong with me, but I never knew what I wanted. At least not until that kiss.

Fuck. Thinking about it now kind of gets me all hard. I think I’ve jerked off to that kiss more times than I have porn and that revelation is wrong on so many levels and hard to swallow. I didn’t need to be feeling that way for someone that I could never have. The thoughts that I have are the kind that get you locked up in places where they probably check if you’re okay in the head.

Maybe it’s for the best that I’ve left home for good. I need to focus on other things and maybe other people too and maybe over time, the feelings that I have will go away. This sounds like a lie that I’m telling myself, but I’ll take the lie rather than accept the fucked up shit I truly want.

Lifting my glass to my lips, I throw back the rest of my drink before getting up. I have work early tomorrow even though it’s a Friday night and I should be out doing something fun with my life, but I don’t feel like it.

I have a lot of weight on my shoulders that I carry around with me and I don’t think I’ll ever feel like myself again until that weight is lifted.

The motel I’m staying in is okay. It’s not too shabby, it’s quiet and is a few blocks down from the bar I’m at, so after work, I usually hit the bar, because it’s the most convenient place for me to hang out and also drown my sorrows in alcohol.

When I get back to the motel, I feel my phone vibrate in my jeans pocket, and I already know who it’s from so I just toss it on my bed before I head into the adjoined bathroom. I spend fifteen minutes under the water and let the heat settle into my body. My head is still fucking aching and I think it’s all the alcohol I’ve been drinking.

Shutting off the water, I get out and dry myself, before heading back into the room and pulling on a pair of black boxers. My phone is still buzzing like crazy so I flop down on my bed and grab my phone already knowing that my dad’s number is there before I even glance at the screen.

Fuck. There is only so much I can do to avoid him. I mean I fucking changed states. I need to grow a pair of balls and fucking face the truth and tell him what is really on my mind. It can’t be that hard.

I answer the call on the third ring and bring the phone to my ears and I fully expect him to give me a fucking earful, but I’m just met with him crying on the other end of the phone, and something about the way he sounds so broken makes me feel like shit for everything I’ve put him through. I’ve ignored him for so long when I was once the closest person to him in our family.

I’m a fucking shitty person.

“Dad,” I say and clear my throat. “Where are you?”

He manages to gather himself on the other end of the line because I hear him sigh in relief. “Gray.”

He just says my name and it’s enough to make my chest swell with feelings that I’ve tried so hard to suppress over these past few months.

“I’m here in Nevada,” he finally says after a long minute.

“What? When?” I’m sitting up now and my heart is pounding against my chest.

“A week ago. I told Emersyn that I was off to the cabin, but I lied. I needed to find you,” he says. “I tracked your iPhone, Gray. Please don’t be mad, but I’ve been feeling like I’m going crazy these last few months and I just needed to see you.”

Guilt punches me in the chest because I was so selfish in thinking that I was the only one with issues about this whole thing. I didn’t think about Dad once.

“I’m not mad at you,” I say, because it’s the truth. “I could never be mad at you. I just had to leave for a little while to think about everything.”

“I was afraid that I had fucked you up.”

I can’t take the emotion in his voice, because it’s stirring up emotions of my own that I’ve been desperately trying to forget and I want to tell him that he didn’t fuck me up, that I was already fucked up. But I can’t say that over the phone. I want to tell him that in person, to his face. He at least deserves that much.

“Where are you? Can you come over?” I ask. “I know it’s late, but we need to talk and I don’t think it can wait any longer.”

I hear the surprise in his voice when he says, “Yeah, sure I can come on over.”

There’s some shuffling in the background and then he pauses for a second. “Wait, are you sure, Gray? Is it okay with you?”

“I’m okay with it,” I say.

He lets out another sigh of relief. “Okay. I’ll see you soon, bud.”

The call ends and I drop my phone back onto the bed before I lean over and bury my face into my hands. I’ve run too much from everything. I’m just going to have to face the truth whether or not I liked it.
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It’s way past midnight and I’m standing outside his motel room. I hesitate for a minute, but then I just reach out and tap on his door.

I hear the latch unlock from the other side and then the door swings open and Gray is standing there in his boxer shorts and a thin black t-shirt.

My eyes find his ones and even though it’s kinda dark I can see that they’re red. Had he been crying? I think he has because he quickly looks away from me like he doesn’t want me to see.

“Hey,” he says and takes a step back so that I can come through.

“Hey, bud.”

When I get into the room, he locks the door and makes himself busy near the small bar fridge in the corner of the room.

So I hook my truck keys on the wall beside the door and glance around me. Most parents would expect to walk into their kid’s rooms or apartments and probably expect it to be untidy as fuck especially if they’re boys, but Gray’s room is all in order like it always has been for most of his life. He was a great student in school with an amazing 4.2 GPA, captain of White Ridge High’s basketball team and he had so much going for him. He probably would have been fine if I didn’t fuck it all up. I mean he could have been at Yale right now or maybe even Princeton. He always liked Princeton. But now he’s living in this motel in the middle of nowhere like he doesn’t have a home and it’s all my fucking fault.

“Do you want one?” Gray is holding up a can of Red Bull. “It’s all I have. There’s a bar down the road so I don’t have any beer here.”

“Yeah, sure. I don’t want beer anyway. I had the worst hangover yesterday, so I think I’m gonna lay off the heavy stuff for a bit,” I say as he comes over and hands me a Red Bull, before popping open a can of his own.

“Sounds like what I’ve been going through this past week,” he says and then chuckles.

We both silently sip our drinks, the tension between us is almost tangible and I’m not sure who’s going to speak up first. I’m sure there’s a lot that he wants to say as well. A part of me is already starting to think that coming here was a big fucking mistake and making mistakes is all I seem to be capable of recently.

Gray doesn’t let me drown in my thoughts too long though because he clears his throat and places his Red Bull down on the floor. Fuck, it’s really hot in here too because I can feel myself starting to sweat already. Maybe it’s just my nerves.

“I’m sorry,” he says and hangs his head as he says the words.

“If anyone has to be sorry, it’s me, Gray,” I tell him and then I finish the rest of my drink before setting the can down next to his can. “I fucked up and I shouldn’t have done that. I messed up everything and I’m so so fucking sorry for putting you in such a predicament. It’s just that I couldn’t stop thinking about…” I trail off unsure of how to finish my sentence, but when I glance up at my son, I see that look in his eyes because I know he feels the same way. He knows what I want to say and I don’t have to finish my sentence for him to understand.

“I’m sorry for disappearing.” He rubs his face and I can see how red his skin is getting. He always gets like that when he’s embarrassed to show his feelings.

I know everything there is to know about my kids, but Gray and I have always had a special bond and recently we both crossed a line I’m sure we shouldn’t have crossed.

I clear my throat and shake my head. “I don’t blame you for wanting to leave. Everything was so fucking messed up and I was just scared of losing you so soon after your mom.”

“I left because, in my head, I somehow thought Mom ended it because she found out.” His voice is softer now, but I still hear him. “I thought she wouldn’t be able to face us–especially me again.”

“About us?” I ask even though I already know his answer.

Gray nods and I feel a pang of guilt in my chest because he’s been on his own for these last few months thinking that this is somehow his fault.

I stand up now and walk over to him. Gray is quite tall and he’s so much bigger now, but I still top him by an inch or two.

“It’s not your fault,” I tell him as I reach out and rest my hand on his shoulder. “Being who you were always supposed to be is never your fault. Your mom and I had our problems, but we never made it about the marriage. In the end, it was the farm that got to her. She kept on worrying about the bills even though Bennett and I were already handling things.”

Tears slide down his cheeks and Gray angrily swipes them away as if that would make them go away easily. He was never good at managing his emotions and now that everything is so raw, he doesn’t know how to process what he’s feeling.

“I just hate this,” he says and runs a hand through his dark brown hair.

“I don’t.”

He glances up at me and I move my hand down his abdomen. I can hear the change in his breathing the lower my hand goes. It was just one stupid kiss that changed everything between us and I shouldn’t feel this way for my son, but I can’t help it. I’ve been obsessing over this moment for months and I didn’t know if he was going to push me away. That’s why I’ve tried staying away.

“If you want me to stop, you’re going to have to make me stop, Gray,” I tell him. “Truth is I can’t stop thinking about you. Maybe you’re ashamed of who you are or who you’re becoming, but I’m not ashamed of myself and neither am I ashamed of you.”

I’m right at the front of his boxers now and I move my fingers down slowly. He’s already so fucking hard. He can deny it as much as he wants to, but I know he wants me just as much as I want him.

“It’s wrong,” he whispers and I lean in and press my mouth against his in a kiss that is made to destroy us both.

I kiss away his words and slide my tongue into his mouth, eliciting a deep hungry growl from within his throat.

I grab his cock now and massage it through the thin material of his boxers and with every touch he grows harder, turning me on more.

Gray pulls away first and I get down on my knees before him, ready to make him feel everything that he’s been missing all at once.

“If it’s so wrong, then you and I both shouldn’t be feeling this way for each other, Gray, but I need you. I need to feel my cock inside of you and I know you want it.”

“Jesus,” he says. “I’ve never been this hard before. Not even for porn.”

“Because this is what you’ve truly been craving,” I say as I pull down his boxers and reveal his swollen cock that looks eager to be in my mouth.

“I hope you know that once I’ve fucked you, that you belong to me, Gray. I’m never going to let you go again.”

He’s glancing down at me, desire written all over his face. He’s going to come even if I don’t touch him, that’s how turned on he is. “What if I’m still figuring my shit out?”

“Then we’ll figure it out together.” I take his cock into my mouth and I don’t hold back as I try to fit his entire length into my mouth. But he’s so fucking big. Too big in fact.

Gray grabs my hair and I glance up at him, watching as his bottom lip gets trapped in between his teeth and I can’t help but think about how I want his teeth biting my lip.

I want to sin and I want to sin in every way possible with him. I don’t care if it’s wrong. It’s love and it feels right to me. It’s ours to keep.

“Fuckkk,” Gray grinds out as I move my head back and forth, sucking his entire length. A little of his precum drips into my mouth and I know he’ll come any second now. He’s been waiting for this moment as long as I have.

I gently graze my tongue against his cock and suck him harder, desperate to taste his load in my mouth. I’ve been celibate for seven years because my wife fell into depression and our marriage fell apart after that.

When Gray turned eighteen, we both began hanging out and it was during that summer that I realized that I loved him more than a father should love their child. 

My cock has been hungry for him ever since that summer and I haven’t fucked anyone. I couldn’t bring myself to do it, because I knew this moment would come, and even if I had to wait years, I would still be patient.

Gray drags his fingers through my scalp and groans loudly as I take him over the edge. His fingers are fisted in my hair and I grab his legs and steady him as his warm cum shoots into my mouth.

His eyes snap open like he realizes what just happened and I think he’s a little embarrassed from coming in my mouth, but I swallow every drop. I told him that I was not ashamed and I meant it.

“You swallowed?” he asks and I stand up, before grabbing him by his throat and kissing him hard. I thrust my tongue into his mouth and graze his bottom lip with my teeth.

Gray kisses me back and tries to grab me too, but I’m too strong for him. I’ve had years of hard work under my belt from working the pumpkin fields. He’s going to have to try harder if he ever wants to dominate me. I’m a man and I know what I want.

“You’re just a boy exploring your options, Gray. If you really want me, I want you to fucking fight for me,” I tell him and squeeze his throat. “Or I’m going to fuck your ass so hard, you’ll be begging me for more like a little slut. You’ll be begging me for more of my cock.”

“I know what I want!” Gray shouts and shoves me away from him with force.

He pulls his t-shirt over his head and makes his way towards me. In a flip second, he’s no longer a boy. Now he’s a man and he knows what he wants from me.

“You sure you’re not going to regret this after and run away from all the shit life throws at you? Are you sure you’re not going to run away from the truth of who you really are?” I ask him.

He grabs me by my throat and pushes me up against the wall. I see the dark depravity lurking in those hazel depths. “Opening your mouth.”

When I don’t, he raises his other hand and slaps me hard against my left cheek. The pain shoots up to my temple and I’m pretty sure I can taste metallic in my mouth.

“Open your fucking mouth!” he shouts.

I obey him this time and he spits into my mouth, before crushing his hot mouth against mine. His teeth pull my bottom lip into his mouth and he kisses me hard before he breaks away. “I know what I fucking want and I’m not going to run away ever again. I made a mistake and I don’t intend on doing it again.”
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Beckett is behind me, spreading my tight asshole with his fingers and using some lube from the bottle of Astroglide lube I’d given him from my gym bag.

“I’m clean,” he says as he applies more lube and gently rubs my hole like he’s prepping me and it feels so fucking good. If I knew how good this was going to feel, I would have fucking let him take me months ago. But I was just too fucking confused about myself and how I felt. I’m glad my dad is here and that I answered his call.

Ignoring him will be a regret of mine forever.

“You’ve never been with anyone after Mom?” I ask. “Or while you were with her? You guys weren’t the happiest so I assumed that you would have…”

“Gray, I really don’t want to talk about all this sad shit while I’m trying to fuck you. I know you have questions, but you’re going to have to wait till after. But for your peace of mind, I haven’t been with anyone not during or after,” he says.

“I haven’t been with anyone either,” I say and then chuckle nervously “I mean I’m still a virgin so I’m fucking clean as hell.”

“If you don’t like it, you have to be honest with me, okay?” he asks. “We can always do other stuff.”

“I’ll tell you. I promise.”

I feel him behind me and I try to relax even though I’m a little nervous. The lube feels cool against my hole and when Beckett slowly pushes into me I expect to feel pain, but there’s no pain. There’s just a feeling of slight discomfort and it’s quickly replaced by the feeling of being stretched. I bite down into my T-shirt and groan as he pulls out and I’m grateful for him not going all the way in at first.

“Are you okay?” he asks and I nod.

“Fuck, you’re so fucking tight, Gray.” He digs his fingers into my lower back and stuffs his cock into my asshole once again, easing himself inch by inch until I can feel all of him. I think his cock slips into my ass more easily because he has a lot of lube on his cock and it’s practically dripping down my asshole.

“Fuckkk,” I grate out the words as he starts moving back and forth inside of me.

I’m so completely full as he goes all the way in. The pressure builds and Beckett starts to fuck me a little harder, building the momentum of each thrust. It feels so fucking good.

“Fuck, Gray.” He grabs me harder and thrusts faster. I can feel his length hitting my prostate now and the feeling is amazing.

The pressure builds in my ass and the only sounds that fill the room are his grunting and my harsh breath and the sound of his thighs slapping against mine. This is making up for all the time we’ve missed.

I’m gonna come any second now. Sweat drips in between us and I can’t ignore how fucking good his hard, naked body feels against mine.

Beckett’s thick cock stretches my asshole so well. It was almost as if he was made for me and I, him. Fuuuck.

I come hard, groaning as my orgasm rips through me and it’s even better than when he sucked my cock earlier.

Beckett comes seconds later and his hot cum shoots inside of me. He fills my hole and thrusts harder, giving me everything he has.

I feel his body trembling around mine and we stay like this for a long while until our breathing has returned to normal.

I eventually pass out and it’s a dreamless sleep, but I feel much better that even my headache seems to disappear after a while. It’s like he fucked out all of my pain and hangovers all at once.




* * *




We’re lying side by side and Beckett runs his fingers up and down my skin.

“Earlier you asked if I had been with anyone and the truth is, I never got with anyone because when you turned eighteen and we started hanging out more, I started to feel all these things that I knew I shouldn’t have been feeling,” he says to me in the darkness.

I can see the early morning sun peeking in through the beige curtains, but I don’t want to wake up just yet even though I have work in about two hours. I want to lay here and listen to him. I could listen to him forever, all night and all day long.

“So what about when you were with Mom? Did you ever love her?” I ask and move a little closer.

I move my palm around his neck. His skin feels so warm and soft.

“I did love her, but it was probably more as a friend. When we were younger and I was still figuring out my sexuality, I got your mom pregnant with Bennett in the process and White Ridge is a small town so word travelled fast,” he explains. “I got married to her the very next week and things just continued from there. And when you guys were all grown up, we kinda stopped being with each other and I always felt like she understood me. There was this amazing understanding between us and I loved her for that. She never judged me. Beside having you three was the best thing that came from all of this.”

“I’m glad you came,” I say. “I felt like total shit.”

I can hear his smile in the darkness as he speaks. “I love you, Gray. I always have and I’m sorry that it was never the right time for us back then, but I’ll do everything in my power to love you as best as I can from now on. I’ll never make you doubt anything. You’re the best thing that’s happened to me in a long time.”

I press my lips against his then and whisper softly against his mouth. “I love you too.”
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