
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
   
    What the fuck wouldn’t he give right now for a good night’s sleep? Luke smoothed his hands down his goose-bump laden shoulders and glared at the ceiling. Forehead aching, not because of a headache but because his brows had been knitting together permanently since…a couple days ago. 

    A shudder went through him. The third one in an hour. When did these pants get so fucking tight?  

    Damn it.  

    Really, everything was angering him nowadays.  

    There were ways to calm down, ways that now brought nothing but apprehension to the shores of his mind. He huffed out a heavy breath into the pillow. It would be quick and if he tired himself out enough, he’d be able to get some sleep. He’d also hate himself in the morning. Again. 

    Another twenty minutes of lying at the dark and he was angry at the sheets for making noise as he tossed and turned.  

    He had to. 

    Luke shoved the offending cloth into his mouth and yanked down his pants. His throbbing length flopped loose, a drop of pre already slipping down his neglected shaft. He gripped it in both hands and grit his teeth around the cloth. The friction of his unlubed hands was searing, but the more he stroked the more his back arched. The more his cock wept.  

    How long he went he didn’t even know; his head felt parsed from all thought. Did his body even belong to him now or did Adam and his friends own it? His cock wasn’t cumming, rubbing it against his now wet palms was keeping him hard and excited. Not heading anywhere towards release.  

    It wasn’t enough. 

    Luke refused to.  

    He rolled onto his belly and stroked harder until he was all but fisting himself. The cold of the room bit into his skin, pleasure grew. The blanket came free from his mouth in-between all of his desperate pleas. 

    “Please—” 

    Please, what? Images of chicks with huge tits and thick asses doing whatever he damn well wanted them to flicker past his mind. Luke’s sweat-drenched forehead pressed to the sheets. Nothing was doing. He let out a shocked out sob when what should’ve been the first feeling of release ended up plateauing into another need to peak.  

    Luke bites into the pillow; his jaw aches. So much tensing. His body isn’t letting him release, his cock is getting sore and the pre-cum making his strokes so slick he can hardly feel them. He chokes on a sob--He’s not going to end up wiggling his ass in the air like some oblivious slut. He won’t end up like that.  

    Not again.  

    Eventually, he gives up. The tugging in the back of his balls is un-fucking-bearable, but his energy gives out quicker than his libido. When he wakes up — only three hours later when all’s said and done — school is already in session and he has to scramble to get there. 

    When he walks in its as if there are spiders dancing all over his skin. His body is still aching from the earlier failed attempt at coming and now there’s just this sensation that he can’t shake.  

    Sitting in class is a fucking bother, especially when he doesn’t give a shit about any of the material — never has. Class is just a waste of time and he doesn’t bother pulling out any books or anything for it. The teachers have labeled him a lost cause by now, don’t even give him any attention. Not that they’re paid enough to do so anyway. 

    When the school bell screams that it's finally fucking over, Luke tumbles into the hallway. The aching pain and need from his blue balls are vaguely subsiding, but the desire is settling on him like a second suit.  

    The closet is mere steps away. 

    He can’t cum unless he has something in his ass.  

    He wouldn’t.  

    He promised himself he wouldn’t.  

    But he needs it. 

    Zack fucked it into him and the girls just made it worse.  

    At that moment, when he’s about to deep dive into self-loathing who comes around the corner but Zack, with Jess and Ashley in tow? He pauses. The closet is right there. At any time they could pause, halt there and look at him. And then what? What would he do? What would they do?  

    Would Zack pause him in, discard all idea of hesitation and plow even more new, degrading needs into him? Make him love eating dick next? Give him a cock stirring fetish for the taste of a black man’s cum? Then the girls would take pictures and finally just reveal him as being the sissy they made? 

    Luke prepares himself, steels himself and watches them approach. They step closer, closer until Luke can hear his own heartbeat and then-- 

    They walk right past him as if he didn’t exist.  

    ‘Good.’  

    Should be the first thing on Luke’s mind. Instead, he slinks around the corner and watched their shadows fade from sight. Until he can’t see them. Until he’s sure beyond sure. They’re all gone.  

    This is a fucking joke. Luke walks towards the closet hoping someone punches him in the face, knocks a tooth loose. Beats the man that got fucked out of him, back into him. No one comes. There is pathetic and then there’s this. But that’s to be expected. He isn’t much of a man anymore.  

    But he needs to cum. Needs. Luke all but shoulder slams the door of the closet open, gets himself inside. Finds a discarded skirt inside an empty janitor’s bucket. Filthy, cum stained. Perfect. Tosses his jacket off leaving nothing but a white button-up on, gets off his pants and boxers and gets into the skirt. The cold air against his ass and balls brings back memories that he’d rather forget, but can’t stop thinking about.  

    Can’t do it any other way. As long as no one finds out, he’ll be fine.  

    He crawls onto the desk. There’s no way its just been him and Adam’s friends fucking in here — this piece of furniture, in particular, feels like its built for fucking. It’s too sturdy otherwise.  

    He gets on his back, lifts up his legs and spreads them at the knee. Just enough to get a good view of his hardening cock tenting in the plaid skirt. He can remember when he could see Zack’s all-but-destined for football fame abs right above it. Watching that stomach tighten as he came close to blowing his load.  

    Luke shuddered, that would be it.  

    He took a deep breath. He’ll be a man after this. Swear. Promise on his soul. He won’t let those four get the last laugh on him. He’ll find each out of them individually, mete out awful, godforsaken punishments.  

    Luke spits on and wets his own fingers. Three should be enough — more than enough. He slobbers all over them like he would a cock, and pulls his wet fingers away from his mouth.  

    Real men don’t cum like this. They don’t masturbate like this. They don’t get urges, needs to fuck their own asses like this.  

    So what is he? 

    Fuck it, nows not the time to think about this. 

    He dropped his hands down to his aching hole. Its been days since Jess and Ashley shoved that toy inside that made him want. Zack might’ve started all this, but they put the nail in the coffin for him didn’t they? He swirled his fingers around the little puckered hole, gasped when he opened up as naturally as a mouth. He dipped his finger inside — room to spare.  

    Two fucks.  

    Just two fucks and he was already nothing but a wanton slut who could take fingers without minutes of prep. 

    “Wow.” 

    His stomach sunk, god no. Anything but— 

    He tilted his head to see Adam standing by the doorway.  

    Adam welcomed himself in. 

    Luke pulled his hands out of himself. This was the worst, why couldn’t it have been anyone else — literally anyone else? It may have resulted in a beating, but he would have preferred it if his father walked in over Adam.  

    Adam visibly swallowed, eyes taking in every detail. Luke scrambled off the table and tried to hide, fix the inside-out plaid skirt he was wearing. Re-button his top. Regain some measure of composure.  

    “Luke,” Adam stepped forward. 

    “Tell anyone and you are beyond dead.” 

    “I can help you,” Adam said. “I won’t tell anybody.”  

    A real, living man inside him. Something he hasn’t had since Zack. Instinct says stop. Then it’s Adam. “Fuck you, fuck off.” He manages. It's an actual struggle. He moves to walk past Adam, and the younger curly haired man cuts him off with a strong look in the eye.  

    “I could make you cum without touching you. I can ram my cock so deep in your pretty throat that you’ll choke on it and squirm. I can pound you like a real man—” Adam punctuates it with grabbing the front of Luke’s shirt, right on the collar underneath the chin and then, with one quick movement, tearing the shirt open. The button area flies off and the shirt hangs off of him. Luke covers his chest. Adam doesn’t stop. He grabs Luke by the shoulders and pushes him back towards the table.  

    “Let me fuck you like you deserve. Give you the dick you’ve been dreaming of.”  

    There’s that fucking boner again. Luke hisses, hates how his cock and body feel altogether. Luke’s back hits the table. 

    “Come on. Tell me to leave and I will, but if you open your legs I’ll plow you like you can’t even fucking believe.” 

    Adam wasn’t giving him the luxury of personal space. He could feel Adam’s dick, hard and insistent against him.  

    “If you tell anyone you’re dead,” Luke repeated.  

    “I don’t need to.” 

    “I mean it.” 

    “Get on the table and spread your legs before I get bored and walk.” 

    Luke wants to carve something into something.  

    “Now. If I have to repeat myself I’ll turn you around and fuck you brainless anyway.” 

    “I hate you.” Luke spat.  

    “Good.” 

    Luke crawled back on the table, spread his legs just like before. Adam’s eyes are on him. Searing into his skin. The sigh he makes as those eyes drop down to a prepared hole makes Luke abandon all thought that he’s a straight, hot-blooded male. Fucking Adam. 

    “This is it, Luke,” Adam said and slotted himself between Luke’s legs. His cock was pressing against Luke’s hole. The heat penetrated his pants. Adam’s hands came down to either side of his head. 

    Adam’s dry, clothed thrusting isn’t going to get either of them off. But Luke can’t deny the pull in the pit of his stomach, how much the feeling of wanting something buried inside him is both sated and teased back to the surface. Staring up at Adam’s bright green eyes and watching the sweat drip down his temple as he focuses on fucking him up— 

    Wait. 

    No. 

    Nononono. No. This isn’t happening— 

    He’s not going to fall in love with this man. Particularly not this man. For fuck’s sake, he spent all grade school forcing this guy to eat sand! He’s not going to fall for him.  

    “On my stomach.” Luke spits.  

    “No.” 

    “I mean it.” 

    Adam’s eyes go from loving to searing. As if the resistance in and of itself was some grand crime he should be ashamed of. Luke repeats himself and Adam’s eyes close, he backs up enough and makes a turning motion with his hands.  

    “Good. T-thank you.” 

    What a weird fucking thing to say. Thanks for letting me make sure we don’t end up making out while you’re fucking me into femininity.  

    “I’m going to fuck you so good you’ll love me anyway.” 

    Luke didn’t want to imagine how Adam caught him on that. Completely ignored it. He never said a thing. Luke focuses on the wet and filthy sound he can hear, wonders what the fuck it is.  

    The eventual clink of the belt buckle finally hitting the fucking floor is music to Luke’s ears.  

    “I saw you pause—in the hallway,” Adam says. Thank god he’s changing the subject. “You always initiated before. Always started something. Did you want something started on you this time?” 

    Stop. 

    Luke swallows and doesn’t dignify the idea of it with further thought.  

    The laughter is enough of a hint that Adam doesn’t give a shit. “Did you want them to drag you in here and bore this sweet ass out again?” 

    The way Adam grabs him digs his nails into the skin of his ass pulls a whimper from his throat. Can’t take anymore.  

    “Just fuck me.” 

    “I’ve been wondering. Were you waiting for this? For a big, strong man to come along and fuck the wannabe man right out of you?”  

    If Luke knew the answer to that one, he’d probably know how to get out of this. But why had he acted like that for so long? The joy of getting what he wanted or some sort of adolescent cry for help that went unanswered?  

    Either way, Adam’s fingers pushed into him. Two of them. Wet and spearing through. Adam wasn’t trying to please him, he was trying to get him open. Luke’s mouth dropped, took all his strength to choke back the sound and yet still, choked back, it sounded defeated. His cock went rigid again.  

    Adam’s fingers push to the second knuckle. Luke’s moans go from light and needy to desperate, broken things that slither shamefully from the back of his throat. There wasn’t any questioning it anymore, they both knew; Adam won.  

    His cock drips precum onto his tightening stomach. Can’t hold back much longer, been needing it all day in fact. He shouted Adam’s name as his three knuckles make it to the third knuckle.  

    Adam held his hand there for some time. The twitching cling of Luke’s asshole being a delicious, victorious sensation around his digits. Like the movement in a bug’s leg after you squash it. Such a magical moment, he wanted a repeat, a million repeats. He’d play it in his head every day with his shirt tucked into his mouth while he jerked off. He pulled out to the second knuckle, let Luke’s own conquered hole suck his fingers right back in.  

    He wouldn’t jerk off to this. No, Luke had to become his bitch. He couldn’t have just the memory.  

    Luke wanted to cum. Everytime those blessed fingers seated themselves, his cock would visibly twitch on his stomach and spit out a few, sparse drops of pre-cum. His thighs were slick with sweat. If Adam wanted to tease him he could hold Luke to the side and fuck him between those, leave Luke with a hard on and a stain to remember him by. 

    Luke dug his nails into his own palms to keep himself from cumming. Something to focus on other than the pleasure. Then Adam touched something inside him that made Luke spit out a sobbing ‘please’ without even thinking about it.  

    “Yeah.” Adam agreed and pulled his fingers free — he didn’t immediately switch to his cock though. Instead, he let Luke’s hole tighten back up, twitch like it was sad to not be stretched open anymore. Poor baby, wouldn’t be suffering long. “So pretty.”  

    Adam scrambles to take his shirt off, then to pull his jeans to past his knees. Luke finds himself with a familiar feeling. A man’s cock aimed at his hole.  

    This time he’s not even considering moving.  

    ‘Congrats again on the win Adam. Hopefully, I’ll be killing you next week Monday.’ 

    Adam’s cock pushes past the ring of muscle easy. His inches just…sink in as if his body was built from the ground up for Adam to use. The same kid he called a faggot in first grade is now seating himself inside Luke’s ass, and Luke can’t even bite back the low pant it earns from him. 

    At least he was right? 

    “This is fun.” Adam breathed and smoothed a heated hand down the center of Luke’s back. Luke’s breath stuttered.  

    He said it was fun like everyone was making the claim and he didn’t believe it — the rest of his posse must’ve told him. How fun it was to make the bully beg for cock, fake or real. How much detail did they go into? How long has Adam been wanting to fuck him? A broken whimper escaped the back of Luke’s throat as Adam fully sheathed himself inside again.  

    “What a pretty sound. Can you do that again?”  

    Another thrust, faster this time. Luke forced himself, through sheer strength of will, to not make a single noise.  

    “Oh?” Adam said, then a hand swiped through Luke’s hair. Warm and pleasant. Made his eyes flicker for a moment before he simply closed them. Adam fucked into him again, and again until his cock was powering in and out of him. Luke couldn’t hold back forever… 

    This was a mistake. He could feel his mind practically unraveling every time Adam’s hips slapped against his. He loses control of his mouth, it drops open and starts singing the other man’s praises. This was a massive, massive mistake.  

    “That’s right, Luke.” Adam pressed his lips to Luke’s cheek. His body against his, Luke can feel the tightening need to come in Adam’s lower stomach.  “Let the whole school hear how much you love my thick, strong cock, tearing up your insides.”  

     His entire body felt stuck to the table. He couldn’t fight back if he wanted to. Both their releases drew closer and closer. Could they keep going past that? Past release and into that land of crazed, maddening oversensitivity until they came again, shaking to the core?  

    Luke wished Adam would. Luke wished a lot of things.  

    Adam’s whisper pulled him closer, made another strong sensation dance down through his lower body. “Louder Luke. Say my fucking name.”  

    “Ad~am.” It came out like a broken whimper.  

    Then they both came, staining the table with even more cum. 

    Luke smoothed shaky hands over his sweating face. Resisted the urge to sob into them, tried to move but every movement was accentuated with Adam’s cock was buried inside. Adam himself smoothed a hand down his back again.  

    He was done. 

    “Alright, that was good.” Adam exhaled. There was sound after that, Adam pulled free with an almost sickeningly wet sound. Then his cum began trailing down his thighs.  Luke turned over, managed to lie on his back on the table just so he could catch himself again.  

    This…how could he go back to being a guy after this? He swore he wouldn’t allow this to happen to him, and he not only came back here but fingered himself. Fucked himself open and then let another man just come in and fuck him.  

    “Don’t think too hard,” Adam said and approached him. He smoothed a hand down Luke’s sweat-stained cheek. “That’s something men and women do. Just focus on being a cute, adorable little sissy who loves my cock and you’ll do fine alright?” 

    “I’m not a man anymore,” Luke said, with a sort of accepting finality. 

    “That’s right. You’re my sissy. My adorable cock sheath.” The hand that was caressing his cheek stopped to pinch it. “You don’t have to worry about trying to be an alpha anymore.”  

    He doesn’t have to worry about that? 

    That sounds almost…comforting. He doesn’t have to keep putting people in line, he doesn’t have to keep shouting or yelling or being angry. Just focus on Adam’s dick? Adam’s wonderful, thick cock that spreads out his insides? That? 

    …That he can do. 
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