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Chapter One 

It was for charity. That was why I was up on the stage with my shirt off and I 

guess why there were people screaming at me. There’d been cuts at school, and so it was someone’s bright idea to do a “slave auction”—teaching staff and some of the 

students all selling off their time to the highest bidder, agreeing to do goofy stuff like washing cars or cleaning pools or whatever. And, because our coach was big on getting involved with shit like this, the whole football team was told that—optional or not—if we weren’t on that damn stage, then we’d be on the bench for the rest of the season. 

So it was all about putting on a good show, even I knew that, and after our 

quarterback Jeff took his shirt off and started flexing, it became pretty obvious that was the best way to get big bucks. Jeff was bought by his girl on the cheerleading squad—no surprise there—for, like, twice what the teachers were going for. 

I didn’t whip my top off as soon as they called my name, though. I waited until I 

was all the way to the middle of the stage, and then I gave this kinda bashful grin to everyone wolf-whistling in the audience before I slowly pulled it off. I’m not crazy muscled like Jeff is, but I look pretty good, and while I might not have some blonde cheerleader to whip up the crowd, there were still plenty of catcalls. 

I kinda lost track of who “bought” me in the end. I think it was, like, a couple 

hundred bucks or something, and I just remember thinking that Coach couldn’t 

complain about that. He’d have to put me on the squad every game for the rest of the season, even though, to be honest, I get picked more times than not. 

So it was a bit of a surprise when I stood in the entrance hall at the end of the night with all the “slaves” and “owners” meeting up and arranging for when they’d be 

putting in their service and this guy came up to me looking hella embarrassed. I 
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suppose I recognized him from some of my classes—my year but not my crowd. He 

had these geeky black plastic glasses and was rail thin, wearing a faded band T-shirt, skinny jeans, and sneakers. 

“I, um…” He seemed to be having trouble, and it took a second to click for me that he’d been the one to buy me. That seemed a bit weird, but I didn’t want to say anything to question it because, well, pissing him off and having him ask for a refund would not look good—or do my season much good either. 

“Oh, hey, ‘Master,’” I joked. He blushed and looked down at his feet where he 

was scuffing up the linoleum with the tip of his shoe. The color on his face looked weird; just two scratchy strips of red across each cheek, stark against his pale skin. 

“Yeah, so…” I wasn’t sure what I was going to say, but I’d already realized that if we waited for him to take the lead in the conversation, we’d both be there until 

graduation. “Where do you want me?” 

He looked up, and if I hadn’t been leaning against a pillar, I might’ve rocked back on my heels some. He had this intense look in his eyes, and it made his blushing look more like he was furious somehow, like he was this totally different, angry guy instead of the super-shy geek who had walked up to me. 

“Saturday?” he asked, and I just nodded. I’d have to miss practice, but Coach 

couldn’t really argue, and with any luck, I’d get to sleep in some too. “What’s your number? I’ll text you the address.” 

I told him, and my phone buzzed in my pocket. When I thumbed the message 

open, it just said  10am and the address of a neighborhood near to mine. When I looked back up he’d gone quiet again, that crazy anger evaporating just as fast as it had appeared in the first place, and he wouldn’t meet my gaze. 

“Should I, like, bring anything?” I asked him, thinking maybe I’d need a bucket to wash cars or something. He just shook his head and wouldn’t speak. “What’s your 

name?” 
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He looked at me then with sort of a half squint, as if I’d shown how stupid I was 

for not knowing, and I wondered if I’d made a dumb mistake because this guy was in all my classes or something. But I totally couldn’t remember him. 

“Craig,” he said, and then he turned around and left, sliding through the crowds 

of people as if he didn’t want to get caught up in any of the little cliques around the room. 

I got home that night to an inbox full of bullshit; turns out, the other guys on the team thought it was “fuckin’ hilarious” that I’d been bought by a guy. Jeff was already bragging about how his girlfriend had bought him for a weekend of heavy-duty 

screwing—not that that would be much different from how he described his regular 

weekends, at least going by locker-room talk—but he still found time to tell me how 

“some emo fag” now owned me, and how I’d better “watch my ass” if I didn’t want to get “gay raped.” 

I’d pretty much expected the teasing, to be honest, even if the idea seemed more 

than a little unlikely. Even if Craig wanted me like that—and if I couldn’t even properly recognize the guy, I wasn’t going to have heard whether he was gay or not—then the idea of him being able to force me into doing something I didn’t want to do was pretty laughable. We were about the same height, sure, but  that was where the similarities ended. I had broad shoulders and muscles—the sort of body that could take getting 

slammed on the football field. In contrast, Craig looked like he’d snap if he changed direction too quickly. 

Saturday came around. Coach had grumbled about my missing practice, but he 

gave permission after I pointed out he’d been the one to push the team to take part in the auction in the first place. I got up at nine—first Saturday I’d slept in since the summer vacation ended—and threw on some  old jeans, a T-shirt, and sneakers. I 

figured I’d be cleaning out an attic by lunchtime, or maybe a basement; either way, I’d get dirty, and I didn’t want to wreck a decent pair of jeans. 
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My dad said I could borrow “my” car—his old junker, really, but it was going to 

end up mine by the time I saved up enough to pay for the insurance myself. I managed to make it to Craig’s house without losing pieces from it. That was what counted as a good journey these days; did I mention it was a piece of crap? I kept pushing my 

parents to trade the heap in and get me something—anything—newer, but they 

wouldn’t, even after I rolled out the “what about the snowed-in Michigan winters?” 

excuse. 

With an uncharacteristic wit, my dad had pointed out that if we were snowed in, 

then no car, new or old, would do me any good. 

Craig’s place was sort of nondescript, even though it was in an area that you could tell was trying to be better than it was. His neighbors had this dumb concrete sundial in their front yard, totally in the shade of a tree, so you’d never get to actually see where the shadow fell. 

I rang the bell and waited for someone to come to the door. Through the screen 

door I heard the thump of music shut off, somewhere upstairs, and then the clatter of feet. 

He looked at me for a minute, just through the mesh, before he opened the door 

and let me in. I decided that this wasn’t going to be a day of nonstop conversation; Craig didn’t seem any more talkative in his own home than he had been the other day. 

“I thought you might  not come,” he said finally, still not meeting my eyes. I 

shrugged. 

“Hey, you pay, I turn up.” I grinned at him, though I wasn’t sure if he saw, his 

eyes fixed on the ground between us. “Can’t have you demanding your money back, 

right?” 

I’d meant to be funny, but he seemed to take me seriously. He looked at me for the first time that day and shook his head. “No,” he finally said, “I guess it’s done, right? 

Yeah, done.” 
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I wasn’t sure what to say to that, and I didn’t want to give him an opening to say 

“Hey, y’know what, let’s just call it off,” so I tried to change the subject. 

“I didn’t know what you wanted me doing, so I just wore old stuff…” 

He looked down at my outfit, though he didn’t say anything more than “You’d 

better come up.” 

His room was…well, I guess what I might’ve expected had I thought to even 

consider it: full of posters of bands I’d never heard of, more black clothes spilling out of drawers and the closet and generally stacked up in unruly piles. I had visions of him ordering me to tidy up and smiled at the thought of how easy it would be to color-code everything, like how my mom kept telling me I should be doing. 

“Dude, if you’re gonna ask me to clean up this pigsty, you’re gonna need to pay 

for a whole week,” I joked over my shoulder. I turned round to grin and show I was just kidding around, but suddenly he was right up close to me—within, like, inches—and 

then his face was up against my face with his lips on mine, and he was kissing me. 

For a minute—seconds, okay, just a few seconds—I was frozen. For all Jeff and the 

idiots on the team had teased me, I honestly hadn’t thought about Craig and whether he might actually be gay and why he’d spent all that money buying my time. And so, for a handful of seconds until I properly processed what was actually going on, I just stood there and let him press his lips against mine. 

Then I pushed him away, shoved him really, harder than I probably meant to, but 

I was surprised and shocked, and I didn’t know what was happening. He stumbled 

back against the closed door and sort of slumped some. Part of me wondered if I’d hurt him somehow, but there was a bigger part that was pissed—angry that he’d taken 

advantage of me. 

“What the fuck, dude?” I knew I was probably being too loud. If his folks were 

home, they’d probably come running, checking to see who was beating up their 

precious boy. “What the fuck are you doing?” 
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He was slumping down now, properly collapsing against the door as his skinny 

legs folded underneath him before sliding down into a crouch, arms protectively 

wrapped around his knees. Maybe he thought I was going to start laying into him, 

kicking him or something, and it was the thought of that—that I could scare someone else so badly that they’d assume I might kick the hell out of them—that somehow 

sucked the fire out of my anger. 

“Look, I’m not…” I didn’t know what to say; the hotheaded fury had given me the 

words before, but now, without that, I couldn’t think of what came next. “I’m not, like, gay, dude. You can’t just go round kissing people with no fucking warning.” I could feel the frustration rising again, a tight indignation balled up in my chest. “You can’t just fucking  buy me and hit on me, like I’m some, some…some sort of prostitute!” 

His shoulders were shaking now, heaving in time with the muffled sobs I could 

hear from behind the mess of his fringe. I knew that if I’d been Jeff or probably most of the other guys on the football team, I’d be laying into him by now, but that just wasn’t me. It just…wasn’t. 

“Look, Craig, get up,” I told him. 

He shook his head; his voice was small, hollow sounding. “What, so you can beat 

up the dumb faggot?” 

“No, because we need to talk, okay? Because what you did wasn’t okay, but it 

doesn’t mean I’m going to act like some homophobic asshole and beat you up.” I 

sighed. “I’m sorry for pushing you. You just took me by surprise is all.” 

He looked up at me, peering over the top edge of his glasses and through the 

straggles of his fringe. I tried to look as nonthreatening as I could. 

“Seriously, dude, sit on the bed. We need to talk.” 

Maybe I’d convinced him I wasn’t going to tear him apart; maybe he was just 

resigned to it and thought I could as easily do it with him on the floor as anywhere else. 

Whatever the reason, he eventually stood up—long, slender body unfolding in angles—
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and perched on the edge of his double bed. I sat down next to him; not so close to be threatening, but close enough that I felt we were being friendly, at least. 

“I’m sorry.” His voice was as quiet as when he’d been on the floor, and I found 

myself shaking my head. It seemed like some unbelievable thing now—like I’d 

imagined the whole kiss. “I just…” he started. 

I waited a beat, but there didn’t seem to be an end to that sentence; at least, not one he was going to say out loud. But I guess I knew most of it already. 

“You wanted to kiss a guy, and you couldn’t or felt you couldn’t, and so you 

thought buying one was the only way. I just so happened to be around, right?” 

He frowned at that, glancing across at me. “Not just ‘happened to be around.’ It 

had to be you.” 

Another loss for words. “Oh.” 

Craig shook his head, smiled—a sad, deflated smile—and shrugged a little. “It 

was always going to be about you, Kyle.” 

He told me about kindergarten and about high school and about knowing me 

from afar. Of growing up in the shadows, no chance of being on the radar of the other kids in class, the cooler kids who automatically seemed to understand how to fit in, and of the sober, sad realization that you’re gay and that the guy you like—the cute guy who’s on the  football team, sure, but who doesn’t seem to be a meathead like the 

others—doesn’t know you exist, and even if he did you couldn’t have him. And then 

there’s this dumb auction and the knowledge that you’re both eighteen and seniors and probably never going to see each other again when you both go off to college or get a job or whatever, and before you realize what you’re doing, you’re spending money you don’t really have just to claw some time with someone you’re aching to be near. 

It kinda stumped me. Up until that point, life had seemed pretty straightforward, 

classes and football and girls I wished I could be with and some I got to be with. Not mundane, because that makes it sound worse than it was, but simple and 
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uncomplicated and nowhere near as soul destroying as the past eighteen years of 

Craig’s life sounded. 

He shrugged again. “You can go, okay. It’s fine.” Part of me wanted to get up and 

leave, if only because the situation had become so weird, but part of me knew I 

couldn’t. 

“Look, I can’t go, can I?” I argued. “I need to do something…something I can tell 

the guys I had to do during my slave time.” 

Craig looked at me askance, a sly expression on his face. “What I had in mind 

you’d probably not want to tell your friends about.” 

I rolled my eyes at him, and for the first time we laughed together, albeit only a slightly awkward chuckle. “Oh, sure, all the dirty stuff you’d do with a football player.” 

He winked at me. “Don’t get me started.” 

I grinned again. “Hey, you already started, or was it someone else kissing me 

before?” 

It was Craig’s turn to roll his eyes then. “Trust me,” he told me, leering a little, 

“that was only the tip of the iceberg.” 

We sat in silence for a while then. I think he’d embarrassed himself some. I was 

still struggling to know how to react, feeling a little out of my depth. It wasn’t that I was uncomfortable—my reaction before had been shock, not so much horror—but I was 

trying to process the surprise at Craig’s story and the idea that I hadn’t, in fact, been just some jock who fit into his scheme but the target of his plan itself. 

And that left me…flattered, maybe? I’d had a couple of girlfriends, sure, but I 

wasn’t the most attractive guy in my year—at least, I didn’t think so—and I’d never even stopped to consider that it might not just be girls that were looking at me with more than casual interest. So I was curious, I guess. 

Curious enough to ask, “So what would have come next, then?” and want to know 

the answer. 
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Craig sighed. “Oh, I dunno, Kyle.” He sounded exasperated, tired, disappointed. 

Like he knew that giving me a real answer was a waste of time. “A lap dance, I dunno.” 

I chuckled. “Sure, a lap dance, like that would work.” 

Craig looked over at me, his face suddenly serious. “You’re hot, okay? Trust me, 

you’re hot.” 

That’s when I did a dumb thing—or maybe not leaving Craig’s room after he 

kissed me in the first place was the dumb thing, and this was just another piece of dumb in that series—but it was the first active dumb of mine, the first time I’d stepped outside of my comfort zone rather than been the unwitting recipient of something. 

I half-stood, twisted on the ball of my foot, swung my leg over his so that I was 

straddling his lap. “What, like this?” I asked him, a big goofy smile on my face as I let my weight come down on his thighs. Craig’s mouth had become a nearly perfect O, and it made me laugh, diffused the weirdness of the situation some as I put my hands on his shoulders and struck a stupid dancer pose, back arched and chin up. 

He didn’t say anything, just looked at me with what I guess was a mixture of 

surprise and shock, and so I did another dumb thing and moved my hips around. I 

kinda gyrated them on Craig’s thighs like I presumed an actual lap dancer would do. 

His eyes were big behind his glasses, face pale, and I flexed my knees and half-stood, jutting my crotch forward as I went up and then pushing it back out as I sat back down. 

This is the bit where I’d have my tits in his face, I thought, though he’d have to make do with my flat chest instead. 

“Kyle, what…” he started to ask, but the words petered out as I took hold of the 

hem of my shirt and pulled it up and over my head. He’d seen the merchandise on the stage when he’d bought me, after all; it shouldn’t come as any surprise to him now. 

I can’t lie. There was something exciting—illicit, maybe—and thrilling to what I 

was doing. Even though I liked girls, and Craig was obviously not a girl, something about his stunned reaction and the power dynamic that had suddenly been created… It was giving me a feeling of control that I was quite surprised at how much I enjoyed. 
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I pushed down hard on his lap, the rough fabric of our jeans—his night black and 

tight, mine faded blue, scuffed, ripped in places—rasping together, and heard him gasp. 

Bolder now, I took his wrists and brought his hands up between us. 

“Come on, Craig, didn’t you want to get to second base today?” He smirked a 

little through his surprise as I pressed his palms flat against my pectorals. 

Like I said, I’m not crazy buff like Jeff, but I’ve got a decent body—muscle where there’s meant to be muscle, no fat where fat can often be—and Craig caught on fast. 

Soon his fingers were tracing down the sides of my torso, gently strumming across my abs, flicking gently back up to reach, just a little, into my armpits. I lifted my arms and gripped my forearms, locking my elbows and stretching my chest taut. 

Maybe I should’ve figured Craig would lean in, put his mouth where his hands 

had been, but it came as a surprise. I guess I was a naive lap dancer, but all qualms faded as his tongue found my nipples. I settled into a steady, slightly bucking motion with my hips—all the better not to distract from the incredible sensations radiating out from my hard, swollen nubs—as Craig pulled his glasses off, tossed them onto the 

nightstand, and rubbed his face against the warm skin of my torso. 

I could feel his hardness underneath me, but while before I’d have found the idea 

off-putting, now it was a compliment, a validation somehow of my own appeal. His 

hands had slipped down to rest at the waistband of my jeans, moving with the grinding rotation of my hips as I pushed against him in diminishing circles. 

“I don’t understand…” he groaned, voice muffled by my chest. 

I didn’t understand either, not really, just knew that I had  taken—what, pity? a 

weird liking?—some strange turn with this guy, and that while everything we were 

doing should have felt wrong, the shivering of my skin where he touched me was 

enough for me to know I didn’t want to stop. 

“Dude, I can feel your dick,” I teased him. Craig tried to pull back, perhaps 

suddenly expecting me to push him away or react badly, but I wrapped one arm 
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around his neck and held him close to my chest as I eased my weight up and down on his lap. 

“You got hard because of me,” I told him, feeling the confined bulge in his jeans 

strain against me. “I got your dick hard.” 

I guess I realized then that I was the same way—that, somewhere along the line, 

I’m not sure exactly when, I’d boned up too. My dick, slung out to the left in my boxers, rubbed against Craig’s stomach when I leaned forward, the fabric a continuous friction around the head. All my movements had bunched my jeans up, the worn denim pulling 

at my thighs, and so I leaned back—one hand bracing myself on Craig’s shoulder—and reached down between us to adjust myself. 

“Fuck…” he muttered, staring down to where my hand gripped and shuffled my 

cock, the outline thickly visible. I knew he wanted to touch it—wanted to have his hands where mine were now—and I knew, in that moment, that I wanted him to touch 

it too. My erection lurched at the thought of someone else’s fist around it. Sure, I’d been with girls, but I’d only slept with one; the embarrassing over-too-soon shudder of my excitement gradually giving way over the course of our brief relationship to a mix of predictable pleasure and easy familiarity. 

Now, though, I wanted Craig to be the one to touch me, and the throbbing 

giveaway that he wanted it too—pressing, unmistakably, at my ass—was more of a 

turn-on than I could ever have guessed. No mixed messages to fathom, no weird moods to divine, just an unarguable sign that he was into me, brutally honest. 

And I realized the fact that I was so achingly erect meant that I was into this too. I pushed forward, forcing Craig back down onto the bedsheets until I was crouched on top of him. Supporting myself on my outstretched arms, my ass still planted on his crotch, I twisted my hips again, and he groaned. 

“I’m so hard too,” I whispered, bringing my face up close to his. He bit his bottom lip, and I suddenly remembered how it had felt to have those lips touching mine. I JOCK AUCTION  |  13 

wasn’t sure whether, if I backed off some, Craig would take the lead; all I could do was push on until we reached whatever boundaries there were. Mine, or his. 

I sat up, leaving him spread-eagled on the bed, panting shallowly and looking up 

at me. Lust and confusion still filled his expression. His gaze followed my hand down as I reached for the button fly of my jeans—first working open the top fastening with my thumb and then tugging apart the rest. Craig’s eyes were fixed on the gape of the material, through which the dark blue of my boxers was visible, tented out toward my hip by the jut of my dick. 

“You want to see it, or touch it, or what?” I asked him; he licked his lips as I traced my fingertips around the tube of flesh, shaping the soft cotton against its contours. 

Craig nodded, eyes unmoving from my groin. 

It wasn’t enough, though. I needed to hear it. “Tell me what you want,” I ordered 

him. “I’ll let you have it, but you need to tell me what you want.” 

His gaze flicked up to mine, then back down again. The smudge of his blush had 

returned, outlining his cheekbones. He swallowed once, then a second time. 

“I want to see your dick,” he said, voice quiet and hoarse. I pinched my boxers 

tight around the head of it, feeling precum ooze out and into the smooth material. “I want to see it and touch it, and I want to suck it.” 

That triggered another lurch in me, and I knew Craig had seen it. I lifted myself 

up, still straddling him but on my knees now, and eased both thumbs under the 

waistband of my underwear. Looking down the contours of my chest, my stomach, I 

watched as my dick came into view: first the root, thick and furred, as I slid my boxers down some, and then the shaft itself. Finally, the head of it sprang free, my cock bobbing in front of me as I tucked the elastic under my balls. 

For a moment I waited, hands still on the waistband, framing my groin. Then I 

wrapped my fingers around my dick, gave it one or two lazy strokes. I was already 

completely, almost painfully, hard. 
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Craig didn’t move; it was like he was holding his breath. “Dude, come on,” I told 

him, exasperation in my voice, and it seemed enough to wake him from whatever 

reverie he was in. Slowly he reached up, let his fingertips first stray along the length of my shaft, and then eagerly gripped me. 

It was like electricity. Like the first time I had discovered jerking off, the newness of the sensation. I felt my hips automatically buck, spasming my cock through his fist. 

His other hand cradled my balls, gently squeezing and rubbing them, as he dragged his fingers along my hardness. 

After a moment, I realized he was pulling on me—wordlessly telling me what he 

wanted next. I shuffled myself up until my thighs were flanking his chest, knees tucked into his armpits, and watched as he tugged my dick down, bringing the swollen head close to his mouth. 

“Do it,” I whispered, and just as the tip of my cock brushed his lips he opened up and fed the first few inches of me in. Hot and wet, and the flick of his tongue—instantly eager—swarming me. It was all I could do not to force myself into his throat, bury myself in that incredible feeling until my pubes were mashed against his nose. 

I resisted, though, let Craig call the shots as he ran his tongue around the flare of my cock and lapped at my precum. With one hand, he worked the bottom half of my 

shaft, the fingers of the other a cradle around my nuts, occasionally working them as they began to tighten between my thighs. His hands were soft, though unmistakably 

those of a guy, but it was the feel of his mouth on me that was most thrilling. 

“I’ve got my cock in your mouth, Craig,” I told him, his lips stretched taut around the thickness of my shaft. He groaned, sending dull vibrations up into my pelvis. 

Looking down the length of my body, I watched as he pushed the tip of his tongue out between the layers of skin, wetting my dick until it glistened obscenely. 

Glancing behind me, I saw the bulge in his jeans, the evidence of how much I was 

turning him on. It looked uncomfortably confined in the tightness of his skinnies, but JOCK AUCTION  |  15 

Craig made no move to adjust himself, his hands refusing to move from between my 

legs. 

“Do you want me to get your dick out?” I asked him, my voice teasing, quiet. He 

squeezed his eyes shut, nodded as much as he could with his mouth so occupied. 

Okay, so I’d looked at other guys’ junk in the locker room, in the showers. I’d seen the dicks of other guys on the football team and on the swim team a couple summers back when I’d spent half my life in the pool. I’d done the usual you-show-me-yours stuff with my cousins, back when we were first getting pubes, and there was still 

something mysterious and confusing about boning up. 

But now…now was the first time I was really curious. Not just a quick sideways 

glance, wondering how you’d compare to whatever soapy guy was showering next to 

you, but full on eagerness to see what Craig had happening down there. It didn’t feel like a gay thing—though I was kinda shelving those questions for the moment, since having your dick in some guy’s mouth seemed pretty gay on the face of it—but, in the heat of this experience, I wanted to understand how Craig was feeling. 

It’s tough to unbutton someone’s skinny jeans when you’re straddling their chest 

at the time—facing the other way, in fact—and you’re pretty desperate not to pull your cock out of their face. I sort of leaned back, chest and stomach taut, and did it by feel, basically looking up at the ceiling and trying not to get too distracted by the tap dance Craig’s tongue was playing on the sensitive triangle where the tip of my cock joined the shaft. 

And okay, so I copped a feel. I guess I knew Craig probably wouldn’t object, and 

just like his mouth was the first guy’s mouth to get wrapped around my dick, his dick was the first I’d actually had the opportunity to touch—at least, without the potential to get knocked out moments later. 

I mean, I know what my own bone feels like when I’m grabbing it through my 

jeans. But someone else’s, that’s weirdly different somehow. Sort of harder and softer all at the same time, and you can’t really get a proper grip or an idea of size or thickness or 16  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

whatever from it, because there are a couple of layers of material in the way to make stuff more vague. 

But I could feel it throbbing, feel how it jerked against my fingertips when I 

stroked them down the sides. I managed to snag open the top button, and then it was sort of a case of yanking at the zip until it jagged open. I could slip my fingers in then, get past the denim, and feel the smooth softness of his underwear, tented out by his obvious excitement. 

He moaned again then, and his hips rose up, as if trying to force his cock into my grip. And yeah, it probably counted as pretty gay, but I sort of wanted to help him get off too—altruism undoubtedly fueled by the incredible sensations from my dick as it bucked and ground in his mouth and as he lapped and slobbered around it. 

But that was going to be tricky with how we were positioned, and if there was one 

thing I knew for sure, it was that I didn’t want this kick-ass blowjob to end. So I leaned forward some and forced my arm behind Craig’s neck so that I could lift his head. This way I could slip back some on his chest until I was straddling the base of his rib cage, holding his face up and forward with all of my inches rammed between his lips. And if he didn’t like it, if he wanted to control how much he was taking, I was at least making up for that by reaching behind myself and dipping my fingers under the waistband of his underwear to squeeze the blunt thickness of him, the first cock—bar my own—that I’d ever touched. 

Anyway, his hands on my ass pulling my groin in closer, driving my dick down 

his throat, made it seem like he was pretty happy with the deal too. 

Craig had been leaking, and it only took a couple of amateurish strokes before my 

fist was wet with his ooze. Maybe it should’ve turned me off, but it didn’t. I alternated between gripping his dick tight at the base and sort of wagging it as much as it could move in the confines of his briefs, then tracing all the way to the tip and corkscrewing my fingertips around the flared head, which made him jolt and whimper every time. 
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It also made him double his efforts on me, and I could feel the surge starting in my balls as Craig brought me close to the point of no return. My hips began to take over, forcing my cock as far in as I could with each thrust, my ass clenching as his gullet writhed around the thick intruder. I looked down, made eye contact with him; he was staring up at me with a hunger I could only assume was mirrored by my own. 

I had to ask it. “In your mouth?” and he knew just what I meant, gave me a 

pleading look while the corners of his lips flexed as closely to a grin as is possible when you’re busy giving head. It would be the first time for me, certainly; no girl had let me come in her mouth. I smiled back down at him, pointedly drew my fingers up from the chubby base of his cock to the tip. “Here it comes, Craig.” 

He coaxed a little more motion out, but to be honest, it wasn’t necessary. I was too far gone as it was. The shock and surprise of the situation, the feel of ringing pleasure between my legs. As I hit the peak, I hugged Craig’s head in close, mashing his nose into my pubes and loosing jet after jet deep into him. I could feel the rhythmic gulp of his swallowing, itself delivering new, clinging sensations around me. 

I’d only just begun to breathe again, to come down from the high, when Craig 

frantically brushed my hand away from his jeans and began to jerk off madly. Less than twenty seconds and he was moaning again—my softening cock still resting on his 

tongue—and then twitching underneath my spread thighs as he reached his own 

climax. I felt warm, wet spatters hit my lower back as he tensed three, four times, each time his body growing rigid as he coated his stomach and groin. 

I sat there for a moment, tilting my hips back a little to pull myself from his 

mouth. Craig’s lips were puffy and slickly glistening, I guess from a mixture of spit, precum, and of course my cream, a last bubble of which oozed from the tip of my knob. 

I reached down and smeared it across his face, using my dick as a paintbrush to mess up his cheeks, his chin. 

Only then did I stand up, lifting myself off Craig, who lay—disheveled and 

flecked with wetness—across the bed. I let my jeans droop to my ankles, stepped out of 18  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

them while tucking my still-fluffed but no longer rampant junk back into my boxers. 

Craig’s head lolled over to the side to watch me, and I gave a little wriggle of my hips to make sure everything was freshly restored behind fabric. He smirked. 

“Dude, all over my back?” I could feel his cum begin to trickle and turned round 

to show him the damage. As I peered back over my shoulder, I saw him shrug as best he could while still lying back, the smirk wider. 

“Dude, all down my throat,” he pointed out, and I shrugged back, a shit-eating 

grin plastered across my face. He’d wanted it; I knew that. 

“Can I shower?” 

I won’t lie and say there wasn’t a little voice in the back of my head screaming, 

 Whoa, what’s with all the gay stuff? Why aren’t you getting out of there as soon as fucking possible?  But I was doing a good job of ignoring it. Ignoring the questions—inevitable, difficult questions—about sexuality and experimentation too. They could probably wait until I didn’t have the rapidly cooling evidence of that experimentation sliding down my back and soaking into my boxers. Craig led me to a family bathroom and pulled out a towel for me, having already tried wiping himself off—not entirely effectively—with an old T-shirt from the floor. 

He started to back out the door when I stopped him. “For fuck’s sake, dude, just 

get cleaned up,” I told him. 

He gave a half-smile; I guess he wasn’t as used to life in the locker room as I’d 

become. 

I pulled off my socks and peeled down my underwear. As I’d guessed, the back 

was streaked with little streams of cream where Craig had pegged me good. I looked over at him as he somewhat awkwardly took off his T-shirt and began to tug down his skinnies. 

He wasn’t as shapeless as I’d figured he would be. Sure, he didn’t have the sort of muscles you’d associate with spending half your waking hours on the football field, but neither was he a sack of loose bones. He just had a very slim torso and, as I saw as he JOCK AUCTION  |  19 

managed to extricate his legs from his clinging jeans, slender thighs and calves to match. 

Craig looked self-conscious again when it came to taking off his underwear, a 

simple pair of white briefs. I rolled my eyes at him and got the flash of a blush across his cheekbones in return, but he dropped them all the same. His dick—though I’d 

briefly seen it and of course felt it—was a surprise, hanging meatily from his groin and at odds with the rest of his lean body. 

We stood for a moment looking at each other. I knew my interest was at least 

vaguely scientific—the same sort of locker room comparison all boys did and all boys excuse—and I also knew that Craig was looking at me with probably more specific 

interests, given what he’d told me before. I didn’t really mind, though. 

Cold jizz on your back is cold jizz, though, and after a minute I asked, “So this 

shower, then?” 

He grinned sheepishly, as if knowing he’d been caught, then brushed past me and 

opened the glass door of the sizable shower cubicle. Soon steam was gusting out, 

fogging the broad mirror over the basin, and Craig held out his hand, waiter-style, as if to say,  After you, sir.  

I didn’t hold back, ducking into the hot water and letting it thunder across my 

scalp and shoulders. I was dimly aware of Craig stepping in behind me and shutting the door, but there was space enough for us both to stand without touching. I knew he’d be getting cold, though, and so with only a little reluctance offered up my place under the showerhead. 

He tentatively took it, being cautious to flatten himself almost comically to the 

wall so that we could switch without him brushing against me. I rolled my eyes again; considering what had happened just a few minutes before, I couldn’t quite see a reason for his shyness. Instead, I busied myself with a handful of soap, lathering first my hair and then the rest of me. 
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It was only as I was running sudsy hands between my thighs that I realized he 

was watching me again. Trying to be inconspicuous in the running water but at the 

same time very obviously staring as I scrubbed around my crotch. I paused, looked up, and was rewarded with a blush so strong it was clearly visible despite his skin’s flush from the heat of the water. He took a breath, a deer-in-headlights expression forming on his face, but I spoke before he could mumble something apologetic. 

“You can look, dude.” He frowned, gaze flicking between mine and glimpsing 

down at my loosely hanging dick. “I don’t give a shit. I’m not gonna beat on you for staring.” Craig nodded slowly, a small smile tentatively curving his lip. 

“You’re amazing,” he said, finally. Now it was my turn to blush, though I think I 

hid it with a well-timed cough and by slapping some soap onto my face. “I don’t just mean your…y’know. I mean how nice you’ve been to me, when I don’t deserve it.” 

I grunted noncommittally, eyes clamped shut as soap threatened to blind me. I 

gestured feebly in the vague direction of the water and muttered, “You mind…?” as 

distinctly as I could without opening my lips properly. Craig quickly stepped to one side, allowing me to push my face under the spray and clear away the suds that had already begun to sting the corners of my vision. I ducked my head, scrubbed at my eyes after having made sure my fingers weren’t themselves soapy. 

It was as I was staring down, blinking away water, that I found myself looking at 

his dick again. He wasn’t soft, that was clear—I guess I wouldn’t be soft if I stood in a shower with a girl I liked—but he wasn’t hard either. He was at that fat, firmly squishy state somewhere in between, emphasizing quite how well hung he was. It still looked out of place dangling between his slender thighs. 

“What did you have to do to get that big dick?” I asked him, chuckling. He 

flinched a little—perhaps he hadn’t considered that just as he was looking at my body I might be examining his—and his hands made a quickly aborted movement toward 

covering himself. I wondered just how many people had actually seen him naked; he 
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certainly didn’t have the body language of a guy who was comfortable being looked at, even when he was wearing clothes. 

“Um,” he stuttered, “it just got that way.” 

I laughed properly then, gave my hips a quick shake so that my own dick 

twitched and flicked water from its swinging tip. I wasn’t as big as Craig, though I was probably a fair bit thicker, but I didn’t really care. 

“Well, I hope you’ve been showing it off to plenty of people,” I told him. “I reckon gay guys would be pretty excited about a big dick like that.” 

He gave me a sour look. I guess I already knew that he hadn’t really had much in 

the way of attention so far. That was more down to the quietly conservative way of our town than it was anything wrong with Craig himself. In fact, though I wasn’t really all that familiar with judging guys for their attractiveness, even I could see he was cute enough—delicate features offset by a mouth slightly large in comparison, and striking green eyes you only really saw when his black bangs were water-slicked out of the way. 

“Just  me and my friend,” he finally said, holding up his hand in case I hadn’t 

figured he was talking about jerking off. 

I shook my head with exaggerated disappointment. “Wasted talents, Craig, 

wasted talents.” I shook my hips again, to emphasize my point, and after a beat he chuckled, gave his own hips a flick that sent his arcing length slapping wetly against his thighs. I grinned at him, pleased somehow. “Dude, that’s what I’m talking about. You got blessed; might as well make the most of it!” 

He shrugged, a sheepish expression back on his face, but at least with less of the self-consciousness of before. “Yours is nicer,” he told me, tipping his chin to gesture in my direction. 

I looked down, then wrapped my fingers around my junk and kinda shook it all 

out, as if I was presenting it for inspection. There’s a band around the middle that gets really thick when I’m all the way hard, and my old girlfriend had once told me that it was totally noticeable when we were screwing. Softer, it wasn’t so pronounced, but it 22  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

did still leave me with this chunky look that meant I wasn’t too bothered about getting glanced at in the locker room. 

“It does the job,” I agreed with him, and he licked his lips conspicuously. 

“Yeah, I remember.” 

We both laughed then, him looking down to where my fingers still rested behind 

my dick, jutting it forward like a butcher offering up a slab of meat for judgment. I knew then, in that sudden moment, that he was going to touch me again, and I also 

knew I wasn’t going to stop him. 

He made a half step forward, all it took to close the distance between us, and at 

the same time reached out to flex wet fingers around my shaft, squeezing gently, 

exploratory. Craig was concentrating on where his hands were—thinking, perhaps, to make the most of whatever I’d let him get away with in this unusual situation—so he didn’t see me looking him up and down, or the look of decision and resolve that likely passed across my face as I reached out myself and hooked my own fingers around his cock. 

He started then, looked up at me in surprise, but I didn’t say anything, didn’t even smile, just let my hand play along his length. I didn’t want this to be a “pity stroke,” or so easily dismissed as a dumb game a straight guy plays with a gay guy. I wanted Craig to know that I was here with him, in the moment, and that while this probably wouldn’t ever happen again, I wasn’t going to make cheap excuses about my motivations. 

It was with that, with my hand holding, gently stroking his thickening erection 

and my own growing in his fist, that I pulled him closer and moved my head toward 

his. The first time he’d kissed me I hadn’t known what was happening. Now, though, it was of my own doing: the softness of Craig’s lips touched mine, and we were kissing. 

He tensed for a moment and then quickly settled into it. Perhaps, like me, he had a sense of the one-time nature of what was happening and wanted to make the most of 

the chance he had been given. We were chaste at first—at least, as chaste as you can be when you’re gently jerking another guy off at the same time—but eventually I felt the JOCK AUCTION  |  23 

careful tickle of his tongue across my lips and, bolder myself, I let my own lips part and began to kiss Craig in earnest. 

For the first time, really, he took command: his hand slipped around the back of 

my neck and pulled my face in close, his other hand still hauling at my cock. No girl I’d been with had ever been so dominant with me, and I found it was making me harder, 

hungrier. I let my arm hook around the small of his back, his torso narrow and trim, and yanked him against me so that the frantic action at our groins was crushed together between our soapy bodies. 

Trying to jerk each other wasn’t working, at least not with that sort of proximity, and so we focused more on the slick friction as our dicks ground and slipped together. I pushed Craig against the wall, his back hitting the tiles with an audible thump, and—

lips never separating—used a hand on each of his hips to guide my own circular 

movements. In return, I felt his touch as it trailed down my shoulders, traced the edges of my stomach, and then came to rest on my ass, his slender fingers digging into the firm mounds. 

He broke the kiss, just for a moment, and rested his forehead against the bridge of my nose. “Fuck, Kyle, what are you doing?” His voice was hoarse, probably not helped by the fact that I was humping my erection up and down against his, feeling of our tightened balls brushing together in an incredible, addictive friction. 

I squeezed his hips hard. “Didn’t you want this? Isn’t this exactly what you were 

hoping for when you bought me?” He rocked his head back, crown smacking with a 

wet clatter against the wall, and I glanced down to where his collarbones jutted proudly from his chest. Part of me wondered if I could hurt him—break something—if I carried on this rough treatment, but another part of me said that if he wanted to be with a guy, then he needed to be ready for everything that involved. 

“Oh, God…” he muttered, focus lost as I squeezed a hand between our bodies and 

gripped our dicks together, feeling the swollen heads brush against each other. “Yes, I want it. It’s better than anything I could’ve asked for.” 
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I chuckled, feeling him trying to pump his cock through my fist and doing my 

level best to rock in rhythm with him to frustrate his jerking urges. “You didn’t ask, remember? You just kissed me. And now look at us.” 

He did look then. Looked straight into my eyes, one hand cradling the side of my 

face, the other gripping at my ass. 

“Yeah, look at us.” His eyes really were an  incredible color, piercing and rich. 

Trails of wet hair streaked down his forehead, and his lips were almost as flushed red as his cheeks. “I want you so bad, Kyle.” 

I answered with my hand on his balls, tugging his dick around so that the tip 

kissed up against the head of my own. We would’ve been sharing precum, I’m sure, 

had the water not been washing it away. 

“You’ve got me, okay?” I told him. I didn’t need to point out the time limits of 

that; I knew he knew, that he understood that this didn’t make us boyfriends or me gay, or that it in fact meant anything more than a couple of guys being curious with each other for a single moment in time. 

We stood that way for a half minute, staring at each other, me gently grinding the swollen heads of our erections against each other. 

“I want to do bad things with you,” he told me, and I wasn’t sure whether he 

meant bad as in morally wrong, against some sort of religious bullshit his parents had fed him growing up, or bad as in superdirty, nasty stuff. I knew what gay guys did together—I’m a jock, yeah, but I’m not stupid—and I wasn’t really up for butt sex, no matter how into the moment I was with Craig. 

“I don’t think I can…y’know,” I started, awkwardly, but he just grinned and 

shook his head. Flecks of water splashed from his shaggy hair and into my face, forcing me to blink back at him. 

“I’m not expecting you to fuck me,” he said, voice low and husky, and I 

instinctively gripped our dicks tighter. “But I bet I can do things that would blow your mind, if you trust me.” 
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Trust. That was a weird one, certainly. I’d trusted Craig first off, and he’d taken advantage of it and kissed me. What we’d done since—what we were doing now—took 

a hell of a lot of trust, though. And when it came down to it, I suppose I did trust him. I felt like, with what he’d told me, why he did what he did, I could believe him when he said he’d respect my limits. A slow smile spread across my face. 

“Blow my mind, eh?” 

He pushed me backward, out of the shower, shutting off the water as we went. I 

grabbed a towel from the rack—tossed Craig one too—and rubbed myself down 

briskly. I could probably have done a more thorough job, but I was more than a little curious about what he had in mind. I was still only partly used to how he watched me, no matter what I was doing. Like he was trying to capture photos in his memory of 

what I looked like, even as I was going through the most mundane routines. 

And then we were back in his room, and he was pulling the towel from where I’d 

wrapped it low around my waist, cocky somehow because I guess I’d given him 

permission to be. My dick was half-hard, sticking straight out from my groin rather than pointing up like it does when I’m totally boned, and he slipped his fingers around it and licked his lips, guided me back toward the bed. 

I sat down on the edge, Craig’s own cock—far harder than mine and still 

impressive in its length—bobbed in front of me, and I gave it a playful swat to make it bob and wave. Maybe I should’ve bent down slightly, let him feed it into my mouth just as I’d slipped my own between his lips earlier, but I still wasn’t sure I was ready for that. This messing around with another guy I could handle—it was just a laugh for me, whatever Craig’s motivations were—but sucking dick? That was a bit too serious. 

Anyway, Craig was crouching down now, kneeling between my legs. “Lie back,” 

he told me, eyes focused on my groin, and I did, resting back on my elbows so I could watch as he ran smooth hands down my inner thighs. The sensation was halfway to 

tickling, but it still got my cock moving, jolting and pulsing in the air as it pumped back up to hardness. Craig ducked his head down, caught the tip between his plump lips as 26  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

it wavered, and carefully sucked on it as I resisted the urge to ram it deep into his throat. 

He kept up his focus on the head, corkscrewing his lips around the flared edge 

while his tongue made broad, flat sweeps across the tip. Meanwhile, his hands 

continued to roam across my thighs, squeezing the hard muscle there. I do plenty of running—even when it’s not football season, Coach still has us doing circuits of the field to keep our stamina up—and so my legs are toned and firm, and Craig seemed to be keen to touch as much of them as possible while he nursed on my prick. 

Soon I felt his grip shift down to my calves, then to my heels, and then he was 

lifting my feet, still with his mouth locked on my erection. He guided my feet up until they were flat on the edge of the bed, my thighs spread and Craig’s face—linked to me by the thick stem of my cock—framed between them. I felt suddenly quite exposed; the memory of Craig’s hands on my ass pushing its way nearer to the front of my thoughts. 

“Dude, I’m not letting you…” I started, but Craig pulled himself off my dick with 

a pop. He squinted up at my nervous expression. 

“Don’t worry, Kyle”—he laughed—”the puny fag ain’t gonna try to fuck you.” 

I probably blushed; his comment was so close to Jeff’s dumb warning after the 

auction. I already knew enough to know that Craig taking my ass without my complete agreement had the same sort of chance as a snowball in hell. Even so, just having my butt up on display was a weird sensation. I could feel air on my hole, which was 

exposed as my muscled cheeks spread with my legs. Nobody ever looked at me there. 

But Craig was, one hand steadying my erection upright and occasionally swiping 

his thumb across the precum-slicked tip while the fingers of the other swept lightly around my flanks and up. I felt his breath on me now, cool and leaving my hole 

twitching despite my attempts to stay still. 

He looked up, and those intense eyes caught mine. “Relax, okay? I promise—

promise—you’ll like it.” 
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I didn’t say anything, and that was presumably as good as agreement, as the next 

thing I knew he’d dipped his head and, as I craned mine up to try to see what was 

happening, I felt the hot wetness of his tongue dredging along the crack of my ass. 

If I’d frozen at its first touch, I almost jolted out of my skin and physically off the bed when Craig’s tongue lapped against my hole, the  burst of sensation like a 

firecracker, or a bolt of lightning between my cheeks. He tilted his chin up so that his tongue stopped where it just nuzzled the underside of my balls, and then he repeated the whole process, starting teasingly at my tailbone and then sweeping hungrily up, pausing to circle around my ass and send uncontrollable tremors up my spine, before ending at my nuts. 

He stopped—the fucker, he stopped, and I wanted to grab his head with both 

hands and plant his mouth directly on my hole and never, ever let him move again. He looked up, past where my dick was trying to drown his hand with a steady, sticky flow of clear juice, and straight at me. And he winked. A sly, cocky wink as if to say  There. I told you so.  

And I would’ve called him all manner of names if I wasn’t so busy writhing 

because of his tongue being back against my ass and apparently doing its level best to get inside me. I reached down to grab my cock, but he knocked my hand away and—

muffled by my cheeks—told me “that’s mine” in  a tone that obviously meant he’d 

accept no argument. So I lay back, braced my arms above my head, and concentrated on feeling the most incredible, sexually-intense sensation my body had ever experienced. 

I didn’t even flinch—well, not for any reason other than pleasure anyway—when 

he used his fingers to pull at me, letting him dig his tongue farther in. His other hand was keeping up a languid rhythm on my shaft, and my balls were buzzing with frantic eagerness; my pubes were matted and tangled with sweat and the sticky evidence of 

my excitement. Craig changed hands at least once, and I knew it was those same juices that were easing the entry of his finger into me, twisting a digit into the hot, twitching confines of my ass. 

28  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

I admit it, part of my brain was wondering what it might be like to get fucked, 

whether another guy’s dick would feel the same as that finger did and the tongue just before it. But I still wasn’t ready for that and for the inevitable questions it would spark in me. I couldn’t ask myself why, as someone who knew he was straight, I might also enjoy getting nailed in the ass. 

A finger in there, though, or maybe two, corkscrewing around and making my 

pleasure centers light up in ways I’d never felt before? Oh sure, that I could handle! 

He had two in me now, and his tongue was bathing my nuts and getting the light 

fuzz of hair across them fully slicked down. I’d always been pretty regular on 

trimming—a habit I’d picked up and stuck with from my swim-team days—and the 

feel of Craig lapping at the near-naked skin was incredible. 

He didn’t stop there, though, and soon his tongue was making its way up the side 

of my cock, until he had the wet head lodged back between his lips. I didn’t know who he’d been practicing on, but he gave an awesome blowjob.  My hips weren’t sure 

whether to hump up, drive more dick into his mouth to see if I could test his gag reflex, or to buck down and hopefully push his probing fingers in farther. 

I settled on a mix of the two, alternately fucking his face and twisting my ass on his hand. I could hear a wet slapping too. “Dude, are you jerking off?” Craig looked up at me, the knob of my cock bulging obscenely from his cheek, and made a sort of “mm-hmm” mumble through glistening lips. I laughed. “Get the fuck up here, idiot. I want to watch.” 

And I did, I really did want to watch. I don’t know why. I guess I just felt 

particularly close to him at that moment, and all this wasn’t just about my getting off. 

He climbed up onto the bed next to me, letting his fingers slip out of my hole for a moment but keeping the tips circling around the eager entrance. On all fours now, he bent back down and impaled his mouth on me, taking it deep until his face was ground into my pelvis. 
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I hissed at the feel of his throat gulping around my hardness, and then again, 

louder as he jammed two fingers at once into me. Craig reached under himself and 

gripped his dick with a hand dripping with my precum, and I watched as he jerked 

himself while servicing me. 

He was skinny, sure. I could see the contours of his ribs when he held his breath, and the inward curve of his stomach meant his junk was clearly on view beneath him. 

Black hair tumbled down over his eyes as he blew me, but other than that and some 

dark hair under his arms and around his crotch he was smooth all over as far as I could see. I reached out, flicked at his nipple, and he recoiled as if stung—though he was careful not to let me slip out of his mouth—so I did it again, enjoying the way the depths of his throat shuddered on my inches. 

Craig’s fist got faster, and I knew he was getting close. I watched as he pounded 

his dick through his fingers, and then, just as I thought he was about to burst, I put my hand on the back of his neck, holding him down on my cock. He squirmed and 

twitched as cum blasted out underneath him and sprayed the bed, his chest, and my 

hip. The hot slap of it was enough to drive me over the edge too—that, and the extra-rough dig he gave inside my ass—and I unloaded in his mouth, forcing him to swallow what I gave him. 

He kept jerking as he gulped, a long unbroken strand of jizz trailing down from 

the tip of his long prick to the sheets. Eventually I lifted the pressure, used the same hand to bunch in the hair at the nape of his neck, and pulled his face up until my tender cock slipped from his lips. Craig had a glazed, dizzy expression, his mouth lolling open and lips cherry red. As I yanked him back, his fingers lost their grip on my ass, and he reached down across me to steady himself. 

“Is your throat okay, dude?” I asked him, smirking. He glanced up at me, 

frowning. 
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“Fuck you, Kyle.” But he was having to force himself not to grin, and I knew—not 

least from the wetness sliding down my flank—that he’d loved it. I let his head rest on my abs. 

“You’ll need to pay more for that,” I told him, and he pulled a stupid face like he was calculating just how much he could afford. That set us both off laughing, and he only paused to call me a bastard when I wiped my slippery dick in his hair. 

“So what are you going to tell your dumb jock friends?” he asked me. I traced a 

finger down the sharp curve of his shoulder blade. 

“You had a real tough attic that needed cleaning,” I told him. It would be an easy lie, believable and flexible too. “Who knows, maybe it’ll take another weekend of work before it’s done.” 
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Chapter Two 

In a lot of ways a secret is like an unexpected erection when you’re in class. It’s all you can think about. You’re obsessed with it, and you can’t help but think that surely everybody else can see it too. As I walked into the locker room before practice, what I’d done with Craig on Saturday was the mental equivalent of a triple-strength boner, and I couldn’t stop looking around to see if everyone else had spotted the guilt on my face. 

Yes, guilt. I’d gone from Craig’s head  resting gently on my stomach to dressed 

and frantically starting up the car outside in about three minutes flat, or at least that’s what it felt like. Craig had obviously known that I was freaking out some. After he’d asked me what I planned to tell the guys about my “slave duties,” he’d given me this calculating look, and it suddenly registered just how out of character I’d been behaving. 

I mean, seriously, letting some dude suck my cock and finger my ass. And kissing 

him—me kissing him, not just accidentally having my lips in the wrong place at the wrong time—well, I was having trouble processing it still. At the time, it had basically blown my tiny mind, and I couldn’t get out of there quickly enough. I had driven home in a daze and fled to my room as soon as I got back, flinging little more than a 

breathless “hello” to my parents in the kitchen. 

So now I had this feeling that I was giving off some weird, queer vibe, that 

everybody I hung out with would take one look at me and realize I’d been getting dirty with another guy. The fact that nobody had treated me any different all day only made me more paranoid. I was half-expecting the rest of the guys on the team to turn on me and call me on it as soon as I walked in the door. 

They didn’t, though. Instead, I was stepping into the usual banter: a sweaty room 
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other with towels, pushing each other around, and generally acting like idiots. I opted out and made a beeline for my locker. Twisted the code and then pulled out my 

uniform while making as little eye contact as possible. 

“So…did you suck tongues with the faggot?” Jeff’s voice was loud, ringing 

through the locker room, though not as loud as the wet, slobbery kissing noises he made just in case I didn’t know what that might sound like. I steeled myself and turned around. “Oh, yeah, sure, Jeff,” I brazened it out. “He’s ninety pounds soaking wet, and he totally had his way with me. I was powerless to resist.” 

Jeff scowled at me. I tried to avoid looking down at his chest, shirtless and broad. 

Would I have glanced down before Saturday’s madness? Would I have looked without 

any semblance of guilt? Had Craig somehow made me look at guys in a different way? 

He reached up and scratched absentmindedly just below his nipple. I fought the 

urge to stare—to watch to see whether the nub of flesh would stiffen. The scowl was still on his face. 

“Yeah, well, I don’t trust that fag. He’s after your dick, dude.” 

I made an obvious show of rolling my eyes and grabbed my crotch through my 

jeans. 

“Hey, everybody’s after my dick. He can just get in line.” 

There were a few chuckles at that. What is it about teenage guys that makes 

everything about your cock and where you’re putting it? Then again, I’d seemed pretty caught up in that myself at Craig’s house. 

“If someone’s looking for a real dick, they know who they should be talking to,” 

Jeff scoffed, in the process of dropping his shorts and stepping into a jockstrap. He dug his hand in the pouch and made a great show of adjusting himself. It was true, though, he had a pretty big cock—and very few reservations about swinging it around in the showers, usually while telling anyone who’d listen about his cheerleader girlfriend’s enthusiastic reaction to it. 
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I rolled my eyes again and turned to my locker. What I didn’t need was to think 

about what Craig had done to me; that would very likely trigger a reaction that would be reasonably tough to explain. I tugged off my T-shirt, trying to consciously slow my breathing while I did it. Jeans came off next, and boxers with them. Standing around naked wasn’t anything new—like I’d said to Craig, it was just what happened in the locker room—but I had to resist the urge to rush to put on my football uniform, which might’ve looked weird to the guys. 

So I slowly pulled on a jock, and then pants, and then everything else. I won’t lie, my cock was plumper than it would normally be, but I managed to avoid a full-on 

bone. 

Say what you like about the rigors of football, but after two hours of hard training, a swollen dick was the last of my concerns. Even Jeff was unusually subdued coming back in; it was as if Coach had decided to work us to the max just to make it clear that even though we’d collectively raised a few thousand for charity, he still expected us to earn our place on the starting lineup for the next game. 

It was only when I was in the shower, the hot water hammering into my shoulder 

blades, that I thought about that shower with Craig. Once I’d got it into my head, though, I couldn’t stop. I’d pushed him back against the tiles, hard, and we’d humped and ground against each other; then I’d taken him back to his room and basically 

fucked his throat. And he’d swallowed my cum. Not to mention hosing me down with 

his own. 

I could feel my dick rising, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I turned to the wall, glad my usual place near to the corner—away from Jeff, who took huge 

pleasure in dumping a half bottle of shampoo over you if you were dumb enough to 

stand nearby—meant there would be less chance of being seen. I glanced over to Louis, who was under the shower next to me, trying to spot whether he’d picked up on what was happening. 
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You do stupid stuff when you’re self-conscious. I’d meant to just side-eye Louis, 

make sure he hadn’t spotted what had basically amounted to a full boner by now. I was resisting the urge to wrap my fingers around it and jerk it off, but I guess I’d been too obsessive in my checking. 

“Dude, you want to just take a photo?” he muttered. I was thankful that his low, 

smooth voice was as quiet as it was deep. Still, just getting caught by a single person was hardly less mortifying. I felt my cheeks light up in a blush as I made very awkward eye contact. 

“What?” I tried to brush it off, but he gave me a more than knowing look. 

“You’ve been staring at my junk for the past five minutes, Kyle.” Had it really 

been that long? I knew I couldn’t leave until my cock had deflated, since I’d have to walk the length of the shower to get back to my locker. “I get it; it’s a big black dick. 

You white boys are envious.” 

I looked up at his face—hang on, when had I looked back down at his crotch, 

anyway?—and saw, despite what he was saying, that he wasn’t really laughing at me. 

He was just sort of quiet as  he rubbed soap under his arms. I knew the suds were 

running down his chest and probably dripping down his crotch, and it took a lot of effort not to glance that way again to see if I was right. 

“I wa-wasn’t…” I stuttered. “I mean, I was just… I zoned out,  dude, I just 

wasn’t…” Was that the hint of a smile at the corner of his mouth? Out of everyone on the team, Louis was probably the quietest and the most serious. He was also incredibly fit and, no matter what Jeff seemed desperate to proclaim, probably had the most 

impressive stuff hanging between his legs. Had I really been staring at it? 

“Relax, Kyle.” He turned to the narrow ledge we used to store soap and shampoo 

and pumped out another fistful of shower gel. I knew I shouldn’t look at his ass when he did it, but somehow knowing that meant it was inevitable. Damn, it was crazy tight and round. 
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“I wasn’t trying to…” I tried, poorly, to explain. He turned back around and fixed me with a blank stare. I dragged my gaze back up to his face, maybe even doing it in time to not get caught in the process. I knew, from the movement of his arms at the edges of my vision, that he was soaping up his groin. I also knew that, if I was to ever live this down, I had to do anything it took to keep looking at his face. 

“So, that gay kid got you curious, right?” He was joking, he had to be joking, but his voice was so deadpan that I could feel the panic starting to rise in my chest. I shook my head under the water. 

“Damn, Louis, don’t give me that same shit I’ve been catching  from Jeff all 

practice.” I downplayed it, waiting for him to chuckle or something, or to tell me that this was all a joke. 

No chuckle. 

“Jeff don’t know shit,” Louis said, wrinkling his nose some. “Guy’s a fucking 

idiot.” 

There we agreed. Louis tipped his head back into the stream, sending rivers of 

soap cascading down his chest. I couldn’t help myself; I had to steal a glance down. 

And that made me automatically compare Louis’s inches with what Craig had. Craig 

might’ve been behind, but I didn’t think it was by much. 

I fixed my gaze back up in time to see him wipe the water from his eyes. I don’t 

think I got caught. “Look, what a guy lets some gay guy do to him, I don’t give a fuck about, yeah?” I’d frozen then, desperate not to betray anything just in case this was all a trap of some sort. Louis skewered me with a look. “That shit’s none of my business.” 

“Look, Louis…” I started, but he just shook his head. 

“Like I said, none of my business.” Louis shrugged a little, flashed me a rare smile. 

“Your dick says it all, man.” 

I glanced down to where my cock was apparently trying to get as far away from 

my body as it could. I still wasn’t quite sure why; okay, I’d had no problems getting hard for Craig to go to town on just a few days before, but when it came down to it, I 36  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

liked girls. Girls, not guys. So why was the thought of Craig, crouched on all fours with my length lodged fully in his throat, making me so achingly hard? And why couldn’t I stop staring at Louis’s dick? 

“I don’t know why,” I started to tell him, but he rolled his eyes at me, nudged me in the arm with his shoulder playfully. Considering Louis was never, ever tactile, it was the closest I think I’d ever been to him. He grinned. 

“Whatever, dude, it’s gotta be good if the anatomy is so happy, am I right?” And 

then, throwing a quick glance around the showers, he reached down and flicked a 

finger across my cock, setting it bouncing and bobbing in front of me. Then he cracked up laughing. 

Nobody had seen us, I knew that, but I couldn’t get the thought of him out of my 

head while I was getting dressed, having turned half prune under the water waiting for the rest of the shower to clear. I even considered putting my jock back on, since it might at least keep my unruly dick in check, something my usual boxers were basically failing to do. I buttoned up my jeans, trying my best to trap my cock up and across my hip. 


* * * * 

I only saw Craig once that week, walking past him in the corridors between 

classes. It was Thursday by then, and I’d finally managed to get my groin under control, mainly by jerking off twice a day—okay, sometimes three times—and otherwise trying to avoid thinking of anything more sexually provocative than cold oatmeal. 

I’d forgotten quite how stick thin he was, how he picked clothes that emphasized 

that. The skinny jeans and the tight black T-shirts and the narrow black sneakers. I spotted him sidling down the corridor from afar, but before we closed the gap, I saw him get shoved, hard, against the wall. A pained wince flashed across his face just for a second before the disaffected mask clamped down again. 

“Fuck you, faggot,” I heard someone spit. It didn’t take much to guess—and 
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bunched up in Craig’s shirt and the other hand raised in the unmistakable I’m-gonna-pound-your-face gesture. 

I quickened my step until I was right next to Jeff. I could see Craig looking at me, fearfully, out the corner of his eye. His face was ghostly white with what looked like little more than a couple of chips of color across each cheekbone. 

“What the hell, dude?” I demanded. Jeff snorted through his nose. 

“Shady little faggot was looking at me,” he sneered. “Obviously needs a real man 

to fuck him up.” I suppressed a shudder at his language. 

“For fuck’s sake, Jeff, put the guy down.” He made no move to do so. “Look, if 

you mess him up, I’m not gonna get paid for the auction and Coach is gonna be pissed at both of us.” 

Jeff looked over at me after that, though his fingers still kept a tight grip on the front of Craig’s shirt. I knew Craig was looking at me too, but I made sure to keep my expression neutral, my gaze fixed on Jeff and nobody else. 

Jeff squinted, mistrustful. “I though you said you’d done all that shit last 

weekend?” he  asked me, shaking Craig by the chest as if to emphasize what he was 

talking about. I steeled myself, both for the lie and what I suddenly realized I was about to admit to Craig, even if nobody else around would get the significance. 

“I’ve got another weekend of it, dude,” I told Jeff, purposefully being as vague as I could. “No work, no charity cash, no starting position in the next game, right?” 

I could practically see Jeff’s brain clicking through the possibilities and potential outcomes and presumably concluding—just as I’d hoped—that I was needed on the 

team. He let go of Craig’s chest with a push, sending his head ricocheting off the plaster. 

“Little fag should watch where he’s looking,” he said with a snarl, throwing a 

threatening glance in Craig’s direction. I resisted the urge to put myself between them; it would only make things worse and make Jeff extra suspicious. Anyway, I could feel Craig’s eyes on me, and I could only guess he’d seen the significance of what I’d said 38  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

about going to his place again. After all, the last time I’d seen him, I’d hinted that I might come back, and chores were not what either of us had in mind. 

Jeff stalked off down the corridor, and the small crowd that had gathered at the 

first whiff of violence quickly dispersed. I waited a while before I risked a side look at Craig. He was still staring at me. 

“Look, dude, I’m sorry about—” I started to say. 

“Are you really coming back, or was that all bullshit?” 

I looked at him properly now. If anything, he seemed more anxious, more nervous 

now than he had when Jeff had been looming over him. That blush crept across his face, staining his cheeks crimson. 

“Craig, I just…” What was I trying to tell him? That I wasn’t interested, or that I didn’t think it was right, or even safe, for me to be at his house again? If it wasn’t safe, it was only because I could so easily imagine us doing stuff again, gay stuff, and that’s something I’d need to somehow explain to myself, like how it fit in with the fact that I knew I was straight. 

His eyes hadn’t shifted from me. “Saturday afternoon, okay?” I told him, and the 

faintest of smiles cracked the corner of his mouth before he turned on his heel and, without even bothering to adjust the shirt that was still messed up from Jeff’s heavy-handed treatment, walked away from me. 

So that was it; I was going. The rest of the week passed in a sort of daze; I wasn’t sure why, but it almost felt more like a date than anything else. I guess my body 

knew—even if my brain didn’t want to admit it—that I was expecting something sexual to happen again. 

That’s why my stomach was churning when I knocked on Craig’s door that 

Saturday and why I considered getting back into the car and driving away before he came to answer it. 

“I really didn’t think you’d come,” he told me, standing to one side so that I could walk in. He was in what I realized was regulation black: T-shirt and skinny jeans, JOCK AUCTION  |  39 

though this time barefoot. I didn’t wait for him to direct me, just walked up the stairs to where I knew his room was. 

Still that same mess too. Clothes everywhere, towers of CDs spilling over. I 

thought back to when I’d wondered if Craig’s goal was to get me to tidy things up in here and how naive I’d been about his true intentions. 

I heard the door shut behind me. Part of me expected to feel his hands touch me, 

to trace across my back perhaps, but they didn’t. In the end, I turned to look at him, standing with his shoulders against the door. 

“Why did you come?” he asked me, frowning slightly. I shrugged. 

“Guess I just wanted to come back,” was all I could come up with. 

Craig nodded, slowly. “I’m glad.” 

I could see that he was too. That, despite the perpetual air of disaffected 

ambivalence, I was starting to see something legitimate and authentic from him, even if it was just the slight smile that cracked the very edge of his mouth, or the way he glanced up almost shyly from behind his bangs. 

“I should thank you, for…Jeff,” he told me. I shook my head; I didn’t want to 

think about that dumbass. 

“Don’t worry about it.” Craig was looking at his feet now, and I couldn’t help but ask, “So were you actually looking at him?” 

He grinned, rolled his eyes at me. “Jeez, Kyle, didn’t you get the memo—it’s all 

about you these days.” Now it was my turn to blush. 

Craig watched as the flush spread. “I want to kiss you,” he said, quietly, not 

moving from where he stood. He sounded almost ashamed. “I want more of what we 

did last week.” 

I don’t know what brought me back here, beyond wanting to get Craig out of a 
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meant—as far as I could figure—that Craig wasn’t the only one interested in a second encounter that would go something like the first. 

Eventually I had to say something just to break the silence that had spread 

between us. “Look, if you want another lap dance, this time you have to pay,” I warned him, with a half grin. He nodded, seriously. 

“Get ‘em hooked with the first freebie, and then you’ve got ‘em caught forever,” 

Craig observed. 

I smiled in agreement. 

“You’re quite the businessman.” 

I gave him a knowing shrug and grabbed at my junk through my jeans as if to say 

 here’s the magic. I liked joking around with him. But I also knew from experience that if I didn’t take the lead sometime, Craig might never do it himself. 

“If there’s no dancing, maybe you’ll just have to come over here,” I told him, my 

eyebrows flicking up suggestively. Craig looked at me with what I realized was hunger. 

There was that feeling of being wanted again. 

He pushed away from the door, closed the gap between us. I could feel the heat 

coming from his body, his chest inches away from mine. When I saw that he wasn’t 

going to go any further, I reached down and grabbed him by his right wrist, lifted his hand up and underneath my T-shirt. 

I pressed his palm flat against my skin, watched as Craig’s eyes snapped down to 

where his fingers dimpled the muscles of my pecs. My shirt had got caught on his 

forearm, dragged up to expose my abs, and as I waited, Craig let the fingers of his other hand gently ease around their ridged contours. 

“I didn’t know I’d get so turned on by you controlling me,” he told me, voice little more than a whisper but plenty loud with our proximity. “When you fucked my throat, I thought I was gonna blow so hard my balls would melt.” 
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I nodded, dropped my hands to his waist. Craig’s hands were swarming over my 

torso by now, slowly at first and then building in hunger. I let my fingertips worm their way under his shirt until the bare pads were brushing the sensitive band of skin just above the waistband of his skinnies. 

“I couldn’t stop thinking about how big your dick is,” I admitted. There was 

something mesmerizing about it swinging from his boyish hips. I shouldn’t be thinking about another guy’s piece, but Craig’s kept jumping into my head all week. 

“You gonna look at it or you gonna suck it?” he asked me, with a reveal-nothing 

smile, testing me. I looked him dead in the eye. 

“Get it out and let’s see.” 

With my help, he unzipped his jeans and eased them down his slender thighs. He 

was wearing briefs again underneath, baby blue this time. The outline of his firming cock was clear through the fabric. 

“Have you measured it?” 

He chuckled at that. “Such a jock thing to do,” he told me. 

I grinned sheepishly. “I guess I’m just a jock, then.” 

He shook his head. “Nah, you’re much more than that.” 

I ran my fingertips across his dick where it stretched against his briefs. I could feel the thick veins running along it, could even begin to feel the ooze of his precum as it leaked into the cotton. Maybe on a more averagely built guy it would look normal, but Craig’s body and that dick, they just made each other look all the more crazy. 

He was tugging on my T-shirt now as I manhandled his cock, pulling the T-shirt 

up and over my head so that I stood there barechested in just my jeans and my 

sneakers. I knew, could tell from the way he touched me so eagerly, that my muscles turned him on. There was a look of glazed admiration in his eyes, and it left me hungry. 

I felt myself slipping down to my knees as Craig watched me in wary surprise. It 

was like I didn’t have full control over my body, just that it was telling me this was 42  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

what I wanted. Crouched and face-to-face with his bulge, I watched as it twitched 

inside his underwear and then felt its warmth as I slipped my fingers past the elastic waistband. 

Gently, I eased the fabric down, and his cock slapped free, long and heavy. I 

tugged his briefs down to his thighs, taut between his spread legs, then wrapped my fingers around his shaft, gave it a slow, leisurely stroke or two. A glistening bead was forming at the tip, and—before I had a chance to stop and think about it, or second-guess my motivations, or even just allow my brain the opportunity to scream,  What are you doing? — I leaned forward and let it brush against my closed lips. 

Craig shuddered, a tight gasp escaping clenched teeth. Bolder now, I let the tip of his dick rub across my mouth, feeling the blunt ridge scrape against my lips, and then allowing my tongue to ease out until I could taste him. 

It wasn’t…bad. It just felt like something I wouldn’t do. I was straight. I liked girls. 

I knew that was true. And yet I couldn’t resist letting the thick head slip into my mouth, where I could suck gently on it. I felt Craig’s hands gently take hold of me, just under my ears, not moving me but just cradling my face as I rasped my tongue against the sticky underside of his knob. 

“Fuck…fuck,” I could hear him whispering. “What are you doing, Kyle; what the 

fuck are you doing?” I pulled my head back, looking up into his eyes as my hand fisted his dick. 

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” He nodded. “And I’m doing it okay?” He 

nodded again, blushing some now. I licked my lips. I could taste his slight saltiness there. “And you’re gonna do whatever I say next, right?” There was a flush of both fear and lust on him then, but he nodded all the same. I nodded back. 

“Right. Okay. No dicking my throat, okay?” He chuckled as I opened up and fed 

an inch or two of him inside, then let my lips run down the length of his cock until I had a mouthful. It wasn’t as bad as I’d feared it might be. There was actually something JOCK AUCTION  |  43 

incredibly powerful about it, the knowledge that I had something so sensitive of Craig’s in my mouth. I could bite down, if I wanted to, and cause him a whole world of pain. 

I didn’t, though. Instead, I tried to do to him what he’d done to me a week ago, 

swirling my tongue around his shaft, alternating between concentrating on the head until he flinched and twisted—my grip on what remained of his dick out of my mouth the only thing keeping him in place at times—and slurping down the rest of him. 

Before long, I could feel him start to shudder. I doubled my work on the very tip, dragging my tongue up, across the underside of his cock, and then against the meaty curve on top. Craig was gripping my shoulders now, and I started to panic that he 

might bust in my mouth. I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. 

I don’t know if he guessed that or if the sensations were too much for him, but he pulled himself free and, after a couple of frantic strokes, came across my chest, his eyes screwed up, chest taut. I could smell the hot, boyish musk of him. 

I stood up, knees complaining a little, and looked down at my chest. Thick trickles were making their slow journey down my pecs and toward my abs, leaving a glistening trail behind them. Craig’s breathing was settling down to normal, and I knew it was time to take charge, that he’d enjoy it if I did. 

I gave him a jab of my hand to his chest and he stumbled back, colliding with the 

wall, his dick still in his hand. His eyes flashed fear and confusion as I followed him, pointedly glancing down at my sticky torso. 

“You got it all over me, you little fucker,” I snarled. He ran his hand through his hair nervously, pushing it back from his forehead, though it quickly tumbled back, his eyes wide and pupils tiny. 

I ran my hand up my abs, slicked up the cream across them. “You get me messy, 

you clean me up; that’s the deal,” I told him, as I wiped my hand across his mouth, his cheeks, smeared him with his own juice. “And you’d better do a fucking good job.” 

I scooped up more and pushed my fingers against his lips. I knew he didn’t dislike it—at least, he’d seemed pretty okay with eating mine before—but he squirmed from 

44  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

me until I used my other hand to grip his throat and hold his face in place. “Open up,” I told him, digging my fingertips between his lips until he parted them himself, allowing me to wipe my fingers across his tongue. 

After the first couple of times feeding his flushed face from my fingers, I gripped his hair and used it to guide his tongue across my chest and down my abs, Craig’s 

knees buckling as I forced him to his knees. At times I’d pull his head back, look at the mess I’d made of his face, and stare down into the glazed expression in his eyes. I knew he wanted it because his cock was already more than half-hard again, lolling out 

between his legs. 

“Oh God, Kyle.” His voice was hoarse, rasped through his chest. “Oh, fuck.” 

I could feel his hand on my dick, squeezing it through my jeans. The other was 

cradling my ass, helping hold him upright. It made me feel powerful somehow, that I had this other guy down on the ground, desperate for me. 

“Get my dick out,” I ordered him, and his hands whipped to my fly, tongue still 

digging into the muscles of my abs. “Faster, you little fuck,” I grunted, and he moaned against me, fingers eagerly tugging at the button, yanking at the zipper. 

Eventually he had them open, pulled my jeans down to midthigh, and then he 

was working on easing my cock out of my boxer-briefs. I twitched as I felt his grip close around my shaft. I was hard already, a combination of arousal and power making me 

twitch and jerk as he held me with both hands. 

“You want to suck it, don’t you?” I demanded, looking down at his upturned face. 

The flush had spread across his cheeks; his pupils had gone so wide they almost 

eclipsed all the color in his eyes. He didn’t have to say yes; I knew he wanted it bad. 

I still had my fist bunched in Craig’s hair, a tight grip just above the nape, and I pulled him back from me so that I could look down past my abs and to where his 

fingers were wrapped lovingly around me. Maybe it was the power and the feeling of doing something illicit, out of character, but it tipped me over the edge somehow. 

“Get it good and wet, because it’s gonna fuck you next.” 
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I hadn’t let him protest, just used my hold on him to mash his face into my groin. 

He picked up fast, opening wide and letting me slam my cock inside. Soon his lips were brushing my pubes, and I could feel his throat gulping around my glans, massaging me eagerly. His hands were on my ass, pulling me deeper, and in the end I let go of his head and stretched my arms up above me. Craig was impaling himself more eagerly 

than I’d been making him before. 

Was I really going to fuck him? I’d said it in the heat of the moment, hyped with 

the knowledge that he’d agreed to do anything—anything!—if I’d blow him. I wasn’t 

sure if he’d done it before; I’d fucked my girlfriend before but never in the ass. I know some guys would think any hole was a goal—and some would be equally grossed out if it was a guy—but I had to admit, the thought of pounding into Craig was getting me iron hard in his mouth. 

He was really going to town too, choking down on my cock like his life depended 

on it, keeping it deep in his throat until he had to pull back gasping and spluttering. My dick was glistening, dripping as he slapped it wetly against his cheeks, across his lips. 

The sight of him, so subservient, was pushing my buttons too, making me meaner 

than I’d usually ever be. As he slid his fist along me, I jabbed at his forehead with the heel of my hand, bouncing the back of his head against the wall. Craig stumbled back, falling from his knees, and I followed him down, gripping his chin and forcing my cock back into his mouth as he stared up at me, dazed. 

“Finger yourself,” I ordered him, and watched as he spread his legs on the floor, 

reached a hand beneath himself, and began to jab his fingers at his hole. I let two of my fingers trail in his mouth, then used them to pull his jaw open so that I could plunge myself deeper into his face. 

“Show me, you little fuck.” 

He grunted around my dick, tilting his hips up so that his own thick cock lolled 

swollen on his belly, smearing precum across his stomach. I could see he had two 

fingers jammed inside his ass already, scissoring them open, twisting them around. 
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“You dirty bastard, you’ve done this before, haven’t you?” I sneered, watching the flush spread across his narrow chest. “I bet you lie there every night fingering your hole and wishing it was me.” 

I didn’t care he was a boy now. I didn’t care that I was straight. I tugged my dick from between his lips, gripped his cheeks, and then slapped them gently before 

dropping to my knees between his splayed thighs. I placed a hand under the crook of each knee and yanked him forward, pulled his ass toward me, and heard the loud 

thump as his head struck the wall again. 

“Ready?” I asked him, but it was rhetorical. Craig’s eyes were like mirrors, his lips glistening and swollen. Automatically he grabbed his legs and pulled them up, back, exposing himself obscenely—his fat prick vast on his slender form. His ass looked loose, open slightly from where he’d been working himself over, and I let the head of my dick kiss up against it, leaving trails of spit and precum. 

“Fuck me, Kyle,” he begged, a pleading note in his voice. “Just put it in me.” 

I didn’t have to be asked twice. One hand around my shaft, the other palm flat on 

Craig’s yanked-back thigh, I eased my hips forward, watching as his hole first resisted and then suddenly gaped around me. He gasped as the fat rim of my knob lodged 

inside his ring, but I didn’t give him any time to get used to it. “You’re taking it all, Craig,” I warned him, letting my weight slowly and surely drive every inch of me 

inside. 

It was hot and tight and insanely good, like my cock was being gripped all over by a dozen tight, slick hands. I felt his heels come to rest on my lower back as I bottomed out inside him, the close crop of my pubes brushing against his balls. I leaned down so that I could jam my mouth onto his, then force my tongue inside. He froze for a 

moment, as if in shock, then started to kiss me back, matching my aggression even as I started to gradually pull back out of him. 

I drew back until only the head was still inside, the skin bulging as my glans 
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in. Craig’s body convulsed under me as he tried to half-fight the feelings, but unable to escape from where I had him pinned, near folded in two against the wall. 

He was a sly little fucker, I knew that, though. One hand was already underneath 

me, between my spread legs, stroking at my balls and tracing circles around my ass. I knew it was only a matter of time before that slippery finger dug its way inside me, just as I knew that would go a long way toward tipping me over the edge, so I doubled my efforts at pounding his hole. 

I could feel the friction growing now, the clutch of his ass massaging my cock as I reamed him. Craig had his other arm around my neck, fingers gripping me tightly, 

while my tongue feasted on his mouth. The feeling of being meshed with him was 

incredible; my girlfriend had only ever really lain there as I humped away on top, and at the time I’d thought that was the best. Now, though, as Craig bucked and writhed beneath me, thrusting his hips up to meet each of my motions, trying desperately to squeeze his fingers in far enough to jab at my prostate, I knew I’d been fooling myself before. 

“Gonna come in you,” I gasped, feeling myself topple over the precipice. Craig 

rammed two fingers into my ass as hard as he could, and I pushed home in turn, 

burying my cock inside him. My orgasm was enough to make me see stars, my vision 

tightening as I shot load after load until I was aching. Craig clung to my neck all along, body shuddering in turn. 

It took a solid minute or two for my breathing to come anywhere near back to 

normal. “Sly fuck,” I told him, chuckling, as he pulled his fingers from my hole. I sat back on my haunches, let my cock slide out from his gooey insides. His ass was puffy and red, almost matching the angry shade of his erection—near glossy at the head, it was so swollen. 

I was going to ask him if he was okay, my climax having perhaps taken the edge 

off my sudden, unexpected dominant streak, but Craig wasn’t done yet. Legs still 
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hand while the other dipped into his hole, two fingers first, then three as he pounded himself. I gripped his wrist and pushed it deep, holding it there a second as he 

grimaced, teeth clenched, before setting up a rhythm on him, using his hand like a dildo to stimulate his ass. 

“You’re a dirty little fag, Craig,” I told him, knowing the insult would light some weird fire inside of him. “Look at you, well fucked and you can’t stop playing with your ass.” He smirked at me. 

“This is coming from the straight guy who just fucked another dude.” 

His ass was making wet, sloppy, squelching sounds as I slammed his fingers 

home. It only took a few more strokes before he was over the edge, six or seven blasts spattering across his chest, all the way up to his chin. Still holding his wrist, I pulled his messy fingers and used them to scoop up the fresh juice across his nipples, guiding it all into his mouth. Craig’s lips closed hungrily around his hand, throat gulping as he swallowed the cream. 

I could feel my legs cramping, so I allowed myself to topple back until I was 

sitting on my ass, a half-pace away from him. Craig was panting hard, eyes still glassy. I knew even without looking that we’d both be close to bright red. 

Eventually, he spoke. “You gonna get weird on me?” 

I squinted over at him. 

“Nah,” I decided, after a moment’s thought. “But I might not tell Jeff about it.” 
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Chapter Three 

“How long before your parents are home?” I asked him. Craig was still sitting, 

legs splayed but tipped over, hips angled. I was lying back with my arms crossed 

behind my head, trying to bring my breathing back to normal. 

It was weird, I should be feeling freaked-out—I mean, I just fucked a guy, fucked 

him in the ass—but I wasn’t. I’d gotten so crazy, so worked up last time, and yet this time I’d sucked dick and fucked ass, and it wasn’t registering, wasn’t tipping me over the edge. I didn’t understand my own head sometimes. 

“Not for ages,” Craig told me. “And it’s just my mom.” 

I looked up at him, lifting my head off my arms, but he had a “don’t ask” 

expression, which kinda said it all. I nodded to him. 

“Then you wanna take me into the shower?” 

Funnily enough, he did, and we ended up standing closer than space really 

demanded as the hot water rushed over us. Craig had a handful of soap and was trying his utmost to get it across  my pecs while simultaneously pinching my nipples, 

something I was doing my very best to avoid happening. It felt liberating to just mess around like that somehow. 

“Turn around,” I told him, watching as Craig slowly moved under the spray until 

he was facing the tiles. “Hands up.” 

He did what I told him to, palms flat at shoulder level, resting his head forward 

until his tangled bangs were pushed up against the wall too. I took a moment to look at him. 

Sure, nobody would confuse him for a girl. He was slim, almost painfully so. But 

his body still had the unmistakable outline of a boy: narrow waist and wider—
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comparatively, at least—shoulders, with long, slender legs, a tight, compact ass, and skin that was pale and creamy white. 

I stepped up close behind him, dipped a soap-slicked hand down to his butt. He 

lifted his hips back against me in response. I felt my fingers slide down between his cheeks until their tips found his slicked hole, still loose from where I’d fucked him and then helped him finger himself to his own rough climax. 

I could hear him—half groaning, half purring—as I let my fingers dip inside, 

corkscrewing against him. Only a finger or two but enough to get him arching his 

back—this was meant to be cleanup, I reminded myself, though my quickly inflating 

dick seemed to have other ideas. 

I couldn’t stop myself, grabbed my cock with my other hand, let my fingers ease 

across its length. Craig was peering down around his hip to where I was jerking off, and I knew what he’d say before he even started. 

“You gonna put that in me again, Kyle?” 

I sighed, a little contented, a little horny—okay, a whole lot horny—and a little 

surprised that I was going to put up such a mediocre resistance. Instead, I draped my body against his back and let my dick find its way to rest between his cheeks. 

“You want this?” I asked him, mouth close to his ear as I humped and ground my 

cock between the taut muscles. He chuckled in response. 

“Don’t make me use my fingers again.” 

I had a sudden vision of him, body tense, legs spread almost as wide as he could 

get them, slumped low against the wall on his bedroom floor as I watched him force half the digits of one hand into his ass, all the time frantically pulling on his dick. He’d lost his load when I took his wrist and banged him hard with his own fingers. 

He was trying to impale himself now, lifting his ass up so that he could maybe 

guide the blunt tip of me inside without using his hands. Now it was my turn to laugh. 
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“You’re such a little horndog,” I told him, using one hand to press my knob 

against his entrance. “But I love that you need it so much.” 

One sharp shove, a jerk of my knees, and I was in him, a sudden hiss of air from 

between his clenched teeth the only reaction. Then I felt his ass clench and twitch around me, his hips setting up a rocking, twisting rhythm as he moved himself on me. 

“Yeah, that’s it,” I gasped, as Craig did his best to milk the fuck out of me. I 

wrapped my arms around his narrow chest, tried to match his rhythm with a 

complementary one of my own. I could feel his ribs under the thin layer of flesh as I pushed my mouth against the nape of his neck. 

“You fuck…so good…for a straight guy,” he grunted. 

I answered with a quick twist of my pelvis, sending my cock grinding into the 

walls of his ass and making him arch his back again and rise up on tiptoes. I brought him down again with a hard smack against his left ass cheek. 

“Like that?” I asked, and he nodded and grunted as I slapped his wet flank once 

more, tried to force every inch of myself into his tight confines. 

Even though we’d only done it a short while back, I couldn’t last long. Something 

about the shower sex and Craig’s willingness to give himself up to the moment—and, yes, his seemingly natural submissive tendencies, which weirdly brought out my own alpha-male aggression—was conspiring to tip me over the edge much faster than I 

guess I’d normally pride myself on. 

There must’ve been a giveaway, because he started to ride my dick harder, use 

shallow, bucking motions to slam himself on me. I knew Craig wasn’t jerking off 

because his hands were still against the wall of the shower, so I reached down and let his thick cock slide through my loosely clenched, soapy fingers. Fuck, he had a big dick. 

“Inside me, Kyle. Fucking do it.” I lifted myself up onto my toes, pounded hard as I toppled over the precipice. I could feel Craig’s cock swelling even fatter in my fist, knew he was just as close. 
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Then it was too much, too incredible a sensation, and I was firing load after load inside him feeling his dick twitch and his body shudder as he went off in my hand. I dug my teeth into the back of his shoulder, tasted wet skin and soap. 

For a moment we stood there, bodies finally still, only the water moving across us. 

I settled down and felt my dick slide out of Craig’s sticky clutches. A final squeeze or two on his shaft, and then he twisted against me, trying to pull its sensitive length from my fingers. 

“Sorry.” I laughed, but he laughed back knowingly. 

“No, you’re not.” It was good-natured. I shrugged, even though he was still facing away from me. 

After that it was washing up as normal, with only the tamest of playing around as 

we both got clean. As I left, my phone bleeped and I saw I had a message from him, the only one since we’d arranged that first Saturday. 

 Wish U fed me that last load.  

Man, he was pretty kinky when you got through the shell. 

 Maybe next time I’ll make you choke on it ;), I thumbed back. 

I knew that would press his buttons. And also knew that—straight or not, 

confused or otherwise—I’d be back, because I enjoyed being with Craig too much to be able to stay away. 

I was surprised that I wasn’t more worried by those feelings too. 

I tried to process it the following day and then again in school on Monday, but 

somehow none of the pieces quite fit together when I was on my own. Not like how 

they seemed to fit when I was with Craig anyway. Then, it wasn’t gay or straight or bi or whatever—it was just two people connecting and taking the steps, which felt natural. 

I was mulling that one over at lunch, sitting with the rest of the team as usual, and trying to decide if I was more freaked-out by the idea of possibly being bi or the idea that Craig had somehow enchanted me, when my phone buzzed. 
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I knew it would be Craig, and I knew I should save it, wait until I was on my own 

and could read it and reply to it properly. Then again, I was never much good at 

delayed gratification. 

Anyway, my brain reasoned it might not be him, so there was no harm in 

checking. I slid my phone out of my pocket and unlocked it. 

Yes, it was Craig. Yes, it was dirty. 

I should have put it away; I knew that, but I didn’t. I started to thumb out a reply. 

After all, if I replied fast, maybe I’d get another message sooner. The thought of that sent a ripple down to my cock. 

Before I could finish, Jeff had snatched the phone off me. I watched in horror as he peered at the screen, reading out Craig’s message. 

“‘I really want to feel your cock inside me again’,” he crowed, obviously enjoying my sudden embarrassment. “Dude, looks like you got a ripe one!” 

I knew I’d saved Craig’s number as just “C,” not his whole name. If Jeff scrolled 

up, though, looked at the earlier message, he’d see the address and the organizing we’d done for the auction, and that would totally give the game away. I felt like my heart was switching between beating out my chest and freezing up altogether. 

“Come on, give me my phone, dude,” I asked him, trying to sound like it wasn’t a 

big deal. Jeff wasn’t having any of it, though. 

“‘I stroked myself thinking about you stroking me,’” he exclaimed. “Man, this 

chick is nasty!” 

“Jeff, come on, give me…” I started, but I didn’t have time to finish. Louis had 

looked up from where he’d been quietly eating his lunch, dumped his fork with a loud metal clatter on his tray, and stuck out his hand practically into Jeff’s face. 

“Gimme the phone,” he drawled, managing to look both uninterested and 

intimidating at the same time. I watched as Jeff considered his options for a moment. 
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“Whatever, dude,” he said, finally, letting my cell fall into Louis’s hand. “I got enough nasty chick action to keep me busy, you know what I mean?” He looked around the table for the understanding whoops and chuckles, but I was too busy staring at Louis to notice. I could see him scrolling up and down a little, tapping some on the screen. 

“Yeah, sure looks like you’re getting some attention, Kyle,” he said, finally, 

looking up and grinning at me. “Sounds like things are getting seriously interesting.” 

I managed a shrug and held my hand out to him. He smiled again, paused, and 

then carefully placed the phone into my palm. 

I thumbed the lock key as soon as I could, stuffed the phone into my pocket, and 

tried to make it look like I hadn’t entirely lost my appetite. Eventually the team decided it had suffered enough cafeteria misery, and we headed out to afternoon practice. I hung back, though, digging my cell out again. 

Craig’s message was still on the screen when I unlocked it, but I realized that 

Louis had already replied. He must’ve done it quickly while I was still trying not to have a breakdown back at the table. 

 U got my dick hard surrounded by dumb jocks, he’d written. 

I felt ice in the pit of my stomach. I mean, he was right. I had gotten hard. But was he writing about me or himself? 

The question preoccupied me all through practice, enough that I ended up 

running laps after Coach got fed up of too many fumbled passes. I was trying not to stare at Louis while I did it—he caught me last time in the showers, after all—but every so often I couldn’t help but glance over to where he was. 

I wanted to talk to him, to ask him what was happening and—dumb, I know, but I 

couldn’t help myself—if he thought what I’d been doing with Craig made me bi or gay or a pervert or what. But how could I start that sort of conversation with someone? 

After a few dozen laps going around and around and around, you don’t get dizzy, 
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me and let me go get changed. Some of the guys had already showered, and I was 

going to be late if I wasn’t quick myself, but I knew some time under the hot water would help distract me from my churning stomach. 

Sure enough, after a couple of minutes of it flooding down onto me, I was 

beginning to feel halfway human again. There were only a few people showering by 

that point, one of whom—I’d quickly spotted—was Louis. I’d made up my mind not to 

stare, though, and took a spot a couple of faucets apart from him, trying to focus on anything but the repetitive questions I’d had going around my head all afternoon. 

“Borrow some soap?” 

I knew the voice, of course. I didn’t really need to look up, but I did. Louis stood there, a sort of knowing half smile on his lips, hand outstretched to where my shower gel was on the ledge. He shrugged a little, and I nodded—swallowed—found my voice 

again. 

“Sure.” 

He flicked open the cap, squeezed out a handful, and placed it back on the shelf. 

“Thanks, dude.” 

I expected him to go back to where he’d been showering himself, but he didn’t. 

Instead, he used his elbow to hit the faucet on the shower next to mine, standing just outside of the flow as he rubbed suds across his chest. I closed my eyes and let the water run across my face, all the better for not looking where you know you’re not supposed to look. 

“Seemed a bit distracted today, Kyle,” I heard him say, the water loud in my ears. 

I ducked my head back, wrung some of the water out of my hair with my hands. He 

was grinning at me again, hands scrubbing under his arms. “Got something on your 

mind?” 

I looked at him for a moment. I couldn’t quite figure him out. We’d hardly spoken 
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talks in the shower of all places. Then again, it’d been something of a theme for me lately, doing unexpected things in showers. 

“Just the usual,” I eventually told him. He nodded, slowly. I knew his hands were 

low, by the small of his back now, his chest jutting out toward me as he washed. I refused to let myself look down, though. 

“Okay, the usual,” he said. I reached up for some soap of my own. “I thought you 

might be thinking about dirty messages from someone.” 

Little crystals of ice started to form around my heart, but I tried to busy myself cleaning my shoulders and upper back. My lips felt dry, even though they weren’t. 

“Look, about that…” I started, but he stopped me. 

“Heh, dude, don’t stress it. Like I said, Jeff’s a dick, right?” I nodded, not quite trusting my voice right now. “I guess things got more serious, yeah?” 

Suddenly the weight of everything that had happened—all of the out-of-character 

experiences, and impulses, and changes—flooded back to me. I felt like I didn’t quite know who I was anymore, and in that moment it felt terrifying. 

“Yeah,” I half-stuttered, “you could say that.” 

Louis nodded, a thoughtful look on his face. “Must be a total brain fuck.” 

I shrugged, but I wanted to scream  yes!  and maybe curl up in a ball. When I was with Craig, it really didn’t seem like too big a deal. It was just my body telling me it wanted something and my brain going along with it. Only afterward did the doubts 

start to gnaw away at me. 

“Look, I’m sorry about the other day,” he said abruptly, “I shouldn’t have messed 

with you like that.” I knew he was talking about flicking my dick in the showers, back when I’d majorly boned up in front of him. I blushed at the memory of it. “It just seemed funny to tease you, but I guess that wasn’t really cool.” 
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was with him. That way that was one world and this regular one was the other, and 

they were safely kept at arm’s length. 

“I shouldn’t have stared at you,” I told Louis, hoping it would end the 

conversation, or at least let it change tracks onto other topics. It didn’t. 

“Dude, you can stare.” His voice was low, serious, and I couldn’t help but glance 

over at his face. He had this clear, almost understanding expression as he stopped with the soap for the moment—understanding what, I wasn’t sure as I hadn’t really told him enough to begin with. 

“I just…” I started, but he shook his head a little, gave a small smile. 

“It’s okay. I get it.” 

I looked down then. Part of my brain was telling me I shouldn’t, that this was all some sort of trap and one I was naively walking straight into. Yet another part was telling me that if I looked, just quickly, that would be it. It was the constant thought that I shouldn’t look that was, perversely, making it so hard not to. 

Louis was big. I mean, I knew that already, but I was looking at it with fresh eyes, somehow, and it was obviously…big. Thick too; he had me beat, certainly, and Craig as well. Closely cropped, tightly curled pubes that right now were matted down with soap and water. I was staring at another guy’s dick, the rational part of my brain reminded me, and that wasn’t something I’d normally do, but another part of me wanted to reach out and touch it. 

I don’t know what was wrong with me. I didn’t even look around to see if anyone 

was watching. I just put out my hand and let my fingers close around his heavy, lolling shaft, feeling the gentle throb of his pulse down its length. 

“Kyle…” 

I looked up. Louis still had that serious expression on his face, and suddenly the weirdness of the situation came flooding back to me. I dropped his dick like it was boiling hot. 
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“Dude, you’ve got the wrong brother,” he told me. Here it comes, I thought, this is where he punches me. I felt like I should be preparing somehow, but I wasn’t sure 

exactly in what way. 

I guess the combination of horror and resignation was clear on my face, because 

Louis shook his head a little. “No, I mean, literally. My brother is gay,” he told me. 

“I’m…not.” 

My brain took a beat or three to work it out. Louis’s brother was gay. That’s 

probably why he wasn’t freaked-out by it. Why he seemed to understand it all 

somehow. 

Then I remembered I’d just felt him up. 

“Fuck, dude, I’m so sorry!” The apologies came bubbling out of my mouth at a 

mile a minute. I was probably louder than I should’ve been, but the mortification was too strong. In the end, he held up his hands as if to slow me down. 

“It’s okay, Kyle. Stop trippin’ out on me.” He grinned. “Some of my brother’s 

friends think it’s a big laugh to try to play grab-ass with the younger brother, so it ain’t nothing I haven’t felt before, or worse.” 

I still wasn’t sure what to say, bar a few dozen more apologies. Louis shook his 

head, laughing at me. 

“Seriously, I know all you white boys want to touch the black goods, right?” I 

couldn’t say anything, just looked sheepish. “You ain’t the first on the team to try.” 

I filed that little tidbit away for future reference. There was too much on my mind right now to focus on much else. 

“So, I guess you’ve been figuring some stuff out about yourself lately?” he asked 

me, voice a little quieter now. I couldn’t make eye contact with him. Even though I knew Louis knew, it was still too embarrassing to acknowledge it. 

Instead I just nodded. “I don’t know if I’m…y’know. I don’t really know what I 

am anymore.” 
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Louis shook his head. “My brother, first he thought he was bi, and then he 

thought he was gay, and every time he thought he had to put a name to it.” I watched as he rubbed wet hands across his abs, trying not to look down but struggling to meet his eyes. “In the end, only thing that ended up definite was how confused he was. Don’t be in such a hurry to give it a name, dude.” 

He was right. I knew he was. It was giving me a perpetual headache just trying to 

keep track of my feelings, never mind what made my dick spring. But it was just so hard to not try to rationalize everything. 

“So Kyle…” Louis’s voice was different somehow, a little more teasing maybe. 

“Just what have you and the gay kid been doing? Those texts  seemed pretty full-on, dude.” 

There I went, blushing again. And I knew that if I spent too much time thinking 

about just what Craig and I had been getting up to together, there’d be an even more noticeable physical reaction. 

“Just stuff,” I muttered, hoping he wouldn’t push it. No such luck, though. 

“Dude seemed pretty hot about your dick, didn’t he? You been getting it sucked, 

Kyle?” 

I nodded, tried to distract myself with more soap, but then found the urge to 

concentrate my washing on certain areas around the middle of my body became 

another preoccupation. 

“I’ve seen that dude around,” Louis continued. “He’s a pretty small guy. Did you 

fuck him, Kyle? I know what my bro gets up to with dudes. He tells me that shit all the time. What’cha say, Kyle, did you fuck the gay kid?” 

I could hear the smile in his voice, knew he was only really teasing me. And I 

knew that, of all the people on the team, Louis was probably the one I could talk to about this stuff. But it was still so weird to even hear it mentioned out loud. 

“Yeah,” I said quietly. 
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Louis chuckled. “Yeah, what?” 

I forced myself to look up, meet his gaze. “I fucked him, yeah. On the floor in his room.” I could feel the words bubbling up inside me somehow, like they wanted to get out, to be heard. “And then again in the shower, up against the wall.” Louis nodded at me, a broad grin across his face. 

“There’s that eager dick again.” 

I looked down. No surprise to see my erection standing, throbbing, out from my 

groin. The thought of Craig’s body forced against the tiles, arms and legs spread, as I rammed my cock into him had been enough to set that off. 

Louis obviously thought it was hilarious, and I guess it was funny, so I wagged 

my hips a little, made myself bounce around a bit. “It’s okay, dude, you can stare.” 

He laughed out loud at that one, put his finger to his lips as if he was all 

thoughtful, and looked intently down at my wet junk. I stole the moment to glance at his dick too, still fat and glistening in the running water. It only made me harder. 

“Well, seeing as you’ve been feeling mine…” he started. I coughed a laugh, a little nervous. 

“Hey, I thought it was your brother who was the gay one?” 

He glanced up, a mischievous gleam in his eye. “Who knows, Kyle…maybe it’s in 

the DNA.” 

The only thing I could do was call his bluff, so I pushed my hips forward, jutted 

my cock closer to him. “Get a grip, dude,” the double meaning not unintentional. 

Louis held out his hand, palm upturned, fingers slightly curled as if he was going to grab me, but he didn’t. He just sort of held it there, outstretched, right in front of my crotch. This was one big game of chicken, I realized. 

We waited there, a beat, maybe two, and then I took a half step forward, lifted up on the balls of my feet and then down again, sort of placing my dick into Louis’s hand. 
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His fingers gently closed around my length, not squeezing but with enough pressure that I knew they were there. I resisted the urge to hump myself against his careful grip. 

“Gay brother, right?” I asked him, a slight edge in my voice. 

“Fuck you, Kyle.” But there was no venom in it. 

“I’d settle for you jerkin’ it.” 

“I bet you would.” 

I wasn’t sure what was happening, but I knew his long, black fingers looked and 

felt incredible wrapped around my cock. So good I couldn’t take my eyes off them. At least not until I felt Louis’s finger under my chin, guiding my face up to look at him. 

“Probably ain’t gonna happen, Kyle,” he told me, with a kinda sad smile. He 

squeezed my dick, sort of with all his fingers in turn, so it felt like a ripple of touch along me, and then he was pulling his hand away, one eyebrow lifting slightly as I kept staring. 

“Good luck with your boy,” Louis said, splashing his head one last time under the 

water, then shutting off the flow and walking out of the showers. I watched his ass flex as he moved, high and tight. There I go again, doing weird stuff, stuff I’d never have done before Craig impacted my life. 

I was trying to process what had happened between Louis and I while I got 

dressed, but a text message distracted me. As soon as I heard the buzz, I hoped it was Craig. 

 Can U cum tonight?  

I grinned.  U bet. Just showered after practice. I sent back. 

I was lacing up my shoes when his reply came: 

 Hope UR not too tired ;) 

What would Louis say to that, I wondered, or his brother? 

 UR gonna get pounded for that, I texted. He didn’t reply. 

62  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

By the time I got to Craig’s place, my gym bag slung over my shoulder, I was back 

to being painfully hard. I rang the doorbell, peering around the corner of the house but not seeing a car on the cracked driveway and then bouncing from foot to foot like a kid who needs the restroom. No answer. 

I rang it again. No answer. I mean, Craig knew I was coming over, right? I tried 

the door handle, gingerly, and found it was open. 

“Hello?” 

Silence. It felt like nobody was home. Pushing thoughts of horror movies to the 

back of my head—and telling myself I was a dumbass for even thinking of that—I went upstairs. Craig’s door was closed but not locked. 

He was crouched on the floor on his knees and leaning forward, cheek against the 

carpet facing away from me with arms outstretched on either side of himself. His long legs meant his ass was raised up high, back arched. And he was naked, completely 

naked. 

I could see his balls dangling between his widely spread thighs, the loll of his cock in front of them. I knew what he wanted too—exactly what I’d promised in my text. 

I didn’t say a word, just let my bag slide from my shoulder and toed off my shoes. 

The T-shirt came off next, then my jeans, and finally my boxers. All the time Craig was silent and perfectly still, only the gentle rise and fall of his ribs showing he was breathing. I didn’t know how he could lie there and not give in to the temptation to at least look around. 

There was space for me to kneel between his calves. I looked down at the narrow, 

pale, smooth expanse of his back, tapering to his slender waist. My dick felt heavy in its hardness, and I wrapped my fingers around it and let the broad, swollen head brush against Craig’s exposed hole. 

Did he groan, or was that me? I didn’t have lube, though precum was oozing 
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tip of my prick against him some more, feeling the springy flesh yield and resist, watching as my cock began to glisten and shine with whatever oil he’d used. 

Maybe I should’ve prepared him more, but I wanted him, and I knew he wanted it 

too. I lined up my cock, my other hand flat on the small of his back, then pushed myself through the protesting ring, not letting up until I’d buried myself to the hilt in his clenching body. I heard him hiss then, his body shifting against me as he 

accommodated my dick. 

I wrapped my hands around his hips, pulled him close to me so that there wasn’t 

another fraction of an inch I could fuck him with if I’d wanted to. He was as pliable as a rag doll, letting me hoist him back and smash his cheeks between us. 

“Tighter,” I told him, and felt him clench down on me. Slowly, holding his pelvis 

steady, I pulled back and dragged my dick out of his body. His hole gaped for a brief moment, then closed again until I pushed myself back through. He moaned then as I 

worked his ring over some, pulling myself free and then popping the broad head of my glans inside again, over and over. 

“Give me your arms,” I told him, and he did, folding them across his back. I 

pinned his wrists together against his spine, pushed down so that Craig’s torso dipped more, tilting his ass farther up and letting me drop my weight down onto it. Then my dick was buried in him again, and I was fucking him, hard, unrelenting—slamming my dick home as I trapped him underneath me. 

I don’t know where the dominance came from. It was only really there when I was 

with Craig. There was something about him—us—that brought out this controlling 

tendency in me. I leaned forward so that I could press my chest against his back, his arms sandwiched between us, and jabbed against his prostate, twisted my hips up as I sawed away. 

“Look at you,” I growled in his ear, lips close, nose buried in his sweat-damp hair. 

“Down on the floor like a fucking dog in heat, desperate to get filled.” He looked back at me with an expression of mixed lust and frustration, eyes trying to focus on my face. 
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“Would it have mattered if it was me that came in through the door, you dirty little whore?” Craig glared at me. “You’d have just let anybody breed your little hole.” 

My own dirty talk, the look of fury and heat on Craig’s face, it was all pushing me to the point of no return. Sweat was making our bodies slide and stick together, and I could feel my balls pulling up, getting ready to unload into him. I didn’t give him any warning, just pushed myself to my deepest and let rip. 

Jaw clenched, I fell back, skin separating with a wet, sticky smack, my dick yanked free of his gaping, slicked ass. I reached down and gave it a few final pulls, milking the last dregs of my climax. Craig sat up, turned to look at me between my raised knees. 

His face was flushed, hair disheveled. 

And then he was crawling up toward me, between my thighs and straddling my 

chest, his slender legs braced either side of me. I expected him to stop, to maybe dip down and kiss me, but he didn’t. He kept moving up until his cock was right against my lips, juicy and fat. 

I didn’t waste any time. I let him ease it into my mouth and started to suck on it. I could smell myself on him, mixed with our sweat, and it was making me dizzy with 

lust. I reached up to stroke across his smooth, flat stomach with one hand while using the other to trace down the crack of his ass and probe into the sticky mess there. 

Three fingers in and he was bucking on top of me, my lips stretched obscenely as 

his cock butted against the back of my throat. I’d gone from being an oral virgin—

scared, in fact—to taking  as much of Craig’s dick as I could without throwing up or passing out from lack of air. I almost mewled in disappointment when he pulled out and rubbed the underside of the long shaft up across my lips and nose, letting me lap at his balls. 

Then it was farther up, and I was licking his taint, the swollen saddle of flesh 

behind his nuts. I realized he was still going, and the taste on my tongue was myself. I tried to sit up, to twist my head, but he gripped me with thighs on either side of my face and, tilting his pelvis, ground his hole on it. 
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I looked up at him, staring past his dick, as he bucked and writhed on me. I 

should’ve been disgusted, but I knew I was hard again, and that—straight or whatever, labels be damned—I was going to end up buried in this as far as my fledgling lusts would ask of me. 

The next time he bore down, I stuck out my tongue, letting it rasp across his 

glistening flesh. He purred with pleasure and rocked himself again on me, fucking his hole with the roughness of my mouth. I could smell his musk, the hot tang of sweat, and my own juice as it oozed out of him and across my face. Craig’s hands were 

gripping my head now, holding me still so that he could grind his ass onto my tongue, his balls tight and nudging against my nose, his breaths coming in short, staccato pants. 

I guess I also knew he was going to come, probably across my face given he 

showed no signs of moving any time soon. I had my own dick in my hand too, jerking myself as I shed another layer of restraint and self-control. Right in front of my eyes I could see Craig’s hand wrapped around his painfully swollen cock, frantically fisting the heavy knob. 

He tensed on me. I felt his ass clench as he came across my nose, my eyes, my 

forehead. Long, heavy slaps of cum that slowly dripped down my cheeks. The feel of it, landing wetly, drove me to my own climax, a smaller puddle but no less satisfying. 

Craig slid his body down mine, brought our lips together, and kissed me, our faces sliding from the shared juices. 

“That was…hot,” he gasped. His pupils were huge. 

“I know,” was all I could say. 

“You want to watch it?” 

Hang on, watch it? What did he mean? 

“I videoed it,” Craig answered my unasked question, pointing to his webcam. I 

looked at him in horror. 

“Please…please tell me that wasn’t live!” 
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He laughed. “Of course not. But I recorded it, for us. Well, more for me really, but you’re welcome to a copy.” 

I could only imagine what it would look like—me pounding Kyle’s hole and then 

licking it—and the thought of a copy existing, even if it was in my hands, hardly filled me with confidence. And yet, what we’d just done had been mind-blowing; I was 

desperate to relive it, even if just on-screen. 

“Turn it on, then,” I told him. “And don’t forget to make me that copy.” 
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Chapter Four 

How long do you have to be fucking a guy before you accept that you’re probably 

not straight? Craig and I had been screwing around for a couple of weeks now, and 

though I knew I loved being buried deep in him—his mouth or his ass, I didn’t much care which—I was no closer to figuring out where that left me in terms of my sexuality. 

I knew, rationally, that Louis was right, that I should forget about trying to label shit and concentrate on what I was enjoying. That sort of liberation doesn’t come easily, though, and our brains automatically want to jump to processing stuff, not just let it slide past. My cock might have no qualms, but my head sure did. 

I’d left Craig’s place that night with the memory of his ass against my lips and a copy of the video documenting it on my phone. I had to resist the urge to watch it on the way home. We’d only got partway through playing it back together before I’d had him bent over the desk, cheek mashed against the keyboard as I plowed his ass, all the while watching as I fucked him on-screen. 

When I got in, there was nobody home. A note on the fridge from my parents said 

they were out with friends, but more importantly that there was money for food on the counter. Coach could be a dragon about eating healthy for the good of the team, but his grumpy bullshit in the locker room isn’t something I’d have to face for days, whereas my rumbling stomach was in the kitchen right here. 

I’d just got off the phone when it rang straight back, quick enough to make me 

think that it was the pizza place itself calling to tell me they were—God forbid—out of pepperoni or something. 

“Yeah?” I answered. There was a slow, drawling chuckle. 

“You got a polite phone voice, dude.” 
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Hang on, Louis? I wasn’t even sure how he’d gotten my number, though maybe it 

had been on one of the team contact sheets I never bothered reading but my mom kept pinned to the fridge. He’d certainly never called me before. 

“Hey, Louis.” I wasn’t sure what to say. Considering the last time I’d seen him I 

was staring at his ass as he left, him having just squeezed my dick, chatting shit on the phone didn’t quite come easily. 

“I wanted to…make sure you were doin’ okay,” he told me. “I know you’re 

processing a whole lot right now.” 

I nodded, then blurted out “yeah” when I remembered he couldn’t actually see 

me. There was a pause. 

“So…if you want to talk, or somethin’.” 

Part of me did. Want to talk, that is, want to blurt out a mile a minute what Craig and I had been doing and how it made me feel and why the thought of being with him, just in his company, was making my body do weird things. But somehow talking about it on the phone with Louis was even weirder than talking about it in a shower, naked, with him. 

“Yeah, kinda,” I hedged. He didn’t say anything. “Just feels a bit…” 

He laughed a little, though it sounded somewhat forced. “Sure, maybe not on the 

phone, yeah?” 

I “mm-hmm’d” my agreement, and he told me “no problem” and hung up. I 

stared at the phone in my hands for a while, trying to figure out where this new—

friendship?—had come from. I’d played alongside Louis for a couple of years now, but I still knew little more about him than I did on day one. He was a good player and a fit guy, and he obviously had a lot going on between his legs, but other than that he was pretty much a mystery to me. 

The doorbell ended up distracting me, and I grabbed the cash off the counter to 

pay the pizza delivery guy. Only, when I opened the door, it wasn’t some kid in a cap with a scooter and my extra large with extra cheese; it was Louis. 
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“Um…” I managed, as he grinned at me. 

“Yeah, bullshit on the phone, so I thought…” 

“We thought,” a voice to the side of him corrected. I looked across to see another guy standing next to him, older somewhat, and who I guessed could only be Louis’s 

brother given the obvious family resemblance. A little taller and a little wider in the shoulders, maybe. Just as handsome. 

“This is my brother, Ty,” Louis told me, nodding at his sibling. “The one I told 

you about.” 

Ty scowled a little at his brother, then held out his hand to me. “Good to meet 

you, Kyle. Louis seems to think we might have some shit to talk through.” 

I was saved by the pizza guy, a lanky white kid I thought I maybe recognized 

from school, who dropped off the food, took the cash, and—with a curious look at the three  of us standing pointedly around the door—finally backed off to where his 

spluttering steed rested against the gate. 

“Look, you want to come in?” I asked them. Louis glanced at the pizza box. “Just 

promise not to tell Coach.” 

I dumped the boxes on the coffee table—I’d gotten chicken wings and some other 

stuff, over-ordering as usual—and went into the kitchen for napkins. My head was 

spinning; when I’d said it was weird talking shit over with Louis on the phone, I really hadn’t meant that he should come over. And bringing his brother? That was just crazy. 

When I went back into the lounge, they were talking together quietly, heads close 


but separating quickly as I walked up and dropped a loose stack of paper napkins next to the pizza. I took the chair opposite them. 

“So, Kyle, my brother tells me you’re getting some dude sex,” Ty said, suddenly. I think I must’ve gone either bone white or bright red. 

“Dude, what the fuck?” Louis shouted, smacking his brother on the leg. My gaze 

flicked between them, eyes wide. 
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Ty seemed entirely unconcerned by either my shock or Louis’s disapproval, 

though, grinning at me across the table. I swallowed, my tongue suddenly feeling too big for my mouth. 

“Look, I know Louis told you about me. That I’m gay. And he said he thought you 

might want to talk with another guy who understands what this shit is like.” I think I nodded. “So, talk to me, dude. Don’t just sit there looking like you’re about to get shot.” 

I glanced at Louis, and he gave me a nod of the head that seemed to say “go on, 

dude,” so I did. 

“There’s this guy from school, another senior,” I started, having to stop and 

swallow again. “He bought me and then we…did stuff, together.” I could see Ty 

frowning some. “I mean, he bought me in the charity auction,” I explained. “And it turned out he’s gay and was, well, interested in me.” 

Ty nodded. “And you…?” 

Now there was the question. I shook my head and quickly shrugged. “Fuck 

knows. I’m meant to be straight, but this afternoon I was…well…” I trailed off, but Ty was grinning and Louis had this sort of “you sly dog” expression on his face. I blushed again. 

“You’re getting some action, and you don’t know if that makes you queer, right?” 

Ty summarized, and I didn’t correct him. He whistled through his teeth. “Confusing shit, man.” 

“Tell me about it,” I agreed, shrugging again. “All I know is when I’m with him, I get…” I glanced down at my crotch, all of a sudden not quite sure how I’d end that sentence. 

Louis chuckled. “Not just with him, dude.” 

I rolled my eyes, watched as Ty gave his brother a playful punch in the shoulder. 

“Jeez, dude.” 
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Louis was unrepentant. “Hey, what?” He laughed. “Dude gets all worked up 

lookin’ at my fine black ass in the shower.” He struck a pose, or as much of one as he could while he was sitting down. “Can’t say I blame him.” 

Ty gave me a loaded look, or was I imagining it? “Whatever, dude,” I shot back at 

Louis. “You were the one holding my dick today.” He gave me the finger, big shit-

eating grin plastered across his handsome face. 

“Come on, bro, feeling up the white boys?” Ty asked him, a smirk of his own 

showing. Louis pouted. 

“Sure, because you never got it with a white guy.” The sly grin spread. “You tell 

me all that bullshit, remember.” 

I admit it; my cock gave a lurch at that. The thought of Ty filling his brother in on what exactly he’d been getting up to. I didn’t think I was a voyeur, or even just a plain pervert, but the idea of them sharing details of their exploits was enough to give me a thrill. 

“So you’re wondering if that means you can’t be straight now?” he asked, and I 

nodded again, not quite trusting my voice. “And you feel wrong for enjoying all the gay sex shit, yeah?” 

I nodded another time, trying to shift inconspicuously in my seat so that I could 

hopefully rearrange my erection in the process. I kinda wished I’d changed into some sweatpants when I got home, because my jeans were feeling pretty tight. 

“Even just thinkin’ about it is enough, eh?” Louis laughed, I guess catching me in the act. I stuck my middle finger up at him, pushed my dick over in my boxers. 

“Just remembering the handjob you gave me,” I shot back, getting a chuckle out of 

Ty in the process. Louis’s expression was unrepentant. 

“So you and this dude…” Ty said, pulling us back on topic. “You like him?” 

I frowned. I mean, obviously I liked Craig. Would I be doing the stuff we were 

doing if I didn’t? 
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“There’s a difference between liking a guy for who he is and liking him for getting your rocks off in his tight hole,” Ty pointed out. I probably blushed again, though my dick gave another twitch. 

“I guess I haven’t really spent much time with him…not…” 

“Fucking,” Louis interjected, finishing my sentence. I nodded my agreement, my 

voice still untrustworthy. 

Ty sat back on the couch, slowly rubbing his hands on a napkin. I had to say, for 

all that I was talking about—and aroused by the thought of—Craig, I wasn’t blind to how good Ty looked. Kinda like Louis but amped up, obviously a couple years older. 

His T-shirt pulled tight across his chest, while his jeans fit snugly against the not-inconspicuous bulge of his crotch. I found myself wondering how he measured up to 

what I knew Louis had going on down there. 

I wasn’t quite sure when I’d gone from looking at girls to guessing how big guys’ 

cocks were. It’s not like it had been a sudden change, like a switch getting thrown. But it also didn’t feel like it had been a long-dormant part of me that had always been 

waiting, getting ready to wake up in the right circumstances. 

Louis had told me he thought sexuality was fluid, but it seemed too easy—and too 

unbelievable—to imagine that it was so much the case that I could randomly be 

attracted to one guy while still being ostensibly straight elsewhere. And even if that was the case, then why was I turned on by Louis and for that matter by his brother? 

No, there was something more to this, I just wasn’t sure whether it was something 

I was willing to face up to yet. Even though I would’ve thought it would be the 

opposite way, in actual fact the physical act of screwing a guy was easier to accept, mentally, I mean. It was coming to terms with the related feelings that was messing with my brain. 

“Look, anyone want a drink?” I stood up, half-turning as soon as I did, trying to 

hide my erection a little. Louis nodded; Ty shook his head. “Coke okay?” 
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I headed into the kitchen as he told me “sure.” I pulled two cans out of the fridge, set them on the counter, and gripped its edges with my hands. Head down, I made a 

weak attempt to get my brain around the situation I found myself in. 

“Trust me; I know it feels fucked-up.” 

Ty’s voice shook me out of my reverie, its tone low and close behind my shoulder. 

I turned, back to the counter edge, and found he stood near to me, just a step or so away, a pensive, thoughtful look on his face. I bit my lip. 

“Kyle,” he started, closing the distance between us. I could smell the faintest hint of his aftershave lingering on his skin as he placed his arms on either side of me, trapping me between them. “Look, you’ve got two options really.” 

I was hyperaware of his body as he talked, but I couldn’t bring myself to push out of the confines of his arms. “Either this kid is special somehow,” Ty was saying, “or you gotta face the idea that you’re gay, or at least bi.” 

As he spoke, he brought his body up against mine, starting at our waists, and then the flatness of his belly pushed against mine; the spring of his pecs jabbed at my own. I knew he’d be able to feel my dick, suddenly rampantly hard again, running thickly 

across my hip. 

“Now, you’ve been checkin’ out my brother in the showers, and I can tell there’s 

something happening down there now too.” I turned away, unable to meet his eyes. 

“Which kinda suggests it might not be some one-time thing.” 

Ty brought his mouth close to my ear. Was he hard too? Could I feel him press at 

me, just as forcefully as I knew I was pushing at him? 

“You’re a good-looking guy, Kyle,” he told me, quietly. His warm breath lapped 

across my ear. “Plenty of dudes would be interested, if you were interested too.” 

Something in my crotch was telling me to push forward, to hump myself against 

this hot older guy. The thickness at his groin was unmistakable now, and I had a 

sudden flashback of reaching out and grabbing hold of Louis’s shaft in the showers. 
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Speak of the devil. “Am I interrupting?” Louis asked. Ty and I looked across to 

where he was standing, back against the cupboards by the kitchen door. He had a sort of knowing smile on his face, but there was something else there too, something I 

couldn’t quite figure out. 

“I was just explainin’ to Kyle what his options might be,” Ty told his brother, his arms still locked in place. I looked between them, Ty’s strong jawline with a hint of stubble, Louis’s half grin, half smirk. Still not looking at me, Ty pressed his hips forward, squeezing our dicks together. I just about resisted the urge to groan. 

“Should I be leaving?” Louis said, pointedly staring down to crotch level and back up again. I shook my head, just a little. He pressed his lips together in a tight smile at that, nodded slowly. 

“Nah,” Ty commented. “Louis gets to hear all the messy details anyway, don’t 

you, bro?” 

The teenager chuckled. “That I do. You can’t seem to resist giving me a blow-by-

blow account, can you?” 

Ty shrugged in reply, and suddenly I felt his thumb graze against my hip, just 

gently  stroking until it had wormed its way under my T-shirt and was smudging 

against my bare flesh. All the time he kept looking at his brother. 

There was some weird energy between them, some odd thing going on that I 

didn’t understand and that I got the feeling I wasn’t really meant to. Like my whole position here was extraneous, completely coincidental to their own dynamic. Ty’s other hand was on me now, fingers stroking at my sides, though neither of us had mentioned it out loud. 

“Got yourself a girlfriend yet, bro?” Ty asked, a teasing note in his voice. 

Louis scowled, but sounded pretty amicable when he told his brother to fuck off. 

Ty laughed at that. 

“My brother,” he told me, still not looking at me, “can’t seem to get comfortable 
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chick to settle down with. I keep trying to set him up, but he keeps telling me they’re just not right. Ain’t that right, bro?” 

Louis crossed his arms, shook his head sadly as he looked down, away. All the 

time I could feel Ty’s hands, now tracing patterns across the small of my back, my T-shirt tugged up between us. 

“And if you ask me, Kyle,” Ty concluded, indifferent to my silence, “my brother 

gets a bit too interested in hearing what I’ve been up to with other dudes.” 

“Fuck off, Ty,” Louis said, not looking up. He tightened his crossed arms some. 

“I’m pretty sure you’re the one who gets off on telling me all about your shit.” 

One of Ty’s hands was flat between my shoulder blades now, the fingers of the 

other gently teasing at my waistband above my ass. I realized I was holding my breath. 

Ty turned to stare at me. 

“Man might have a point, Kyle; I gotta admit it.” Silence, for a moment. “Thing is, other day he comes home and tells me all about this messed-up white boy, head all 

screwed up ‘cause he don’t know where his dick wants to be and so confused he’s 

talking about it to my brother in the shower.” I wanted to look over at Louis, to ground myself somehow by making eye contact with him, but Ty’s hand had squeezed down 

and his palm was cradling my ass cheek. “You ask me, Kyle, my brother got that 

screwed-up white boy on the brain. My brother, he can’t stop thinking about him; he got all screwed-up himself.” 

“Don’t start with that shit, Ty—” Louis started, but his brother interrupted. 

“Playin’ with each other’s dicks in the showers? Tryin’ to undress each other with your eyes every time you look over?” He chuckled. “Man, I don’t need to suck cock to know what’s going on here.” 

Louis shook his head, lips pinched tight. “It’s not like that…” 

“Sure, it’s not,” Ty replied, snorting his disbelief. His fingers gently caressed down the crack of my ass, and for all my uncertainty I felt my legs spread some automatically. 
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“You can’t fuckin’ admit to yourself what you want, so all you can do is watch me get it and get off on that from across the room, right?” 

Fury sparked across Louis’s face for a moment until he looked away. The muscles 

in his neck were taut, corded beneath the skin. Ty pulled his hand out from under my shirt, moved it to the back of my neck as he gazed straight at me. 

“You stirrin’ some shit up, Kyle, some real weird shit, and you don’t even know it, do you?” I shook my head, not trusting my voice. The tip of his finger grazed my hole, the lightest touch imaginable, for the first time, making my lips fall open. “Fuck it…” Ty muttered, almost to himself in resignation. 

I realized he was pulling me in, closing the gap between our lips, and I didn’t stop him. Did I want the kiss? I wasn’t sure, but that didn’t stop me from responding when he slipped in his tongue to duel with mine. The hand on my ass was more insistent 

now, holding our bodies close just as Ty’s other hand was keeping our faces in contact. 

He tasted of spearmint. 

I felt his finger brush across me again, more insistent now, and then once more. At some point I’d reached up to hold the sides of his face as we kissed until he’d let go of my neck, obviously needing no more convincing that I would kiss back. I heard the 

purr of the zipper as he undid his top, and I glanced down—our foreheads pressed 

together—to see his bare chest exposed, muscled, and tapering to his jeans. If Louis was lean and fit, his brother was more built: pecs broad, abs cut. 

Then we were kissing again, one of my hands pressed against his chest—the 

muscle taut under my palm—while the fingertips of the other brushed through the 

close crop of his hair. I still wanted to look over at Louis to see his reaction, but I also didn’t want to lose this moment—one of the first  times I wasn’t with Craig at least, where I was able to think about being with a guy without being flooded with guilt and confusion. Ty’s dominance was letting me focus completely on the sensations here and now, the shivers of pleasure bursting from where I mashed my hardness against what JOCK AUCTION  |  77 

was unmistakably his, the inescapably male feeling of his erection, and knowing that I’d been the one to provoke it. 

He broke the kiss, stared at me and then down between us. Suddenly, after a 

moment where we were both frozen, I was tugging at my jeans, hauling open the 

button and the zipper. Ty grinned, used the hand buried in my boxers to ease my 

underwear down. 

I glanced over at Louis as Ty lifted me onto the countertop, his strong hands 

under my thighs at the sensitive crease where my legs met my cheeks. My teammate 

was watching as his older brother manhandled me, arms still tightly laced across his stomach, his face blank and expressionless. 

The feel of Ty’s fingertips tracing lines up my inner thighs to my balls dragged me back. My dick was rigid, the swollen head pressed up against my stomach, leaving a smudge of precum where the tip kissed my skin. Ty looked up at me, grinning, as his fingers wrapped around the shaft and chuckled as I gasped and my hips bucked my 

length through his fist. 

“Now what do you say, bro?” he asked, still watching my reaction as his fingers 

squeezed the head of my cock. “You want to come over here and suck this?” 

No reaction from Louis. Ty shrugged at me and silently mouthed,  Oh well.  

“Guess I’ll have to do the honors.” 

He ducked down, and before I could react I felt his lips around my dick, sucking 

me into the hot, squeezing wetness of his mouth. I braced myself back on the counter, arms stretched behind me, and gazed down my chest to where the white length of me 

disappeared into him. Until now, only one guy had ever given me a blowjob, but Ty’s technique was definitely different than Craig’s: wetter, somehow, and eager in a 

different way, like he was taking just as much pleasure from controlling me by my dick as I was getting from his attentions to it. With Craig, it always seemed like he got lost in the moment, but Ty seemed more deliberate, more knowing. Practiced, perhaps? 
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He pulled his mouth off me with a pop and gripped my spit-slicked length with 

one hand while he looked over his shoulder at his brother. “Man, he sure leaks a lot, bro.” I could feel myself blushing, the flush of red spreading across my chest, but a rough thumb scraping hard over the tip of my cock made me throw my head back and 

gasp. “You sure you don’t wanna come try some?” 

When I managed to look up, Louis was glaring daggers at Ty, but he wasn’t 

budging. Ty looked back at me, an expression of mock confusion on his face. “I just don’t get it, Kyle,” he told me, voice pointedly loud enough to carry across the room. 

“He’s so fuckin’ open-minded, full of pride at being the least judgmental guy in this whole fucked-up little town, but at the same time he’s afraid to do exactly what I know he really wants to.” I wanted to shrug, but I was panting too hard to do anything else. 

“Why don’t you tell him what you want instead?” 

I stared across the kitchen at Louis. Was the fury in his eyes when he looked at his brother the equal of the lust I saw when he stared at me? I couldn’t begin to fathom their relationship, but I knew—in this moment—how fucking horny I was. 

“Please come and suck me, Louis, please…” I sighed, voice wheedling. 

When I saw him wince, I immediately regretted it. 

“Maybe he just doesn’t…” I started to say to Ty, feeling suddenly uncomfortable, 

but he didn’t let me finish. 

“Aww, fuck him,” the older brother spat, dipping his head again to envelop my 

cock in his pistoning wetness and send shards of pleasure through my spine. 

“This is how he is, Kyle,” Ty said with what sounded like true venom in his voice 

as he pulled off me and ran my slick cock through his fist. “I come home, and I tell him all the gay shit I’ve been doing, and he sits there pretending he doesn’t give a fuck, and then he runs away to jerk off in the bathroom and pretend it’s not dudes that he’s thinking about.” He scowled over his shoulder. “Ain’t that right, Louis, yeah? It’s okay for your brother to do this nasty-ass shit, but fuck no, you’re not gonna admit to wanting it too.” 

JOCK AUCTION  |  79 

I could feel Ty scooping up the precum from around my balls and the thick base of 

my shaft, and then his fingertip circling my hole again. I could guess what was coming next, but I still gasped when he slid his forefinger inside me. 

“Even when some fuckin’ gay-ass white kid puts his fuckin’ dick in your hand, 

you still pussy out,” Ty taunted him. I wanted to complain about being the “gay-ass white kid,” but I was too busy trying to breathe after Ty had slicked another finger deep into my ass. My toes were curling, my legs uncontrollably lifting my heels from where they’d been perched on the cupboard door handles. 

It meant I didn’t notice that Louis had crossed the room and that the first I realized that he’d punched his brother in the side of the face was when Ty toppled over to the floor, his fingers yanked unceremoniously from my hole as he sprawled half-dazed. 

Louis’s face was like thunder as he glared down at his brother, and then he was staring at me, nostrils flared as he took deep, angry breaths. I froze in place until he pulled our heads together and was kissing me, kissing me hard, his hands seemingly trying to 

touch as much of me as he could at the same time and unable to fix on any one spot for longer than a second. 

He pushed at me, forcing my body back until I was half folded between the wall 

and the countertop, pulling on my hips until my ass was hanging off the edge and he could lean down between my flailing thighs and sandwich my torso between him and 

the marble. I heard coughing and then laughing from the floor. I couldn’t see Ty but could hear his reaction, a snort of disbelief. 

“Well, it’s about fuckin’ time,” I heard him say, but I was too busy with Louis to think about that, pulling at his shirt until his smooth, lithe torso was bare. He pushed my shirt up, the fabric catching around my neck, and ground his chest onto mine, 

running his tongue up my jawline as he humped on top of me. When I saw Ty stand up behind his brother, for a moment I wondered if he was about to hit him back, but 

instead I heard the unmistakable  sound of a belt being undone and realized Ty was helping Louis off with his jeans. 
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Louis stood up, one hand resting on my stomach, and twisted back to look at his 

brother. For a moment they stood there in silence, Louis’s hand on Ty’s cheek where he’d hit him, and then Ty grinned and nodded at me, and Louis looked where I lay with utter hunger in his eyes. A twitch of his hips and his jeans were down, the slab of his erection clear through the cling of his boxer briefs, and though he was out of my 

grasp—towering between my thighs—I still reached out to him, wanting to have him as naked as I’d seen in the showers. 

After a beat he did the honors, deft fingers pulling down his shorts and allowing 

the thick spring of his cock to bounce free. I watched as he ran  his dick through his hand—one languid, confident stroke from root to tip, all the while Louis staring at me, biting his lip. 

“I don’t…” I started, but then Louis was against me again, kissing me, and I felt 

my cock clash with his, our rigid lengths trapped between us as he humped his body on my own. Ty stood back, leaning against the wall and watching us. 

And inside…inside my body was singing and wailing, the lust and pent-up 

emotion firing every neuron, while a tiny voice somewhere in my brain asked me what this meant to what I had with Craig, what he’d say if he found out I was squeezed 

between the kitchen counter and my studly teammate, and whether—despite having 

said nothing, discussed nothing, agreed nothing—this was cheating in some strange 

way. 

That voice never quieted, never actually stopped, but it was drowned out all the 

same, beaten into little more than background static by the overwhelming rush of 

Louis’s face in my hands, his lips on mine, and the growing slickness as our cocks made their leaking presence known. He stood up, lips trailing down my chin until he pulled back, took my dick in his hand, and ran his fist along the sticky length. 

“Pussy…” Ty chuckled, and Louis glared over his shoulder at him as he dipped to 

let my knob ease between his lips, and then his tongue swarmed eagerly around my tip. 

Before long I was bucking my hips, trying to jam as much of myself into his throat as JOCK AUCTION  |  81 

he’d let me, though Louis’s strong hand—fingers splayed and dimpling my flesh—held my pelvis down. 

It was different from Craig, again. Craig was softer, more tentative in how he 

sucked me—he only got really wild when I fucked his face, and even then it was my 

hips doing the work. But Louis, though…he was a whole other story. It felt like he was in charge, even though it was my cock getting sucked—his hands controlling me, 

setting the pace, his tongue grinding against the flare of my knob until I cringed from the overwhelming sensations. 

And then, where Ty’s fingers had been, Louis’s followed. First, one slick digit 

eased into the tight confines, and then a second alongside it, twisting and stretching me open as I ground myself against his probing fingers. In turns he’d jam his hand hard against me, forcing a finger or two as deep as he could, and then pull out, running the rough pad of his thumb around my hole to make me twitch and gasp. 

I guess I knew then that I was gonna get fucked. So far I’d done stuff with Craig 

that I’d never thought I’d do—that I’d never even fantasized about, let alone been in a place to try. But now, with Louis teasing my ass as his brother looked on, I knew that I was going to end up taking the next step; I’d inevitably let him fuck me, if that’s what he wanted to do. 

Was Louis gay? That’s what Ty kept suggesting, but his comments to his brother 

seemed more about winding him up than anything necessarily truthful. And, if Louis was gay, what did that make me—on my back, with half his hand jammed in me and 

the thought of getting pounded by his dick at the very forefront of my brain? Maybe we needed a new word, a different name we could use, something that didn’t carry the 

backstory of “gay” but that wasn’t so restrictive and inaccurate as “straight,” since the one thing I was pretty sure about was that it no longer properly described me. 

In fact, the one word that did describe me most accurately in this moment was 

“horny,” and I’m pretty sure Louis was the same. His strong, deft fingers were wrapped around my cock, gently coaxing precum out of the glistening tip, while his other hand 82  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

was loosening my virgin hole. I’d seen Louis’s dick. I knew how big it was, but the thought of it wasn’t putting me off somehow; instead, I was itching to have him inside of me. 

It seemed like Ty was similarly impatient, as I watched him step up behind his 

brother again and lean in close until his lips were nearly against his ear. Louis’s eyes were fixed on mine, frowning with concentration. Ty peered over his shoulder and 

down to where the tip of his brother’s prick kissed my loosened entrance. 

“Better than pussy, bro…” I heard him whisper, and then everything else became 

secondary to the sensations between my legs. Everything I’d known about size 

somehow felt like a complete underestimation, as the flare of his cock bruised its way through. 

He paused as I caught my breath again, tried to will myself to relax. Craig had 

seemed to enjoy it far more than I was right now, but then again Craig had been 

practicing with his fingers at the very least for a while; in contrast, it was only in the past few weeks that I’d even begun to realize the potential for pleasure that my ass could bring. 

Picturing Craig—on all fours as I leaned my weight against him, skewering him 

deep—was what started the turn from pain into pleasure. I don’t know if my ass gave up fighting or just decided it had been stretched enough, but suddenly I was thinking more about how Louis’s dick would feel deeper inside me rather than whether I’d ever walk again when he pulled it out. 

“Kid’s ready for you…” Ty purred. I felt the ridge of Louis’s cock bump against 

my prostate and couldn’t help but groan, hoping he’d pull back and then nudge it 

again. Instead, though, Louis buried himself deep, until his hips were wedged between my spread thighs, his smooth, muscled torso hovering scant inches over my own. 

I leaned up, let my lips trail over his. Louis had his eyes closed, a slight frown creasing his forehead; as we touched, he dipped closer to me, the gap between our 
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pecs. Our tongues met, mouths giving up any semblance of tenderness as our kiss 

became hungry, eager. 

I wrapped my fingers around his finely shaped skull, gripped his closely-cropped 

scalp as his hips began to move. I felt his cock pull back, grind gently against my prostate sending shivers up my back, and then demand its way back through, forcing my ass to accept it. 

I realized I was whimpering when his hands began gently stroking up my flanks, 

when I heard his voice close to my ear. “Relax, dude,” he told me, in a quiet, intimate voice. “I know you want this. I want it too.” 

It was the intimacy—the feeling that I was more than just some alternative to 

pussy—that broke down the final barriers. I began to lift my hips, meeting Louis’s thrusts, felt the cling of our sweat-filmed skin as it kissed together and apart. My arms were around his neck and my legs around his starkly tapered waist, hugging myself to him, reveling in the feeling of fullness and the shaking pleasure radiating out from my tender midsection. 

I could sense my own climax ready to crest, knew that the sensations were driving 

me over the edge. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna come,” I moaned, breathless and light-

headed. Louis lifted his chest off me and peered down between our bodies to where my dick was red and swollen, the tip glossy. 

“Fuck…” he muttered, and it was the feel of his cock popping out of my ass—a 

final, torturing stretch of my tired muscle—that made me burst, the first spurt 

splattering his face as he ducked to bury my dick in his mouth. The next spurt, and the next, went down his throat, the rest sliding down his cheek and to his chin as he 

swallowed over and over. 

Then he was standing, fisting his hardness, until he soaked my twitching hole 

with cum, letting the first two blasts coat the crack of my ass before pushing his dick through the mess and back inside me, leaving the rest as deep as he could manage it. 
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Louis’s body fell down onto me; I tasted cum and sweat as he kissed me, our tongues mashing. His flesh was roasting hot, and I was sure I was just as flushed. 

When he pulled off me, let his softening cock slip from my gooey insides, I looked down at him between my spread legs. He looked serious again, and then his face lit up in a grin as he caught my own expression. 

“Dude, you look fucked.” He laughed, running a strong hand down my inner 

thigh to end up gently squeezing my balls. I smiled back at him. 

“I know who I’m blaming for that.” 

Ty chuckled at that one, nudging his brother’s shoulder playfully as he looked 

down at my prone form. “Not half bad for a first timer,” he teased, putting his arm round Louis’s shoulders and pulling him into a side hug. I couldn’t help but notice how attractive both of them were, or, indeed, how Ty’s jeans were bulging. 

I pointedly looked down and then over at Louis, nodding at his older brother’s 

cock as it pressed heavily against the denim. Louis looked down and then rolled his eyes. 

“Seriously, dude, can’t you control that thing?” 

Ty shrugged, grinning. 

Meanwhile I sat up, back beginning to ache from the weird angle and the cold of 

the countertop. Louis smirked at me. Ty just grinned some more. 

Something in the back of my mind was asking whether it would be hot to try 

something with Ty then. To maybe drop to my knees and put my face where his hand 

was, to eventually add his contribution to my well-stretched ass. But I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. Ty seemed like a nice enough guy, but he was still practically a stranger, and it seemed somehow too much to go from being a virgin to taking two guys in quick succession, even if my cock was plumping a little again at the thought of it. 

“I should…shower and stuff,” I told them, bringing Ty out of his reverie. He 
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seem that way. He was just happy that he’d finally tipped his brother over the edge into realizing something important about himself. 

“Yeah, dude, we should probably let you take care of business,” Ty drawled. 

Louis looked a little embarrassed at that, and the slightly bashful look was enough to make me put my hand out against his cheek, the strength of the feelings of affection taking me by surprise. 

“I’ll see you soon, though, right?” I asked him, and he nodded and then bent 

down to pull up his jeans and his boxers. I hopped down off the counter, thankful of Ty’s steadying arm as my cramping legs made me stumble. His hand slipped down my 

back to rest on my ass cheek, and I looked up at him pointedly. 

“Hey, some of us don’t get to see you in class,” he pointed out, shrugging. I rolled my eyes, but I was smiling all the same. 

When they’d gone and I’d locked the door, I knew it was time for a shower. My 

body stank of sweat, and I could feel Louis’s cream slicking in the crack of my ass. I made a mental note to clean up the kitchen too, since I didn’t really want to explain to my parents why it smelled of guy sex. 

I was waiting for the water to warm up when my phone bleeped. As I thumbed 

through Craig’s text message, I suddenly started to think about him again, not us 

fucking, like I’d pictured while Louis worked me over, but what exactly he’d think when—if—he found out what I’d been doing. Did he assume we were exclusive, or that he was at the very least the guy I exclusively fucked when I was in the mood for 

fucking guys? Had I inadvertently crossed some line without even thinking of the 

consequences? 

 When can I C U?  he’d asked. 

I thumbed out a noncommittal  Soon in reply and quickly got back  Hope so, I need 2 

 get fucked ;).  

Should I tell him I knew how that felt now? Or would he get pissed that he’d not 

been the one to take my ass the first time? 
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All of a sudden things had gotten very complicated. 
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Chapter Five 

I got two more texts from Craig that night, the first one playful, then, when I 

didn’t respond, one that seemed a bit colder, though maybe that was me reading into things. 

It wasn’t that I wasn’t interested in him. In fact, even though I’d just been well fucked—literally—I was itching to go round there and see him. Maybe show him some 

of what Louis had shown me. And I knew, from his dirty messages, that he’d like it. 

I could picture him answering the door and then, before he’d even had a chance to 

close it properly, me pushing him up against the wall and kissing him. Force my hand up his shirt to reach his nipples, pinch and twist them until he was yelping and 

whimpering. Hold his hand against the bulge in my jeans, show him just how hard I 

was, and then turn him around, arms and legs spread, so that I could peel down his skinnies and jam myself inside him. 

Something between us had evolved into this weird power play. I wasn’t the most 

aggressive guy around, for all that I was on the team, but when I was fucking Craig, there was something about his compliant nature that made me want to control him. 

He said it was the straight boy in me trying to punish him for turning me gay, or 

at least making me do gay stuff, joking about it I was guessing. All I knew was that, when he was on his knees with his cock bobbing between his thighs, my precum 

glossing up his swollen, puffy lips, and his eyes all glassy, nothing was as loud as the voice in my head telling me to fuck his throat as hard as I could. 

So I knew I could go by and we could have sex and that it would probably feel 

great. But there was something stopping me from responding, and I could only assume that the “something” was what I’d just done with Louis. 
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Louis knew about Craig. Had seen some of the messages he’d sent me. I’d told 

him some of the stuff we’d done. And though I wasn’t exactly friends with the guy—he was really too quiet, too reserved to call us that—we’d suddenly gotten a whole lot closer than I’d ever assumed we might. 

He’d taken my virginity. And the weird thing was, I wasn’t freaking out because a 

guy had reamed my ass but because I suddenly realized the other guy in my life might be seriously pissed off if he found out about it. 

Saturday morning I put him off with a message saying I had to do some chores for 

my dad. I even hung out with the old man some, helping sort through the interminable boxes in the garage as he puzzled at my uncommunicative grunts, my thoughts 

elsewhere. Saturday afternoon it was grocery shopping with my mom. Saturday 

evening, it was a family meal that I couldn’t get out of, but I could tell by the subtext of Craig’s replies—that unspoken tone I already knew to read into his texts—that he was getting pissed off and worried. 

That was the kicker, I think, that I knew he’d worry. That he’d assume he was 

doing something wrong, or that I’d suddenly decided that all this boy-sex stuff was not for me and that I’d rejected him without doing the decent thing and outright telling him that we weren’t going to be hooking up anymore. 

Because, when I stopped and thought about it—which, to be honest, I didn’t much 

enjoy doing since it made me feel even more guilty—I knew full well that, for Craig, this wasn’t just hooking up. This was him really liking me and wanting to be with me, and if we were fucking, then it was because so far that was all I was comfortable 

enough to do with him. 

By Sunday the guilt was like a dull headache wrapped across the back of my skull. 

I knew I couldn’t keep putting him off, but at the same time I wasn’t sure what I could tell him. Part of me wanted to come clean, but another part—the part that kept 

reminding me that, no matter what Craig  might want, we weren’t boyfriends or 

anything like that—was telling me to play it cool, coast it out. Treat Louis and what had JOCK AUCTION  |  89 

happened with him and his brother as a fucked-up learning experience, one that didn’t need to be talked about. 

Never mind the fact that I’d spent an hour on Saturday night jerking off to the 

thought of how he’d felt inside me, and ended up climaxing, hard, with two fingers wedged in me and my body taut like a wishbone. 

 Feel like UR ignoring me.  

I must’ve sat on my bed staring at his message for five minutes. Knowing that, as 

each second ticked by, Craig was likely staring at his own phone and wondering what was taking me so long; why I wasn’t texting him right back? 

 Family stuff, I thumbed out, hating myself for the deceit with each press.  Sorry.  

It was less than a minute before my phone buzzed again. 

 Can I C U today? Plz???  

There are some things you can’t say no to, I realized. Even when you don’t know 

what you’re going to actually say. 

 I can come by tonight.  

And then it was done, and I’d committed. I spent the rest of the afternoon pacing 

around like a caged animal until my parents told me to go for a run or do pushups or something, anything, because I was driving them crazy. I knew how they felt. In my head I was going just as mad, twice as quickly. I paced around all the possible ways I could rescue the situation, somehow get to a place where I didn’t have to tell Craig anything, perhaps, or where he’d laugh it off, or find it hot, or…something. Anything. 

Could I talk to my parents about it? Try to explain what their only child was going through, the screwed-up situation he’d found himself in after eighteen years of being pretty much the perfect offspring? I’d never given them any cause to worry about me, never fallen off the sensible path that, even if they’d not described was mine in so many words, we all knew had been set out for me. 
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I wasn’t sure exactly what I wanted, only that it probably involved getting out of this screwed-up, no-hope little town that most people wouldn’t even recognize as 

existing, never mind be able to find on a map. Landlocked and small-minded and with more churches than Starbucks. Trapped here, the most excitement—and that was being generous—was an hour’s drive away in Grand Rapids, and the only chance of freedom 

being some prewritten path my parents had sketched out with the very best of 

intentions, having never actually asked me first. 

I only left the house when the weight of unspoken expectations began to equal my 

dread of facing Craig. 

When I rang his doorbell, I could hear him clatter—even barefoot, as I knew he 

would be—down the stairs, racing to get to the door. I felt the tightness in my chest surge back, a pair of cold-fingered hands clench around my lungs as he stood, clinging to the edge of the frame, staring at me. 

I’d forgotten how quickly I’d come to recognize his moods, his thoughts, just from the look on his face. 

“You coming in?” 

I nodded, walked through, and started straight up the stairs to his room. I heard 

the door close, his feet padding—more relaxed now—on the treads behind me. The rest of the house seemed cold and still, as though we were the only warmth inside. 

He shut his bedroom door gingerly, as if afraid the sound of it slamming might 

frighten me off. I could only guess how confused he might be, what his anxieties about my cold feet were, how antsy and nervous he must be feeling. When I turned to look back at him, I could see all that concern locked in the tightness across his cheekbones that pulled at the muscles around his eyes and in the slight forced tension of his ever-so-casual smile. 

“Hey,” I said, quietly, made myself smile too. Suddenly I was very aware of the 

movements of my face, as though I had to make a conscious effort to assume and stick to each expression. Think through the things that normally came naturally. 
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“Hey, Kyle,” he replied. Leaning back against the door, its handle clutched in both hands at the small of his back, made his frame look narrower, slighter, left him looking more vulnerable. 

“So, look, I’ve just been…” I started, but he shook his head. I looked down where 

my feet were scuffing lines in the carpet. 

“I get it. You don’t have to explain anything, okay? You just got…I dunno. 

Freaked-out, or something.” 

I found myself shaking my head, made myself stop. It would be so easy to accept 

that excuse, the easy out. Let him think that I’d just had a pang of sexual conservatism; go along with it until, maybe, one day I ended up thinking that’s what it really had been too. 

Craig crossed over to me as I was thinking it through; I felt his hand touch the side of my face gently, fingers easing behind me to cradle the back of my head, lace their way through my hair. 

“Kiss me,” he told me, and I reached up without looking, took hold of his wrist, 

and pulled him down until he was straddling my lap. I could smell him, the warm 

boyishness I’d grown so used to, and I couldn’t help but close my eyes and, with one arm wrapped around his torso, bring him near to me until our lips could meet. 

He was cautious, at first—perhaps he thought I’d still yank away—and then more 

confident, more aggressive. His hands were in my hair, tilting my head so that our noses simply rubbed together rather than crushing against the other, his lips parting and his tongue eagerly seeking my own. Craig shuffled forward on his knees, thighs hot against me, until his crotch was pressed firmly on mine, the only gap between us the mild arch as he brought his face down to my level. 

“Is your mom home?” My voice was husky, words clumsy. He shook his head. 

“She’s working. Always working. It’s like we’re strangers most of the time.” He 

sighed. “I can’t be mad at her. She’s on her own and someone has to pay the bills, I guess.” Craig’s fingertips pushed against my scalp as he held us close. 
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It was familiar, and it  felt so good, and I found myself—even with all the 

anxiety—reacting, responding to him. Letting my fingertips graze the hem of his shirt, the slice of warm skin in the gap between it and his jeans, and then ran my palms up the back of his ribs. Tracing their outlines against taut flesh, feeling rather than hearing the soft moan from deep in his chest. 

He pushed at me, insistent, and I fell back on the bed, Craig toppling with me so 

that our lips never parted. He was hungry now, alternating kissing me with biting on my lips, my tongue. Nipping at the skin until I thought it might break. I let my hands trail down until the curve of his ass filled my palms through denim. 

Sitting up, suddenly, he peeled off his shirt, his skin pale but a spreading flush across his chest. As he leaned back down, he pushed up my T-shirt so that our bodies could press together, nothing between us. I slipped my hand under him, tugged at the buttons at his fly until his jeans gaped, then eased the clinging material over the curve of his cheeks, his briefs with it. 

Now I could run my fingers from his bare shoulders down across the taper of his 

waist and around the jut of his ass. Craig pushed back against my hands, the moan 

cracking into a shuddering groan as I slipped my fingertips between his cheeks so they could graze his entrance. He buried his face in the crook of my neck as I pawed and pulled at him. I reached down to stroke at the soft skin where his balls joined his body before dragging my touch up to tug at his tightness, circling around it until I could feel his muscles loosening, his humming excitement giving way to a sort of buzzing 

eagerness. 

I rolled us now, turned us on the bed so that he was underneath me, legs 

awkwardly wrapped around my waist, or at least as much as his jeans would let him. I sat up, pulled his pants off and then my shirt up and tucked behind my neck, the arms cinched tight around my shoulders. Craig looked at me with hunger in his expression, and I placed one palm flat on his groin, just above the closely-cropped buzz of his hair, as the fingers of the other jerked open my jeans. 
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He reached over, under his pillow, as I pushed my clothes down my thighs, 

pulling out a tube of lube and letting the glistening liquid trickle out down the crack of his ass. Eyes locked on my face, he let his fingers play across his hole, pushing at it until he was fingering himself—one finger first, then two, until I couldn’t just watch any longer, until I had to grab his hand and guide his movements, driving deeper into his body, holding him there until he whimpered and bucked against me. 

I took his hand, let it close around my cock in a loose, slippery grip. Felt him 

corkscrew around it until the whole length was wet and ready. Leaning forward, I 

carelessly pinned his wrist down, his other hand gently resting on the back of my neck, and guided my dick against him. 

He grunted as I broke in, his flesh resisting for a moment and then gaping around 

me, the tightness suctioning my cock as it sank all the way inside him. Craig’s erection pushed eagerly at me as I gave a jolt of my hips, buried that last tiny fraction deep, drove a shuddering gasp from the bottom of his lungs. 

“Oh God, I needed this,” he muttered to me, cheek pressed flat against the sheets. 

I nudged at his face with my  own until he was looking up at me, mashed our lips 

together as I dragged my pelvis back, and then ground it into him again. He twitched and writhed underneath, thighs clamped around my body. 

There was a sudden flash of Louis between my legs, as deep in me  as I was in 

Craig, the memory of meeting his thrusts with my own movements. I groaned, 

bottomed out in him as the companion thought of my ass being forced to take my 

teammate’s inches filled my mind. I could feel myself tingling with the echo of the sensation. 

“What…what have you done to me, Craig?” I grunted, my body pounding into 

him harder now, his mouth dropping into an O as I fucked the breath from him. “What did you turn me into?” 

“Oh jeez, Kyle,” he gasped, hands clinging to the bed sheets. “Use me, just keep 

doing that.” 
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I hissed, somehow angry all of a sudden, the twinned memories of Craig 

unexpectedly kissing me that first strange day and Louis’s cock easing into my needy hole mixing into a haze of confusion. Life had been so fucking easy until all this, just girls and wondering how to get girls, and the team, and schoolwork, and just getting through each day until, well, whatever came next. 

And then Craig had come along and fucked things up—fucked me up in the head, 

made me see stuff and think about stuff that should’ve just stayed fucking buried, that I could’ve gone my whole life never thinking about—and now I didn’t have a clue what I was or what I was doing anymore, just seemed to ricochet from one screwed up 

experience to the next. 

Without thinking about it, I’d pinned Craig’s arms above him, my upper body 

stretched out across his as I hammered my hips into him. His eyes were glazed, mouth gaping, as my dick slapped wetly inside. All the anger and the confusion and the guilt were slopping out of me now, boiling and foaming away as I reamed him. 

“You fucking made me, Craig,” I muttered, feeling his ass twitch around me. “You 

did all this.” 

The gasps were coming out of him in sharp judders now, his torso clenching. 

When it started, I almost didn’t recognize the sound as being from him at all, deep and guttural until he let out a panting groan, and I felt him blast between us, slick against my humping body. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I spat, the rhythm of him on me milking out my own climax. 

“Oh…oh, fuck…” 

I buried myself deep, as far inside him as I could as I surged over the crest of my orgasm. Felt my balls try to turn themselves inside out. I’d let Craig’s hands go, but he’d left them where I’d pinned them, crossed above his head as his rib cage swelled with each shaky breath. I propped myself up on wobbling arms. 

And then, all of a sudden, I felt the groundswell of guilt flood across me. 
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“Shit, Craig… I mean…” I started. His eyes were closed, skin blotchy. “Are you… 

I mean, I just got…carried away, I guess.” 

He looked up at me then, his expression almost unreadable. I frowned again. 

“Are you…” 

He still didn’t say anything, just watched me. I sat up, felt our bodies part stickily, a combination of cum and sweat gluing us together at the waist. My dick, still thickly swollen, dragged free of him. He looked red, abused. 

“What did you mean, I made you?” he asked me, suddenly. I glanced away, not 

quite able to meet his gaze. 

“It was just, y’know, heat of the moment stuff,” I mumbled. Now it was Craig’s 

turn to frown. 

“The fuck it was, Kyle.” His voice was even, tone level, but there was something 

more to it, something clipped and dangerous. I stood up, feeling self-conscious. 

“I dunno, Craig.” He waited a moment, gaze unflinching. 

“You blame me for all this, don’t you?” he asked me. How could I answer that? 

When I didn’t say anything, he filled the silence himself. “Jesus, so you fucked a guy a few times.” 

I reached down, tried to untangle my boxers and tug them back into place. “I 

just…” But I had no way to finish it. 

“Is it really so difficult?” 

I shook my head, though I wasn’t sure whether I was saying no or just saying that 

I couldn’t find any words at all. 

“I think I fucked up,” was all I could manage. 

He looked at me. I gave up on my fly, the button fastening too complicated for my 

current mental state. 

“With me?” 

I looked at him, forcing myself to meet his stare. 
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“There was a guy.” 

Had the color drained from his cheeks when I said that? Was I imagining it? 

“A guy…” Some of the confidence from his voice was missing now; there was a 

hint of that first wavering uncertainty that I’d heard back when I met him. 

“On my team. A guy on my team.” He shook his head, not quite able to 

understand what I was telling him. “I got confused about…about you and me, and 

what it  made me… And it turned out he understood, because…well, because he felt 

similar things. And then some stuff happened.” 

Craig crossed his arms across his chest. It was a defensive gesture, like he was 

closing off from me somehow. I fought the urge to reach  down and take hold of his hands. It felt too much like how I’d manhandled him into place just moments before, when we’d been caught up in the sex. 

“You fucked him?” he asked me, eventually, voice small. 

I couldn’t keep the gaze, not then. “He fucked me.” 

A beat. Nothing more. And then suddenly Craig was off the bed, sidestepping 

around me, and reaching for the door. I shifted to block him almost without thinking, feeling us clatter into the wall by the door frame, gripping his shoulders as he twisted and pushed at me. 

“Craig, please…” But he was fighting back now, more than the playful 

roughhousing we seemed to slip into, actually throwing his weight against me to get past. 

“You bastard, you fucking…” His voice sounded choked up, a mixture of anger 

and pain making it deeper than normal, gouging a rough edge to his tone. “You let me think…that we… But all the time you had some fucking jock nailing you on the side.” 

I tried to hold him back, tried to muscle his body against the wall with my torso. 
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he kicked me with bare feet. I could hear a low, steady murmuring, and I realized it was me, a constant muttering of “please, Craig, please” as I held him. 

“Oh fucking damn you, Kyle,” he gasped, curses punctuated with sobs now—

deep, racking convulsions as his emotions finally betrayed him. I pulled him close, tried to hug his body as he made feeble efforts to hold me off. Felt my lips against his ear, the soft skin behind it, trailed a string of kisses down to the side of his neck. 

“You’re a fucking bastard.” Craig groaned, head turned away from me. I brushed 

my lips across the salty hollow of his collarbone, letting one hand slide down to cup his ass. 

“I’m sorry, Craig. I’m sorry,” I whispered, feeling him shake as the emotions took him. I let my fingertips ease along the bumps of his spine, pressing at the knotted tension across his back. “You’ve got to believe me, please.” 

He leaned his head forward, forehead resting on my shoulder, body still tense 

between my arms. As I grazed between his slicked cheeks, I felt the betrayal of his erection as it started to press, hardening, at my hip. 

“I know I’ve been so bad. I’ve let you down.” My voice was low, contrite; I slipped a fingertip into the wetness of him as I began to sink down his body and planted 

featherlight kisses down his stomach. 

“Kyle, please… just…” I didn’t let him finish—didn’t want him to tell me to stop, 

to go, to never come back again—only took the head of his dick into my mouth and, 

with a long breath, let the length of him sink into my throat as I pushed my finger deeper on the other side. Focused everything I could on sending waves of pleasure 

down his cock to radiate out through him, as though the thrum of an orgasm could 

drive out the anger and deception I knew he felt. 

Two fingers then, Craig feeling soft and wet as his prick hardened more to my 

efforts. I gulped around the flare of his head as I alternated between driving as much of him as I could inside and then pulling back to nuzzle on the tip, letting it bump against the insides of my cheek or the ridges along the roof of my mouth. 
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Soon I could feel him shaking again, bouncing slightly on the balls of his feet, and then his hands tapping and then knocking at my head, my shoulders as I hooked my 

fingers down to jab at his prostate. With a gasp, I felt him flood my mouth, sharp and sudden. 

Feeling a stinging smack to the side of my head, I tugged back, momentarily 

surprised, and looked up in time to see Craig’s expression as he hit me again, a look of bitter fury on his face that sent me toppling onto my hastily outstretched hands. 

“You… What the…what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Craig slid out from 

between my thighs and across the wall, stepping around me. “You need to go, Kyle. 

Just…go.” 

I stumbled to my feet, arms out, conciliatory. 

“Look, Craig, we need to—” 

“We don’t need to anything, Kyle,” he snapped back. He tugged on a T-shirt, 

turned away from me to step into his briefs. Didn’t look back when he told me, “I can’t be with you right now, not after…” 

I pulled my shirt down, finally managed to get the top button of my jeans finally 

fastened. 

“Craig.” 

He didn’t say anything for a moment. The silence spooled out between us, 

growing thicker and more leaden with each passing second. 

“Go, Kyle.” 

I left. 

It was a cold night out, the sudden chill from a cloudless day, but I couldn’t bring myself to go straight home. So I walked instead, fists dug deep into my jacket pockets, shoulders hunched as I churned over every word we’d spoken to each other that 

evening, trying to figure out if I could’ve handled it better somehow, told him in such a way that didn’t leave him hating me. 
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Because he hated me. 

That was the conclusion I couldn’t escape. The knowledge that Craig—this guy I 

hardly knew, really, had never done much more than make the briefest, vaguest of eye contact with in passing before a few weeks ago—now wanted nothing to do with me. 

The thought of it made me feel sick to my stomach. 

I could still taste him in my mouth, feel the throb of him as he’d sprayed my 

tonsils. I knew I’d screwed up royally there too—trying to use sex as if it was some mend-all bandage, like I could make him forget that I’d fucked another guy by fucking with him some more. 

I fished my phone out of my pocket for maybe the twentieth time and checked to 

see if I had any messages. Or, more accurately, if Craig had replied to my message, a hastily thumbed-out   I’m sorry  that I sent him almost as soon as my feet touched the pavement outside his house. 

Nothing. For the twentieth time, nothing. 

Somehow I resisted the urge, near overwhelming, to punch out another text, to tell him again how sorry I was, to ask him to see me as the dumb, confused, horny teenage screwup who required getting things so incredibly wrong to realize what he should’ve done right. But how do you put that down in a little over a hundred characters? 

Or I could call Louis. I hadn’t spoken to him since, well, since we fucked, and the knowledge of what we’d done hung over me like a noxious cloud. And yet…if anybody 

was going to understand, it would be him, surely? 

I stared at his number for a long while, the backlight of the screen going out a 

couple of times as I tried to decide what to do. In the end I stabbed the Call button and jammed the phone against my ear, hugged my other arm around my chest against the 

cold. 

“Hello?” 

I took a deep breath. “Hey, Louis…it’s Kyle.” 
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He chuckled, that rich, burbling sound I’d somehow grown so familiar with. 

“Hey, Kyle, long time no speak, my friend.” 

I wasn’t sure what to say, the silence loading up. Nothing but the hiss of 

background static. 

“Look, I…I really need to talk to someone,” I eventually stuttered. “I really need to talk to you.” 

“Sure, dude.” Should I tell him this wasn’t a sex call? That I wasn’t calling him 

with getting naked in mind? 

I’d somehow made my way back to where I’d parked my car. “Can I drive over?” 

I asked him. 

“Of course, yeah,” he told me. 

It didn’t take me long to get to Louis’s house, but I couldn’t bring myself to get out and ring the doorbell, make small talk with his parents, try to explain why I was 

visiting him in the middle of the night when, as far as they knew at least, we’d never hung out before. I called him again instead and told him I was parked outside. 

A minute later he was closing the screen door behind himself and zipping up his 

jacket as he walked down the path toward the car. I tried not to grip the wheel until my knuckles were white, but it was tough. 

Louis slid into the seat next to me, rubbed his hands briskly. 

“Jeez, it’s freezing out there.” He looked across, maybe trying to gauge my mood 

some. 

I couldn’t meet his stare, just stayed gazing ahead out at the darkened street. 

“Kyle, dude, talk to me.” 

I let my head fall forward, closed my eyes. Hands still on the steering wheel. 

“I fucked up, Louis,” I told him, eventually. A deep breath hissed out of me. “I 

told him about what happened, and he got pissed, and I really fucked things up.” 
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He was quiet then. Quiet enough that I had to glance up at him to see if he was 

listening or what. But he had his head down too, staring at his hands clasped in his lap. 

“It sounds like I fucked things up, Kyle, not you,” he said, finally, his voice low. “I knew you had…something going on, and I still…” 

He trailed off, and I found I was shaking my head. “We both did it, Louis.” I 

sighed again. “You wanted it and I wanted it, and we both did it.” 

I could see him shrugging, like his shoulders were weighed down somehow. I 

resisted the urge to reach out and touch his arm. 

“My fuckin’ brother, man,” he said, resignation in his tone. “Always getting me 

into trouble somehow.” 

I thought back to Ty and how he’d coaxed me out of my clothes and then helped 

manipulate Louis until he was inside me, feeling the phantom touch of his hands 

confident across my body. 

“Your brother is pretty persuasive, but it wasn’t anything we didn’t want to do at the time, Louis,” I pointed out. “And I don’t so much regret it being with you—what we did—just that it ended up hurting Craig.” 

He didn’t say anything to that, and the emptiness between us gaped. I put my 

hand on his thigh, and he put his hand on top, our fingers gently lacing. I could feel the warmth of him through the soft denim. 

“It’s not your fault, dude. I just needed to talk about it with someone…someone 

who’d understand,” I tried to explain to him. Louis squeezed my hand in his. 

“So tell me,” he said eventually. 

I explained to him how the weekend had gone, how I’d avoided Craig first, then 

how we’d fucked, and how I’d blamed him and ended up telling him what had 

happened. And I told him how I’d tried to stop him from leaving and how I’d blown 

him in some stupid attempt to mend things, and yet only made shit worse. 

“Oh God, Kyle,” he muttered, shaking his head slowly. “No wonder he’s mad.” 
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It was nothing I hadn’t been telling myself, but somehow hearing it from Louis 

made me feel even worse. 

“I’m not a bad guy, Louis. I’m really not,” I protested, perhaps a little feebly. He gently stroked the back of my hand. 

“I know you’re not, Kyle. And trust me, there’s part of me that wonders what it 

would be like if I told you just to give up on him and try things out with me instead.” 

I looked over at him. Louis grinned, wanly. 

“Oh, come on, Kyle, you must’ve realized by now,” he scolded, mock serious. He 

dragged my hand up his thigh and onto the thickness at his crotch. I could feel him, hard beneath the fabric. “If I thought…” 

My fingers instinctively squeezed, traced the swollen flare of the head where it 

bulged against denim, memories of it bruising me open. 

I closed my eyes again, and Louis let go of my hand where he’d been holding it 

against his erection. For a moment I let it rest there, feeling the throb against my palm. 

Then I carefully put my hand back on the wheel. 

“I think…” I started. Stopped. Thought some more. “I think I need to get this all 

sorted before I can make any big decisions like that. It wouldn’t be fair otherwise, not to Craig, not to you, not to anybody.” 

He nodded at that, reached for the door handle but then stopped. 

“I can’t tell you the answer, Kyle,” he said to me soberly. “I wish I could. I really do. Somehow I guess you’ve got to show him that all this is what it took for you to realize what you really want, assuming you do really want it.” 

My turn to sigh. “Thanks, Louis.” He pulled the handle and swung his leg out. I 

couldn’t resist a final glance down to where his meat pushed against his jeans. “I feel like we’re friends.” 

He looked at me, ducking down to peer back into the car. “Sure, Kyle, we’re 

friends. Maybe friends with benefits once upon a time, but friends all the same.” 
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I smiled at that, and he smiled back. 

“Good luck, dude.” 

Driving home, I realized that—even though, as Louis had warned, he couldn’t 

give me the right answer—I’d still ended up feeling more certain about needing to 

show Craig exactly how he made me feel. I still didn’t have a clue as to what my next step should actually be, mind. 

I managed to make it to my room without having to sugarcoat to my parents how 

my day had gone. I wasn’t entirely sure I could muster sufficiently convincing 

enthusiasm to get them off my back if I responded with more than a staccato greeting as I fled up the stairs. Instead, I stripped down and started up the shower, enjoying the flood of steam into my lungs as the water heated. 

Looking at myself in the rapidly fogging mirror, I marveled at the fact that all 

these revelations weren’t visible from the outside. In my head, in the tension across my chest, they were a physical struggle; to look at me, you’d think I was just a regular teenage guy. 

I ran my hand down my chest, palm flat, from nipple to stomach, across my abs 

and to my groin. I’d found on the drive back that I couldn’t think about sex with Craig, because then I thought about how I’d tried to coerce him by blowing him, and that sent ripples of shame down my spine. 

The needle prick of water against my skin was enough to distract me, though, and 

the rush of the shower filled my ears and drove the bad feelings away, if not forever, then at least into retreat for as long as we had hot water. A fistful of soap, and suds were tumbling down my body. Slowly I ran my hands under my arms, stretched back 

to coax the knots out of my shoulders as best I could with digging fingers. 

The erection came on as I was pushing slick hands between my thighs, my cock 
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them. Soon I had my other hand behind me, slipped my fingers between my cheeks to 

rub around my ass. My cock was granite hard. 

I leaned my shoulders back against the tiles, let the water spatter directly on the tip of my dick as I pulled and squeezed on my nuts and let my finger ease in to the first joint. Hair plastered down, I was breathing deep now, the urge to wrap my fingers 

around my shaft and milk just beneath the crown was incredible, but I made myself 

wait, hold off. 

I slid down the wall, legs spreading as I went, and ended up splayed on the 

ground. I reached forward between my legs and jabbed a finger back into the soapy 

tightness, held it an inch or so deep before pushing it all the way home. The head of my cock was an angry red, the shaft bobbing between my thighs. I ran the rough palm of my other hand across it, flinching from the sharp sensations that shot back. 

Then there was the pressure of a second fingertip. I eased it in, alongside the first, and gasped at the feeling of being stretched open. Unconsciously almost, my hand 

found my hardness, began to gently pump at the base where it thickened and met my 

crotch. Pushed out like this, pubes sodden and flat, it looked somehow bigger than before; not for the first time, I wished I was flexible enough to lean forward and slip the end between my lips. 

Instead I focused on playing with myself and gently jerking off. I’d already come 

once today, frantically buried in Craig, but I knew I had more in me, and the sensations radiating out from my fingers were pushing me to the edge. 

I’d made a tight loop with my fingers now, relying on their friction around the 

head of my dick to grind out another climax. I tilted my hips up so that I could finger myself more deeply, setting up an angry rhythm as I almost pulled my hand free and then jammed it back in to the hilt. I pictured Louis between my thighs, and then Craig, imagining my body being upended, my ass yanked open, the feeling of losing control as Craig plowed me. 
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The thought of his slim body framed by my thighs tipped me over. I gazed down 

at my cock, mouth wide enough open that the first few blasts coated my lips and my tongue before the rest subsided in sticky dribbles across my chest. My body felt heavy, leaden somehow, and the water had gone from being comforting, insulating, to feeling oppressive around me. 

I had some explaining to do, and I still wasn’t sure how I was going to do it. 
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Chapter Six 

I was on all fours, erection throbbing beneath me, thicker and harder than I could ever remember. Sweat had plastered my hair down, flat against my scalp in a twisted mess; my back was dripping, face flushed, and lips stretched as Louis forced himself into my throat, pumping his muscular hips until there was nothing I could do but grip tight handfuls of the bed sheets and try to rock with his rhythm. 

Each of his strokes drove me back, impaling me again and again on Craig’s shaft. 

His grip on my hips was more about keeping me in place than pulling himself into me; he was free to run a hand, palm flat on my sticky skin, down my flanks, or steady 

himself against the small of my back. 

I arched up, tried to clench my ass tight around him, and heard him grunt in 

response. A throaty hiss of air as I made corkscrew motions around his swollenness. All the time he and Louis kept up their stream of obscenities, the scorn clear in their voices. 

“Fuck, that little cocksucker is desperate for your dick; look at him trying to get down to your balls.” 

“He gulps right on the end when you punch his prostate. Dirty little slut loves it.” 

“Only fuckin’ thing to make him behave, a cock at both ends.” 

I groaned, shamed and aroused in roughly equal measure. I reached up between 

Louis’s thighs so that I could trail the back of my fingers against the taut muscle before gripping his balls in my palm. 

A ringing slap across my ass; the sound of their laughter as I flinched and then 

bore down on Craig again. Louis pulled out of my mouth, chuckling as I tried to follow, then slapped his wet thickness across my lips, my cheeks, let it rest along my nose, the musky, masculine smell of him flooding my senses. I stuck out my tongue, lapped as JOCK AUCTION  |  107 

much of it as he’d let me with his fist around the shaft, my lips pulled thin as they tried to accommodate the broad, blunt girth. 

“Dirty little bitch,” Craig sneered at me, burying himself into my squelching hole. 

“Thought you could be the big man, have all the guys you wanted and not give a shit how the rest of us feel?” He pinched my hip, hard, and I jerked away, causing him to jab against the side of my ass painfully. I squealed, felt tears bunch in my eyes. 

Louis’s fingers squeezed my chin and tilted my face up to meet his gaze. He 

looked horny, horny and disappointed somehow; he shook his head slowly. 

“Wanted to have your cake and eat it too, dude, am I right?” I tried to look 

contrite with my eyes, my mouth already bloated with his cock. “Doesn’t work that 

way, Kyle. Guess that’s a lesson we gotta teach you.” 

He looked away, breaking our stare and obviously looking down along the length 

of my shuddering body at Craig. 

“Fuckin’ fill this little pussy boy, dude.” I flinched at his words. “Pound his lying, sneaky ass.” 

If I’d thought Craig was screwing me roughly before, I was wrong. His slim hips 

railed against me, thighs slapping hotly against my cheeks, erection brutally stretching my battered hole. I only had a moment to reel at the sensation of it, though, before Louis jammed himself deep into my throat, the bristle of his close-cropped pubes 

scraping my lips. 

He held himself there, buried, as Craig punished me at the other end until I began to feel the panic of breathlessness rise in me. I gazed up at him, fear filling my eyes, but he just stared back down with a tired, weary expression. 

My vision started to dim at the edges, throat gulping and spasming around 

Louis’s cock. I tried to groan as best I could with his inches in me. Craig’s hands were pulling at my cheeks, spreading them painfully wide so he could hammer home. 

“Yeah, fuck, keep doing that,” I heard Craig mutter. “Man, his ass goes fuckin’ 

wild on me when you do that.” His grunting got deeper, more labored. 
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“We’re gonna drown this fuck at both ends,” Louis told him, hand locked at the 

back of my head holding me in place. My lips were tingling, the roaring in my ears almost enough to blot out their voices. 

Somehow Craig found an extra quarter inch to ram home, Louis a fraction more to 

squeeze into my throat. I heard Craig’s angry climax, felt Louis flood my gullet, the last things I could understand as I blacked out. 


* * * * 

I woke with a start, gasping. I lay there, eyes wide, as I tried to bring my breathing back under control. The sheets felt wet and sticky, smothering around me, and I kicked them off, building up to a semi-frantic flail as I desperately tried to uncover myself completely. 

Eventually they were driven down to a sweat-damp tangle half-off the end of the 

bed. I stretched my legs, flexed my toes as I tried to force the anxiety out of me. I could feel the wet cooling in my boxers. It’d been years since I’d had a wet dream, but it had all felt so real, so authentic. 

Finally I stood up, watching as the spot slowly spread across the cotton. Gave 

silent thanks to the fact that I still wore something to bed, even if they were just old boxer briefs that hardly fit me properly anymore. Gingerly I pulled out the elastic waistband so that I could push them down my thighs, trying to avoid smearing my legs in the process, until they puddled heavily around my feet. 

I used some of the remaining dry fabric to rub the streaks off my cock, milking out the final few drips. It had been a big load, I realized; my balls ached with the dimly-remembered confusion of a climax with no stroking and no fucking. Part of me 

wondered if, had they been Craig’s briefs and had he been the one to fill them, would I bury my face in them like I’d hungrily swallowed him yesterday? 

Sitting on the edge of my bed, I checked my phone. It was four a.m., or 

thereabouts. No messages. Nothing from Craig. 
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I didn’t know what I’d expected. 

No, not quite true. I hadn’t expected anything, but I’d hoped—God, how I’d 

hoped—that he’d see my last message before I’d turned off the light.  Miss you, was all I could think of to say; everything else either seemed too over the top or too soppy or just something that I thought would make Craig roll his eyes, not forgive me. And I so 

wanted him to forgive me. 

Louis’s advice kept going round in my head, that I needed to somehow explain to 

Craig that what I’d done—what I’d stupidly done—had been the final push that 

showed me how much he meant to me. But how do you explain to someone who loves 

you that you might just love them too, even if it took giving up your virginity to somebody else to make you realize it? 

That was the scary word. The one I’d watched my friends roll out to girls to get 

them into bed, hardly caring about the emotional load it carried with it. I’d never been able to say it, never even contemplated that I might be feeling it. Love was something dangerous that possessed you as much as you felt it, and I couldn’t shake the shiver of fear that it invoked in me. 

But now…well. I could love Craig, just maybe in a special, new way I’d never 

considered before. Not just the boiling over of my sex drive or the comfort you get from being intimate with someone. 

I wanted to explain that to him. It terrified the hell out of me, but I wanted to tell him how he’d made me feel. How I felt like I’d woken up inside in some way, and how that understanding had been slow dawning and had led me into some mistakes in the 

process. 

I laid back, phone resting on my chest, suddenly tired again. All this stuff was 

mentally exhausting. Not to mention the havoc it played with your sleep. 

When I woke up again, dug out my phone from where it had slipped off and 

disappeared under my side—leaving me with a rectangular outline embossed into my 
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my parents didn’t wake me up, but I couldn’t spare it much thought as I was trying to fit a shower, getting dressed, breakfast, and a twenty-minute ride into school into a rapidly narrowing countdown. 

I was still buttoning up my jeans as I got into the car, still trying to do something halfway reasonable with my hair when I speed walked from the parking lot to math 

class. I’d grabbed my bag but hadn’t had time to check what was actually in it, and was hoping I had at least half of what I’d need for the day ahead. 

Knowing my luck, I’d have my sweaty old football gear and a broken pencil. 

The morning passed in a daze, punctuated by asking whoever was unfortunate 

enough to sit next to me if I could borrow their pen, their textbook, or whatever else I’d forgotten. By lunchtime I had a headache and zero appetite, despite breakfast having only been half a mug of coffee that I tried to bring with me in the car and subsequently managed to spill all across the passenger seat. 

I let the flow of the crowd take me toward the cafeteria, but split off to the quad at the last moment. It was quiet, overcast weather for a start, and the first of the lunch line still had yet to filter out. I found a bench under one of the trees in the corner and pulled out my phone. 

Nothing. Well, a message from my mom telling me she and my dad had needed to 

leave early, before six, and that she’d hoped I’d set an alarm. I couldn’t exactly reply angrily since I’d then have to admit that I was dumb and that I hadn’t. But nothing from Craig. 

I hadn’t been watching the doors, so the first I saw of Jeff and the others from the team was when his bag landed heavily on the bench next to me, making me jump. 

“Hey, fuckwad,” Jeff crowed. His voice put my teeth on edge. I nodded to the 

other guys. “Not eating today, dude? Watching your girly figure?” 

Jeff guffawed, loudly, like he’d just made the best joke in the world. I saw some of the others roll their eyes, but nobody pointed out he was a dumbass. It just wasn’t worth it. 
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“Not hungry, dude,” I told him, hoping he’d get the message from my terse reply 

and leave me alone. No such luck. Anything more subtle than an anvil to the forehead was lost on him. 

“So, Kyle,” Jeff said, plopping himself down next to me and wrapping his beefy 

arm around my shoulder. He grinned around at the small crowd of jocks standing near us. “That fag blown you yet? Is it true what they say that a faggot sucks better than a chick?” 

He mimed sucking cock crudely, cracked up laughing again. Say what you want 

about Jeff, but at least he was self-sufficient when it came to entertaining himself. The fact that nobody else seemed to get the joke didn’t apparently matter, or indeed even register. 

“Fuck off, Jeff,” I told him. The pain behind my eyes was trimming my patience 

down to pretty much zero today. 

“Aww, what’s the matter, Kyle? He insistin’ on fucking you?” 

I was about to reply—most likely something undoubtedly as witty and profound 

as “seriously, fuck off, Jeff,”—when I saw Craig slip through the doorway into the quad. He had the usual cautious, slightly haunted look on his face I’d seen him wearing at school before, like he was just waiting for some sort of trouble to land on him. Then again, with guys like Jeff around, I could understand that. 

I stood up, shrugging Jeff’s arm from off my shoulder, grabbed my bag, and took a 

step toward the door. 

“What the fuck, Kyle?” Jeff griped. He stood up after me, looked around. “Can’t 

you take a fucking joke, dude?” 

I slung my bag over my shoulder, tried to catch a glimpse of Craig in the crowd 

again. There, by the vending machines. 

“Dude. Dude!” I could hear Jeff’s voice getting louder behind me. I turned and 

walked backward for a few paces as I looked at him. 
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“What?” 

He threw up his arms in frustration. “Dude, what the fuck?” 

I shrugged, turned again. I guess he looked past me, then saw who I was headed 

for. Craig was feeding a handful of coins into the soda machine, occasionally casting quick glances over each shoulder as if to check who might  be creeping up on him. 

Probably more habit than anything else, as he apparently hadn’t spotted me walking over. 

“Seriously, dude, that little faggot again?” Jeff’s voice was loud, loud enough to fill the quad, and I saw Craig stiffen, his hand pushing coins into the slot faster now. I wondered how long I had before he cut his losses and just ran. 

Jeff was getting progressively more pissed, my ignoring him certainly not helping. 

“Kyle!” he bellowed. Did Craig’s shoulders sink a little just then, when he heard my name? 

I stopped, turned slowly on the spot until I was facing Jeff again. His face was 

flushed red; he looked like how he ended up when Coach got sick of his constant 

backchat and made him run laps until he was halfway to throwing up. 

“Jeff, you’re a  cunt,” I told him. Loud enough to carry; not so loud as to be 

shouting. Tone flat. “You’re a grade-A fucking cunt. Go fuck yourself.” 

I looked away, losing sight of his gaping, astonished expression. Craig had been 

watching, I saw, but spun on the spot as he realized I was walking toward him. Too slow, though. 

I reached him as he took the first few steps from the machine, wrapped my hand 

around his upper arm, gently but insistently. 

“We need to talk.” 

No time for him to argue or even to pull away. He looked at me with utter 

surprise in his eyes as I led him around the corner, out of sight, and to the parking lot. 
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He had the same expression, I was beginning to realize, that several other people were looking at me with after my little outburst. 

By the time we reached my car, Craig had apparently woken up from his stupor. 

He pulled his arm from my grip, an angry expression on his face. I steeled myself for the onslaught. 

“The hell do you think you’re doing, Kyle?” he demanded. “You thought you’d 

just make my life a hundred times worse with that meathead, yeah, just to really ruin things?” 

I shook my head, but he wasn’t done. In fact he was growing steadily more 

furious with me, it seemed. 

“Don’t you get it? That fuck makes my life a living hell already. He goes out of his way to make each and every day I’m here a nightmare. The only thing saving me is the fact that most of the time I can fly under the radar, but oh no, you just had to fuck that up too.” 

“But he’s a cunt, Craig; we both know it.” 

He looked up at the sky, seemingly not sure whether to scream at me or to burst 

into tears. 

“You think I don’t know that? You think I don’t want to tell him exactly what I 

think about him, every single day? Jesus, Kyle, talk about being a dumb jock. Of course I do! But I also know that it’s a shortcut to getting something broken, or worse.” 

I looked down at my feet. How was I making such a mess of what was meant to be 

my triumphant reconciliation? 

“I didn’t—” I started, but Craig wasn’t in the mood to let me finish. 

“No, you didn’t,” he spat. “And when you’re back in the locker room, joking 
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fitting treatment for the ‘little faggot’ that got him showed up in front of his fucking meathead buddies. Thanks a lot, Kyle.” 

I slumped back against my car. Part of me expected Craig to run off, but that last outburst seemed to have taken the wind out of him. He stood with his arms tightly 

wrapped around his chest, head down, eyes pinched shut. Silence hung between us, 

laced with misery. 

 Be honest, Kyle.  

“I won’t let him,” I said, quietly. Craig didn’t look up, didn’t hardly move in fact. 

“I won’t let Jeff hurt you.” 

He  sighed then. A long, deep sigh, the noise someone tired of their life might 

make. 

“And how on earth are you going to do that, Kyle? Ask him as a bro favor in the 

showers after practice?” 

I ignored the sarcasm and looked up at him, even though he wouldn’t return my 

gaze. 

“No, Craig. He’s going to know he can’t touch you, because he’ll know he can’t 

get away with hurting my boyfriend.” 

He glanced up then, eyes twisted in a squint. At that moment, with his face all 

puzzled, I wanted desperately to reach out and gather him up in my arms. To protect him. 

“What are you talking about?” There was mistrust in his voice, and I guess I 

couldn’t blame him for that. 

I swallowed. All of a sudden my tongue felt thick, throat dry and constricted. But I knew I had to go on, that this was my one chance, the moment Louis had told me about. 

“Jeff won’t give you shit because he’ll know you’re my boyfriend. None of the 

team will.” 
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He was looking at me curiously now, as if still not quite understanding what it 

was I was saying. 

“But you’re not out, Kyle.” He snorted. “Jeez, I mean we’re not sure you’re even 

gay.” 

My grin was lopsided and awkward, but I tried to look as authentically confident 

as I could. I shrugged a little and shoved my hands in my pockets in what I hoped was a “shucks, me?” sort of pose. 

“So I’ll be out with you. For the first time, I mean. And maybe I’m gay, or bi, or confused and open-minded and a bit of everything. I just know that I’d rather figure all that out with you than with anybody else. If you’ll still have me, that is.” 

I held my breath. Craig looked at me as if he was trying to read my every thought, feeling, and motivation in the set of my face and the fix of my grin. A beat. My heart was doing its best to punch a staccato out of my chest. Another beat. 

“We’re ditching school,” he told me, finally. I let the air seep from my lungs. “We need to talk.” 

I opened the door for him, then almost sprinted round to the driver’s side, half 

terrified that he might change his mind before I could start the engine. He wouldn’t look at me, just straight ahead out of the windshield. “Take me to my house,” he told me, then clammed up. 

I drove like I was delivering a heart transplant, trying to be as quick as I could with precious cargo onboard. Occasionally I’d glance across at him, but he never looked back. His face was expressionless, hands clasped and motionless in his lap, knees 

together and feet splayed with his bag in between. 

When we finally made it, he got out and opened the front door without a word to 

me. Left me to walk in behind him, shut the door again, and follow him up to his room. 

I tried to blink away the thought of how we’d left things here the last time, how angry he’d been. 
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Craig closed the door and leaned against it. I sat on the edge of the bed, not quite trusting myself to speak. 

“You’re not going to come out because of me,” he blurted, eventually. I guessed 

he’d been planning what to say the whole drive over. 

I shook my head. “I’m going to come out. I’m hoping that when that happens, 

you’ll be the guy who I’m with.” 

He rubbed the heels of his hands against his eyes. “I know you know you fucked 

up, Kyle. But you don’t have to go overboard trying to fix it.” 

I bristled at that a little. “If I’d tried to tell you how you actually felt back when we first met, when I was in this room on day one—if I’d tried to tell you it was a dumb crush you were feeling—what would you have said to me then? Would you have let me 

explain away your feelings?” 

Craig stared at me, lips pressed tightly together, hands at his sides. He looked 

uncomfortable. 

“No, you wouldn’t,” I concluded for him. “So don’t try to write me off as some 

‘dumb jock’ who doesn’t know what he’s feeling. I fucked up royally, and the only good thing to come from it was that I realized how I actually feel about you. Either say no because I hurt you and you don’t trust me not to do it again or say yes because you want to give this a chance. Don’t push me away because of some paranoid psychology, Craig.” 

I shut up then. I hadn’t planned any of it. It just came out when I started talking, and I couldn’t stop until I was done. It was the purest, most honest expression of what was going on inside me, and that was all I could offer him. 

“I…” he started, stopped, swallowed. “I want to give it a chance. You and me.” 

I’d been holding my breath again I discovered as I stood up and crossed the room 

to him. He looked fragile but hopeful, a little like I remembered him from that first encounter, body trembling with fear and anticipation. I trailed my thumb across his cheekbone, let my fingers cradle the side of his head. 
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“I’m really glad about that, Craig. Really, really glad.” And I was; right then, in that moment, it felt the most right and normal thing to do, to be with him. Fuck what Jeff or any other Neanderthal might say. 

The feel of his skin under my hand sent blood rushing to my crotch, and I 

awkwardly took a half step back, not wanting to remind him of my clumsy attempt at seduction the other night. Craig slipped his hand around my waist, though, pulled me back in until our bodies were touching from the stomach down. I could feel the jut of his erection pressing against me. 

“Where’re you going, Kyle?” he asked me, a knowing, slightly dirty grin across 

his face. “Seems to me you’ve got some boyfriend duties to take care of…” 

I smiled at that. It sounded right, somehow, even in as much as it was also weird 

to think that I, a guy, now had a boyfriend. But introspection took a backseat as Craig pivoted his hips against me, dragging the heft of his bulge across mine. 

I dipped my hand to the small of his back, then set to worming my fingers down 

into his skinny jeans until my palm was plastered against his cheek through the thin cotton of his underwear. I trailed my fingertips into the tight crack of his ass, dug through the fabric to press at him. I knew Craig loved having his ass played with. In fact, I had to admit that I wasn’t averse to it myself. I also knew how much fun it could be to get him worked up and begging to be fucked. 

He reached for the hem of my T-shirt and tugged it over my head, ran his hands 

across my chest. I felt my nipples hardening as he teased them between thumb and 

forefinger, pulling and pinching at them while I mauled at his butt and did my best to work open his fly. Eventually I managed and tugged open his jeans, then immediately dipped my hand in under his briefs and hooked my eager fingers into the warmth 

between his legs. 

Craig’s cock was doing its level best to escape his underwear. I’d always been 
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flashback memory of my dream, Craig nailing my hole, made my ass twitch at the 

thought of it. 

Could I take him? I’d taken Louis, after all, and he was hardly small. Then again, I wasn’t sure that Craig even wanted to fuck me; so far, we’d always settled into pretty conventional roles, the dominant straight guy and his passive gay lover. 

Now, though, the straight guy wasn’t so straight, so should he also necessarily be the dominant one all the time? Sure, I loved pounding Craig, but getting drilled by Louis had felt incredible too. Something I’d definitely be open to trying again, though with a different partner this time around. 

His touch against the swell of my dick snapped my attention back to the moment, 

and I looked down—while teasing the tip of my forefinger in and out of him—to watch as Craig yanked open my jeans. I’d not worn underwear today, going commando in the rush to make class on time this morning, so my cock lurched free as soon as it could, already glistening with my excitement. 

Craig pushed me back until the backs of my knees met the edge of the bed, and I 

toppled backward so that he could pull my jeans off altogether. Then, lifting my feet and pushing my legs back with his hands on the underside of my thighs, he knelt down between them and dipped his head to my ass. 

It was a good thing Craig’s mom wasn’t home as the noises I was making as he 

lapped at, sucked, tongue fucked, and generally assaulted my hole would’ve made her come running. Initially he alternated between long, languid strokes up the crack of my ass, scrubbing the flat of his tongue across my most sensitive parts and then up to nuzzle beneath my balls, and digging into the opening itself, forcing the stiffened tip of his tongue in through my spasming tightness. 

Before long, though, he had a finger playing with the soft skin around it, tugging at it, trailing across until I was bucking and twisting in the hope that he’d just finger me already. Craig shed his jeans and his shirt and straddled me, hardly contained in the red cotton of his briefs just inches from my face. 
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As he leaned down, hooked his arms under my thighs, and went back to work 

feasting on my hole, I reached up and pulled his dick free. It filled my hand, a thread of precum oozing out and landing on my neck and chin. He slipped the first finger in me as I guided his cock into my mouth, the both of us groaning as the pleasure notched higher. 

I could tell he was trying to hold back somewhat, not get carried away and force 

his entire length down my throat. I grabbed his ass and pulled him against me, feeling the tension in his hips first before giving way as he sank into my gullet. The slight curve of him filled my throat beautifully, his tightening balls resting against my nose and dizzying my head with his musky scent. 

I knew then what I wanted, what I was so eager for. The memory of the dream—

imaginary, of course, but still indelibly inked into my brain as if it had happened, as if Craig and Louis really had spit roasted me as punishment for being a man-slut—had 

me twitching in anticipation. 

I grabbed his shaft and pulled my head to the side, letting his cock nuzzle my lips as I spoke. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I groaned, running my fist down his slippery length. He 

looked up and stared at me across the length of our naked bodies. 

“Look, Kyle, you don’t have to… I mean, just because, because you…” 

I shook my head, ran my tongue around the swollen flare. “I want it, Craig. I want you inside me.” 

He gazed at me a little longer as if trying to read for guilt or something else in my expression. All he could see was lust in my eyes, though—that was certainly all I was feeling. I let his cock pop out of my mouth, ran it down the side of my cheek. 

“What do you say, Craig? You interested splitting me open with this thing?” 

He grinned at that, raised an eyebrow, and I felt another finger being added to my eager hole. I couldn’t figure out whether it was two or three now, only that the warm, tingling sensations radiating out were rapidly becoming addictive. I may only have 120  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

been fucked once, but I knew that with Craig in the right place I could feel a hundred times better than I was feeling now. 

Craig climbed off, fingers still hooked in me, and looked down at my body. Legs 

splayed, arms up above my head, lips puffy from where I’d been working him over, I knew I must look superslutty, but I didn’t care. He ran his hand down my chest, across my stomach, and I clenched my abs so that his fingertips bumped against the ridges. 

That made my butt clamp down too, and he pushed his hand against me, making sure 

it was buried as far as it would go. 

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulled at him a couple of times with my 

heels. He rolled his eyes, grinned. 

“Jeez, Kyle, when did you become such a slut?” 

I shrugged. “More importantly, how many times am I gonna have to ask before 

you stick that thing in me?” I complained, punctuating it with a couple more jerks against him with my calves. 

He nodded, looking somewhat serious, then reached to the nightstand where I 

knew he kept his lube. He trickled a long flow of it down my ass, the wetness oozing around where his fingers were still lodged in me. With gentle movements he began to slide it in, his other hand dropping the bottle—after putting a generous amount across his cock—and then taking hold of himself, getting himself slicked up. 

My own dick was rock hard just watching Craig get ready to fuck me. There was a 

look of concentration on his face as he played his lubed fingers around my loosened opening. Hypnotized, almost. 

“Dude, seriously,” I told him, getting impatient. “Come on.” 

He rolled his eyes again but pulled his hand free all the same, giving his shaft a few final, languid strokes. I felt the blunt head of it nudge against me, slipping in our wetness until he pushed forward with his hips, my ass making one last, feeble—and 

unwanted—attempt to resist. 
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Then he was in me, just the head at first, and the air was gusting from my lungs as I came to grips with the still-foreign sensation. He was leaning forward now,  easing more and more inside as my heels pulled him on. Eventually his narrow hips were 

sandwiched between my thighs, the fullness of him buried deep. 

I wrapped my arms around his chest, gasped into his shoulder. He was different 

from Louis, not as thick and a little shorter, but I was inexperienced enough that it still felt vast. I tried to hold him still for a moment, just to get used to it all, but with every twitch we made, he shifted and jolted in my tightness, and with each of those jolts we groaned and flinched and moved some more. 

Craig pulled his head up, looked at me. His pupils were huge, that endearing 

scrape of red flush across his cheekbones in stark contrast to his milk-white skin. 

“I don’t…” he started, paused. Squeezed his eyes shut for a moment before 

looking at me again. “I don’t know how long I can wait. God, Kyle, I’ve dreamed about this for so long; it’s too much.” 

I ran my fingers across his lips, let him suck the tip of one into his mouth. 

“You got me so worked up. I’m right behind you.” I flexed my dick, sandwiched 

between our bodies. “And this isn’t a onetime thing, Craig. I’m your boyfriend, 

remember.” 

He smiled at that, looked somehow coy and shy in a way that made me want him 

all the more. I pulled his head down so that our lips could come together, pausing only to tell him, “Now, fuck my straight ass.” 

He chuckled in his throat, pulled his hips back—I gasped as his cock dragged out 

of me, feeling like it was pulling me inside-out in the process—and then ground his cock back inside, sending shards of pleasure up my spine. Another long stroke and I was whimpering into his mouth, wordless noises that took the tug of my feet against his butt to decipher. 

I wanted more, wanted it harder, and Craig got the message eventually, lifting 
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rut. A frown—one of concentration, or to delay things, or both maybe—creased his 

forehead, half-visible behind the curtain of sweat-damp hair. With one hand I reached up and brushed it aside while the other tried to squeeze between our bodies and grip my erection. 

“Oh God, oh God,” I heard him muttering, felt the loss of control as his hips 

flailed, knew he was tipping past the point of no return. I gripped his head, forced him to look straight at me. Wanted him to remember this first time between us, to know that I was right here, in the moment, with him. 

Clenched teeth, sharp groan. He pushed deep, held there, and I could feel him 

twitching as he filled me. Then his head was rocking back, mouth agape, veins in his neck standing proud. Strokes slowing. 

“Fuck, I’m sorry…” he started, but I was already shaking my head. “But it was so 

fast, and you haven’t…” 

I grinned, palming my dick lazily. Just the feel of him still inside me was keeping me near-painfully rigid. 

“Maybe you could…?” I started, and licked my lips pointedly. 

Craig grinned. “Oh, hell yes,” and, letting himself slide from my wetness, ducked 

down to wrap his tongue around the head of my dick. 

“Fuck, Craig,” I gasped as he dipped his head until he was deep throating me. 

“You make me feel amazing.” 

He ran his mouth up and down me a few times, sometimes focusing on the head, 

other times letting his tongue play around where I bulge in the middle, rubbing his lips against the swollen flesh. I almost wailed when he pulled off, then watched wide-eyed as he lapped his way down, across my balls, and then, making me gasp, over my hole. 

“Dude, what the fuck are you…” I started, but then lost the ability to speak as he jammed his tongue into me. I couldn’t stop myself. I took my cock in my fist, fingers a blur around the head, as Craig used his hands to pull me open and dig in deep. I 
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shivered as I thought of where his mouth was and what had happened there only 

moments before. 

My butt was vibrating with the overwhelming sensations, Craig seemingly losing 

control and burying his face between my cheeks. His mouth was greedy against my 

abused entrance. I could feel my own orgasm building, a surge of sexual energy jolting from my ass to the tip of my cock. I tightened my grip, focused the rubbing on the now almost painfully swollen tip. 

He drove me over the edge when he slid two fingers in me and then forced his 

tongue between them, the combined feeling of being stretched and licked too much for my naive body to handle. The head of my cock was too sensitive to touch; there was nothing I could do but grip around the base and watch as blast after blast spattered across my chest. A gob of it lashed across my chin, the rest settling down to slow dribbles that coated my stomach and abdomen. 

I fell back, breathing heavily, legs slumping over to the side. Craig rolled over, slowly wiping his forearm across his mouth. I idly wondered how it had tasted, 

realized that all I need do would be to ask, and he’d share with me. I could only try to catch my breath, though; even talking was too much for me to handle. 

Eventually, he propped himself up on his elbows, looked at me. For all the wiping, his chin still glistened with lube and our juices. 

“Still want to be my boyfriend?” 

I chuckled, the sound gradually becoming deep laughter. “When did you become 

such a little freak, eh?” I asked him. “Fuck, I think my eyes almost rolled out of my head when you started…y’know.” 

He was quiet for a moment. When he spoke again, his voice was low. I suddenly 

knew he was being serious. 

“Yeah…so do you still want to? I mean, be my boyfriend and all.” 
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I looked over at him. Craig was trying to make it look all like one big joke, but I could see the fear plain on his face, the worry that after I’d climaxed I’d suddenly lose all interest in a relationship with another guy. 

“Come here,” I told him, holding out my arm. He hesitated, then scooted over and 

wrapped the length of his long, slim body against my side. I pulled him in tight to me. 

“Look, of course I do. Want to be your boyfriend, I mean. Stop asking dumb questions.” 

He smiled then. Ran his hand gently down my chest, smearing the mess there in 

idle circles. 

“I do have one worry, though,” I told him. Craig’s head snapped to the side, 

concern in his eyes. “You may need to carry me to the shower—my boyfriend just 

fucked my legs to jelly.” 
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Chapter Seven 

Sometimes the world is different but nobody else realizes it. Like, maybe it’s your birthday but nobody else knows, and you’re left walking around the whole day with 

this difference locked away inside your chest somehow, feeling like you’re physically throbbing with the unspoken magnitude of it. It doesn’t have to be good news, of 

course. I can remember going into class after my grandmother had died, when nobody at school knew, and the same feeling of the world having turned a degree askance but only I had seen it. 

And now I had a boyfriend and was feeling that same loaded sensation as I 

walked down the halls to my locker. I’d left Craig’s house late the previous night, our spooning gaining a degree of intimacy I’d never felt with anybody else, until we’d tumbled into the shower—my legs sufficiently recovered at that point so that Craig didn’t have to attempt to carry me, fortunately—and playfully washed each other 

down. The newness of it all was just as mesmerizing as the feel of him stiffening again as I took him first in my soapy hand and then, afterward, his fingers laced through my wet hair, in my mouth. 

Daylight is cold, though, and I half expected some sort of regret, or reticence, or whatever to sink down around me when I woke—bleary-eyed from not enough sleep—

the morning after. Yet the only lingering unease was the knowledge that somehow 

things with Jeff were going to come to a head after all I’d said yesterday, and that it was probably going to happen today. 

Craig was home first period waiting for some guy to fix their boiler while his mom pulled yet another shift, and while the feel of his hand in mine might have been a welcome source of comfort, at the same time I was sort of glad he was out of the way so 126  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

I could focus on smoothing over things with the guys on the team. Jeff was generally unpredictable, but the one thing I knew for sure was that he tended to react with 

violence first and practical thinking second, if at all. 

The saving grace was that, for the most part, the guys on the team thought Jeff 

was a dick, and even if they hung out with him, it was nowhere near a certainty that they felt the same way as he did. That plus the fact that I knew I had at least one ally in Louis gave me just enough confidence to think I should bring things up sooner rather than later. 

Inevitably, life concluded that, no matter what I decided, it would do things its 

own way. As I turned the corner to my locker, I could see Jeff and a few guys from the team stood around waiting, I presumed, for me. The fresh dent in the scuffed red metal door suggested Jeff had already been rehearsing what he wanted to say. 

Deep breath. Maybe a second one, just for luck. 

I fixed a casual smile to my face and strolled up to them, trying to look each of the guys in the eye as I did. Most of them echoed my own fixed grin; one or two looked sheepish, or frowned, or just generally uncomfortable. Jeff watched me approach with his arms folded, face creased in a frown. 

“Morning, guys,” I said, trying not to clench the muscles across my shoulders as I turned my back to them and opened my locker. The buckled door made it a little 

trickier than usual. 

A couple of mumbled “hey” and “sup” in response, but little else. I obviously 

wasn’t the only one waiting to see what Jeff had in mind. 

“So…about yesterday,” I said, finally, when the pause dragged on through 

pregnancy and then birth and finally into preschool years. 

Jeff interrupted me. “What the fuck, dude?” 

I could see his fists clenching and unclenching, knuckles shoved up against his 
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the team if he wasn’t—but so strong that I couldn’t take him? That would depend on how many other people joined in and who they were joining in with, I figured. 

“I just…” No, I guess he wasn’t going to let me speak. 

“What the fuck is going on with you and that punk-ass little emo faggot, dude? 

Seriously, Kyle, me and the guys are starting to think you’ve gone queer on us, hangin’ 

out with that fuckin’ geek all the time.” 

I shook my head, slowly, risked glancing around to see what expressions the rest 

of them had. Studiously blank in most cases, curious, but not venomous like Jeff. 

“I guess it’s complicated, is all,” I tried to explain. Jeff shook his head, not willing to accept that. 

“No, it fucking isn’t, Kyle. You’re either on the team with the guys or you’re a 

little faggot with that fag and the rest of the fuckin’ fag geek math-club punks. So which is it?” 

His face had gone a shade of red I remembered from yesterday and from when 

Coach put him on the spot after a particularly underhanded tackle. Pressure-cooker red we called it, behind his back at least. 

“Life isn’t that simple, Jeff.” He looked at me as if I was telling him it was 

Christmas in June. “It doesn’t work that way.” 

“Oh, okay, Mister Fucking Complicated, so how exactly does it work, then? You 

turn into a pansy on the field and then check us out in the showers and then run home to your boyfriend to tell him how many dicks you saw that day?” 

Normally, I might have had to suppress a chuckle at that one: yeah, Craig might 

actually be interested in just what I saw in the showers, as long as I told him while I was wearing my uniform. But now wasn’t the time. 

“No, Jeff,” I said, trying to put some weary patience into my tone. “I do exactly 

what I’ve always been doing on the field—helping us win—and then do exactly what 
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I’ve always done in the showers, which is ignore you as much as humanly possible, and then maybe I go see my boyfriend and talk about things a whole lot more interesting.” 

“Your boyfriend.” Jeff’s voice had a choking tone to it as he echoed what I’d said. 

I guess I’d just come out. Part of me wanted to take a step back, but I resisted the urge. This wasn’t something I could run away from; not only would it catch up with me eventually, but what I really didn’t want was for Jeff to take out his anger on someone who might not be able to take it. Like Craig. 

So I stood my ground and watched as his face transitioned through surprise and 

horror mixed with disgust and then finally settled on a simmering rage. 

“Your fucking boyfriend.” 

I nodded, shrugged a little. “Yeah, my fucking boyfriend, Jeff.” 

He shook his head, and I risked another flicker of my eyes around the rest of the 

group. Some surprise there, yes, but nothing so vitriolic as Jeff’s reaction, unless they were hiding it well. 

“We oughta pound your fuckin’ face, Kyle,” Jeff told me. “All this time we’ve had 

a fag on the team, perving on us. We should fuckin’ pound your face.” 

“For a start, you don’t speak for the whole team.” I really hoped that was true. 

“And I haven’t been some sneaky gay guy lying about who he is. This stuff just 

happened. Like, in the past couple weeks. And I was as surprised about it as you are. 

And no, just because I’m with a guy right now doesn’t mean I’ve been looking at your ugly ass after practice, or anybody on the team, for that matter.” 

Okay, that wasn’t exactly the truth, but I didn’t think now was the best time to 

explain the nuances of what had gone on with Louis. Someone who, I found myself 

increasingly wishing, was here with me now. 

“And we’re just supposed to believe that, right, Kyle?” Jeff sneered. “We just take your word for it that you’re not a sneaky little faggot?” 
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This was all becoming too much, and I was getting sick and tired of arguing with 

someone who I could obviously never hope to convince. I shrugged again and rolled 

my eyes. 

“Believe what you like.” 

He spluttered; his imagination around the sort of devious things gay guys could 

get up to was obviously more advanced than mine. And then he was up close to me, his face practically inches away from mine with his forearm across my throat, and it was almost the expression of absolute, uncontrolled hatred that took the breath from my lungs as much as it was the crushing force on my windpipe as he jammed me against 

the lockers. I kicked back at the ringing metal as I tried to pry his arm away or push him back—the heel of my hand against his sweat-slick forehead—to give me a little space to find my feet and not be so damn reactive. All the time, though, there was the rush of black fringing around my vision, and I knew that this was some deeply serious shit I was in right now, and… 

“Jesus, dude, get the fuck off him!” 

Sudden, painful, gasping breaths as my lungs sucked in what they usually took 

for granted. Coughing, half-choking, as I slid partway down the lockers, my knees 

struggling to take my weight again. 

I  glanced up to see Jeff being held back by two guys from the team as another 

pushed his way between us shouting in Jeff’s face about him being crazy and how this was some fucked-up bullshit he was starting and how they’d always known he was a 

dick but that this took the fucking medal for dick behavior. 

My racing pulse was starting to ease back to normal as the guy between us turned 

and I realized it was Paul, one of the linebackers. Someone I knew well enough to chat with, just in passing, but not someone I’d automatically consider a friend. 

“Kyle, you okay, dude?” He put his hand on my shoulder, squeezed a little. I 

glanced up, trying to lever myself back to standing using my elbow against the metal at my back. 
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“I’m okay,” I spluttered, voice cracking as my throat complained. I coughed and 

rubbed at my eyes with my knuckles. “Yeah, I’m okay. Thanks, dude.” 

Paul shook his head, nodded back to indicate Jeff. “No need, dude. That fuckup 

went too far this time.” 

I chuckled humorlessly in reply. 

Paul nodded. “Yeah, I guess you already figured that.” He took his hand away as I 

stood up, testing my legs. 

“So, you guys…” I started, uncertain whether I needed to still be on my guard. Jeff was still seething but seemed to have given up struggling against his teammates 

gripping him, instead watching intently as Paul and I talked. 

Paul frowned, just briefly. “The rest of us guys have no problem with you, Kyle.” 

He looked back over his shoulder. A ragged chorus of “sure” and “nah,” punctuated by Jeff spitting loudly on the floor. I glanced down and saw blood among the mess, could only guess that he’d bitten his tongue while pitching a fit at me. 

“Hey, I’ve got a gay brother. You sure you have a boyfriend, dude?” someone 

called out. Laughs at that one, from me too as I felt the tension ebb, even though the adrenaline was still making me twitchy. 

“Yeah, pretty sure.” I grinned, and Paul clapped me on the shoulder again, more 

in camaraderie this time. 

“My uncle’s probably too old for you,” he told me, “but I know he’d be 

megapissed if he knew I’d stood around and watched someone get bashed just like he used to get when he was in school.” 

I nodded, suddenly feeling a little ashamed that, just as Jeff had been judging from his black-and-white preconceptions about gays, I’d probably thought of the people on the team and their own degrees of open-mindedness with just the same sort of 

blinkered stereotyping. 
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“I appreciate it,” I told him. Raised my voice a little, and then said, “All of you guys.” 

The moment was interrupted by calls of “coming through, make some room here” 

as the small crowd parted and the vice principal bustled through, Coach following in his wake. I saw a worried-looking girl pointing in our direction and could only assume that someone had called in the cavalry when Jeff had gone crazy. 

“So can someone explain to me why I had to be pulled out of a meeting to break 

up a fight between members of the football team?” The vice principal didn’t look 

happy, but Coach’s expression was the portrait of pissed. I gulped. 

“Jeff went nuts on Kyle, sir,” Paul told him. “We had to stop him.” 

Jeff snorted. “He’s a fuckin’ fag! He’s been watching us in the showers, jerkin’ off over us.” 

The vice principal’s nose wrinkled in distaste at what I could only hope was Jeff’s choice of words rather than the fact that a student could be gay. “That’s no excuse for your behav—” 

Jeff wasn’t going to shut up, though. “Jeez, Coach, come on—he’s a fuckin’ 

queer!” 

I’d seen Coach angry, like when we’d missed easy passes or done something 

dumb that had cost us a point. I’d seen him furious when someone on the team gave a goofy excuse for having to miss practice. I’d even seen him apoplectic after a 

particularly rough play had left someone on the opposite team with a broken ankle. 

But I’d never seem him as angry as he was right now, at Jeff. He reeled around so 

fast I thought Jeff’s flinch would’ve knocked him back out of the gripping hands on his arms and around his shoulders and onto his ass on the floor behind him. 

“You do not use that sort of language in this school!” he bellowed, eyes bulging. 

The color rapidly drained from Jeff’s face. “We have zero tolerance for hate speech, and you know it. I’ve had enough of your bullshit!” 
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The vice principal adjusted his tie self-consciously, briefly put a calming hand on Coach’s arm. I could see Coach chewing back more reaction. 

“But—” Jeff started, voice a whole lot smaller now. 

“I think we’ve heard enough. You, my office, now,” the vice principal said. 

I watched as Jeff followed him down the corridor, a look not so much of defeat on 

his face as one of absolute surprise and disbelief that someone might not have agreed with him. Coach turned to me. 

“Kyle, are you all right?” 

I swallowed. My throat still felt sore and kinda crunchy, but my pulse was coming 

back to normal. 

“Sure, Coach,” I told him. He nodded, glanced around at the crowd that had 

formed near us. 

“Maybe you should go see the nurse?” He put a hand on my shoulder, slightly 

awkwardly. 

“Look, Coach, about what Jeff was saying…” I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say. 

He shook his head. “Play hard, score points, don’t screw up. That’s all I ask, Kyle. 

That’s all you have to do to make me proud of you—it’s all any of you guys have to do.” He looked around at the others on the team. “Paul, maybe you could give Kyle a hand getting to the nurse’s office.” 

I didn’t need help, not really, but Paul walked me to the nurse’s room anyway. 

When we got there, he turned to look at me. There was just the two of us in the corridor. 

“If you ever need to talk, dude, just tell me, okay?” I nodded, not quite knowing 

what to say. “I mean, I know I’m not gay, but I don’t mind talking about that stuff.” 

He stared at me, then suddenly grabbed hold of my shoulders and pulled me into 

a hug. So fast I didn’t have time to worry whether I should hug back or what. Then he was walking back off down the corridor as the nurse opened the door. 
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I felt pretty dumb sitting there for an hour or two, basically kicking my heels, but the nurse refused to let me leave until she’d made sure I wasn’t about to keel over or something. Well, that is unless I wanted one of my parents to come pick me up, but I really didn’t relish the thought of having to explain to my folks how I came to blows with Jeff. 

It wasn’t that I thought they were homophobic. They’d never given me any cause 

to think that. It was more that, well, I guess there’s a pretty big difference between being okay with gay people in general and being okay with your son being gay. And 

though I was reasonably sure that they’d be able to handle that too, I wasn’t sure I could cope with the embarrassment involved. 

So I stuck around and waited it out, with the only distraction being a call that was presumably from the vice principal checking up on me and a younger kid who turned 

up feeling sick and who made the room stink of puke for a while after, until the nurse opened the window and his parents came to take him home. I was getting fed up with checking Facebook—nothing new, since everybody was in class without me—and I 

didn’t want to text Craig as I knew it would just freak him out. 

I guess I didn’t count on the efficiency of the school gossip machine, though. 

Suddenly there was a knock on the door, a door that immediately flew open to admit my frantic-looking boyfriend, face ivory white, eyes huge, an expression somewhere between desperate and terrified. He took in the room with a glance and then launched himself at me, wrapping his arms tightly around my neck and pressing his lips to mine. 

“Oh… Oh my God, oh my G-God,” he stammered, rapid-fire speech between 

kisses. “What did he do to you? I’m sorry. Oh God, Kyle, what did he do?” 

I tried to pull back enough to speak, but he clung to me, and I could feel his chest heaving with sobs as he stuttered fears and horrors into my neck, the awful suspicion that Jeff had killed me, the overwhelming horror at having found me and then maybe lost me. Each word punctuated with kisses as I let him nestle between my thighs while I sat on the examination table and held him. 
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“Ahem.” The nurse cleared her throat, and I looked up, suddenly remembering 

we weren’t alone in the room. Craig sniffed and glanced back over his shoulder, 

smudging bleary eyes on his sleeve. 

“Sorry,” I mumbled, knowing I must be blushing as I said it. She shook her head, 

world-weary. 

“If I step out to take this report to the office, can I trust you two alone in here?” I felt Craig’s arms tighten around my chest. 

“Of course, ma’am, you can trust us,” I told her. 

She smiled, just a little. “Okay, but I’ll be back soon, and I really don’t need any more surprises after that whirling dervish.” 

As she closed the door, I pulled Craig up next to me onto the table. He laid his 

head on my shoulder, clasped my hands in his in my lap as I explained what had 

happened. Supposedly someone had sent him a message with a third- or fourth-hand 

account of the bust-up between the jocks and how one was now moments from death as a result. He’d almost broken bones trying to get to school in time before he had to watch me be taken out in a body bag. 

“And how did you know it was me?” I asked him, unable to resist a grin. He 

punched me in the arm and I pretended it hurt. 

“Dumbass, who else was it going to be?” Craig shook his head. “Nobody else is so 

much of an idiot to call Jeff a cunt in front of half the school.” 

I shrugged at that, but maybe he had a point. 

“Oh, man, I left the house so fast, I was so scared,” Craig admitted. 

I chuckled. “At least you remembered to put your jeans on.” 

He grinned. “Yeah, but not much else.” 

“Oh, really?” He rolled his eyes as I hooked a fingertip into the waistband of his jeans. “So what’s going on underneath?” 
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He slapped at my hand, then quickly tugged down at the front of his jeans until I 

could see the close crop of his pubes. Nope, no underwear there. 

“Do you have to stay here?” he asked me. Was there a huskier edge to his tone 

now? I felt myself twitch in my jeans. 

“Nurse says yes,” I told him, “unless I want to explain everything to my parents.” 

He grimaced at that. 

“Well, okay… How long do you think she’ll be gone?” There was definitely a 

wicked twinkle in his eye now. His hand crept up my thigh, squeezing at the muscle there. 

“Why do you ask?” I feigned innocence. Craig’s hand found my junk, his fingers 

closing around the bulge on my groin. 

“Because I want you to bend me over and put your cock in me,” he whispered. “I 

want my boyfriend to fuck me.” 

I groaned as his deft fingers found the head of my rapidly hardening prick and 

traced the outline through the clinging denim. I wasn’t sure when Craig had gotten so forthright, but the thought of my tugging his skinny jeans down to midthigh and letting the slick tip of my cock grind its way into his clinging tightness was sending shudders down my spine. 

“And what if I decided I wanted you to suck me off instead?” I asked him. He ran 

his palm against the curve of my shaft, trapped uncomfortably under layers of fabric. 

“Then I guess you’d just have to put me on my knees and fuck my throat, 

wouldn’t you?” He pushed his hair back with his free hand, licked his lips. “Make me choke on that big jock dick until you creamed all over my face and made me eat it up.” 

I laughed, but it caught in my throat some. “You’re a dirty little fuck, aren’t you?” 

I told him; the familiar flush of red slashed across his cheekbones, but he didn’t break eye contact with me. 
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“You’re gonna pound my ass and then you’re gonna come in me, and then I’m 

gonna finger myself while you watch me jerk off. You get me so hot and so slutty. I wanna suck you in the showers after you practice, or bend over the hood of your car and just let you have me.” 

I was starting to feel light-headed. Craig was usually so quiet, so shy; this vocal, sex-charged teen was new to me, but it was amping me up in ways I hadn’t felt before. 

True, I’d been dominant with him in the past, but somehow this aggression from him—

even if it was aggressively subservient—was proving to be a major turn-on. 

“When did you get so demanding, eh?” 

He grinned at me. “You just came out, Kyle. You just told people that you’re my 

boyfriend. Now I’m going to make sure you get all the boyfriend dues.” 

He put his hand on my cheek, the tender gesture almost incongruent with his 


overarousal. I leaned into him. 

“It didn’t feel wrong…to say it, I mean.” Craig looked at me. “I thought it might 

feel weird to say ‘boyfriend’ before, but it didn’t.” 

I put my hand on his knee, and he covered it with his own and squeezed, gently. 

Then he slowly and deliberately dragged my hand up his thigh until my fingers were wrapped around the obvious bulge of his erection. I could feel the heat radiating 

through the denim. 

“And how does this feel?” he asked me, eyes hooded with lust. I reached up and 

let my fingertip trail between his lips, felt his tongue hook around it. 

“It feels right too.” 

He nodded, letting a little more of my finger slip between his lips and using his 

hand to squeeze my own grip on his crotch. Then he was lifting his leg over mine until he was straddling me, slipping my hand around to cup the hard curve of his ass as he ground himself against my hardness. 
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Craig’s arm hooked around my neck, and I let my finger slip out and my tongue 

take its place. With one hand I tugged at the button fly of his jeans until I’d loosened them just enough that I could slip my fingers down, let the spit-slicked tip ease between his cheeks until it grazed against him. 

“Yeah, do it; do it, Kyle,” he muttered huskily between kisses, his butt backing up against my hand. His fingers gripped at my hair held us forehead to forehead as he tried to skewer himself. 

His hiss of pleasure was almost animal when I finally eased into him, the heat of 

his ass around my finger like a furnace. He gasped as I hooked the digit roughly up against the nub of his prostate. 

“You’ve got to fuck me, babe. You just got to,” Craig moaned. 

I shook my head, braced in his grip. “I can’t; you know I can’t. Not here,” I told him. 

He whimpered again. “Then let me suck you. Please, God, Kyle, I’m so hot for you 

right now.” He stared at me, suddenly still, his look knowing. “You know it’ll be good. 

You know I can make you feel…amazing.” 

I stared back at him, felt the gulp in my throat. 

“I’m not going to stop until the fat head of your cock is buried in my throat, until my throat is milking the cum out of you.” I blinked, lost for words. “And then you’re going to bust, deep in my mouth, and I’m going to swallow it all.” 

“Oh, fuck…” I whispered, squeezing a second finger in alongside the first. I had to admit, even with the risk of the nurse coming back any moment, everything Craig had just described sounded incredible. My dick was making my boxers wet, and I could feel it warm and sticky around the sensitive tip. 

The saving grace would be it would be quick, right? I was so worked up it would 

take only minutes for Craig to tip me over the edge. 
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Horniness won over caution, I guess, just as Craig knew it would. He felt my 

weakening resolve in the eagerness of my kiss, the force with which I jammed my 

fingers inside the yielding grip of his hole. 

I pulled his head back, hand laced in the mess of his hair. “Suck me,” I told him, face serious even as his own lit up with eager arousal. 

“Oh, fuck yes,” he grunted, shifting his body to the side of me on the table so that I could drape an arm over his back and keep working him over as he pulled, one-handed, at my jeans. 

Eventually he had them open, then my boxers down just enough so that he could 

pull out my cock and mash the slick head of it across his lips, his cheeks. Trails of wetness were left behind, and then he gripped me, fist tight around the base of my shaft, and let me slide between his lips and into the sucking tightness. 

“Fuck…” 

He didn’t wait, perhaps worried I might lose my nerve if he tried to make this one last, quickly grinding the flat of his tongue around the flared head while he jerked the inches in his grip. Man, he was good, and I told him, earning a purr of pleasure that sent vibrations down my length and made me twitch. 

“You wanted that bad, didn’t you?” I teased him, felt him hum his acquiescence 

around me. “Put your hand behind your back.” 

Reluctantly, Craig let go of me, bent his arm behind him until his fingertips were grazing my arm as it reached across him, my hand still toying with his ass. Meanwhile, I reached underneath him and, with my other hand, pulled his bracing arm out, up 

toward his chest. 

Suddenly unsupported, Craig fell down hard into my lap, my cock driving its way 

into his throat as his face mashed against my lap. The squeak of his surprise was 

muffled by my inches. I put my hand on the back of his neck, pinching gently at the shorter hairs at the nape. 
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“That’s what you really wanted, isn’t it?” I told him, my voice low. I let my hips twitch up, flexed my dick as it filled his face. The initial surprise had obviously worn off, because I could feel his tongue worming its way around me, the grip of his throat muscles as they worked on the rest. Flexing my fingers some, I played with his ass like it was silly putty. 

The sounds of his nuzzling and gulping were enough to start my teetering ascent 

to climax, and any guilt I might have felt at occasionally holding his face down, wedged into my crotch until he coughed and spluttered, was quickly forgotten when, after his choking, I heard him groan with pleasure. 

“Here it comes, Craig,” I warned him. “You’re gonna get what you wanted, any 

minute now.” 

His sucking got more eager, ass more insistent as it backed up against my delving 

fingers. The buzz of my onrushing orgasm got louder and louder; I jammed as deep 

into him as I could, imagined holding onto his hips and pounding my length inside of him. 

And then there was no turning back, no staving it off any longer, and I was 

gasping, the noise a gurgled hiss through teeth clenched as I lost it, just as I heard the door handle begin to turn but was too far gone to stop, and as I looked across horrified as the door opened and Craig’s head lifted, presumably to do the same—but keeping 

the twitching tip of my still-spewing dick tightly gripped between his lips—expecting to see the nurse returning and catching us, but instead saw Paul frozen in the doorway, eyes wide and fixed at the point where my flaring shaft disappeared between Craig’s stretched lips. 

And—oh, perfect, just perfect timing—Louis behind him. 
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Chapter Eight 

I’d always assumed bugged-out eyes were just something that happened in 

cartoons, but Paul’s reaction proved me wrong. His jaw had dropped, mouth gaping as he watched the final, clenching moments of my excitement, my body bowed taut as I 

crammed myself into Craig’s throat, hand possessive on the back of his neck. 

“Fuck…fuck!” I gasped, the urge to somehow extricate myself from Craig’s mouth 

fighting with the equally strong desire to ride out the final shivers of my orgasm, the net result being complete inaction in either direction. 

Paul stumbled into the room, and I realized it was Louis’s hand on his back that 

propelled him. The taller youth followed him in, shutting the door behind them, as Paul did a good impression of someone trying to construct sentences while simultaneously choking and spluttering. 

For that matter, Craig was making some pretty throaty noises too. His body had 

frozen, but he was still gulping down as I climaxed, fist now loosely wrapped around the base of my shaft as he carefully milked the last few drops out. 

“Shit, Paul. I mean… Shit!” 

He blinked, rapidly, still with the same dazed expression glossed across his face. 

His eyes kept flicking between me and the point where Craig’s lips were stretched taut around me, the pointed tip of his tongue occasionally visible as he lapped down around its length. 

“Dude, maybe we should give them some…y’know,” Louis drawled, a hand on 

Paul’s shoulder discreetly but insistently turning him round until he was facing away from Craig and me. With a last wink and a raised eyebrow, he turned around too. 
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I let my fingers slip from Craig’s ass, felt him purr a little against my crotch before he sat up on the bench, tried to tuck his bobbing erection into his jeans again. It bulged obscenely up, across his hip, the pronounced thickness of the head a clear ridge through the tight denim. Craig wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 

I could’ve done with a little come-down time, but I didn’t have that luxury. And it certainly was not the time to take care of Craig’s raging dick, which my gaze seemed glued to. 

Instead, I lifted my hips and tugged up my boxers and my jeans, my cock half-

deflated but still chubby as I made myself decent. I pulled down my shirt where Craig had lifted it to run his hand across my stomach. 

“Look, we should’ve knocked,” Paul started and then petered out. Louis chuckled 

again. 

“Fuck, Paul, we were just…” What could I say? What we’d been doing was pretty 

clear. I know Paul had said he was okay with discussing gay stuff, but I don’t think he’d had in mind seeing it in action. Fuck. 

“No harm, no foul,” Louis said. He shook his head, back still turned to us, hand 

resting  on Paul’s shoulder. “We should’ve knocked. You guys… Well, maybe you 

should’ve waited until you got home, heh.” 

I nodded, realized they couldn’t see me do it. “Look, this is Craig,” I stuttered. 

When I looked across, I spotted his lips were still smeared. I gestured frantically for him to wipe them again. “He’s…well, he’s my boyfriend.” 

Paul choked out a laugh. “Yeah, I kinda saw that, Kyle.” He glanced over his 

shoulder, then turned round as he realized we were both decent. Louis was giving me this knowing look that I didn’t really feel I deserved. 

“Good to meet you, Craig,” Paul said, holding out his hand. Craig shook it; I tried not to imagine whether it was sticky. 
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“Yeah, you too,” Craig replied. I think we both saw Paul’s glance flick down to the unmissable bulge in Craig’s jeans, then rapidly back up again. Were his eyes wider afterward? 

“And this is Louis,” I added. Louis stepped up to Craig, raised his hand but kept it close to his chest so Craig had to step in near to take it. As he did, Louis wrapped his other arm around my boyfriend’s shoulders and pulled him in for a hug. Just a bump of the chest, but Craig looked so narrow and delicate next to Louis’s muscled bulk. I had an unsummoned vision of him between my legs. 

Louis took a half-step back, pointedly looked at Craig’s mouth, and mimed wiping 

the corner of his own with his thumb. I could see Craig blush a little and thumb the remaining wetness away as Louis arched his eyebrow. 

Craig looked back over his shoulder at me. Fuck. I’d told him I’d messed around 

with someone on the team, but not who; was he starting to guess somehow? 

“Anyway, yeah, so we just…got carried away I guess,” I told them, stumbling 

over the words as I tried to diffuse whatever was happening between Louis and my 

boy. Paul had lost the shell-shocked expression and was grinning at me. “Dude, what?” 

He laughed. “Man, imagine if it hadn’t been us. If it’d been the fucking vice 

principal coming to check up on you.” Paul shook his head. “Damn, dude, you were far gone.” 

“I should…go,” Craig said, suddenly. He smiled awkwardly at me. “Come to my 

place when they let you out, okay?” I nodded, my voice lost somewhere. He ran his 

hand through his hair, leaving it messy and tangled. “Okay, Kyle.” 

He slipped out of the door, Paul and Louis both turning to watch his back 

disappear. 

“Shit, was it something we said?” Paul asked me. 

I shook my head. “Nah, just not good with an audience.” 
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They laughed at that one. “Heh, not what it looked like to me,” Paul pointed out. 

“Did he…?” 

“What?” I wasn’t exactly sure what he was actually asking me. 

“Fuck, dude.” Paul rolled his eyes. “Did he, uhm, swallow your stuff?” 

I think my jaw must’ve dropped a little. Louis chuckled. Paul shrugged and 

elbowed him. 

“Hey, if it was a girl, you know we’d ask the same thing.” 

I guess that was true. And I guess it was pretty cool how well he was handling it. I knew Louis wouldn’t have a problem, but there was a world of difference between 

telling a teammate you were okay with his sexuality and then unexpectedly watching him come in another guy’s mouth. 

“So what would you have been doing if we hadn’t burst in?” 

I was saved from answering by the sudden arrival of the nurse, who spared little 

but a withering glance at my friends and instead fixed me with a half glare. 

“Dizzy, tired, nauseated, double vision?” I shook my head; she hadn’t left enough 

time between each to actually answer out loud. She nodded, flicked a look at her watch. 

“You can go home, then. But go straight home, and if you start feeling dizzy, you call 911, right?” 

Nodding, I quickly slipped down from the table and grabbed my bag, eager to get 

out before she changed her mind. 

“You need a ride?” Louis looked across at me as we walked, three abreast, down 

the corridor. 

“Sure, thanks, dude. You coming, Paul?” 

He shook no. “Nah, I gotta do weights tonight. Coach has been giving me grief. 

Shape up or ship out kinda stuff.” He flexed his arms, mock-bodybuilder-style. I 

couldn’t help but look at the smooth, bulging curve of his biceps, and I noticed Louis staring too, albeit discreetly. 
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“Guess I get shotgun, then,” I told Louis. He smiled at me, and I felt a twitch of something in my stomach, kinda the inverse of how I’d felt when I saw Craig suddenly give him that knowing look in the nurse’s office. 

He opened the passenger door for me, waited until I was sitting down with my 

belt on before he shut it. The only response to my rolling eyes and protestations was that he was charged with looking after an invalid and was taking his duties seriously. 

When he slipped into the driver’s seat, I was struck again by how he filled the space. 

Not bulky, certainly not fat, but with a presence somehow, only exaggerated by his quietness. 

That silence persisted the first mile or so, Louis guiding the car between traffic as I ran through the events of the day in my mind’s eye. He was so quiet, in fact, that I was almost startled when he spoke. 

“So you have a boyfriend now.” 

I nodded and shrugged, hoping that adequately expressed just how confused I 

was with the situation too. “Seems that way.” 

Louis nodded slowly, again silent to the point that I began to think the 

conversation was over as quickly as it had unexpectedly begun. 

“He seems like a cute guy, Craig.” 

I was having trouble knowing how to respond. I mean, obviously I thought Craig 

was cute. I also had some history with Louis, and I wasn’t sure what was the right amount to share. 

Louis obviously wasn’t going to wait for me to figure the words out anyway. 

“Certainly seems into you, if that little floor show was anything to go by.” 

I looked out the window, watching the stores unwind past us, gradually shifting 

into the suburbs. I could feel a lump in my throat, like I was trying to swallow 

something big and blunt and awkward, but I could also feel my cock twitch in my jeans. 

The thought of Louis watching Craig and me was strangely erotic. 
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“Big too.” I looked across and found Louis half turned to me, a smirk on his lips. I felt the blush rise at the same time my dick surged across my hip. I resisted the urge to adjust it where it was caught up in my boxers, knowing he’d watch me do it. 

“Guess that’s how I like them,” I muttered eventually, voice clotted and thick. He laughed silently, shoulders and chest shaking. 

“Man, I think he might have me beat, skinny little dude swinging that thing.” 

The comment hung between us, and I fought the urge to put my hand on his 

thigh, on his crotch. I think we both held our breath then. 

I let my hand hover over the full bulge in his jeans a few inches above. 

“Not quite sure I remember properly…” 

Louis kept both hands on the wheel and didn’t look away from the road. 

“Sometimes you can’t trust your memory.” 

I knew he wasn’t going to push it. I knew he wanted it. And I knew that, if 

anything was going to happen between us here, in this ridiculously sexually charged moment, it would have to be me initiating it, or at least following through on the flirtation we’d fallen into. 

I loved Craig. I loved him. I just outed myself for him, for us. 

And yet… 

I’d pressed my hand against the denim before I consciously thought about what I 

was doing, carefully wrapped my fingers around the swell of Louis’s cock before the rational part of my brain could stop me. Assuming, anyway, that it would’ve tried. That it didn’t want to feel the rush of blood through his lengthening shaft just as much as my unruly libido did. 

Soon he was all the way hard, as big as I remembered, and bulging eagerly against 

his jeans. I knew I could tug at the buttons of his fly, feel the hot skin against my palm, but I didn’t. I just let my hand rest there. 
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“I guess you don’t really want to do that, Kyle.” Was Louis’s voice sad, somehow, 

or regretful? I closed my eyes, suddenly feeling overwhelmed. 

“I do, dude,” I replied to him without opening them, not wanting to see how he 

might look at me. “I want to really bad. But…I don’t know.” 

I heard his sigh. “Yeah, you know. You know with us it’s physical or something, 

but I guess it’s probably something more with your boy.” 

My boy. Not Craig, but my boy. I squeezed my eyes even tighter shut, hissed a 

half-swallowed gasp as I felt Louis’s touch gentle but firm around my wrist carefully picking up my hand and then, the heat of his fingers burning into me, moving it over to my thigh. 

He placed it down, letting his palm press against the back of my hand, and then 

released. 

“I’m sorry,” I found myself saying, and opened my eyes to see him shaking his 

head. 

“Come on, Kyle,” he told me. “There are better things to be sorry about. Be sorry 

there are shitty people who’ll give you crap for what you got with Craig. Be sorry you’re gonna get more crap, one way or the other. Don’t waste it on the fact that you’re horny.” 

“I just…” I started, but I stopped as he looked over at me. 

“You’re horny. That’s cool; we all are. Fuck, Craig looked pretty fucking horny 

before too. We just gotta decide when’s the right time to let the horny out. Even if that means holding back when you wish you didn’t have to.” 

So I was a tease. And, I guess, an asshole since I knew Louis liked me and the only thing probably stopping him from acting on that was that he knew about Craig. And 

there was me touching his dick and him taking the high road. Fuck. 

The fact that my erection still hadn’t gone down didn’t do anything to ease my 

conscience either. 
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“So where am I taking you?” he asked me. “Home?” 

“I guess Craig’s, if that’s okay, dude.” I was feeling even more like a dick now. 

Sure, feel a guy up and then ask him for a ride to your boyfriend’s place. Smooth work, Kyle. 

“Sure.” 

We spent the rest of the ride in near silence, only punctuated by my occasional 

directions; when we pulled up outside Craig’s place we both sat there, unmoving, for a moment. 

“Don’t stress it, Kyle,” Louis told me, eventually. “This is just the shit that we go through.” 

“I wish…well…” 

He shook his head, still not making eye contact with me. “Hey, Paul seemed 

curious enough, maybe I should mix up where I shower.” 

I laughed at that. “Man, I can’t see how he’d resist, dude.” 

Now he looked over at me, a knowing smirk on his face. “You sure didn’t.” 

I grinned and pulled the door handle, wagged my eyebrows at him. “Nope, I 

didn’t. Thanks for the ride, dude.” 

Louis nodded at me, smiled. “Sure, Kyle. And you know we’ve got your back if 

you get any more shit, right?” 

I felt my cheeks glowing in response. “Yeah, I know. Thanks. I mean it.” 

“Go see your boy.” 

So I did. 

To say that Craig was pleased to see me was an understatement. In fact, he did a 

good impression of an octopus, wrapping me in a hug so tight I had flashbacks to Jeff trying to squeeze the life out of me earlier in the day. 

“I was so worried,” he told me eventually. I ran my thumb across his lips; he 

nudged against me, head insistent like a cat. 
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“I’m here and I’m okay,” I said, letting my hand rest at the small of his back, 

fingertips worming their way into the gap between his T-shirt and his jeans. His skin was hot and smooth as I traced tiny circles against it. 

“What did, um, the guys on your team say?” Craig asked me, blinking. “I mean, 

did they give you any shit?” 

I shook my head. “Nah. Though Paul was pretty interested in what you were 

doing.” 

“What  we were doing,” he corrected. 

“No, mainly what you were doing.” I swallowed exaggeratedly; Craig rolled his 

eyes. 

“Typical jock. So will you get locker-room kudos for that? Oh, and did you tell 

him how much you loved it when I fucked you?” 

I shrugged, tried to adopt as close an expression to bashful as I could manage. 

“No, they don’t know how awesome it feels to have your cock in me.” 

He giggled. “I can’t believe they saw us… Fuck, that they saw my dick.” 

“Your fucking huge dick,” I corrected. Craig punched me in the shoulder, 

playfully; I winced melodramatically. 

“Speaking of which, some of us didn’t get off today before we were 

interrupted…” 

Craig was pressing his crotch against me now, levering our hips together so that I could feel his hardness. I let my hand drop down to cup the compact curve of his ass. 

“You could’ve carried on.” 

“Oh, sure”—he glared at me, mock horrified—”given them a real show to 

remember.” 

I smiled back. “Well, I’m not the one who was begging to get fucked.” 

“No,” he pointed out, taking my hand and shaping it around his dick. “You were 

the one refusing to do it, if I remember right.” 
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I gripped him with both hands, a fistful of ass on one side and erection on the 

other as I pulled Craig in close to me. 

“Well, I’m not refusing now.” 

Craig cocked his head. “Who said I still wanted to be the one getting fucked?” 

I could feel my ass twitching at his tone. The thought of his heavy length bruising its way into me again. It’d hurt, sure, but that had quickly been replaced with a feast of near-overwhelming sensations that had left me with jellied legs and a new depth of appreciation for the sort of things two guys could do together. 

“Oh, so just what are you wanting?” 

“You know what I want,” Craig told me, fingers gently tugging on the short hair 

at the nape of my neck. 

I shook my head. I wasn’t going to give in that easily. 

“You would’ve told me exactly what you want earlier today.” 

He looked down and then fixed me with a stare. 

“I want my jock boyfriend on his knees.” 

I licked my lips, suddenly eager. 

“I want to push him forward so he’s on all fours, and then I want to jam my dick 

inside him and fuck him until we both blow at the same time. I want to put you on the floor, Kyle, and then I want to screw the hell out of you.” 

I  ran my hand through my hair. Nodded. “And I guess you want me in a 

jockstrap, right?” Craig stuck out his tongue, then yanked hard on my hair. 

“What the fuck do you think?” 

I let some of the lust I was feeling show in my gaze, my body softening in his 

grasp. I allowed him to turn my head so that our lips could meet, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth as he kissed me eagerly. I moved my hand from where it had been 

sandwiched between us, still wrapped around his swollen cock, and gripped his ass 
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tightly, using it to pull him in close so that our shared hardness strained against the other. 

“I have”—I gasped out the words between his forceful kisses—“a jock in my 

bag…” He grunted his approval, pushing his hand down the back of my jeans and 

cupping my butt through my boxers. “I have my whole uniform…” 

Craig pulled our mouths apart and gripped my head hard. “Go change into it, 

right now.” His pupils were huge, gaze distracted with lust. 

“Yes, sir,” I replied, slipped from between his arms and scooping up my bag as I 

headed to the bathroom. 

I looked at myself in the mirror over the sink. My skin was flushed, lips swollen 

and red where Craig had nipped and chewed on them. I realized my own pupils were 

just as huge as his, my chest heaving as I sucked air into my shuddering lungs. 

My jersey and pants of my uniform were buried at the bottom of my rucksack; the 

socks were streaked in mud and wet, so I pulled out a spare pair of sneaker socks that I was sure Craig wouldn’t mind standing in their place. Of course, the one thing I knew he wouldn’t compromise on was the jockstrap, tangled and soft. 

I peeled off my shirt, let my jeans drop, and then pushed down my boxers. My 

cock lolled out, hard and already oozing; I allowed myself a few languid strokes, 

watching as the skin bunched up at the end and smeared the stickiness around. Then I put a foot through each strap before pulling the jock up my thighs, trying to arrange my erection as comfortably as possible in the confines of the pouch. 

I adjusted the straps until I could see they were lying just right across the tight mounds of my cheeks. Then on went my jersey, pants, and socks. 

When I unlocked the bathroom door, Craig was standing across the hallway, 

leaning against the wall with his arms crossed. He conspicuously looked me up and 

down, his stare predatory. I couldn’t help but glance down, slightly abashed. 
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“Turn around, Kyle,” he ordered, and I did, slowly twisting on the spot until I’d 

done a full three-sixty. “Lift your shirt up,” Craig continued, and I pulled up the hem with one hand so that he could see the creases of my abs. 

“Nice, very nice,” he muttered. “Now, pull down your pants, just a little.” 

Still holding my jersey up, I used the other hand to tug down the front of my pants until he could see the thick waistband of my jock, a half-inch of the fabric of the pouch, and a small triangle of skin at the side. 

Craig nodded, carefully. “Now turn against the door and put your hands above 

your head.” 

I let my palms rest flat against the wood of the door as I sensed him walk up close behind me. 

“The times I wanted to walk into the locker room and find you like this, Kyle,” he whispered, breath hot on my ear as he leaned in. “The times I wished I could put my hands on you and not have you react like a dumb jock, not beat me up or reject me.” 

His hands slipped into the spaces under my arms, deft fingers pressing the fabric 

of my jersey close to my skin and then running down against the tapering muscle of my chest until they reached my waist. 

“I used to dream about making you feel good, making you realize that you could 

have more from being with a guy, someone who really understood how to make 

another guy feel good, than you could ever have from being with a girl. One of those idiotic blonde cheerleaders that all the team seems to want to fuck.” 

He let his fingertips trace the curved straps of the jock through my tightly clinging pants and then pulled the fabric taut across my ass. I could picture how the soft, glossy polyester would look, stretched near translucent. 

“You don’t know what it’s like to grow up knowing you’re gay, that you don’t get 

to have the person you want, that you can’t even look at them without running the risk of getting beat up. How that makes you long for it even more.” 
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His hands were easing down my pants now, carefully baring my cheeks below the 

hem of my shirt. Craig slid his fingers over them, gently at first, then kneading them hungrily, pulling the muscled mounds apart until I knew he could see all of me. He laced his fingers through the straps of my jock, used his thumbs to paw at my ass, teasing and playing with it, the rough pads sending shivers through me. 

“I would’ve killed to have done this, Kyle. God…” 

I could feel his breath on me and moments later the hot wetness of his tongue as 

the tip rasped across my entrance, tentative at first but then stronger, more eager, my cock surging to a new level of hardness as Craig worked me over. I started to reach down, wanting to touch myself as he licked me. 

“Hands up, I said,” he barked. I snapped my palm back against the wall. 

Craig reached around and, fingers deft, slipped the head of my cock out of the 

side of the pouch, letting the elastic pin it against my upper thigh. 

“Oh God, please…” I couldn’t help it, the feel of him touching me—thumbs 

pulling  me more and more open, exposing tender, sensitive skin to his insistent 

tongue—and my trapped dick set my body humming. 

“Just let me…” 

Craig chuckled; I felt his thumb slip into me easily as he pulled back to speak. I couldn’t resist twisting my hips so my ass would grind around his digit. “My favorite horny jock. Fuck, you’re leaking all down your leg.” 

I could feel it, a slow hot ooze of precum from where the swollen head of my cock 

was mashed against my leg, dribbling down, matting the hairs. Craig’s thumb pulled at me, forcing a groan from between my clenched teeth. I squeezed my eyes shut. 

“Please, Craig… Oh, jeez, just…please!” 

His tongue wormed its way inside me again, hands tilting up my hips so that the 

jock ground evilly against the flare of my prick, almost equal parts pleasure and 

discomfort. I knew he knew what I wanted. 
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“Ask me,” he teased, using both thumbs on me, digging them first inside my ass, 

then making rough circles around the twitching muscle. “Ask me for what you want, 

Kyle.” 

“Just…oh, man…” I was feeling light-headed, couldn’t say the words without 

gasping from the incredibly dizzying sensations. “I just want you to fuck me. Fuck my ass…please!” 

He sank two fingers in me, deeper than his thumbs had managed, and nudged my 

prostate; my cock bubbled out a thick pulse of juice in response. 

“Are you open enough?” he asked me. 

I moaned, nodded my head, then let my forehead rest against the door as he 

worked on me some more. 

“You think you’re ready to get fucked?” 

“Please, please, Craig. Just fuck me, God, please.” 

The ringing slap on my ass should’ve hurt, but it only turned me on more. 

“Get down on your knees, and don’t you dare touch yourself.” 

I quickly obeyed, fighting the urge to squeeze the exposed head of my cock as I 

dropped down to the carpet. 

Craig’s hand between my shoulder blades pushed me forward until I braced 

myself on all fours. 

“Lift your ass up,” he ordered, and I did. “Higher.” I dipped my stomach as much 

as I could, twisted my cheeks upward, feeling exposed and slutty and incredibly 

aroused. 

I heard the purr of Craig’s zipper, the rustle of fabric. Then his hand was on my 

thigh, gathering up the precum from where it had spooled down to my knee. His palm closed roughly around my glans, twisting and milking it; the sensation was too 

overwhelming to tip me over the edge but still left him with a palmful of my natural lube. 
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He slicked his cock with it, making wet sounds as I whimpered eagerly on the 

floor in front of him. I knew, even with all the juice I’d made, even with how loose his fingers and tongue had left me, the sheer size of Craig’s dick was going to hurt. 

Then it was the blunt press of him as he ran the head of his dick between my 

cheeks, slapping it wetly against my tailbone and jabbing it against my hole. I grunted, head bowed until my forehead was grazing the carpet, unable to stop my hips from 

straining back against him. 

“Jesus, you’re horny, aren’t you?” He chuckled. I groaned in reply, shifted until 

the tip of him was pushing at me. “Just think if Paul could see you now. And Louis, of course.” 

I panted as he gripped his shaft with one hand, the other hot against my lower 

back as he pushed the thick, swollen head inside. It felt like I was tearing open, driving tears from my eyes and the breath from my lungs. Craig ran his hand down my spine, traced gentle circles across my flushed skin. 

“You’re gonna take it all,” he told me, voice deadpan. 

I winced as he shifted forward, chest coming to press against my back and another 

inch or two grinding up inside me. Now he had an arm around me, wrapping my chest 

and holding our bodies tight while the other supported him outstretched on the floor. I felt him hook his hips in, sliding deeper into my aching, desperate tightness. 

Craig rested his cheek against the back of my head, the length of his body curved 

around mine as he broke me open. Even with the pain of it, the intermingled pleasure had my dick rock hard beneath me, still trapped in the confines of my jock. I was 

desperate to reach down, at least squeeze myself, but I didn’t dare move. 

“It was Louis, wasn’t it?” 

For a moment I wasn’t sure what he meant, didn’t understand what he was 

saying. Craig forced his cock farther in, until I could feel the light fur of his upper thighs pressed against mine. His voice was low and husky, and I knew he must be resisting the urge to pull back and then pound at me. 
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“You said you fooled around with one of the guys from your team. That you…you 

lost your virginity to one of them,” he muttered. “It was Louis; that was the guy, wasn’t it?” 

For a moment I wanted to stand up, to run, but the feel of Craig’s body against me and the thickness of his cock inside me kept me skewered in place. 

“Yes,” I whispered. Craig jabbed another half inch of dick in me, making me 

squeal with the suddenness of it. 

“I can’t hear you, Kyle,” he told me. 

I took a slow, deep breath. “Yes, it was Louis.” 

For a moment we were both still, motionless. Then Craig began to hold me tighter, 

letting the last inch or so of his cock sink into me. His sparse pubes brushed against my cheeks. I’d taken him before, but it still felt like I was being impaled on a tree trunk. 

“I knew it,” he said. His voice was conversational; I was straining to hear anger, or upset, but couldn’t find it in his tone. “I saw him look at you today, at us. And I knew, somehow.” 

“Look, Craig, it was a…” I started. He shut me up with a sudden jerk of his groin 

against me, making me see stars. 

“I get it,” he said. “He’s hot, and you’re a slut, and shit happens.” I opened my 

mouth to complain, even got the first sound out, but he pulled himself around me, our bodies hunched and curved, and all I could do was gape and try to keep breathing. 

“It’s okay, Kyle.” His hips started to get into a rhythm now, dragging an inch or so out of me—feeling like it would turn me inside out in the process—and then pumping it back in. His body felt flushed against my own. 

“He’s a good-looking guy, and you’re a slut.” 

“Please…” I managed, but that was all, as Craig hooked his forearm around my 

neck and used the grip to pull us into each other. Each time, his cock further stretched my ass open, the fat head of it nudging up into my prostate. 
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Then, suddenly, it was out and I was left feeling overwhelmingly empty. I 

couldn’t form words; nothing but moans and meaningless noises would come out until he popped the head back inside me and I squealed. His fingers traced around my 

strained flesh, feeling it gape to fit him. With a tug, he pulled himself free again, not giving my ass time to recover as he bruised his way back in, popping the rigid flare of his cock in and out of me. 

“Oh God, Craig,” I whimpered, nails scratching at the carpet as he teased my hole 

mercilessly. I felt him circle the tip, gently resting at my twitching muscle. “Please, just fuck me.” 

When he pushed forward, he didn’t hold up for me to get used to it. Didn’t pause, 

and push, and pause some more. Just drove his cock as far into me as he could, 

bottoming out in moments as a feeling like ice-edged fireworks surged up my spine and made my jaw clench. 

“I told you I was going to fuck the cum out of you,” Craig grunted, hips working 

against me, hands possessive around my waist as he pulled me into him with each 

stroke. Every time he grazed against my prostate, a thick translucent bubble oozed out of my dick and swayed drunkenly to the floor. Craig gripped the elastic straps of my jock, used them to hold me in place, pulling the fabric tight around my shaft. 

“Tell me you love it, Kyle,” he ordered. “Tell me just how much of a slut you are 

and how much you want this.” 

I shoved my hips back, meeting his thrusts, fighting the mounting urge to scream 

as the exposed head of my cock was rubbed raw by the edge of the pouch. 

“Fuck me, please, just fuck me,” I begged him. “I fucking love you in me.” 

His ringing slap across my ass made me jerk up, but Craig pulled me down again, 

tugging on my jockstrap to control me. All I could think of was how incredible it would feel to grab my dick and jerk off, but I knew he wouldn’t let me. I knew he wouldn’t be satisfied until I blew my load unaided. 
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“Slut,” he muttered, and his pounding got harder, more aggressive, with thighs 

slapping against my ass and flecks of hot sweat landing across my back as he 

punctuated his movement with hard swats across my cheeks. I grunted, and shook, and whimpered under him, light-headed with lust and pleasure. 

Maybe it was the angle, or the pressure, or some mad combination of the two, but 

Craig’s dick was hitting me in a spot that was making my body go wild, knees shaking uncontrollably beneath me, breath catching in my chest. I knew he could tell right away what effect he was having on me, because he kept going with it, punching me again and again inside in that incredible spot, and I was groaning deep in my throat as the surge of my orgasm rose up, tipping over the edge. 

My cock jolted, fighting the grip of the jock as I sprayed cum across my leg, my 

stomach, and the floor. It was pleasure so extreme that it bordered on painful; my eyes squeezed shut as I emptied myself and my ass twitched and fluttered around Craig’s shaft. 

“Fuck, yes, yes…” I heard him hiss, and then he was thrusting far into me, 

relentless, as my climax-wracked body pulled his own orgasm from him. “Oh fuck, 

yes…” he groaned, and I could feel him shuddering as he burned inside me. 

He slumped forward, chest hot on my back, until I was supporting his weight on 

my aching arms. We were silent, apart from the ragged heave of our breathing. 

“Are you mad at me?” I asked him eventually. “Because of, I mean…because of 

Louis.” 

I felt him shift on me, sweat-slicked skin clinging. The silence was becoming 

unbearable. 

“I’m not mad,” he said eventually. His voice was low; he sounded tired. “I get it. I do.” 

I let my forehead rest on the floor again. “He was just…I dunno. I guess it was the attention? Or maybe you woke something up in me.” 
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The sharpness of his nose nudged against the back of my neck as he nuzzled his 

face into me. Fingertips ran down the side of my ribs. Careful. Teasing. 

“I got to do this,” Craig said, finally. “I wasn’t joking before when I said I 

would’ve given anything to be with you like this.” 

His hand found my nipple, gently playing around its hardness. 

“And if I have to share you, well…I mean, if the price of getting to be with you is, well, sharing you with him…” 

“No,” I said, stopping him. “You don’t have to share me. That’s not how this 

works.” 

Was that a sob catching in his throat, or just a half gasp as his breathing came back to normal? I wished I could see his face, but the thought of moving—of shifting from where he still filled me—was too much to bear. 
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Chapter Nine 

I eased out of bed early the next morning, before Craig had woken up, his body 

still curled under the blankets where I’d spooned around him most of the night. His unspoken need to be held had been as clear as his dominance during our sex had been, and his warmth had radiated against my chest and thighs as a constant reminder of his presence while I drifted between degrees of sleep. 

I’d scrawled a note on the back of an old receipt, left it on the kitchen counter. 

 Gone running, back soon. I guessed from the quiet of the house and the fact that we’d not been disturbed the previous evening that his mom was away. Craig hadn’t seemed 

especially fazed by it, and I knew he spent more than a few nights in his own company. 

From everything he’d told me, she worked at least two jobs, sometimes back-to-back shifts so they could make ends meet. 

My gym bag had been where I’d left it, and I’d slipped into shorts, T-shirt, and 

running shoes in the bathroom, then tried to close the front door as quietly as I could. It was crisp out, still early; I’d struggled to sleep for anything longer than an hour or so at a stretch, and in the end my twitchy legs were demanding movement. 

There’s something hypnotic, reassuring about running—once you get into a 

rhythm, that is. The empty roads in Craig’s neighborhood meant I could pretty much ignore the crossings—just flow right across them, legs pumping and brain thrumming with happy chemicals. 

In a way it was an attempt not to think, but at the same time I couldn’t help but 

dwell on what had happened last night, not to mention over the past few days. Craig’s realization that it had been Louis that I’d been with that time—his grudging willingness 160  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

to share me, and the strength of the feelings that possibility provoked in me—needled at me as the pavement churned by. 

He seemed resigned to it, accepting even, yet obviously angry and undoubtedly 

disappointed. But our sex had been…incredible. Passionate. He’d seemed more open 

about his fantasies than ever before, and I’d reveled in the change of roles, like the way he’d taken control and led me rather than the other way round. 

I was coming to understand that this was what I wanted from him. A little of the 

same dominance that I’d felt with Louis and Ty, that same blunt expression of lust and need. Maybe dominance was the wrong word. I didn’t want him to be in control all the time, but the honesty of it was addictive. 

For once he hadn’t tiptoed around me, hadn’t treated me like a curious but flighty straight guy who, if Craig wasn’t careful, might bolt and leave him. That persistent veneer of tight-lipped control, the masked reticence, had been shed, and I saw Craig’s true feelings: his needs and his furies. Not just a “safe” diluted version I suspected he’d thought was all I could handle seeing. 

Maybe I should’ve felt insulted by that, indignant that he saw me so two 

dimensionally. But I couldn’t really blame him, not knowing as I did how much he 

wanted what we have together, how self-sufficient he’d been forced to become when it came to his emotions. 

As the traffic began to increase I worked my way back to his house and let myself 

in through the door, which I’d left on the latch. I could hear movement from the 

kitchen, the clatter of pans and plates, and followed that—and  the faint smell of coffee—down the hall. 

I found him at the stove, his back to me. My breath caught in my throat. Craig was cooking—wearing only my jockstrap, the elastic straps cutting across his narrow ass. It was clearly a little loose on him—we were different sizes after all—but it still looked incredible to my eyes. His long, slim legs and bare feet were parted, toes flexing on the cool tiles. 
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He had headphones on, was half singing, half muttering lyrics under his breath as 

he gently bounced in time to whatever song was playing. I watched him, silently and unobserved, for a minute or two, marveling at the way the taut muscles in his torso flexed and shifted. 

Suddenly, it was as if he’d realized—some sixth sense momentarily kicking in—

that he wasn’t alone, and he turned, flashing me a huge smile as he held out the frying pan of eggs he’d been cooking. 

“Postexercise food!” he shouted, voice too loud over the sound of his music. I 

couldn’t help but grin in response and nod exaggeratedly. 

He set down the pan, pushed off the headphones so they were hooked around his 

neck. He’d tucked his phone into the waistband of my jock, holding it in place, while the long curve of his soft cock pushed out, down, in the stretched cotton pouch. I had the urge to take a photo of him, simultaneously adorable and arousing, but my phone was upstairs in my bag. I tried to fix the image in my mind instead. 

“Sorry.” He laughed, but I shook my head, still grinning uncontrollably. He used 

the spatula to slide food onto a plate and pushed it across the counter at me. “Coffee?” 

I nodded. “But water first, please.” 

Craig raised his eyebrow, mock-indignant. “You know where the fridge is. I’m not 

the maid!” 

I looked him up and down, conspicuously. “You’d make a good one!” I said, 

leering a little. Craig rolled his eyes. 

“The uniform is a little restrictive. I was going to make bacon, but grease 

spatters…” He looked down his chest, then back up at me, pointedly. I had the sudden mental picture of him underneath me, my legs straddling his waist, and feeling him buck and writhe as his cock hardened against my ass. 

“I’ll take what I can get,” I told him, pulling a bottle of water out of the fridge as he poured coffee into a mug. He giggled. 
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“Yeah, I heard…” 

A row of stools was pushed up against the side of the counter, and I slipped onto 

one, picked up a fork, and began digging into the steaming eggs. Craig took a step back, crossed his arms across his chest, and leaned against the cabinets, watching me, an amused grin teasing the corner of his mouth at my eager shoveling. 

“What?” I asked him, eventually, between mouthfuls. He shook his head wearily. 

“Trust me to get lumbered with an animal.” 

“Hey!” My feigned outrage would’ve been a little more solid had I not almost 

knocked over my coffee cup in  the process, flicking scrambled eggs across the table from my half-loaded fork as I tried to rescue it. 

“No further comment necessary, I think.” He laughed. He might have a point. 

Craig pulled out another mug, carefully poured in coffee, and then sipped at it 

gingerly, both hands wrapped around it. I could feel how the mood in the kitchen 

changed, the atmosphere becoming more loaded as I watched him. 

“So we need to talk,” he said, eventually. I nodded, thankful for a mouthful of 

food preventing any further comment. “About last night…about us.” 

This is it, I told myself. This is where he cuts me loose—dumb straight boy playing at gay, or bi, or whatever I’ve been trying; this is where he tells me I’m a liability, or a failed experiment, or just not worth the headache and the heartache. The fear and the certainty of rejection wrapped my stomach in ice. 

I nodded at him, ready to explain, ready to tell him everything I’d thought 

through on my run, to try to find the words for it. But all I could do was nod again and gaze at him with big eyes. 

He sighed, rolled his head back as if trying to ease out a knot in his neck. I tried to resist the temptation to glance down at the smooth, flat expanse of his stomach. “I thought last night was the last time. I mean, I thought… After seeing you, and Louis, I assumed that it was over. That all of this was insurmountable.” 
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I opened my mouth to speak, suddenly finding my tongue, but he shook his head, 

silencing me. My knee bounced with nervous tension, breakfast forgotten. 

“And  then you told me I wouldn’t have to share you. And that moment was 

just…I don’t know, joy or relief or something. So I woke up this morning and I didn’t want to say anything, just wanted to cannonball into being happy being with you, but the feelings still bubbled up. Does that make sense?” 

I gaped a little, like a dumb fish. Took a deep breath. 

“It makes sense.” I nodded. Craig looked at me a beat, rolled his eyes. 

“Well, thanks, Kyle, for that deep insight!” 

I spluttered a little, jabbed at the eggs with my fork. Pushed them around the plate some more. “I just sometimes get overwhelmed by all this. It still feels really new to me, when I stop and think about it. You’ve had years of understanding who you are, your sexuality anyway, and I’ve had a few weeks to get used to the idea that I don’t just like girls like I always assumed I did.” 

He nodded, slowly. 

“And I’m not saying that gave me permission to be an asshole and cheat or 

whatever…just that it’s still so new to me. I might need your help to figure out who I am and what I want.” 

“So what do you want, Kyle?” he asked me, smiling. I shrugged, gave him a goofy 

smile, and looked conspicuously down his body. 

“Right now? I want my boyfriend, who looks so fucking incredible in that jock.” I 

made a show of sniffing under my arms. “And a shower…definitely a shower!” 

He laughed, and I laughed too, and the tension of the situation drained away. I let the fork clatter to my plate and then fixed Craig with a hungry look; he feigned abject horror, made a dart for the doorway, me hot on his heels. 
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We thundered up the stairs and tore into the bathroom. Craig backed up against 

the sink, hands up, still wearing the expression of boyish terror. I stalked over to him, channeling my very best angry tiger impression. 

“Please…” he whimpered, staying in character, but as I got close enough to smell 

the musk of his body I couldn’t do the same. I snaked my hands round his waist, 

dipped my mouth to the crook of his neck so that my tongue could find the sharp cut of his collarbone as his own arms encircled me. I let my fingers notch against each bump of his spine as I felt him push down at my shorts until they fell and pooled at my feet. 

“You need a shower,” he teased, burying his nose in my hair and inhaling deeply. 

I dropped my hand down to the curve of his flank before reaching under to cup his ass. 

Craig lifted his leg automatically, and I felt the roughness of the elastic strap against my palm as my fingertips slipped between his cheeks. 

“Oh…oh,” he muttered, as I found his hole and gently pushed against it, rubbed 

and pulled at its warm tightness. In return he let his hands slip down into my boxer briefs, pawing at my ass and then reaching forward between our bodies until he could grip my hardening cock, squeezing the length in his palm. 

I lifted him, sat the edge of his butt onto the sink so I could tug the jock down, letting his swollen dick loll free between his thighs. I ran my hands up his legs, spreading them as I went. 

“I thought we were meant to be showering,” he pointed out again as I trailed my 

finger down the arch of his cock, feeling it jerk against me. I chuckled and frowned at him playfully. 

“Don’t make me gag you with the jock,” I scolded him. He giggled and pulled off 

my T-shirt so that we were both finally naked. 

“Wouldn’t you rather put something else in my mouth?” 

Shaking my head, I messed up his hair playfully. “Damn, you’re unstoppable.” 

Craig pulled me in, tugging me by my dick until I stood close to him, between his 

legs. 
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“I think you like it,” he whispered. 

I picked him up and then scooped my hands under his thighs and lifted him into 

the shower. With the steam quickly billowing when I turned it on, I felt him pull me under the water, the rivulets of it coursing down my face and chest. His hands were eager, frantic, and roaming across my body as I focused on his ass and cock. 

“Now who’s obsessed?” he asked me, as I eased a wet finger into him. His 

erection throbbed in my fist, my hand not big enough to hold it all. Craig wrapped his arms around my neck as I slid a second finger inside, hooked his leg around my waist, and groaned deep in his throat as I worked him over. 

“Sex in the shower… I’d better be careful, else you’ll be telling all the jocks how you got lucky.” He laughed; I pushed my dick down, under his body, feeling the 

swollen head nudge at his entrance. 

“Shit, by the time I’m done fucking you, you’ll be telling them yourself,” I teased him. Craig laughed, then gasped as I pulled out my fingers and quickly forced in the tip of my cock. 

“Oh…oh shit… Take it slow,” he grunted, but at the same time he was pushing 

down on me, meeting the slow rise of my hips with his own increasingly eager 

movements. He was tight, and hot, and with only the water to ease the way, we were a little slower to start, but soon Craig was grinding down on me, mouth gaping, his 

breathing coming in heavy pants. 

“Fuck me, Kyle…” I didn’t need telling twice, forcing his back against the tiles and pulling his cheeks apart so I could bury myself in the deepest part of him with each stroke. The tangled wet mess of his hair was half-covering his eyes, but I could see him gazing at me through his disheveled fringe, smoldering with barely restrained passion. 

When I came, it was deep inside him, hands gripping his hips and holding him in 

place as my balls tried to turn themselves inside out with pleasure. Craig lowered his legs gingerly and then whimpered with surprise as I spun him so his chest was against the glass. 
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“Stay still,” I ordered, dropping to my knees. Baring his hole with my thumbs, I 

rasped my tongue up the length of his crack. Craig cried out, then muffled his groans against his arm as I pushed my mouth against him. 

“Oh shit, Kyle!” I could feel him jerking off as I tongued him, tasting myself as he writhed and teetered on tiptoes,  pumping out his own climax while I reached up 

between his legs and played with his balls. He sagged in the dizzying aftermath, and I made sure I was holding him up as I stood up behind him. 

We clung like that for a while, as his breathing came back to normal, then 

playfully washed each other. I had to beg him to stop tickling me at one point, 

something Craig said he’d be bearing in mind for the future “should you misbehave,” 

or so he warned me. Somehow, in the shower together, it felt like we were in our own little bubble, protected from whatever was going on in the world around us. 

I wasn’t sure if I was meant to go in for class or was officially supposed to be 

“taking it easy” after Jeff’s crazy performance the previous day. I realized that I’d probably have to, at some point anyway; my car was still in the school lot, since Louis had driven me to Craig’s. 

As for my boyfriend, he told me to stop whining about having to take the bus and 

stop being such a spoiled little baby. I pouted for a while after that. 

What to wear was another issue, since I hadn’t really known Craig long enough to 

leave clothes at his place. My jeans were fine, but as we dug through his wardrobe, the difference in scale between my upper body and his quickly became apparent. 

In the end, after a couple of aborted attempts with T-shirts that looked more like halter tops on me, we settled on a pale-blue button-down that on Craig was loose to the point of baggy but that on me did a good impression of intending to be slim fit. Craig donated a pair of black briefs, which I squeezed into with a little careful positioning. It wasn’t so much a pouch issue—the boy had me beat there, even soft—as inches around his waist that were the problem. 
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It certainly proved enough of a distraction that I didn’t really think about the bus the whole trip, pausing only to tug at the waistband in the vague hope of enlarging it—

even if just temporarily. 

“Hey, don’t stretch them out,” Craig scolded; I rolled my eyes at him. 

“Pretty sure that should’ve been me saying that last night,” I replied, staring 

conspicuously down to his crotch. He blushed. 

“Idiot!” Craig told me, but he was smiling all the same. 

The smile perhaps faltered a little when I reached down and took his hand as we 

crossed the street, Craig looking at our entwined fingers with a mixture of surprise and shock before glancing up at my face. 

I nodded, once, decisively. “If I’m going to have a boyfriend, then I’m going to 

hold his hand,” I told him. “Problem with that?” He shook his head, surprise still in his eyes. 

Part of me wanted to skip straight around the building, rescue my car, and ditch 

the rest of the day to spend with him, but Coach spotted us as we walked up the steps. 

It was between periods, and a few of the people milling around gave us surreptitious stares, probably as much from the school rumor mill and Jeff’s actions the previous day as it was for Craig and I holding hands. 

I knew Craig must have seen them too: at first, I could feel his hand sort of flex in mine, loosening his grip a little as if giving me an out if I wanted to let go. It was only after I squeezed his fingers a few times, kept them clasped with mine, that he seemed to finally get the message. 

“Kyle, good to see you up and about,” Coach said, voice loud in the hallway as we 

walked toward him. He frowned. “Did the nurse say you were all right to be back so soon?” 

I nodded; he was conspicuously keeping his eyes on my face, not looking at Craig 

next to me or where our hands were joined. 
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“She just said to go to the hospital if I felt sick or passed out or something, Coach,” 

I explained. “But I feel okay.” 

He nodded and then looked over at Craig for the first time. 

“And this is…” 

I sighed inwardly a little. He’d seemed so forthright yesterday, blasting Jeff for being homophobic. I’d hoped we wouldn’t have to go through all this. 

“This is my boyfriend, Coach,” I explained, trying to keep my tone level. The older man stared at Craig for a beat and then looked back at me. 

“Well, yes, Kyle, I figured that out already. I was hoping you’d fill me in on his name, since I don’t think I recognize him from any of the teams.” 

I mentally kicked myself while Craig spoke up. 

“It’s Craig, sir. And no, not on any team. Sports was never my thing, really.” 

Coach nodded, grinned at us. “Just sports players, eh?” He laughed at my 

horrified expression, Craig’s wide-eyed surprise. “Honestly, guys, stop taking things so seriously. Now, don’t you have to get to class somewhere?” 

The hallway had just about emptied while we’d been talking; I glanced at the 

clock, realized I probably was meant to be somewhere, yes. 

“Sure thing, Coach,” I replied. “And…thanks. For yesterday, and…yeah.” 

He looked at me, and then nodded. “Let me know when you’re up to joining us in 

practice again. And Craig, I hope you’ll be adding your voice to the crowd at our next game, yes?” Craig nodded. “All right, then. Now get moving before you’re late.” 

We split up at the end of the corridor, Craig for his math class and me for English. 

I turned around to watch him walk away but found that he’d already done the same 

thing; we grinned at each other goofily. 

It was clear I was late when I opened the classroom door, so I slipped to the back of the room and into a free chair as discreetly as I could. I got a couple of looks, I thought, but nothing more than just for coming in after things had started, maybe. 
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The screwed-up ball of paper bounced off the side of my head and jolted me up. I 

looked around, feeling the flush of adrenaline as my body prepared itself for another fight. Instead, though, I saw Jake from the team grinning over at me from a couple of rows across. He jerked his head to tell me to move over into the free seat next to him. 

“Dude, you’re back in already?” he whispered when I sat down. I looked at his 

notes to see what the class was up to but realized Jake hadn’t been writing anything at all, just doodling and sketching all over the page. Most of it was geometric patterns, swathes of interlocking triangles and curves, but there were these little figures with big eyes interspersed throughout. He was actually pretty good. 

“Yeah, needed to pick up my car and then got roped into coming to class,” I 

admitted. 

Jake nodded, commiserating. “Sucks. Man, Jeff is a fuckin’ nutcase, dude. I kinda 

hope he gets thrown off the team for that bullshit.” 

I nodded slowly, silently appreciative of the support. Part of me had still 

wondered whether there’d be some players who might not be totally comfortable with how things had turned out, who might have felt at least a little similar to Jeff and wanted it to be me that was kicked out rather than him. 

“Yeah, it’s been a fucked-up week,” I replied. Jake looked across at me, slyly. 

“Guess it also explains why you could never keep a girl, right?” 

I glanced over at him, sharply, but he was grinning still, one eyebrow up. I shook my head. 

“Not like that, dude,” I said, voice low. “This whole thing took me as much by 

surprise as everyone else.” 

Jake was quiet, for a moment the scratch of his pen on paper and the drone of the 

class going on around us the only noise. 
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“Yeah, I can see how that would be pretty freaky,” he said, eventually. I checked 

out his notepad again; there was a new figure taking shape in the corner, only a few lines and most of those for the oversized eyes, but I thought it looked a little like me. 

“Freaky bad…?” I ventured. Maybe one day I’d be blasé about how people were 

reacting, but I was still a little cautious. 

He didn’t look up, and I watched as his pen added in my lips, my nose, my 

cheekbones. “Freaky as in the grand old scheme of life, Kyle,” he said finally. He cross-hatched in my jersey number, then looked up at me. “I know how this stuff can shake you up.” 

I felt my eyes widen, like one of his cartoon characters. 

“You mean you’re…?” I gasped, trying to keep my voice down as best I could, 

despite my curiosity. 

Jake chuckled, shook his head. “Nah, not me. My twin brother, though. Took us 

all by surprise when he told us.” 

I nodded, at the same time curious at how disappointed I suddenly felt. It wasn’t 

because I was attracted to Jake—well,  he was cute, but I was being good and only 

having eyes for one guy—but more that it might’ve been nice to have another ally on the team, beyond Louis, that is. 

“Guess you feel pretty protective of him. Did he get into any trouble?” I asked. 

Jake tried not to crack up laughing but still let out a splutter that got us shushed from the front of the room. 

“Trouble? Jackson? Jeez, the guy’s on the fuckin’ wrestling team at his school, 

man. I’d be more worried for any homophobic dick who gave him trouble, y’know?” 

I smiled. Yeah, I could see how that might be useful. 

“So, word is you’re dating an emo twink,” Jake continued. I frowned—what was a 

“twink”?—then nodded. 

JOCK AUCTION  |  171 

He shrugged. “Pity. Jackson broke up with his dude a couple months back. I 

could’ve set you guys up.” He looked at me out the corner of his eyes again, a slightly dirty grin showing. “Well, I guess that would depend on how comfortable you were 

getting pinned on the mat…” 

I had sudden visions of a meatier, more muscled version of Jake in a wrestling 

singlet hunched over me and pushing me down as his hardness pressed at my ass 

through the stretchy fabric. My cock gave a lurch, trapped uncomfortably in my 

borrowed briefs. 

“So I guess you and Jackson share a lot, then?” I commented, trying to at least shift the topic on. Jake gave me a mock-outraged stare. 

“You asking whether Jackson has a big dick too?” I rolled my eyes at him, and he 

winked at me. “Yeah, we talk about a lot, anything, really. Took me a couple days to get used to the idea that he liked guys  when I liked girls, but then I realized that it explained a lot but wasn’t really any sort of an issue either. He was still my twin.” 

I nodded, wondering what it would be like to have someone I felt so close to, a 

little jealous of the relationship Jake had with his twin. Growing up an only child had felt like a mercy at times, when I’d watched my friends have to accommodate their 

annoying younger siblings or get stuck with hand-me-down clothes from older 

brothers, but the intimacy Jake and Jackson obviously shared was leaving me feeling quite lonely. 

“I’m not gonna lie; it was a bit weird listening to him talk about liking dudes and doing stuff with them, at first I mean,” Jake admitted, “but I realized I was expecting him to listen and deal with me talking about girls I was dating and that I just needed to grow the fuck up.” 

The little cartoon of me was almost done now, a surprisingly accurate—albeit not 

quite in proportion—replica of me in my uniform. As I watched, Jake added in some 

shadowing, the tip of his pen only lightly brushing the paper. 
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“You’re really good, dude.” He looked across at me, perhaps at first not sure if I was being sincere; then his face lit up in this really genuine smile when he saw that I was. 

“Thanks, man, really appreciate you saying that,” he whispered, tearing off the 

corner of the page and sliding the picture across the table to me. “I dunno. I just love this anime stuff.” 

I made a show of looking at the sketch again, knowing Jake was watching me do 

it. 

“Only thing, dude, why did you make my eyes bigger and not the rest of me?” I 

grinned at him, and he pushed me in the arm. 

“Honestly? Gay guys. Only interested in the bulge,” he commiserated, feigning 

disappointment. “You’re as bad as my brother, man.” 

I shook my head to try to shake the idea of a bulging wrestler out of it, just about succeeding. 

“So your guy…he measures up?” Jake asked, wriggling his eyebrows at me. I felt a 

blush spread across my cheeks at the same time as my dick tried to stretch across my hip. I really wasn’t used to having these sorts of conversations with guys on the team. 

“Um…sure,” I replied, not entirely clear on how much I was meant to say. If it had been joking around about cock size in the locker room, then it would probably be the usual boasting, but somehow I wasn’t sure that the same rules applied when it was 

your boyfriend you were discussing. 

“Only ‘sure’?” Jake teased. “You certain you don’t want me to call my brother for 

you?” He cupped his crotch and shook it, lewdly. 

“Definitely sure,” I insisted. “More than enough, um, I guess.” 

He laughed again at that one. “Damn, don’t tell me, jockboy Kyle is a bottom?” He 

shook his head in faux-disbelief. “Who would’ve fuckin’ thought it?” 
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Twink. Bottom. I was learning quite a bit of what I assumed was gay slang today, 

even if I wasn’t getting the full dictionary definition along with it. Still, I could make a guess as to what he was referring to. 

“Well, not all the…” I started. Jake looked like he was going to roar with laughter, stopped himself in time, and settled for hugging his chest with almost-silent mirth. 

“Oh my God, dude, too much information!” He wiped his eyes with the back of 

his hand. “Still, if you’re gonna do it, go versatile I say. More fun more ways.” 

I pictured Craig pulling me back onto his cock by the straps of my jock, my face 

pressed into the carpet as I oozed like a faucet, and then fucking him against the glass of the shower in return. Yeah, both ways definitely had their appeal. 

“Maybe don’t stand up any time soon,” Jake muttered, a teasing edge to his voice. 

I looked down to where my now hard dick was pushing up in my jeans, clearly visible against the pale blue denim. 

“Fuck,” I whispered under my breath, trying to rearrange myself. “I borrowed 

some of—” 

Jake held up his hand. “I don’t need to know, dude; don’t need to know. Man, it 

must be serious if you guys are swapping undies. Lemme guess, he likes to dress you up, am I right?” 

I shrugged, self-conscious again. Craig did like to see me in my team jersey, I 

guess, but did that count? 

Jake was nodding. “Yeah, Jackson dated a guy like that once. All obsessed with 

dressing up a jock dude—he’d come home wearing these gay-as-fuck, supertight shirts and fuckin’ kinky-ass underwear like nothing you’ve ever seen. Said the guy got a thrill from picking out outfits and watching Jackson strip them off and then put them on.” 

I could kinda see the appeal, both with Craig and with what I could imagine Jake’s brother might look like. 

“So you and Jackson, are you identical twins?” I asked him. 
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“Oh, no, no imagining the goods,” he exclaimed, shaking his head at me. “I can 

see I’m gonna have to keep my eye on you next time we’re in the showers. That is, if you haven’t already got your eye on me, dude.” 

“You wish,” I fired back, licking my lips knowingly. “I may be new to it, but I’m 

told I’m a natural.” 

Jake pushed his fingers in his ears, screwed up his face. “No no no, too much 

detail, dude; I don’t need to hear it. God, you’re as bad as Jackson.” 

He opened his eyes in time to see me waggling my eyebrows at him, and he 

promptly scrunched them shut again. 

It felt good to joke around like this with him. Not because I was expecting—or 

even wanting—anything to come from it. I only had eyes for one man right now, after all. I’d been worried that the fact that I was dating a guy would’ve changed things irreversibly somehow. Instead, it seemed like it would just be another thing that they’d use to needle me. That is, something that wasn’t a big deal at all. I felt relieved at the thought. 

Our banter was interrupted by new books being handed out, and for a while it 

was eyes down and trying to concentrate as the room worked in silence. Occasionally we’d glance across and try to get the other in trouble by making them laugh. At one point, Jake drew another sketch of me, this time topless and with ridiculously 

exaggerated muscles, down on all fours, and looking crazy slutty. He was then near-mortified when the teacher chose that moment to walk past and look down at his pad. 

I had to stick half my fist in my mouth in order to muffle the laughter. 

When the bell rang and we were walking out of the classroom, Jake put his hand 

on my shoulder and stopped me. 

“Look, dude, I know we joke around about that shit, but I hope you know I’ve got 

your back, yeah?” 

I nodded, suddenly lost for words. Jake being sincere was a weird mix. 
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“Okay, later, dude. And remember, no checking me out in the showers; we don’t 

want you getting any of those uncontrollable boners again.” He winked at me and 

walked off down the corridor as I shook my head, grinning. I was already trying not to look at Louis in the locker room, and now I’d probably have to add Jake to that list too. 

My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out, doing a double take as I did 

when a shadow on the denim made me think for a second that all the talk in class had left a wet spot on my jeans. Thankfully not. 

 Outside cafeteria. Big problem, the message read. 

Craig. 

A problem. 

I felt ice grip my stomach and chest, wrap frosty tendrils around my suddenly 

pounding heart. 

I knew things had been going too well. 
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Chapter Ten 

I very nearly ran. I would’ve run, if it wasn’t for the fact that I knew I’d get pulled up and delayed by some teacher or hall monitor with a stick up their ass. So I didn’t run, but I walked really, really quickly. 

Like, as quick as you can walk and still say with a straight face that you’re not 

running. 

It still seemed to take too long, and all I could think about was what might’ve 

happened, what might’ve gone wrong. I cursed Craig for being so vague in his 

message. “Big problem”—what the hell did that mean? Then again, if Jeff had somehow snuck back on campus or if one of his dumbass cronies had decided to get some 

revenge on his behalf, maybe that was all Craig had time to say. 

I had visions of him down on the floor, some fucking jock laying into him, and 

had to pinch myself hard to stop myself from feeling nauseous. 

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. 

I pushed my way through the slow-moving crowd of people headed to lunch, 

ignoring the few complaints I got in the process, trying to scan the hallways, see if I could find Craig or the inevitable group of rubberneckers that a fight produced. 

Where was he? 

Eventually I saw him, seemingly slumped up against a wall. I elbowed my way 

through a group of giggling cheerleader types and rushed over to him. 

No blood, no wincing like there were broken bones to consider. I grabbed his 

shoulders, stared at him. 

“What happened? Has someone been giving you trouble? Fuck, Craig, I was so 

fucking worried!” 
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He looked at me in astonishment, eyes suddenly wide, and he started to shake his 

head and then took a breath. 

“Jesus, Kyle, no. It was…well. I guess it was a booty call. I had a ‘big’ problem. 

The sort of problem I was hoping we could sneak away and take care of.” 

I squeezed my eyes shut, felt my head drop forward a little as I took what felt like the first proper lungful of air in about a year. Relief washed over me, and—if I was being honest—a little frustration too. 

“Oh fuck, you had me so scared.” 

Craig looked around, a little awkwardly, then reached up and put his hands on 

my forearms, his fingers gently squeezing. 

“I’m so sorry, Kyle; I should’ve realized how you might read it. I just… Well, I 

thought it’d be sexy.” 

I took a step closer to him until there were just a few inches between us. Craig 

slipped his hand around the back of my neck, his fingers kneading. 

“And you came rushing to my rescue, didn’t you?” he added quietly. Was there 

some surprise in his voice too? “You’re my fucking hero, Kyle.” 

I glanced up to see if he was joking, but his face was suddenly serious. That 

smudge of a blush across his cheekbones. I wanted to kiss him. 

“I got scared. I thought… I don’t really know what.” He nodded at me. 

“You came for me. That means a lot.” 

We stood there for a moment, and then I grabbed his hand in mine, pulled him 

away from the wall. 

“How about we go take care of that problem, then?” 

Craig grinned at me, a wicked twinkle suddenly in his eye again. I resisted the 

urge to trace the outline of his cock through his skinny jeans; even without looking down, I could tell it would be thick and clearly visible against the denim. The idea of it made my own dick lurch. 
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My phone buzzed again. 

 Your father and I need to talk with you right now. We’ve heard everything. Come home immediately.  

I turned the screen to Craig and watched his reaction as he read. He looked as 

horrified as I was suddenly feeling. 

I was almost disappointed when my car started the first time, sorry to not have an excuse for not going home. In the passenger seat beside me, Craig’s leg shook 

nervously. He’d insisted on coming along, even after reading the message—maybe even more so because of it—and even though I wondered if that was actually a bad idea, I suddenly felt like I could use the moral support. 

It could only be the gay stuff. The boyfriend stuff. Someone must’ve told them, my parents I mean, and they were freaking out, wondering what the hell had happened 

with their only child. 

It wasn’t something we’d really talked much about, sexuality. Sure, we lived in a 

pretty conservative town, but we didn’t go to any of the many churches; they didn’t bring me up in some crazy, morally-obsessed way. It was just a nonsubject, not even broached. 

My dad had given me an awkward safe-sex talk when I was hitting puberty, the 

two of us nearly equally mortified sat side by side on the bed as he um’d and ah’d his way through growing hair and the perils of getting a girl pregnant. Explaining what to do—and how he and my mom might feel—if it wasn’t a girl but actually a boy that I 

was sleeping with hadn’t come up. 

Though I think I would probably have melted through the mattress in 

embarrassment if it had. 

Would they be angry at me? It was one of the few things I was legitimately unsure 

about. They’d told me, like I guess most parents do with their kids, that they’d love me unconditionally, but the tone of their message hadn’t exactly sounded open and 

understanding. 

JOCK AUCTION  |  179 

It sounded like they were royally pissed. 

I found I’d been driving home on autopilot and that I’d almost gnawed through 

my lip worrying. Craig was staring out the passenger window, and I could see his tight-lipped, clenched-jaw expression in the reflection. 

All too quickly we were pulling up outside my house. It was weird to see both my 

parents’ cars there in the middle of the day, not that I’d normally be home at this time myself. 

I glanced over to Craig again. “Okay, so this might get weird,” I started to tell him, but he shook his head to silence me. 

“They’re watching us.” 

Startled, I looked past him. My mom was at the window, staring at the car. I took a deep breath, opened the door. 

“Guess I should go in, then.” 

Craig turned, his expression unreadable. “I don’t know where I should go,” he 

told me, his voice odd and kind of flat. I opened my mouth to reply, but he didn’t give me time to speak. “This sort of feels like a private thing, a family thing. But then I think about you holding my hand as we walked into school, and I wonder if this is my turn to be bold, and open, and show who you are to me and who I am to you. But I guess that’s your call, Kyle.” 

I shut my mouth, blinked. Holding his hand had felt natural; nothing about this 

situation felt natural now. Going in without him or going in with him. 

So I guess it was just what felt right to me. 

“Please come in with me,” I asked him. 

The door was open when we reached it, Craig a step or two behind me. I knew my 

parents were in the living room, but I still felt compelled to call out “I’m home,” as if my arrival had been a surprise. They didn’t answer. 
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My mom still stood by the window, my dad on his favorite chair, his leg doing a 

good job of competing with Craig’s for bouncing with nervous tension. Neither of them seemed in any rush to talk. 

“I got your message,” I said, after it became pretty clear we could stand in silence for a good while yet. My dad looked pointedly over my shoulder where Craig was 

standing, then down at where his feet met the carpet. “This is Craig,” I told them. 

Did my mom sigh? She had still been facing the window, but now she turned 

around, hands tightly clasped together in front of her stomach. I couldn’t really read her expression. 

“We wanted to talk to you, Kyle,” she said, voice quiet and measured. I glanced 

back at Craig; I knew he’d go if I asked him to, whether that meant walking home or sitting in the car, but I didn’t really want him to do either. 

“I thought you should meet him,” I replied, looking between them. My mom was 

refusing to look anywhere else but my face; my dad was still staring down at his shoes. 

I could feel a knot of tension growing in my chest, the urge to scream or do something that would shatter the awkwardness one way or another. 

“We know who he is, Kyle,” my dad said, stumbling a little over the words. “We 

just don’t really understand…what’s happening…how…” 

He trailed off, shook his head. He still wouldn’t look directly at me. 

I closed my eyes. I’d known something like this would happen, eventually, I 

guess. I just hadn’t really thought it through, how it would all play out. 

“I didn’t really understand it either,” I began to explain. “It just, sort of…did.” 

“But what about Melissa?” My ex-girlfriend. I shrugged, eyes still closed. 

“That felt right at the time. This feels right now. I don’t know any more than that.” 

My mom exhaled, a sort of exasperated sound. I opened my eyes. 

“I didn’t think you’d have a problem with my being who I was,” I told her, trying 

to keep the edge of frustration out of my voice. 
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She shook her head slowly, but it was my dad that answered. “It’s not that… We 

just, we just weren’t expecting it, Kyle. You’re our son, obviously, and we…well, we just weren’t expecting it, is all.” 

It felt like there was something wedged in my throat, a growing hardness that was 

making it difficult for me to breathe. “I’m sorry if I disappointed you.” 

Dad looked at me, eyes sad. “You’re our son, Kyle. We just feel a bit…blindsided.” 

“Maybe I should go,” I replied. I was starting to feel light-headed. This wasn’t 

how it was supposed to go, wasn’t how they were meant to meet Craig for the first 

time. 

“You won’t go and stay with him,” my mom snapped, suddenly. “I’m sorry, 

but…no, we won’t…we won’t stand for that.” 

I shook my head. The sadness was washing over me in waves, leaving layers of 

misery in its wake. 

“Then I’ll go stay with Jake, from the team,” I said, halfway to a sneer. I don’t 

know why I’d picked his name out of everyone I could’ve chosen, but I guess having spent time with him in class, he was the first to come to mind. “If that meets your all-important standards?” 

My mom looked like I’d slapped her. My dad rubbed his eyes with his hand, his 

other looking like it was trying to stop his leg from bouncing and only half succeeding. 

“It’s not like that, Kyle. I’m sure… I mean, we’re sure Craig is… We’re sure you 

and Craig have…think you have feelings right now, it’s just…” 

I couldn’t stop the hiss of anger from escaping, had to clamp my jaw shut to cut it off. “Don’t. Just, don’t. I’m packing some stuff and going to Jake’s. His number’s on the board if you don’t believe I’m there.” 

I turned around before they could reply, took the stairs two at a time, and stuffed handfuls of clothes into a rucksack. I knew I was probably forgetting something, but I 182  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

couldn’t stop my thoughts from racing, couldn’t stop replaying the exasperated sound my mom had made or seeing the look of disappointment across my dad’s face. 

Craig was by the front door when I came back down the stairs still tugging the 

zipper closed on my bag. My parents hadn’t moved, and I didn’t say anything to them as I pulled the door closed behind me and we walked to the car. 

I drove. I drove with a single-mindedness, even if I didn’t have a direction. Part of me was aware Craig sat next to me, quiet, staring not out the side window or at me but straight ahead. Giving me time, I guess. 

We’d been driving for ten, maybe fifteen minutes when I let the car slide to a stop next to some anonymous house. Fingers still wrapped around the wheel, ten and two. 

Not sure what came next. 

“They’ll adjust,” he said eventually. I felt that lump again, wasn’t sure whether it had ever gone away. “It’s just a shock.” 

“They’re supposed to be on my side,” I pointed out. 

Craig shrugged, sighed a little. I found myself wondering again about his 

relationship with his own mom, what she’d said when she realized he liked boys, not girls. 

“They will be. It’s unexpected is all.” He grimaced. “You’re the big stereotypical jock, remember. You’re meant to be a pussy hound.” 

I wanted to cry, to bust up into big, heaving sobs. But all I could do was grip the wheel. 

“I don’t want to be two-dimensional.” 

Craig looked over at me. “You’re not, Kyle.” He looked down at his hands where 

they rested in his lap. “It’s just that sometimes people see what they expect to see, not what’s really there.” 

There wasn’t much I could say to that, and we sat in silence for a few minutes. 

JOCK AUCTION  |  183 

“Look, fuck what I told them,” I said finally, feeling that mixture of sadness and anger again. “I could still come to your house, stay with you.” 

Craig smiled, but it was sad and brittle. “And do what, convince them you’re 

halfway to some queer cult of lying and sinful living that you need to be rescued from?” 

He shrugged again. “They need to see you’re the same guy, the same son they know 

and they trust, so they can get used to how you’re feeling now.” 

I knew he was right, but part of me still felt defiant. Wanted to scream,  Screw you!  

at my parents, to wrap myself in what felt good, and safe, and right. 

“You should call Jake,” Craig pointed out. “Ask him if it’s okay for you to stay.” 

I pulled out my phone slowly, not wanting to give up on the idea of going with 

Craig instead, even as I knew it was the wrong idea. 

Jake answered after a couple of rings. “Hey, Kyle, my man! What’s up? Couldn’t 

get enough of me for one day?” 

I clamped my eyes shut. I knew I should play along, but I suddenly felt fragile, 

like those tears that I couldn’t let out before were finally ready to gush uncontrollably. 

Craig slipped his hand into mine, squeezed my fingers. 

“Yeah, something like that, dude,” I replied, aware of how awkward my voice 

sounded. “Look, is it okay if I crash at your place tonight? I know it’s short notice and all.” 

There was a pause; then Jake sounded a whole lot more serious. “Um, sure, I guess 

that’s no problem. Everything okay, buddy?” 

I wasn’t sure how to answer that. 

“Just…just some stuff with my folks,” I settled on in the end. 

There was another quiet spell, then, “Look, sure, of course it’s cool. I’ll text you my address, so just come on over.” I could tell he was trying to bury his curiosity, knew he’d probably have questions when I got there. 

“Thanks, Jake,” I said, voice quiet. “I’ll be there soon, okay?” 
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We hung up, and I let the phone drop into my lap. Craig’s fingers were still gently squeezing mine. 

“I guess I should…” I wasn’t sure how that ended. Flicked my gaze over to see 

Craig’s reaction. 

He was biting his lip. “You should probably take me home. I mean, you should 

still be resting up, officially. And I think you need some time to…I guess to process stuff.” 

“I’m not going to let them stop us from…y’know,” I said, sudden anger in my 

voice. 

Craig smiled that same brittle smile. “I know, Kyle.” 

I pulled his hand up to my lips, kissed where his fingers entwined with my own. 

Then I was running my hand down his forearm, feeling his elbow and his small but 

solid biceps through the sleeve of his hoodie. I pulled him across until he slid into my lap, the uncertainty on his face mingling with what I knew was flaring lust. 

“Kyle, I’m not sure this…” he started, but I wasn’t going to let him finish; I wanted him to be sure in no uncertain terms of how I was feeling for him. Bringing his lips to smash against mine, feeling his tongue slip out and cross against me, and feeling the throb of my cock trapped underneath his lithe body, responding eagerly to the press of him. 

Hands holding his, I stretched his arms back, behind him, until his chest jutted 

forward against my pecs as we kissed. I let my fingertips graze the curve of his narrow ass through his jeans, knowing he’d be just as hard as I was, just as eager to touch me as I was him. 

“We shouldn’t, not here…” Craig tried, but I kneaded his cheeks and his protest 

petered out to a low moan. His hands were on my shoulders now, fingertips tracing 

lightly on the soft skin on either side of my neck as he ground his hips down into my grasp. 
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He didn’t protest when I popped the buttons on his skinnies, nor when I pushed 

him back until he was lying against the broad, thin-rimmed steering wheel, and pulled his cock free from his briefs, swollen and jerking in my fist. 

Then I had him between my lips, bending forward and trying to suck and lap at as 

much of him as I could in our cramped position. Craig was bracing himself, one hand through the grab handle above the door, the other arm outstretched across the vinyl dashboard. He arched his back as I dug the tip of my tongue into him, tasted his 

precum. 

I plunged one of my hands down the back of his jeans, under his briefs, searching 

out his hole as he twitched and groaned from my touch. Buried myself to the first 

knuckle in his tightness, felt his cock stiffen a fraction more between my lips. I knew it would be hot and fast and raw, that it had to be, the two of us in daylight and parked by some random house in some random neighborhood, but even so, the first jolt of his climax surprised me, left me spluttering and gulping as he flooded my mouth. 

I nursed the last of it out as I eased my finger free, Craig’s breathing still ragged but calming. His thick cock lolled half-hard out of his jeans, glistening with my spit. I ran my fingertip down its length, and he giggled. 

“You’re terrible,” he scolded, and I feigned a frown. “No, not at that…but here! 

Someone could’ve seen.” 

I shrugged, grinned, made an expansive show of wiping my mouth on the back of 

my hand. “Couldn’t help it.” 

Craig shook his head, tucking himself away and pulling down at his shirt. 

“So, where am I taking you…?” I asked. I still wanted him to say he was going 

wherever I was going. 

He looked over at me. “Home. You’re taking me home, and then you’re going to 

Jake’s and you’re going to talk about jock stuff and play games and generally chill out, which is not something you can do if I’m around reminding you of this shit with your parents or getting you all hot and bothered.” 
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I arched my eyebrow. “All hot and bothered? Hello, Mr. Ego.” 

Craig smiled. “You’re the one who just got his snack without going through the 

drive-through first.” 

We laughed at that, and it felt great, just natural and uncaring, and I knew that 

Craig was right and that I needed to put all this sexuality and sex stuff to one side, as much as I could anyway, for an evening at least. If not to get things straight in my head, then just to give me time to distract myself. 

When I pulled up outside his house, he stopped with one leg out of the car. Put his hand on my thigh. 

“It’ll be okay, Kyle,” he told me, voice serious all of a sudden. “They love you; 

they just need to get used to it.” I nodded, not quite trusting myself to speak. He kissed me lightly on the lips. “Call me later, okay?” 

I watched as he walked down the path and then, with a little wave, slipped in 

through the door. 


* * * * 

For a while I sat in Jake’s driveway listening to the engine ticking as it cooled, 

wondering how my life had gone from mainstream to messed up in the space of what 

seemed like just a few days. Had I made myself homeless? That felt like  an extreme interpretation, but then neither of my parents had been in anything like a hurry to stop me from walking out, hadn’t even moved a muscle as I left. 

I wasn’t sure where that left them, left us. As a family, I mean. I’d grown used to feeling somewhat distant from them both but had just assumed that was an inevitable part of all of us getting older. They’d obviously had expectations for how I’d turn out, and now those expectations were getting challenged, and my brain wasn’t up to 

figuring out how to explain something to them that I still didn’t really understand myself. 
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Eventually I got out, grabbed my bag from the backseat, and rang Jake’s doorbell. 

If I couldn’t figure out my family, at least I could hang out with a friend and try to forget about all the weirdness. 

When the door opened, I did a double take. The guy behind it was like Jake, 

clearly, very nearly the same person I knew from school and from the team, but at the same time he obviously wasn’t that person. Slightly broader shoulders, maybe, or 

generally a little stockier. Plus of course the fact that he was looking at me as if I was a total stranger. 

“Um, hi,” I ventured, suddenly tongue-tied. He frowned at me. 

“Kyle?” 

I nodded, and his frown turned into a grin. “Cool, Jake told me you were coming 

over. I’m Jackson, his brother. Guess the whole twin thing got you mixed up for a 

minute there, right?” 

Jackson. Of course. I hitched my bag up my shoulder a little more and reached out 

to shake his hand. It was big and a little rough and his grip tight. I suddenly 

remembered Jake talking about how his twin was a wrestler, and of course that led to unprompted mental images of him in a singlet. I fought the urge to shake my head and scatter my imagination. 

“Come in, anyway.” Jackson stood to one side as I stepped past him, then closed 

the door behind me. “Jake’s still got class, but I’m home all afternoon, so he knew I could let you in. Trouble with your folks, right?” 

I wasn’t sure how comfortable I was talking all that over with him, even with the 

knowledge that he was gay. Just broaching it with Craig had been tough. 

“Has been a shitty day,” I hedged, keeping purposefully vague. He nodded, 

squinting at me thoughtfully. 

“I hear you. Had a few of those myself. You want a drink?” 
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Sitting in their expansive rec room with a cold soda and some mindless DVD on, 

twenty minutes later, I was beginning to feel a little more human. Jackson had turned out to be a surprisingly good host, astute enough to figure out that I didn’t want to talk about anything too serious, but at the same time that I needed “normal” company. 

As a result, we’d talked about mundane stuff while the TV played, like our 

different high schools and his growing up as one half of twins. Both athletic, though in notably different sports—Jake always part of a greater team, Jackson preferring self-reliance—and for a while I regaled him with some of his brother’s more entertaining moments on the field. 

“So you’re dating a guy at your school?” he asked suddenly. I nodded, feeling a 

little tongue-tied. 

“Only just started,” I told him. “Was all pretty unexpected.” 

Jackson raised his eyebrow wryly. “Yeah, I know how that one goes.” 

I rolled the near-empty can between my palms. “Did you have any issues? I mean, 

with people you knew.” 

He shook his head, then paused. “Well, I got some shit right at the beginning. 

When people thought it was still a big joke.” He took a gulp from his drink. “And there were a couple of people who thought it was out of line that I was wrestling other guys.” 

I tried—and probably failed—to hide a smirk. Jackson grinned at me. 

“I told them, it’s pretty easy to tell if I’m getting any unsportsmanlike feelings when I’m in a match. Damn obvious in fact.” 

A boner in a singlet. I couldn’t help but picture Jackson hard and wearing nothing but a stretchy one-piece, cock straining at the elastic. The sweatpants he had on now didn’t give away much, though the tight wife-beater showed off the size of his arms and the muscles of his chest. 
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“Anyway, that never happened, and after a while people just got on with it,” he 

finished with a shrug. “In my experience, people think that they have a problem, but after a while they just get used to it.” 

Is that how it would go with my mom and dad? They’d just one day be okay with 

it, any bad feelings simply eroded away? It felt artificial, somehow, like acceptance by accident. 

“Jake said you and your, um, boyfriend broke up,” I ventured, suddenly eager to 

change the subject. Jackson nodded, grimaced. 

“Yeah, couple of weeks ago maybe.” He rolled his eyes. “We just wanted different 

stuff, y’know?” 

I nodded back at him, though I wasn’t really sure what he meant. Was that the 

guy Jake had said liked to dress his twin up? That didn’t feel like something I could really ask. 

“I wanted something serious; he wanted a jock to boast about to his friends,” 

Jackson explained. He shrugged. “I mean, the sex was good, but I wanted more, and 

he…well, he was in a different place, I guess.” 

I thought about Craig and me in the car just an hour or so ago. Were we only 

about sex?  Was I deluding myself, or were we deluding each other that we had 

something more in common than a libido? 

“What did you want?” I asked Jackson. 

“Oh, man, I guess I wanted someone I could hold a conversation with, or go out 

with, or just watch a movie with.” 

That did sound good. With Craig, I mean. Not that the sex was bad, not in the 

least, but I was liking just being with him too. 

“So he was only keeping you around for your body?” I asked him with a smirk. 

He laughed at that. 
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“Pretty much, yeah! I don’t want to sound bigheaded about it, but I spend a lot of time keeping fit, and it can attract the sort of person who doesn’t want anything too deep.” I fought the urge to look down to where his abs were pushing against the cotton of his shirt. “Guess it should’ve rung warning bells when he wanted me to wear my 

wrestling gear for him.” 

I felt kinda bad then for imagining him in it too, but at least I wasn’t asking him to put it on, I thought. 

“Must be tough, the wrestling, I mean,” I told him. Jackson nodded. 

“Yeah, you have to be pretty dedicated. I guess like you and football. Can’t slack off and expect to do well.” I nodded at that. “I mean, I can show you if you like, I’ve got some tournament recordings around here somewhere.” 

He dug through the stack of DVD boxes by the TV, pulling open unlabeled boxes 

to check the discs themselves. Eventually slotted in the right one. 

It jumped straight into a gym-hall scene, semicircular groups of guys sitting 

around watching their counterparts take each other on in the middle. 

“That’s me,” Jackson observed, pointing himself out in the crowd. He was 

wearing a royal-blue singlet with white panels up the sides, and it clung to him like a second skin. 

The footage fast-forwarded; I glanced over and saw Jackson thumbing the remote. 

Eventually it stabilized. 

Maybe it made me shallow, but I could definitely see what Jackson’s ex had liked 

about his uniform. The singlet clung eagerly to his hips, his thighs, gaped at the chest where his pecs pushed at the fabric. You could see his nipples through it, not to 

mention the bulge of his dick. 

I fought the urge to lick my lips. 

“Heh, this one time he got me to wear that one in the shower.” Jackson chuckled. 

”The white parts became practically see-through.” 
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Another thing not to imagine. 

“Don’t get me wrong; he was a nice enough guy,” Jackson conceded. “He was just 

more interested in having a guy who could wear a jock and look decent than he was 

interested in a proper relationship.” 

I nodded. “I don’t think that’s what Craig wants. Though, I mean, he does like 

me…well…wearing the jock stuff.” 

Jackson laughed at that, and I could feel myself blushing. 

“Hey, I’m not going to say I don’t work out hoping to get noticed,” he admitted, 

flexing one arm. I made a concerted effort not to stare. “I just don’t want that to be all there is, y’know?” 

“I’m a bit new to all this,” I told him. “Kinda caught me by surprise.” 

Jackson grinned, nodded his understanding. “Well, don’t feel obliged to rush into 

doing anything. That’s my only advice. Lots of guys would say you need to start 

fucking straight away, but that’s bullshit if you ask me.” 

Now it was my turn to laugh. “Um, well, that horse has already bolted, dude.” 

He buried his face in his hands, pretending despair. “Jeez, you horndog gay 

guys.” 

I decided it  was probably best not to mention sucking Craig off in the car just 

before I’d gotten here. My underwear—well, Craig’s actually—was still sticky with 

precum, and I was acutely aware that I had yet to come myself. 

“Is there any chance I can take a shower, dude?” I asked Jackson. He turned off 

the TV, stood up. 

“Sure, no problem. Let me grab you a towel, okay?” 
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Chapter Eleven 

I followed him up the stairs, into the bathroom. There was a decent-sized bath and a separate shower cubicle. Jackson dug through a closet full of towels and toiletries, eventually pulling out a fresh towel. 

“Dial gets a little weird sometimes, so don’t burn yourself,” he warned, backing 

out the door and pulling it closed behind him. “I’ll be downstairs when you’re done.” 

He wasn’t joking  about it being temperamental, and it took me a couple of 

minutes to find a setting somewhere between ice-cold and boiling hot. As I waited I peeled off my clothes, glanced at the line of shampoo and shower-gel bottles across the shelf. The smell of my precum was sharp and noticeable when I pulled down my briefs, the head of my dick glistening. It was tempting to grab hold and jerk off, but that seemed a bit disrespectful in someone else’s house. 

Instead, I stepped under the water and tried to relax, hoping the noisy flow would not only wash away some of the mess but some of the frustrations too. Sure, I hadn’t expected my parents to be overjoyed at finding out I was dating a guy, but neither had I expected their actual reaction. 

It was forcing me to reevaluate everything I’d thought about their beliefs, their 

open-mindedness. Until now, I’d been working on the principle that they’d not really care either way, maybe a little cog-churning as they tried to come to grips with what I was telling them. 

This, though, this was something different. This felt like disappointment. 

I tried to focus on the feeling of the water on my shoulders—my soapy hands 
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shower, I hadn’t been able to stand under running water without getting at least a little chubbed up. 

When I stood, dripping, on the bath mat, I realized I’d left my bag downstairs with all my clean clothes in it. Squeezing back into Craig’s sticky underwear wasn’t entirely appealing either. 

“Jackson,” I called out, pulling the door ajar with my foot while trying to clutch the towel around my waist. “Any chance you could bring my bag up?” 

I heard movement; then he was bringing it up the stairs, grinning as he came. 

“That was quick,” he pointed out. I tried to shrug, but it was lopsided, what with one hand gripping the edges of the towel. I knew Jackson would be looking, at least glancing over once or twice, for the typical youthful comparison if nothing else. 

Should it bother me? I was used to being naked in front of other guys—in front of 

Jackson’s own brother, in fact—but it still felt a bit strange, only having just met Jackson and knowing he was gay. I couldn’t escape the feeling of being rude just considering that, though; like, just as you wouldn’t assume every guy is attracted to every girl, what’s to say each and every guy is going to be someone’s type? 

And that was before you got to the part I didn’t really want to think about too 

closely, the fact that part of me was hoping he’d look and like what he saw. I didn’t want to actually do anything; I wasn’t looking to cheat on Craig. But I’d spent such little time around gay guys, or bi guys, or at least I thought I had anyway, that the feeling of being desired was still mesmerizing. 

So there was a part of me that, just like I had found myself strutting a little down that catwalk at the charity auction, was very aware of how the muscles in my chest were flexing and how my biceps were perhaps just a little more tensed than they 

necessarily needed to be. 

I don’t know if Jackson noticed or if he suspected my hyperawareness. But I could 
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legs, across the short hang of the towel, and then over my torso. Always with that grin fixed firmly across his face. 

“Seen enough?” I teased him, not able to pretend anymore that I wasn’t thinking 

about it all. He shrugged, grin widening. 

“Depends…what else do you have to show me?” 

I rolled my eyes. This felt a whole lot like the cheeky, playful sparring I’d seen between my friends and girls—hell, between me and girls, even—only different, better somehow. Because when it was with girls, I felt like I was meant to be doing the 

chasing, the pursuing, and it felt weirdly pleasing to be the one getting looked at instead. 

I took the bag from him and put it on the cabinet by the sink, then tried to dig one-handed through it while still holding onto the towel. I’d hardly been careful when packing it, and all my clothes were jumbled and tangled together. 

Eventually I came up with a pair of boxers, which I dumped on top of the bag. I 

could feel Jackson watching me, waiting to see what I’d do next. Ask him to leave? 

Drop the towel? I considered the same questions. 

In the end I smiled,  letting my hold on the fabric loosen until it dropped from 

round my waist. Only my grip just above my crotch kept me covered, the towel 

dangling damply in front of me. Jackson chuckled. 

“You look like you’re posing for a calendar,” he told me. I smiled at him. 

“And you’ve got a lot of calendars of half-naked guys to compare it to, yeah?” 

He winked, the perpetual grin looking somehow more dirty all of a sudden. “Are 

you asking to go looking through my porn collection?” 

I feigned horror and surprise, covering my exaggerated gasp with my hand. 

“Who, me, look at that filth?” I shook my head ruefully. “Never.” 

Now it was Jackson’s turn to roll his eyes. “Oh, sure,” he scoffed. “Then again, 

who needs it when you’ve got the real thing in your bathroom, right?” 
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I looked down at myself. I guess I did look pretty good, the years of football 

contributing to a lean, tight body barely covered with my towel. Jackson was clearly bigger than me—just as you’d expect from a wrestler—but he still seemed interested enough, even if just on a playful level. 

“I’m not used to being watched when I get dressed,” I pointed out. 

“What, Craig doesn’t like to look?” 

I thought on that one. Actually, yes. Craig most certainly did like to look. 

Particularly if I was about to put on his underwear, an example of which was lying on the floor by the tub. 

“Oh, he watches,” I conceded. “But he’s normally naked too at the time.” 

Jackson winked at me again. “Are you trying to get me naked now, Kyle?” 

I laughed. “No comment!” 

I turned, just enough to shield my front from his glances, and ditched the towel. 

Reached out to scoop up my clean boxers and leaned down to step into them. As I 

turned back, one hand still adjusting myself, I knew he’d watched the whole thing. 

“Well, that’s you decent, then,” he told me. “Do you want something to eat?” 

I shook my head at his flirting. “Maybe I’ll put on a T-shirt at least, if it’s okay with you.” 

Jackson shrugged. “You’re a traditionalist, I see.” 

I managed to extract a shirt from my bag, looking somewhat wrinkled and worse 

for wear, and pulled it on. I had a pair of shorts in there as well, soft cotton ones that I sometimes wore when I was just hanging around the house, and put those on too. 

Finally, I scooped up Craig’s briefs from the floor and tucked them into one of the side pockets. 

“Lead on!” I told Jackson, smiling at him. 

I probably should’ve guessed, given his build, but Jackson could eat. I mean, 
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going strong, happily pulling a leftover half pizza from the fridge and declaring it to be the perfect post-snack snack. I watched in slight astonishment as he vacuumed it down, hardly seeming to chew as he went. 

“Jeez, dude, slow down. Nobody’s going to steal your food,” I teased him. He 

clutched the last slice of pizza to his chest, a look of wide-eyed horror comically plastered over his face. 

“The benefits of a missing gag reflex,” he told me, winking before the final piece disappeared. “Why else do you think I’m so popular?” 

I shook my head. Actually, I could think of quite a few reasons, but I didn’t think Jackson’s ego needed the encouragement. 

“So what’s Craig like?” he asked me eventually. “Apart from being a fan of 

jockstraps.” 

I considered my boyfriend. 

“Well, he’s kinda the opposite of me, maybe. Isn’t into sports, tall and skinny, dark hair, pretty pale skin. He’s got these amazing eyes, they’re just…” 

I trailed off. It was weird talking about another guy that way, even though I knew Jackson was gay. 

“And have you known him a long time?” 

I snorted. “Hardly.” 

Telling him the bare bones of how Craig had confessed his feelings for me and 

then how we’d gone from playful flirtation to messing around to something more 

serious took about five minutes; I left out most of the sex stuff, or at most just brushed over it in passing. When I finished, Jackson looked a little shell-shocked. 

“Man, Jake said you’d had a weird time lately, but I didn’t realize quite how 

weird,” he said eventually. 

I grimaced. “I could’ve done without today.” 
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He smiled at me sadly. “They’ll come round, dude. Just takes some people some 

time.” 

I thought about my mom’s horrified expression, my dad’s blank coldness. Tried to 

imagine ever being able to look at them again without seeing those same faces. We’d been close when I’d been growing up—another side effect of being an only child—but right now it was like I didn’t know them. 

The lump in my throat felt like it was cutting off my breath, and I could feel the tears pricking the corners of my eyes. I didn’t want to cry in front of Jackson, but it felt like I was losing my family somehow. I felt adrift. 

I rested my elbows on the work surface, leaned my face into my hands. I didn’t 

realize Jackson had moved until I felt his arm around my shoulders, gently pulling me until I was leaning against his chest. 

“It’s okay, dude,” he said quietly, and I felt the tears trickle down my cheeks. 

Turned to him and let his other arm encircle me, broad and reassuring. I’d only just met him, but at that moment it felt like I knew him and he knew me, or at least we each knew enough—shared enough—to have this flicker of a connection. 

I felt the heat of his chest radiate out through his shirt, muscles firm and full 

against the side of my face. There was nothing sexual in it, but Jackson’s sheer size made me feel more secure somehow. 

Eventually he led me to the couch, and we sat side by side in silence for a while, me with my legs drawn up and arms circling my knees, him stretched out and pensive. 

“So do you think you always sort of knew you might like guys?” he asked me 

finally. I lowered one leg, feeling my calf start to tingle with a potential cramp. 

“I don’t know. I don’t think so,” I replied, trying to trek back through my memory for any glaring signs. “To be honest, I didn’t really think about sexual stuff much at all. 

Girls or boys. When I had girlfriends, it was always kinda like the default thing to do. 

Like it was expected, so I did it.” 
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Jackson nodded. “I had a couple of girlfriends, but it always felt wrong somehow. 

Like my  life was two-dimensional maybe. No depth there.” He ran his hand back 

through his close-cropped hair. “Then I met this older guy, and it just…clicked.” 

“I still like girls, I think.” I thought about it as I said it, weighing it in my mind to see just how much it actually felt true. “But being with Craig doesn’t feel weird or unnatural.” 

“Someone might say you jumped in pretty fast, dude,” he observed. I nodded, 

could see his point. Part of me still thought it was crazy fast too. 

“I was flattered at first. That’s why I, well…y’know. Responded in kind. But then 

it was, like, this person had feelings for me and saw me in a certain way, and that made me look at him in this new way myself because he had to be interesting somehow. 

Interesting because he saw me in a way that I didn’t see myself.” 

I shrugged, glanced over to see Jackson watching me. “So then it just all 

happened, and I let myself do it rather than overthinking it, which was probably the right thing to do, really.” 

Jackson paused, then nodded. “I guess I always knew I was different from Jake. 

Even though I wasn’t feminine or anything like that, it was just like there was 

something unique there where everything else felt like the same between us. And, I don’t know, maybe it’s because we’re twins and you cling to anything that helps 

distinguish you, but I never felt bad or resented the fact that I had that difference.” 

He drained his glass, spun it slightly on the tabletop. 

“And then of course I realized what it meant and just how it made Jake and I 

different. But by that point we were already at different high schools, and I was already doing the wrestling, and it didn’t take much to get to grips with the idea that, hey, I could like guys as well and not have to look at myself differently all of a sudden.” 

“What about your parents?” 

Jackson frowned, remembering. “They were…surprised. At first, I mean. They 
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independence.” He gestured around at the room. “I mean, all four of us live here, my mom and dad, Jake and me, but sometimes it feels like two pairs who just so happen to be under the same roof. If that makes any sense.” 

I nodded, though I found it hard to imagine my own parents giving me the sort of 

freedom the twins seemed to enjoy. 

“They step in if our grades slide, or if one of us screws up so massively that they notice it has happened,” he continued. “But they’re not helicopter parents, buzzing around us all the time. Not for the past few years, anyway.” 

“Jake seems okay with it,” I observed. Jackson snorted. 

“Little shit told me it was more girls for him and now he didn’t have to worry 

about the only person almost as pretty as he was making competition.” I could imagine Jake saying it. “I think he kinda knew beforehand, though; it was just hearing me 

confirm it, really.” 

“Did you have a boyfriend then?” I asked. Jackson shook his head. 

“No, not then. Took me a while. I liked looking at guys, and I got hard thinking 

about them, but I never really had much luck with dating.” 

Looking at him now, I found that hard to believe. Maybe he guessed what I was 

thinking. 

“Oh, sure, if I wanted physical stuff I could’ve gone out and gotten it. But people looked at me and they assumed I was straight, and even the guys who thought I might be gay didn’t want to approach me in case they were wrong and I got, I dunno, crazy offended and pounded the crap out of them. So I had to make the first move, and I 

wasn’t really sure how to go about that. So it was just me and the Internet and my hand for a long time.” 

It was my turn to burst out laughing; Jackson had an expression that looked both 

coy and dirty at the same time. 
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“Too much information, dude,” I told him, wondering if he knew that I was 

actually getting a minor thrill from imagining it. The wiggle of his eyebrows in response made me suspect he might. 

My phone buzzed, distracting me. Part of me hoped it might be my parents, 

realizing they’d been idiots and wanting to coax me home with apologies and open 

arms. It wasn’t a disappointment that it was Craig, though, even if I still felt sort of heavy and tired inside from how the day had taken an unexpected turn. 

“That’s gotta be the boyfriend. First time I’ve seen you smile properly all day. 

Well, apart from when you were watching me in those videos.” 

Busted. Just a little, anyway. 

 You okay?  Craig’s text read. I quickly thumbed out a reply.  Talking with Jake’s bro Jackson. Day has been weird.  

“He can come over if you want him to,” Jackson told me. “Jake won’t mind 

either.” 

Suddenly, the thought of having him next to me was overwhelmingly tempting. 

What Craig had said before, about giving me time to decompress and think about 

something other than sexuality, had made perfect sense at the time. But it was pretty clear that, no matter what my intentions, the emotions were still too raw for me to ignore them. 

“I don’t know, man; I don’t want to intrude. Won’t your parents mind?” 

The wrestler chuckled. “Trust me, they probably wouldn’t even notice you were 

here. But it doesn’t matter either way; they’re both out of town for work.” 

It was all sounding perfect, but I still wasn’t quite sure. “I’m already taking 

advantage…” I started. 

Jackson shook his head, pushed me in the shoulder playfully. 

“Shut up, dude. Like I said, Jake and I have got your back, and that goes for your guy too.” 
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I could feel the tears welling up again—was I going to be on this hair trigger 

forever?—and tried to preempt them by taking a gulp of my own drink. If Jackson 

realized, he was discreet enough not to comment. 

“I appreciate that; you have no idea. But I’d have to go pick him up, he doesn’t 

have a car.” 

Jackson shrugged. “So we let Jake pick him up. ‘Bout time that lazy-ass twin of 

mine did something helpful.” 

I sent Craig a quick message explaining the plan, and—after a brief back and forth of him demurring, which I could tell he was doing out of politeness rather than not wanting to see me—eventually Jackson was calling Jake and telling him he was on cab duty. I couldn’t hear the other end of the conversation, but it didn’t sound like he had much of a problem with it. 

Maybe it was just my ramped-up emotions, but I found myself getting more and 

more worked up as the evening went on, knowing Craig was coming. I tried to make 

small talk with Jackson, joked around well enough, but there was a growing knot in my chest that lurched bigger every time I checked the time. 

I almost bolted off the couch when I heard a key in the door. And then Craig stood in the doorway, looking a little awkward perhaps at the unfamiliar place and the new people, and I couldn’t help it, I had to get up and grab hold of him. Hugging his narrow body, pressing my lips against the side of his neck. I knew Jackson and Jake were 

undoubtedly watching, but I didn’t care. 

“I missed you,” I whispered, mouth close to his ear. Craig squeezed me. 

“You okay?” 

I nodded, just a small movement. “Been better, but having you here makes it 

easier.” 

Eventually I remembered my manners, peeled myself off Craig, and turned to 

Jackson. 
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“Jackson, this is Craig; Craig, meet Jackson, Jake’s brother.” Jackson stood up and extended his hand, then pulled Craig into a hug. I could imagine Craig’s surprise; he didn’t seem particularly tactile, aside from with me. 

“Good to meet you, man,” Jackson was saying. “Hope my brother didn’t freak you 

out with his damn-awful driving.” 

Jake protested loudly, and we all laughed. I couldn’t get over how delicate Craig 

looked next to Jackson. Admittedly, he was always going to be dwarfed by a wrestler, but seeing them standing together—my boyfriend’s slender form emphasized by his 

skinny jeans and simple black T-shirt—really struck home the difference. It left me wanting to wrap him in my arms again and take care of him, somehow. 

“I’m a good driver!” Jake was still protesting. “Unlike some, I don’t take my eyes off the road whenever there’s a cute guy walking past.” 

Jackson sighed. “Maybe not, but heaven protect anybody in the car with you in 

the summer. All those hot girls in tiny shirts; every day I’m surprised you’ve not written that car off.” 

Jake grinned bashfully, though not at all guiltily, and gave his twin the finger. 

“You hungry, Craig?” Jackson asked. 

Craig shook his head. “Already eaten, but thanks.” 

I pulled him down next to me on the sofa, snaked my arm round his hips, and 

drew him in close. I caught what looked like an approving glance from Jackson and a mildly entertained one from Jake, but it felt good to be able to be touchy-feely and not have to worry what people around us were thinking. 

We watched a dumb movie, Craig eventually migrating from sitting next to me to 

resting with his head in my lap, my fingers carefully trailing through his hair. I hadn’t been able to fully push the thought of my parents’ reaction from my mind, but it was helping: Craig, the twins, the ostensible normality of the situation even if it had been prompted by a very unusual day. 
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“Let me show you guys the spare room,” Jake told us, maybe noticing Craig’s 

attempts to hide his yawns, and led us upstairs. It was a simple room, obviously 

doubling as a study, but the bed was a decent size even with two in it. A connecting door led to a shared bathroom. 

Jake clicked on the bedside lamp. “Look, you guys are totally welcome, okay? 

Kyle is my brother on the team, and that means I’ve got his back. You too, Craig.” 

I felt Craig’s hand squeezing mine. “Thanks, Jake,” I told him. “That means a lot.” 

He shrugged, then stepped a pace forward and wrapped me in an unexpected 

hug. I patted his back, flashbacks of Jackson holding me as I sobbed just a few hours earlier fresh in my mind. When he let me go, he turned to Craig. 

“G’night, dude,” Jake said, smiling, and then to what I knew would be Craig’s 

surprise grabbed him and hugged him too. My boyfriend looked a little shocked when he finally let him go. 

“They seem nice,” he said, as soon as Jake closed the door. I nodded. 

“The best. I had a really good talk with Jackson; he’s not a dumb jock.” 

Craig frowned a little. “I never said he was. In fact, I’d never say that about 

someone.” 

I sat on the edge of the bed. “I know you wouldn’t.” I ran my hands across my 

face. “It’s just been a weird one, y’know? My parents are meant to be the supportive ones, and they turn out to be the assholes. Whereas the jocks you might think would be homophobic end up being the biggest supporters.” 

Craig grinned at me. “Well, jocks usually are supportive,” he joked. I rolled my 

eyes. 

“Oh, no, you’re not turning this into a dress-up session. Anyway, I don’t think I 

have one with me.” 

He shrugged, pouted. “Think Jackson would lend you a wrestling singlet?” 
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My expression must’ve looked suitably horrified, because he immediately held up 

his hands. 

“Okay, okay, I’m joking! But you’d look so hot in one…” 

“He’s got one that turns half-transparent when you get it wet,” I told him. 

“I’m not going to ask how you know that,” he replied, sitting down on the bed 

next to me. We were quiet for a moment. 

“Look, Craig,” I started, trying to formulate the sentences in my head and 

struggling. “I know it’s a weird question, but would you still be interested if, well, if I wasn’t a jock?” 

I looked down at my hands, suddenly terrified of hearing the answer to the 

question I’d only just asked. 

“I don’t love you because of your body, Kyle,” Craig told me, voice quiet. “Oh, 

sure, I think you’re absolutely gorgeous. But you’re an incredible person, and that’s what I find most attractive.” 

I explained what Jackson had said earlier, about finding it difficult to meet guys who didn’t simply see him as a conquest to boast about. Craig sighed. 

“Okay, I’m going to ignore the fact that you’re basically suggesting I’m potentially as shallow as one of those guys. I’m sorry Jackson has had a shitty time of it, but that doesn’t mean the only guys who fall for people who play sports are jock fuckers.” 

“I know, but—” 

“But nothing, Kyle. Are you fit and do you have a beautiful body? Sure, of course 

you do. I’m not blind, and I’m not going to say that I don’t take pleasure in looking at you and touching you and having sex with you. I’m an eighteen-year-old guy, after all. 

But I also know that you’re kindhearted, and open-minded, and that you stand up for people when they need help, and that you’re brave and honest and all the things I want from a boyfriend. Someone to share a life with, not just share a bed with.” 

“Or a car seat,” I added. 
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He grinned. “Yes, or a car seat, or a shower. Just because we’re horny sometimes, 

though, it doesn’t mean the times when we’re with each other not having sex are any less legitimate.” 

I took his hand, ran my fingers down his own slender digits, and traced gentle 

circles on his palm. 

“I’ve just been thrown a bit by everything today,” I tried to explain. “I didn’t mean to offend you.” 

Craig smiled again, ran his other hand up the short hairs at the nape of my neck. 

“You didn’t offend me. And I completely get that you feel rejected today, by people who should never reject you. So I need you to know that I’m not just here because you have amazing abs and a perfect ass.” 

I glanced at him, sideways, with a half grin. “You think my ass is perfect?” 

“Shut up, Kyle. Stop fishing for compliments.” 

I tried to look innocent but probably failed. At least the tension of a moment 

before was gone. 

“So go on, how exactly do you know about Jackson’s magic disappearing singlet?” 

he asked me, eventually. “Don’t tell me Jake and I nearly walked in on a fashion show.” 

I laughed at the thought of it. “He showed me some videos of him wrestling. Man, 

he must be strong. Anyway, he said his old boyfriend made him get in the shower with it on, and the white panels down the side went transparent.” 

Craig nodded, thoughtfully. It didn’t feel quite right to criticize him for potentially imagining Jackson when I’d spent quite a few moments tonight doing exactly the same. 

Looking—or mentally picturing—but without touching seemed safe enough. 

“When I got home, I had to jerk off at how hot it was, you blowing me in the car,” 

he confessed. “Even though I’d just…” 

I felt myself stiffen at the thought of it. Craig rushing up to his room, slamming the door. Maybe sliding down to the floor with his back to it, yanking at his jeans and 206  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

then frantically tugging at his cock, eyes tightly closed as he mentally pictured my mouth stretched around his shaft, gulping him down. 

Craig’s hand closed around my dick through the soft fabric of my shorts. “Did 

you?” he asked, a little coyly. 

I shook my head. “Had a shower, but it didn’t feel right in someone else’s place.” 

He nodded, eyes looking a little glazed as he coaxed me to full hardness in my 

boxer briefs. “Seems a shame, though…” 

I chuckled at that; for someone so tightly controlled most of the time, Craig was 

pretty transparent when he was horny. 

“What are you asking, Craig?” I teased. 

He swallowed, licked his lips. “If I promise to be superquiet, will you fuck me?” 

My erection gave a jolt, maybe all the answer Craig really needed. He slipped 

down to kneel between my thighs, pulled on my shorts until they were coaxed down to around my ankles. 

“Take off your shirt,” he instructed as he ran his hands along my thickness 

through the thin cotton. I peeled off the T-shirt, watched as he carefully eased down my boxers. 

A small bubble oozed out of the tip of my cock, began to slowly slide down the 

side. Craig leaned in and ran his tongue along me, one hand gently gripping my balls. I felt my legs spread automatically, as he reached the head and then let his lips close around it, starting up a soft, swirling movement that matched his other hand milking the base of my shaft. 

“Fuck, you suck dick so well,” I told him, voice low and husky, enjoying the 

feelings radiating out from my groin. “Take off your jeans while you blow me.” 

His hands disappeared, followed by the unmistakable sound of rustling as he 

fumbled at the buttons. I let my fingers trail through his hair, my thumb brushing the sharpness of his cheekbone. 
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“Stand up,” I ordered, hearing him whine around my cock in disappointment. 

Still, he stood up all the same, lips red and puffy. I tugged down his skinnies, helped him out of them, and then told him to take off his shirt. 

He was so…different, so very different from me. And from Jake, and Jackson, and 

to Louis. We were all big—okay, so Jackson was bigger than me, and his brother too—

whether it was intentional or just a side effect of the sports we did, our shoulders relatively wide, visible muscles, narrow waists. 

Whereas Craig, well, he was so thin in comparison. Skinny, you’d probably say, if 

you glanced at him in the street. Though not all skin and bones; his shoulders were narrow, yes, but his chest was firm, not skeletal, and while he didn’t have the defined abs that some guys on the team—and yes, okay, me—have, his stomach was flat and 

smooth. 

He looked right. That was the only way I could put it. Yes, he was slim, but he was in proportion: a different type of body, not a lesser one. And the sight of it made me drool. 

My cock was certainly eager, the head slippery with Craig’s spit and more. I 

grabbed it by the root, wagged it at him. 

“You want this?” He nodded, eyes hungry. “Turn around.” 

He spun on the spot, glancing over his shoulder to watch me. His ass was narrow, 

compact, and I reached out and felt it fill my palms, kneading the firm flesh. 

“Bend over,” I told him, watching as he braced himself on his knees, and then 

used my thumbs to spread his cheeks and expose him. 

Fuck. Fuck. The urge to just drive my cock in there was incredible, but I knew 

that—while Craig might have me beat on length—I’d still hurt him if I tried, no matter how horny he was and how slick he’d left me. Instead, I leaned forward and let my 

tongue rasp up against him, feeling him twitch and shudder. 

“Oh, God, Kyle…” he wheezed, but I didn’t stop, didn’t wait for him to finish 
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with my thumbs, then dug the tip into his hotness, feeling all the time his muscles yield and soften. 

Soon he was reaching back, holding his cheeks wide as I feasted on him eagerly, 

alternating between my tongue and sliding one, then two fingers inside him. Gripped his bobbing shaft as it lurched between his legs and let the roughness of my palm graze across the sensitive tip until he bucked and whimpered. 

“Turn around and ride me,” I instructed him eventually. Craig quickly knelt up on 

the bed, legs straddling my own. I watched as he leaned down and guided the head 

between his cheeks. 

I felt the wet kiss as our flesh came together, the moment of resistance, and then, with a hiss of air from his lungs, the tight grip as I eased inside him. I expected Craig to pause, to wait, but he didn’t: he just let his hips drop as every last inch of me was buried deep. 

He pushed me back, flat on the blankets, his hands on my chest as he levered 

himself up and then impaled himself again. The familiar red slash of his flush across his face was mesmerizing. I reached up and let my fingers trace his neck, the jut of his collarbones. Craig’s eyes were squeezed shut, his mouth open. I hooked my thumb 

around his bottom lip, felt him suck on it as he rode me. 

The click was loud enough to distract me, though Craig kept moving, kept 

pushing up with his thighs and his hands braced against me, his cock slapping 

rhythmically against my abs. I turned my head to see the bathroom door ajar, someone standing there looking in. 

A glimpse of familiar features, a shocked expression. Were those towels cradled in one arm, the other hand still on the doorknob? I knew it was one of the twins, but I couldn’t tell in the dim light whether it was Jackson or Jake. 

I should’ve stopped Craig, tried to cover us up, but I couldn’t move, couldn’t 

escape the feeling of my boyfriend clamping down on me with his muscles and the 
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shock of being watched so unexpectedly. After a long moment, our gazes locked, but confused, he shut the door gently, never saying a word. 

Craig leaned down, pressed his lips to mine. I gripped his waist, brought my 

knees up so that he was cradled in my lap, my hips pounding against him. His cock was trapped between our bodies, wet and swollen, rubbed by our flesh. I pictured Jake, or Jackson, watching as I plowed into Craig’s hole, raw and brazen. Wondered what he’d thought as he caught us, his gaze lingering just a beat too long to be written off as only shocked horror. 

And then my capacity for thinking clearly was gone, replaced by the rush of blood 

as Craig’s riding and my eager thrusts tipped me over the edge, bursting into him just as his own excitement overcame him and filled the space between us. 

I let my strokes slow to nothing, Craig’s body wrapped tightly around and within 

mine. He ran his lips across my nose, my cheeks. Hands traced down my arms and 

found my own, fingers twining with mine as I lay outstretched beneath him. 

For those moments, I’d forgotten my parents, forgotten Jeff, forgotten that my life had been turned upside down and left near floundering in uncertainty. But the question lingering was, how would I face the twins at breakfast the next morning? 
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Chapter Twelve 

I’d debated telling Craig as we lay there side by side, his hand clasped loosely in mine. I didn’t, though. Wasn’t sure how I could say,  We were just watched having sex, and I’m not sure by who, in a way that wouldn’t make him freak out. 

Instead, I watched as he slipped off me and went to the bathroom, returning to 

find me under the covers and waiting for him. His body looked lean and smooth in the dim glow of the lamp on the nightstand, and I’d felt my breath catch momentarily in my throat at the sight of him. 

He was beautiful. Boyish and masculine and…beautiful. 

After the day I’d had, I’d expect sleep to be slow in coming, but it could only have been minutes before I had dropped off. I didn’t even remember turning off the light, but Craig must have as it wasn’t on when I woke up, finding him still asleep next to me. 


* * * * 

The house seemed quiet around me as I pulled juice from the fridge and perched 

at the breakfast bar to drink it. My parents were very early risers, so I wasn’t especially used to having the place to myself when I got up. It somehow felt both liberatingly freeing and disconcertingly empty. No background murmur of their talking in the other room. 

Would they be talking about me this morning across town? Discussing their son’s 

perverse lifestyle over their coffee and cereal? 

I felt the bile rising in my throat, swallowed hard. Physically shook my head to 

clear it, the orange juice suddenly tasting sour on my tongue. I wasn’t ready to think about all that yet. 
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And yes, maybe there were more pressing questions, like who had been our 

inadvertent audience the night before. I tried to replay what I’d seen in my mind’s eye, hearing the click of the bathroom door; was my memory adding in a slight gasp of 

shock, or had that really happened? The light had been so low, the door’s opening so scant, I couldn’t tell who it was. Even if Jake and Jackson weren’t so physically similar, I’m not sure I’d have been able to identify someone there. 

Still, I had a feeling I’d find out soon enough. 

I was trying to figure out the coffee machine when I heard footsteps behind me. 

Even though I knew someone else was in the room, I still turned with a little exhalation of surprise. 

Barefoot and in shorts, Jake was messing at his closely-cropped hair, blinking at 

me somewhat bleary-eyed. His other hand scratched absentmindedly at his stomach, 

pushing up the soft cotton T-shirt he was wearing. I tried to smile. 

“Sorry, I should’ve knocked,” he said. I felt my eyes widen. Had it been…? 

“Just now, I mean. I wasn’t trying to startle you.” 

I relaxed. So was it Jackson who had caught us? Or was Jake simply trying to 

pretend that the whole thing hadn’t happened? Or was I thinking too much either way? 

Jake clearly took my silence as precaffeine sluggishness, stepped over and took the bag of coffee from my hand. 

“Sit down. I’ll do it. Guess you’re not a morning person, eh?” I shook my head, 

grinned bashfully. Jake laughed. “Maybe it’s a gay thing. Jackson hates getting up too.” 

Even after everything that had happened, I still felt a little jolt of discomfort when he said “gay.” I guess I wasn’t used to identifying that way—wasn’t even sure that I was gay anyway. The pace of the past few days hadn’t really given me time to think too much about labels. 
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Soon the puttering of the machine was filling the kitchen with the trickle of coffee, the scent alone helping wake me. Jake pulled mugs from a cupboard, then started 

peeling a banana. I watched as he bit off the top few inches, chewed expansively. 

“Hungry?” I laughed. 

He shrugged. “What can I say? I’m a growing boy.” He flexed his other arm, the 

bicep pushing at his sleeve. 

I rolled my eyes. “So I can see.” 

Jake smirked evilly at me. “Oh, I’m sorry, is my eating not refined enough for 

you?” He turned his head, let the ragged end of the banana slip between his lips, and did what I could only assume he thought was a seductive show of pushing it into his mouth. 

I couldn’t help but laugh out loud at that. “Okay, okay!” I told him, holding up 

my hands in defeat. “You win; eat it how you like! Just don’t ever do that again, all right?” 

He gave me a shit-eating grin, made an extravagant show of biting off another few 

inches of the fruit. I winced. 

“Jeez, a guy can’t get a few extra hours in bed around here, can he?” I heard from behind me; I turned to see Jackson wandering into the kitchen looking even more 

blurry-eyed than Jake had. “I could hear you all the way over from the next block.” 

I tried to look contrite, failed, and then shrugged and tipped  my head at his 

brother. “Blame Jake and his crappy blowjob skills.” Jake and I cracked up again at the look of confusion on Jackson’s face. 

“Man, I need coffee if I’m going to deal with you two,” he said eventually, 

sloshing it into a mug and then adding a slug of cream. I glanced down as he drank; like Jake he was barefoot but wearing boxers and a ragged-looking wifebeater. His thighs were impressively broad. 
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When I dragged my eyes away, I realized Jake had been watching me, an 

entertained look on his face. I shrugged, and he shook his head as if to say,  Typical guy.  

“Jake, you going to make some of those awesome eggs you do so well?” Jackson 

asked. 

Jake chuckled. “You only say that because you hate making breakfast.” 

“I can’t believe you’d say that. Such a terrible guy to make such accusations about his own brother. I think I deserve some eggs to make up for it.” 

I couldn’t help but smile at their conversation, watching as Jake—grumbling 

exaggeratedly about emotional manipulation under his breath—brought out a pan and 

a dozen eggs and began the makings of what I assumed would be scrambled eggs or 

maybe an omelet. Jackson passed behind me and sat down on the stool by my side. 

“He’s a good cook, actually,” he told me, leaning in close to my shoulder. “You’ll be surprised watching him.” 

Was that a hint? I looked across sharply, but Jackson was observing his brother at the stove with only a trace of a curl to his lips, suggesting there might have been a double meaning. 

“Do you often watch?” I asked, trying to rein in the sudden flutter in my chest. I wasn’t sure whether it would be better to know that it was Jackson who saw Craig and I, or Jake. 

He glanced over at me, slyly. “Only when it’s really entertaining, Kyle.” 

We stared at each other for a beat: I was pretty much sure that it had been Jackson in the doorway last night, that it had been him who lingered just that moment too long to be legitimately shocked. 

“What are you two girls gossiping about?” Jake demanded, voice loud. Jackson 

gave him an unimpressed look. 

“These ‘girls’ could beat your ass if you’re not careful,” he replied. Jake stuck out his tongue, kept beating the eggs. 
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“Sorry, do you need to take a moment to go get into your skimpy wrestling 

costume?” he taunted. 

“Just because you know you couldn’t fill it out,” Jackson shot back. 

Jake looked affronted, though I was sure it was all an act—probably one that had 

been well played out before now too. 

“Hey, I have no issues there. Tell him, Kyle. You’ve seen me in the locker room.” 

I brought my hands up, palms out. “Oh, hell no, I’m not getting in the middle of 

this argument.” 

Jake grunted his disgust. “Oh, please, you’d love to get caught between some hot 

twin action,” he teased. I made an effort to keep my expression as noncommittal as possible. 

“Come  on, Jake.” Phew, Jackson to the rescue! I let my expression go back to 

normal. “I’m sure Kyle’s getting all the hot action he needs.” 

Shit, no, I thought too soon. That was no rescue attempt! 

I gave Jackson the dirtiest look I could muster without it being  immediately 

noticeable to Jake, mimed knocking his coffee off the counter and into his lap. He covered his crotch with his hands, an expression of scalded horror on his face; I tried not to look down at the bulge pressing against his fingers. 

“So where is Craig?” Jake asked. I heard the sizzle of raw egg hitting hot butter. “I guess he must’ve been tired.” 

Jackson winked at me. “Poor guy must’ve been worn-out.” 

I winced, shook my head at him. 

“Did someone say my name?” I heard from behind us, turning to see Craig in the 

doorway. He had pulled on a simple black T-shirt and a pair of sweatpants, his hair a riotous mess. 

“Morning!” Jake called out, nodding to the row of mugs next to the steaming pot 
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carefully filled a cup, sipped from it cautiously. Looking up over the rim, he caught me staring, and I saw the corners of his mouth twist up in a smile. 

“Here you go, Craig. Sit,” Jackson said, standing up from the stool. Craig slipped behind me, and they did a cramped exchange of places. 

Did I see Craig glance down at Jackson’s thighs as I’d struggled—and, yes, 

failed—not to do just a few minutes before? I guess I couldn’t really blame him: the taller twin’s boxers didn’t do much in the way of covering him, and he obviously 

wasn’t shy about his body. 

Craig leaned over, let his head gently rest against my shoulder. “Good morning,” 

he said, voice low so that only we would hear it. “Sleep okay?” 

I nodded, let my chin sit on top of his head. I could feel his warmth radiate up 

through me. “You?” 

He sat up, glanced around to see if we were being observed, then grinned 

wickedly. “Someone tired me out.” 

My dick twitched in my shorts, and I took a mouthful of coffee to try to distract 

myself. I wasn’t sure getting hard before breakfast was the best thing to do, given Jake and Jackson would undoubtedly tease me mercilessly for it. The press of Craig’s knee against my thigh wasn’t helping, though. 

“Eggs up!” Jake called out, bringing over the pan. Jackson slid plates in front of Craig and I, and his brother swiftly scooped out what looked like a slightly unhappy cross between scrambled eggs and an omelet. Craig glanced at me dubiously; I tried to look enthusiastic. 

“Um, thanks, Jake,” I managed. “This looks…great.” 

I looked up to see Jackson wink at me. “Honestly, I know it looks like shit”—a cry of outrage from Jake—“but just try it; it’s better than it looks.” 

Conscious of three sets of eyes watching me, I scooped up as small a forkful as I 
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which I probably would’ve found funny if I wasn’t also slightly worried that I might have just poisoned myself. 

In actual fact, though, Jackson was right: they looked awful but tasted pretty great. 

“Wow, this is actually really good, Jake!” I exclaimed, the surprise evident in my voice. 

He looked at me disapprovingly. “Yeah, thanks for sounding so surprised at that 

fact, Kyle.” 

Jackson threw his arm around his brother, held a plate out for his own serving. 

“Oh, shut up, you drama queen. You’ll make someone a wonderful wife someday.” 

Craig and I laughed and then set to eating, and by the time Jake had his own plate, he seemed to have forgotten—or forgiven—our doubts. It was definitely better than 

cereal. 

“So Craig, how did you meet Kyle?” Jackson asked between bites. Craig 

swallowed, glanced over at me. 

“Oh, I bought him,” he said, as if it was completely unremarkable and then took a 

gulp of his coffee. Jake and I tried not  to crack up at the confusion evident across Jackson’s face. I’d left that detail, the whole charity auction in fact, out of my sparse explanation the previous night. 

“You…bought him?” Jackson said eventually. Craig nodded, still managing to 

keep a straight face. 

“Sure did,” he told the twin. “Had some competition in the bids—the fit ones 

always do—but I stood my ground.” 

Jackson was looking between Jake and I, clearly trying to figure out if Craig was 

setting him up for some sort of joke. In the end, I took pity on him. 

“It was a charity auction. Everyone on the team had to take part; just so happened that Craig decided to bid on me. And then…well, that’s how we met, anyway.” 

He still looked bemused. Craig slid his gaze over at me, winked. 

“When I got him home, I let him out of the cage and told him to get on all fours.” 
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Jake spluttered, a fine mist of coffee and egg covering half the counter. Jackson’s mouth was now a perfect O, his eyes wide. I watched Craig as he casually took another sip from his mug, looking for all the world like he was just discussing the weather. 

“But…” Jackson stammered. “But I mean…Kyle?” 

I nodded, bowed my head a little as if I was suddenly feeling subservient. “Sure, it felt a bit weird at first, but after the fourth or fifth time I think I got the hang of it.” 

That was too much for Jake, who proceeded to burst out laughing, holding his 

sides as if he was worried he might bust out of his shirt. In doing so he set me off, and then Craig, until it was the three of us howling with laughter as Jackson looked between us, first confused and then with the dawning realization that he’d been conned. 

“Oh, really funny, guys,” he said as Jake dried his eyes and I wiped my face on my shirt. “Screw the three of you.” 

Craig looked a little contrite. “I’m sorry, Jackson, I couldn’t help myself.” He 

reached out and put his hand on Jackson’s arm, his slender fingers wrapping around the powerful wrist. “I was only messing around. But the charity auction, that was true. 

And I bid on Kyle because, well, I’d always had a thing for him, and I wanted an excuse to spend time with him. It all started from there.” 

Jackson nodded, took a moment to jab Jake in the ribs and almost topple him over 

in the process. 

“So just your usual boy-buys-boy, boy-falls-for-boy, boy-plays-prank-on-cute-

twin-friend story, then.” 

Craig grinned. “Yeah, something like that.” 

Jake dumped the pan in the sink, wiped his hands on a towel. “Right, I’m gonna 

take a shower. Craig, did that dumb boyfriend of yours show you the bathroom?” 

Craig nodded. 

“Excellent,” Jake said. “So he’s not completely hopeless. We might need to get you a towel, though.” 
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“Oh, no,” Jackson interrupted, staring at me as he spoke. “They have towels.” 

I felt a shiver in my chest. Jackson had been bringing us those towels the previous night when he’d caught us fucking. I’d seen the stack of them in the bathroom earlier on. 

“Great, I’ll be done soon, then,” Jake said. Craig stood too. 

“I think I’ll get ready as well,” he explained. I reached out, let my hand sit flat against the small of his back. His T-shirt clung to him, the heat of his body radiating. 

“More coffee, Kyle?” Jackson asked me. I pushed over my mug. 

“Definitely more coffee.” 

Jackson split the remainder of the pot between us as Craig and Jake left, my 

boyfriend fixing me with a bright grin as he walked out the room. I couldn’t help but smile back at him; it was contagious. 

For a while it was silent in the kitchen, the only sound the occasional scratch of Jackson’s spoon against the bottom of his mug. Eventually he looked up at me. 

“So, last night.” 

I could feel myself blushing, couldn’t hold his eye. All of a sudden the contents of my cup seemed particularly interesting, certainly enough for me to stare fixedly on. 

“I’m sorry for walking in on you,” Jackson continued. I shook my head; I still 

couldn’t quite trust my voice to actually reply. “I should’ve knocked or something.” 

He wasn’t laughing, at least there was that. And he’d waited for Jake to leave—

and Craig, for that matter—before bringing it up. 

“Did you tell Craig?” he asked finally. I shook my head. 

“No, it didn’t seem like something he needed to know.” 

Jackson’s eyebrows wiggled. “Looked like he was too occupied to notice anything 

else, anyway.” 

If the blush had receded at all, it was back in full force at that. I had a sudden vision of Craig balanced on my lap, back stretched taut against my thighs, legs spread JOCK AUCTION  |  219 

as he levered himself up and down on my cock. Could see in full color his lean body, misted with a fine film of sweat, his mouth lolling open, eyes glazed. 

“Look, it was rude of us, we shouldn’t have… I mean, not in your house.” 

Jackson shook his head, made a face. “Dude, chill. Your boyfriend’s hot; you’re 

hot. If I were either one of you, I’d be fucking every chance I got. I just wanted to apologize for disturbing you. I guess it’s just not every day I get a live sex show in my place.” 

I grinned lopsidedly. “But you get a live sex show in other people’s houses?” I 

teased. Jackson rolled his eyes at that. 

“You know what I mean, dumbass.” 

I laughed, then ran my fingertip conspicuously around my nipple. “And you think 

I’m hot?” I asked, narrowing my eyes in some parody of seduction. 

Jackson looked pretty serious at that, though. “Hell yes,” he told me, holding eye contact until I had to look away. “Both of you.” 

I laughed again, a little nervously this time. He clearly meant it, and I wasn’t used to getting that sort of attention from a guy, at least, from anybody but Craig. Jackson leaned back against the counter’s edge, folding his arms. It made his biceps look even bigger somehow. 

“I’m flattered,” I eventually managed to say, trying not to make it obvious that I was looking at the way his broad shoulders tapered down to his narrow waist and a 

conspicuous bulge in his boxers. There was definitely plenty inside the clinging black fabric. 

He shrugged. “Just telling it how it is. You two make a hot couple.” 

It was a good thing I was still sitting down. I felt my cock shudder in my shorts, the unexpected attention—and the memory of Craig on me, of being inside him, and of being watched while it happened—adding to the haze of sudden arousal. I willed the half-erection to go away. 
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Maybe Jackson knew how I was feeling. Maybe he had a sadistic streak. He 

pushed himself upright, away from the counter, and stepped over to the breakfast bar, leaning forward on his elbows toward me. 

“I gotta admit, dude,” he told me, voice low and husky, “I got back to my room 

and I had to jerk off.” I shook my head slowly, not quite trusting what I was hearing. 

“Couldn’t help it, just a glimpse of you two got me so hard.” 

I fought the urge to cover my groin with my hands, knew that would be clear 

confirmation of what little control I had over myself. Jackson leaned in a little farther, until our foreheads were almost touching. 

“Truth be told, I almost came in my pants right there, Kyle,” he whispered. I just about stifled the shudder that rattled across my shoulder blades. I think the slight groan was just in my head. 

Jackson smiled, then glanced down at my lap. I knew the shape of my erection 

would be clear and couldn’t do anything to stop it. He giggled. 

“Man, does that thing ever go down?” 

He stood up, took a step backward, a huge grin plastered across his face. I shook 

my head. 

“You bastard.” 

He shrugged, stuck out his tongue. “Hey, I was apologizing. Can’t criticize a guy 

for apologizing.” 

I looked down; was it just my imagination, or was the bulge in his underwear 

more pronounced, fuller, than it had been before? I frowned. 

“Looks like I’m not the only one.” 

Jackson hooked a thumb in his waistband and tugged down, his other hand 

pulling up on his shirt so that I could see his pubes and the rippled expanse of his stomach. He posed like that, staring off into the distance like a clichéd model. 

“Whaddya think? Good enough for a dirty magazine?” he asked. 
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I shook my head. “They’d be lucky to have you, dude.” 

He smiled at me then with what looked like genuine satisfaction. 

“Thanks, Kyle,” he told me, absentmindedly squeezing his bulge as he let his shirt drop back down. I was pretty sure I could make out the shape of his dick stretching out toward his hip, pressing at the fabric. 

I looked up to see him watching me, his smile still there, expression knowing. 

“You’ve got a cute guy upstairs all wet in the shower,” he pointed out. “If I were you, I wouldn’t let that go to waste.” 

I ran my finger round the lip of my coffee cup. “You speak a lot of sense.” 

“More than that punk-ass brother of mine, anyway. Go on, go play.” 

I stood up and glanced down to where my dick clearly pushed out against my 

shorts. Jackson was looking too, I knew. 

“Maybe there’s room in that dirty magazine for me too,” I said. 

Jackson licked his lips exaggeratedly. “Cover boy material, dude, nothing less.” 

I let my erection lead me upstairs, followed the sounds of Craig and Jake talking. 

When I found them, my boyfriend was leaning back against the sink, arms wrapped 

round a folded towel, while Jake was standing in the doorway chatting. Craig’s face lit up when he saw me. 

“Thought you might like some company,” I explained. Craig’s smile managed to 

get even broader. 

“Guess that’s my cue to leave,” Jake said, eyes flicking down to waist level for a moment. He gave me a dubious look. “Why do I get the feeling nothing clean is going to be happening in here?” 

I shrugged, did my best to look innocent. Squeezed past him through the 

doorway, letting my cock thwack against his thigh as I went. He laughed at that. 

“Dude, seriously, keep that thing under control!” 

I held up my hands in defeat. “I’ll do my best, Jake, but no promises.” 
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He pulled the door closed, shaking his head. “Do me a favor and lock it, okay? 

Some things people don’t want to see again…” 

I felt my jaw drop a little; watched wide-eyed as he winked at me before the door 

came between us. I’d been so sure it was Jackson that caught Craig and I last night, but had it really been his brother? Or had Jackson simply told Jake what he’d seen, or was it the other way around? I tried to replay all the conversations—the loaded comments—of the morning in my head, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to get every single nuance 

straight. 

And then there was the fact that Craig was slipping down his sweatpants and 

peeling off his T-shirt, standing naked in front of the already hissing shower, and exactly who had seen what and when seemed to matter a whole lot less. 

I tugged off my own shirt, let my shorts drop. My cock lolled straight out from my body, and I gave it a couple of casual strokes, noticing how Craig’s gaze was fixed on my midsection as I did so. 

“Get in before you get cold,” I urged him, and watched as he stepped under the 

falling water, ducking his head beneath, his hair a riot of knots and tangles across his face. Rivulets flowed down his chest, off the end of his dick. He swept his hand back through his hair, looking at me with eyes clouded with lust. 

I followed him in, pulled the shower door closed behind me. Craig’s wet arms 

slipped around my chest, his deft fingers finding my nipples. “This was all Jackson’s idea,” I told him. 

He gave me a knowing grin. “Then Jackson has some  excellent ideas.” A hand 

slipping down to the small of my back, pulling our groins together. I could feel Craig stiffening against my hardness. “I’m almost surprised he didn’t ask if he could join us.” 

“Ha, and what makes you think he’d want to do that?” 

Craig looked at me, a measured expression on his face. “Oh, come on; you must 

have seen the way he looks at you?” 
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Shaking my head, I ran my fingers under the wet hair at the nape of his neck. 

“Good thing I only have eyes for you, then, isn’t it?” 

He rolled his eyes at that. “Oh, I saw you looking. Just as long as you only have 

hands for me, I’ll be happy.” 

I drew his face in close to mine. “Consider these hands as good as yours.” And 

then we were kissing, our movements pulling us in and out of the rushing water, its white noise the backdrop to my groans as Craig lifted my leg up and ran his hand down my thigh, fingertips probing between my cheeks and pushing at my hole. 

“So did Jackson suggest what exactly we should do in here?” Craig murmured, 

mouth close to my ear. I shook my head. 

“I think he assumed we’d take the initiative.” 

Craig nodded. “Well, we wouldn’t want to disappoint him, would we?” 

I squeezed a palmful of shower gel into my hand, reached back and took Craig’s 

in mine, and rubbed it to a lather. My grip firm around his hand, I brought his slippery index finger to my entrance and carefully eased it inside. Craig could’ve slammed his finger home, and I’d still have been happy, but he didn’t, was content to let me fuck myself on his hand instead. 

“I wasn’t the only one looking,” I pointed out to him, still working his hand in and out. Craig extended another finger, and I gasped as together the two broached my hole. 

The corners of his mouth twitched. 

“He’s a striking guy,” he conceded. I nodded, mouth falling open as Craig began 

to twist his fingers inside me with each stroke. 

“You tempted to trade me in for a bigger model?” I asked, not even half-serious. 

My boyfriend shook his head. 

“Not likely. He’s hot; don’t get me wrong.” I slowly nodded my agreement, 

feeling Craig brush the hardened nub of my prostate. “But I’m happy with my current jock.” 
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If my dick hadn’t been an iron bar of arousal, my ass hadn’t been stuffed with a 

third finger as Craig continued to work me over, I might have feigned outrage at that. 

Instead, I reached down and wrapped both my hands around his rigid length, 

marveling at the weight and girth of his prick. 

“It might be fun if he watched,” I ventured. 

Craig laughed. “You’re such a boy sometimes. Is that what the guys do in the 

locker room, talk about watching each other bang girls?” 

I gripped him around the base of his shaft, felt the blood pulse along it with my 

other hand. The head was an angry red, the flare hard and glistening in the water. 

“Who said it’d be you getting banged?” I asked him. 

Craig shook his head, but he was still smiling. “Oh, I should’ve guessed this was 

one of your little fantasies. You want him to take photos and put them online too? 

You’re a pervert, Kyle.” 

I bent my head to his chest, let my tongue rasp across his narrow muscles, graze 

the hardened nub of his nipple. “There’s a big difference between fantasizing and 

doing.” 

He nodded; I couldn’t see it, the side of my face pressed against his pectorals, but I could feel the movement in his body. “Oh, I know all about that. Spent enough time fantasizing about being with you, after all.” 

“And what did you want to do?” 

“Why, fuck you in front of your jock friends, of course.” 

I bit at his nipple, just to show him he wasn’t funny, but there was something 

shiveringly exciting about his words all the same. The thought of actually being 

watched was scary, but it didn’t exactly stretch my imagination to come up with a 

fantasy of Craig and I in bed, Jackson sprawled in a chair across the room, watching silently as we explored each other. In fact it was all too readily pictured. 
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“What do you reckon he’d think of you now, eh, Kyle?” Craig asked me, his voice 

husky, fingers insistent. His other hand had found my cock, was gently twisting around it. “If he was watching us through the glass. What do you think he’d say if he saw you like this?” 

I hitched my leg higher, felt Craig’s hand move tighter in between my cheeks. My 

body was working on autopilot, doing whatever it needed to do in order to maximize the pleasure radiating out from my groin. 

“I think he’d be surprised at what you’ve got between your legs,” I muttered, 

voice cracking a little. The incongruity between Craig’s man-sized cock and still boyish body remained a surprise even for me. I pictured Jackson, perhaps stripped down to his boxer briefs, leaning against the vanity and watching as Craig mauled my hole. 

“Maybe I should call him in right now,” Craig taunted. “Him and Jake, both twins 

watching as their jock buddy takes some dick.” 

“No, I mean, I wouldn’t…” I started. The pressure of his hand around me stopped 

me in midsentence. 

“Christ, Kyle, I can feel how much that turns you on. Your cock just got twice as 

hard at the thought of it. Fuck, my slutty, exhibitionist little jock. Who would’ve thought it?” 

“No, Craig…” I tried, but he was turning me now, moving me so my cheek was 

pressed against the tile rather than his chest; he was still working on my dick and my ass, but now from behind me as I braced myself on the wall. “You’re not going to call them, not really.” 

He laughed. I felt his fingers slide out of me, the sudden sense of emptiness, then the bluntness of his cock as it kissed at my hole. “I think Jackson would jerk off, watching you,” Craig told me, voice low and dangerous. “Jake wouldn’t be able to stop watching, but Jackson, he’d be thinking of getting at your throat.” 

I groaned again, both at Craig’s words and as he pushed into me. The combination 
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wide, little in the way of pain. His hands gripped my waist, thumbs reaching across my cheeks to pull them apart as he guided himself into my tightness. 

“You wouldn’t…” 

Craig pulled me back, unexpectedly, my ass suddenly close against his pelvis, the 

full length of him buried into my hole. Gasping, I dropped my head between my 

outstretched arms. The water coursed across my face, dripping off my lips and my nose. 

“Wouldn’t what?” he asked me, tone loaded. “Wouldn’t spit-roast you, even though I know how much the thought of it is turning you on, bringing you right up to the point where you’re about to blow a load across your feet?” 

He dragged his hips back, then slammed himself deep into me again. I gasped, 

tasting the chlorine of the water as the sense of warmth spiraled out from my core. 

“The only reason I wouldn’t is that I don’t want to share you, Kyle,” he told me, 

voice audible only between the wet slaps of our body as he fucked me. My cock swayed and bobbed beneath us. “But I know just the thought of it drives you crazy.” 

He was right. I knew he was, no matter how much I hated myself for it. The 

thought of my boyfriend hammering his hips into me while Jackson laced his fingers behind my head and pumped himself into my throat was enough to make my mind 

spin. The flirting of last night, of this morning in the kitchen, it was all harmless and yet equally arousing, and while I knew I was committed to Craig, I couldn’t lie and say the idea of being sandwiched between him and the wrestling stud wasn’t a turn-on. 

It was at times like this that I had trouble figuring myself out. When I was fucking Craig, I felt so dominant, so addicted to the sensation of being in control. And yet it seemed to take so little to get me worked up over the fantasy of being used, of handing over my body to other guys and allowing them to call the shots. 

If Craig had said he actually wanted to call in Jackson and have him fill my throat, would I really stop him? I’d been serious when I told him I only had hands for him, even if my eyes had a tendency to roam on occasion. All the same… 
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One thing was certain, Craig hadn’t been wrong when he pointed out I was about 

to blow, and picturing my lean, snake-hipped boyfriend and my new gay friend taking me at both ends was doing nothing to delay that. 

He leaned down, pressing his chest against my back. Mouth nipping at my neck, 

his hands around my torso and squeezing us closer together as his pelvis rocked back and forth. I turned my head, craned back so that our lips could meet, a kiss almost chaste in comparison to his long strokes. 

“I’m almost…there…” he groaned, and I did my best to tighten my ass muscles 

around him. The sensation set my brain spinning again. 

“Me too,” I gasped, pushing back with my own hips now, meeting each of Craig’s 

thrusts. “Do it in me. I want it all.” 

Craig’s hands slicked underneath me, arms hooked under my armpits and fingers 

gripping at my shoulders so that he could pull me back onto him in time with his own motions. He was grunting now, quietly but audibly, in time with my panting and the wet slap of my dick as it hit my pelvis. 

“Yes…yes…fuck, yes,” Craig hissed, and then I felt him swell in me again, knew 

he was unloading at my deepest point, and the thought of it had me grabbing my cock where, with only a stroke or two, I was spraying the tiles. 

His body felt light on my back as our breathing came back to normal, the water 

thrumming against us and washing away the stickiness of my climax. I knew he’d have to pull out soon, but in that moment I wanted him to stay inside me, to keep that 

fullness that left me feeling so close to him. 

“God, Jackson doesn’t know what he’s missing.” Craig chuckled. I pictured the 

shocked expression on the face of whichever twin had caught us the previous night. 

“I bet he’s imagining it,” I replied after a moment. Little did he know just how 

much he’d featured in our dirty talk just now. 
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“Something to discuss in the locker room maybe,” Craig teased. I sighed my 

disapproval. He ran his hand down my flank. “I’m joking, Kyle. I’m sure none of them want to picture you getting screwed.” 

Well, none of them other than Louis maybe, I thought. Louis, who had done such 

a good job of screwing me, and who could well be the best match for Jackson’s physical build I knew. 

The best match. Hmm… 

Now there was an idea. 
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Chapter Thirteen 

I pushed open the shower door, reached for the towels. Craig held out his hand 

for one, but I ignored it and instead started to run its softness down his chest, his thighs. 

He rolled his eyes at me, but his smile told me he was enjoying it all the same. 

“Lift up your leg,” I instructed, then slipped my hand underneath him. His cock 

lolled heavily against my forearm, thick and wet. Even though it had just been inside me, I felt the urge to take him in my mouth all the same. 

“Are you drying or playing?” he asked, chuckling. I looked up, knowing I’d been 

caught. 

“You know Jackson?” I said, trying to change the subject. Craig frowned. 

“Do you mean Jackson whose house we’re in, who we just had breakfast with, and 

whose shower we just screwed around in? That Jackson?” 

Now it was my turn to roll my eyes. “Yes, smartass, that Jackson. I was 

thinking…” 

Craig sighed. “Look, I was just joking about having him watch us, Kyle. I didn’t 

think you’d take me seriously.” 

I punched him playfully in the thigh. “Idiot, that’s not what I was thinking about.” 

“It was a few minutes ago.” Craig winked. Well, yes. He had me there. 

“No, what I was thinking about was Louis.” 

“You were thinking about Louis while we were having sex?” Craig didn’t seem 

impressed. Honestly, this conversation had gone a lot better when it was just in my head. 
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“No, it was after we’d finished. And I was wondering whether he and Jackson 

would…y’know…” 

Craig thought for a moment. “Is this one of those ‘oh, you’re both gay, you’ll 

obviously want to have sex’ things?” 

Now it was my turn to think. Was I just trying to join up the gay dots somehow? 

“I don’t think so,” I said eventually. “Don’t you think they’d like each other?” 

He pulled the towel out of my hands, began to dry his hair. “I don’t really know 

Jackson,” he said, voice muffled somewhat. “And I’ve only spoken to Louis in passing, pretty much.” 

He had a point. Which I guess left it up to me to decide; and really, what was the harm in putting the two of the them in the same place and seeing if something 

happened or not? 

“I’m not saying they’re the perfect couple, but I think it might work,” I told him. 

“Worth a try, anyway.” 

It was time to try to find another set of workable clothes in my rucksack, another opportunity to mentally kick myself for not giving much in the way of thought to what I might actually want to wear while I was packing. Unusual circumstances, I reminded myself, but all the same that wasn’t too great a consolation when I was facing a 

mismatched bag of clothes that, at best, would make me look like I was trying out for clown school. 

I had socks and jeans and even a pair of boxers, but T-shirts not so much. 

I pulled open the door a little. “Jake?” 

A beat. Then his head appeared round the corner of what I guessed was his own 

room. “What’s up, dude?” 

“Do you have a T-shirt I can borrow?” 

He grinned at me. “Sure, I might even have a clean one if you’re lucky.” 
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I wrinkled my nose. “Um, thanks, that’s real thoughtful of you.” I could hear his 

laughter as he ducked back into his room. 

Craig came out of the bathroom while I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on 

my socks. I watched as he finished toweling off his hair, marveling both at the slim shape of his body and at how what he had between his legs was so disproportionate. 

Eyes covered with  his towel, he couldn’t see me staring, so I got to enjoy the view unobstructed and unscolded. 

I probably should’ve realized that Jake wouldn’t knock, wouldn’t even think twice 

about simply opening the door and walking in. He had what looked like a couple of T-shirts in his hand, but I was more interested in his expression, which effectively amounted to wide eyes and mouth open in shock as he saw Craig was naked. 

When Craig heard the door, he first peered out from under the towel and then 

flailed somewhat ineffectively to try to pull it off his head and tug it round his waist. In the end he settled for clutching it over his groin. 

“Um, shit, sorry, dude,” Jake was stuttering, eyes flicking from Craig’s face down to waist level and back again. “I didn’t… I just had some shirts, um, for Kyle.” 

I thought about making a comment about how Craig was really getting into the 

habit of getting caught naked but decided it probably wasn’t the best time. 

“I…” Craig started. “I just… The shower… I was…” 

Jake nodded eagerly. “Yeah, sure, I know. Man, sorry. I just didn’t…think.” He 

glanced over at me, back at Craig. “But jeez, Craig, you’ve got a fucking huge—” 

“Jake!” I half shouted, suddenly horrified at where the conversation had turned. 

He looked at me, smiling now. 

“I mean, Kyle had said you didn’t have anything to be ashamed about.” 

“What?” Craig and I exclaimed in unison, me glaring daggers at Jake while Craig 

looked accusingly over in my direction. Jake shrugged. 
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“Hey, if he’s gonna keep waving that thing around, he’s got to expect someone to 

comment on it.” 

Craig made another attempt at fixing the towel around his waist, but even with 

his narrow build it wasn’t quite big enough to stay in place. 

“I wasn’t ‘waving it around.’ I was drying off,” he said deadpan. Jake held up his hands in supplication. 

“Look, no harm no foul, dude. Man, if I looked like that, I think I’d be shaking it every chance I got.” 

I covered my face with my hands, fell back on the bed. I really wasn’t sure Jake 

was quite cut out for negotiation. 

“What’s going on up here?” 

Oh, brilliant, Jackson. Just what we needed! I sat up, saw the other twin stood in the doorway looking quizzically between Craig and Jake. 

“I bust in on Craig showing off his massive dick,” Jake told his brother, grinning like an idiot. The confused expression on Jackson’s face would’ve been hilarious if I wasn’t pretty convinced that my boyfriend was feeling mortified right now. 

“Sounds good to me; do we all get to see?” Jackson joked, wiggling his eyebrows 

at Craig. 

“No, you damn well don’t!” Craig replied. 

Jackson pouted. “Aww, I’ll show you mine if you show me yours…” 

Now it was my turn to be surprised. “Hey, enough show-and-tell with my 

boyfriend!” The twins laughed at me, and even Craig cracked a smile. 

“You ask me, that’s too much to keep to yourself,” Jake teased. “Looks like enough to make your eyes water, dude.” 

“You can’t really tell in the shower,” Craig said, tone mock-serious. 

“Craig!” I shouted while Jake cracked up laughing and Jackson gave me a 

knowing grin. 
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“Look, can I get dressed without an audience?” Craig asked. Jake made a show of 

putting a hand over his eyes, the other holding out the T-shirts in my general direction. 

“Sure, all I wanted to do was to give your man here some shirts like he asked. 

Didn’t think I was going to get a lap dance while I was at it.” 

Craig sighed, shook his head, then looked pointedly at Jackson. 

“Don’t mind me, I’m the perfect gentleman,” Jackson said, beaming but making 

no move to turn around. Craig scowled, glanced over at me as if to say,  Get a load of this guy!  I shrugged, managing to keep my expression down to just the hint of a smile at most. 

“Crazy, all of you,” he muttered, then dropped the towel as he turned to walk 

over to the bed and grab his discarded clothes. I knew he must’ve given Jackson just enough time to see him full frontal—a glimpse, nothing more, but definitely a 

sighting—before his taut, compact ass was through the bathroom door, leaving the gay twin’s eyes bulging. 

I gave him a “what did I say?” look; he fanned himself with his hand 

melodramatically. 

“Can I look yet?” Jake asked. Jackson pushed him in the shoulder and almost sent 

him toppling over. “Hey!” 

Hand out of the way, he took one look at the expression on Jackson’s face and 

knew exactly what his brother had seen. 

“I told you!” 

I pulled on a T-shirt, then draped my arms around the twins’ shoulders and led 

them out the door. 

“Any more and I’m going to have to start charging you guys.” 

“Dollar an inch and you’d make a fortune,” Jackson shot back. We laughed all the 

way down to the kitchen. 
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I was surprised at how comfortable I felt around them, despite only really 

knowing Jake from the team and Jackson less than a day. I felt like I could be open with them, not have to watch what I was saying. After the events of the past few days, that was akin to letting out one long, deep breath I’d been holding in for a very long time. 

As I sat at the breakfast bar again, working my way through a third mug of coffee 

while the twins argued about whose turn it was to load the dishwasher, I couldn’t help but dwell on the thought of my parents and their reaction. Sure, I’d known they 

probably weren’t going to embrace the idea of me being with a guy, but I hadn’t 

guessed that they’d be so aggressively against it. 

I’d also assumed that I’d have a little more time, at least, to plan how to broach the subject. It still wasn’t clear exactly how they’d found out—all they’d said was that they’d “heard everything,” not who from—and the more I thought about it, the more I suspected Jeff or his family might have had something to do with it. 

When it came down to it, though, I didn’t really care about who had broken the 

news, only whether I could ever salvage something from the situation. All I knew was that while I didn’t want to be forever estranged from my family, I wasn’t going to give up Craig in order to change that. 

Then there were the more immediate issues, like where I was meant to live while 

all this shit got sifted through. Jake’s hospitality had been generous, and neither he nor Jackson had said anything to suggest that I might not be anything but welcome, but I didn’t want to overstay as a guest. 

Yet the thought of going back to my parents’ house, and the knowledge that Craig 

more than likely wouldn’t be welcome, didn’t make “home” seem especially appealing anymore. 

Which left me…where? 

I was juggling those questions in my head when Craig walked into the kitchen, 

looking a little more put together than he had the first time. Jackson slid a full mug across the counter to him with a grin, and Craig answered with a raised eyebrow and a JOCK AUCTION  |  235 

smile of his own. I felt a sudden surge of pride in my chest, as if my body was calling out,  Here is my boyfriend, look at him!  

Craig gave me an odd look when I wrapped my arms around him from behind, 

then leaned his head back against mine. 

“What were you thinking about?” he asked, voice low. 

I shrugged. “Not much, just trying to get my brain around the past few days.” 

He gulped down hot coffee, then carefully placed the cup down. Reached up and 

gripped my forearms where they crossed his chest. 

“We’ll sort it. Somehow. Don’t worry, Kyle.” 

Craig pulled my phone out of his pocket, put it down next to his mug. 

“Maybe you should message your dad. Seemed like he was the most…open.” 

I glared at the phone like it was a viper. 

“I don’t see why I should be the one to make contact. This is their fault, their 

problem. Let them apologize first.” 

He turned in my arms, our faces close. I could feel his breath against my lips, 

warm and minty. 

“It doesn’t work like that,” he explained patiently. “They need to come to terms 

with it, but you can move things along, help them to do that. Sometimes you have to be the bigger man about it.” 

“Even if they’re being dumb, ignorant bastards?” 

“Even then.” Craig chuckled. He reached down and squeezed my ass through my 

jeans. “If they’re going to be childish, then you’ll have to be the big boy about it.” 

I thought back to how all this had started and that first unexpected Saturday when he’d kissed me and sucked me and awoken some strange, foreign feelings that had led me to here. 

Grimacing, I snatched up the phone and thumbed out a message to my dad.  Still 

 at Jake’s. I love you, and I’m still your son. I hit Send. 
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Craig nodded as I turned the screen to show him before letting it clatter to the 

counter. “You did good,” he told me. 

“Yeah, so where’s my reward?” 

Gripping my butt, he pulled our hips together. “I’ll let you choke me with it,” he whispered, lips brushing my ear. 

“Oh, like you don’t beg for that anyway” I retorted. I could feel the corners of his mouth twist up in response, the gentle pressure of his fingertips on my skin. 

My phone buzzed on the counter. I eyed it warily. 

 You’re still my son. Our son. I love you too. Dad, it read. I felt my eyes get a little wet, watched as Craig glanced over the words, his arm tight around my waist. 

“Told you so,” he said eventually, nuzzling his face against mine. 

“Guess I should’ve listened to you, then,” I replied. 

He nodded. “They just need time to process it. At least now you know that they’re 

willing to work at that.” 

How long would that take, though? 

“So Jackson,” Craig said, turning in my arms so that his back was to me. “Do you 

date other jocks?” 

Jackson glanced over from the sink, wiping his hands on a towel. Jake had 

apparently won the argument over who was going to load the dishes. 

“Sometimes. I don’t really have much of a ‘type’ as such, I guess.” 

“Apart from idiots with spandex fetishes,” Jake sniped from across the kitchen. He ducked almost in time to miss the towel his brother aimed at his head. 

“Yeah, so preferably not people more interested in spandex than me, though I’m 

not opposed to some fun along those lines, y’know?” 

Jake put his fingers in his ears, started chanting “la la la” at full volume. I leaned in close to Craig. 
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“I should probably talk to Louis first, before I out him to Jake,” I whispered. Craig frowned, nodded. 

“Why do you ask, anyway?” Jackson said, busy yanking Jake’s hands free. 

“Oh, no reason,” Craig muttered. I knew that wouldn’t be sufficient to dampen 

down Jackson’s curiosity; and sure enough, he looked over quizzically. “Guess I was just wondering if I stood a chance is all.” 

“Hey!” I blurted out as Jackson winked at my boyfriend in reply. 

“Don’t be all uptight about it, dude,” Jackson teased me, “We could always share 

him…take one end each and meet up in the middle.” 

Craig was blushing now—I was suitably gratified to see—but Jake was looking 

more than slightly horrified at the way the conversation was running. 

“Seriously, guys, can we keep the gay tag-teaming talk to a minimum, please?” He 

winced. 

Jackson slapped him on the back. “It’s more like spit roasting, actually.” 

“Dude!” Jake shouted. 

His brother shrugged. “Look, you’re the one who asked.” 

“Um, no, I really didn’t!” 

Whoever had started it, the thought had struck a certain filthy chord in my 

imagination. Craig spread across the kitchen table, or over the arm of the couch 

perhaps, Jackson at one end and me at the other. Would I want to see another guy fuck my boyfriend’s ass, or would I rather see him suck another guy’s dick? Even just the thought of either sent a shiver down me. 

It wasn’t that I wanted to share him. Not actually, not literally. And yet the weird power dynamic that had always ebbed and flowed between us—my dominating him, 

Craig subverting that, and my seizing back control—meant the idea of him sandwiched between Jackson and me was irresistibly arousing. 
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I could picture Craig’s lips taut around my cock, his hair falling over his eyes as Jackson twisted his arms up, behind his lean body. The wrestler’s broad shoulders in stark contrast to Craig’s small form, the slap of his muscled hips as they hit my 

boyfriend’s ass as we made eye contact, knowing we were using the same guy, our 

dicks inside the same flesh. It was animal and dirty and maybe even disrespectful 

somehow, and it was making me hard in my boxers despite the fact that I’d climaxed less than an hour before. 

“All right, well, nice as it is to see my pervert brother bonding with my friends, I need to get going,” Jake said, glancing pointedly at Jackson. His twin looked nowhere near abashed and even less contrite at being called out. “Do you guys need a ride?” 

I shook my head. “We’re all good. My car is here.” 

Jake nodded. “Okay, well, remember you guys are welcome here as long as you 

need a place to stay. Though I may have to put you on the chores rota…” 

We all laughed at that—I’d seen just how reluctant Jake was to do housework—

and then he was walking out through the door and it was just the three of us in the kitchen. 

“He’s right, you know,” Jackson said after we’d heard the front door slam. 

“What, we have to go on the rota?” Craig replied. 

Jackson rolled his eyes. “No, dummy. That you’re welcome here as long as you 

need somewhere you can crash. I mean, I’m sure your folks won’t be crazy about all this stuff forever, Kyle, but just until they get with the program, I mean.” 

“Thanks, dude, it means a lot,” I told him. And it did; it meant a lot that people who were—in comparison to my parents at least—pretty much strangers had started 

looking out for me, whereas my own mom and dad were acting like, well, assholes. 

Bigoted, frustrating assholes. 

“I should probably get home and change,” Craig said. 
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“Let me guess,” Jackson told him, “you’re the sort of guy who only has black 

clothes in his closet.” 

“Hey,” Craig fired back, “that’s not true. I have, um, gray too.” 

“Dark gray,” I muttered. He shot an evil look in my direction; I shrugged, smiling. 

“Just because some of us don’t get off on walking round in stretchy Lycra suits all day,” Craig pointed out to Jackson. 

“I bet we could find one to fit.” The wrestler chuckled. 

Now there was a thought. Craig in a skin-tight layer, maybe recreating Jackson’s 

experience in the shower, the bulge of his cock clear through the wet fabric. If it hadn’t been for the obvious difference in size, I would’ve asked Jackson if we could’ve 

borrowed one of his singlets just for that. 

“Quick, drive me home before he gets any ideas and pins me,” Craig joked to me, 

casting a sideways look at our new friend. Jackson puffed his chest up, tried to appear intimidating. It might’ve worked if I didn’t know him. 

I found myself thinking about the message my dad had sent, running the words 

through my head again and again, finally finding some shaky resolve. 

“You sticking around here?” I asked Jackson as Craig gathered up his stuff from 

the previous night. 

“Yeah, going to work out a while,” he replied. “Join me if you want, dude.” 

I grimaced. “I probably should. Coach told me to take it easy, but I can’t see that lasting when the next big game comes around, and I’ve hardly been to practice. I’ll see how much time I have after dropping Craig off. But…I might try calling my dad first. If that’s okay?” 

Craig nodded at me, smiled encouragingly. 

Jackson gave me a companionable slug in the shoulder as he walked past. “Okay, 

we’ll be in the garage.” 
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Upstairs, I perched on the edge of the bed, cradling my phone in my hands. My 

father’s cell-phone number was already on the screen, and my finger was itching—yet reluctant—to hit the Call button. 

 Deep breath, Kyle. Hey, what’s the worst that can happen?  

Actually, no; best not to think that question through. 

I stabbed at Call only half thinking about it, pressed the phone to my ear. Voice 

mail. I hung up and tried again. Voice mail. 

Deflated, I pushed the phone back into my pocket. Should I leave a message? And 

say what?  Hey, it’s your son. We should patch things up else I’m going to be living in other people’s spare rooms until I graduate.  

Even just thinking that made my eyes prickle, and I rubbed them angrily, 

frustrated that I still couldn’t quite control the waterworks. I walked into the bathroom and leaned in close to the mirror to inspect my eyes, not really wanting Jackson and Craig to know I’d been tearing up. 

I didn’t mean to go snooping. I mean, it wasn’t even really snooping: I was just in the bathroom, and I glanced around and something caught my eye in the laundry 

hamper. Something shiny and almost glistening. 

The Lycra was smooth and stretchy in my hands as I held the wrestling singlet up 

in front of me, letting it dangle by the narrow shoulder straps from my fingers. It was royal blue with black panels up the sides; clearly not the blue-and-white one Jackson had said would go translucent when it was wet. Just how many did he have? 

I knew I should put it back in the hamper, but I couldn’t stop running the silky 

fabric through my fingers, listening to it whisper softly. 

Did I dare try it on? 

I wasn’t as big as Jackson, sure, but it was obviously designed to stretch, and 

anyway, it wasn’t like I was going to go take part in a wrestling tournament. I just wanted to see what it felt like wrapped around me and then take it off and never 

mention it to the twins. 
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Somehow I knew that, even with the misgivings still echoing around in my head, I 

was going to do it. It was inevitable. Just one quick try and then back into my regular clothes and downstairs to take Craig home. A minute, nothing more than that, right? 

I stepped back into the bedroom, shucked my T-shirt, and let my jeans drop. 

Underwear too. I knew some people wore a jockstrap underneath a singlet but probably not boxers. 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, I eased my right foot through the leg opening and 

then my left. Dragged the suit up my thighs, and then pulled the straps up until I could squeeze my arms through the holes. 

It felt like I was being hugged across every square inch of my skin, as though I’d immersed myself in some sort of cool, clinging liquid that squeezed me from all 

directions. I reached down and adjusted myself, already half-hard, and tugged my balls forward from between my legs. 

There was a full-length mirror on the wardrobe door, and I stood in front of it to see the final result. Sure, I wasn’t quite up to the man-mountain look that Jackson had going on in the videos he’d shown me,  but I still thought I looked pretty good. My thighs, wide from running up and down a pitch more than a few times a week, pushed against the elastic, while my narrow waist and broad shoulders were encased in a 

faintly iridescent funnel of material that left me wanting to run my hands down my chest. 

The bulge of my junk, jutting forward at my crotch, was clearly outlined. I traced the length of it with my fingertip as it throbbed and grew up toward my hip. Brushed the palm of my hand between my legs, the smoothness almost crackling with static. 

I could completely see why Jackson’s ex had wanted him to wear it. There was 

something about the coexistence of being officially covered up, dressed, and yet so entirely on display. I wasn’t sure how Jackson could walk  around in public like this without popping a perpetual erection. 
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I turned so that I could peer back over my shoulder at my ass, tightly encased in 

blue, and bent forward until the bulge of my nuts was visible between my legs. 

When I turned back, I was fully hard, my cock jutting out as far as it could stretch the suit. I sank down to my knees, still facing myself in the mirror, and let my hands play along it, occasionally reaching back and running my palm across my cheeks, 

fingertips pushing in between to stroke across my hole. My nipples were sharp against the spandex, and I pulled the shoulder straps off, bared my chest, and pinched at them as I played with myself. 

I was jerking off, but it felt so very different to any other time I’d done it. Sure, I’d groped my dick through my underwear before now, even done it to the point where I 

couldn’t hold back and had tipped over the edge without even pulling it out, but this was another level of sensation. 

Leaning back, I pushed my crotch forward, my hardness and  the quarter-sized 

wet spot at its tip the center of my attention. Somehow I felt more naked than when I was actually undressed. I knew I should stop stroking, that eventually it would be all too easy to shoot—and then all too difficult to explain afterward—but I couldn’t bring myself to take my hand away. 

I should’ve known the door would open, should’ve figured that every intimacy in 

this house would end up punctuated with getting interrupted. Even so, the sight of Jackson standing in the doorway looking at me with a mixture of surprise and 

amusement came as a shock. 

I fell on my ass, one hand still wrapped around my cock, the other at my nipple. 

Jackson grinned, showing his teeth. 

“Dude, is that my suit?” 

My face was bright red. I didn’t need to look at myself in the mirror to see that. I tried to cover my crotch with my hand, but it was clear I was doing a pretty poor job of hiding what had been going on. 
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“I…I mean…” I stuttered, scratching round my imagination for an excuse that 

might stick. 

“You’re one sick puppy.” Jackson laughed, shaking his head. “I guess those videos 

I showed you really did get you worked up!” 

I pushed myself up so that I could sit on the edge of the bed, conscious of the 

shape of my still-dripping cock as it pushed out the stretchy fabric. I still hadn’t come up with an explanation that was anything more than “it felt incredible, and I had to jerk off,” which didn’t quite seem sufficient given the circumstances. 

“If you wanted to try one, all you needed to do was ask,” Jackson said. “No need 

to go digging through my dirty laundry.” 

“It was on the top of the pile. I didn’t go digging!” I argued. He shrugged at me. 

“Oh, well, that’s okay, then. Some other guy’s singlet is left out, so no harm, no foul in jerking off in it, right? That’s practically an invitation.” 

I opened my mouth to speak, closed it again. Words had escaped me once more. 

“Still,” Jackson said with a sly grin, “you’re lucky you didn’t put it on and find your dick in a wet spot already there. You ain’t the only one who likes the feel of it.” 

I pictured him overcome with an urge of his own, one hand roughly stroking his 

erection, the other shoved down the back of the suit, finger digging between his cheeks. 

My balls twitched a little tighter at the thought of it. 

“I need someone to spot me, and I’m probably lifting more than Craig weighs 

soaking wet. You think you can manage that?” he asked. I nodded, not trusting my 

voice. I went to reach for my clothes. “Forget it; you’re already dressed to work out.” 

Jackson led me down the stairs, out through the kitchen, and into the two-car 

garage. A weight bench held pride of place in one the bays, bar already laden with plates. I wasn’t sure exactly how much was stacked up on there, but I could see with a glance that it was a lot. 
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A glance was all I could afford it too; the bulk of my attention was focused on 

Craig, who stood over by the wall with his arms folded and a very surprised 

expression. I gave him a somewhat pleading glance that I hoped would be interpreted as “Look, there’s a perfectly reasonable explanation to all this, and I’ll tell you it as soon as I can.” 

Jackson didn’t give me any time to stutter out the backstory, anyway. “Just stand 

there and catch it if I screw up,” the wrestler instructed. “Coach gets pissed at me if he finds out I’ve been doing the heavy reps without someone around, and I guess I’d 

rather not choke myself if I drop ‘em.” 

I stepped into place where he gestured at the head of the bench and watched as 

Jackson sat down and then lay back. Looking down, past the still-dangling shoulder straps of the suit, I could see his face staring up at me, the bulge of my cock between us. 

He smirked, wickedly. 

“Seems someone is doing some weight lifting of their own, my friend.” 

Shrugging awkwardly, I fought the urge to rearrange myself, knowing it would 

only draw more attention to my hardness. Glanced over desperately at Craig, who had a strange mix of fascination and lust across his face, along with what I thought was probably the urge to laugh out loud. 

Jackson reached up, fingers wrapping carefully around the knurled grips of the 

shiny metal bar. He huffed in a breath, then out again, and then another as he pushed up and lifted the weights off their hooks. The muscles in his arms swelled obscenely, shiny in the harsh light of the unshaded fluorescent tube above us. 

He pushed up, the bar rising toward me, his upper body clearly straining. Held it 

there and then carefully lowered his arms again, settling into a steady, measured 

rhythm. It didn’t really look like he needed my help, but I was content to watch the way his torso rippled against the thin cotton of his shirt. 
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“Okay…” he grunted, lifting the weights higher again and letting the bar sway 

back until it kissed the metal stand with a muffled ting. I slipped my hands under it, helped guide it into place. 

Jackson lay there, face and upper chest flushed, eyes closed and breathing deeply. 

I watched him in silence until his eyes opened and he gazed straight up at me, forcing me to look away embarrassed. 

“Ready?” he asked, not waiting for a reply as he took the weight off the bar again and eased his way through another ten or fifteen reps. I glanced over at Craig, whose eyes were flicking between me and my condition in the skintight suit and the cadenced swell of the wrestler’s arms. 

“Shit, buddy, can you…” Jackson muttered. I shook my head to wake myself out 

of my reverie, glanced down to see that this time, rather than return the bar to its hooks, it was still down low and almost resting against his chest. Hurriedly I bent at the knees slightly and hooked my hands underneath the bar, feeling Jackson allow me to take its heft. 

Fuck, it was heavy: certainly much more than I could bench press myself. I knew 

I’d need to use my legs, that my arms alone might struggle, crouching a little as I tried to position myself so that I was pushing up and not pulling. 

“Dude…” Jackson said, softly. I glanced down, realized that in my maneuvering 

I’d ended up resting my crotch practically across his face. My balls, tightly wrapped in the glossy blue fabric, resting across his eyebrows. 

“Oh fuck, I’m sorry…” I started to apologize, but he gave the bar a slight shake. 

“First things first, dude,” he reminded me. I tensed, took a breath, and then stood up straight, setting the hefty weights away safely. Jackson stared up, a slight smile curling the corners of his mouth. 

“You just rubbed your nuts on my face, Kyle.” Across the room, Craig let out a 

bark of laughter but otherwise was silent, that same expression of hunger in his gaze at us in the middle of the room. Looking down, still yet to take my hands off the bar, I 246  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

realized my cock was as hard as it had been all day. Jackson’s gaze moved along its length, eyebrow raised. 

“I’m going to give you boys some space,” he said eventually, flashing a trademark 

grin at Craig and then winking at me. I winced inwardly at being so obviously caught out as a horndog again. 

He stood up and shot me a look over his shoulder, smirking at my heaving chest 

and the blush I knew had spread across my cheeks and my upper torso. I knew Craig’s eyes were raking over me, the attention making my flushing skin prickle. Jackson 

peeled off his T-shirt—facing away from me still—and then stretched his arms up, 

linking his hands above his head and tilting left and right to pull out the kinks in his back. 

Eventually, he walked around me, patting me on the shoulder as he went. 

“You’re a lucky guy, Craig,” he said out loud, not stopping but walking through 

the door and out into the kitchen. “Thanks for spotting me, Kyle.” 

For a moment it was just the cool air of the garage and the silence of Craig 

watching me, and then he stepped over to the bench where Jackson had just been lying, swung one leg over it, straddling its padded top and facing me. 

I didn’t move as he reached up, carefully snagged his fingertips in one of the limp straps of the singlet, and pulled on it gently. The fabric gradually eased its way down my stomach, both of us still apart from the slow drag of his hand. I waited for Craig to say something, stared up at him as the silence dragged out. His eyes were glazed, 

lustful. 

Biting my lip, I watched as the tip of my cock was unwrapped, glistening stickily. I could smell my own musk, knew Craig would be able to smell it too. His hand paused. 

“You look so hard…like just the slightest touch would be enough to make you 

shoot,” he said, voice low and husky. He pulled on the suit again, only this time to the side, not down, rasping its slickness against my precum-wet head. The gasp caught in my throat, made my abs tense. 
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Craig let the fabric stretch back into place, then crooked his fingertip another time and dragged the suit across my hardness again. My knees twitched; a bead of juice 

oozed out of me, smeared across my pelvis. I shot Craig another look, confusion 

battling horniness as I wondered why he wasn’t doing more, how he could resist the temptation to lean forward and let his lips press against me. 

Craig stared intently at my cock where it broke free of the fabric, jeans bulging 

with his arousal. Glancing up, he made eye contact, gaze flaring with eagerness. 

He wanted to see this happen. Wanted to watch me lose control. I felt my chest go 

tight. 

Then it was the sensation of the Lycra against me, the constant teasing rub as 

Craig pulled the singlet by the strap, each time grazing my exposed glans and sending shivers down my trapped shaft. Arousal built in me like a pressure cooker; the urge to take hold of myself and jerk off almost overwhelming, and yet I stood so very still, unable to take that final step and lose myself in front of him. 

Still, I could feel the mounting explosion as it worked its way through me, knew it was only a matter of time before I couldn’t hold back anymore, before my body 

betrayed me. Glancing at Craig’s face, I saw him smile in knowing delight. 

And then he let go. 

I realized my hips had started twisting, scribing tiny little figure-eight circles in the air, letting the movement rub the delicate underside of my cock against the 

perpetual cling of the suit. 

He sat back, ran one hand around the thick outline of his dick in his jeans, and 

then reached out and very deliberately ran his fingernail along the underside of my shaft. I gasped as I erupted, my hands still gripping the bar with knuckles white, splattering across the vinyl bench. Craig’s wide eyes looked like glossy bullet holes in his pale face. 

Groaning, I let my head hang, felt the last few shudders of the orgasm take me. 

The smell of it strong against the backdrop of sweat, engine oil, and rubber tires. 
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I stood there for the minutes it took for my panting to subside, listening to my 

boyfriend as his own breathing eased back to normal too. 
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Chapter Fourteen 

We spent the drive to Craig’s house in companionable silence, his fingers laced in mine as I steered through the mostly empty streets. I’d gone from garage, to bathroom, to bedroom, and then to my car in a sort of waking daze. Not exactly feeling confused, or horny, or much of anything, just displaced, perhaps. There was something about 

simply being with Craig—sharing a time and a place together—that I found reassuring somehow. Like he was a calming influence, making me think that everything would be okay. 

Even if, when I spent more than a fleeting moment actually dwelling on the 

situation, some of those things really didn’t seem like they’d be addressed and dealt with any time soon. 

When we pulled up outside his house, we’d hardly said more than a couple of 

words to each other. It’d not felt awkward, though, nor uncomfortable, just peaceful, and for a few minutes my brain hadn’t spent the whole time dwelling on my parents 

and what I was going to do about them. 

“Maybe just go see your dad,” Craig said, half out the door. I considered parking 

the car and following him inside, but it felt like I needed some space to think on my own a while. I nodded. 

“Might work, yeah,” I told him, mentally juggling his potential reactions. Would it be easier one-on-one, without Craig or my mom there? Our relationship had seemed to simplify over the past couple of years to well-rehearsed questions—”How are you?”; 

“I’m good, you?”; “Fine, thanks”—and the same old jokes we’d laughed about 

authentically when I was just hitting my teens and affectedly in more recent times. Each 250  |  ALEX PENDRAGON 

of us aware that the distance between us was growing greater and greater with each passing year. 

And now there was all this stuff with Craig, and for the first time I’d found myself wondering whether that growing distance was in fact insurmountable. A rift that would only get worse. 

I looked up to see the expression of worry across Craig’s face. Tried to fix a smile across my own, even as I knew he’d see right through it. 

“Don’t worry about me,” I told him, doing my best to sound sincere and 

believable. “It’ll all be okay in the end.” 

Craig looked at me, silent, for a beat or two, then nodded. “I know it will. It’s 

whether you believe it that I’m not so sure about.” He glanced at the clock on the dashboard. “I should go. Call me later, okay?” 

I gave him my broadest, most convincing grin, held my hand to the side of my 

head in the universal “call me” gesture. I could hear him laughing as he slammed the door. 

Somehow, even though we’d spent most of the journey in silence, it proved much 

harder to blank out the feelings on the ride to my house. Being on my own in the car left my thoughts to ricochet around me. I knew I should do like Craig suggested and try to talk to my dad, but at the same time I was more than a little apprehensive about what sort of reception I’d get. 

I sat outside my parents’ house, gripping the wheel, not daring to even look at the front door for fear that I might get spooked and drive away. The clock on the dashboard told me I’d been there for five minutes already; the cooling tick of the engine had already begun to fade. 

After driving around the cookie-cutter neighborhood more or less aimlessly, 

allowing the traffic to take me, I’d found myself at the end of my parents’ street. 

Autopilot. 
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Would they be pleased to see me? Thinking back over my dad’s text message that 

morning, it seemed like he wouldn’t be displeased, which only left welcoming and 

some degree of apathy. Somehow, apathy would almost be better than outright 

rejection. 

Then, of course, there was my mom. My dad’s attitude had seemed one of 

confused reticence; hers had been more like raw horror and disgust. I could only guess that she blamed Craig for “turning” me or “perverting her son.” Presumably she 

wouldn’t be happy until I was “cured” and settled down with a nice girl. 

The thought of saying good-bye to Craig turned my stomach. 

I started drumming an off-beat rhythm on the wheel, skittish with anxious energy. 

I couldn’t remember feeling like this before, this same combination of fear and loss and dread. Maybe a little when I’d thought Craig was in trouble, when I’d gone running through the halls to find him, but even then that hadn’t had the same sort of ominous weight to it. 

That sense that my roots were rotting away. 

The itchy graze of tears at the corners of my eyes was what got me moving in the 

end, the thought that I didn’t want to be found by a neighbor or a friend of the family while I sat sobbing in the car. 

Instead, I rubbed my scratchy eyes with the back of my sleeve and got out. Slowly 

made my way down the familiar path. It’d only been yesterday that I’d been here last, but in some indefinable way it felt strange and foreign. Like I was no longer walking into somewhere that would be welcoming. 

I paused with my key by the lock, swallowed, lowered my hand, and pressed the 

bell instead. 

When my dad opened the door, I realized I’d been holding my breath. He looked 

at me, expression unreadable, and I watched as his eyes flicked around behind me, to the side, as if to see if I was there alone or I’d brought my queer cavalry along too. 
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“Hello, Kyle,” he said eventually. My mouth was dry, tongue feeling thick and 

sluggish. 

“Hey, Dad,” I managed. 

He stood to one side, and I walked in stiffly, that odd air of formality still clouding the house I was so familiar with. 

“Your mom…” he started, paused. “Your mom isn’t here right now. Maybe we 

should go into the kitchen.” 

We faced each  other across the counter, me toying with my keys in my hoodie 

pocket, him absentmindedly stacking and spreading the few pieces of mail that had 

been left out from the morning. Stack, and then spread; stack, and then spread again. 

“Do you want a drink?” he asked. He’d started round the counter before I stepped 

across to the fridge myself. 

“I’m not a guest, Dad, I’m your son,” I pointed out, pulling out a bottle of water and then sliding one across the marble to him. 

He nodded, perhaps winced a little. I suddenly realized that he was just as 

uncomfortable, just as uncertain as I was. That he was probably dealing with the same fears of losing me that I was of losing him. 

I took a deep breath, looked down at the bottle on the countertop, cradled in my 

fingers. 

“Look…I know it’s not what you expected, and it’s not what I expected, but it’s 

who I am at the moment, and I don’t need your permission, but I would like your love and support, and I think you need to trust me, okay, not to do something that’s wrong for me.” 

The words all came out in a rush, tripping over themselves once they’d started to 

spill from my mouth, and I didn’t dare look up to see his expression as I talked and he heard them. 

Silence. 
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“I do trust you, Kyle.” 

His voice was shaky, and for the first time I suddenly thought of him growing old 

and feeble and then of how it might feel to lose him, to lose both him and my mom. The lump in my throat that had started to swell when I stopped speaking felt big enough to choke me. 

“I can’t say I understand what’s happening, or that I ever had any inkling that you might…you might be… Well.” I glanced up, saw the frown and the grimace 

momentarily cloud his face. “But I know I made decisions that my father didn’t 

understand, and yet every day I knew he loved me and supported me and would never 

knowingly let harm come to me. And that’s exactly what I want to provide for you.” 

He twisted the top off the bottle but left them both on the counter, staring at them side by side. 

“So this…this young man…” 

“Craig,” I filled in, voice a hoarse croak. 

He nodded. “This…Craig. He’s someone special to you.” 

I wasn’t sure if it was a question or a statement, but the pause that followed it 

seemed to need something to break it. 

“He’s special, yes. I’m…I guess I’m happy when I’m with him, and I think he’s 

happy when he’s with me.” 

My dad’s smile was small, pensive. “You can make people happy without being 

their boyfriend, son.” 

I smiled at that too. Wishful thinking, or true advice, or something else? Either 

way, allowing him to believe that Craig and I could be in the throes of some noble camaraderie rather than a relationship wasn’t going to help him in the long run. 

“It’s more than ‘just good friends,’ Dad,” I said quietly. 

His nod was slow, thoughtful. 
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“When I met your mother,” he said eventually, “I don’t think her father thought 

too much of me. He wasn’t a snob, but I was loud and didn’t hold my tongue, and I 

think he worried that I’d not be good for your mom.” He raised the bottle, and I saw his throat gulp down water. “Not that I wasn’t good enough for her, necessarily, but that he thought I might shout her down, overshadow her somehow.” 

He looked over my shoulder at some distant point of memory that wasn’t really 

here with us in the kitchen. “Your mother was his little star—hell, I thought she was a star too—and he didn’t want anything to eclipse that. Certainly not some outspoken kid with a big mouth. And he showed that in how he was with me when I was round there, through all the time we were courting, and even when we were married. I always felt like your grandfather wasn’t quite pleased with me.” 

I tried to dredge up the few memories of my mom’s dad that I had, to compare 

these reminiscences against what little I could recall of a man who died of cancer when I was still quite young. 

“Anyway, I liked to think I meant a lot to your mother at that time, but I never felt like I meant much to him. And I’m very aware that we—I—probably left Craig feeling the same way yesterday.” 

I let out the breath I hadn’t known I’d been holding.  “He…understood,” I told 

him. 

My father shook his head slowly. “Then he’s obviously a very wise young man. 

Because he shouldn’t have to. To understand, I mean. He shouldn’t have to come into his…his partner’s house and feel under attack from his partner’s family.” 

It was only when the tears splashed onto my hands that I realized I was crying. I’d never heard my dad talk about his relationship with my grandfather before, never 

really known him to discuss anything so serious as this. 

“I hope you can tell him…” Something caught in his throat. “I hope you can tell 

him that I’m sorry he was met with that. Or that I get the chance to tell him myself.” 
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And then I was moving round the counter and into his tight hug, ignoring the 

bottle of water as it toppled and spilled across the floor. 

“I’m sorry,” I found myself saying, chin pressed against his shoulder. “I’m sorry, Dad.” 

I could feel him shaking his head. “Nothing to be sorry about, Kyle. I love you, 

okay? You’re my son, and I love you.” 

We stood that way for a minute or so, the kitchen silent, aside from my occasional sniffs and the slow tap of water dripping onto the floor. Eventually, I stepped back. 

“What about mom?” I asked, wiping my eyes on my sleeve. My father made a face 

somewhere between a grimace and resignation. 

“Your mother needs…time, I suppose. She loves you; don’t forget that. But she 

just needs some time to get used to everything.” 

I nodded, even as the knot of uncertainty still twisted in my stomach. Would she 

really come around? How could he be so sure? Suddenly I had visions of being the 

wedge that drove my parents apart, the insurmountable problem that ended up making them both unhappy. 

The tear of paper towel jolted me out of my worst-case thinking, my dad 

scrunching a handful and bending to mop up the spilled water. I snatched off a half-dozen sheets myself and went to help him. 

“I’d say there’s no point crying over spilled milk,” he suggested, “but this isn’t milk.” 

I rolled my eyes at him. We were back to the bad dad jokes, clearly. I felt a warm, relieved glow in my chest at the familiarity of his awful sense of humor. 

“So…tell me about Craig,” he asked. I looked up in astonishment. “Honestly, 

Kyle, I think that’s the goofiest expression I’ve ever seen!” 

I told him a little then, just the basics, leaving out the auction and the mixed 

messages and the unexpected subplot with Louis and the others. Focused instead on 
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how my boyfriend made me feel and what he was interested in and how we’d been 

pretty lucky with the reaction from the people at school. 

And I told him about Jeff and how I’d ended up in the nurse’s office and he called me “the dumbest ass in the backfield,” and Dad said to me that if I ever kept anything like that from him or my mother again, he’d personally lock me in the basement 

wrapped up in a sleeping bag and wearing a crash helmet made of cotton balls. I 

cracked up at that one, only stopping when I saw the serious expression on his face. 

“You’re very precious to us, Kyle,” he told me, eyes bright and intense. “We want 

to help and  protect you any way we can. That can sometimes get expressed in the 

wrong way, I know, but it’s our guiding star as parents. So if shit happens, you tell us and we help you get out, okay?” 

My eyes went wide. My dad was not one to use profanity, even a relatively mild 

word like “shit.” I couldn’t even think of the last time I’d heard him say anything like that. 

“Okay, Dad,” I said, smiling at him. This “fierce father” was not a persona I was 

especially familiar with, but I could appreciate his earnestness all the same. 

“I’d like to meet him. Properly, this time, I mean.” 

“Sure, Dad. I’d like that too.” 

I thought about what he’d said, while I was upstairs doing a slightly more careful than the last time selection of what clothes I might need. I figured I’d stay with Jake and Jackson at least another night, give my dad time to talk to my mom and at least calm her down some. He’d said he thought she just needed a chance to simmer and that 

she’d come around, but I wasn’t sure I could be under the same roof while that 

happened. 

Digging through my drawers also gave me a chance to think through what had 

happened with Jackson. Somehow, even though I ended up getting off, it didn’t feel like we’d been intimate. He was a flirt; I understood that from just a few minutes with him the very first night, but he was an equal-opportunity flirt. He’d been the same with JOCK AUCTION  |  257 

Craig, and I was pretty sure he’d be like that with other guys and most likely girls for that matter. 

That probably meant I should be a little more careful around him in future, but I 

still hadn’t given up on the idea of putting Jackson and Louis in the same room and seeing what happened. 

It also meant that I picked out a pretty cute pair of boxer briefs and a form-fitting T-shirt to wear down to breakfast tomorrow morning. 

I gave my dad a long, tight hug before I left, the two of us sharing only a couple of casual words—what we’d spoken about in the kitchen had been enough to set us back 

on an even keel. Halfway down the path I looked back over my shoulder and saw him 

still in the doorway, watching me leave. He was still there when I started the car and pulled away from the curb. 

Somehow I drove unknowingly back to Craig’s place. Only really realized I was 

headed there when I was stood at his front door, a sense of déjà vu as he looked at me for a beat through the screen door, barefoot and dressed all in black. 

“Hey,” he said, expression bright. 

“Hey yourself,” I told him. 

Following him up the stairs, I took the opportunity to admire his ass, narrow and 

curved and compact in his skinny black jeans. The fact that he looked back and caught me doing it made it even more fun, somehow. 

“So how did it go?” Craig asked me as he sat on the edge of his bed. I ran my 

hands through my hair, sighed. 

“I made up with my dad. My mom wasn’t there. He was really…okay about it. 

And he wants to meet you.” 

Craig frowned. “I guess that’s okay…if that’s what you want.” 

I nodded at him, moved over, and sat down next to him. 
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“They need to get used to having you around.” My hand found his, our fingers 

lacing together. “You’re going to be a frequent visitor, after all.” 

He chuckled at that. “Careful, they’ll start charging me rent.” 

I pulled his arm toward me until he got the idea and straddled my thighs. Nudged 

at his nose with my nose until he tilted his head up and our lips could meet. 

“Can’t have that, especially since you spent all your savings buying me.” 

He pulled back, looked at me half-earnest. “It was worth it.” 

I drew him back in with a hand on the back of his neck. His mouth was so soft I 

had to resist the temptation to bite his lips as his fingers gently pressed into the muscles across my shoulders. 

“Oh,” he said suddenly. “I did have a little left over…but I spent it.” He pulled out his phone—with a little difficulty—from the tight pocket of his jeans, thumbed it 

unlocked, and turned it to show me the screen. 

It was the website for some online store full of wrestling gear. I looked at the dirty grin plastered across his face and shook my head. 

“Let me guess, blue and white?” 

Craig mimed zipping up his lips, tossed his phone onto the bed, and slipped his 

arm back around me. “You’ll have to wait and see. I think you’ll look incredible in it.” 

I turned us, flipped him onto his back, felt his legs wrap around my waist 

automatically. 

“Well, then,” I told him in between kisses, “I’d better start practicing my pinning technique. Wouldn’t want you to get away.” 

He giggled, his fingers already working their way under my T-shirt. Smooth 

fingertips gliding across my nipples until he eased the shirt over my head. I was 

reaching for his fly when he stopped me, running his palm across my growing bulge. 

“You never did tidy up this room in the end,” Craig pointed out. 
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I smiled at him, the boy who had bought my body but won my heart. “Oh, I think 

you got your money’s worth.” 
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