
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


Gay for
Valentine’s Day

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 return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.
Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


Discover other
titles by Jillian Cumming at Smashwords.com

Taken
by the Werewolf

Cowboys: Hired
Hands

Star
Slut

My
Private Dick and His Big Prick




Brad sighed in
frustration as he hung up the phone. Trish had been his last hope
for a Valentine’s Day date, and she’d shot him down almost before
the words had finished leaving his mouth.

It was probably
mostly his fault anyway, he figured. After all, he had left asking
her until Valentine’s Day itself. He turned around to look at Jeff.
He was sitting on the couch, watching some sports thing on the big
screen. Jeff was a handsome guy who liked to keep himself in shape.
It had taken the offer of free beer and pizza to pull him away from
the gym that day.

Jeff looked up
from the TV. He must have seen the disappointment on Brad’s
face.

“That sucks,
man. I really thought you had a shot with her,” Jeff said.

“She was so
hot, too…”

Jeff drank a
mouthful of the beer he held. He set it down on the coffee table
next to the pizza and stood up. He clapped Brad on the shoulder.
This close, Brad could smell Jeff’s aftershave. The muscle shirt he
wore revealed how trim he was. Brad remembered last summer at the
beach how all the girls kept looking at Jeff’s washboard abs. He
gave Jeff a friendly pat on the back in return and then plunked
himself down on the couch. If he couldn’t have a girl on
Valentine’s Day, at least he could get himself some beer, pizza,
and sports. Jeff came and sat back down beside him.

With the food
the way it was on the table, they had to sit so that their thighs
were just about touching.

Brad gulped
down a beer during the commercial break. He turned to look at
Brad.

“Hey, man,
where is your Valentine’s date?”

The slice of
pizza on its way to Jeff’s mouth stopped at the halfway point.

“Fell through,
and I didn’t know anyone to ask on short notice.”

That felt like
a lie to Brad. Girls were constantly tripping over themselves to
get within Jeff’s line of sight. It was not unusual to watch pretty
cashiers at stores try to scribble their phone numbers on Jeff’s
receipts. There was no way Jeff couldn’t find a date. Brad knew he
wasn’t bad looking himself, but he wasn’t even in Jeff’s league. He
punched Jeff lightly on the shoulder.

“So I guess
that means that we’re each other’s Valentine’s date then. I should
count myself lucky; all I had to do was offer you some booze and
pizza.”

Jeff just kept
staring ahead at the TV, “Yeah, I guess we are.”

By the time the
game was over, they were both leaning back against the couch,
comfortably full. Their team had lost, so they were sombre for a
time. The sports disappointment led Brad back into thinking about
his troubles with women. Sometime he wished he were gay. It seemed
like it was no problem at all to get some guy to have sex with. He
couldn’t remember the last time he’d had sex with a girl, and even
masturbating wasn’t relieving his horniness these days.

He gave Jeff
another slap on the arm. Jeff had that smile on his face of someone
happily warmed up by alcohol.

“You know what
I think? Sometimes I think it would be better if I turned out gay.
If you were gay, would you be my Valentine’s date?”

Jeff took a
long time to reply. He seemed to be intently studying the empty
pizza box on the table, deliberately avoiding eye contact. With a
swirl of the bottle, he dumped the last of the beer into his mouth
and swallowed.

“Well? If you
were gay, you’d do me, wouldn’t you?” Brad gave his own chest a
playful, suggestive rub. “I’d bet you wouldn’t be able to keep your
hands off of this stuff.”

Jeff rested
both his hands in his lap, right over his crotch. He finally looked
into Brad’s face. “Yeah man, I would totally do you if we were gay.
That’s just the thing we should do after watching some manly sports
on TV: have some many sex with each other.” He said this without a
smile, and he maintained eye contact the whole time.”

“Then I would
just call up Trish and tell her I’m off the market, and that would
make her so damn jealous she would just come running. Especially if
I were with you. I think she likes you, you know.”

Jeff scrunched
up his face as though that were the weirdest thing he’d ever head.
“No way, dude. She totally digs you. Whenever I see her I
constantly talk about how awesome you are.”

Brad took a
pensive mouthful of beer before replying. Just thinking of Trish
made him start to get a little hard. He looked down at his lap and
saw his cock stiffening through his pants.

“That’s great,
Jeff. I really do like her. I just wish she’d give me the time of
day, you know?”

Jeff gave a
little nod. “Yeah, it’s really hard when the person you like
doesn’t seem to like you back, in that way at least.” He laid his
hand on Jeff’s thigh and gave it a little squeeze. His fingers
brushed against Brad’s cock. The fingers stopped moving, then, they
reached down and gave his dick a little squeeze. In spite of
himself, another man’s fingers against Brad’s cock made him get
harder. He put it down to having not been laid in so long.

“Man, you know
that’s my cock, right?”

Jeff didn’t
remove his hands. Instead, he gave Brad’s dick another gentle
squeeze.

“You know what
I think? I think we should have sex. I’m sorry, but I don’t think
Trish is ever going to go out with you. I know you’ve thought about
it; I’ve seen the way you check me out. The way you always invite
me over to your place,” Jeff said.

Brad grabbed
Jeff’s hand and pulled it away. “Dude! That is screwed up, I do not
check you out—!”

Jeff had
silenced the rest of Brad’s protest by leaning in and giving him a
wet kiss. He pulled away after a second.

“You liked
that,” Jeff said, “I know you did.”

By now, Brad’s
cock was fully hard. It hurt, constricted against his thigh by his
pants. It had been a really long time. Besides, who would know?

Brad put his
beer down on the table, then leaned back. Jeff stared intently into
his eyes. “Fine. You’re just lucky I need it so bad. And no one
finds out, right?”

“Right,” Jeff
said as he leaned in for another kiss. Brad felt Jeff slip his hand
into the hair at the back of his head as he gently pressed his
tongue into Brad’s mouth. He slowly tightened his fingers into a
fist, pulling lightly on Brad’s hair in a way that heightened the
pleasure of the kiss.

Brad felt
strange. He always thought that being with another guy would be the
weirdest thing ever, but this was actually nice. He slipped his
hand under Jeff’s shirt and began running his fingers up until he
reached one of Jeff’s nipples. He squeezed and pinched it lightly,
and it got stiff under his fingertips.

Jeff’s fingers
began more insistent, quickly squeezing and massaging Brad’s dick
through his pants. The next moment, Brad undid the button on his
own jeans with his free hand and pulled down the zipper. Jeff
reached down Brad’s boxers and pulled his dick out so that it poked
out over the elastic waistband of his boxers.

They continued
making out, Brad rubbing and squeezing Jeff’s muscular chest and
Jeff slowly running his hand up and down the length of Brad’s
cock.

Jeff let go of
Brad’s hair. He pulled Brad’s hand out from under his shirt and
guided it to his crotch. Brad ran his fingers along Jeff’s hardened
shaft, which showed through his tight jeans. Brad thought of how
uncomfortable it was to have your boner stuck in your pants like
that. With a final rub, he unbuttoned Jeff’s jeans and unzipped
them as well.

Jeff’s began
breathing in quick little gasps as Brad slowly pushed his fingers
down the waist loop of his briefs. He let his fingers part around
the very base of Jeff’s dick. It was big, much bigger than he would
have guessed. This made his own cock get a little harder in Jeff’s
hand.

“You like them
big, do you?” Jeff whispered between kisses. He was smiling.



With some
effort due to the tightness of Jeff’s jeans, Brad worked his
fingers down his pant leg until the tips of his fingers could feel
the very tip of Jeff’s cock. He could feel a bead of precum that
had formed there. He rubbed this around the head of Jeff’s cock
like it was massage oil.

Jeff moaned a
little. He began stroking Brad’s shaft a little faster.

Now it was
Brad’s turn to reach behind Jeff’s head and weave his fingers
through a handful of his hair. He pulled Jeff’s head back so that
his neck was fully exposed. Jeff’s aftershave smelled particularly
potent as Brad left a trail of kisses down Jeff’s neck, lingering
for a moment on the tip of his Adam’s apple.

“I want to feel
your lips around me,” Jeff said as he ran one of his fingertips in
circles around the head of Brad’s cock.

Wordlessly,
Brad pulled back. He grabbed the bottom of Jeff’s shirt and lifted.
Jeff lifted his arm arms so that his shirt came off more easily.
For a moment, Brad just looked at Jeff’s beautiful physique. He was
very fit.

Brad removed
his own shirt, then stood up to pull down his pants. He didn’t like
the way his waistband pressed against his balls, and he knew that
with no constricting fabric in the way they’d be able to take their
lovemaking to the next level.

He kicked his
pants off and went to sit back down, but Jeff stopped him. Jeff
leaned forward so that Brad could feel his hot breath on his shaft.
He left a kiss so light on the tip of Brad’s cock that Brad wasn’t
even sure they actually touched. Still, the sensation thrilled
him.

Brad knelt
down, grabbed Jeff’s jeans, and peeled them from his legs. Now
free, his hard cock stood straight up. Brad pushed Jeff’s legs
apart and then went down on his knees between them. Slowly, he
kissed up the inner thigh of Jeff’s right leg. Right before his
lips could touch Jeff’s ball, Brad pulled back and started doing
the same thing up the inner thigh of his left leg.

Jeff arched his
back a little when Brad reached his cock again. This time, Brad
didn’t stop. He opened his mouth a little so that the bottom of
Jeff’s cock could rest in it, then he left a trail of shining spit
on Jeff’s shaft and he worked his way up. Jeff sucked in air
through his clenched teeth, and his eyes were shut. When Brad
reached the tip, he opened his mouth wider and pressed his lips
over it. Brad swirled his tongue around the tip of Jeff’s cock as
Jeff reached forward and grabbed Brad by the sides of his head.

“God that’s
good,” Jeff said. He began thrusting a little with his hips,
watching as Brad sucked his cock.

Brad reached up
and wrapped the fingers of one hand around the middle of Jeff’s
shaft. It was already slick with his spit, so his hand moved freely
up and down the length as he pushed his mouth farther down Jeff’s
rod.

Every time Jeff
moaned, Brad felt the swell of excitement in his stomach. It felt
good to make someone else feel that good, he realized. With his
free hand, he reached down and began stroking his own dick.

Brad pulled his
mouth away, but continued jerking his friend’s cock.

“Is this what
you’ve been wanting all this time?” Brad asked.

Jeff gently
massaged his fingers through Brad’s hair. He took a few moments to
reply. “Yeah, ever since I met you.”

Jeff removed
his hands from Brad’s hair, then gently pulled Brad’s hand off of
his dick. He motioned for Brad to stand up. Once Brad was on his
feet, Jeff slid from the couch so that he knelt right in front of
Brad. Head cocked slightly back, his lips were so close to the tip
of Brad’s dick that Brad could feel his hot breath. Looking up into
Brad’s eyes, Jeff wrapped one hand around Brad’s shaft. He opened
his mouth and pushed his head forward, enveloping Brad’s cock with
his lips. He stopped pushing forward when he’d swallowed up nearly
half the length of his friend’s rod.

Brad kept his
own hands at his side as he relished the warmth and wetness of
Jeff’s mouth. Jeff began bobbing his head back and forth while
simultaneously jerking Brad’s shaft with his tight grip.

“Fuck!” Brad
said. His dick was extremely sensitive, and he didn’t know if he
could last very long without filling his friend’s mouth with his
load.

Brad looked
down into Jeff’s eyes. “Do you like the taste of my hard dick in
your mouth?” He saw that , just like he’d done earlier to himself,
Jeff was stroking his own cock with his free hand.

Jeff must have
felt Brad’s cock stiffen even more in his mouth, because the next
second he pulled away and stopped stroking. “Yeah, I can tell you
like me, too,” he said. He waited another few seconds, and then
resumed sucking and rubbing Brad’s dick at a somewhat slower
pace.

Brad luxuriated
in the feeling. This went on for several minutes until Jeff
abruptly stopped. Brad looked a question at him.

“I need you to
fuck me, now,” Jeff said. Jeff stood, turned around, got up on his
knees on the couch and bent over, his ass on the same level as
Brad’s quivering cock. Brad’s cock was coated in Jeff’s spit, and
it glistened in the light. Jeff reached back and spread his ass
cheeks apart. Brad could see the little brown pucker of his
asshole. He wondered how it would feel around his dick.

“Come on,” Jeff
said, “Put it in me. I want to feel you.”

Brad took a
step forward. He placed one hand on Jeff’s hip, and grabbed his own
cock with his other hand. He pressed the tip of his cock against
Jeff’s asshole. He pushed forward a little, but only the very tip
of his cock began to squeeze in. Brad had never had anal sex
before. He thought that it would be tight, but he didn’t think it
would be this tight.

Jeff looked
over his shoulder. “You have to push hard. Come on, shove your dick
into my ass.” Jeff leaned back, pressing his own weight against
Brad’s cock. Most of the head of his dick pushed into his friend’s
ass. Brad couldn’t believe how it squeezed him. He let go of his
cock and put his hand on the other side of Jeff’s hip.
Simultaneously, he pulled with his hands and pressed with his own
hips, while Jeff leaned back.

Gradually, the
head of his cock disappeared into Jeff’s ass. The brown skin of his
pucker had turned almost white, stretching itself around Brad’s
girth. Jeff was still looking over his shoulder, and Brad saw that
his teeth where clenched and that his face was shiny with
sweat.

Finally, inch
by wide inch, Brad had pushed almost his entire cock into Jeff’s
asshole. It was incredibly tight inside, far tighter than any woman
he’d ever fucked. He knew now why gay men liked this so much.

He watched,
fascinated, as he pulled his dick slowly back. Jeff’s asshole
tightly gripped the skin of his cock, stretching it. He pulled back
until only the head of his dick remained inside. He pushed forward.
This time, his dick slid back in with greater ease.

Now, Jeff
pushed back on each stroke. They built up speed over time, until
every time Brad rammed his dick back in their balls slapped
together.

Brad’s cock
felt like it was almost going numb from the friction of their
fucking. They banged, and Brad felt his balls begin to tighten and
his cock to stiffen up a little more. He gritted his teeth against
the feeling, trying to keep his pace. Right before the point he
knew he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from coming, Jeff pulled
forward, causing Brad to pull his dick completely out.

Jeff turned
over so that he was sitting on the couch. His broad shoulders
heaved, and a sheen of sweat glistened on his muscular chest. His
cock stood straight up, still rock hard. Jeff brought his hand to
his mouth, worked up some saliva, and then smeared it over his dick
with his hand.

“Sit on my
dick,” he said.

When Brad
hesitated, he continued, “Don’t worry. It’ll hurt a little at
first. But you’ll love it. I promise.”

Brad nodded. He
turned around. He felt Jeff grab his hips. Jeff guided him as he
sat down. He felt the wet head of Brad’s cock push between his
cheeks. Brad stiffened for a moment when he felt the tip press
against his asshole. He stopped, then slowly began sitting again.
Jeff’s cock pressed into him slowly.

It did hurt, a
little.

“God, you’re so
tight,” Jeff said from behind him.

Brad continued
sitting slowly until he was fully seated in Jeff’s lap. He couldn’t
believe it; he’d managed to take Jeff’s entire cock. It still hurt
a little, but the pain was fading into a deep pleasure. His own
cock stiffened a little.

Brad put his
hands on Jeff’s broad thighs and lifted himself. When he felt like
he was about halfway up Jeff’s cock, he pushed down with his body
weight. Jeff grunted.

After a few
seconds, Jeff reached around with one hand and grabbed Brad’s dick.
He stroked his shaft as they fucked.

The pain was
completely gone now, replaced entirely by pleasure. It felt
amazing. Brad thought he’d be able to come even if Jeff wasn’t
jerking him off.

They built up
speed over a few minutes until Brad was jackhammering his asshole
down on his friend’s dick, and Jeff’s hand jerked up and down on
his own shaft rapidly.

“Oh God,” Jeff
said.

Brad could feel
all the muscles in his friend’s body stiffening. He knew Jeff was
about to come, and it turned him on even more. He tried to move up
and down even faster. Finally, Jeff let out a gasp. Brad continued
humping as he felt Jeff spurt his spunk into his ass. It was warm,
and it let him slide up and down a little more freely.

Brad felt his
own balls tighten as he rode Jeff’s dick. Jeff’s hand stroked him
so quickly, he couldn’t take it anymore. His body stiffened up and
he stopped moving as he came.

His cum shot
out of his dick all over Jeff’s hand and his own stomach in thick
ropes. He felt his asshole tighten around Jeff’s dick as he
continued coming. When he finished, he relaxed, leaning his weight
against his friend.

Jeff wrapped
his arms around Brad’s stomach in a hug, and lightly kissed his
back. They sat like that until Brad felt Jeff’s cock begin to
soften inside of him. Slowly, they parted from each other. Brad sat
down beside Jeff.

They were both
out of breath and covered in sweat. Jeff smiled at him.

“Best
Valentine’s sex ever,” Jeff said.

Brad smiled
back at him. Now that he thought about it, this was the best
Valentine’s banging he’d ever done. He realized he was very
thirsty.

“You want a
beer?” He asked Jeff as he stood. Jeff nodded.

When Brad
reached the door to the kitchen, he stopped and turned around.

“Jeff?”

“Yeah?”

“This was only
for today, right? You won’t tell anyone?”

Jeff just kept
smiling, “Yeah, just for today. Don’t worry, your Valentine’s Day
secret is safe with me. Now get me that beer,” he finished with a
laugh.

Brad smiled as
he walked into the kitchen.
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