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If I'd known, I probably wouldn't have done it. That's the best I can say. 

I mean, I'd like to tell you I would totally have said no: That there's no way I would've agreed to give my little sister's boyfriend a ride home, had I realized the stupid, flirtatious banter between me and the eighteen-year-old wasn't just kidding around. But I can't say that, only that I'd have been more careful.

It doesn't help that I always thought Brandon was cute. I mean, cute in that couple-of-years-younger way, that going-out-with-your-sister way. Look, a little, and flirt, a little, but don't touch. 

That's just the way it is with certain straight boys, though, especially those who know you're gay, and are game for a little back-and-forth when it gives everyone a laugh. 

"Lookin' hot, dude," he'd call out at me as I walked through the kitchen, disturbing him and my sister in what seemed like one of their perpetual make-out sessions. He was a house fixture, the two of them inseparable. 

"Sis, I'm borrowing your boy for ten," I'd fire back, and they'd break up laughing.

"Just ten, eh?" 

I'd wink and say "Sure, a little thing like you," and watch as he pouted and flipped me the finger. Not that he could hold the sullen expression, not when a grin was easier, and then we'd all crack up again. All good fun, all harmless, right?

So I didn't blink when she asked if I could give Brandon a ride home, and I laughed along when he turned up the music and started doing this goofy dance in the passenger seat. Obviously trying to entertain me, in that "impress your girlfriend's older brother" way, that I guess seems so important when you're his age. 

"Pull over here, man, I got something to show you" he said, so I slowed to the curb. It was getting on for dusk, a fall evening when the coming winter's dark is pulling in earlier and earlier. Barely any street lamps, just pockets of tungsten orange light in the town park where the cemetery and the lake are. 

"Just down here," he said, pointing.

I walked ahead, wondering what the hell he needed to show me out in the middle of nowhere. I wasn't exactly late, but I'd told some friends I'd come over and it would cut things fine if I let myself get dragged around the park for what would probably turn out to be a gag.

We walked a couple minutes more, Brandon saying "Keep going, dude, almost there" to my back. In the end, I stopped suddenly and turned around, beginning to get pissed that he was wasting my time on some lame teenage joke. 

Brandon was walking right behind me, and so when I pulled up without warning he bumped straight into my chest. I only just had time to say "Whoa, dude" when his hands were around my head, fingers sliding through my hair. Pulling my face in against his own, his mouth hungry on mine. 

For a beat I let him kiss me, just a beat. Shock enough to freeze me for that split-second, my whole body tensed. And then I was pushing him away.

"What the fuck, man?" I was angry, and not just because I don't like surprises. "Seriously, dude, when you're meant to be with my fuckin' sister?" Talking about her out loud got me even madder. 

Brandon was bouncing on the balls of his feet, one skinny lash of pent-up energy. His eyes locked on mine as I glared at him, my fists clenching as I tried to get a grip on just how furious I was. Then he lunged in a second time, hands gripping at my shirt this time, mouth half-missing mine as he tried for another kiss.

I shoved him again, harder this time, and he stumbled back and fell. Landing on his ass, with his arms thrown back to support him. 

He looked up at me, breathing hard, lust and fear twisting his expression in equal measure. His narrow, almond-shaped face was white, paler than I'd seen him before; two slashes of red across his cheekbones, as he tried to compose himself.

"You're meant to be with my sister, and you skeeze on me?" I shouted, kicking the ground. 

He flinched at that, like he wasn't sure whether I was going to kick him, too.

"I just thought..." he began, chest shuddering with each breath. "I just thought that... you always seemed so..." There was longing in his eyes, now, clouding out the fear somehow. 

I frowned, and looked away.

"Shit, we were messin' around" I said, quieter but no less angry inside. But I felt guilty all of a sudden, as if this wasn't just Brandon's fuck up but somehow me being sleazy with my little sister's boyfriend, too.

"Please..." he whispered, voice trailing off. 

I wasn't sure if he was pleading for my silence, to keep his clumsy attempt at seduction a secret, or if he was trying to persuade me to reconsider. Maybe he still thought I was planning on beating him up. 

He glanced away, the sharp head movement flicking his sleek black fringe to cover one eye, then looked back up at me. "Please."

That's when I should've walked back to the car. I should've stepped over him, gone back to where we were parked, driven him home and told him to sort his fucking life out before my sister got hurt. Teenage kid, wrong idea; it was my job as the older, wiser brother to shock him out of acting stupid again.

Should've. Didn't.

He was like an animal, crouched there on the grass. Body frozen apart from his breathing. And, like I said, he was cute. Crisp blue eyes, lithe body squeezed into those stupid emo jeans. Identikit teenage urban rebel, but hot with it. I should've walked away.

"Take off that fuckin' stupid cardigan," I told him, instead.

He stared at me, not moving, until I flared my eyes at him, nudged my head forward slightly. His fingers whipping to the buttons, fumbling them open, pulling the thin fabric over his arms and off, discarded behind him on the path.

I looked his arms over, slim but toned in his black t-shirt. "You may as well take that off, too."

No pause this time, just hands pulling at the hem, tugging it over his head. For a moment his hair was a birds-nest of tangles, but after a quick shake it was back to its glossy sweep. Chest smooth, a few curves of adolescent muscle, and his nipples hard and tiny in the cooling air. 

He was beautiful.

"Ah... fuck." I was talking to myself, really, Brandon back to motionless in front of me. 

I dropped to a crouch, in the gap between his splayed legs, and then leaned forward Resting my weight on one arm to the side of his head, my other hand reaching behind. Fingers lacing in the shag of his hair and pulling his face up to mine, our lips meeting again. 

He groaned - an earthy, primitive sound - and then we were kissing. His narrow lips brushed across mine, then parted as my tongue slipped in, dueling with his own. An arm easing around my neck as he pulled himself up against me, levering his goose-bumping chest to touch my shirt. 

I tugged back, a fistful of hair, and his lips broke from mine. Nostrils flared as I held his face away from me. "You horny little fuck" I told him.

He broke out into a sly grin, eyes never leaving my own and still panting hard.

"More," he gasped.

I chuckled, soundless, and pulled his face in to mash against my own, our kissing hungry and wild. His fingers tugging at the buttons at my collar, reaching inside to play against my chest. He was making tiny keening noises now, eager and desperate.

I broke away again, pushed him down flat on his back in the grass, hard, a hand splayed on his chest to pin him in place. Reaching down, in-between his thighs, to grip his crotch. His cock was hard, pulsing. 

Brandon tried to lift his chest, and I pushed harder to hold him down; even though his arms were free, he let them lie at his sides. Instantly submissive.

I looked down at the swollen lump beneath my palm, looked back up into Brandon's eyes. His expression hunted and aroused. Still holding him flat, I tugged open the button on his jeans, yanking at the denim to pop the fly open one stud at a time. 

Digging between his legs, underneath him, I gripped the waistband at the small of his back and pulled, sliding fabric over the bubble of his ass. Exposing his tight red briefs: white-piping to be suitably, knowingly retro, but narrower at the sides than the classic underwear would be. The bulge of his cock snaked across toward his hip, and I kneaded him through the smooth material, pinching the thick head between finger and thumb. 

He hissed, teeth clenched; bucked his hips against my hand as I alternated between long strokes down the full length of him and tweaking at the tip. Already I could feel stickiness as he leaked through the cotton.

"Hold your legs back" I told him, tone cold.

He slipped his hands behind his knees and pulled, spine arching and raising his ass to me. The tight waistband of his jeans cut across the bright red of his underwear, and nothing to stop me from peeling them both away to just under the jut of his cheeks. 

So fucking smooth.

Kneeling forward now, I gripped his skinny hips and tilted him further up, dipping my head until I was barely an inch from his skin. His eyes were wide, glassy as he gazed up at me, face framed by hair and thighs. In one long, slow stroke I dredged my tongue up along his crack, feeling his hole twitch against the tip, then again and again. Finally feeling Brandon forcing his ass against me as I rimmed him, and able to use my hands to spread his cheeks wider and dig my face into him.

He squirmed at the unexpected attention, muffled "unf, unf" sounds squeaking out as I slobbered across his hole and then focused the point of my tongue into his hotness. Before long I had a finger in him, corkscrewing against the tight clench of naive muscles, and then a second, scissoring him looser. 

I reached down, unfastened my belt and my jeans, and hooked my cock out of my boxer-briefs. I'd been stiff since he kissed me the second time, I realized, but now - his lithe body folded into a slutty little pretzel in front of me - I was harder than I could remember being for a long time. The head of my dick glistened with precum, and I stroked it around the flare and the first inch or two of my rigid shaft. 

Kneeling up, I pulled Brandon back to me, easing his hips down so that his ass kissed at my cock. A little pressure, and I could feel his body tentatively pushing back at me, unused to the sensation. I rested my fingers against his lips, fingers that only seconds ago had been plying at his hole and then smearing my juices around my dick, and his tongue lapped out obediently, pulling them into his mouth and suckling. 

I pushed again with my hips and he gasped, bit half-heartedly at my fingertip. I felt his ass resist and then succumb to me, hole spreading to accommodate my thickness. His eyes were wide again, the vibration of his groan sending shivers through my fingers, as I drove slowly into the spit-slicked eagerness. 

"So fuckin' tight," I hissed at him.

He jerked his hips at me in response, another inch slipping inside and a whimper forced from his throat. I backed up a little, dragging myself through the clench of his fluttering muscles, and then shoved forward again. Brandon yelped as I buried myself deep into him. 

I knew, when I felt his body hump back against mine, that he was ready. The glassiness in his eyes had gone, narrowed to a lust-fueled desperation. His legs, wrapped awkwardly around my back, pulled me further into him, as he rippled with gripping, sucking impatience. 

I felt around the folds of material at his crotch for his cock, finding his briefs sodden and his erection tugged down at what must've been a near-painful angle. Tugging it free, I let his bucking thrusts drive his length through my fist.

"Is this what you wanted?" I demanded, punching each word home with an angrier jab. His hole twitching around me in response, his cock swelling as it forced its way between my fingers' grip. 

I pulled it away from his groin, tugging against its swollen length, aiming at his face just in time to see him lose his load. Creamy, sticky white ropes lashing across his lips, his nose; gluey in the tangle of his hair. 

"Eat it," I ordered, and the sight of his tongue lapping desperately at his own goo drove me over the edge. I buried myself into him, held there as I felt myself hurtle past the point of no return, dumping cum in four, five, six shuddering jolts. 

For a moment we were locked there, Brandon's body a twisted comma coiled beneath my bigger, stronger form, until I sat back. Pulled my dick from his red, puffy hole. 

It took a second for him to realize he could let go of his legs. Letting them slump down, thighs hamstrung with his bunched jeans and underwear. His cock had oozed its last against his abdomen, leaving sticky snail-trails in its wake, though his face was still the greater mess.

"Fuck," he muttered, one hand reaching down to his ass, tentatively exploratory, but then pausing at his cheek. Not quite daring to go further. 

I looked away, suddenly self-conscious.

"All in my fuckin' hair," he grumbled, then giggled, a surprising and foreign sound. We made eye contact again, and he grinned at me, fingers cautiously teasing through his cum-soaked fringe. 

"Plenty in your fuckin' mouth, too" I told him, eyebrow raised.

He rolled his eyes. "Yeah, and in my ass," he said, with a snort. "Thanks for that."

I swatted his butt, the cheek sweaty against my palm. "Anytime." 

He looked at me, with narrowed eyes. "Might have to take you up on that." 

I tried not to think about my sister as he grinned at me, his smile growing wider the longer I stared at him. The longer I went without telling him no, without setting him straight on boundaries I'd never realized I needed to specify. 

Brandon winked, and I couldn't help but suspect that silence had been taken as complicity. 

"So, you gonna take me home?"
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We'd sat in silence for the rest of the ride home. The nervous energy that was radiating off him shifting into tension, and then anxiety, and finally something close to fear by the time I pulled up outside his parents' place. 

Not that I could bring myself to look at him. Angry, at Brandon sure, but that frustration directed inward as well. Knowing that, as much as he'd initiated things, I could quite easily have put a stop to them.

"Look, I..." he started, voice shaking.

"Don't hurt my sister," I snapped, interrupting. Hands tight on the wheel; I forced my fingers to relax their rictus grip. "Just..." I shook my head, words failing me for a moment. "If she gets hurt..."

Brandon's swallow was audible. I knew he'd heard that as a threat, even if I'd voiced it just as much about my own regret. 

"I... I won't. I wouldn't."

That'd be easier to believe, I wanted to remind him, had he not just kissed me in the park. Tried his teenage best to seduce me, regardless of the fact that I was his girlfriend's older brother. Lay there, on his back in the leaves and dirt, while I raw-fucked his hole.

I didn't say any of that, though. Just nodded, once, still unable to look at him. 

"Get out the damn car, then."

#
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I'd had ill-advised hookups before, I figured most guys had. Certainly most gay guys: my friends had enough stories to fill a whole book. Most of them, you'd swear it was the buildup to a horror story - young guy meets up with random anonymous man found on some app, hoping to get laid not slayed - and I got the feeling that, sometimes, that risk was an instrumental part of the overall charm.

Still, this was far too close to home for comfort. 

Brandon would inevitably be at the house again, and so I made it my goal to be absent as much as possible. Taking advantage of the milder weather to go running, the slap of my sneakers on the sidewalk a drumbeat to force the guilt out of my head. Long sessions at the gym, pushing myself harder than I ever had before. Until my arms and legs and chest were aching, muscles howling for mercy, only for the memory of his wide-eyed expression laced with his own cum to hurl me back into one more set.

It'd been a mistake, a one-time glitch. Some kid's bad decision, and my own horniness making the timing terrible, that was all. Not like I'd been secretly lusting over him; not as if every joke I'd made, all our stupidly flirtatious banter, had been serious. 

And if Brandon had taken it seriously, well, that was his problem. 

My body felt like it'd been smacked about by lengths of two-by-four, when I dragged myself out of the car. Combining arm day and leg day had, even at the time, seemed like a terrible idea. All the same, compared to the mental image of my little sister's boyfriend - the look of shock and delirious pleasure on his face framed by his wavering legs, as I feasted on his hole - the focus involved in ridiculous amounts of exercise seemed preferable. 

At least it was a different sort of regret, I decided, as I slowly made my way up the driveway. I'd not even bothered showering at the gym: there, I'd have to stand up while I was under the water. Whereas the idea of slumping onto the tiled floor and simply allowing the hissing spray to splash down on top of me was about the only thing keeping me moving.

I pulled open the door, making a beeline for the kitchen and - more specifically - the cupboard where my mom kept the painkillers. Only to pull up short, at finding the room full of people.

Well, not full. My parents, and my aunt and uncle, and my sister, and of course, because life wanted me to suffer, her boyfriend. Each of them turning to look at me, as I stood in the doorway.

"Let me guess, you forgot we had company for dinner tonight," my mom said, in that I'm-joking-but-also-kinda-not scolding tone that I swear they teach parents when they're in the maternity ward. Like, you know you're getting called out, but if you protest you'll only get accused of overreacting and making a scene.

Plus there was the fact that s was right, and I had forgotten.

"Traffic was bad," I said, instead of admitting that. 

"Were you at the gym... again?" My sister's tone was arch. 

I glanced down, pointedly, at my shorts and sneakers. I'd pulled a hoodie - an old one, with the sleeves torn off and the edges fraying - over my shirt, but it didn't take the protein shake bottle in my hand to make entirely clear what I'd been up to.

"Such powers of observation," I sneered back. Then felt guilty, not because she didn't deserve the sarcasm, but... well, for other things.

"Anton," my dad said, tone chiding, which I'd known to expect anyway, what with my sister being a real daddy's girl. 

I flashed him a "I know, I know" look.

As I glanced between them, I could see Brandon trying to catch my eye. Clearly wanting to get my attention, to be included.

And normally, I'd have done that. Probably make some joke, about his red and white check shirt with the sleeves rolled up; ask him if he was cosplaying as a lumberjack or something. Make everyone else laugh, because everyone knew that Anton and Brandon had a fun, silly, don't-they-get-on-well relationship.

From the way his jaw was tensed, I could tell he was straining not to just blurt something out. I wasn't sure I could handle hearing that, and being expected to keep up our usual back-and-forth in front of an audience like this. Not with my stomach roiling with uneasy guilt.

"I'm gonna go shower, then," I said, instead, turning to leave. Wanting to be out of the room, away from the collective stares. It was hard not to feel that attention brushing you, without then imagining how it might change if they knew I'd hooked up with my sister's dude.

"Before you do, can you go grab a couple of cooler's worth of ice from the freezer in the basement, honey," my mom interrupted. 

I grit my teeth. There was no point in arguing, I knew that. 

"Sure, mom."

"I'll help." Brandon was already moving forward.

"It's fine," I snapped. Sharper than I meant to be. 

My mom sighed. "Learn to accept help when it's offered, Anton. Anyway, the sooner you get done, the sooner you can shower and come join us."

I closed my eyes, and counted to five, as slowly as I could. Ten would've been better, or preferably twenty, but I wasn't exactly running on generous timescales. 

"Fine," I said, practically a snarl. "Let's just get this done."

The basement was always cooler than upstairs, a noticeable drop in temperature with each step down. The skin of my bare arms prickling, as the sweat cooled on them.

"Dude, it's so cold down here," Brandon said, to my back. 

I ignored him.

"What did you do at the gym today?" 

I ignored him some more.

The chest freezer was in the corner, with a couple of empty coolers stacked alongside it. The lid lifted with a creak.

"How much ice did your mom want?" 

I turned, sharply, to look at him. Brandon was standing next to me, closer than he needed to. Looking up from under that glossy brown fringe of hair, and suddenly all I could see was how it'd matted with cum after he'd spewed his load across his face. I chewed back my wince.

"You heard her. A couple of cooler's worth."

It came out cold, as cold as the open freezer in front of us, but I knew that was the only option. I couldn't afford heat, not with Brandon.

I leaned down, into the chest, to grab a couple of bags. Felt my arm brush him as I stood up again, turning to realize it was his cheek that I'd rubbed against.

"Dude, what the fuck?"

He'd been close, before, but there'd still been a gap. Now, his body turned to face me, his chest was against my elbow. Eyes wide, breathing those short little pants that I couldn't help but connect to what he'd been like as I plowed him.

"Y-you smell good," he stammered out. Looking almost mortified at hearing the words, as if he'd been forced to speak them. 

"Don't be stupid." 

I wanted to push him away, to shove him. Not to feel the heat of him against my arm, his temperature scalding against the ice and the deep freeze. Paralyzed, though, with the thought of my family one floor above us, and with the crisp memories of his body pretzeled beneath me in the dimly-lit park. 

"So sweaty and musky... fuck, dude." 

His voice was thick, like he needed to swallow but he couldn't. As if the words were spilling up out of him, beyond his control to hold back. 

Brandon levered his crotch against my leg, and I could feel the hardness through his dark blue jeans. 

"You need to stop this shit." 

I sounded determined, resolute. I knew I did.

He leaned in again, cock pressing into me. Face mashed against my upper arm, Brandon's nose pushed into the crease of my armpit. Like he was trying to inhale the whole of me.

I dropped the ice, wincing at the sharp crack of a bag splitting. Necessary, though, so that I could grab his shoulders with my chill hands. Shove him back.

"Dude. Not cool. She's right upstairs."

I'd thought the reminder would cow him, leave him embarrassed. Instead, he just stared at me with those glassy eyes, his mouth fallen open.

"I'll be quiet, I promise."

I blinked at him, brain spinning like something off-balance. Not even sure what Brandon was offering, what he was thinking of right now. Unnerved enough by the way his shoulders shook in my grip, as though the overwhelming need was set to vibrate its way right out of him.

"You're crazy," I told him.

It was a lunge; a desperate, urgent one. Breaking out of my hold by surprise alone, and then a split-second later the feel of him molded against me. Face pushing into my arm, his hands shoving at my wrist and my elbow; levering it up, so that Brandon could press his face into my pit.

"Oh, fuck..." The curse muffled by my skin, by his hunger. One of his slim arms hooking around my back, seeming more for his own balance than to hold me in place. The other dropping, hand groping at my crotch through my shorts.

I should stop him, I knew I should. Just like I knew I shouldn't be disgustingly, achingly hard in his fist. 

"You little skeeze," I gasped out, but I wasn't peeling him off me. My hands moving, but to grip the back of Brandon's head - his hair silk-soft between my weights-callused fingers - and press his face harder into my armpit. Reaching down, to seize a palmful of his tight little ass through the clinging denim, feeling him grind his dick against me as I pawed at him.

He was snuffling and grunting into my pit, the noises animal and urgent. The feel of it unlike anything I'd experienced before, foreign and beguiling. Guys had admired my muscles, enjoyed stroking them and even wanted to watch me lift weights while they jerked off. But Brandon seemed intent on devouring me.

His fingers were pulling at my shorts, I realized, as if surfacing from a daze. I tightened my fist in his hair, dragging his head back.

"Come on..." Hunger there, in his thickened voice. Straining against my hand, even though I knew it must hurt to. His face wet with spit and sweat, eyes glazed over and lips flushed red.

Lips that probably had been kissing my sister, not all that long ago, some caustic part of my brain reminded me.

Suddenly nauseous, disgusted, I yanked him further back from me. Pushed him, Brandon stumbling on shaky foal legs; just catching himself in time on the edge of the freezer. 

"You fuckin' pervert." 

I thought he might protest at the accusation, argue it. Point out, even, that I was clearly as hard as he was, the question only coming down to whose erection was more obvious. His obscenely outlined through the clinging blue denim of his jeans; mine a fat ridge straining at the thin nylon of my workout shorts. 

"Please, dude."

I didn't know what he was asking, what he was begging me for. Not to tell my sister, maybe, or to out him in general. Or - my cock throbbing at the possibility - a more specific plea, the liberty to return to what he'd been doing just moments before. 

I jabbed at him, with my forefinger. "You're sick, you know that?"

Brandon grabbed my wrist; dragged my hand up to his mouth. Full lips closing around my pointing digit, his tongue swirling.

I wasn't sure why it felt so right to wrap my other hand around his throat. Why it left me so light-headed, the way his eyes widened as I squeezed, his mouth sucking harder.

Shoving him down, to his knees, was easier than unpacking all that. Just like it was easier to shove down the front of my shorts, to try to ignore his hiss of hunger and triumph as my cock sprang free to slap against his cheek. Easier, too, to allow Brandon to take that final step: to twist until he could catch the fat, precum-glossed tip between his lips and slurp me into his throat.

"Ah, fuck, you little..."

No way to end that, words fleeing me as his gullet fluttered around me. Brandon's head sandwiched between my body and the chest freezer, my hands gripping the edge - rolling waves of cold air spilling across them - as I pressed myself deeper and heard him choke and gag.

It was difficult, given the angle and the little space, but I still managed to reach down and slap him.

"Don't make a fuckin' noise, you little shit."

Big eyes staring back up at me, already watering. Lips taut around my shaft, and his cheek reddening. No protest, though. No complaint.

Maybe it was that which made me angry. Or the obvious, the expected stuff: anger that my little sister's precious, perfect boyfriend was a cheat and a pervert. Anger at myself, that I couldn't resist some eighteen-year-old's fumbling, frantic advances. 

Whatever the reason, I took the anger out on his throat. 

Pumping into him, feeling the friction of his lips around my shaft. Knowing there was no way for him to pull back, to escape each deep thrust, as I slammed my hips against his face. The feel of his mouth, growing wetter and sloppier, only encouraging me to be harder, rougher. 

"This what you wanted, to get treated like a hole?" I hissed, looking down on him through the frame of my outstretched arms. I didn't want to admit just how turned on I was, hearing his gurgling and spluttering, and yet there was no avoiding that. The knowledge of my own complicity only adding to my fury.

He flinched when the spit hit his forehead, gooey dribbles sliding down across his nose. Not even an attempt to wipe it off, though; Brandon's hands hot around my bare legs, clinging intently. Throat spasming as I held myself in deep, testing his resolve and my own.  

A gasp, rasping and raw, when I pulled out again. Echoed by my own sharp hiss, like I'd been holding my breath in sympathy as I plugged his gullet. My cock slimy with his throat goo, glistening in the light of the bare bulb overhead. Sounding sticky and lewd as I slapped his face with it, while Brandon hiccuped and panted, and drool ran down his chin to soak dark patches into his shirt.

I stared down, hungrily, as he blinked away tears. Silently daring him to tap out.

No comment, though, not even a taunt. Just his mouth wide open, tongue extended. As clear an invitation as any slut had ever made.

I sank back into him in one, smooth stroke. Brandon's fingers gripping my thighs as I plugged him; a tight grip getting tighter as I stayed buried, my crotch mashed against his nose and lips. Holding there still, even as his legs kicked out uselessly between my own. Socked feet scuffing the dirty basement floor, as I silently waited for him to admit defeat and surfed the incredible massage of his shuddering throat.

I caved first. 

Realizing, even through the haze of pleasure and anger-stoked lust, that he was more stubborn. A submissive, pliable sort of mulishness: the sort which would see him pass out still speared on my cock, rather than shove me away. 

Brandon slumped to the side, sucking down great chestfuls of air with lungs that sounded clotted.

I crouched down, erection still dangling between my thighs. Grabbed a fistful of his soaked shirt, to tilt his head up to meet my gaze.

"You're a fucking idiot," I hissed at him. Even angrier, now, at how he'd forced me to care about him. To feel, not sympathy, but some sort of responsibility all the same. The consideration you'd give a pet, or a well-honed tool.

His smile was lopsided, drunken. "Why'd you stop?"

I stared at him, at his swollen lips. Remembering, despite my mood and the ridiculousness of it all, how it'd felt to kiss him. The needy, plaintive noises he'd made as he lunged at me, and the moment in-between my initial shock and when I'd pushed him away. I'd tried - and failed - not to think about that moment so many times since then.

Brandon grunted in surprise as I yanked him into me. Pushing my cock between his lips again, his head sandwiched in the spread of my legs. Both hands gripping him tight, the perfect leverage to mercilessly fuck his throat as he twisted and squirmed. Knowing, too, that every second longer this went on, we were tempting fate to come crashing down around us. Bring my mom, or my dad, or anybody downstairs to see what was keeping us both.

The idea of them finding me skull-fucking my little sister's boyfriend should've been the ultimate boner-killer, but instead it just made me more determined to blow in him.

Even so, I could've paced myself, held off, if it wasn't for his hand between my legs.

Fingers squeezing my balls, as they bulged over the elastic waistband of my shorts. Tugging on them just enough to make me hiss through clenched teeth, Brandon's soft hand seemingly intent on coaxing out my load and right down his sucking, clenching throat.

"You little fuck," I spat, near-breathless, as the orgasm ripped through me.

Borderline painful in its intensity, my swollen nuts bobbing in the cage of Brandon's fingers as he desperately swallowed to avoid choking. A noise like a boot pulled from wet mud as I jerked my hips, unplugging his gullet to spray the last of my cum across his tongue. Wincing as he lapped and suckled on me, until I had to scramble back and out of his hungry clutches. 

I stared down at him, my lungs heaving. Sweating more than I had at the gym, it felt like, heart thundering in my chest. Usually I struggled to get off from head alone, hadn't met any guy with a mouth that could change that; I wasn't ready to think through the implications of that now. 

"Get up, you little shit."

Brandon's face was wet, a ruin of spit and sweat. Cum glazing his lips, shirt soggy with the slimy mess that'd drooled down from his chin. And yet, when he grinned up at me, it was a smirk of triumph.

I narrowed my eyes, fists clenched. "Get the fuck up, unless you want my sister to find out what a skeezy little cheat you are."

Brandon pushed himself upright, awkwardly. Leaning back against the still-open freezer, panting as he stared at me.

"Takes two to tango, Anton." His voice was cracked, gravel-edged. 

I was in his face in a second, jamming his slight, toned body against the cold metal. Enjoying, even amid my fury, the wide-eyed shock with which he looked up at me, all of the cockiness of a moment before gone. 

"Are you fucking threatening me?" I leaned down, glare sharpening. Up close, I could smell him. A sharp musk, something animal. My hand was around his neck before I realized my arm was even moving.

Brandon gasped, mouth falling open. I expected to hear an apology, pleading even, only to feel him grinding himself against my thigh instead. Trying desperately to work his cock through his jeans, as he grabbed hold of my bicep.

"You're so big..." He looked delirious, throat flexing against my palm with a heat that was astonishing. "Keep... squeezing..." 

I shoved him, sending him to his knees again. Stepping back, and then back again; watching as he stroked himself, the outline of his teen prick unmistakable. 

"Please..." A wheedling, hopeful plea for permission.

I couldn't keep the disgust out of my voice. "Fine. Just do it, then."

The fumble of his hands at his pants, tugging down the fly and hauling out his cock. Flesh an almost angry red, the plump head swollen and already slopping precum across the basement floor. 

"Anton!" 

I knew what he wanted. Or something close to it, the shape of the sick desire I could see in him so clearly now. Hating, too, that my recognizing it had left me infected as well, as I lifted my arm and tensed my bicep.

"Oh fuck, dude!" 

His hand was flailing now, a stroking blur.

It was wrong, I knew it was, but I still leaned closer to the watermelon swell of my arm to take a loud, deep sniff. Remembering how he'd nuzzled into my pit, the ferocity that had ignited. Turned back, to see Brandon watching me with his jaw hanging open and his eyes wide.

"Don't mess up the floor," I warned him, bicep still flexing.

At first I thought he hadn't heard me, that the words hadn't registered. The fog of lust and arousal too thick in his brain for anything not directly involved in getting off to sink through. 

And then he was holding his dick down, pointing it at his outstretched hand even as he kept stroking, and as I watched - and as Brandon gasped, a tangled wail locked in near-silence behind his gritted teeth - he sprayed his palm with cum. The force of it sending creamy waves across his fingers to hang in frothy spiderwebs between each digit, as he milked out the final dregs.

The movement was jerky, as he looked up at me again. As though his neck had rusted tight.

I shook my head, grimacing. "You're fucking nasty. Clean yourself up, okay?"

Brandon stared at the drooping mess across his hand with barely-disguised confusion. Then back up at me.

"Lick it up, you dumb little shit," I snapped. Knowing we'd been too long down here, that we'd gone past borrowed time and straight into outright danger. That it didn't matter how well I'd straightened my clothes and settled my heart rate, not if my parents, or my sister, or any of my damn family walked in here and found me staring at an eighteen-year-old with cum all across his fingers, and his cock still hanging out of his jeans.

He whimpered, as he lifted his hand to his mouth. Tongue probing slyly, movements uncoordinated as if in some sort of daze. 

"For fuck's sake," I cursed, then crouched down to grab his wrist. Pushed his hand against his mouth, forcing his fingers between his lips to wipe them against his tongue. Then using that grip to haul him to his feet once there was nothing remaining but a sheen of fresh spit. "Put your fucking dick away, idiot."

Brandon obeyed, as I hauled bags of ice out of the freezer and dumped them into the coolers. When I turned again, he was gingerly holding his soaked shirt out from his chest between two fingers. 

"There was water in the cooler, and you spilled it on yourself," I told him. Knowing that I sounded stern, but also that I needed to break through the reverie that he seemed caught up in.

"The... cooler?"

I stabbed a finger at the open crate, then at his wet chest. "Someone left water in it, and you got it on your shirt. Okay?" 

He blinked a couple of times, before nodding. "Okay." Pushed a hand through his hair, then grimaced as if remembering what that hand was still probably smeared with. "Maybe I could borrow a shirt of yours?" 

I flashed him an unimpressed look, as I dumped ice into the second cooler. "I don't think you could fill one."

"As opposed to how you filled my throat?" 

I flashed a warning glare at him. Clearly, whatever trance Brandon had been in, it'd now cleared.

The cooler made a loud scraping noise, as I shoved it over toward him.

"Think you can manage it?"

He reached down, weighing the handle, then smirked. "I thought you'd be clear by now: I'll take whatever you give me."

I was still shaking my head in disgust as I climbed the stairs.
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My parents said Brandon could stay the night, and I couldn't shake the thought that it was a terrible idea.

Not in my little sister's room, of course: they were pretty easy-going, generally, but they weren't total idiots. Two eighteen-year-olds who didn't seem to be able to stop kissing regardless of where they were, or who was around them? No matter how much my sister protested that they were being ridiculous, our parents didn't budge. 

That, I could agree with. I wouldn't trust the horny little bastard either.

Not that you'd know Brandon was a nasty little fuckboy just from glancing at him. Perched on a stool at the kitchen counter, smiling innocently, with that glossy hair boyband-singer-perfect. The drool had dried on his shirt - everyone had bought the spilled-water story, in fact they'd thought it was hilarious and Brandon had laughed along with them - and so you'd never guess he'd just been skull-fucked in the basement. Gurgling desperately to be used rougher, harder, and then jerking off into his own palm before lapping up his twink load.

Right now, he looked like butter wouldn't melt in his mouth. Problem was, having had my dick in there, I knew that wasn't true.

So, my sister went to her bedroom, and Brandon was banished to the guest room at the opposite end of the hall. With the squeaky floorboards and my parents sleeping in-between, I figured it would take more than just some oversexed teen ninja to cross that gauntlet undiscovered. 

Not that I really had a problem with my sister having fun. Like, as long as it was safe, and consensual, and all that shit. It'd be pretty fucking hypocritical of me to judge her for having sex at her age, when I'd been hooking up with guys for three or four years before I even turned eighteen. 

Not boyfriends, of course. Impulsive, desperate, urgent stuff instead; casual, with guys my own age, or older men who believed my promises that I was "very nearly twenty," or who just didn't care either way.

He'd avoided my eye all through dinner, not that I was particularly trying to catch his. Annoyed, though, at what felt like forced attentiveness to my sister: performative, like he wasn't aware of the "ain't they cute" looks getting traded between my mom and my aunt. Brandon dutifully serving up mashed potato onto his girlfriend's plate; thoughtfully topping up her water glass before it was even empty. 

I'd watched him kiss her - a fairly chaste kiss, not the tongue-delving, spit-swapping makeouts they usually went for - not long after we'd hauled the ice coolers up. Soon enough that I was certain Brandon would still be able to taste my load.

There was a bud of fury, growing in my chest. Coiled around the memory of his crooked smile, lips still glazed with spit and cum, as he'd coughed and spluttered on the basement floor. The way he'd reminded me that, for all I blamed him for hitting on me, it wasn't like he'd been the only person involved. No mistaking the threat there, and of course I'd overreacted. 

Brandon knew the truth as well as I did, though. If I told my sister that her boyfriend had been cheating, and she believed me, all he had to do for revenge was reveal just who that cheating had been with. And since I'd done a pretty fucking poor job at telling him no and sticking to that, it was a revelation that wasn't going to work in my favor.

He'd looked up, at the very end of the meal. After I'd announced I was going to my room, said goodnight to my aunt and uncle. A sort of intense focus in his expression, like he wanted his face to be seared into my brain when I was on my own. 

I made scrupulously sure not to react, not even to smile or nod, as my gaze swept over him. Then only let out the breath I'd been holding when I was out of the room. Cursed him, for his cockiness, his presumptuousness, as I stomped up the stairs.

Honestly, I probably should've expected the knock. The guest room was safely down the hallway from my sister's bedroom, after all, but it was right next door to mine. 

I considered putting on a t-shirt, or even just some sweatpants. Was still second-guessing my decision not to, right up until the point I opened the door and Brandon's eyes practically fell out of his head.

"What?" I tried to keep my voice down, mindful of my parents in the next room, yet still inject an appropriate degree of venom. 

Not that I got the feeling he'd even registered the question, never mind my tone in asking it. Too busy staring at me in my boxer-briefs.

"Hey." I flicked him in the forehead, making him flinch. "What the fuck?" 

He looked antsy, nervous. Almost bouncing from foot to foot, a slim streak of pent-up energy. 

"Can I come in, dude?" It seemed like it was taking him genuine effort to drag his eyes up to meet mine. Gaze always returning to my chest, or my legs, or my crotch, skittering across me as if he was trying to memorize every detail. 

"Why?" 

He shook his head slightly, sending that glossy mop of hair flowing for a moment before it settled back almost perfectly. "Dude, come on, please?" 

Quite literally anybody - even someone who didn't know that I'd reamed Brandon's throat earlier in the day - would've told me that letting him in was a terrible, no good, dire idea. Problem was, I've always been shitty at following good advice.

I stepped to the side, which was clearly sufficient invitation.

He looked like the twink model from a J.Crew catalog or something. Red and black check pajama pants and a white sleeveless shirt. Honestly, it left me feeling little underdressed, but covering up seemed like a sort of defeat.

Anyway, the way Brandon couldn't help but cast hungry glances at me was hilarious.

"If you think I'm gonna read you a bedtime story, asshole, think again," I warned him. 

He chuckled, but it was a strange, distracted sound. Barely believable.

"If you're here because you feel guilty," I started. 

"Do you?" Brandon interrupted, fixing me with a stare. 

I scowled at him, suddenly angry. "You've got some fuckin' nerve, after you cheat on my little sister."

"Cheat with you," he reminded me. 

He wasn't stood all that far away; it only took a step to leave me looming over him. I'm a pretty tall guy, and I'm used to having to dial back my body language if I don't want to accidentally seem intimidating. Brandon, though, got the unfiltered brunt of it.

"What did I fucking tell you, about threatening me?" 

The way he licked his lips seemed nervous. Even so, he didn't look away.

"It's true, though, isn't it."

I stopped trying to hold any of my annoyance from my expression. Turned from him, as though he was no longer even worthy of consideration. "Go back to bed, asshole."

He reached out; caught my arm. Fingers squeezing my bicep. 

"Anton..."

Something in me snapped.

Twisting around, I wrenched his hand away and then caught him by the wrist. Kept turning, spinning him as I yanked his arm high up on his back. Distantly gratified by the hiss of surprise and pain that burst from him. 

I shoved him onto the bed, face down, ignoring his kicking legs as he squirmed in my grip. Pushed his arm even higher, as I brought my lips close to his ear.

"Shut up, you're gonna wake my parents."

Brandon opened his mouth, as if to reply, then yelped again as I shook him. 

Clamping my hand over his mouth seemed, quite frankly, the wisest thing to do. Not that I was working on the basis of what was sensible now, anyway; focused only on avoiding any member of my family knocking on the door, and asking difficult questions about why I was very-nearly-naked with my little sister's boyfriend pinned and whimpering.

"You just don't know when to stop talking, do you," I snarled at him, trying to temper my own volume.

Brandon twisted his eyes, struggling to meet my angry stare. His breath hot against my hand, breathing fast through his nostrils. He'd stopped wriggling, at least.

"You're a fucking mess," I told him, the frustration still simmering. "My sister could do so much better."

His eyes narrowed, and for a moment I thought he was angry. Would've argued, protested my assessment, were my palm not stoppering any words from escaping. 

And then I saw how he was pushing his ass up - tilting his hips, his back arching - and realized it was lust I was seeing in that half-hidden expression, not resentment. 

"Are you serious right now?" No way to hide the incredulity from my voice. 

Brandon tilted his ass from side to side. Left, right, then left again. Thighs spreading slightly as he did it, making it easier to hike himself up more conspicuously. 

I couldn't help myself. Released my grip on his twisted arm; Brandon making no move to reposition it, though, or to shift away as I pushed my knee into his back. A hand free, then, to reach between his legs and grope at the crotch of his pajamas.

He was hard; urgently, throbbingly so. Balls a tight clench as I squeezed and fondled him, feeling how he pushed back to better lever himself into my exploring hand. 

No underwear, as far as I could feel. I knew, if I flipped him over, Brandon's PJs would be obscenely tented with his rigid dick. 

"Can you imagine what my sister would say, if she saw you right now? What sort of nasty little pervert she'd think you were?" 

I was a hypocrite, I knew that. It wasn't like I'd stopped toying with his junk, after all.

He gurgled into my palm, hips twitching. 

Dragging my hand back, just slightly, I ran my thumb down the splay of his ass. Feeling the dimple of his tight hole through the soft cotton, as Brandon tried desperately to push back at that touch, as though I could finger him through his pants.

It wasn't like I needed to glance away, at myself, to see I was rigid too.

I was angry at myself, and angry at him, and the sting of the former only made the latter more intense. Frustrated, at how easily I'd been dragged into some fucked-up game by a kid who wanted to have his cake and eat it, too. Embarrassed that, despite being the older one, ostensibly the wiser and more experienced guy, I'd allowed my sister's boyfriend to coax me into something I knew could hurt her feelings. 

"I should've told her how you'd tried to kiss me, you little shit," I spat at him. Feeling him wriggle under my knee, as I leaned in with more of my weight. "On day fucking one, I should've told her what a nasty little fuckboy she was dating."

He couldn't reply, but that didn't matter. It was a scolding meant for my own ears, really. My own guilt roiling.

Digging my fingers under the waistband of his pajamas, I tugged them down. Exposing the smooth curve of Brandon's ass, pants pulled taut across his upper thighs. It'd been dark, that first night; the sodium lights in the park barely enough to see how his wide-eyed hunger blended with fear and anticipation. Neither time nor opportunity to see how perfect those eighteen-year-old cheeks were.

He'd frozen, as I bared him. Statue-still, as if to make it easier for my eyes to feast upon him. No mistaking the muffled groan against my hand, though, as I dragged my fingertip down that taut stretch of skin.

I'd spat on him once already, that day. Already set a precedent.

The slightest of flinches, as it hit him just below the tailbone. Still no protest, though, as I slid my thumb through that dripping goo, and then used it to push against his hole. 

He was so hot, and tight, inside. I had to grit my teeth, to keep from feeling dizzy. 

"This is why you knocked on my door, isn't it." I pushed deeper, until my knuckle was jammed against his ass. Feeling how he wriggled, still pinned under me. "What you were hoping for, right?"

A squeak of compliance, from behind my palm. Unnecessary, though, given how he was leaning back into the probing digit.

I didn't know how many guys he'd been with. Whether that night in the park was the first time he'd been fucked; if he'd given me his cherry, along with the guilt. And sure, I could uncover his mouth and ask him, but I wasn't sure I could believe a single thing Brandon might tell me. 

It was more fun, anyway, to push a second finger into him, and feel him writhe underneath my weight as I stretched him open. 

"Shut the fuck up," I snapped, leaning down to hiss against his ear. Even past my palm, he'd been getting noisier. "Are you tapping out?" 

It didn't look comfortable, how much he had to turn his eyes to try to meet mine, but there was no mistaking how he shook his head. 

I tugged up, feeling his ass muscles fighting me. Brandon's legs pushing him a split-second later, frantically trying to alleviate the pull on his tender entrance. Back arching all the more obscenely, fighting against the press of my leg. 

"Such a dumb fucking hole," I sneered, only to yank my hand away from his mouth in surprise as his teeth sank into me.

Brandon gasped like he'd been starved of air for hours, though I didn't exactly feel guilty. Not like he hadn't been able to breathe through his nose; plus, I was too busy examining the pale crescents of teeth-marks across my palm. 

"You little shit!" 

He grunted as I pressed his face into the mattress, peering up at me as I slammed my fingers into his ass. Hair messy, silky tangles knotted with fresh sweat. I could smell him, that animal musk that had filled me that first night in the park. Something about it, its spice, only making me want to treat him more roughly. Force him to admit he had to concede defeat in whatever this thing between us had become.

So focused on that, on my bubbling rage and the increasingly soft, squishy feeling of his overwhelmed hole, that I only realized he was dragging down my boxer-briefs when my dick flopped free. 

Suddenly, I could feel him fighting against my hold on him more intently. 

"You're so fucking predictable." I laughed, watching him try to capture the tip of my bobbing cock between his lips. 

"Please!"

Teasing him was fun, but the problem was I wanted it too. Wanted that feeling of his throat reshaping itself around my thick inches; the sense of being so deeply buried in him, the lines between our bodies blurred. Lifting off him, I shuffled around on my knees until I was facing Brandon's eager face. Leaning down, across the narrow taper of his back, to continue toying with his squeezing hole. 

No gloating, no preamble: just the velvet warmth of his mouth on me, and the steady push into his gullet. Feeling more than hearing the rumbling sigh of satisfaction from his chest, as he gripped my thighs.

Reaching underneath him, I shoved my hand into his pants. The precum-slicked fabric clinging to my skin, as I twisted my fingers around the drooling head of Brandon's erection, relishing the way he squirmed at the flood of sensations. Only for a moment, though: I had better things planned for his makeshift boy-lube.

He wriggled again, as I pushed the third finger into him. Both hands pulling and stretching at him, now, digging deeper into Brandon's sensitive insides as my cock did its best to reach his stomach. 

It was wrong, to be doing this under my parents' roof. With them sleeping in the room next door, even; with my little sister, Brandon's fucking girlfriend, just down the hall. To have her precious boyfriend on his knees, his fingertips digging into my legs as I reamed his throat, while I ground a fourth finger into his hole and worked on gaping his ass wide open. 

Somehow, the knowledge of that wrongness only got me harder. 

He'd sat across the dinner table from me, just hours earlier. Shirt still wet from where he'd drooled down his chin, probably still tasting the load I'd fed him in the basement. Making jokes with my parents, answering the stupid questions my uncle asked about career goals, and college prospects. Doing the perfect impression of a little gentleman, filling my sister's plate lest she face the indignity of having to serve herself. 

I'd rolled my eyes at his bullshit before, teased him about it even, but never with him flashing knowing glances my way. Daring me to maintain eye-contact as he licked his lips, a parody of sexiness that I'd have laughed at, were I not also boned up like crazy from it. A fact Brandon was all too aware of, his socked foot between my legs, toes clumsily stroking at the erection he'd provoked there. 

The memory of his smug, "I did this" expression only made me more ruthless with him prone beneath me now. 

With a final, sharp tug, I yanked my fingers out of his twitching hole. Laced them through his hair instead, jerking Brandon's head back until my spit-slicked cock was resting - fat and dripping his throat slime - across his face. 

"She's gonna find out," I warned him. It was a message for both of us, I knew.

"Are you gonna tell her?" His voice was cracked, rough-edged. Then again, it wasn't like I'd been taking it easy on him, as the dark, wet patch of drool and worse on the comforter beneath him made clear. 

There was no answer to that, and I figured we both knew it. 

"You talk too much." I didn't bother watching his face for the smirk I assumed that accusation would prompt. Reached, instead, under the mattress, for what I knew would at least serve as a short-term fix for that problem. 

His eyes widened, as he stared at the balled-up briefs in my fist. They were still gooey from the last load I'd blown in them, only that morning. I'd been jerking off a lot more this week, in fact, and since - much as it galled me to admit it - Brandon was the primary cause of that, it seemed only appropriate that he benefit from the results. 

I twisted my hand in his hair, and when he opened his mouth to yelp in pain, I shoved the wadded-up cumrag inside.

There was something deeply delicious about the sight of him glowering up at me, black Calvin Kleins liberally streaked, half-hanging from his lips. Knowing he'd be able to smell me as well as taste me.

"I wore those to the gym, oh..." - I did the mental math - "three, maybe four days ago?" I grinned at him, watching his nostrils flare. Not like he was trying to spit the underwear out, though. "I figured you wouldn't object, right, fuckboy?"

The way his eyes locked onto my armpit, as I flexed my bicep, gave him away. 

I chuckled, then slapped his face with my cock again. "It's her birthday, in two weeks. Have you got her anything yet?"

Brandon shook his head.

I rolled my eyes. "But you're planning to, right?"

A nod.

His sweaty hair knotted around my fingers, I used my hold on him to jerk his head around. "It better be fucking good, asshole. Understand?" 

The muffled sound of something close to "yes," or at least what that word might sound like if your mouth was full of cum-soaked briefs. 

"Good boy," I said, mockingly, then released him. 

Brandon made to sit up, until I slapped him between the shoulders. 

"Stay."

He didn't look like a J.Crew model any more. At least, not the guys they put in the catalog, or on posters in the store. Cheek pressed into the wet patch he'd left on the bed; back arched and ass exposed. As I stepped around him, I could see how his balls were pulled tight against his crotch. Knew that, if I reached between those smooth, toned thighs, it'd be to find a rigid, eighteen-year-old prick just desperate to be stroked. 

The strokes I had in mind were of a different sort, though. 

Brandon's hole looked puffy and soft, well-plied from my four finger torment. Rubbing my drool-soaked cock left me with more than enough slickness to jab two digits into him again. Twisting and hooking them, feeling him twitching around me as he groaned into the makeshift gag.

Draping myself over him, I rubbed my nose in his hair. Closing my eyes, amid the scent of sweat, and musk, and the faint burr of shampoo, as I pushed his legs further apart and nudged the head of my cock where my fingers were still plying.

"Wake my parents up," I warned him, my voice low, "and I'll gag you properly. Get it?"

A nod, the movement jerky.

For an exquisite, impossible moment, my fingers and the fat tip of my dick were inside him at the same time. Brandon making a noise somewhere between a gasp and a whimper, though clearly trying to obey my instruction and stifle his reaction to the extra stretching. 

I felt him gape to take me as I pushed my hips in, holding his waist as I let my bodyweight press upon him fully. Hearing the rush of air from his lungs as I squeezed him into the mattress, my own jaw clenched as I bottomed out inside him.

The first time had been fast, angry almost in its desperate urgency. Shock - at the situation, and at my own reaction to it - fueling my body's hunger; the need to get off inside him blended with an awareness that, even if it wasn't my sister who stumbled across us, getting caught by anybody while fucking in the park was a terrible idea. 

Now, Brandon pinned beneath me and my cock buried inside his clenching, fluttering tightness, I could savor the heat of him. Shift my grip, wrapping my arms around his slender neck until every labored breath pressed against my forearms. 

"I could do anything I wanted, to you," I murmured, into the damp tangle of his hair. "You know that, right?"

His shuddering groan reverberated through me. I wasn't sure if words were beyond him right now, or if Brandon had given up on even trying with his mouth stuffed.

It was a grinding, circular motion more than anything. Churning my cock inside him, feeling the way his body shifted, muscles softening, his ass becoming sloppier and more accommodating. Punctuated by his hips jerking, whenever I pressed or grazed against his prostate, a treat I tried my best to only deliver sparingly. 

I squeezed my arms a little tighter, yanked back until I was almost out of him, and then slammed my dick in deep. 

A squeal, barely stifled, and then another as I repeated it. Relishing his obedience, the sense of liberation to focus on my own pleasure first. Knowing that, even as Brandon strained in the cage of my arms, it was the certainty of their resolve not escape that he had in mind. 

I fucked him with hard, relentless strokes. Urging him up, onto his knees with his ass raised high, so that I could saddle my legs around him. Make the most of every thrust, as I pressed him by the neck into the bedding, and reveled in the sound of our sweaty flesh colliding.

"I'm gonna breed you, you dumb little cheating piece of shit," I grunted, as loud as I dared. "And the cum is gonna come dripping out of your ruined fucking hole, and down your legs. That's what you wanted, isn't it?"

A squeak, sounding like it'd been pounded out of him.

The image of him sat across the dining table, of his smug grin and his perfect hair, lurched into my mind's eye. Impossible, almost, to connect the dots between that youth and the sweating, mewling meat beneath me. With the knowledge that I could cum in him, just like I'd promised to, or I could pull out to shove my cock into his willing mouth. Flood his throat, if I preferred, or spray his flushed, needy face. Brandon's submission assured, not because I knew he was a cheat, but because I'd seen the way he craved it. Heard it in his voice, watched it in the feverish jerking of his hand after he'd begged me for permission to cum.

I buried myself in him, so deep my balls ached from being squeezed so tightly against his ass, and choked back the howl as I creamed Brandon's insides.
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Collapsing down, my sweaty chest pressed against his back, probably wasn't especially comfortable for him. Even if I'd been worried about crushing Brandon, though, it wasn't like I had much choice in the matter. The third orgasm of the day had definitely been the most intense, leaving me feeling like every bone in my body had liquified.

He'd flattened, under my weight. Sandwiched between me and the mattress, his pajamas tugged down to his thighs and my arm wrapped around his neck. I could feel each breath squeezed from his lungs; the rise and fall of his body, fighting against the pressure.

I tilted my hips, churning my cock inside him. Despite everything, despite how fucked up the whole situation was, I was still hard.

"Your hole is so squishy and wet," I murmured, my lips buried in the sweaty tangle of Brandon's hair. "But that's what you wanted, isn't it, you little cheat."

A grunt, as he levered himself back against me. 

I laughed. "You're insatiable. Does my sister know you're such a little pervert?" Then frowned. "Actually, don't answer that."

I regretted bringing her up, even thinking about her. Brandon was the cheating boyfriend, after all, the truly guilty one here. Only I couldn't really accuse him of bad behavior when I'd been instrumental in it, too. Maybe if I'd stopped him, the first time he'd tried to kiss me. But now, my dick swimming in the load I'd freshly deposited deep into his twink ass? He wasn't the only one who should feel bad, I knew that.

Guilt usually made me angry, of course. I knew that, too.

Pushing myself up, I yanked my cock out of him. Ignoring Brandon's gasp, and indeed his surprised squeak - muffled, thankfully, by the cumrag underwear I'd stuffed into his mouth to keep him quiet - as I slapped his ass.

I reached down, to yank the briefs from between his lips. They'd already been soaked with still-wet cum from my morning jerk-off session; now, they were even heavier thanks to his drooling as I pounded him. 

He pushed himself up, on his elbows, eyeing me balefully. 

"Don't give me that 'I can't believe you did that' look, asshole," I sneered, as I stood up and stripped the boxer-briefs down my legs. "You knew exactly what your endgame was, when you knocked on my bedroom door."

Brandon was still glowering, but there was no way to miss how his eyes kept flitting down to where my cum-smeared cock dangled, heavily. Or, for that matter, the way he was pushing his hand under his body as he stared at me.

"Don't even think about jerking off on my bed, either, you little shit," I warned him.

He rolled over, onto his back, with an annoyed sigh. Threw one arm across his eyes, as though obeying me and seeing me were simply incompatible. "I need to get off, dude."

The sleeveless shirt had pulled up, exposing a flat, smooth expanse of belly, while his red and black checked pajama pants were doing nothing to hide his erection. That was practically sticking up like a flagpole, visibly throbbing in its eagerness for some friction.

"Cheaters don't get to cum," I informed him, deadpan. 

He pulled a face, eyes still covered. "You did."

I leaned down, hand flat on his chest. Quietly satisfied by the way he yanked his arm away, suddenly staring up at me in apprehension. "I'm not the skeeze who's cheating on his girlfriend, remember?"

His expression was still nervous, but that didn't stop him running his fingertips up my forearm, until his hands were stretching around my bicep. 

"Did you like fucking me?"

I frowned "What sort of dumb fuckin' question is that?"

Brandon squeezed the muscle I couldn't remember tensing. 

"How do I compare to other guys you've been with?" 

I rolled my eyes. "How did you like sucking on my cummy briefs?"

He licked his lips. "It was hot. Like, there was no way not to taste and smell you." A glance down, then back up to meet my eyes again. "You wanna fuck my throat some more?"

I shook my arm loose of his grip, scowling as I stepped back. "You're messed up, you know that?" I gestured, in the general direction of the door. "Go back to bed, asshole."

He shook his hips, setting his erection wagging. "Aren't you gonna help me get off?" 

I'd watched him cum already once that day, on his knees in the basement while my family waited for us upstairs. Had made him catch his load across his outstretched hand, then lick it clean. 

I blinked, to try to dislodge the memory of it. "I'm tired, get lost."

Brandon looked frustrated. "You ate my ass, in the park."

"A mistake." I waved the reminder away.

"You don't have to touch me," he suggested. "Just let me touch you, while I do it."

My glare was cold, voice dripping sarcasm. "What a compelling offer."

He twitched his hips again, hard dick flopping like a metronome. So much leaner than me, even when I'd been his age. 

"Don't you find me attractive?" 

Something there, in his question, or the tone of it. Something needy, beyond Brandon's usual, cocky presumption.

It made me want to tell him no. To snap at him; to remind him that he was a stupid little shit, and an asshole, and a cheat who was only going to hurt my sister. To puncture some of that cocky, eighteen-year-old arrogance, the ego which had fueled our flirtatious banter that - perhaps I'd been ignorant to assume - had always seemed merely playful. A kid, trying to impress his girl's older sibling.

I wanted to slap him down, only I couldn't. Not truthfully. Because, frankly, I did find Brandon attractive; gallingly so, indeed.

I had a weakness for cute, brash twinks, and even if he hadn't known that - then, or now - it didn't mean I was finding it any easier to resist him, physically.

"I'm not here to pump up your self-esteem," I told him, bluntly. 

Brandon gave me a wide-eyed look. "What about if I promised to do anything, if you help me cum?" 

I snorted. "Considering you've got my load swimming halfway to your stomach right now, why do I need the promise?"

It was a petulant sound, to go with his fists clenched in frustration.

"Fine. I guess I'll just have to break up with your sister, then."

I glared at him. "What the fuck?"

"You heard me."

It was my turn to clench my fists, as I took a half-step closer to the edge of the bed. "You'd hurt her, just because I turned you down?"

His expression was sly. "So you want her dating a cheat, then?" 

I didn't like being called out, but I hated the idea of my little sister being upset even more. I might know Brandon was a lying little shit, but she seemed to genuinely have feelings for him. 

"Are you seriously trying to blackmail me right now?"

Brandon shrugged, sitting up. His pants, stretched between his thighs, meant he couldn't spread his legs much, but I could still imagine my load drooling out of his well-slammed hole onto my comforter. 

"Just trying to get you to see sense, dude. Isn't it better if you can keep an eye on me, make sure I'm not getting into trouble?" 

If I hadn't been so pissed, I'd have laughed. The "trouble" he was talking about was cheating on his girlfriend with her own brother. It was the sort of storyline even TV soap operas would decide was too far-fetched. 

I wasn't in the mood to laugh, though. 

The slap rang out, louder than I'd intended. Brandon's hand flying to his cheek, eyes comically wide as he gaped at me in surprise. Not that I gave him time to say anything, my fingers closing around his neck and shoving him back.

A thud, as his skull hit the wall. Thankfully not the one dividing my parents room with my own, though I was very nearly past the point of caring. I jabbed my other hand between his legs, pushing under his body. Three fingers digging into his gooey hole, feeling Brandon's gasp through the flexing of his throat, as much as I heard it.

I shoved my hand a little deeper, watching him wince. His tender insides hot and slick, muscles trembling around me. 

"Listen to me, you little fuckboy," I growled, my face inches from his shocked expression. "I don't know what part of what's happened left you thinking you were in charge, here, but you're mistaken. Sorely mistaken."

I jabbed my fingers in further, punctuating my words as Brandon whimpered and twisted on my hand. He was drooling, I realized, spit dripping down his chin and onto my wrist; panting, too, as his cock oozed fat bubbles of precum and he clung to my arms. 

"Don't fucking tell me you're getting off on this," I demanded, eyes narrowing as I watched him squirm. For a moment he'd looked scared, but now I couldn't help but think that a better description was wanton. 

Pushing him sideways, practically scraping him across the wall and onto the bed, I held him pinned by the neck while I jerked my other hand a half-dozen times. Brandon's legs kicking out haphazardly, as I roughly finger-fucked his sloppy hole.

His grin was lopsided, eyes struggling to focus. Still, no mistaking that it was some sort of pleasure twisting his face. 

"Keep going..."

I remembered how he'd reacted in the park, how quickly he'd taken orders. Stripping off, looking up at me with a sort of hunted eagerness. At the time I'd thought it was all grounded in fear, what my reaction might be to him hitting on me for real, instead of the mock-flirting I was used to. Looking at something close to that same expression now, I couldn't help but think that it was the threat-provoked obedience itself which was driving him. 

"What the fuck is going on?" I demanded. 

He grunted, in frustration and need. Trying to wriggle against my stilled hand, grind his ass onto my fingers. Pawing at my bicep, as though if he found just the right spot he could make my hand clamp down harder on his throat.

Eventually, he hissed in annoyance. "You... you'll only do stuff with me when you're angry." Brandon stared at me, as though daring me to argue with his diagnosis.

"That's ridiculous."

I still had his head pinned, but that didn't stop him from pointedly looking down, to where I was gripping him. There was fresh challenge in his eyes when he met mine again. 

"Are you thinking about killing me right now, or fucking me again?" 

He'd not been looking at my arm, at my hand circling his throat, I realized, in a flash of self-awareness. Brandon had been looking further down, to where my cock was now as rigid as his own.

"Is it because you can only admit you want your sister's boyfriend when you're horny?" His voice sounded thick, the tone squeezed by my fingers. "Or are you this repressed with every guy?"

"Fuck you," I spat.

Brandon winked. "Don't threaten me with a good time, Anton."

I hissed annoyance, and then dropped my head into his lap.

His shaft already slick, barely any friction as I drew my lips around him and sucked him into my mouth. Tongue already swarming eagerly, the salt-sweet taste of his precum only making me hungrier while Brandon's ass spasmed around my probing fingers.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh..." 

He was getting louder; I shifted my hand from his throat to his mouth. Palm clamped across his lips, relishing the muffled squeaks as I focused all my attentions on his swollen tip.

It was a blowjob, but a weaponized one. Unrelenting, heedless of the noises that barely escaped past my hand, or the way he tried in vain to writhe away from the over-stimulation. 

Fucking was a battle, I would've told him, had my mouth been free and had Brandon been in any state to listen. You couldn't separate it from dominance, and submission, and control. That was the lesson, and if I couldn't teach it to my sister's boyfriend with words, I'd just have to deliver a practical lesson instead. 

He was kicking, now. Heels catching on the sheets, movements constrained by my pounding hand between his cheeks. Back arching as he tried to buck me off his dick, if only for a moment's respite. A useless effort, though: I was bigger, stronger, angrier. 

And anyway, one thing he'd said was still entirely true. Brandon wanted to cum, and for all I was torturing his nerve-endings, that stimulation was driving him to that tipping point nonetheless. 

Ass clamping down on me, animal noises against my palm, and then the throb of his cock as I ground the leaky tip against the roof of my mouth. Letting its ridges drive him over the edge, until I felt the sudden splash of his load filling the space around his prick.

His hips had given up pumping, when I felt the full-body shudder as he realized I had no intention of stopping now.

More frantic, more desperate than he'd been in chasing the orgasm. Practically convulsing as I worked the slimy mess of cum, and spit, and precum around his hyper-sensitive dick, squealing into my hand as my fingers hooked up to rasp against the firm bulge of his prostate. 

He tasted bright, sharp; not unpleasant, and yet it was Brandon's clear horror at discovering I would decide when this flood of pleasure-turned-torment might cease, that had my own cock bouncing between my legs. Aroused beyond measure, as he gurgled in mewling defeat.

Finally, I sat up. Fascinated by the flush that'd spread along his arms and across his bared belly. The smell of him stronger, sharper now: musk and sweat, rising from him like a heat haze.

Brandon stared at me, with teary eyes, over the gag of my hand. His chest heaving.

I winked, grinning with my lips clamped shut, then slipped my hand up to cover his eyes and pinch his nose. Leaned down, so that I could drool the foamy slop of his teen load directly into his gasping mouth.

He groaned, as he gulped and spluttered. Cum trickling from the corners of his lips; pulling my fingers from his ass, I used them to guide the leaking dregs back in. Rubbing our glistening, intermingled slime across his tongue, as Brandon panted and his eyelids fluttered against my palm.

I was hard, but I wasn't sure I had a fourth orgasm in me. Even if I could so easily imagine shuffling forward on my knees; jerking off directly between Brandon's gaping lips. 

It was temping, but I didn't. Drew my hand away and settled back, on my heels, to watch him come down from his high. 

He looked dazed, stunned. Like a bird that's collided with a window, twisted clumsily on the ground as it tries to comprehend how clear air could suddenly solidify. What the implications might be, when something taken for granted becomes inexplicably conditional. 

"She never makes you feel like that, does she," I said, then felt the instinctive twist of guilt in my chest. 

Brandon wisely opted not to answer.

"You suck dick like it's a punishment," he observed, instead. "For the dick, I mean."

I chuckled. The lesson it'd seemed so vital to impart to him, when I'd had him straining in my mouth and his body practically vibrating with the need to cum, seemed vague and distant now. Theory, a less tangible thing when divorced from demonstration.

"You're still hard." 

His observation dragged me back from my thoughts. I glanced down, at the erection bobbing between my splayed thighs. 

Brandon met my eye, though I could see his attention was divided. "Yeah, I guess," I agreed.

He stared at me, for a moment, then looked away. Up at the ceiling, grunting with frustration. "You could just admit that you're attracted to me. Would that be such a bad thing?"

"You're dating my sister," I reminded him.

"And that means you can't even find me attractive?" Brandon sounded genuinely curious.

I shrugged. The rules seemed tenuous, now, lines poorly drawn and difficult to understand. Hooking up was a physical thing, no matter how ill-advised it could be sometimes; a matter for the lizard brain, as primitive as hunger. Acknowledging attraction felt like an altogether more conscious decision, and thus an altogether more shameful betrayal.

"Is it really important?" I asked him, instead of even attempting to explain all that.

Brandon frowned. "I mean... yes? Is it wrong to want someone you like to find you sexy?"

I ignored the 'someone you like part'; doing so only seemed wise. "Are you bi, then?" 

Shrugging while laying down wasn't especially graceful, or effective even, but he still tried it.

"Is it really important?" 

I rolled my eyes, at him using my own words against me. "It might be to my sister."

A scowl. "Do we really need to talk about her right now?"

Turning, I sat on the edge of the bed. Imagining I could see through the wall, through my parents' bedroom. Right into my little sister's room, and she in turn look back into mine. Wondered what she'd think, how she'd react, seeing Brandon disheveled and sticky on my bed. How long before she'd guess the vague outline of what he and I had done together.

"You might not feel guilty," I started, then bristled as the bed shifted and his arms slipped around me. His chest pressed against my back; bare, now, his shirt a sweat-soaked tangle thrown down beside us.

"I think I prefer it when you're angry," Brandon mused, his chin on my shoulder. 

Reaching up, I pushed my fingers through his messy hair. Tightened them into a fist. "Be careful what you wish for."

He hissed, but made no move to pull away. 

After a reproachful tug, I released him. 

"It was so hot when you fed me my load." His voice low, even for our proximity. As though Brandon wasn't even sure he wanted me to hear that truth. "Can I kiss you?"

My laugh was mirthless. "You ask first, now?"

I felt, more than heard, his sigh.

It wasn't like I was under any obligation to do it, a fact I reminded myself even as I reached up again to cup the side of his face in my hand. Turning it, as I turned my own. His lips were soft against mine, surprise seeming to freeze Brandon into a sort of trance.

"Again," he murmured, as I pulled away.

I chuckled, but I still kissed him again.

Hungrier, the second time, and more intent. Brandon's tongue pushing into my mouth, a challenge I met with my own; tasting the cum I'd returned to him, as he twisted around my body until he was sat in my lap. Pajama pants gone, stripped off along with the shirt, and so nothing between my fingertips and his soft, smooth skin as his legs squeezed around my waist.

"This is a terrible idea," I reminded him, in-between kisses. My forehead resting against his, and Brandon's hands cradling my chest. Somehow, my fingers had instinctively inched their way around his ass. Palms filled with his firm cheeks.

"You can blame me."

I pinched him, Brandon wriggling atop me in protest. "I was already blaming you, idiot."

"I'm a 'dumb fucking hole,' remember," he teased. "What did you expect? Can I sleep here tonight?" 

The look I gave him was intended to be withering, though the fact it was interrupted by another kiss probably robbed it of its full intensity. 

"Absolutely not, hole."

He grinned. "Because you don't think you'd be able to resist me, if I was in bed with you?" 

His hands had slipped down, between our bodies. Fingers already stroking around the head of my cock. I pulled them back up, pointedly. 

"Because," I corrected, "I don't particularly want to have to explain to people why the fuckboy my sister's dating is in my room."

Brandon flashed me a grumpy look. "We could be friends."

"No," I told him, "we couldn't."

That was part of the problem. Friends, I could just about handle, but I knew it would never end there.

I stood, lifting him with me - enjoying the brief flicker of surprise that crossed Brandon's face - before turning to drop him on the bed. "Be a good boy and put your PJs back on."

He reached for my dick. "I could just..."

I pushed his forehead, sending him sprawling back. "Weren't you listening to me? Did I fucking stutter?"

There was a part of me that wondered what it would feel like. To have him sleep next to me, in the same bed, under the same sheets. Wondered how it would be to wake up next to him; whether our legs would be entwined, one of Brandon's thrown atop mine, perhaps. Or the curve of his back pressed into my chest, as I spooned him from behind. Feeling my morning wood thick between his thighs. 

That wondering meant I had to be harsh, instead. 

"I don't..." he started, sullenly. Younger-seeming, suddenly; reminding me of my little sister, sulking when she'd been told things couldn't always go her way. 

A little extra guilt to braid in there, amid the regret already twisting and knotting in my belly.

He flinched, as I threw his shirt at him. Catching it belatedly, as it slid down his bare chest. 

"Get dressed," I snapped, coldly, "or I put you out in the hallway naked, and you take your chances out there."

For a moment, his resentful glare was hidden by the fabric as he pulled the shirt on. I still knew it was there, though, burning through the sweat-soaked cotton.

Brandon had only just tugged his pants back on, when I was propelling him toward the door. Carefully pulling the handle, as I gripped his narrow bicep. 

He turned, as I pushed him out into the hallway. Mouth already opening, to whisper something, make fresh promises, or temptations, or demands.

"Go to bed, fuckboy," I hissed at him, thinking of my sleeping parents and my bubbling shame, and shut the door.
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Chapter Five
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I'd stomped, with a forced sort of grumpiness, through the kitchen the next morning. Dressed in gym clothes; water bottle conspicuous. Thankful for the whine of the blender, staring at the whirling protein shake and doing my level best to ignore my mom, my sister, and my sister's cheating boyfriend sat behind me. 

They were sharing knowing looks - "you know what Anton can be like first thing" - when I turned and raked my gaze across them. 

"I'm working out," I said, tersely, then started to leave. 

"Can I come, too?" 

Brandon's voice was eager, hopeful even. All too easy to think back, to that same tone when he'd asked if he could spend the night in my room. In my bed.

"You're not a member," I snapped, glaring at his look of wide-eyed enthusiasm. 

I was preoccupied by what we'd done, yes, but they weren't wrong about my not being much of a morning person, either.

"You get to take a guest in, don't you, honey?" My mom's smile was a little hopeful, too; I had the horrible feeling that hers was from some godawful ambition of making her daughter's boyfriend and older brother be better pals. 

If only she fucking knew. 

"Yes, but..." My brain scrabbled for another excuse. "He doesn't have the right clothes."

My mom chuckled. "We have a whole closet full of your old things." She turned to Brandon, with a wink. Like she was sharing some juicy family secret. "He wasn't always this big, you know."

It was an excuse for him to look me up and down. My skin prickled at the intensity of his stare; suddenly, I wished I'd put on something other than a black compression shirt and gray sweatpants. 

"That'd be great, thank you!" Brandon sounded like the perfect little future son-in-law.

I swallowed down the bile that was suddenly rising in my throat. "Fine. But be fast."

He and my mom exited, Brandon apparently a happy audience for her chatter about how I'd shot up in height, and width, and weight. 

Grudgingly, I sat down on one of the vacant stools.

"Do you actually mind, or is this just the usual Anton-hating-his-routine-being-changed?" My sister smiled over her teacup.

I grunted, noncommittally. 

We got on, that was the problem. Part of it, anyway. Kirsten could be bitchy, but always with a punchline, which I felt went a long way to making it acceptable. She'd been independent enough that I never resented some kid hanging around with me, and we had little enough in common that sibling rivalry had never really come up. 

Our "something in common" now, though, was about the worst thing it could've been. I chewed back the guilty wince, trying to cover it with a gulp of my protein shake.

"He just likes to dick around," I said, after I'd swallowed. 

Kirsten chuckled. "And how dare someone not take the church of free weights seriously, right?" 

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn't quite squash the smile, too. "It's serious stuff. And if you don't remember that, you can get hurt."

She took a bite of her toast, then gestured at me with the half-eaten slice. "You'll be there to make sure he doesn't take on more than he can handle, though, right?"

My frown wasn't just down to the forced proximity; the knowledge that my usual workout was going to be all screwed up was tedious, too. "If he doesn't know his own limits..."

"Oh, sure, like that's the issue," Kirsten interrupted, laughing. "And not the fact that he's desperate to impress you."

There was that bile again, bitterness competing with the vanilla protein powder. 

"I don't know what you mean," I said, dryly.

"You're a meathead, big brother." It was her old nickname for me, when I'd started to really focus on putting on muscle. These days, it felt more affectionate than anything else. "But I didn't think you were absolutely blind."

I pulled a face. "I hadn't noticed."

She laughed again. 

"So." It was a dangerous topic, but I couldn't help myself. "How are things? Between you two, I mean."

A smile, and a shrug. "Fine."

It felt like all I was doing was frowning. "Just fine?"

Kirsten took another sip. "He's fun. We're having fun." She realized I was staring at her, and glanced away. "What am I meant to say?"

I was saved having to think of an answer by Brandon clearing his throat in the doorway. 

I recognized the shirt - an old Under Armour one, dark blue and sleeveless, the white logo almost washed clean away - from a few years back. I'd quickly outgrown it, but it fit Brandon well. The white shorts were clearly my cast-offs, too. 

When I glanced back up, to meet his stare, there was a hopeful expression on his face. Like he wanted my approval. 

I pushed myself off the stool instead, and tossed him a bottle of water from the counter. "Let's go, then. We're already late."

Kirsten's amused snort followed us down the hallway.
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He was quiet in the car, though his nerves were loud. Leg bouncing, shuffling in his seat as though the radio was playing. 

"How much coffee have you had?" I asked, finally. When the twitching had become too much for me to ignore.

"Just one cup," Brandon admitted. 

I frowned, hitting the turn signal for the junction ahead. "Well, save your energy. I don't know what you had in mind, but if you think I'm gonna waste a workout session bullshitting around, you're wrong."

I watched him nod out of the corner of my eye. 

"What are we actually..." Brandon started.

"It's leg day," I interrupted. "Take it or leave it."

His silence was, I assumed, intended as acquiescence. 

The traffic ahead pulled away, and I followed. The gym was close, less than a ten minute drive, and it could get pretty hectic at the peak times. Another reason why I liked to get there early.

"Your stuff fit me pretty well," Brandon said.

I glanced over at him, sitting low in the seat. His legs splayed out, casually. Hips slightly twisted, as if to make sure I had the perfect view.

"Yeah," I said, noncommittal. 

"I hope you don't mind, I borrowed some of your underwear, too," he added. "Though they were still pretty wet in places."

It was a good thing that the lights were red, because I probably wouldn't have been able to stop myself from turning to look at him even if the car was moving. Brandon's expression sly, a grin that said he'd made a joke he was pleased with, and was now just waiting for me to catch up.

"You went in my room?" It wasn't the first question in my brain, but then again asking whether someone had stolen your cumrag briefs and was now wearing them seemed difficult to say out loud. 

"Just quickly," Brandon protested, still smirking. "They were on the floor where you'd left them. Y'know, after you..."

After I'd pulled them out of his lying mouth, having used them as a gag while I brutally raw-fucked him. 

"Pervert."

He shrugged, looking undimmed by the insult. Then gestured ahead. "It's green."

I grit my jaw, and tried to ignore the ominous tightness in my chest.
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For a while, it seemed like my paranoias were all unfounded. 

Brandon wasn't especially strong - not weak, just lean - but he was determined. I wasn't sure if that was down to some natural competitiveness, or from a desire to impress me like my sister had said, but either way he seemed happy to focus on the weights rather than flirting with me. Following instructions, listening carefully when I corrected his form. I almost found myself enjoying it.

There were glimmers, mind, of the Brandon I knew. Not least when we switched places, I loaded up the weights, and it was his turn to watch me.

"Dude, your thighs are incredible," he murmured, staring at me with untempered fascination. 

I grunted, finishing my set before I gradually let the weights back down. Careful not to crash them together; that always felt needlessly rude. 

"It's just time, and commitment," I explained.

He licked his lips. "It's paying off."

Shaking my head, I moved the pin down a notch and then set up for my next set. "You're meant to be learning from my form, idiot."

Nothing inconspicuous about Brandon's gaze, tracking down to my feet and then up again. "I promise you, dude, I'm definitely paying attention to your form."

I hid my snort of amusement with a cough, and then started lifting.

Usually, I put on headphones and zoned out. Tried to pretend that I was the only person in the gym, at the center of a little bubble all of my own. If other people glanced over at me, whether to see if I was done with the machine or for any other reason, I wasn't paying attention.

Brandon, stood right in front of me, was harder to ignore. 

An innocent explanation would be that he was doing his absolute best to track - and understand - what exactly I was doing. Problem was, I couldn't quite bring myself to assume innocence in anything Brandon did, now.

Sure enough, when I was done, his eyes were practically gleaming with mischief. 

"You know how your dick looks in those sweats, right?" He looked down, pointedly, as if I might've misconstrued what he was referring to. 

I frowned at him. "Why aren't you focusing?"

"Why is your dick bulge so fat and distracting?" he countered, licking his lips. "Are you even wearing underwear?"

"Take this shit seriously, or you can go sit in the car and wait." There was no way I was going to tell him that no, I wasn't wearing underwear. I'd brought a fresh pair in my bag, to get changed into; there hadn't seemed much point putting on something under my sweatpants, considering they were only going to get sweaty.

"I try to be good," Brandon whined, "but then you do something hot, and distract me. I can see the fucking head of your cock when you bend your legs."

The galling thing - well, one of them - was that I hadn't even thought about what might be visible. They were basic gray sweats, and that made them ideal gym-wear: I wasn't even considering which parts of my body might be showing through them. Definitely not in the sort of anatomical detail that Brandon claimed to be able to see.

I didn't want to dwell on it, but there was something weirdly exciting about him checking me out, while I was lifting. My body never really felt better than when I was straining against weights: I'd looked at enough dudes in the gym to know there was something just plain sexy about seeing them tense up, their muscles bulging, expressions twisted with focus. Now, my cock was twitching at the possibility that I could be viewed in that way. Even if it was by my little sister's annoying asshole of a boyfriend.

I moved the pin then gestured him to the machine, feeling frustrated. "Less being a pervert, more sets."

He laughed, moving into place, then frowned as he pressed his shoulders against the bars. "Did you forget to change the weights, or something?"

I shook my head, crossing my arms. "If you have energy to waste on checking me out, you have energy to lift more."

The amusement had fled from his expression, replaced with a glare as he strained to extend his legs. With a grunt, he managed it.

"Again."

The glare persisted for the second rep, and the third. By the fourth, Brandon looked like he was focusing more on how his legs were holding up. Come the fifth, and then the sixth, he was visibly sweating from the strain. 

"Dude, please... you're killing me." 

I leaned in, my face close to his grimace. "Finish the set, asshole, or you're walking home."

Number seven, and I could see him shaking. Jaw clenched, nostrils flaring.

"A-Anton..."

His face was flushed, a bright score of red across each cheekbone. Shorts sticking to his skin. I could imagine how his legs would be burning, his calves howling; thighs suffused with a primeval sort of ache. When he looked up, the desperation was clear.

I pushed my hands into my pockets, then pulled them back slightly. Enough to pull the sweatpants taut around my crotch. I didn't need to check to see what was left visible, now: Brandon's wide-eyed expression made it abundantly clear.

"Finish the set," I told him again, softly. 

I wasn't sure if horniness would motivate him or distract him. Whether the sight of my cock - arching thickly down and lewdly outlined by the soft, clinging fabric - would propel him on to rep eight, and nine, and ten, or simply encourage him to give up. Stumble down on shaking legs and try to flirt with me some more.

"Fuck," he grunted, and pushed again.

Not graceful, or fast, but he made it. Even managed to avoid an almighty clang as he lowered the weights down on his final set. Sweat soaking his borrowed shirt, hair a lank tangle. Brandon stumbled as he stepped down.

I caught him, around the waist. The movement instinctive, my brain only starting to question its wisdom when I was already pulling him in against my side. 

He looked up at me, blinking through the droplets running into his eyes. "I hate you."

"Good," I told him.

Brandon snorted. 

I felt him test his legs, begin to straighten. Moved away from him, though close enough that I could catch him again if I needed to. Physical contact seemed like something I should avoid, but then so did having to explain to my sister why I'd let her boyfriend collapse in front of me.

"Let's call it a day, okay?" 

He didn't respond, but I saw the flicker of relief pass across his face. 

Brandon sniffed under his arm as we headed into the locker room. "I stink, don't I."

It was too good a setup to ignore. "Always," I agreed.

"Anton!" 

I chuckled, at his whine, as I pulled open the locker. He'd stuffed his bag in there with mine. "Showers are over there," I told him, with a nod.

"Aren't you showering too?"

I paused, then turned to look at him. I got the feeling Brandon was trying out his personal interpretation of an innocent expression. 

Usually, I did shower after a workout. Even if I'd cut the session short, it wasn't like I'd not sweated through my shirt as well. Today, though, things felt more fraught.

"Behave," I warned him. Wondering if I was naive for thinking that would be enough.

He nodded, and started pulling off his shirt. 

I could feel his eyes on me, as I walked naked to the showers with a towel slung over my shoulder. Telling myself that there was nothing strange about it, nothing atypical. Guys got naked and walked around the locker room all the time. It wasn't even a cruising sort of gym, though that didn't mean I hadn't heard the occasional story of hookups in the sauna or steam rooms. Getting caught was a "lose your membership" level disaster, however, and I valued my workouts more than the idea of getting off.

The shower wasn't open-plan, but there weren't closed off cubicles, either. Little half-partitions of frosted glass between each shower head, and a row of dispensers for shampoo and body wash screwed to the wall. I hung up my towel and twisted the faucet, hearing Brandon do the same alongside me. 

For a while, I simply let the hot water flood down over me. Soaking my hair, and spilling heavily onto my shoulders. Eyes closed, inhaling the steam; the sound of conversations and the even fainter clatter of weights made nebulous by the splashing across my ears. Life felt less complicated, somehow, under the water.

Finally, I leaned back, filling my palm with soap.

"How long, do you think?" 

Brandon's voice almost a surprise, his presence in the shower next to me nearly forgotten. I rubbed my hands together, building up the suds, then scrubbed under my arms and across my chest. "How long for what?"

A pause. "I mean, how long before I could start looking like you?"

I glanced over, past the slice of glass, to where he was standing under the hissing water. Hair matted down, frowning as he watched me. 

"Depends how much you commit," I said. "How many cheat days you allow yourself."

I chewed the inside of my cheek, ruing my choice of words. 

"How many days do you come here?" 

Punching more soap from the dispenser, I bent to wash my crotch and down my legs. "Three, four times a week, usually. After a while, it gets to be a habit. Something you look forward to."

Brandon grimaced. "My legs feel like shit right now."

It was a bad idea, I knew that, but that also felt like an invitation. Mentally kicking myself all the same, I looked over at the aching legs in question.

The flooding water only emphasized his lean build, left him looking sleeker. Brandon was very nearly soft, cock hanging a little out from his body. I wasn't sure if it was the preoccupation of our conversation which I could credit for that, or a general fear of being spotted with an erection in such a public place. Coy didn't really suit him, as a concept, but then again everyone had limits. 

"That's normal," I told him, standing up again. "It's not always like that, though. Hence, the committing part."

He grunted. "Do you think I'd look better, with muscles?"

If before had been dangerous territory, now I was basically in the minefield. 

"You look fine now. Build muscle if you want muscle."

It'd been a naive hope, that that'd be enough to settle things.

"But do you think I'd be sexier?"

Frustrated - with him, for the questions, but more with myself for even beginning to entertain them - I twisted off the faucet and grabbed my towel. 

"Ask your girlfriend, Brandon," I snapped at him, as I headed back to the lockers. 

I wasn't sure if he'd follow, if he'd be dissuaded from asking more by my angry reaction. When I finally glanced back, though, I could see him still standing under the spray. His back to me, water coursing from his smooth shoulders, down the taper of his torso, to Brandon's narrow waist. Ass two perfect curves below that. 

There was my problem. I thought he was plenty sexy right now.

Sexy enough that the idea of reaching over, grabbing his wet bicep, and pulling him into the shower with me had wriggled its way into my brain and refused to leave. Sexy, as in "invite him into the sauna, and test just how frequently they check for misbehavior." The sharp memory of Brandon's expression, as he'd strained against the weights and stared with unmistakable hunger at the outline of my cock. How he'd felt, hot and lithe against my side, as I'd caught him in his stumble. How easy it would've been, then, for my hand to slip down and grab his perfect ass.

"Who's the new twink?"

I jerked, a rude shove from my reverie, at the question. Turning - feeling like I'd been caught doing something monstrous - to see my gym buddy Ally grinning back at me.

"He's eighteen and he's my little sister's boyfriend," I explained, trying to keep my voice level. "Keep your hands to yourself."

Ally had a reputation. No, that was an understatement: Ally cultivated a reputation, and I had a sneaking suspicion that he was involved in at least half of the tall tales about risky gym hookups that I'd heard whispered reports of.

"Hey, I didn't do anything." He winked. "No rule against looking."

"Yeah, but how often do you stop at just looking?"

He laughed, then glanced over at Brandon again. He had excellent timing, too, presuming Ally was interested in watching an eighteen-year-old rubbing soap across their butt. 

"For that cute ass," he mused, "I'd break some rules. Think your sister minds sharing?"

"I'll ask her for you," I deadpanned.

Ally nudged me in the shoulder. "Ask her for yourself, more like."

"Dude, what the hell?" This was not a conversation I wanted to have, in the gym, with nothing but a towel around my waist. Actually, it was not a conversation I wanted to have, period.

Not that he was going to be easily dissuaded. "Either you didn't see the way he's been staring at you all morning, in which case you're blind, or you did and don't care, in which case you're a fucking idiot. Unless, of course, you already tapped that?"

I marshaled my face into something I hoped channeled blithe indifference. "Aren't you meant to be showering, or something?"

He pointedly looked over Brandon. Considering he'd turned in the shower's spray, standing almost side-on now, I was struggling not to stare myself.

"Hey," Ally mused, "nobody could blame you."

"For nailing my sister's boyfriend? I'm pretty sure they would."

"Oh please," he scoffed, sounding entertained. "At eighteen? It's all just making out and friction. They only call it 'puppy love' because they're like dogs in heat."

"You're such a romantic."

He tapped the bulge of my cock with the back of his hand. A jovial thing, not a flirtatious one; Ally and I had hooked up, once, not long after I'd started going to the gym. He was in his mid-twenties then, and I'd thought he was achingly hot. Somehow, by mutual assent, we'd agreed that a friendship was better than a series of increasingly awkward sexual encounters. 

"Dude, did you give a fuck about romance at that age?" His voice was teasing. "Do you even now? Maybe it's time your sister upgrades to a jock, and you get to play with the sloppy seconds. Emphasis on sloppy."

I sighed. "Remind me why we're friends again?"

"Because I cut through your weird, puritanical bullshit, and tell you to do the shit you actually want to do?" His grin suggested there was little point in my protesting. "And you can tell me you don't want to do that, but you'd be a liar and we both know it."

The "that" in question had walked up to us - towel slung low around his hips, only emphasizing Brandon's long, lean torso - while Ally was mocking me. He glanced between us.

"Uh, hi?"

Suddenly, I very much wanted to get Brandon on his own. 

"Ally, Brandon. Brandon, my friend Ally. He's a fixture here."

Ally nudged my arm. "We call ourselves 'personal trainers' now."

I could think of a few ways he'd like to train Brandon, too. I flashed him as close to a glare as I could manage without it looking too obvious.

"Fine, fine." Ally chuckled. "I know twinks are your thing, really, and I'd hate to muscle in."

Actually, my glare could be a little more obvious, I decided. "Well, it was good to see you," I lied, through clenched teeth. "Let's grab a drink sometime?"

For all he was blunt, and eager to shock, Ally wasn't entirely blind to subtlety. Though from his wink, you'd assume otherwise.

"Sure, sure. Nice to meet you, uh, Brandon. Make this knucklehead bring you more often: we could do with fresh meat, here."

No way to hide my wince, but Brandon was too busy shaking hands. A process which seemed to linger a little longer than I thought necessary.

"He seems friendly," Brandon said, as we watched Ally walk away. 

I pulled the towel from around my waist, and started to dry my legs. "He wanted to fuck you."

"The two things can't be true?" He laughed. "Did you tell him I was already taken?"

"I said you were dating my sister."

"That's not what I meant."

Silence, for a moment. When I looked up, it was to find Brandon had unwrapped his towel, too. Was holding it, a damp tangle, in front of his crotch with one hand. Like I'd just walked in on him in the bathroom, and that scant covering somehow even sexier than him being completely bare might be.

"I don't need to know what you meant," I said, hearing the thickness in my throat and knowing he would as well.

He tossed the towel away, onto the bench beside us. Making no attempt to cover himself up, nor to hide the hunger as his eyes raked across my own nakedness. 

"What do I have to say, to get you to eat my ass again?" 

I glanced around us, panicking at who might've overheard him. Discovering we'd managed to get the locker room to ourselves for a moment, though I could hear the hiss of showers in use just around the corner.

"You need to shut up, okay?" I warned him.

He took a step forward. Fingers reaching, first for my chest, but then settling for a careful graze down my arm. "Alternative idea," Brandon suggested, "you shut me up by fucking my throat, while you fold me in half and tongue my hole."

I wanted to stopper the words in his mouth, prevent them from escaping. Not just worried about who might hear him, who could inadvertently tune into our conversation, now, but by the effect those words were having on my body. Cock stiffening, excusable for the moment but I had little doubt that Brandon wouldn't be satisfied until I was fully rigid. 

"It was a mistake, bringing you here," I snapped, angry now.

"It was a mistake not letting me sleep in your room, so I could wake you up with a blowjob," he said, mildly. As blithe as if he was reporting the weather forecast. 

"My sister..."

"Is almost certainly getting bored of me," he interrupted. "Don't think of yourself as a consolation prize, though. I don't."

I glared at him. "You're a cocky little fuck."

Brandon winked. "So teach me a lesson."

I opened my mouth, to say something sharp, something furious, then closed it. Suddenly remembering what he'd told me, as I'd roughly fingered him on my bed the night before. His confession: that he intentionally provoked me, because he knew I was more likely to fuck him when I lost my temper.

"No," I said, forcing my voice to stay level.

"No, what?"

"No, you're not going to goad me into hate-fucking you." I turned to the locker, even though not watching him intently felt about as sensible a strategy as not watching a snake on the path ahead. Leaning over, I pulled up a clean pair of briefs. They didn't exactly hide the fact that I was half-hard, now, but it felt a little less like public indecency.

"Am I bad in bed?"

I snorted. "Stop fishing for compliments." Then jerked back, as Brandon slammed the locker door in front of me.

"This isn't fair!" 

He looked furious - face red, hands clenched into fists at his sides - as he stared at me. 

I glanced, pointedly, at the locker, and then back at him. Careful to keep my expression neutral. "Who said anything about 'fair'? Is cheating on my sister fair?"

Brandon grunted in frustration. "I already told you..."

"That she's bored of you, yeah. I heard that." I tilted my head. "And yet you're still going out with her, so..."

The unspoken question, the challenge, hung between us.

"Face it, asshole," I said, finally, breaking the tense silence. "You got greedy. You wanted your cake, and to eat it, too. You don't get to have a tantrum, just because not everyone is willing to go along with that."

Brandon looked like he was about to cry, though I knew I couldn't let that sway me. Couldn't get dragged back into something it was clear I needed to resist, be the adult in the room over. No matter how uncomfortable it was, seeing him upset.

I pulled open the locker again, digging for a clean shirt.

"If I broke up with her, I wouldn't get to see you," he said, softly. 

I shook my head, as I pushed my arms into the t-shirt. "No, probably not. Because I don't hang out with cheats and liars." It was easier to say when I wasn't looking at his face.

He grabbed my bicep. "Why do you have to be so..." 

I twisted, shoving him back against the lockers. My forearm against his chest, just under his throat: pinning him in place, though from the look of shock on Brandon's face, he was too surprised to even think about escape.

"No. You don't get to say that shit to me," I told him, in a low growl. 

His throat flexed, as he swallowed slowly. 

"You're hard, and I'm hard, and I think you want this as much as I do." There was a shake to his voice, but he didn't look away. Guided my other arm down, instead, by the wrist. Behind his body, until my fingers were wrapped around his bare cheek. "Your friend said I was your type."

I wanted to point out that the world - hell, this gym - wasn't exactly short on twinks, or indeed horny ones. Only it was hard to focus on rejecting him, when I could feel Brandon's erection pressing against me, and my own so unmistakable in my briefs. With the softness of his ass in my palm, and the knowledge that all it would take was easing my hand a little further around to feel his hole.

He wouldn't stop me, either. I could tell Brandon to get down on his knees and let me face-fuck him, sandwiched between my body and the lockers, and he'd probably do it. There was something dizzying about that, appealing even without fury to crank the fires of my arousal.

"This is a terrible idea," I told him, softly. Or, perhaps, told myself. "You're a terrible idea."

"Just one last time, dude," Brandon whispered.

It was a lie, I knew that. He'd say anything, if he thought it would mean getting his own way.

The problem, with resisting, is that it's so much less fun compared to giving in.

He smiled, when I slid my fingers between his cheeks. Only for his eyes to widen - a gasp escaping through that grin - as I kept pushing. His ass still wet from the shower, muscle resisting for a moment before I dug my forefinger into him. The tightness of his hole gripping me intently, twitching and squeezing.

His leg lifted, sliding up against my own until it was hooked around my hip. Brandon spreading himself, even as I pressed him harder against the wooden door of the lock, pumping my finger into him. Squirming, as I forced a second in alongside the first.

"I guess, if it's the last time," I mused, lips close to his face, "I should really make the most of it, right? Properly test your limits."

His eyes widened, as I splayed my fingers inside him. Feeling him stretch around me.

"Anton..."

I heard the wet footsteps behind us; figured Brandon could hear them too. His stare darting from my face to over my shoulder and back again. 

A whimper, quickly chewed down on, as I muscled a third finger into his hole. His sweat helping ease the way, but barely, as I felt his cock twitch where it was jammed into me.

"Anton, someone... someone's coming..."

The steps louder; I could picture someone ambling toward us from their shower or the steam room further down the hall. 

"Anton!" 

Pulling away from him at the last minute, Brandon gasping as I yanked my fingers from his tender insides. My sidestep leaving him exposed, his cock jutting, thick and dripping, from his crotch; he spun around, with a squeak of surprise, to face the locker.

I cast a casual glance over my shoulder, recognizing the guy walking through the locker room. Nodded in wordless greeting.

Brandon was practically vibrating next to me; I could imagine the adrenaline coursing through him, and the way his ass must feel after I'd pawed so roughly at it. 

I reached into the locker and pulled out the cum-soaked briefs he'd stolen. Tossed them to him; Brandon caught them against his chest.

"Time to go, fuckboy."
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He trailed behind me in a sort of daze, out across the gym floor and through reception. Probably didn't even notice Ally grinning at us from behind the counter, or the way his smirk spread wider still at my wink. 

Brandon finally looked up at me over the roof of the car. Clearly wondering why I hadn't unlocked it yet.

"Strip," I told him.

He blinked, glancing around us. There were a couple of other people in the lot, though nobody up close. Still, I could imagine the cogs of his brain whirring.

"But..."

"Down to briefs," I clarified, speaking over him. "Since you liked them so much as to steal them."

Brandon opened his mouth, as if to argue, then - either from the expression on my face, or the fear I might change my mind - shut it again. With another nervous look around, he pulled off his t-shirt. Disappeared from my view, as he bent to push down the jeans I'd watched him put on just minutes before.

He stood, shaking his head to restore the mop of hair to its usual sweep, albeit a damper version. A mixture of defiance and curiosity in his eyes. 

Still, he didn't wait around when I finally unlocked the car. Quickly ducking inside, his clothes clutched to his chest.

I reached over, and pulled them out of his arms. Tossed them - and his bag - into the back.

"Seatbelt," I reminded him. 

Brandon pulled it on. Somehow, it made him look even more exposed. 

I put the car in gear, and pulled out of the lot.

Traffic was getting heavier, and I could see Brandon looking around us nervously. Clearly wondering if other motorists could tell he was undressed. A look down, though, at the fat swell of his erection straining against the briefs, suggested the idea of being watched wasn't entirely an unpleasant one to him.

"Do you actually have feelings for my sister any more?" 

He jerked his head around, as though I'd surprised him from a daze. "What?"

"Kirsten. My sister. The girl you're cheating on." I side-eyed him, eyebrow raised. "Are you still with her out of habit, or because you enjoy stringing people along, or..."

Brandon frowned. "I still like her. But it's not as if..."

I waited, until it was clear he had no intention of finishing that sentence. "As if, what?"

A shrug, smooth chest flexing. "As if it was ever going to be serious, or something lasting."

"Because you're actually into guys?" I suggested.

He laughed, as if I'd said something ridiculously naive. "People can be into more than one gender these days, grandpa."

Still watching the road ahead, I reached down and grabbed his crotch. Squeezed the hand-filling bulge, firmly at first, and then tighter still, until Brandon was squirming and gripping at the seat.

"Let me make one thing absolutely, entirely clear, fuckboy," I told him, my voice level. "Whether you're dating my little sister or not, you're a hole. You get to take loads, not make jokes. Understand?"

A jerky nod. 

I squeezed harder. "I asked you if you understand?"

"Yes!" It was pretty much a squeak. 

"And what are you?"

"A... a hole!" 

I gripped him one final time, then released. He'd only got harder the more I crushed him.

"Good fuckboy. Now put your feet up on the dashboard and get your ass ready."

Brandon's eyes were wide. "W-what?"

I hit the turn signal, pulling around the corner then accelerating. Glanced back at him, and his confused expression. "Feet up. On the dashboard. Get yourself opened up. Understand me?"

"I can't..." 

"Or I pull over, and you get out of the car right here. That what you want, fuckboy?"

He shook his head, the movement frantic.

"Then do as you're fucking told." I smacked his bare leg, with the back of my hand. "And take your damn shoes off. Don't get dirt on my car."

Grudgingly, he kicked off his Converse. Watching me, as he lifted his legs to plant his feet flat on the dash, as though he still expected me to laugh at any moment. Tell him it'd all been a joke.

I watched the road ahead, traffic clearing. "Listen. When I stop this car next, you're getting fucked over the hood. So, you can take your damn time now, if you want to. But if I were you, I'd be doing everything possible to open myself up, because you already know how I'm gonna do you."

He learned pretty fast, at least. Fingers of one hand in his mouth, as he tugged the underwear away from his cheeks with the other. Reaching between his spread thighs, and then a barely-muffled hiss.

"How many fingers?"

Brandon grunted. "One."

I laughed. "I had three in you, in the locker room. Catch up, cheat."

He wriggled in the seat, hips tilting. The muscles in his splayed legs tense. I wondered if they were aching, or if all memory of what we'd done on the machines had been wiped out by what had happened since.

"T-three," he gasped.

"Better," I told him. "Gimme your other hand."

He reached over, obediently. I grabbed his wrist, and pushed his hand down to my crotch. Brandon needed no further encouragement to wrap his fingers around my erection, squeezing me through my sweats.

"Have you and my sister had sex?" 

He shook his head. Then, when I glanced across with a pointed look, shook it again more vigorously. "No!"

I nodded, slowly. Enjoying the feeling of him groping at me, Brandon's fingers tracing the fat flare of my swollen tip. 

"How many guys have you been with?" 

He was blushing, now. "Just... just one. One other, I mean."

I felt a flash of something, which I decided it was safer to call curiosity.

"Who fucked who?" 

Brandon winced. "Neither. I just... blew him."

"Were you with my sister when you did it?"

Another head shake.

"So, a cocksucker and a cheat, just not at the same time," I mused. "Got it."

The logical conclusion occurred to me.

"That night, in the park. After you kissed me. That was your first time with a man?"

I tried to think back, to remember how I'd treated him. What Brandon had done, how he'd acted as I manhandled him and nailed him. The noises he'd made; the expression on his face, as I'd folded him in half to better plow him, and then demanded he eat his own load.

"Y-yeah," he admitted.

I chuckled, in surprise. I'd clearly been an early starter, with men at least, though - given some of the shit we'd done over the past few days - Brandon was apparently trying to catch up.

"Fourth finger, asshole," I told him, and heard the breathless gasp as he obeyed.

I could hear him working himself over, the increasingly squishy, sloppy sound of his body loosening. Occasionally pausing to spit again, then back to rocking in the seat, thighs straining as he levered his hips against his digging hand. Still pawing at my cock as he did it; I didn't complain when he pushed past the waistband of my sweats, and I felt his fingers wrap around my shaft and slowly jerk me.

I flexed in his fist as I pulled into the parking lot. I could remember coming to the arcade when I was a little kid, my parents holding me up so I could waste their quarters in the machines. It'd closed a couple of years back, though; the space behind it was a wasteland of dumped tires and old, abandoned mattresses.

Grabbing his wrist, I yanked it out of my pants. Held it up, examining the sheen of precum across Brandon's fingers. He gasped, when I licked across them, tongue delving between each digit as my own flavor flooded my mouth.

His thumb pulled out from between my lips with an audible pop.

"Right," I told him, sternly. "I hope, for your sake, you did a good enough job."

He'd opened his door and unsnapped the seatbelt by the time I made it to his side of the car, but was still glancing around nervously. Checking to see if we really were alone, I figured, though I'd run out of patience for that.

Leaning down, I scooped him out of the seat. Manhandled him to the front of the car - mindful of asphalt you'd probably need a tetanus shot after walking bare-footed on - and then dumped his nearly-naked body on the hood.

Brandon braced himself on his outstretched arms, staring down at me between the splay of his legs. Wide eyed and already panting.

"Like I said, since it's our last time," I told him, grabbing his hips and tugging him closer, "gotta make it memorable, right?"

His arms skidded out from under him, back hitting the metal with a hollow thud. Legs flailing as I dragged the briefs down; leaving them dangling from one foot, as I spread him wide like a wishbone.

For all he seemed nervous, clearly one part of Brandon was eager.

I reached down, to give his erection a few experimental strokes. Less than a half-dozen, and my fist was already slimy with cock-drool. 

"So, my little sister never got to feel this in her, did she?" I pulled his dick back, palm flat against the swollen tip. I could tell from the way he was staring at me, from how his breathing had sped up, that it turned him on to hear me talk about this shit. Precum was already dribbling down his shaft and onto the tight clench of his balls. 

Brandon hissed as I stretched him even further, hips tilting to try to alleviate the pressure. Not for the first time, I wondered how far he'd let me go, before he actually tried to stop me.

"Then again," I mused, shoving the front of my sweats down, "cheating holes don't get to fuck good girls like my sister, do they?" I looked up at him, at his swollen pupils and open mouth, then sharply pinched his tip. 

I waited, until he'd finished writhing and gasping.

"I asked, do they?" I repeated.

"N-no!" Brandon was still breathless.

His cock slapped wetly against his abdomen when I released it; I used the slickness he'd left across my hand to stroke myself. Not that I particularly needed his teen-slop contribution: if I pumped out any more pre, there was a solid risk I was gonna end up dehydrated.

I felt pretty sure that the car hadn't been designed with bringing a twink ass to pretty much the perfect level for my dick, but I made a mental note to remember that for the next 'customer satisfaction' survey I got in the mail. When I pushed Brandon's leg back, his hole already looked red and puffy.

I spat on it, watching the thick glob slowly inch its way between his spread cheeks. Caught it, at the last moment, with the head of my cock.

He was leaning into me, or trying to. Lacking the leverage to push properly; forced to wait, impatient, as his ass dimpled against my tip.

"What are you?"

"A... a hole." His voice was already shaking.

"And what do holes do?"

"T-take dick."

I glanced up, at his flushed face. He was cute, but headed toward handsome; the sort of guy who causes mayhem around girls in his twenties. Well, unless they get distracted by something else along the way. 

"And what don't holes do," I asked him, "if they still wanna get dicked?"

He squirmed as I pressed harder. Brandon might've wanted it, but there was only so far spit and precum could take you. If you wanted it easy, anyway.

"Ugh... fuck, oh fuck... tap out!" It was a yelp. "They don't tap out!"

"Good hole," I told him, and jerked my hips forward.
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Chapter Six
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Even after four fingers, and a car ride of playing with himself, Brandon's hole was still dangerously tight. 

A vice grip around my precum-slicked shaft, threatening to drag the orgasm out of me before I'd even got started fucking him. I grit my teeth, squeezing the tender meat of his thighs until the flesh dimpled white, and willed myself to calm down.

"God, you feel good."

Approval forced from me, impossible not to spit out as I fed his squeezing ass with more of my dick. Looking up, I could see an expression of near-delirious satisfaction on his face. If he could speak, and if I could spare the brain cells to ask, I had a feeling it was the praise as much as the sensation of being spread around me that had generated that dazed glee.

I'd promised him rough, unflinching; warned him, very nearly, to expect a no-holds barred reaming. Only suddenly, my cock more than halfway inside him and sweat already soaking through my shirt, I was fighting the urge to drop down atop Brandon's body and wrap him up in my arms. Envelop him, inside and out.

Angry at myself, and confused, I yanked him closer. Ignoring his yelp as I bottomed out; forsaking that usual moment of savoring how it felt, being so deep in another human being, and instead tugging my hips back until his muscle was straining at the fat, flared head of my dick. 

He'd howl, I knew, if I jerked it all the way out. At the eruption of sensations from his stretched hole. Part of me wanted to hear it; wanted to see his fuckboy face twist in slack-jawed shock. Only the idea of being buried in him again overruled that.

It wasn't like he made a bad noise when I slammed into him, either.

Liberating, to be able to just fuck him how I wanted. To know - instinctively, and from his look of glazed pleasure - that Brandon wanted it too, could take it. That something in him was wired this way, programmed to see each brutal stroke as a compliment, a reward. Emotions expressed through the pliancy of his hole and the desperate hardness that he provoked in me. 

Each time I buried myself, it was easier to pull back. His ass softening, instinctive resistance subdued and his hips rising to meet me each time. Contorting his naked body on the car's dusty hood, the sound of his insides growing sloppier.

"H-harder," he gasped out.

I grunted with the effort of it, then leaned down and - my arms wrapping his narrow torso - lifted him. Brandon's legs coiling around my hips, and then I could use his own bodyweight to better plow him. Turning us, so I could rest my bare ass on the bumper and focus on bouncing him on my dick as he clung to my neck and whimpered.

It felt like I could dig deeper, further into him, with his legs twisted up, and yet I was greedy, wanted more. Reaching underneath him, fingers pulling at his already-stretched entrance. Brandon's groan of disbelief close to my ear, as I chased that extra quarter-inch and felt his muscles flutter against my fingertips.

"Please don't stop." 

It was a breathless, frantic demand. His cock sandwiched between us, straining as it rubbed against my shirt. Suddenly, I wished I could lean down and engulf him; that I had the flexibility to suck his swollen, drooling tip into my mouth, and swirl each bubble of precum I fucked out of him around that over-sensitive flesh. Almost as though I was feeding myself from my own pumping dick, Brandon's body a mere conduit.

I couldn't do that, though, and so I pushed my finger into his helpless ass instead. 

A wail, of gurgling disbelief, as he stretched even further. Hips shuddering as - my forefinger sandwiched against my cock - his body was forced to spread wider. The gibbering "oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck" almost unintelligible, as his nails dug into my back.

"Tapping out?" I teased, as I slammed him down harder. 

"N-no!" Disbelief in his voice, as though his brain couldn't quite comprehend what his body was agreeing to. 

"What are you?" I demanded.

It was an animal noise, thick and urgent, from the depths of Brandon's throat. "H-hole," he stuttered out, "ch-cheating hole!"

I grinned, even as I bit down on his bare shoulder. Savoring the heat of him, and the tightness, and the compliance. No, more than that: we were conspirators, collaborators. Working together to find the extremes of his body, the limits we could push him to. An idea that was as addictive as it was terrifying. 

"Cum in me," Brandon begged, three words no top could resist.

My cock flexed, pulsed, as I burst inside him: my finger still squeezed alongside it, feeling the shift in texture as I bred Brandon's hole. Gooey and increasingly slick, as I shuddered from an orgasm that felt like it was twisting me inside-out with its intensity. 

He was still shaking as I turned us both, dumping him unceremoniously on the car's hood. Tugging myself from him, so that I could bend to slurp the sticky head of his prick between my lips. Pinning him in place, fingers of one hand pushed deep into Brandon's mouth, the other into the creamy mess of his hole, as he writhed bonelessly beneath me.

There was something incredible about owning him so completely. Dominating him, being responsible for the torrent of overwhelming sensations that left him mewling for mercy, or release, or both. Brandon's hips trying to shove himself further into my mouth, chasing the friction that'd become his sole reason for existence; I pushed my fingers deeper, his muffled whines taking on a whimpering, breathless edge.

I felt him swell, a moment before he flooded me.

Textures shifting, the slop of his cum turning my mouth into a churning, torturous syrup bath around his tip; Brandon tried in vain to pull away from me, to rescue himself from my devious tongue.

I released him, when the incoherent pleading escaping from around my fingers degenerated into mindless gurgles. Lifting my head to his, feeling his heaving breath against my face for a split-second, before I pressed our lips together.

It was a messy, ill-aimed kiss. Disrupted by his panting and mine, as my heart thundered in my chest and we swapped his load between us. Brandon clinging to me, arms tight around my neck, as his heat and musk overwhelmed my senses.

Pushing back, from his grip, I stumbled and almost fell. Blinking at his naked, sweaty sprawl; his glazed eyes and flushed skin. He looked animal and lithe, the remains of something I'd hunted.

I snorted, entertained at the idea, when it'd been Brandon who had chased me in the first place. 

"Holy fuck." His voice was hoarse, cracking at the curse. "I think you broke me."

Maybe it was the lingering mood, but I didn't think he sounded especially disappointed at that.

I wiped my mouth across the back of my hand. Lips still tingling from the intensity of our kiss; the taste of him strong. Wondering how long that would last, how quickly Brandon's memory would fade.

Guilt was like a rumbling storm cloud, shadowing the horizon.

"We should get going," I told him, curtly. Watched, as he let his head flop to the side, to stare back at me.

"We could..." 

"Stop." The interruption came out sharper than I intended, but I wasn't going to apologize for it. I tossed the fallen briefs back at him. "Put those back on, I don't want you leaking all over my car."

Brandon frowned as he sat up, shakily. He still dragged the underwear up, though.

I waited until he was done, then picked him up and practically dumped him into the rear seat. Not wanting to look at him, to think any more about what we'd done or how I'd felt as it happened. Afraid, even, of the intensity of my reaction to him: to his body, his obedience. Angry at myself: for ever giving in, and for not saying no again and again.

He was pulling on his clothes, hair disheveled, when I glanced in the rearview mirror. I looked away, just before he could make eye-contact, and put the car in gear.
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He was a hookup, a fuckboy. Hardly rare, hardly special. Hell, I could linger a little at the gym, spend a couple minutes more drying off after the showers, and have twice as much sex as I'd had with Brandon. 

Easy, simple, no-strings sex. The type that didn't come with the knowledge you were helping screw up your little sister's relationship. 

"Maybe we could..." he tried again, as I pulled to a stop outside his house. 

I shook my head. "Get out, Brandon."

Waves of resentment from the back seat. I fixed my stare at some vague point in the middle-distance, refusing to engage.

He sighed, and for a moment I thought he was going to try anyway. Make some appeal, to my ego perhaps, or my libido. And then I heard the door opening, and a moment later he was walking up the driveway.
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My family had figured out my moods early on. Teenage surliness growing into irritation and zero patience; quick to anger, quick to snap. They knew, with the accuracy of a barometer, when it was best to stay out of my way. Let the angry firework splutter out on its own.

Well, my parents did, anyway. My sister presumably knew the score, but reacted differently.

"What's the matter, big baby? Someone using your favorite weights set today?"

She grinned at me, from the stool at the breakfast bar, as I stomped around the kitchen. 

I was hungry. From the gym, sure, but after fucking Brandon, too. And it seemed like, with my brain constantly churning, I burned energy at double the rate.

The sandwich I was piecing together wasn't exactly pretty, but it didn't lack protein. I slapped on another two slices of ham, ignoring her.

"What did you do with Brandon?"

No way to help it, the way my head snapped up. Fearful, for a split-second, that somehow Kirsten had read my mind: X-ray eyes seeing through my frown and plucking the guilty thoughts straight out of my brain. A no-detail-left-out slideshow of the way I'd manhandled her cheating boyfriend onto the hood of my car, and proceeded to punish-fuck his twink hole until he was a limp noodle mess.

"What?" My voice sounded like spilled gravel.

She rolled her eyes. "At the gym. Could he keep up with you?"

He'd worked hard, that was the thing. The surprising part. I'd expected Brandon to goof off, spend the whole time flirting, or just trying to pretend that we were buddies or whatever. Instead, he'd actually concentrated on what I was telling him.

Problem was, all those memories were stained with everything else in my treacherous brain. How he'd looked in the shower, water coursing down his lean body. The way his hard cock had pressed into me as I pinned him to the lockers, my arm against his throat.

"He tried his best," I grunted, wishing Kirsten would just get the message and leave me and my calorie deficit in peace.

She chuckled, instead. "He's been wanting to go with you, like, forever. I told him you weren't interested in being a personal trainer."

Impossible not to think about Ally, then, and the way he'd stared at Brandon with undisguised hunger. No qualms or second-guessing. It was a liberation that simultaneously left me envious and terrified.

"He didn't get in the way," I told her, noncommittal. 

Kirsten raised an eyebrow. "High praise. I'd say you should tell him, but I don't know if he could handle it."

You'd be surprised, I thought to myself, just what your boyfriend can handle. Even at the times when I was sure he'd have to tap out.

I didn't tell her that, of course. Cut my sandwich in half instead, and grabbed a fistful of paper towels. 

"Did you drop him off at home?"

Pausing, at the door, I glanced back. "Yeah. Did you want me to bring him back here?"

Kirsten shrugged, looking back at her mug. "No. That's fine."
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Sandwich demolished, my body was complaining less, but the headache remained. Laying on my bed and staring up at the ceiling, it was difficult not to replay what'd happened that morning. How Brandon arched his back, making it so abundantly clear that he was mine for the taking. If I wanted it, anyway. 

I shook my head, angry at myself. 

Problem was, dislodging the thought of how he'd goaded me at the gym, and the way I'd pounded him later on, only left room for other memories to slip through. Like how we'd fucked on the very bed I was slumped on, on the sheets I'd not yet changed. 

If I buried my nose in them, I'd probably be able to smell Brandon on them still. That pleasure-fear musk, heady and intoxicating, from when I treated him roughly. 

Guilt was meant to stop you from doing wrong, fucked-up stuff, at least that's what I'd thought. Stepping in when self-restraint proved lacking: the fear of consequences, even if bad behavior was tempting. 

Somehow, though, that mechanism had been perverted. No longer chastening, capable of tempering baser instincts. I knew full well that what Brandon and I were doing together was wrong, only that knowledge seemed unimportant when faced with the reality of his pliant obedience.

My hand was in my sweatpants before I even realized it was moving. Unsure, too, when I'd got hard, only there was no denying the eager erection my fingers were now stroking.

There was a world of possibility on the phone by my side. Every video, photo, kink, and pairing I might want to see; porn to suit every taste and temperament. Absolutely no reason, then, for my brain to conjure that image of my sister's devious, conniving fuckboy of a boyfriend standing in the gym shower.

Facing the wall, his back to my hungry gaze. Hair flattened by the water streaming down him, spraying off his shoulders and coursing along the narrow taper of his smooth back. Across the jut of his ass, and a shiver of thrilled shame because I knew how that dense muscle and flesh felt when your hips slammed into it. How it shook, how Brandon gasped and whimpered, as you pounded him.

The head of my cock was already slick; I kicked my sweats down, the elastic waistband clinging across my thighs.

With Ally stood by my side, that morning, I'd only watched him. Stared along the corridor to the showers, Brandon's body framed almost perfectly. In my imagination, though, I could follow those cold tiles down. Stand behind him, close enough that the water would fleck my bare skin.

He'd stiffen, as I touched him. Body tensing, as my fingers eased up his spine to cradle the back of his neck. Less a grip than a reminder, the message unmistakable. I could picture exactly how he'd soften again; the pressure of him leaning back into my hand.

Easy, then, to push him forward. Press his cheek against the wall, the shower water pounding against my arm. Brandon's legs spreading on instinct, hips tilting back. An invitation, albeit a laughable one: we both know I'd simply take what I wanted, regardless.

The exquisite softness between his cheeks, my fingertips skating across the wet skin until I reached his hole.

My cock throbbed in my fist, as I imagined digging two fingers into that clinging heat. Precum spilling down my hand, as I stroked myself slowly. 

A whimper, as I worked his tightness. One I could hear so clearly; my imagination not short on examples it could conjure. Brandon leaning into my spreading, twisting fingers, his noises instinctive, not complaints. A willingness that bordered on infuriating, leaving me hungry to test the limits of that yielding.

He'd reach back for me, I knew he would. Hands searching for my dick, for the stiff evidence of my desire for him. Complicity in the form of an erection.

"Hands on the wall." I could hear his grunt of frustration, too; the way it would shift into a yelp as I punctuated my order with a sharp tug on his hole.

Reaching between his legs would feel inevitable. Sacrificing my grip on his neck - knowing Brandon would stay where I'd put him, cheek against tile, mouth open and panting - to heft his cock in my fist and then pull back. Amuse myself as he rose on tiptoes in desperation, hips tilting further, body contorting: anything to escape the stretching, straining discomfort. Well, anything bar asking me to stop.

Pity would feel like the wrong sort of cheating, after all.

"Not bad, for a fuckboy." Punctuating my grudging praise with firm, milking strokes along his rigid shaft. The heel of my hand hitting the fat flare of his swollen head each time, as I pictured the drool of precum he'd be leaking. 

Thumb pressed at the base of my cock - holding it upright, veins fat and straining - I paused my stroking to lift the other hand to my mouth. Dragging my tongue through the syrupy glaze I'd leaked, salt-sweet and gooey.

"You put this in a pussy yet, cheater?"

Awkward, shaking your head when you're pressed against the wall, but I could see him trying that anyway.

"I asked you a fucking question."

"N-no!" Desperation in Brandon's tone, as his most sensitive parts were mauled by rough fingers. 

My sweatpants fought against me, as I spread my legs a little on the bed. One hand stroking, while the other tugged on the tight clench of my balls. 

He'd squirm, as I muscled a third finger in alongside the first two. Movements limited by my tight grip on his teen prick.

I'd not showered, when I got home. Still had the funk of our sex on me; the musk of it rising to fill my nostrils as I stretched my thighs wider still. Fingers digging deeper, pushing under my balls until I could feel the sweaty clench of my hole pulsing against my fingertips. 

He'd given up his ass cherry to me, on his back in the park that night. Barely stripped, staring up at me with a shocked sort of hunger. Almost surprised, it felt like, that his cheating manipulations had worked; that I'd not simply punched him, for being such a lowlife skeeze to my sister. Reamed him open, instead of telling her what a shitty little liar she was dating.

I could take the rest of Brandon's virginity just as easily, I knew. Pushing at myself as I pictured it, the tightness of my hole resisting my finger. I could ruin him for anyone else; squash any misguided preconception that the cheating little fuckboy might have about being dominant, simply because you happened to be inside another person. 

It wasn't usually my thing, to bottom. That didn't mean I couldn't show him that - whether as a hole, or as a hard dick - his only value was as a route to pleasure for someone else. That Brandon had sacrificed any greater consideration than that, any say in the matter, when he chose to treat my little sister as a joke. 

The version of him in my mind's eye groaned, as I swapped my fingers for my cock.

Pulling him to me, gripping his narrow waist, to squeeze in deeper. Ignoring the water sheeting down his back, splashing off and around me as I buried myself, chasing that fluttering acquiescence as his twink body gave up on resisting. That tipping point, when Brandon stopped being a person and instead became mewling meat.

Sweat and precum between my cheeks, as I pushed my forefinger through the tight muscle. Jerking myself urgently, now, the sound of it sloppy and wet. Jaw clenched, toes curling.

"I think you broke me," he'd panted, sprawled boneless, ruined, and dripping on the hood of my car. Said with a sort of reverence.

The first spray of cum hit me in the face, the strength of it making me flinch in surprise. Dripping into my suddenly open mouth, as the second shot splashed my chin and the third marked a bright, white stripe across my shirt. The taste of myself fierce, overwhelming, and no way not to recall how Brandon had tasted as we'd swapped his sloppy, spit-swirled load in our kiss.

My belly clenched, the painful equal of any ab crunch, as the final dregs of my orgasm spilled down my loosely-stroking fingers. 

Gingerly, already feeling the goo begin to dribble down my cheeks, I reached for something to wipe myself with. Realizing a moment later that Brandon had stolen the briefs I'd been using as a cumrag. That, when I'd dumped him at the end of his driveway, he'd still been wearing them. One further load of mine presumably oozing from his well-fucked hole, soaking into the cotton.

I slumped back, breathing hard. Angry at him again, resenting him for stealing into my fantasies, and then of course angry at myself for something so nonsensical. 

He was a fuckboy.

A stupid, cheating little fuckboy.

The best thing I could do was forget Brandon even existed.
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Chapter Seven
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I'd steeled myself, as I walked into the kitchen, to be ambushed again. Ready to put the previous day's commitment to the test: to tell Brandon, and my sister, and my mom that no, I wasn't looking for a workout buddy or gym company. To stand resolute in the face of their protests and his inevitable flirting. 

Instead, the room was empty. As if, in my eagerness to snip Brandon out of my life, I'd sliced out everyone else, too. Collateral damage, amid my desperate attempt to wrench back some control.

Even so, it felt like I was holding my breath until I made it to the car. Body only unclenching as I pulled into the parking lot, the mental checklist of the day's focus rising, unbidden but instinctive, in my head. A catalog of machines, and reps, and muscle groups, reassuring in its complexity.

Only to stumble to a halt, at finding Brandon stood outside the sliding glass doors. 

"Hey, Anton."

Yesterday's shorts and shirt, the hand-me-downs my mom had dug out for him. Backpack slung casually over one shoulder, only the way he was gripping the strap - his fingers white with tension - gave the game away. That, and how he couldn't quite hold my eye; his gaze skittering, as though Brandon still wasn't quite sure he even wanted to make his presence known.

"What're you doing here?" 

I made no effort to soften my tone, to sound welcoming, and he flinched from it like I'd snapped at him. Bottom lip caught between his teeth, gnawing nervously. 

"I was... I was hoping we could..."

I forced myself to remember how I'd felt after we kissed. How I'd stumbled back, suddenly feeling overwhelmed; fighting fresh waves of guilt and shame, angry that I kept making the same, stupid mistakes over and over. 

"No. Go home." I made to walk around him.

Brandon stepped to the side, blocking me. "Just... just to work out! Please, Anton!"

I rocked on my heels, trying to pull up sharply enough so as not to touch him. That alone felt fraught; enough to stop me from simply sweeping him out of my way now.

"I said go."

It didn't matter how he looked up at me, I told myself. How big his eyes got, under that sweep of fringe. I couldn't rely on some cheating fuckboy to be the grown-up, which meant that I had to be.

After a long, drawn-out moment, he stepped to the side. Gaze heavy on me, as I walked past him and into the lobby.

"Just you, today?" 

I looked up, pulling my card back from the scanner. 

Ally was smiling from behind the counter, but it was a knowing, pointed sort of grin. 

"Yeah," I told him, curtly. 

His eyebrow lifted as he looked, conspicuously, past me.

I didn't need to turn to see what - or who - he was looking at. "Stop it."

Ally looked back at me. "You're just going to leave him out there?"

Gritting my teeth, I counted to five in my head. "He's not my problem, okay?"

A slow nod, to that. "Well, maybe I'll see if he wants to come in with me, then."

I stared at him, seething, yet knowing there was no way I could let him see that. We were friends, but it was a sharp, antagonistic sort of friendship. And I knew that Ally would have no qualms whatsoever about inviting Brandon in, and whatever else he could persuade my sister's untrustworthy boyfriend to get up to.

"Fine," I snapped, "it'll be me and a guest, today."

Ally smirked at me, but I ignored it. Pushing open the door instead, and fixing Brandon with a glare.

"What the fuck are you waiting for, then?"

He scurried in as though he'd been scalded.

I waited until we were around the corner, just out of sight from the front desk, before I turned on him. Jabbing my finger against Brandon's chest, as he backed against the wall.

"You're a fucking little sneak, and if you pull that bullshit again I'm going to tell Kirsten everything. Got it?"

He opened and closed his mouth a few times. It would've been funny, had I not been so furious. 

"B-but..."

"Shut up." It was hard to keep my voice down, condense my rage into a low, seething hiss. "Do whatever I tell you to do, today. Don't fuck up, don't get in my way. Understand?"

Brandon nodded, the motion jerky. Seemed to sag down, as if deflating, when I pulled my hand back.

I could feel his eyes on me, as I pulled off my hoodie and tossed it into a locker. Ignored it, though, simply holding out my hand for his backpack, so I could stuff it in there too. 

"W-what are we..."

"Upper body," I interrupted. "Keep up."

The galling thing was, I could tell he was trying to. Stoic in the face of my snapping temper; not giving me the backchat I was baiting, and which he'd undoubtedly guessed I'd use as an excuse to send him away. Working around my scant instruction - what was needed to be safe, yes, but not a scrap more - as I led him through a punishing routine of biceps, triceps, shoulders, and chest. No wheedling plays for the pity it was clear I'd never deign to supply. 

And with each concession, each accommodation to my foul mood and blunt guidance, I felt my anger growing. Hating Brandon, but hating myself more, for the white-hot kernel of frustration buried in my chest.

I pushed him flat on the bench, a hand on his shoulder. Stabbed the pin in one further weight down: knowing I was testing his limits, calling his compliant bluff.

He went to pull the bar, tensed against it. A look somewhere between confusion and surprise, when he glanced up at my thundery expression.

"I... I don't know if..."

"It's five pounds more than before," I snapped. "You need to spend less time making excuses, and more time concentrating."

He frowned, shuffling a little on the seat. Bare muscles straining, as he dragged the bar down.

"One," I counted off, watching him with my arms folded.

His face was red by the third rep; sweating, by the fourth. Elbows wobbling a little, though I could tell from his expression that he was trying to focus. To remember what little guidance I'd given, on form, on pacing. 

"If you want to give up..." I let the offer hang there, between us.

Brandon didn't answer. Jaw clenched tight as he made the fifth, and the sixth reps.

I squatted down, in front of him. My voice low, pitched only for the two of us to hear.

"I'm sure you'd rather just cheat your way through this."

The seventh was fueled by anger, I knew. 

"One more... though I don't know if you can do it," I taunted. Shifting, knowing that it would pull the sweatpants tight around my crotch, and gratified a moment later by Brandon's predictable glance down to the outline of my cock.

It looked like he was on the verge of exhaustion, but he still managed to drag the bar down and then - visibly shaking - lower the weights to avoid them clattering together.

I stood again, feeling his stare on me. Knowing he was waiting for something, for anything: praise, or acknowledgment of what he'd done, or whatever meager sop I might be willing to dole out.

"You did fine." Narrow-eyed, I gestured at the bench. "Now move."

Brandon winced, as he stood. Face suddenly colorless, as pale as if all the blood had drained from his body, as he stumbled.

I caught him as he fell into me, my arm quickly pinning him. Thinking it was a ruse, a trick for physical contact, then realizing just how limp he was.

"Fuck," I hissed, under my breath. Feeling panicky in my chest, even as I tried to ignore it, to focus on hefting him. 

He was panting, as I laid him back down on the bench. Legs splayed around it, clothes sticking to a cold sweat. 

I nudged his cheek with my water bottle. "Drink. You're dehydrated, I bet."

Brandon turned his head, lips closing around the straw. Gulping, slowly at first but then more eagerly. Until I yanked the bottle away, leaving him gasping and coughing.

"Fucking idiot," I muttered, but I knew I was only really angry at myself, for letting it happen. A childish sort of regret: the stab of sickly guilt at the cracking plastic of a favorite toy, and the sudden fear that you went too far and might never be able to fix things. "We should stop."

"N-no." He sounded distant, until he cleared his throat. "No, it's fine. I'll just... I'll just watch. You finish."

Shaking my head, annoyed still, I let him drag himself off the bench and onto the floor. Handed him my water bottle, his grip on it tight as he wrapped his arms around his knees. Attentive, even though still wan, as he watched me slide the pin much further down the stack.

I wasn't sure if he was counting my sets, or indeed what Brandon might be thinking as he stared at me. Mute and practically unmoving as I worked my way through the day's routine, as if he'd decided that his silence was my price for allowing him to observe. 

Finally, sweat dripping down me, my shirt clinging to my skin, I stood. Grudgingly held out a hand to him; waited, a moment, for him to reach up, and allow me to tug him to his feet. I braced for the feigned stumble, the conceit which would see him topple into me, but it didn't come.

For a moment, I didn't want to let go of his hand.

"We're done," I said, and headed for the locker room.

Ally was putting fresh towels out on the shelves when we got there. His sweeping stare across me was, I figured, 80% professional curiosity, and the remainder just for his own, personal interest. 

"Good workout?"

I glanced at Brandon, finding he was already looking at me. Probably wondering if I was going to bring up his premature finish.

"Fine," I said, shortly. "Nothing special."

Ally nodded, grinning. "I don't think there's anyone in the sauna, if you've got time?"

Usually, I'd shower and head out. Then again, usually I was working out on my own, with only my thoughts to accompany me. 

"Sure," I told him, "we've got time."

He held out a pair of towels, and for a moment I thought he was going to stand there and watch as Brandon and I undressed. Not like I'd put it past him. 

After a moment, though, Ally laughed. "I'll let you get on with it, then."

I tugged off my shirt as he turned away. Tossed it down on the bench, then caught sight of Brandon out of the corner of my eye. He wasn't undressing.

"Don't you want to?" 

No reply, but he started pushing down his shorts. Adding them to the pile on the bench, before pulling his shirt off. The white briefs underneath were soaked through with sweat, practically translucent. I turned away as he peeled them down.

By the time I was undressed, pulling one of the towels around my waist, I realized Brandon was already ready. His towel hanging low on his slim hips. 

He'd follow, I figured, as I headed past the shower down to the sauna.

Ally had been right: the wood-paneled room was empty. The heat level already high, a haze of it that felt like walking through something thick and tangible. As though the air had started to solidify, resenting our bodies for the space they took up in it.

I sat down, on the upper tier of benches. Brandon taking a spot a couple of feet away; I could already hear his breathing, slightly labored in the heavy air.

Casually, I pulled my towel apart, letting the ends flop down onto the wooden slats. Saw, a moment later in my peripheral vision, Brandon slowly doing the same.

Silence, then, bar the ticking of the coals and the rasp of our breath. 

"Why did you come?"

I saw the jerk of his head; the way he tried to catch himself, a split-second later.

"To... to work out."

"Liar."

I let my head loll back, against the rough wood. Eyes closed, the heat building around me like a dense cloak. It was a different kind of sweating, this, compared to outside, straining at the weights. As though your insides were swelling, bloating in your skin, and no room for your body's moisture but to squeeze through your pores.

"I didn't want it to be over."

I laughed; it was a raw sound, leaden with disbelief. "You didn't want what to be over? Cheating on your girlfriend? Pissing me off? Showing what a greedy little asshole you are?"

"You liked fucking me." Brandon sounded frustrated.

My shoulders scraped against the wall when I shrugged. "I like tight holes and friction," I told him, letting amusement ease into my tone. "Don't take it personally."

It was easier to say it, when I couldn't see him.

"I... I can still be a hole for you."

Opening my eyes, I let my head loll to the side. So that I could see his flushed face, the expression I could only read as hopeful. 

"No, you can't."

Brandon's lips narrowed, though I didn't get a chance to hear what he planned to say.

The door swung open, Ally strolling in with a towel around his waist and a grin.

"Thought I'd join you boys."

I could see Brandon shift a little, clearly wondering if he was meant to cover himself up again. Not that Ally would encourage any such thing; he sat down, on the bench opposite, and tugged his own towel away. 

"Aren't you meant to be working?" I asked him.

Ally winked. "Shift finished. Figured I'd find out how your workout went. See if you were still... pumped."

I'd seen his predatory stares before. Ally made no disguise of his appetite for guys, though given he looked like he did, I didn't think many of those in his crosshairs ended up complaining about the experience. 

"So, which part of him did you work out?" His grin was salacious.

I scowled at him. "Don't."

He laughed. "So touchy. You need to get laid, Anton. Clearly the endorphins from lifting aren't hitting the spot any more."

"Can we not just sit here and enjoy the heat?" I stared at him, until he mimed zipping his grinning lips.

He was older than me, bigger too. A beefier, showier sort of muscle; a look I knew went down well, when people came in looking for trainers. The fact he was handsome and had a big dick probably didn't hurt, either, and I wondered if his was the first uncut cock that Brandon had seen. Ally had been my first experience with one, in person anyway.

"I can turn the temperature up," he suggested, "if you think you can take it?" Watching Brandon as he asked.

Brandon stared right back. "I can take it."

Ally smirked, flashing me a look. "Oh, I bet you can."

"More steam," I said, interjecting, "less talking."

He was laughing as he reached for the dial. Billowing clouds quickly following, though not so thick as to prevent me from seeing Ally's knowing expression.

"What?" I snapped.

He raised an eyebrow, as if to remind me that I'd been the one demanding silence. 

I glowered at him. "What, asshole?" Said softer, but no less caustic with it.

"I mean, if I was interrupting something..." 

It didn't take much imagination to finish his sentence for him. "You weren't," I said, coldly. Part of me wanted to glance at Brandon alongside me, to see his reaction, but I didn't let myself.

Ally made up for it, anyway. The stare he gave my sister's boyfriend was positively ravenous. 

"Can I borrow him, then?"

"No," I said, through gritted teeth, "he's taken."

"Oh yes." Ally seemed amused, though that didn't stop him from spreading his muscled thighs a little wider, too. It wasn't clear just whose benefit that was for, though he didn't seem to mind attention from whatever quarter it might come from. "Your sister."

The emphasis on 'sister' left me glaring. "Right. Exactly."

He laughed, looking between us. "And I'm sure she" - there was that heavy-handed tone again - "knows exactly what to do with a boy like that. Though maybe not quite so well as her angry older brother does."

"Ally." 

I wanted him to stop talking. Mentally kicking myself for being so stupid as to bring Brandon into the gym with me, for letting us get redirected to the sauna. I should've known Ally would try to stir things up somehow.

"Oh, come on Anton... we're all friends, here."

I clenched my fists, still glaring at him. "Are we?"

His chuckle said I was hilarious. Ally turned to Brandon. "He's a rough fuck, isn't he? I mean, I wasn't complaining, but I'm sure hate-sex isn't to everyone's taste."

For a moment, his casual, conversational tone lulled my brain into complacency. It took a moment for the words themselves to sink in. Too late, though, to get in first, before Brandon could pipe up.

"I think he actually hates me."

Ally licked his lips. "Then I'm surprised you could walk, after he was done with you."

Brandon shrugged. "I wasn't complaining," he said, echoing Ally's own words.

A pointed glance down, the smirk spreading even wider. "Yeah, I can tell the memory isn't exactly off-putting for you, either."

I followed Ally's stare, to the hard twink cock jutting up in Brandon's lap. His arms hanging limp at his sides, no attempt whatsoever to cover himself up.

"Jesus."

Ally snorted at my reaction. "Surely you remember what it was like being eighteen."

"He's a pervert," I snapped, angry again.

Somehow Ally's second glance across Brandon managed to be even more lascivious. "Interesting. Wanna come sit on my lap, little pervert, and tell me all about it?"

I'd learned my lesson; spoke quickly, before the little fuckboy could even take a breath. "He's not interested."

"Well no, it doesn't take a genius to figure out who he's interested in." He turned, focusing on Brandon again. "You'd blow him right now, wouldn't you."

A nod.

I grunted annoyance.

"And what if he wanted to fuck you. Right here, on the bench, with me watching?"

Another nod.

"Would you sit on his cock, and spread your legs, so I could see you get stretched by the fat dick I know we've both had inside us already?" 

With a hiss of frustration, I turned to grab Brandon's chin. Suddenly desperate to stop him from moving his head any more, from giving those infuriating nods which betrayed all the fucked-up stuff he and I had been doing. "Enough!"

Brandon blinked at me. If it was uncomfortable, my fierce grip, he wasn't letting it show. 

"I don't mind him watching."

"Shut your fucking mouth, you stupid little hole." The words stabbed out of me with venom, not caring that Ally was listening. The only thing that seemed important was stopping Brandon from saying things that I might have to hear.

I saw his eyes dip down. Not so much triumph as hunger there, when he met my gaze again. "You're hard."

"You talk too much."

I felt his swallow, against my fingers. "So shut me up, then."

It was as though my body was on autopilot, yanking Brandon's head down into my lap. My own jaw clenched, as his mouth closed around my cock. Pushing my fingers through his lank, sweaty hair; gripping tight, as I pulled him in close to my crotch and felt his throat spasm around my tip.

I stared daggers through the steam, at Ally's chuckle. 

"Knew it."

"Fuck off," I snapped.

He sat back, looking undaunted by my anger. Arms folded across his broad chest, watching me pin Brandon's head between my legs. "You might want to let him breathe, at some point."

I jerked my hips up. Only an inch or so, but enough to leave the little fuckboy writhing across my thigh as I dug deeper into his gullet. "He gets what he's given."

Ally's grin quirked. "Now, there's the fun Anton."

I waited until Brandon's fingers were digging near-painfully into my leg, before I dragged his head up. The sound of his coughing and spluttering loud, though only for a moment. I felt the rush past my spit-slicked cock from his frantic gasp for air, as I mashed him back into my groin.

"What?" I demanded, at Ally's amused look.

He shrugged, idly reaching down and pulling at his cock. It looked thicker than before, fatter, and there was something undeniably satisfying at knowing that was from watching me ream Brandon's tight throat. 

"Just pleased to be here, to witness this thawing of hostilities," he teased.

I rolled my eyes, half-distracted by the way Brandon's tongue was trying its best to lap around me. Levering my hips up, a rhythmic stab that felt softer and squishier with each deep stroke, as the broad, swollen flare of my tip dredged more and more throat slime from him. "You talk too much."

Ally licked his lips. "You gonna abuse my throat to shut me up, too?"

I snorted, in disbelief. Reached down into Brandon's contorted lap, to shove his legs apart even as he sucked me. Pinching his cock at the base, and wagging it, pointedly. "You think he doesn't like it?" 

A chuckle. "Clearly 'abuse' was the wrong word." He stroked himself again, easing back the loose skin. "So this isn't the first time, then?"

I pulled Brandon's head up, just enough that he could suck in air around the first few inches of my shaft. Even in the heat of the sauna, his drool felt hot as it ran down between my legs. Spreading my thighs was enough for him to get the message, his fingers gently kneading at my balls.

"You don't need to tell me it's a bad idea."

Ally shook his head, as if I'd said the most ridiculous thing imaginable. "Don't come running to me for your moral compass," he told me. "Hell, I wanna see you ruin the little slut."

I felt more than heard Brandon's groan, vibrating through my crotch. My fingers were already soaked with the precum that'd been liberally slopping out of his rigid teen prick; he was slight enough that I could reach down, along the length of his back, and push those greasy digits against his hole.

Another groan, as I dug inside him. One finger first, but quickly adding a second; pulling up, sending Brandon squirming onto his knees to try to alleviate the stretching of his tender ass.

When I jerked his head up, off my dick, his pupils were swollen. Panting, the bottom half of his face a mess of drool. Cheeks flushed red. 

The urge to kiss him was intense; I could feel Brandon straining against my fingers knotted in his tangled hair, desperate to bring our lips together.

Ally laughed. "Just kiss him, already."

My grip on him had barely loosened, and Brandon was surging forward. 

Mouth on mine with an intensity that made me gasp, wriggling up into my lap as his arms snaked around my neck. The kiss animal and needy, as the head of his cock scraped against my abs.

No obstacle, then, for both my hands to toy with his hole. Brandon's thighs straddling mine, spreading him as I ground a third finger into his clenching body. Working him open, pulling and stretching, as he grunted and whimpered into my mouth.

"I want to see his face, when you dick him."

I wasn't sure if the annoyed noise came from my chest, or from Brandon's. Frustrated at the interruption, at Ally's reminder that we weren't on our own, now. Even if the thought of flaunting his cheating twink body as I slam-fucked him was a turn-on of its own.

He let me twist him, our sweat easing the maneuver, until he was reversed on my lap. Slim legs dangling, and my cock pressed into the small of his back. I could see Ally's fascinated stare from over Brandon's shoulder, the hunger in his expression. Wished, suddenly, that I could see the scene from his perspective: witness my own bad decisions as though from across the room. Know that the knot of guilt and shame and overwhelming lust was someone else's problem, not a mistake that I kept on repeating. 

A mistake, but that didn't stop me from lifting Brandon, my hands behind his thighs. Splaying him wide as I did it, and feeling the wet head of my erection slide between his cheeks.

He reached down, straining to contort himself. Fist wrapped around my shaft, just below the fat tip, guiding me into place. 

The moan, as I stretched him open, left me wondering if I'd cum almost instantly. Imagining the spray of it, the way it would leak down around my shaft and drip across my balls. 

Brandon reached back, his palm flat against my cheek, and the unexpected intimacy of it set my brain reeling. Losing focus for a split-second, dropping him down so that my whole length skewered him in one, quick stab.

"Oh fuck oh fuck..." 

His panicked exclamation and Ally's snort of amusement blending together, as the blood rushed in my ears and I grit my teeth from the surge of pleasure radiating out from my groin. Brandon's body a vice around my dick, a universe of squeezing hands all seemingly competing to grope at me with the greatest intensity. 

When the tunnel-vision gradually cleared, I realized Ally was jerking off as he watched us. Fat cock easing through his fist, the half-exposed tip gleaming as it bubbled out his own, natural lube.

There was something about being watched, about knowing Ally was getting off on seeing me deep in Brandon's hole, that was dizzying. Leaning forward, I brushed my lips across his neck. Tasting the sharpness of his sweat, as I fought the urge to bite down, just to see what would happen if I marked him so obscenely. 

His hips were already shifting, tilting forward and back. Body chasing the friction of my cock working inside him. Brandon hissed as I lifted him, then let him sink back down until I felt the weight of him against my balls. 

I tugged him up again, only a few inches yet the both of us groaning. Building up a momentum, faster and faster, until he was bouncing on my lap and his squeaks of stretched pleasure were louder than the hiss of the steaming coals.

I caught his earlobe between my lips, feeling him stiffen as I gently worked on it with my teeth. "Finger yourself, while I fuck you."

"A-Anton..." It was a wheedling, desperate little whine. "It's too much."

I stabbed my hips up, feeling him shudder in my grip. Waited until he'd just about stopped writhing. "It wasn't a suggestion, you little shit. And if you make me tell you again, I swear to god..."

I wasn't even sure what I was threatening, or what fears swarmed Brandon's mind. Only heard his desperate whimper as he reached down, and then seconds later the squirm of his fingertips around my shaft.

"I...I ... I'm too tight!"

"Fuck," I hissed, losing my patience. Yanked his legs up and to the side, so that I could wrap one of my arms around both of them at once. Pinning him against my chest, his lean body easy to wield; stroking my palm down the smooth skin, only pausing to tug his erection out so that it strained, twitching and leaking, against his tightly-squeezed thighs.

I reached down to grab his hand. Working my fingers into the clench of his fist. A halting breath, the sound of it catching in his throat, as I pushed two of his digits out.

My mouth was so close to his ear, I could feel the soft skin of it brushing my lips. "What are you?" I demanded, my voice little more than a hiss. 

Brandon wriggled, just once, in my hold on him. As if to test my grip, yes, but more than that: my conviction that this was how I wanted to use him, now.

"H-hole."

Holding his hand, I stroked his fingertips around the taut spread of his muscle, pulled around my dick. Showing him the way his body had opened to me. "Louder."

"A... a hole!" 

He gasped, as I pushed the first digit in. The tip of his index finger stretching him wider still, pressed tight against my shaft. 

"I knew you could take it," I taunted. "Such a sloppy little cheat."

A reedy groan, the breaths coming out in sharp little jags, as I worked his second finger in alongside the first. Biting back my own growl of pleasure, as his body tightened around me. The urge to thrust into him uncontrollable.

"No tapping out, fuckboy," I warned him, and then gave up on holding back. 

Levering myself up, off the bench, to drive my cock into him. Brandon practically vibrating as I clutched him to me, squeezing his legs together with my arm behind his knees. Feeling the rub of his fingers as he pulled at his tender, overloaded hole, and over it all - over his panting and whimpering, my grunting as I pounded him, and the gooey, sticky, lewd sounds of his mauled ass - the wet slap of Ally's stroking hand as he watched us rut.

I locked eyes with him, past Brandon's shoulder. Gaze caught on the wolfish twist of his smirk: like he'd known this was in me all along, this hunger for pleasure and control, shot through with an exhibitionist streak.

Part of me wanted to cuss him out, for being so damn smug, but I was having too much fun knowing he was watching as I long-dicked breathless sobs out of Brandon's pretzeled body.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck... Anton, I'm... oh... Anton!"

He shuddered in my grip, and then a second later I felt the hot, heavy splash of cum across my legs. Brandon's trapped cock spewing indiscriminately, as he whined and twisted, his hole spasming around me.

I buried my face into the sweat-slicked meat of his shoulder and roared as I unloaded in him. 

The sound of it louder as I churned that cream inside him, already feeling it ooze out through the gaps between his fingers and my shaft. The smell of cum strong, fighting with the animal musk rising from his body. 

Reaching down, I yanked his hand free. Ignoring Brandon's hiss of shock at the sudden loss inside himself, as I pushed his gooey fingers to his mouth and watched him lap up my spew. 

My cock slipped out of him with an audible pop. 

"There's cum all down your legs, bro," Ally pointed out, still stroking. 

I could feel it dripping, ticklish against the hairs. Shoved Brandon off my lap, down onto his knees; he wobbled there, expression glazed.

I nudged him with my foot. "Clean your mess up, asshole."

He bent, supporting himself on his hands, and ran his tongue up my outstretched calf.

A slow drag, as if he couldn't quite believe where he was, what he was doing. Sweat and cum gathering across his tongue and smearing around his mouth, Brandon's lips glazed with it.

He paused, as he reached my knee. Looked up at me, eyes wide. 

"Show me."

Lips parting: the slop already drooling out of the corners of his mouth. His nostrils flaring as he panted. 

"Keep going."

Less of a rasp, from his tongue, as he swiped it across my thigh: the friction diluted by the building goo. Bubbles of it as he snatched each breath, his hands gripping my legs to steady himself. 

It was a plaintive, desperate, needy look on his face, when he reached my groin. Staring up, my half-hard cock against his cheek: I wasn't sure if he wanted permission or forgiveness.

"Did I tell you to stop, fuckboy?" 

Brandon's expression was unreadable, but his dick was still hard. Wagging between his spread legs, as though he'd not cum in a month.

I hissed through clenched teeth, as he tilted his head back and slipped the fat length of my cock between his lips. Suckling me with his mouth full of slime, a teasing bath for what'd just been reaming him.

"Fuck, that's so fuckin' hot," Ally grunted, pushing his fat prick down. Hips bucking as he fucked his fist, abs clenching. Scant seconds later, and he was spraying Brandon's back with his load. Splashes of it landing heavy on the eighteen-year-old's smooth skin, some of it reaching his hair. "Fuck!"

Brandon jerked, as though burned. Like he'd forgotten there was anyone else in the sauna but the two of us, him and me.

And suddenly, I was furious.

"What the hell, dude?" I yelled at Ally, as he panted and milked out the dregs of his load. Pushed myself up, off the bench - Brandon almost toppling back in surprise - to glare at my friend. "That's my sister's fucking boyfriend!" Reaching down, I dragged Brandon up by the bicep. 

Ally was staring at me with a look of bemusement. "Overreacting, much?"

"Not okay, dude!" I snapped back. 

I knew I was being ridiculous, but I couldn't help it. The thought of Ally's load dripping down Brandon's spine left me inexplicably outraged. 

Words beyond me, I shoved open the door and pushed Brandon out of it, following quickly on his heels. I could still hear Ally's laughter as the glass swung shut.
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Chapter Eight
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Brandon almost tripped, as I half-shoved, half-dragged him down to the showers. Anger propelling me, now; fury reigniting every time I pushed him ahead and caught a glimpse of Ally's cum trickling down his back. 

"Wash that shit off," I demanded, as I practically tossed him into a stall.

I was being hypocritical, and I knew it. That was the galling thing, the utterly infuriating part. I'd overreacted with Ally - it felt like I could still hear his laughter, at my explosive indignation - despite the obvious double-standard. It was ridiculous, to feel entitled to Brandon in some way, even though he was meant to be dating my sister.

He looked bedraggled, under the water. Hair plastered down, eyes still wide. Arms wrapped around his chest, as he stared at me.

"Y-you're angry at me?"

I grit my teeth, frustrated at the whole, stupid situation. One that could've been avoided, I knew, had I just ignored Ally's suggestion to go into the sauna. It wasn't like I didn't know the rumors about it: how, despite the risk, guys liked to hook up in there. 

"No," I snapped, then frowned. "Well, no more than usual, fuckboy."

Brandon looked down, at the water swirling around his feet. "I wouldn't have done anything. With him, I mean."

It was stupid how just the suggestion of that - the denial of it - set my blood pressure spiking. I knew, too, that Brandon would probably be able to feel the displeasure radiating off me in waves.

"It was just... hot," he continued. "Having him watch me. Watch us." 

"You want to get caught, is that it?" I clenched my fists. "So desperate, you'll do anything so guys will watch you? Are you gonna blame my sister for all this? For not paying you enough attention, or something?"

He made an unhappy face. "This doesn't have to be about her."

"Idiot!" It was so tempting to reach out, to grab him by the arm. To shake him; I could already picture how the water droplets would go flying. Only remembering to look around us, to check for other people in the shower, when I heard the echo of my furious hiss. Thankfully, we were on our own, at least for the moment. "Everything's about her, because she's the one you're cheating on."

"We," Brandon said, stubbornly meeting my eye. "We're cheating, you mean."

I shoved him back, against the tiles. Palm flat on his chest, fingers spread. His skin white from the pressure. "You need to watch yourself, fuckboy."

He blinked in the spray, but didn't look away. "Funny how you always say that, when I've already got your load leaking out of me."

Looking him up and down, I sneered at his mulish expression. "You think I couldn't have my pick of dumb, cum-hungry twinks in here? Don't flatter yourself, cheat."

Brandon glanced around us, pointedly, then down at my hand pressed into him. "And yet I'm the one you keep breeding, Anton. So which out of the two of us is really kidding himself?"

I stepped back, as if scalded. Watching him for a moment, somehow still defiant despite being naked and soaking wet. "You're trying to provoke me into fucking you again."

He shook his head. "Are you really angry at me, or are you angry because you know your friend saw right through your excuses?"

The rage was surging up through me, like a volcano erupting. It'd be so easy to let it out, too: wipe off that damn expression of his, in whatever way I could, so that I didn't have to think about all the things I'd done to provoke it.

My fists white with tension, I choked it down. Forced my face into as cold a mask as I could muster.

"Wash up," I told him, voice like dragging granite. "We're done, here."

I could feel Brandon's eyes on me as I turned from him. Watching, as I twisted the faucet in the cubicle next to him, and pushed my head under the steaming water. 
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I hated feeling guilty, but I hated feeling weak even more. Despised that hollow, lonely feeling in the pit of your belly, when you realize you're not up to scratch, have fallen short. 

It wasn't that I'd started going to the gym just because I was gay, and felt vulnerable because of it, but I'd be lying to myself if I didn't at least notice the overlap. The secret which had churned in me for years, becoming harder and harder to keep inside, keep hidden. As impossible to deceive myself - it's just a phase; it's just curiosity; all guys feel like this, you can still be normal - as it was to keep fooling the people around me.

I'd not so much stepped out of the closet, as slashed my way through it. Arms raised, fists clenched: looking for an excuse to lash out.

My parents being okay with it should've been a salve, reassurance, only it simply pushed the boundary of my fear out wider. Expanded it, the whole world a potential danger. And getting bigger myself - heading to the gym first two days a week, then three, then four or more - felt like a defense as much as a reshaping to what I thought other guys would find attractive. "Don't fuck with me, but we can fuck," distilled into benchpresses, and bicep curls, and pushups. 
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We'd left our towels in the sauna. Walked, dripping across the tiled floor, back to the lockers; Brandon on my heels, the wet sound of his footsteps saving me from needing to turn, to check on him. To see whatever stubborn expression might be shaping his face.

I tossed him a clean towel from the stack, trying not to watch as he dried his hair. Hating myself for being so fascinated by his lean torso and slim legs. A build I'd fled from myself, despising the slight young man in the mirror, even as I lusted for it stood in front of me now.

Hurriedly, I buried my face in my towel when he dropped his. Determined not to be caught staring.

Brandon wasn't so coy. As I moved on to my chest, it was to find he was watching me with a look somewhere between hunger and envy. 

"Stop it," I told him.

He made a face. "Stop what?"

I frowned. "Looking at me like that. People are gonna see you."

Brandon gestured at the almost-empty locker room. "You don't come here, don't work out so much, to be attractive?"

Bending, I pulled my briefs up. "You don't get to have that conversation with me."

"Did you and Ally hook up?" 

The sudden change of topic left my brain flailing for a moment. "What?"

"He looks at you, the way I'm not supposed to," Branden explained. "And you two seem... familiar, I guess."

I side-eyed him, as I reached for my shirt. "Once."

Brandon nodded. "So it was okay for you two to have sex, and then still be friends afterwards?"

I tossed him his backpack, startling him as he clutched it to his bare chest. "The difference being, he wasn't dating my little sister at the time."

Another nod. "But you got mad just now, when he wanted to fuck me?"

My lips tightened at the memory. At how Ally had stared at Brandon, brazen in his hunger. "It was... disrespectful."

He dropped the bag, kneeling to dig through its contents. "Disrespectful to Kirsten, or to you?"

A flash of something - anger, but a feeling beyond that, too - behind my eyes. Carefully, as though too fast a move could see me split down the middle and let the wild pressure come rushing out uncontrollably, I crouched down next to him. Elbows resting on my knees.

"Let's get one thing straight, you little shit. You're on borrowed time with my sister; we both know she's far, far too good for you. And as for me..." I swept my gaze down his naked body, my lip curled. "You're a way to get off that's mildly more convenient than my right hand, understand me? Not my friend, not my workout buddy. You're a hole: a cheating, lying, manipulative hole. Get it?"

He stared at me, with eyes that didn't seem quite focused. Grin lopsided, as he reached out to cradle the heft of my junk through my briefs. Gently squeezing.

"You look so good from this angle." It was practically a purr. "Your bulge is so fucking fat."

Hissing annoyance, I stood up, fast. Swept his towel off the bench, to slap against his chest. Gratified by Brandon's gasp.

"Get dressed," I snapped.

I refused to look at him, as he pulled himself upright. Focused on dealing with my own clothes, as Brandon dealt with his; waited, all simmering impatience, my foot tapping, as he eased on his Converse. 

Ally, at the entrance to the locker room, spoiled my hopes for a clean getaway.

"Go wait by the car," I told Brandon, coldly. My eyes fixed on my friend's knowing smirk.

"Finished for the day?" He'd waited, at least, until Brandon had turned the corner.

"Yeah."

He had a towel around his waist, skin still glistening with sweat. I figured he'd hung around the sauna after I'd stormed out. No confusing, either, the teasing press of his cock. A vague but unmistakable shape against the towel.

"So what the fuck was that, then?" 

The words were harsh, though Ally's tone was light. Conversational, even.

"A mistake." Even I could hear how brittle my voice was.

I thought, for a horrible moment, he might ask me to clarify. To spell out which part, exactly, of what had happened amid the steam, that I considered a bad decision.

Ally just nodded, though. Still looking amused. "Well, I'm sorry for getting cum all over your boy's back."

"He's not my boy," I said, through gritted teeth.

I'd seen him do the eye-roll at clients, when they protested that adding another ten pounds was ridiculous. 

"Borrowed boy, then," he corrected. "Which makes it even more cruel, really, that you refuse to share."

I made a conscious effort to unclench my fists. "Did you have a point to make?"

Ally sighed. "Fine, Anton. You win. You clearly have no feelings for that little twink, even though it's obvious you've been fucking him so much that - even with the biological hurdles - it's a goddamn miracle he's not pregnant already. And, despite the fact that you turn into a possessive Papa Bear if someone even looks at him twice, you're clearly above reproach in making sure he's the perfect little suitor for your sister."

"Fuck you, Ally." The words came out as a seething grunt.

"No, Anton, fuck you. Because we may only be gym buddies, but if that's the best answer you can come up with, you're utterly delusional." He gestured at the corridor. "But sure, walk out to where that cute kid who's clearly besotted with you is patiently waiting, and ignore everything inside you that's screaming you could feel the same way too. If you weren't such an uptight, whiny little bitch about it."

I chewed the inside of my cheek, trying to fight down the urge to lash out, to scream at him that he was wrong. "Are you done?"

"Oh, I'm done." He waved me away. "But I'm pretty sure you're gonna keep doing the same shit, over and over, and act surprised each time that things aren't turning out differently."

I pushed past his shoulder, as I stormed out.
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"Get in."

He was giving me that big-eyed stare, the one which said Brandon wasn't sure if I was gonna punch him or nail him, and I couldn't fucking stand it. Practically hurled my bag into the back seat, and then slammed the door.

"I... I can walk."

I glared at him, over the top of the car. Unable to shake the feeling that we were being watched from the lobby: that Ally was stood there, laughing at me. Convinced he could see right through me, and I couldn't even blame him for thinking it. Not when I'd overreacted in such a ridiculous way.

"Get in the fucking car," I snapped.

The tires squealed as I peeled out of the lot. Feeling Brandon's eyes on me, his nervous glances as I cut through traffic. 

"What did he..."

"Bullshit," I interrupted. "He said a load of bullshit. You understand?" He hadn't even been there to overhear the conversation, but suddenly I needed him to disavow it, too. To agree with me that Ally had been utterly wrong.

Brandon nodded, the movement jerky. Flinched, as I smacked the steering wheel with the heel of my hand.

"A-Anton..."

I ignored him. Gunned the engine, cutting in front of a big rig to catch the light on the cusp of turning red. 

"Anton!"

I grit my teeth. "What?" It came out as a snarl.

His eyes were wide, glassy. "You... you're driving so fast..."

Easing off the gas pedal, I let the car's speed ebb. Angry at myself now, too; no, even more angry, frustration compounded atop fury. And yet, even amid that, some kernel of temptation that said if only I could drive fast enough, I might be able to outrun the shit that Ally said I'd keep on repeating.

"You've got your seatbelt on, haven't you?" I snapped.

Brandon nodded again.

Annoyance bubbling over, I yanked the wheel to turn into a parking lot. Gravel scattering against the underside of the car, a haze of welcome white noise. 

It was quiet. A few other cars, near the entrance to the park, but nothing around us when I eased to a stop at the far end. Old trees drooping low, their trunks not just kissing the wrought iron fence, but in some places grown through it, and around it. Forever entwined.

"This has to stop," I told him, quiet over the sound of the ticking engine. Staring straight ahead, out of the windshield and between the thick trunks. 

"You say that every time," Brandon pointed out, equally softly. 

I squeezed my eyes shut, for a moment. Until not being able to see the uneven world seemed more terrifying than hiding from it. "It's true every time."

"This is because of your friend, because of Ally, isn't it." He sounded sullen, a sulking child.

I shook my head. "No, this is what I should've said in the first place. When you kissed me that night."

His knee was bouncing, twitching with nervous energy. "You kissed me back. What did he tell you; that you should dump me, or something?"

I chuckled, at his indignant tone, even though nothing about what was happening was funny. "There's nothing to 'dump,' remember. And actually, Ally said the opposite."

Brandon crossed his arms, grumpily. "Maybe he's right. Maybe you should listen to him."

"Maybe you'll say anything, to get your own way." I shook my head. "This is wrong, okay? For my sister, for me, for you."

"Kirsten wouldn't care!" 

I laughed. "What did I just suggest, about you saying anything if you thought it'd get you what you wanted? You're proving my point, here."

He banged his fist down, on the edge of the seat. Frustration overflowing. "She wouldn't."

"Forgive me, if I don't take the word of a cheat, and a liar," I told him.

Brandon's glare was acidic. "Just like you're a cheat, and a liar, too, you mean?" 

I shook my head. "And who made me that way?" 

His expression was a cold sort of amusement. Like I'd just said something hopelessly naive, and he couldn't quite believe I was such a child. "Man up, Anton. I didn't make you do anything that you didn't want to do."

"Maybe," I said, evenly, "you want to watch your fucking mouth, around me."

Brandon smirked. "Is this the part where you threaten to tell my girlfriend?"

"Doesn't she deserve to know, that you're a fucking dirty little sneak?" I could hear the anger in my tone; knew he'd hear it, too. Guilt, and protectiveness, and other emotions all boiling up together, things I didn't want to acknowledge, or didn't even have the words to do so. 

"Takes one to know one, Anton," Brandon spat. He unclipped his belt, then pulled at the door.

"Where the hell are you going?" I didn't even realize I was reaching for him, grabbing for his arm, until his bicep was in my fist. 

He looked down, at my tight hold on him, then back up at my face. "I thought you said 'this has to stop,'" he reminded me.

I grunted annoyance. "Put your seatbelt back on, fuckboy."

Brandon pulled against my hand, as though testing my grip. 

"I said, put your fucking seatbelt back on."

He reached for the door handle again.

"For fuck's sake!" 

It was too much, too frustrating, too overwhelming. Ally's taunts, and Brandon calling my bluff, and the simmering, ever-present shame of what we were doing together. How I knew it could hurt someone important to me, someone in my own damn family, and yet despite that knowledge I still kept on making the same fucking mistakes, over and over. So many times, it stopped feeling like a mistake and just like the way the world had to be, thorns and pain and all.

I reached across him, grabbing the belt and yanking it back. Looping the flat, stiff fabric around him and the headrest, then pulling tight. Brandon's neck caught, pinning him to the seat.

He reached up, fingers clawing at the unexpected restraint. Glaring at me as he did it.

"You can breathe just fine, don't fucking start with me," I snapped at him. Only feeling more enraged by his fascinated stare.

"Definitely the behavior of someone who wants all this to stop." His sarcasm was so heavy, it was practically dripping. 

I pressed my hand across his mouth. Watched his nostrils flare, Brandon's breath hot against my fingers. 

Then looked down, at his hand pawing at my crotch.

Fingers wrapping around the erection I didn't even realize I had, a pointed sort of groping: my arousal impossible for either of us to ignore, to explain away. When I glanced across, it was to see the clear ridge of his own hardness pressing against the loose basketball shorts he'd pulled out of his backpack. The contours of his teen cock so obvious through the silky blue fabric, I knew immediately that he'd gone without underwear.

One hand clamped to his lips, I reached across with the other to yank the lever that sent his seat tilting back. Brandon still noosed to the headrest, his pupils inky swells as he panted against my grip. No resistance, as I reached under his ass and tugged the back of his shorts.

His skin was soft against my knuckles as I bared him. Pushing his knees to the side, against the door, I muscled my way into the gap between his body and the dashboard. My dick pressing against his cheeks through my sweats.

"Not one fucking word," I told him, and pulled my hand away.

Instantly, Brandon reached for me. Hands greedy, tugging at my waistband until I slapped them away. 

I shoved my sweatpants down to mid-thigh, then my briefs. Already leaving snail-trails of precum across his skin, where I brushed against him in the tight confines.

Spitting in my hand, I dug my fingers between his cheeks. Rough with him, and knowing he wouldn't complain; wasting no time in pressing two digits inside.

Brandon hissed between clenched teeth, squirmed in the seat. With my other hand, I tugged on the belt, pulling it a fraction tighter around his neck. Watched his eyes narrow at me, lust and grudging obedience.

"One last time," I promised him, and got the nod I knew I would. The jerky, hungry gesture that was grounded in disbelief: Brandon had seen me make that promise a lie, before, after all. 

He was still soft from the sauna, still pliant. My fingers twisting in him easily, Brandon wriggling as he tried to press further onto my hand. Hissed frustration when I tugged free of him, even as I was leveling the sticky head of my cock against his hole.

I sunk into him in one, smooth stroke. Savoring the heat of him, the way he squeezed around me. 

The angle was different, Brandon twisted at the waist. My strokes gouging into him from fresh angles, as I pushed his legs further back, closer to his chest. His cock was trapped between those clenched thighs, balls tight. Drooling slick, as the car filled with the smell of musk and sweat.

There was something powerful about it, something indescribable. About having him contorted in front of me, ass bared, cock straining. His face flushed, and the black of the seatbelt stark across his neck. Brandon had reached up, gripping the headrest as if to brace himself against my motions.

It was wrong, like it was always wrong, but dangerous, too. Quiet, in the parking lot, but not isolated; no guarantee that some other car might not pull in alongside us, or some hiker or dog walker stroll past and glance inside. 

Part of me wanted to be caught, even if I didn't have the full words to explain why. Couldn't encapsulate the perverse urge to be dragged into the light: exposed, my secrets with Brandon laid bare. I knew that, for all I'd threatened him, berated him, I could never bring myself to tell my sister what he'd done. What we'd done. Never willingly make myself the monster that had ruined her relationship.

Guilt saw me stab my hips forward, harder and more aggressive. Brandon's body rocking under me, the noises he made growing guttural, animal. Sweat dripping from my face onto his, as the heat in the cabin grew stifling. The sauna all over again, only this time no Ally to witness my lust, to call me out on it. 

I twisted the seatbelt around my hand, pulled it tighter. Watched Brandon's mouth fall open, heard the breath catch as he tried to tilt his head back further. 

He didn't try to stop me, though. Had never tried to stop me, and it was that thought, that terrifying liberty, which toppled me over the edge.

The sounds shifting, his hole louder and squishier as I dug at him. Brandon gasping as I released the tension around his neck, hands reaching for my head - cradling my ears in his palms - as I unloaded inside him. 

A yelp, as I yanked my cock free. Premature, too, the last spray of cum lacing over his gaping hole.

It was difficult, almost impossible, to drag his hips up. Brandon's back sliding down the seat, eyes wide in surprise and confusion. Chest compressed, legs flailing - his bare knees sliding against the side glass - as I leaned on brute force rather than finesse to upend him.

And then a mewl of shock, as I ducked to lap across him. Tasting myself and his sweat; lavishing long strokes of my tongue between his cheeks, and alternating that with digging into his loosened, sloppy, cream-slicked entrance.

"Anton!" 

My name a squeak, a breathless whimper. Disbelief in there too, only I knew from the way his cock throbbed - trapped and weeping precum behind his tightly pressed thighs - that it was pleasure that was overwhelming him.

Nothing graceful, nothing refined about my feasting. Muscling him into an uneasy balance, practically teetering on his shoulders, so that I could slide fingers in alongside my tongue. Pulling him and stretching him, as if it might be possible to reach the same depths my cock had as I railed him. 

A cough, of overwhelmed disbelief, as his untouched dick erupted. Spraying cum along the backs of his legs, erection throbbing and twitching as Brandon sobbed beneath me. Overloaded, practically gibbering, as I licked up the underside of his swollen shaft - the sweet torment of my tongue snaking around the flinching tip, as firm as ripe fruit - to gather his ill-aimed boy-slime and then transfer it, glazed across my lips, to his tender hole.

Eventually, I sat back. Banged my head against the roof of the cabin, laughing at the clumsy reality of it, of life reinserting itself. Brandon not so much unfolding, as slumping in whatever way his body might fit. Still panting, words beyond him. 

A car had parked up, not that far from us. Apparently I'd been so occupied, I hadn't even noticed.

Pulling my sweatpants up, I eased back over to the driver's seat. 

"We should go," I told him. Remembering the last time I'd said those words, and feeling like a foregone conclusion. Predictable, just like Ally had accused me of being. "Get dressed, okay."

He tugged at his shorts with clumsy hands.

"Seatbelt," I reminded him. Softer now, much softer.

"Anton..."

Looking across was a bad idea, a terrible one. "Seatbelt," I repeated.

A sigh, and then the click of the buckle.

"Can we just talk," Brandon tried.

I put the car into reverse, and pulled us out of the space. "There's nothing to talk about."
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It wasn't going to be a clean break, I knew that. Resigned myself to ignoring him, whenever Brandon was around to see my sister. To spending more time out of the house; figuring this would maybe be the year I really took my lifting to the next level. 

I needn't have worried, it turned out. No sign of him that first night, or the day after. 

I'd thought that would make it easier, less annoying. Instead, I just had a ball of tense anticipation deep in my chest.

Kirsten was at the kitchen counter, on her phone, when I walked through to raid the refrigerator. Fingers quickly tapping and sliding at the screen, her drink seemingly forgotten in front of her.

"Hey," I said, twisting the top off a bottle of Gatorade.

She glanced up, clearly distracted. "Hey yourself."

Normal Anton would make a joke. Something about how gratifying it was to have these heartfelt conversations, maybe, and then we'd both laugh, and go on with our lives. 

"No Brandon?" I found myself asking, instead. Hating myself, even as the words left my lips.

Kirsten flashed me an uneasy smile. "Uh, no. No Brandon."

It was another opportunity to walk away. Not like she and I had the sort of brother-sister relationship where we talked about our love lives. 

I leaned back against the counter. "Something up?" 

If she knew, what he and I had been doing, this wouldn't be her reaction. I was sure of that. There'd be shouting, and accusations, and teenage fury to contend with. 

That knowledge didn't leave me feeling any more reassured. 

"Travis is coming over later," she said, with a mildness that seemed forced.

I frowned. "Travis?"

For a few, long seconds, I thought she wasn't going to reply. Simply sit there, staring at her phone, waiting for me to lose interest and walk away. 

I knew I should just walk away. But I didn't.

Kirsten sighed. "I'm seeing him. Travis, I mean. Brandon and I broke up."

There were about sixty questions jostling in my brain, but only one word managed to actually make it to my mouth. "Why?"

She made a face, like that was the last thing she wanted to answer.

"Kirsten?"

Locking her phone, she slapped it down on the counter. "Look, he was a nice guy, but it's not like we were really serious."

Serious enough, I wanted to point out, to be doing a solid impersonation of people practicing for their mouth-to-mouth certification every time I walked into the room. Serious enough for me to be carrying around a smoldering ember of guilt, for the part I'd played in that boyfriend's betrayal. I didn't mention either.

Ex-boyfriend, anyway, some quietly treacherous part of my brain reminded me.

"So, you break up with him one day, and you start things with this Travis guy the next?" 

A pause. Kirsten looked away.

"Ah." An audible click, almost, as my brain put the obvious pieces together. "You were already seeing him, before you broke things off with Brandon."

She flashed me a glare, as if daring me to say something.

I shrugged. "Just working out the timelines, sis. No need to bite my head off."

Kirsten opened her mouth, then closed it again. Took a deep breath. "You think I'm a bitch."

Another shrug. "Life happens. I'm not gonna judge you for it."

Not least because it would make me a hypocrite of the worst order.

She grimaced. "I mean, he's nice. Sweet. But Travis..."

"Is a hot jock?" I suggested.

Kirsten frowned. "How did you..."

I laughed, despite everything. "Just a good guess."

There was no way I would tell Ally he was right. He'd never let me forget it.

"Anyway," she continued, "It wasn't like it came as that much of a shock, really. Brandon knew about Travis."

It was my turn to frown. "Wait, what?"

My sister rolled her eyes. "A mutual friend saw us together, and told Brandon. About a week ago, I guess."

The mental math was hard, or maybe my head just wasn't in any fit state to calculate it. To piece together the timeline, of what'd happened that first night in the park, and this fresh revelation. 

"He knew?"

"Yes, okay, he knew." Kirsten sounded exasperated, though I got the feeling it was less at me, and more at how she'd handled the situation. "And he was the perfect gentleman about it all, and that made me feel like an even shittier person."

Carefully, I screwed the lid back on my drink. The sugar was making me jittery, suddenly.

"You're not a shitty person," I told her, choosing my words slowly. "You're just... figuring stuff out."

"You really think so?" 

It was strange, having her look at me with such clear hope. Enough to make me feel like a real big brother, albeit one still wracked with secret guilt. 

"You're eighteen. I think it's kinda expected that you act without thinking everything through, once in a while."

Kirsten made a skeptical face. "As opposed to you, old enough to never screw up."

I thought about Brandon, sprawled across the hood of my car. Gasping as I fingered him from both ends; his glazed eyes as I kissed him hungrily, feeding him back his own load. How he'd looked standing in my bedroom doorway, nervous and antsy. Bouncing from foot to foot, unable to tear his eyes away from my nearly-naked body. And the intensity with which I'd wanted him each time, but refused to admit that. To him, or to myself.

He'd started things, sure, but I'd be lying if I said I hadn't taken full advantage of that. Forced things on my terms, and used the specter of his relationship with my sister to demand his compliance. 

A specter I hadn't really understood, it turned out, but which Brandon had apparently decided was still worth going along with. Because you make concessions, compromises, in order to get what you really want.

"You can't pick every ending," I told her, nausea settling back down on my stomach, "or please everybody, all the time."
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Getting his number had been the easy part; I hadn't even needed to ask Kirsten. Our mom's "emergency contacts" list had grown, over the years, into a sprawling sheet of just about anybody our family had come into contact with. Travis' cell wasn't on there yet, but it was only a matter of time for my sister's latest squeeze.

No, the tricky part was deciding what to actually say in my message.

Finally, I did what I always did whenever something was proving too stressful: put it off, for as long as possible. Which meant driving over to Brandon's house and parking just down the street, hoping my brain would think of something inspired by the time I got there.

It hadn't. I wrote "come outside, we need to talk," and hit send.

I felt too antsy in the car, too contained. Got out, only to feel conspicuous as I waited: a strange young man in a strange vehicle, instantly suspicious in someone else's slice of suburbia. It felt like eyes were on me from all directions, as I leaned against the trunk and tried to remember what casual people looked like. 

Seeing Brandon appear at the end of his driveway - glancing left, then right, in curiosity - replaced one sort of nerves with another. I lifted my hand as he spotted me, as if to wave, then dropped it again, feeling ridiculous.

There was a caution there, as he walked along the sidewalk. A wariness. 

"Hey," I said. Quieter than I meant to be, but I knew that repeating it would only sound weirder.

"Hey, Anton."

Silence. I wondered if he was intentionally making it hard for me; if this was payback, of a kind. Brandon's chance to retaliate, even if I didn't think he understood my reticence now. 

Or maybe, some voice at the back of my head suggested, he's scared. Because you've always been an asshole to him, or at least, you have since he tried to kiss you that first night. 

"I heard about you and my sister," I said, because speaking was better than listening to my brain.

Brandon frowned. "Yeah, I figured."

I waited, for him to tell me she'd cheated first. That, even on that first time we'd hooked up, she'd already struck the first betrayal. To wield that knowledge as a sign of his redemption; or, if not quite that, then a justification, at least. His one act of disloyalty against a family of cheats: "an eye for an eye," translated into the lives of eighteen-year-olds.

He didn't, though. Just watched me.

"You knew, though."

Only the vague outline of it, but his expression told me my meaning was clear enough. 

"About Travis? Yeah." He shrugged. "He's hot."

"You're hot." 

I bit my lip, silently cursing my lacking self-control. This wasn't meant to be some grand declaration; hell, I didn't even have those feelings to declare, not really. No matter what Ally might think, I was so sure I didn't.

Only a week, since he'd kissed me, and I'd kissed him back, and called it a mistake. The alternative was too much for me to even begin to think about.

Brandon shrugged. "Sometimes you just want something... different."

I nodded, slowly. Took the opportunity to look him up and down.

"I hate that fucking cardigan."

He laughed. "Yeah, I know."

Silence. For a beat, anyway.

"We couldn't date," I told him, abruptly. "It'd be..."

"Weird," he finished for me. It wasn't clear if it was agreement, or a question.

"Yeah." 

Brandon tilted his head. "But..."

It was my turn to shrug. Not because the words wouldn't come, but because I couldn't be sure it was safe to let them out. Safe to open that particular door.

"But you think I'm hot," Brandon said, because I apparently couldn't. 

I shifted slightly, feeling awkward. Transparent. Saw the way his gaze instantly dropped to my crotch; to the heft of my junk through the gray sweatpants. 

"Did you wear those for my benefit?" His voice was thicker than a moment before. Eyes still glued to my bulge.

"I know what you like," I agreed. "And I think you know what I like, too."

A nod, slow and thoughtful. "Do we still get to work out together?" 

The question wasn't what I expected. Not that the thought of Brandon straining against the weights as I watched him, and then standing next to me in the showers, was an unpleasant one. 

"Sure, if you want."

He smiled, just a little. "So, not dating, but..."

"Friends," I suggested. 

"Friends," Brandon echoed, "with benefits?"

Dangerous, still. Even without my sister in the picture. But a little more danger couldn't hurt, I decided, and trying to predict the future after that was a fool's game. 

It'd only been a week, after all.

I nodded agreement.

"And what if someone else hits on me? Are you gonna go all rage-Anton at them?"

I grit my teeth. It wasn't exactly fair, expecting him to reject other people if I hadn't promised anything more than friendship. Only I knew how my mind worked. 

"No," I choked out.

Brandon laughed, though not unkindly. "You're an idiot."

Guess he knew how my mind worked, too.

I thought back, to his comments in the shower. After Ally had hit on him so bluntly. "But maybe they can watch," I added.

His smile spread. "I can live with that."

I grinned back at him. He looked good, in a polo and tailored shorts. Especially if you knew about the tight little body hiding underneath it all. Delicious; if you ditched the cardigan, anyway. 

Digging in my hoodie pocket, I pulled out the bottle and tossed it to him. Watched him catch it, against his chest, and then hold it up to read the label. 

Brandon was smirking when he met my eye again. "And this is because..." He brandished the lube.

I stood up, took a step closer to him. Pleased by his expression as he looked up at me, all nerves and anticipation. Enjoying the way his tongue darted out, flickering across his lips. The feeling of promise.

"Get in the back, hole, and get yourself ready," I told him, jerking my head toward the car. "We're taking a ride."

––––––––
[image: ]


The End
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About Anton, Brandon, and struggling to say no
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"My Sister's Boyfriend Needed A Ride" was only meant to be one chapter. Like so many of my stories, however, once the characters wormed into my brain - and once readers asked what came next - it proved impossible for me not to continue. 

I don't judge my stories by the quantity of feedback I get, but if I did, this one would be near the top of the pile. What's been fascinating, as I've written over the past few months, is how different readers respond, and where they hope the storyline will go next. For every email hopeful that Anton and Brandon would fall in love and have a happy relationship out in the open, there was another enjoying the secrecy and the power dynamic, and eager to see that become even more exaggerated.

Trying to figure out how to keep everyone - or, at least, as many people as possible - happy is definitely a challenge. More so, with a serialized story like this one, where I hear all the different opinions as I'm still figuring out the plot myself! That's what makes it fun, though, and while this may not be the exact ending everyone was individually hoping for, I'm crossing my fingers that it's satisfying nonetheless.

I'm working on new stories now, but if you're looking for something to read and you're into size differences, I think you might enjoy my books "Sloppy" and "I Knew I Was In Trouble" - they both have that fun jock/twink dynamic. Or, if secret relationships are your thing, "You Can Look" and "Same Old Bobby" each explore the upsides (and the downsides) of secretly hooking up with someone you probably shouldn't.

If you enjoyed this book, please do take a few moments to rate and review it. It genuinely helps, and is always very much appreciated.  
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