
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
   
   Luke sat at the desk counting down the seconds as the clock finally hit four. The bell rang and the school day was out. He dragged a hair through his blond hair and leaned back in his chair. Time to get the fuck out of here—before he could even bother getting up through, the usual suspects managed to crowd themselves near the door.

   God, Adam. Fucking Adam. Goddamn curly haired, always quiet and lingering in the back of the class like he was in fucking grade school Adam. Luke got up from his desk, fists balled by his side as he tossed his bag over his shoulder.

   They were crowding the place. A bunch of wastes of space if you asked him. The bell rang two minutes ago and these idiots were all crowding the door talking like they had a reason to be here. What a fucking waste of time.

   It was Adam, of course. A pair of two sisters, Ashley and Jess, inseparable and probably hated each other, at least there was a near guarantee of them making out at a party for free drinks so there was that. Of course the last of them was some bastard named Zack whose parents managed to stay so inebriated until he reached legal age that they ended up leaving his name as Zack.

   Who the fuck sober names their child Zack? Especially a black kid, like at least be stereotypical and name the fucker Tyrone.

   Luke stormed directly up to the group. Plenty of space to go around, fuck that. He was heading straight out.

   Adam turned around like he had a sixth sense to him.

   “Luke—” He held up his hands defensively.

   “Move, fag,” Luke growled.

   “Oh—oh I’m sorry, this was dumb of me—”

   Adam skittered out of the way and Luke watched him go, practically tucking his tail between his legs. “Yeah, no shit.”

   God, how a guy like Adam even gets to be like he is is a mystery. Luke is pushing six, and Adam’s got at least two inches of height on him. Luke sucks his teeth, prays he gets a boost in height in the last couple growing years before he hits mid-twenties.

   “Wow, really?” Jess said.

   Luke immediately looked her directly in the face, growling through his teeth, “Yeah. Really.”

   “Woah, come on now.” Zack inserted himself into things because of course, he did, the giant dark mother fucker couldn’t help himself. He raised his arms in a universal sign of ‘calm down’ and really? When has that ever worked?

   Either way, they got the fuck out of his way as he stomped out of the classroom.

   What a bunch of fucking dorks.

   It was disgusting to see them together. Normally, he would be lucky enough to not have to even witness these bunch of godforsaken failures crawl from their usual scum covered desks and congregate. Not so lucky today. And Adam. Every fucking day he was becoming more and more of a goddamn nuisance. Now he didn’t even need to say anything. His presence just naturally produced anger.

   Luke went straight home to kill his brain on video games and porn. God willing, Adam will have found a way to himself less annoying by then.

   * * *

   Come lunchtime the next day, Luke was pressing his thumbs into his temple trying to stave off a headache. Everyone in this fucking cafeteria was noisy and honestly? Fucking obnoxious. Even the usual guys who hung off his shoulders chatted him up and tried to act like big shit because they were connected to the ‘King of the School’ were irritating him.

   He pushed the rest of the slop they call food here into the garbage and headed out. If he was lucky maybe he could skip again, not like he couldn’t just blow past the entire school year. No one really cared and none of this shit mattered. The only thing of importance was getting a decent job after — and in that case why not just buy a degree and be done with it?

   Great, he wandered upon the usual failures; Jess, Ashley, Zack, and Adam all crowded together in a little group beside the Janitor’s supply closet, standing right in his way again. Did they do this shit on purpose?

   “Failures,” Luke said.

   Jess and Ashley looked up, laughed and then kept on speaking amongst themselves. Zack glared daggers at him. Adam, sitting on a windowsill and kicking his feet, was the first to dare to speak.

   “Hi, Luke.” He said, saying his name with this timid little touch like Luke ever laid hands on him. Luke fucking wanted to. He wanted to punch Adam’s fucking freckled face in.

   Luke ignored him, stepped in front of the group of three.

   “Fucking move.”

   Zack either decided he’d had enough or was planning to start shit. He stepped right past the panicking Adam and squared down on Luke enough to make him realize, at that moment, he wasn’t the biggest guy in the school.

   Luke craned his neck to look up to him before Zack stepped forward he was so blinded by how he was never confronted.

   Now it was clear; Zack could fuck him up; judging by his glare? Definitely wanted to.

   “Adam, you should go.”

   Zack said. Luke glared past him, to Adam, who gave a few minor pleas to not fight that fell on willingly deaf ears. Then, with more of Jess and Ashley’s quiet insistence, he skittered off, leaving Zack and Luke in a not-really-all-there glare off. Zack bared down on him and Luke could physically feel his anger.

   Fuck if this did not backfire.

   “Back the fuck up or I’ll—”

   “What?”

   Zack stepped forward, got into his personal space and called him on his bluff. He could feel the other man’s body heat. God damn it. Luke didn’t crane his neck to look at him again. Just glared ineffectually at his chest. Wider and bigger than him in every way. Zack shoved his shoulder. Luke grit his teeth.

   “Closet,” Zack said.

   “Closet? The fuck do I look like, that dweeb?—”

   Zack wasn’t fucking budging.

   “Pft, whatever.” Luke turned around, got into the ‘closet’. It was at least half the size of a classroom with a long table resting against the opposite side of the room, with various aprons and buckets of cleaning supplies on the walls and floors.

   What could Zack and the girls possibly do? Luke laughed it off. At best, they would fucking make this a talk about personal space and people’s ‘feelings’. Then tomorrow, he’ll go right back to pushing around Adam and insulting this dumb faced fucks.

   Zack, Jess, and Ashley crowded in. One of the girls locked the door behind them and what the fuck are they planning? What did he just walk in on?

   “What the fuck is it?” Luke spat.

   “You know you’re really angry for no reason, all the time?”

   Yup, knew it. Some bullshit talks about fee-fees. Luke laughed, moved to march right past Zack and the girls. Zack pushed him back so hard he had to brace himself on the table.

   “Fucking—”

   “No, shut up.” Zack reached into one of the abandoned boxes on the side of the wall. Some cardboard that looked like it hadn’t been touched in five years, and pulled out a stereotypical school girl’s outfit — even more stereotypical than the matching ones the girls wore.

   Zack tossed it and Luke caught it, glared at it and then glared at him.

   “You’re joking.”

   “Put it on. We’ll take some embarrassing pictures for blackmail and then if we find you fucking with Adam again, we’ll release them.”

   “Oh, you’re mother fucking joking—!”

   “Nope.” Ashley laughed.

   “Either that, or we start spreading rumors that you like to take it up the ass from Mr. Carilson in the school across town.”

   “You—”

   He lived ten minutes away from that fuck.

   And they had more clout in both schools then he did.

   “Fuck you all.”

   He turned away and stripped down to his boxers—”Those too!”

   Just gotta get through this.

   He discards his boxers and quickly put on the outfit — the typical plaid skirt white shirt affair. The room is freezing fucking cold in this. He misses his black jacket and jeans already.

   “Good.”

   Before Luke knew it he was pushed belly first into the table. The pain of it made him double over. Then his skirt was pulled down to his half-bent knees. He didn’t even need to ask to know what was going to happen next.

   It was slick and thicker than first thought — Luke felt his face burning up.

   “Ah—” Luke planted his hands over his head and kept quiet. Holy hell, even just Zack’s finger was huge. Huge and lubed, it slid in with so minimal resistance, Luke felt like the breath was leaving him already. What the fuck—

   “Jeez Zack, impatient much?”

   “Quicker the better.”

   “Tighter, the better you mean.”

   Zack’s huff of breath was a laugh. He was fucking laughing about this. Luke wanted to open up and fire back that if needed it that tight he must not have been big — then a second finger entered him and he was scrapping lines down the chestnut table surface.

   Maybe fucking with Adam, who was friends with the biggest guy in school, wasn’t the best of ideas.

   “Fuck.” Luke groaned from the pit of his stomach. He’d never had anything, nothing was supposed to go up there—he wasn’t fucking gay.

   “Shhh…” Zack whispered, grabbed his waist with his other hand and steadied him. Fingers started to go from straight in and out to a slight twist. Luke restrained a noise to the back of his throat, even without knowing how it would sound. He didn’t even know if he liked the sensation or not yet.

   Then a bit more dexterous, bending slightly when inside, pushing past the first knuckle to the second, to the third. Luke gritted his teeth, let out a constant stream of growls as Zack fingered him open. By the time his fingers pulled free Luke was on the cusp of enjoying it.

   “Jesus, look at that.” Zack spread his ass-cheeks wide open, Luke’s eyes squeezed shut. The weight of what was happening hit him; Two girls were watching him get spread open. The two girls who were the rumor mill of the school, it practically ran on their over-sharing of information. Luke’s head hit the desk in shame.  “What a cute little hole.” Zack sounded perplexed.

   It was an ass. Had Zack never seen a fucking porno before? Luke was about to make some snide comment, try and reclaim at least a fraction of his masculinity before something wetter, thick, pressed against his ass.

   The sharp breath Luke took in was immediate. He felt weak in the knees. Another man’s tongue was inside him and he couldn’t get enough. “Fuuuck.”

   “Oh, he likes it.”

   Jess and Ashley were giggling. Giggling like the literal school girls they were, at him enjoying this. A fucking romp in the janitor’s closet. This was the sort of thing he’d joke about them doing to get straight A’s.

   “Hey, Luke. Do you get your ass eaten on the reg?”

   Fucking they were joking about it now. He felt humiliated. His face stuck back into his hands. Fuck all three of them for doing this. For making him love this.

   “I’m not a goddamn faggot—”

   “Then why’s your dick hard?” Jess pointed out, giggling.

   Luke looked down. Fuck his body. Fuck the goddamn world. Fuck everything and especially fuck all of what was going on right now. How could anyone do this to him, make him into this? Worse, the sight of seeing all that slick spit dripping down through his crack—fuck he wasn’t gay. He wasn’t. He never fucked a man. Ever. Didn’t even view them as sexual candidates. His dick did the fucking for fuck's sake—!

   With a man’s cock at his entrance, Luke was hard, on his knees and not fucking moving. At any time he could at least put up some semblance of a fight.

   So why didn’t he?

   “Fuck you,” Luke growled between his teeth. This wouldn’t break him. He wouldn’t even moan. He’d lay there and take it for the twenty seconds it would take for Zack to empty his worthless balls and then he’d walk out of here victorious. Beat both him and Adam up later for daring, daring to do this to him.

   Zack laughed. Laughed like there was no tomorrow. “You act like an animal, you get treated like one.”

   ‘Oh, you fuck other animals?’ died on his tongue as Zack pushed his cock past that slippery ring of muscle.

   That was not a normal man’s cock. Fuck that was huge. Damn it — Luke couldn’t form words. His mind was fucking gone, split between choosing what to do or think next. Should he just fucking accept it? It was so fucking big, so invasive. Like he could taste it on the tip of his tongue. And the inches kept coming. No sign of stopping.

   Should he shout or scream for help? No. Being gay is one thing, asking for fucking help is entirely another.

   Luke forced himself silent through the first thrusts. ‘No noise’ he swore to himself. Over and over as Zack’s inches entered him one by one. The length was enough of a horror in and of itself. Felt like the dick would never goddamn end. But the girth? The girth was a different story, he could practically feel Zack getting wider and wider as he sunk in.

   By the time Zack’s cock stopped entering and started retreating, a line of hot spit was trailing down the corner of Luke’s mouth. Focusing on the desperate act of keeping quiet.

   Black dick had magical fucking powers. He could practically feel his ass cumming once the soft pressure of Zack’s hips pressed against him. God, what a fucking cock. No wonder all those videos on the Internet couldn’t shut up about getting broken in by some.

   “Fuck.”

   His hands fisted on the desk. What a fucking incredible cock. His mouth opened wide and took in a sharp breath as Zack’s hips snapped forward and buried himself again. Luke’s knees almost bent at that and another swear made it past his quickly melting resolve.

   He was never lucky enough, brave enough, to get fucked by a black man before. But holy hell no fucking wonder…Was his brain melting? It felt like it. Moan after moan escaped his mouth until he was practically singing praises about Zack’s cock.

   “Yes, yes, yes—fuck me, fuuuck me…” Luke’s head pressed against the desk. “More, more, harder. I need it—”

   Zack spanked him, his hand whipping across Luke’s bare flesh with a resounding smack. Luke’s moans hit a crescendo and his back caved ever so slightly. He wanted Zack to fuck him until there was nothing left. Until he couldn’t think about anything else anymore.

   Luke swore out loud as the sound of Zack’s hips slapping against him filled the air. His eyelashes fluttered closed. Zack was making him his bitch. Fuck this was the shit he always wanted and could never fucking ask for.

   “That’s right! Get ‘em, Zack!” Jess giggled, her sister followed suit. Figures those kinky whores had a kink for this sort of weird shit.

   How the fuck did he end up here?

   He couldn’t stop himself anymore—”Come on, come on—” Fuck the embarrassment for right now, just for right now. He would worry about that stuff later. He needed this cock. He moved his ass—that’s how you’re supposed to do it right?

   Zack moaned out loud, one of his feet slammed onto the table beside Luke’s body. Um, what did he just do? Luke stared on for a second before Zack began to fuck him like he meant it. Zack’s grip on his waist drove Luke’s body back down his shaft and had his knees giving out beneath him. Mother of fuck, “I love it, I love it.” He repeated, over and over.

   How long he spent getting screwed on that table he won’t know. After a while, the passing of time just seemed to not…fucking…matter. All he knew it he wanted dick and was getting it. He was aware of every inch, every thrust…his untouched sissy clit dripped out dots of white cum.

   It was mind-numbing.

   “So good…so good.” Felt like his brain was gone. Like he’d completely separated from it. The first hot flashes of cum in his ass were what sent him into hysterics, sobbing onto the table from how good Zack was. He needed to have this done to him again. The pull at his stomach, the slow drag of Zack’s cock in and out his now used up ass, he needed to experience it all again.

   When Zack pulled free at all, still letting out throat-deep growls, Luke sunk to the floor.

   “Got it all!” Jess and Ashley cheered.

   They left the room and left Luke there, alone and fucked open in the janitor’s supply closet. It takes a full twenty minutes for him to get himself back together; if he stays in here any longer someone might find him. He scrambles to get his clothes on and get out of here—this has been embarrassing enough as it is.
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