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"Dude, are you boned up right now?"

Even when he's talking normally, Chance's voice doesn't seem to have a "low" volume setting. When it's just the five of us in his brother's basement, that means he's basically a foghorn. 

"Fuck off, bro," I tell him, flipping him off. 

I mean, he's not wrong. He's just an asshole for calling me out like that.

"Lemme guess, the dick-tease sent you a photo of her wearing a wedding dress."

The guys laugh, and I kinda have to laugh along, too. Partly because they'd give me even more hell if I got uppity about this shit, but mainly because it's true. My girl's a fucking dick-tease, and I've got the blue balls to prove it.

"Fuck you, dude. It's not a fucking wedding dress."

Actually, it's her in a bra, and not even a sexy, "stole the catalog from your mom when you were 15 and super-horny" bra. Just some plain white thing, and it's a testament to just how long I've gone without sex that just the sight of it was enough to get my cock stiff.

"Dump her," Aidan suggests, just like he's suggested a thousand times already. He just shrugs, when I glare at him. "Are you gonna marry her?"

My glare becomes a scowl, because he knows the answer to that already. Just like I know it, and Chance does, and so does his brother Riley, and Harper too. In fact, the only person who seems to have missed the memo that I have no intention of putting a ring on Haley's finger, is Haley herself.

"Put the poor girl out of her misery," Harper suggests.

I'm not entirely sure whether he means dump her, or propose. The problem is, it's nearly impossible to imagine doing either.

"Twenty-two is too young to settle down," I point out, taking one last glance at the photo she sent me, then locking my phone and tossing it down on the couch. 

It'd be different, I think, if I thought Haley was bottling up all her sexual urges, waiting for us to walk down the aisle, and say vows, and then have a proper wedding night. Only I have the horrible feeling that this is about as sexy, as risqué as she'll ever get. Selfies in bras that have industrial-strength shoulder straps. 

"When did you last get laid?" Chance is giving me a look like he already knows the answer, or at least the general shape of it. 

"Fuck," I hiss, knuckling my eyes in frustration. "Too long, okay, dude? Too fucking long."

It's been more than half a year, I know that. Because Haley and I just celebrated our six month anniversary, and us getting together ago was definitely the official start of my dry spell.

"You know Kathy would spread her legs for you," Chance points out. "No questions asked."

It wouldn't be the first time, either. Though it'd be the first time I'd slept with another girl, while I was meant to be in a relationship with Haley.

"She'd find out, somehow," I say, with a grimace. Because she would. Sometimes it's like there's a secret whisper network among girls, a way for them to trade information on which guys are assholes. Even if they're not friends, and that's important because I'd definitely not class Haley and Kathy as friends.

"Sucks to be you, then," Chance crows, and then laughs when I flip him off again.

Which does nothing to make me feel better, frankly, nor do anything to address the erection currently throbbing angrily in my pants.

"We could put some porn on?" I suggest, hopefully. 

Harper snorts, but it's Aidan who speaks. "Go jerk off on your own, pervert."

I look at Chance, who - though we like to give each other shit as frequently as possible - is, I'd like to think, as close to an ally on this topic that I have. "Come on, dude, it'd be hilarious."

He gives me a look, which says he's unconvinced. "You're asking me to put porn on, in my brother's basement."

I shrug. There's part of me which is embarrassed, sure, but the part of me directly wired to my dick is needier.

Chance glances at Riley, with a knowing smirk. Then back at me. "And just what sort of porn do you think my brother has, idiot?"

I look between them, frowning at Chance's "you're a fucking dumbass" expression and Riley's grin. Then it dawns.

"Oh. Oh, yeah. Right."

Chance's brother is into dudes.

Riley winks at me. "Sorry Lincoln. I guess I'm seeing even fewer titties than you are."

There's no way not to laugh at that, and the whole room cracks up.

He's a nice guy; much nicer than Chance, quite frankly. Smarter, too, and not just because he's three years older and has had longer to get his shit together. Sometimes I think Chance could have a two decade head-start, and still not achieve half of what his brother has managed. 

The only thing Riley seems to struggle with is making friends. Which means we usually have a place to crash, in his basement, since I guess we just about suffice as placeholders for that.

One day - though I've not brought this up with Chance, or any of the others - Riley's going to find himself a boyfriend, and then I have a feeling it'll be the end of our basement hangouts.

Anyway, I can't help it, I have to squeeze myself through my sweatpants. 

"Dude!" Chance sounds genuinely outraged. "Are you seriously gonna start jacking off in my brother's house?"

Riley snorts. "Don't hold back on my account."

The look Chance gives him is so disgusted, I can't help but laugh. It's not like he's got a problem with Riley being gay - I can confidently say that none of us give a shit about it - but I guess that doesn't extend to even the vague idea of him flirting with his friends.

And of course, anything that I know gets Chance worked up and steaming mad, I can't resist.

I grab a handful of my junk, through my sweats, and shake it. Legs splayed wide on the old sectional we helped Riley drag down here last summer. "Look, he can't help having good taste," I tell Chance.

As predicted, he's not impressed. "Keep your little stub to yourself, idiot."

I pull the soft gray fabric around my crotch, gripping my dick at the base and wagging it. I don't need to look down, to know how lewdly it'll be outlined. "This 'little stub' is bigger than anything you've got."

Chance rolls his eyes, still looking unimpressed. No way to miss the way his brother is staring between my legs, though. Gaze locked on the stiff ridge of my erection.

I guess some guys might get freaked out, knowing a gay dude was checking them out, but if you ask me it's about the biggest compliment you can get. Haley treats just the idea of my dick as a dirty topic. Even Kathy - who, Chance isn't wrong in saying, would probably be happy to hook up with me, if I showed the slightest interest - would see sex as a sort of performance that you can 'win' at. If you make all the right noises, pretend wide-eyed fascination at what the guy is swinging between his thighs. 

I don't think Riley is even into me, not that way, but just from the expression on his face I can see he's curious about my cock. Not like some grudging acknowledgment, like a girl knowing that she'll need to pay my junk some attention or I'm gonna get bored and dump her, or play around. No, Riley just really likes dick, and that interest extends to all corners. Even his brother's idiot friends.

I wink at him, when he glances up at my face, wondering if he'll look bashful about getting caught staring. He doesn't, though. Just grins back, and I'm not sure whether that's meant to be shared amusement at Chance's overreaction, or some unspoken compliment about how good my erection looks.

I throb some, in my fist, as my dick decides to just take the compliment whether it was really there or not.

"You're so fuckin' uptight," I tell Chance, letting my head loll back against the beat-up arm of the couch. 

He makes a grunting noise, something like disbelief. "Because I don't want to whip my dick out and circle jerk? I think that says more about you being a pervert, dude."

"Nobody asked you to join in."

It'd be so fucking easy, just to push my hand into my sweats and start stroking. Not even to jack off properly, but fuck, just the feeling of my hand would be so damn good. I've tried to be a nice guy, and not put Haley under any pressure, but that's required some pretty frequent Lincoln-alone-time. We're talking two or three times a day.

"Oh, so we're just meant to all watch you do it."

I flash him a withering look. "Riley already said he didn't care. I don't know why you're so fuckin' worked up about this shit. It's not like I've got my dick out."

Chance has such a pissed-off expression on his face, I can't help but feel like I've won the argument. He pushes himself up, off the couch.

"I'm getting more beer."

Harper and Aidan chuckle, as he storms up the stairs to the kitchen, but Riley just smiles and shakes his head. I guess, even though we've all spent plenty of time with Chance and seen his shitty moods before, his brother knows them better than anyone. 

"I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable, dude," I tell him, and I mean it. I like Riley, he's a really nice guy. And I don't think he's got a problem with anything that's happening, but all the same, it wouldn't be the first time that I'd screwed up and missed something obvious to everyone else.

He shrugs, and pushes his hand back through his hair. It's buzzed on the sides, but longer on top, and it kinda has a habit of falling down across his forehead every so often. "Who's uncomfortable?" 

I look, pointedly, at the stairs that Chance just stomped up.

Riley laughs. "Okay, point taken. But I dunno what my little brother is getting so worked up about, on my behalf."

"Exactly," I say, grinning. "Not like you've got a problem with seeing dicks."

I can feel Aidan and Harper watching us, listening to us talk, but it's like they're background static in the room. Riley's smirk is so much more interesting right now.

"I've seen a few," he says, still sounding amused. 

"But not mine," I remind him. My hand's still loosely wrapped around my crotch, and suddenly there's a part of me which really, really wants Riley to look down again. 

He doesn't, though. "I hate to break it to you, Lincoln, but while I'm sure you're very fond of it, a dick's a dick."

I feign outrage. "Wow, rude."

Riley laughs again. 

"I'm not getting any complaints," I add.

"From who," Aidan interjects from further down the couch, "your right hand?" 

I scowl at him, but he just gives me that "you brought this on yourself, idiot" look that I know so well, now. 

"You realize you're leaking through your sweatpants, right?" Riley says, casually. 

I look down, momentarily horrified, and sure enough there's this dark patch where the head of my cock is pressed against the fabric. Precum soaking through, turning the light gray much darker. 

"Oh yeah, and why're you looking?" I fire back, automatically. 

Then my brain catches up, catching sight of his expression. Idiot, Lincoln; you know exactly why he's looking.

Riley doesn't need to say a damn thing, for me to know he's entirely aware of what I'm thinking right now.

"Chance would be furious, if he came down here and found me jerking off," I point out, grinning lopsidedly.

"My couch, my rules." Riley gives this half-shrug.

I know that Aidan and Harper are still there, are still listening. But I also know they won't say a damn thing. 

"You make it sound like I wouldn't be the first," I tell Riley.

The smirk makes me think that, while it might not be a boyfriend exactly, there's every possibility that he's getting a whole lot more action than I've been seeing in a long while.

It seems really easy, to lift my ass off the cushion so that I can shove my sweatpants down. Watching Riley, his stare still casual - interested, but not fascinated-interested; not the way I'd be if a girl was stripping off in front of me - as I kick them down my legs, and then past my socked feet.

"Dude," Harper murmurs, his voice low and ripe with disbelief.

Riley picks up the remote and, not looking, clicks on the TV. Some sports channel, teams I can't even muster the interest to glance at. He tosses the remote to where the other guys are sitting.

It's a "knock yourselves out, kids" move: a clear out for them, something to occupy their attention, while the grown-ups have their fun.

Honestly, I don't really give a fuck whether they're watching or not. When I spread my legs a little wider, it's really just to make sure Riley gets a good view between them. Right up to where my fat erection has slapped up against my shirt.

You can't ask your best friend's gay brother whether he thinks you've got a pretty dick. Or, at least, you can, but it feels kinda desperate and pathetic. 

He's looking, though. Making no disguise of it, either. And I'm hardly discouraging it, when I push my thumb at the base and lever it upright. The head all glossy and red, slicked with precum, and my balls pulled tight.

There's a challenge in his stare, an element of "well, are you just gonna sit there?" 

Maybe I should feel guilty, because Chance isn't totally wrong when he says this is kinda fucked up, but all I can think about is that wet, sticky, squelching sound as I run my hand down my cock for the first time. The way it feels, smearing all that natural lube across my palm, and how thick I feel, how heavy. Something unmistakably masculine and lewd, as I milk a tight stroke from root to tip, and squeeze a fresh bubble of gleaming pre out of my slit.

By the fifth or sixth stroke, it just feels good, and not so weird, even. 

Like, it's still strange to be laying here, legs splayed and naked from the waist down, while Riley watches me as I jerk off. Harper and Aidan are doing a good impression of two guys just watching TV, but I can see them looking across. Sly, fast little glances. I'm almost positive they're both straight, not a single thought about doing anything with another guy, but I guess the same reason this is so hot to me - that hyper-sexual, forbidden feeling - has seeped into them, too.

And so I spread my legs a little more, one half-hanging off the edge of the couch, now, and tug gently on my balls some. Y'know, the sort of shit I wish Haley would do, if she ever pulled that stick out of her ass and decided it wouldn't be a mortal sin to give me one measly hand-job. Even though I know, well, fuck, no girl can do it to you quite like you know how to do it yourself. That's just reality: it's your body, your junk. A guy knows what a guy likes, right?

From the expression on Riley's face, right now he likes watching me play with myself. 

I grin back at him, pleased somehow that he's not treating this like Aiden and Harper are. That it's not some surreptitious, forbidden thing for him: he's happy to just sit there, across the room, while another dude strokes. I've never really talked to him about guys, though I figured he must be getting some action. You don't have to be gay to see he's a catch; the family resemblance between him and Chance is there, but Riley looks more mature with it. Like the three years difference have given his features time to solidify, get more confident. His brother still has that boyish edge; he gets pissed when girls say he's cute, though I know he'll happily take advantage of that opinion.

My dick makes a fun, sloppy sound as I slap it against my palm. My hands are as greasy as my shaft is, now, and I can't remember the last time I was pumping out this much pre. 

It's loud, too, as I give in and start stroking again. I mean, obviously I'm close to the action, but I'm pretty sure Riley, and Aiden, and Harper can hear me jerking myself. Even over the noise of the TV.

"Are you fuckin' kidding me?"

Yeah, Chance is pissed.

Standing at the bottom of the stairs, a six-pack in his hand, but the bottles forgotten. Too busy staring, open-mouthed and wide-eyed in disbelief, at where I'm going to town on my dong over on his brother's couch. 

"What the actual fuck, Lincoln?"

There's something in his tone that says he wants an actual explanation, for me to put into words exactly what he's just stumbled into. Problem is, I can only imagine that he'd be even more angry, if I explained that what you see is what you get: I was horny, so I got my dick out and started jacking it.

Riley holds out a hand. "You're letting the beer get warm."

For a moment, his brother just goggles at him. Like he's opened his mouth, and a completely different language has come spilling out. Frozen there, until Riley opens and closes his fingers, pointedly, a few times.

Chance stomps over, and practically slaps a bottle into Riley's hand. The glare he's giving him looks enough to kill.

Riley pops the cap off. "What're you looking at me like that for?"

Slamming down the rest of the drinks on the beat-up coffee table, Chance throws a pointed look my way. "Are you telling me you're okay with this shit?" 

It'd be rude, to interrupt what's clearly a family matter, I decide. So I just keep stroking instead. 

"When did you get so uptight?" Riley doesn't sound so much amused, as bored with his brother's attitude.

"It's not 'uptight' to not want to watch some guy jacking off in the middle of the room."

Riley flashes me a look, as if to say "some people, right?"

I grin back, a little goofily because it feels really good to swirl my palm around the head of my dick. Like I'm polishing a pool ball, the rough parts of my hand adding a very-nearly-too-much friction that has my ass clenching.

"So don't watch him," Riley suggests.

Neither of them are looking my way right now, but I know they must be able to hear the slap-slap-slap of my sticky fist.

Chance looks like he's torn between storming out of the room, or throwing himself down on the couch like a moody kid. Like, it's so close, I wouldn't want to risk a bet on it, either way. Well, not until Riley puts his finger on the scale.

"It's not like you don't do it," he says to his brother.

Chance opens and closes his mouth a few times, apparently lost for words. It's because of that silence that I can hear Aidan snort in amusement from the other side of the room. 

Honestly, I almost forgot that he and Harper were there, what with the drama going on in front of me, and how good it feels to stroke. Aidan shoots a glance my way, expression unreadable, but I can see his eyes dip to check out how I'm playing with myself. 

"Dude, shut up!" Chance apparently found his voice, though I can't say it's the most imaginative response.

It's not effective, either. "Mom used to say your sheets were stiff as cardboard, didn't she?" Riley says it so plainly, but you can just hear the smirk in his tone. Like he knows, with zero doubt, that this is the perfect way to wind his younger brother up.

"Dude!" Chance has to know he's being played, but maybe that doesn't matter, or maybe the knowledge of it isn't sufficient to actually diffuse his reaction. "Shut the hell up!"

"You almost burned through the college fund, all the extra laundry detergent she had to buy," Riley adds.

"You didn't fucking go to college." The words grate out of Chance, like he's in physical discomfort. 

His older brother glances up at him. "No, and you never stopped jacking off, so lose the fucking prissy attitude and sit your ass down, idiot."

With a hiss of frustration, Chance sits his ass down. Reaches for a beer.

"I just don't want to see his spotty ass beating off in front of me," he grumbles, after taking a gulp.

Riley leans over, to turn his brother's head. Two fingers pushing at his cheek, angling him to look at the TV. "So don't look."

There's a part of me that wants to defend my ass, point out that it's not actually spotty, but it doesn't feel like the best time. 

His brother might not be happy, but that doesn't seem to have spoiled Riley's mood. Or, at least, not put him off watching what I'm doing. Just casually staring at me, sipping from his bottle. He has this real laid-back expression, like it's not actually all that weird for him to have some guy stripped from the waist down, playing with his cock while a football game runs on the TV. Something about that makes me want to impress him even more.

I easy myself down a little further, leaning against the arm of the couch. Hips tilting up, pushing my cock higher; my legs spreading slightly wider. Small movements, really, but there's no mistaking that I'm trying to give Riley a better view.

Actually, not just Riley. Though the fact that Chance apparently can't help glancing around, like he still can't quite believe I'm doing this shit, is something out of my control.

"Please tell me you're not getting off on this," he whines to his brother.

Riley chuckles. "I'm gay, and Lincoln's cute. What do you think?"

"Oh, come on." 

Chance's frustration is, I think, maybe more to do with the fact that this screws up the familiar dynamic, than anything else. Stops it from being just five buddies hanging out, or at least threatens to make it something more than that.

I can't exactly say I hate hearing that Riley reckons I'm cute, though. I mean, from a guy or a girl, who doesn't want to be told that?

"It's just... weird." Chance keeps grumbling, but he keeps up with the little looks my way, too. I'm trying not to let it show that I've noticed, though, because I'm pretty sure he'll explode again if he thinks I've clocked him. And frankly, the only exploding I want this evening is from my dick.

"You must've done this shit when you were kids, or something," Riley says. 

"No," his brother says, frostily. 

Aidan's snort is quiet, but still audible.

Chance glares at him. "Fine. One time. But just that one sleepover."

I can't stop my frown, even though the feelings radiating out from my crotch are really rather lovely, because I'm pretty sure I'd remember a sleepover where we jerked off at the same time. And yet I don't, which clearly means I wasn't invited.

"What the hell? When was that?" 

Chance gives me a withering look. "I'm not having a conversation with you, while you're playing with your dick."

It's difficult, because who wants to stop stroking when they're in the middle of it, but I lift both hands up. Hold them there, slick-palms outward, as if to show that I plan to give him my full attention.

Chance looks down, to where I know my cock is throbbing with a sort of "what the fuck, play with me!" urgency, then rolls his eyes. "You're ridiculous."

"So, this one time sleepover?" I prompt, refusing to be distracted.

Maybe it's the fact that I'm naked from the waist down and still drooling precum. Maybe it's his older brother sat next to him, with an expression of what I can only describe as amused curiosity. Or maybe my buddy is just so fucking uptight, there's no circumstance in which he'd be happy discussing this stuff.

"For fuck's sake," Aidan says, from across the room. Not even turning around from the screen. "We were fifteen; it was, like, some gross old 'Playboyl' magazine or something; the three of us jerked off, and then Chance got all self-conscious and said we could never talk about it ever again."

Chance's face is beet-red. Riley looks like he's about to bust out laughing.

I marshal my face, into as close to a serious expression as I can manage. "I can't believe I wasn't invited to witness your first ever orgasm."

His eyes narrow. "Go fuck yourself, Lincoln."

Riley apparently can't keep the snort in any longer. 

I tilt my hips, on the couch. Flopping my erection from side to side. "We can recreate it now," I suggest, "that glorious moment when you first drained your balls. Riley, you must have at least one 'Playboy' around, right? Just to read the articles."

Looking at his brother - and the twist of furious disgust on his face - is apparently too much of a risk, if Riley wants to keep from laughing. He gives me an exaggerated, apologetic shrug instead. "Sorry, dude. I think I put them all in the recycling."

"You both think you're so fucking funny, don't you," Chance spits. 

"Horny," I correct. "So fucking horny."

"We're not all fucking exhibitionists, Lincoln."

I nod, like he's talking perfect sense. "If you've got a tiny dick, it's okay, dude. We're not gonna judge you."

It's an outraged grunt, one that suggests Chance is wishing he and I had never sat down next to each other in kindergarten, and ended up friends ever since. 

"Average, I reckon," Aidan calls out, still not turning around. 

"I was fucking fifteen!" 

It's tough to keep my face placid, given how easily triggered he is. After all these years, Chance still hasn't figured out that getting wound up only makes him a better target. 

"Right, so an extra inch a year makes, what..." I make a thoughtful expression, then widen my eyes. "Dude, whip that footlong out and put us all to shame, already."

Chance pushes himself up, only to have Riley grab his arm and tug him back down onto the couch.

"Are you ever gonna learn that he just wants to provoke you?" Riley says, tiredly. 

"Hey!" A yelp, like I can't believe he'd betray me like that.

Riley winks. "Sorry Lincoln. What's the saying, 'bros before himbos'?"

"Am I a 'himbo'?" It's not an entirely unpleasant accusation, I decide. 

"You're certainly something," Riley says, looking me up and down conspicuously. 

There's something about the way he stares that makes my cock throb. I doubt he missed it, either.

"If you two are quite finished flirting," Chance says, icily. 

I'm not sure I'd call it that, but Riley isn't protesting and he's cooler than his brother. 

"I wouldn't dare steal him away from Haley, anyway."

Oh yeah, Haley. I know I was meant to be thinking about my girlfriend, but somehow it got more exciting to have Riley's eyes on me. Partly that's because he's not claiming me getting boned up is disgusting, and disrespectful, and something that'll only be grudgingly accommodated after we get married. 

It's been six fucking months, very nearly seven, so my dick kinda belches out this fresh bubble of precum at even just the idea of sex. Still, I can't say the concept of a once-per-week missionary fuck with the lights off is thrilling.

I bet Riley wouldn't put up with once-a-week sex in the dark.

"What kinda guys are you into, then?" I ask him, because suddenly it feels a whole lot more exciting to live vicariously through his life, compared to how mine is shaping up.

Riley ignores his brother's snort of displeasure. "You trying to hook me up with someone, Lincoln?" 

I shrug. I'm not sure when, exactly, my hand found my dick again, but I realize I'm stroking myself. Not so much jerking to get off, but just rubbing the fresh trickles of slime along my hard shaft. "Just asking."

He nods, thoughtfully. "I like all types. But you can't really go wrong with muscles, a cute face, a cocky attitude, and a big dick."

"Dude!" 

Chance clearly doesn't want to hear all this shit, though I'm more intrigued by Harper's snort and the way he nudges Aidan in the ribs. 

"You just described Lincoln," he says, flashing me a pointed look.

I wag my cock at him, appreciating the compliment. Expecting him to roll his eyes, like Chance would, only he winks instead.

"I already said Lincoln's cute," Riley reminds us. 

There's something about being objectified by him that makes me just want to flail at my dick. I bet, if I focused and if he kept staring, I could get off in under sixty seconds.

"No." The word comes out of Chance like a bullet. "You're not hooking up with one of my friends."

I want to laugh, to point out how ridiculous that would be - more ridiculous, even, than me being half-naked and jerking off with the rest of them in the room - but Riley speaks first.

"I'm not sure that's down to you, is it?"

The look Chance is giving him, I know it so damn well. Like he could explode, start shouting and cursing, or he could go cold as ice. Shutters slam down. A 50/50 chance, toss a coin for it.

"Fine. Whatever." He looks away, at the TV. "I don't fucking care."

It's so obvious he fucking cares.

Not that that's the thing I'm really focusing on right now. Not with the smirk curling on Riley's face. It's not aimed at me, not at first. It's only when he turns, and I shiver under the weight of that long, flowing stare, that I feel it like a sucker-punch.

"What do you say, Lincoln?"

And it's ridiculous, so fucking ridiculous, that I don't say no. That I watch him as he stands, and hold my arm out. Let myself be pulled up - some part of my brain conscious of the fact that Riley is holding my hand, and that's covered with sweat and precum - as Chance stares at the game with an intensity that feels like it could burn holes in the screen. Aidan and Harper casting these quick, nervous glances over at me. 

Riley squeezes my hand, dragging my attention to him. All I can see is his stare and his smirk.

He leads me up the basement stairs.
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Chapter Two
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I've been in this house so many times, and yet never like this. Never naked from the waist down; never hard, my cock practically bobbing as I follow Riley down the hallway. Past the open bathroom door, and the guest bedroom I know Chance has slept in so many times. When things with him and his dad get too difficult, too tense.

I've not been in Riley's room, though. This is new.

He pushes the door closed, and the silence competes in my ears with the slam of my heartbeat.

I watch him, wide-eyed. My greasy, sticky fists clenched, arms hanging. Still half in disbelief, that I left most of my clothes downstairs. That I'm standing here, in Riley's bedroom, in nothing but a t-shirt and my socks.

He sits on the edge of the bed, and casts an appraising look across me. Suddenly, away from the basement, he seems more serious. More sober.

"You look terrified."

I probably do. I must be breathing, because I haven't blacked out on the carpet, and yet it doesn't feel like any part of my body is moving.

"We don't actually have to do anything," Riley adds. Still in that controlled, measured tone. 

"But..."

He makes a face. "My brother can be a brat. It's fun to wind him up, sometimes." A sly glance, my way. "But I don't need to tell you that, do I."

I shrug. It was an accusation, but a conspiratorial one. I guess we're the two people who tease Chance the most, out of everyone in his life. Then again, we're probably the two who have the most brotherly love for him, too. Literally and metaphorically, of course.

"So you don't want to..."

I don't even know what I'm asking. Part of me wants to look down, to check if it really is true: I'm standing in front of Riley with my hard dick jutting out and slick with precum. Somehow, not seeing it means I can deny that particular reality. Even if I know that, for all my nerves, I'm painfully stiff.

Riley doesn't seem to have the same compunction. My skin prickles, under the intensity of his dredging stare. 

"I was assuming it was you that didn't want to, Lincoln."

Oh, right. I'm the straight guy, here.

"But you... you would."

I don't know why it feels so important, that I hear it. The words from his mouth, I mean.

He leans back, arms outstretched behind him. Looking up at me with this appraising expression; like he can hear the words in my head just as clearly as those that come from my mouth. 

"Does it turn you on, knowing I'm attracted to you?"

Now I can't help but glance down. My cock looks so fucking fat, pushing out from under the hem of my shirt.

"Of course, that's because of Haley," Riley suggests. 

He's grinning again, when I look up. 

It was, at first. It really was. That dumb fucking photo she sent, a bra that managed to be less sexy than had she been fully dressed. And maybe it's because I'm starved of sex, or perhaps my brain is just programmed to see something like that and extrapolate - to picture unfastening the hooks, pressing my face to her chest, and the feel of her nipples stiffening between my lips - but it was enough, regardless. My dick doing what my dick always does, getting stiff and needy.

I didn't really understand why it was still doing that, when the thoughts stopped being about Haley's photo, and to Riley's gaze instead. 

There are lots of things I could say, should say. Things I should explain. 

"Do you really think I'm cute?" I ask him, instead.

Riley laughs. "What's not to like?"

There's that feeling again, that kernel of heat in the depths of my chest. The one which tells me I should quit, while I'm ahead.

"That wasn't an answer."

It's like he's trying to decide whether to call me out, for being an egotist, or quite how honest he really wants to be. 

Riley sighs. "Of course I think you're cute, Lincoln."

"What would you do? I mean, if I was a guy you were..." 

"Hooking up with?" He grins, at my jerky nod. "So many questions, tonight."

I shrug, still watching him.

He tips his head to one side. "Blow you. Get blown by you. Eat your ass, if you were down for that." The list presented so matter-of-factly, like it's groceries. "Probably one of us would get fucked."

He's got to have heard me swallowing, just then. 

"If you were a guy I was hooking up with, of course," Riley adds. "Like you said."

It's been so fucking long since I've had my dick sucked. And no girl has even touched my ass, never mind eaten it. 

"I'm not..." I frown. It feels ridiculous to say the words out loud, even more ridiculous than being stood here, dripping precum onto Riley's bedroom carpet. Knowing his brother, my friend, is seething downstairs in the basement. "I'm not gay."

His eyebrow lifts. "Hence why I'm not sucking your dick."

There's a knot of frustration, lodged in my throat. I don't even know what I want him to say, really.

No, that's not true. I know; I want him to suggest the things I'm too embarrassed to ask for.

"Are you good at sucking dick?"

There's a non-zero chance he'll laugh at me, or get all outraged at such a question, and I think in either case I'd burn up in a sort of fiery shame. 

He doesn't, though. Just licks his lips, then flashes me this big, knowing smile.

"I'm fucking excellent at sucking dick," Riley tells me.

I'm shuffling forward before I realize it. Body on autopilot, some distant part of my brain noticing how he spreads his thighs wider so that I can stand between them. The cool of his fingertips as he holds my hips; a gentle grip, like Riley isn't even worried that I might bolt away, and I can't help but think I ought to be offended that he's decided I'm such a foregone-conclusion. 

"You've got a really pretty cock, Lincoln," he tells me, and I'm still taking a breath to respond when he eases my swollen head between his lips.

And that's not fair, quite frankly, because there's zero fucking way I can formulate words, now.

He's gentle, just swirling his tongue around my tip, and now I know what his hands were for, why he took hold of me. Nothing at all to do with me pulling away, but to stop me from thrusting my hips forward as he teases me now, because even just a few seconds of pleasure leaves me desperate for more.

His mouth is wet, and soft, and carefully sucking, and I should probably be worked up that it's a guy whose tongue is tracing the thick, flared ridge of my cockhead while I drool precum like a leaky faucet. Only it's tough to feel upset about that, when he's lapping so keenly across my tender, hyper-sensitive flesh, and I'm having to grit my teeth to keep from shouting out.

I squeak, instead, as Riley bobs further down onto me. Half my shaft in him, now, his lips taut around me. His tongue still eager, pressing my tip against the grooved roof of his mouth. An unexpected massage that's almost as much sweet torture as pleasure.

I want to grab his head, to steady myself more than anything, but I don't know what the rules are, here. Standing up and getting my dick slobbered on should feel powerful, like I'm in control, but there's something about the way Riley does it that inverts the roles. Reminds me - with each near-buckling of my knees, and every moment I have to bite my cheek to keep from crying out - that suddenly I'm solely dependent on him for these intense, incredible feelings. A dumb cock, and the dumb guy it's attached to, and if he wants to overwhelm us both with his lips, and tongue, and teeth, then there's nothing we can do but squirm, pant, beg.

His lips just brush the fat root of my prick, my head nudging with indecent promise at the tightness of his throat, when he pulls off me. Leaving my dick bobbing and slick, and it's beyond me to keep from whining in frustration.

Riley smirks up at me, with wet lips. "Anybody ever told you that you taste pretty good?"

I can feel myself blushing. No, nobody's ever said that to me before, and had they I'd probably laugh, or say that was disgusting. Whereas hearing it from Riley makes me feel like a puppy-dog, all wagging tail and eagerness to please.

He chuckles at my reaction, then pats my thigh. "Spread your legs more."

I swallow, because I remember what he said. About his usual wish-list for hookups; about how ass stuff would be on the menu. I'm not sure I can handle Riley putting his fingers in my butt.

Maybe the fear is visible, or maybe he just guesses what my first reaction would be. Riley rolls his eyes, like I'm ridiculous. 

"I just want to play with your balls, Lincoln. Don't get all Neanderthal on me."

It doesn't seem the right time to tell him that my concern wasn't that it'd feel bad, but that him touching me back there would be too good. That I'd discover - just like with the blow job - that I'd been missing out on something incredible. Settling for second-best, or for nothing at all.

So I spread my thighs a little wider, instead of talking, and then groan as his deft fingers wrap around my balls. 

It's a reminder, an unmistakable one, a dizzying one, that everything's connected down there. Riley pulling down on my nuts, bringing my leaky tip in line with his lips, and then squeezing them more firmly as they try to pull up when he loops his tongue in slow, teasing circles around my cockhead. Joining the dots between the most sensitive parts of my body.

Not like I haven't played with my balls before, tugged on them a little while I jerked off, but Riley's expert hand and mouth are another level. Conjuring a thick miasma of lust that fills my brain; when I look down at him - my mouth lolling open and eyes hooded - it's almost like there's a smile there, despite how taut his are around me. 

I'm drooling, I realize, as I see the stains of it dark against my shirt. Suddenly mortified at just how far gone even this few minutes of relief have pushed me.

A wink, and then Riley's suddenly driving forward, and it's the tight squeeze of his gullet around me. Too much, too soon, too unbelievable. My whole cock sleeved in him, his lips pressed against my skin as his hand practically kneads my balls. Stretching them down, the skin taut, and I know it should be uncomfortable but right now it's the only thing stopping me from blasting down his throat as I teeter on the precipice of my orgasm.

And then, just as quickly, he pulls off me again. Gasping, chin sticky with drool. Nudging his face against my slick shaft, rubbing his cheeks on me, as though he wants to mark himself with my fuck-scent. Something urgent and animal there, a crack in the self-possessed shell I associate with Chance's brother.

There's a flash of something in my chest, something close to pride. At knowing it's me, my body, that has granted me this glimpse of a different Riley. 

The knock on the bedroom door makes me jolt in shock. No, not a knock, a hammering. The sound of someone angry.

I look down, knowing the surprise has to be clear on my face. 

Riley just rolls his eyes, as he pushes himself to his feet. Up close to me, so close it would only take a little shove of my hips to have the slick head of my dick brushing against his jeans. 

There's spit and precum all across his face, an unmistakable sign of what we've been doing in here. Just when I think he's going to step away, Riley reaches down and pulls up the hem of my t-shirt. Ducks his head, so that he can wipe himself on the cotton.

"H-hey," I manage to stutter out, a meager protest. 

He winks at me, as he lets the streaked fabric drop again. 

"What?" Louder, an invitation to come in, but a bored-sounding one. 

The door shoves open.

Chance looks like he's about to burn up in outraged indignation. His arms hanging, fists clenched at his sides; eyes flitting around the room, as if he daren't let his gaze settle. Just in case, perhaps, he can see something that he'll never forget. 

Riley flashes a look my way, one which says "this fuckin' idiot, right?"

"What?" 

Chance's lips tighten, and it takes a moment before he can even speak. "You made your joke. Ha ha, very funny. That's enough, now, though."

"And what's the 'joke'?" Riley's tone is positively frosty.

"You and him." Chance jerks his chin at me, though it's clear he doesn't want to actually look at me properly. 

Probably because my erection is - despite everything - still hanging around, hoping the arguments stop so that the blowjobs can resume.

"With all due respect, little brother..."

I bite my lip, trying not to smirk, because it's really fucking clear that the "due respect" here amounts to "absolutely zero."

"...I don't think that's any of your fucking business, is it?"

Chance gives me another sour glance. "He's my friend."

"Whose house is this?" Riley fires back.

"Yours."

"And whose basement have you been treating like a social club, and whose beer have you been drinking?" 

Chance's jaw works, angrily. "Yours."

"Right." Riley crosses his arms. "And whose decision is it, which guys I look at, or hook up with?" 

They're talking about me like I'm an object, a piece of meat, and I can't say it's making me any less hard right now.

"Yours." Chance says it like the word is painful to get out; like it has thorns that are sticking in his craw. "But Lincoln isn't even into dudes!"

Riley looks at me, then down at my dick. Back at his brother, an eyebrow raised. "Sounds to me that's something for Lincoln to decide, not his best friend."

I can see how that winds Chance up even more. The implication that he might've been a less-than-decent buddy leaving him bristling. 

"Just... just come back down. Watch the game."

It's about as close as my friend comes to an apology, which he fucking hates making. 

Riley, though, isn't inclined to let his younger brother off the hook so easy. "And if Lincoln wants to jerk off, down there?"

Chance's jaw clenches. "Your couch, your rules."

"And if I want to watch him do it?" 

Chance's eyes flit down, just briefly, to my crotch. I have no idea if he even possesses the imagination, right now, to wonder whether his brother and I were doing something just as he hammered on the bedroom door. 

"Your couch, your rules," he grates out. 

Riley turns to me. "You wanna watch the game, Lincoln?" 

I swallow, because the way he's looking at me makes it very, very clear that it's not whatever sport's on the big screen that Riley's interested in watching down there. And that's as terrifying as it is flattering.

I nod anyway.

He gestures for me to follow his brother, and I do, then find myself wondering if Riley's looking at my ass as I walk in front of him. Glance over my shoulder, and am rewarded with the almost-guilty jerk of his head back up to meet my eye.

Riley shrugs, grinning, as if I'd have been a fool to expect anything more from him. 

It's impossible not to smile back at him.

"Christ, Lincoln, does that thing ever go down?" Aidan sounds amused. 

Him and Harper are in the same spots as when Riley and I left, the football still playing on the TV. Harper's giving me and Riley this curious look, like he half wants to ask what the hell happened. 

I'm kinda hoping he doesn't ask, because then I'd have to put into words what was going through my brain. As well as try to decide just how much further I'd have gone, too.

I wag my hips, instead, setting my dick flopping around. "It's called being naturally virile," I tell Aidan, laughing.

Chance snorts. "A natural pervert, more like." He rolls his eyes, at his brother's pointed look. "I'm not complaining, you know it's fucking true."

Yeah, and Riley knows a lot more than that, too. Like how I taste, and how my nuts try to drag themselves into my body when I'm getting close to spewing.

I flop down, sideways on the beat-up sectional, then watch Chance's nostrils flare as his brother sits down close to me. Near enough that I'd only have to uncross my legs, and they'd be laying across Riley's lap. 

For a few minutes, though, it really does seem like we are just gonna watch the game. Even Riley's eyes are on the screen, though I can tell by how his lips quirk around the beer bottle that he knows I'm shooting these darting little glances at him every so often. 

My cock isn't quite so rampant-teenage-boy hard any more, but it's far from soft. Laying, heavy and thick, across my thigh. The other guys are cheering and fist-pumping, when whatever team they're supporting tonight scores, when Riley stares at my crotch and licks his lips. Suddenly, I'm rigid again. 

His house, his rules.

Casually, I stretch my legs out. Riley's thighs feel warm, even through the denim, under my calves. 

I want him to reach across, to slip his fingers around my cock and stroke me. Fuck, I want him to lean over and start sucking me again: the memory of how incredible it felt, his tongue swarming urgently around my swollen tip, is already getting me leaky again. But Riley seems content to just sit there, and it's not like I can ask him to blow me.

Well, I could, but then there'd be no fighting Chance's pervert accusations. 

It's a consolation prize, then, to ease my own fist around my shaft and rub myself, slowly. A consolation which still feels pretty fucking epic, mind, as does Riley's head turning so that it's clear he's watching me, now, and not the game. 

I squeeze a little tighter, and we both watch the way it makes my cockhead bloat even fatter. Who knows: maybe I can lure Riley down into my lap, by making my dick impossible to resist. 

The idea of it makes me snort, just softly, but it's enough to get Harper looking over. And when his head turns, that makes Chance and Aidan look around, too. 

"You're an addict, dude," Aidan says, though he sounds amused rather than disgusted.

Chance just makes a face, having seemingly taken his brother's scolding to heart. He leans forward, setting down his empty bottle. "You're out of beer."

Riley grunts. "What a surprise. I wonder where it could've all gone."

Considering there are now four empties in front of Chance, he wisely decides not to snark back. Then again, it's not like any of us are particularly prone to abstention when we're at Riley's place. Periodically - when I haven't spent all my cash on taking Haley out for dinner, or any of the other dozens of things which are expected of a dutiful boyfriend - I'll leave twenty bucks or something on the kitchen counter. Just so it doesn't feel quite so much like we're all freeloaders. 

"My wallet's upstairs," Riley says. Apparently he's under no confusion as to who'll be restocking the refrigerator, either. 

His brother makes an unimpressed noise. "Oh, so I'm going, am I?"

"Are you offering to pay, instead?" 

Chance is broke, and everyone in the room knows that. Hell, he was grumbling about it earlier, before Haley sent me that dumb photo.

He pushes himself up, then gives me a pointed look. "You coming with me?" 

I flash him a big, toothy grin. "I think I'll hang out here."

Chance narrows his eyes. Just when I think he's going to snap at me, Aidan stands. 

"Fine, we'll walk with you." He drags Harper to his feet, too.

The liquor store is a few blocks away. Quick to drive, but years of "buzzed driving is drunk driving" reminders mean they'll be walking. Anyway, Chance is probably too cheap to use up his gas.

The basement seems a lot quieter, with them gone. Just the game announcers still chattering about nothing.

"Mute that shit, will you?" Riley sounds casual, so I guess it's only me whose heart is hammering fit to burst.

It still feels epically strange to be naked from the waist down, while he watches me retrieve the remote from the other end of the sectional. When I turn around, Riley makes no disguising of the fact that he was staring at my bare ass. 

I could sit down again, I could even pull my pants on. But something in me says I need permission, first. 

And so I stand there, a pace or two in front of him. Trying to make it look like I'm relaxed, even though my dick is back to throbbing and my palms are getting sweaty. I want to wipe them on my shirt, but then it'd be even more obvious what sort of mental state I'm in.

I really, really want Riley to suck me again. 

He looks up at me, from his sprawl on the couch. Watching me fight the urge to beg him to touch me.

"Take your shirt off."

I reach for the hem, pause. "Are you gonna, too?"

Riley's eyebrow lifts. "Do you want me to?"

I shrug, feeling awkward, because I can understand his surprise. What does the straight guy care, if the gay guy is clothed or not?

"Just feels fair," I hedge. I'm not sorry for the moment of my face being covered, as I tug the t-shirt over my head. I don't think I could handle seeing him laugh at me.

He's not laughing, though, when I toss the spit-soaked fabric to the side. Is pulling off his own shirt, in fact, Riley's torso on the slim side but lean muscle with it. A layer of close-cropped fur across his chest, snaking down to the treasure trail disappearing into his jeans.

"And should I take these off, too?" His hand resting on his belt, expression curious.

The fucker is going to make me ask for it. 

I can't say the words, though, can't bring myself to. Nod, instead, hoping he'll take pity on me. And maybe Riley is horny, too; maybe he's just as eager, but better at hiding it. Because that nod is enough to have him unfastening his jeans, and lifting his hips, and shoving them down until he can kick them off and away.

He's hard, in white trunks, and I'm not sure whether I want to close my eyes and pretend I didn't see, or ask him to take his underwear off as well. 

Riley pushes himself back, further up the couch. The distance makes me feel even more observed, as though - rather than splitting my body into sections, each viewed close-up - he can see the whole of me, now. Judge whether or not this latest conquest passes muster. 

I'm shocked by how much I want his verdict to be positive. 

"Come here, Lincoln."

I follow him, on my knees. My obedience apparently a foregone conclusion for both of us; no surprise on Riley's face, just anticipation, as I straddle his outstretched thighs.

"You know you can say no, right?" 

I'm tempted to laugh, to point out what a ridiculous statement that is. To remind him that his fingers are already wrapping around my shaft, my cock the hardest I can ever remember it being; to point out that, almost from the moment I kicked off my sweatpants and spread my legs for him to better see me, I was locking myself into a trajectory I couldn't understand.

It's not about age, or being gay or not, or having experience or even just the imagination to fill in for inexperience, I want to tell him. It's about having faith in yourself, in your ability to go to the brink and then reel yourself back in from that: to try something new, and incredible, but also maintain that core sense of self. 

I'm scared, I want to tell Riley, because I already know whatever he deigns to do with me, tonight, is going to feel epic. And I'm not sure I'll be able to compartmentalize that, the way I think he can.

"I know," I say, instead. Because I wouldn't have the right words at the very best of times, at my most focused, and fuck, I'm so far away from that now.

He's stroking me, just slowly. A tight grip, milking out precum to ooze down his fist and dangle, in glistening cords, all the way to his bare skin.

"You ever taste yourself?" 

I shake my head, my eyes wide. 

It's a firmer squeeze, a more purposeful one. Like he's eager to gather up as much of my cock-drool as he can.

I stare, almost cross-eyed, at the hand presented inches in front of my mouth. 

"Try it," Riley says, softly. "You might just like it."

The voice in my head is already congratulating myself, for saying - politely, firmly - no, thank you, I'm not into that, even as I lick across his finger. The sweet-sharp taste of myself flooding my mouth, musky and somehow intensely familiar, and then suddenly it's like I'm ravenous, desperate. Lapping across his hand, along each digit, as Riley turns his wrist to expose new, slick flesh to my tongue.

I'm panting, when he pulls his arm back. Brain feeling like it's spinning in my skull, my heartbeat thundering. 

It's my own spit lubing his stroking, now, and the splay of my legs makes it easier for him to reach between them. To toy with my balls as he gropes at me, not so much a handjob as simple, curious exploration. As if, now that I've shown I'm willing to try something new, Riley's busy considering just which part of my own body he can introduce me to next.

"I don't think I've ever known you this quiet, Lincoln," he muses, as he fondles me. Looks up, from his eager handiwork, to flash me an amused expression, but only for a moment. Attention drawn back down, and there's something flattering about that; a reminder that, for all I project cool nonchalance onto him, Riley is flesh and blood, too. Turned on, by what we're doing, and if I ever doubted that, then the growing wet spot where the tip of his dick strains in his underwear would reassure me.

"I'm..." I don't know how that sentence ends.

Riley nods. "Do you like it?" 

"Yes."

"Does it feel good?"

"Yes."

"Do you want to keep going?" 

"Y-yes."

He looks up, stare intent. A gaze so sharp, no prey animal could look away.

"Do you wish my brother was here, watching you? All your friends? Seeing you get your dick stroked, and sucked, and your ass played with?"

I can hear myself panting, even past the ringing in my ears. The skin on my back prickling, as if from three sets of eyes watching me from across the room. Chance, Aidan, Harper, all recognizing my absolute complicity. 

"I... I don't know."

"You don't know about being watched?" Riley presses. "Or about me playing with your ass?"

What would it feel like, to know they were standing there, watching, as he eased his long forefinger into my hole? To know that Chance was seeing me lose that innocence, feel those sensations for the very first time, at the hands of his own brother?

"It was so fucking hot, watching you jack off while they were all doing their usual bullshit," Riley says. "I was biting my tongue, wanting to tell you how to touch yourself next."

The idea of it, of my hands reacting with mindless obedience as he fed me instructions, makes me shudder. A thrill I don't fully understand.

His fingers are stroking behind my balls, toying with that soft strip of super-sensitive flesh that I like to rub as I'm jerking. The memory of that making it easier, somehow, to reach back and - a hand on each cheek - spread my ass.

Riley looks up at me, expression pleased and sly.

I gasp when his fingertip brushes across my hole. So light, I could almost question whether I even felt it, but the way my cock just twitched is confirmation enough. Riley still watching my face as he strokes me again, and I know I must be giving him the most wide-eyed, shocked look possible, but nothing has prepared me for how good it feels.

His fingertip circles around my tight, flinching muscle. The rough pad pulling and scraping at tender skin.

I'm pushing my ass back against his hand, before I even realize it.

Ass still spread wide, hips driving against his teasing fingers. Ignoring the way thick, glossy dribbles of precum are slopping onto his forearm as he reaches under me; my cock not quite forgotten, but too much for me to focus on, what with the riot of sensations radiating out from between my cheeks.

"You like that, Lincoln?"

I nod, the motion jerky. Grunt, though the sound is shaky.

"Tell me what you like," Riley pushes.

It takes real effort to find the words; more, to force my mouth to shape them into reality. Physiology and embarrassment conspiring. 

"Uh... I like... I like you touching me."

Riley licks his lips. He's alternating, now, circling round my hole and then swiping across it. The rasp of his fingertip putting all manner of possibilities front and center in my brain. "Where do you like me touching you?" 

My face is burning up, but I also know I can't afford to stay vague. Not if that risks him deciding to stop what he's doing.

"I like you... you touching my ass."

"Go on..."

I swallow, my throat feeling thick. "Your fingers, on my hole," I manage to grate out. "It feels... so good."

He nods, approvingly. "You want it to feel better, Lincoln?"

My nod is the epitome of desperation. 

"If you want it, you've got to ask for it."

It's not fair, demanding cogent thoughts and organized sentences from me. I shove my hips back, but Riley simply moves his hands with my ass, keeping up that tauntingly light pressure.

"Come on, dude," I hiss, in frustration. "Just do it."

That fucking raised eyebrow again, like I'm a constant source of surprise to him. 

"It sounds like you're asking me to finger your ass, Lincoln?"

Honestly, I wasn't even sure I was. Hadn't put into thoughts, into words, what my ambitions here were. Only knowing that what he was doing with his hands could only be the tip of the iceberg.

"Please..."

He's tapping on me, now. A soft, rhythmic pattering, right on my tight little hole. 

"Please, what?"

I want to scream. "Please, finger me."

For a moment, I wonder if he's heard me. If I only said those mortifying words in my head, because Riley's pulling his hand away. 

And then I feel it corkscrew around the sloppy, dripping head of my dick, and I realize what's coming next.

His fingertip is slick, when it presses at me a moment later. None of the friction of before, as Riley eases it around my muscle. I hold my breath, as I feel the pressure rise. 

The air rushes out of me, as his fingertip digs in. A gasp, of shock, of uncertainty at a feeling so indescribably new. 

"More?" 

His voice is low, goading. 

I nod, frantic. "Come on..."

Riley chuckles, as he drives the full length of his finger into me. 

There's a thickness to the noise that comes from me, a wetness. The sound that comes from surprise, and disbelief, because I know how big his hands are and yet my ass feels impossibly full. 

I want, suddenly, overwhelmingly, to jerk off. Knowing, instinctively, how good it would feel to simply flail at my cock, my fist a blur, while Riley strokes my insides. 

"I wanna cum," I groan, and the neediness is so obvious, it'd be embarrassing if I wasn't so far gone.

"Do you?" He still sounds amused. "Or do you want a second finger?"

My brain is trying to predict how that would feel; what that stretching, pulling sensation could be like. Only my imagination is short-circuiting. 

A nod is all I can manage.

Pressure, of a second fingertip alongside the first. Worming its way past the meagre protests of my taut muscle, my body resisting by instinct. And yet no real obstacle for Riley, who smirks at my moan as he digs into me.

"Haley never done this for you?" 

I frown, at his teasing. Glare at him. Because I don't want to think about her, don't want the comparison of what Riley's doing between my cheeks, and what my girlfriend might one day deign to do. I feel guilty, certainly, and yet the greater feeling is resentment. Fury, that Riley has made me feel more things, in a scant few minutes, than anyone else has made me feel in my whole damn life. 

He's fucking me with his fingers, now. Some chunk of my brain has found the capacity to be horrified by that knowledge, and yet it's being drowned out by the shimmering layers of pleasure rippling through me. The sensation of being stretched, and stroked, and of untouched parts of my body finally awakening and discovering their real purpose.

"You're so fucking hard, Lincoln." Approval, in his tone, and satisfaction. A master taking pride at his handiwork. 

I'll tell him anything, praise anything, if only that hand's work continues. 

My fingers are itching to jerk myself, fists clenching with anticipation of how good it would feel. No way of stopping once I'd started, either: we're far beyond self-restraint, now, or edging. Fuck, I'm not even sure I could make it to a half-dozen strokes, before I'd be blasting all over Riley's chest. That'd be the sort of thing that, even in my fantasies with Haley, I'd have to apologize for. With Riley, I get the feeling he'd be delighted. 

"You want to play with your dick, don't you."

That sense, again, that he can read my mind. Or maybe my supreme horniness is just laughably clear. 

I nod, anyway, beyond hiding it.

"Put your hands behind your back," Riley tells me.

I want to protest; to whine that I need it, that it's time. Point out that surely we've done enough, he's introduced me to enough, and the moment is ripe for me to crest over on the waves of glorious sensations created from him strumming my insides so adeptly. 

The look on Riley's face makes it clear that arguments will not be accepted. Biting my lip, I lock my hands around my wrists, at the small of my back.

I don't know if it's that he's never looked at me this way before, with this degree of untempered lust, or if I just never noticed it. That's hard to imagine, difficult to accept that I could be so blind to it, but maybe I really am the dumb jock that Haley brands me sometimes. And realizing I might be attractive to another man is too much even for the one-track mind she complains I have.

The whimper escapes me before I can control myself, when Riley's fist wraps my shaft. Suddenly overcome with the possibility that maybe he isn't cruelly withholding the orgasm I so desperately want; perhaps all he intended was to be the one that coaxed it out of me. My hips pushing forward by instinct, trying to fuck myself through his grip.

A smirk, and then he strokes down to my tip and corkscrews his palm around it. 

No stopping the yelp, as the burr of his hand grinds around my hyper-sensitive cockhead. The sheen of fresh precum somehow only amplifying the torture, my whole body shaking at the overwhelming intensity of it. 

I pull back, or try to. Fuck myself onto Riley's still-probing fingers, driving the two of them even deeper into my inexperienced hole. Desperate to alleviate the monstrous pleasure-pain overload he's delivering to my swollen tip, and yet in the process swapping it for a fresh wave of raw, giddying feelings in my ass.

I'm bucking between the two, mindless and drooling. Not thinking any further than escaping whatever torrent of sensations I'm experiencing right then, thighs and stomach clenched with the strain of it. My hands still locked behind me, as if I've forgotten the rest of my body even exists while this impossible choice continues.

His fist slips down, fingers tight around the fat root of my dick. Fingers shoved deep in my hole on the other side. And suddenly I'm frozen, motionless; balanced, precariously, in this simmering frenzy. 

"Do you want to stop?"

I blink at him, his words taking far, far too long to process in my addled, sex-soaked brain. Realize, a moment later and with a fresh flush of embarrassment, that there's drool all down my chin. Long, sloppy cords of it spilling down onto my sweaty chest.

I know I must look like some broken, mindless thing on top of him. A toy, wound up beyond the capacity of its simple spring.

Do I want to stop?

I try to speak; it comes out as a grunt, a nothing sound. Swallow, with muscles that feel like they've been deprogrammed and must learn everything from scratch, and try again.

"Uh... I..."

Riley's fingers squeeze, just minutely, around my shaft. Even so, it's enough to make me close my eyes for a moment and groan.

He's grinning, when I open them again.

"Do you want to stop, Lincoln?"

Part of me thinks I should, that this is the ripcord I didn't know I needed. Horrified by how far I've strayed; not just for what this says about my relationship with my girlfriend, but about me as a man. Like Riley has unlocked some fresh knowledge about my own body, excavated a whole other layer of awareness, and now I can never be the same. Never be satisfied by what I once thought pleasure consisted of. 

But there's another part of me, too.

"Don't... don't you want... to..."

I was so close to asking "don't you want me." Rescued myself, from the burn of that shame, at the very last moment. 

Riley grins, then reaches behind me. Tugging one arm down, his fingers around my wrist even as he's still pushing at my tender hole with the other hand. Guiding me to the swollen pouch of his trunks, and shaping my grip around the thick length of his erection.

"I don't think there's any question about what I want," he points out, softly. "So the question is, what about you?"

He must've released me at some point, because his hand is back on my dick again, but I don't know when it was. Or, for that reason, why I'm still squeezing his cock through his underwear.

Well, that's not quite true. There's the fact that it's flattering, how hard he is, and I'm so fucking curious I can hardly bear it.

I've never touched another guy's junk before. Would've said I had no interest in that, either, had I been asked. Only now, as Riley strokes me and fingers me, it doesn't feel so big a stretch to be groping at him, too. Especially knowing that he's this turned on because of me.

Some nervous chunk of my brain comes up with the great idea that I should remind him I'm straight, and I can't help it, I have to laugh. At the ridiculousness of it, at the idea that it might make a fucking difference.

"You're cute, when you laugh," he observes, and there's something liberating about that, too. 

I lean down, or at least as best I can with his hands on me, and my own still fondling him through the clinging fabric. "Only when I laugh?" 

It feels good to tease him like this, to be playful. The way Riley's fingers flex inside me is like a reward.

"You're cute when you jerk off, too," he concedes, grinning too. "And when you're drooling down your chest, because you're so turned on."

"Nobody's put their fingers in my ass before."

His hand twists, just slightly, but it's enough to change where the pressure of his fingertips is applied. To a spot that makes me want to gasp with the intensity of the pleasure, like I'm having whole-body cramps. 

He waits, perhaps until my eyes have lost some of their glaze. "You wanna try some other new things, Lincoln?" 

Based on what he's shown me so far, anything more might kill me. But, fuck, what a way to go.

"L-like what?" I manage to stutter out. 

Riley chuckles, hand still stroking, fingers still gently twisting. 

But he's not looking up at me any more, I realize. He's still touching me, playing with me, but his stare is aimed past me. Across the room.

I turn, to see the doorway and - half in shadow, but still clearly watching - Harper there. His eyes wide, expression shocked, sure, but his hand is kneading at his crotch, too. Squeezing himself through his jeans, as he watches me straddling Riley and having my hole toyed with for the very first time.

The look on my face must be as astonished as his is, most likely.

"So," Riley says to Harper, dryly and not without amusement, "do you want to explain the options, or shall I?"
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Chapter Three

[image: ]


Harper looks like he can't decide whether to bolt, to puke, or to cum in his pants. 

Then again, I can sympathize, even if I'm not wearing pants. I wasn't exactly expecting one of my friends to come watch me get my cock stroked, and my ass stretched, by another dude. 

The fact I'm still gripping Riley's dick through his underwear probably isn't helping matters, either.

And then the question he asked sinks in. "How come he knows 'the options'?"

Riley flashes a smirk my way, before looking, pointedly, at my friend in the doorway. "You might as well come in, then."

I genuinely can't decide if Harper's gonna do it or not. Even he doesn't seem sure. 

Then he slips inside. 

I'm naked, and Riley's very nearly naked, and this whole situation is fucking with my head. I grab his wrist, and tug his fingers out of my hole. 

"If you weren't enjoying it, you just had to say," he says, his tone wry.

I give him a grumpy glare: he knows full well how much I was enjoying it. It's just that having your butt molested - even willingly - while your friend watches seems out of line. Even for someone who not long ago was jerking off in the same room as him.

Riley seems undaunted by my angry expression. Dragging his fingers up my dick, he lifts them to his lips. Licks off some of the glistening slop that has greased his hand. 

There's something fucked up in my brain, because my mouth is watering at the idea of tasting myself again. Or, more accurately, at the idea of Riley feeding me my own goo.

"You wanna try?" 

I'm opening my mouth to reply, when I realize the question isn't aimed at me. Harper's eyes like bullet holes, face pale, as his eyes dart between us. 

"Why would he want to try?" I demand.

Riley gives me a look that says he's considering being disappointed with me. "Don't be a meathead, Lincoln."

I blink, brain processing. Then glance between them again. "You guys?"

Riley just keeps staring at me, expression placid. Harper looks as though he's about to hyperventilate. 

"Since when?"

"Are you upset that you weren't my first?" Riley's tone is mocking.

I thump him on the chest, enjoying his wince. "Fuck you. It's a fair question."

He rubs the spot I hit, gingerly. "Is it? And if Harper asked about what we'd done so far? Or if my brother asked? Would it be fair for me to give them a list?" 

"What did you do?" Harper sounds genuinely curious.

I shoot him a look. "Wait." Riley seems amused, still, when I return my gaze to him. "This is bullshit, Harper's not gay. He had a girlfriend."

Now Riley really does look disappointed in me. "There's such a thing as bisexuals, Lincoln."

I crane my head back, needing to look at my friend when I ask him this. "And are you? Bi, I mean?" 

Harper bites his lip for a moment. "Are you?" 

It's the sort of thing I'd normally just laugh at, but I guess - given I'm butt naked, straddling a nearly-naked guy, not to mention what Harper saw from the doorway - that's not necessarily an unfair question any more.

"I'm horny," I hedge, as though that explains everything. 

Harper's gaze dips, to take in the rigid jut of my erection. Even with everything that's just happened, I'm no less hard than when I had two fingers deep in my ass. 

"Yeah, I see that." 

I click my fingers. "Hey, my eyes are up here."

There's a twist of a grin at the corner of his mouth, the first real sign that he's not about to pass out. "So, what were you doing?"

It's the second time he's asked, and I know it's prompted by the revelation there were details to tell. That was Riley's doing, so I flash him an angry look.

Again, though, his mood seems undimmed by my ire. "I was showing Lincoln how much fun his ass could be." He licks his lips. "Wanna join in?"

I blink, because I'm not sure whether Harper's just been invited to stick his fingers up my butt, or to get naked himself and have Riley toy with us both. Maybe I should feel more outraged about the former possibility, but for the moment that reaction isn't coming.

"You've done it, too?" I ask him, instead.

Harper seems wary. "Are you gonna overreact?"

I gesture down at myself - naked body, hard dick, drool still sticky on my chest - and then roll my eyes. "I'm just trying to catch up with all this shit, dude."

He looks like he's trying to figure out a way to explain it. Saved, though, by Riley reaching an arm to beckon him closer.

"Come on, Harper."

A sort of instinctive obedience, at least that's the only way I can see it. Harper's legs bringing him to the couch, but not stopping there. Walking across the cushions on his knees.

Riley lifts his hand, fingers softly crooked. I can see my precum gleaming across them, a syrupy glaze. 

Harper's eyes are hooded, as he leans down and runs his tongue along Riley's outstretched index finger. 

He's tasting me, slurping the goo my dick has been pumping out all evening, and all the sweat and spit, and the knowledge of that is leaving me dizzy. My attention glued to the look of blissful reverence on my friend's face, the shock of it rendering me statue-still. 

Well, not quite all of me. My cock is twitching and throbbing, desperate for friction to go with the scene in front of me.

Riley catches my attention, with a grin. Jerks his head at Harper.

I'm not even sure what the message really is, though maybe it's as simple as "get involved, then." So I do the only thing that feels right, and reach for the hem of Harper's t-shirt. Tug it up, exposing the smooth contours of his chest.

He grunts, in frustration, as I yank it over his head. More, I think, because it means giving up on Riley's hand for a moment. There's something deeply flattering about the knowledge that he's so hungry for my pre, he'll whine when it's taken away from him. 

No way not to wonder, then, whether Harper would be equally eager to sample it from the source.

I swallow, thrown by the unfamiliar thought. Toss the shirt away, and then reach for the button of his jeans. Even though, given the angles and how he's kneeling, there's not much more that I can do than skin them down to mid-thigh. 

It's enough, though, to see how hard he is. Harper's cock straining against the pale gray of his briefs. 

I run my fingers across the swollen pouch, and Harper's becomes the second dick - not counting my own - that I've ever touched in my twenty-two years of life.

Part of me wants them to lie together. Side by side, so that I can compare them. Grope them both through their underwear, then strip that away and do it all over again, to try to understand the similarities and differences. Not that I'd ever dare to suggest such a thing.

"So, how do I taste?" I ask him, to stop my brain from careening down such alleyways.

Harper's eyes are shining, somehow, when he turns to me. "Amazing."

His bluntness feels like an attack; I have to stop myself from flinching. 

He glances down. "You're rubbing my dick."

"Y-yeah." I pull my hand back.

"I didn't mean it was a bad thing, dude."

Something in his tone, sparking enough of a mental connection that I remember this is my friend. Sure, he just got done licking my dick-slop from someone else's hand, and sure, I caught him watching me get my ass massaged from the inside, but beyond, and around, and underneath all that he's Harper. My buddy who grew up four doors down the street, and whose mom's tater tot casserole I can taste just by visualizing it on the plate. 

What we're doing is weird, and new, and kinda scary, but Harper isn't. 

"You're so fuckin' hard, dude," I say, grinning a little. 

He looks down again, more pointedly. "Says you."

I shrug, but he's too busy watching me shake my hips. Just enough to set my cock wagging. 

"Turns out it feels real good, when someone plays with your butt."

A chuckle. "Yeah, it does," Harper agrees.

Riley's watching all this with a smirk on his face. I look down at him.

"So, exactly how many of your brother's friends have you hooked up with, then?" 

His expression is withering. "Is that really the conversation you want to have? Right now?"

It's only a tiny twitch of my head to the side, to shift my stare from Riley to the bulging front of Harper's briefs. I lick my lips.

When I glance back, Riley's smirk has returned.

"Take your jeans off," he tells Harper. "I wanna show Lincoln something."

It's only a few seconds, for him to wriggle out of them. 

I shudder, as Riley's fingertips stroke across my hole. I was so busy watching my friend strip, I didn't even know to expect it. 

"If Harper sucks your dick, will you suck his?" 

I want to tell him this is unfair, that he's posed the sort of question that you should give your entire, undivided attention to considering before you answer. Whereas Riley knows full fucking well that a good chunk of my brain is currently focused on what his fingers are doing to my ass. Not pushing in, sure, but enough skin-on-skin for me to remember how incredible it felt when he was inside me.

"H-how do you know he even wants to?" I ask, hedging for time.

Riley grins at me, then tilts his head at Harper. 

When I glance across, it's to find he's staring hungrily at my leaking dick. "Dude," I say, softly.

Harper's head jerks up. "Uh, what was the question?" 

I could laugh, only I still have a decision to make.

"I... I've never..."

Riley's tracing tiny circles, right around my hole. The look he's giving me suggests he knows full well that I'm fighting not to push my hips back and grind against his hand. "Is that a no?"

It's not a fucking no, because I'd say 'no' if I meant that, and the fact that I haven't means there's gotta be part of me that wants to suck my friend's cock. Or, at the very least, that's willing to do that, in return for having Harper's mouth wrapped around my inches. 

I nod. It's a tiny nod, but it's a nod all the same. 

Riley sits up, hand still stroking. His other arm wrapping my waist, pulling me close to him. My erection sandwiched between us, grinding against his chest.

"I'd say take it easy on his throat," he murmurs, maybe just quietly enough for only me to hear, though that's not a given. "But I don't think he'd appreciate me telling you that."

Suddenly, I really, really want to know how Riley knows where Harper's limits are.

Not that I have a chance to ask, what with him pushing me off his lap. Shoving me down - not roughly, but with purpose - on the couch, the cushions still warm from where he was laying. It's a good vantage point to watch Riley ease his hand up Harper's back, following the curve of his spine, until his fingers are laced in my friend's messy wolf cut. 

Harper looks like he's struggling to decide whether to look at me, or Riley, and so his eyes are ping-ponging side to side. 

And then he's looking at the ceiling, when Riley pulls his head back. The older guy leaning in close, face practically mashed into the smooth underside of Harper's jaw. 

"You told me you could make him feel better than his girlfriend, right?" 

Harper's panting fit to burst, but all I can wonder about is when they've talked about this shit before, and what my friend has imagined doing to me.

Riley rubs his face against Harper's cheek, lips brushing his ear. "His cock feels so good in your mouth. He's so fucking juicy."

I should be blushing again, I know. Only all of my attention is locked on where Harper is trying, desperately, to look down at my throbbing erection.

Riley grins, as he relaxes his grip, and it's like he's released some wild beast upon me. 

Harper on all-fours, legs straddling my thigh as he pushes his face into my crotch. Not the slow, amused teasing of before: of Riley's taunting, piecemeal delivery of pleasure. Now, it's like Harper wants to inhale my cock, to skewer himself on it all the way to his stomach.

The yelp escapes me, almost before I can even take a breath. Overwhelmed by the sudden grip of Harper's mouth on me, wet and tight, and barely seconds later before I can feel the grip of his throat closing around my swollen tip. 

I can't help it, I buck my hips. Chasing that incredible, squeezing massage, and then hearing him choke and splutter a moment after. His drool hot against my skin, as he nuzzles against me, breathing hard. 

Riley catches my eye, grins back at what I can only guess is the shocked look I give him. He almost seems casual; only the way he's rubbing his dick through his trunks gives him away. 

He skins them down - fat erection lolling free - and then moves up next to me on the couch. Reaches out, to push gently on the back of Harper's head.

"Slowly, idiot. Lincoln's not going anywhere, are you, Lincoln?"

I shake my head, the motion jerky. Rewarded by another smile. 

It probably counts, in comparison to his first attempt, as restraint. Which is to say, Harper's lips and tongue work across me with a sort of desperate, needy intensity that has me clenching my jaw. An animal urgency, blunt in a way I've never associated with my friend. 

Only I never figured he'd be slobbering over my cock, either, so perhaps my judgment has always been impaired.

Part of me wants to just watch him, the way his lips look stretched around me. One of Harper's hands wrapped around the base of my shaft, his grip tight; making the veins stand out, and the broad, flared tip swell even further. Tender and hyper-sensitive, as he licks and sucks on it. 

Thing is, Riley's thighs are spread right next to me, and I can't stop looking at his dick.

I know what it feels like, through his underwear anyway. Now my brain is trying to map that memory on top of what I can see, and maybe some of Riley and Harper have rubbed off on me, but the conclusion it keeps coming to is that I should stop bothering with that, and just reach out and touch him again.

He feels hot, against my palm, and hard with it. It's not the easiest angle to stroke him, but that doesn't seem to matter. Not for Riley, anyway, judging by the way he's staring down at my hand, and certainly not for me. It's mesmerizing, watching his skin shift as I work my fist along him. 

There's a growing bubble of precum at his tip, and suddenly I can't help but wonder what he tastes like. 

"How did you and him..." I say, instead, because otherwise I'm afraid I might suggest something very different. I jerk my chin down at Harper, who's still apparently doing his best to suck my dick clean off my body.

Riley raises an eyebrow, and I just know he's going to tell me it's not fair of him to reveal such details. 

There's a popping noise, as Harper lifts off my cock. It looks so red, and slick, and rock fucking hard in his fist, I'm almost shocked. 

"You might as well tell him." It's directed at Riley, but Harper can't seem to stop staring up the smooth contours of my chest. He blushes, when he finally reaches my face and realizes I'm watching him do it. 

Riley laughs, and then taps him on the top of the head. "Fine. Back to work."

His lips are very nearly closed, when he dips down onto me again, and pushing through them feels a whole lot like I just fucked Harper's mouth. I'd wriggle, but he's doing a pretty decent job of pinning me down with that tight grip around my shaft.

Riley's watching my reaction with amusement, and for a moment I think I'm going to have to prompt him to do as Harper suggested.

"It's only been a few months," he says, then shrugs. "You were all over here, he was the only one awake, shit happened."

Harper pulls off my dick again. "Jeez, dude, tell the story better than that."

I whimper, as his hot, sloppy mouth returns to torturing me.

"Fine. You lightweights had crashed in the basement," Riley explains, "and Harper was the first one up in the morning."

My dick exits Harper's mouth again. "I had work," he explains, his mouth slick.

It's indecently difficult to focus on what Riley is saying, as Harper resumes his efforts, but I'm trying my damn best.

"You heard the cocksucker," Riley says, "he had work."

"Hey!" Harper is giving us both an indignant look, and once again my cock is wagging in the air rather than buried in his throat.

Suddenly, this on-again, off-again blowjob is too much for me to handle. 

Harper's hair is damp with sweat, when I shove my fingers into its tangles, but his eyes barely have time to start to widen as I yank him back down into my crotch. Burying myself as deep as I can possibly go, and maybe it's instinct or he just prefers to be treated like this, but Harper's hand pulls off my dick, too. Nothing to stop me from pulling him to me, his lips wrapped tight around the thick base of my shaft.

"Shut the fuck up, dude," I hiss, desperately, "and let him tell the fucking story."

I'm about to release him, when Riley's hand lands on top of mine. Applying pressure: not so much that I couldn't pull free, if I really wanted to, but enough to make clear that I'm really not to release my grip on my friend. Even though Harper's making these clotted, gurgling little sounds from deep in his throat, and his gullet is sort of fluttering excitedly around me.

We hold him there, Riley's cock feeling somehow thicker and harder in my fist as each second ticks on, until he grins at me. Lifts his hand, or eases the pressure at least, and a moment later I do the same to Harper's head.

He pulls off, desperately. Flopping to the side, his cheek against my thigh; bubbles of drool and throat slime on his swollen lips. Panting hard, like he just ran a half-marathon.

I'm about to ask him if he's okay, if I went too far, when he pulls my dick down and - tears still trickling down his flushed cheeks - slurps the head into his mouth again.

Riley flashes me a "see?" sort of look, but I'm too overwhelmed to do anything in return beyond give him what has to be a pretty goofy stare. 

"I was in the kitchen, getting coffee."

For a split-second I frown, unclear what Riley's talking about, until I catch up to the fact that he's back to telling the story. 

"And this guy walks in, all bedhead and morning wood tenting out his briefs, and I'd have to be a fucking monk not to notice the way he's looking at me. Though with you straight boys" - he pats my cheek in a way that seems something close to affectionate - "you can never really tell. Up until the point it's really fucking obvious, anyway." A glance, pointed, at where his cock is in my stroking grip.

I have to ask. "So, what made him really fucking obvious?" 

Riley smirks. "Your boy here full-on groped me, through my sweatpants. While I was reaching past him, to get coffee mugs. I almost dropped them, I was so surprised at his daring."

I'm trying to imagine it, the Harper I know - pretty quiet, pretty reserved, pretty... well, pretty damn straight - plucking up the courage to hit on our friend's older brother. Riley's not intimidating, at least in the traditional way, but I can't believe I'm the only one who has a bit of hero worship going on, about how well put-together his life is. A maturity that makes him feel off-limits, somehow.

"And..."

He snorts, at my prompt. I guess I sounded more desperate for details than I thought. 

"And so I make some stupid comment, like 'Harper, are you trying to tell me something?' because I can't really believe he's actually doing it. But maybe all the bravery went to his hand, because he can't say a damn thing. Just looks at me with big eyes."

The bead of precum at the head of Riley's dick is so fat, and heavy, right now, I'm wondering if it's going to drip off right onto my wrist. That makes me curious whether he'd notice, if I licked it off my arm.

"I figured he wasn't going to propose anything, so I'd probably have to do it." Riley shrugs. "So I kissed him."

My eyes get big. "You kissed?"

Riley gives me a withering look. "He's got your dick halfway to his stomach, and you're worked up that our lips touched?" 

It's ridiculous to be shocked, he's right, I know he is, and yet there's something different about the two things. Really different: they're intimate in clearly separate ways. 

"If it helps," Riley adds, "he's a great kisser."

I can't be sure, but I really do think Harper gurgles with pleasure at hearing that. No words, mind, because he's too busy trying to stuff as much of my leaky cock into his face as he can.

There's so much whirling around in my brain, I don't even know where to fucking start picking at it. Horny from the eager mouth working me, and fascinated by the stiff cock more than filing my hand, and all the revelations of what's being going on around me, while I've been blissfully ignorant - and frustratingly celibate - of my friends hooking up. 

Such a lot of shit I could be thinking about, then, so I'm not sure why the one part standing out right now is a weird kind of indignance. Frustration, that Harper has done something more intimate with Riley than I have, even though - if you asked me normally - I'd say I had no interest whatsoever in making out with another dude.

"Has he got his fingers in you, yet?" Riley asks, casual despite the bluntness of his question. 

I blink, trying to process, then shake my head. 

He glances down. "Spread your legs, then. Man, Lincoln, you're such a slow learner."

He's joking, I know he is, but it still stings. Hits that part of me which remains self-conscious that other people are faster, cleverer, even as I'm spreading my thighs as best I can under Harper's weight. Even, indeed, as I'm fighting the chunk of my brain still protesting that no, having my friend push his fingers inside me shouldn't be a thing that I want, much less encourage. 

Those concerns go flittering away, though, when I feel Harper's hand straying down, between my cheeks. Spit-slicked and probing for my hole.

I'm buried in his throat, all the way, when he slides what feels like two fingers inside me. No way to hold back the groan of pleasure, at the strange, stretching, impossibly good sensations.

Riley looks delighted, though only for a moment. Then he just looks surprised, as I pull him forward by my grip on his cock, forcing him to shuffle closer on his knees.

Because I'm kinda pissed, honestly, that I'm the slow learner, here. Even if I know he wasn't being serious, or that it's hardly the sort of thing I'd normally think to compete over. But that doesn't mean I'm not competitive, even if the arena for that isn't football or stupid video games, and there's a part of me that wants to wipe the smug expression off Chance's older brother's face.

And in a way, I'm definitely successful there - the winner, you might even say - because Riley's showing nothing but astonishment when I pull the plump head of his dick to my lips, and lap that precarious bubble of gleaming precum off it.

He tastes like me, but different. Good, though. Real good.

"Lick me again," he says, staring down intently. 

I'm slower, this second time. Partly because the urgency of that dangling droplet isn't there, but also because I'm enjoying watching Riley's reaction as I ease my tongue around the sharp, broad flare of his cockhead. Relishing the fact that I've managed to surprise him, the naive himbo for once getting the upper hand. 

It feels only right and good, that I should pull his dick further down, until I can just about close my lips around the full tip. 

I feel it, then. That weird inversion of power; of what by all rights should be a submissive thing, instead being the dizzying opposite. Riley's erection, his most sensitive part, twitching in my mouth, and his face makes it so fucking obvious that every little thing I do with my tongue is just shuddering through his whole body. 

I could overwhelm him in a moment, leave his knees weak, just by sucking hard. Or worse, if I was the sort of asshole who used his teeth.

He doesn't stop me, as I ease my hand down his shaft and underneath. Into the splay of his legs, gripping his balls and using that handful to pull him closer still. Feeling the stretch as my lips pull around his shaft as it sinks into me.

I'm no idiot; I know, if that fat, blunt tip gets anywhere near my tonsils, I'm gonna start gagging. Rookie cock-sucking stuff. But I can't say Riley looks all too disappointed when I stop, about half of him in my mouth - and my tongue already working around it, exploring this new and quite possibly addictive sensation - and focus on playing with his balls, too. 

"Fuck, you look so hot like that," he mutters.

There's a sort of weird pride, that flushes through me, at the lust that's clear in his voice. 

The gap between his legs is hot, and there's enough sweat that it's really no challenge at all to push my fingers back and between his cheeks. Relishing the fact that, though Riley might seem so controlled and self-assured, he can't hide his body's giveaways. That he's horny, and turned-on, and when my fingertips finally brush across his hole, his grunt and the way he instinctively pushes back at my hand leaves it abundantly clear that he wants this just as much as I do.

There's something so fucking powerful, about being wanted.

Haley doesn't give me that shit, or not like this, anyhow. Like, I know she wants me to propose, and I know she wants me to settle down with her, be the 'perfect husband' she can count on. But she's never looked at me with the sort of 'I wanna fucking consume you' desire that's so damn clear on Riley's face right now; she's never touched me, feasted on me, like Harper is between my legs. 

With her, it's always felt controlled. Tempered, and with more than half an eye on the future. Like, everything is according to some plan, with safety and stability at the very end of it. 

The only plan I think Riley has, right now, is getting off. And, fuck, I really want to be the one that helps him with that.

He's tight, but I'm insistent, and it's clear he wants it too, and so eventually I work my forefinger into him. Loving the way his jaw drops open as I dig in deep, even if it's tougher to watch now that I've tilted my head so he can slide his cock in and out of my mouth more easily. Riley's hand gripping my throat, and I know he must be able to feel my pulse ticking fast against his fingers.

He's taking it easy on me, I'm pretty sure. Not just slamming his hips against my face, making me choke on him like we made Harper choke. There's a part of me that wishes he didn't feel obliged to, that wants him to drop these last vestiges of restraint and just lean into whatever the fuck is happening right now, but I know I'm not ready for that. That I could have all the good intentions in the world, about deep-throating my best friend's hot older brother, but that doesn't mean my body is on the same page.

It feels good, though. So fucking good. Especially when I look up, from the splay of Riley's thighs and his narrow waist, across the closely-cropped hair across his chest. All the way up to his handsome face, his mouth hanging open and eyes hooded, as the pleasure surges through him. And I get to know that I'm the one generating that pleasure.

Not like Harper has let up, either, my ass fluttering around his probing fingers while my cock gets a sloppy, sucking massage. I'd be lying, though, if I said I wasn't curious what else he and Riley have done together.

I'm regretting it, as soon as I'm pushing Riley back. Missing the heft of his cock in my mouth, that feeling of incredible fullness. Only the seeds of that curiosity have been planted, now, and there's no way I can ignore them.

There's something undeniably ego-boosting about the grumpy look Riley flashes me. Even if it means that, like my buddy Harper, maybe I'm not a disappointing cocksucker either.

"Did you fuck him?" I try not to make myself sound too interested, though I figure both of us can see through that lie.

"Why," Riley fires back, "did you want to?"

I look down at my friend again, his eyes closed as he bobs hungrily on me. I've known Harper almost as long as Chance, can't really imagine a version of my life without him in it. Only the guy I'm staring at now isn't quite that person I'm so familiar with. He might be wearing Harper's skin, and he might use Harper's voice, but I don't know this sexual, confident, urgent man currently slobbering on my dick.

So, Riley's question isn't so much "would you fuck your friend Harper?" as it is, "would you fuck this new version of your friend, that you've only just had your eyes opened to?"

I can't say the answer to that question is no, and that realization is making me feel dizzy.

Looking up at Riley, it's like he can see that in my expression. Or, maybe he just knows from experience what it's like: for the blinkers to fall away, and to see someone so familiar in such a new way.

"He'd let you," he says, stare intent. "He fucking loves it."

It's hard to swallow, and I don't even have the excuse of Riley's dick in my mouth to blame for it.

Harper loves getting fucked. Harper probably wouldn't object to me fucking him. I could probably do that now, tonight.

"Do you?" I ask.

I'm not even sure what question that is, exactly. Whether Riley has fucked my friend, maybe, or whether he himself likes to get plowed. I'm so out of my goddamn depth right now, I just need someone, anyone, who can say something with even just the slightest degree of certainty. An absolute that I can steady myself on.

"What do you want, Lincoln?"

I want to scream at him, that's what I fucking want. 

He knows, too, I know he does. That I'm floundering; that my brain is rebelling, and my body just taking the path of least resistance, the one which leads to the most pleasure. It's not like I'm hiding it: not like I even could, if I tried. So the fact that Riley's not giving me a clear answer means he probably wants me to stay like this, careening from knee-jerk decision to knee-jerk decision, with nothing in my mind but chasing friction and the sensations that generates.

"I don't know what I want."

He smiles, and some part of my brain chooses that moment to remember that Harper has kissed those lips. Wonders what would happen if I tried to kiss Riley, too. 

"You do. You're just too scared to say it."

"Fuck you," I snap back, suddenly angry. 

"Okay." The smile spreads, like he's finding it hilarious that I'm taking all this so seriously. "Did you want me on all-fours, or missionary, so you can see my face when you cum in me?"

I open and close my mouth a few times, though no words actually emerge. I'd probably need Harper to stop blowing me, before I could actually think of something to say, but then the thought of stopping him - of intentionally pausing that flood of incredible feelings from my crotch, even just for a moment - seems obscene. 

"Y-you'd let me?" 

Riley laughs. "Let you? Lincoln, I'm not your girlfriend: I think the idea of getting plowed by you sounds fucking excellent."

I know I should feel indignant, on Haley's behalf - at least, that's what a good boyfriend would do - only I can't. The way she thinks about sex, that it's this shameful thing that she might concede to grudgingly do with me, assuming I deliver on my side of the marriage bargain first, is so incredibly at odds with how Riley frames it.

He's horny, I'm horny. He wants me to have sex with him, and I guess I want to do that, too, if the way my body is practically vibrating is anything to go by. 

"One thing first, though," Riley adds, breaking into my astonished thoughts.

I blink at him, waiting for all this strange liberation to be proved wishful-thinking.

He licks his lips. "Can I at least eat your ass, first?"
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Harper mewls as Riley pulls him off me, like not being allowed to suck my dick is about the worst thing that could possibly happen to a person. It's flattering, but I'm too busy watching - wide-eyed, the breath caught in my chest - while Riley drags my friend upright and, with barely a pause, mashes his mouth against Harper's wet lips. 

It's less a kiss than a battle: like they're each trying to consume the lower half of the other guy's face. Harper's chin was already slick with drool, and precum, and throat goo; within seconds that's spread across Riley, too. And with it the knowledge that stabs my brain like a lance, that they're each tasting me in that kiss. 

I'm seriously tempted to grab my dick and just jerk it. Give it the few strokes I know is all it'd take to have me spewing cum across my chest. 

Paralysis prevents that, as I stare at Riley pushing Harper back with a hand wrapping his throat. My friend's eyes are wide, pupils swollen into ink-black pools. Like he's been possessed, some demon occupying the flesh I'm familiar with. 

Well, not quite all of it. 

My gaze drops to the thick ridge of his erection, straining against his briefs. The clinging fabric soaked through at his tip, molded with obscene clarity around his flared cockhead.

I guess my staring is obvious, because Riley drops his hand to cup the meaty bulge. Is watching me, amusement on his face amid whatever wiped off Harper, when I drag my eyes up to meet his gaze.

Riley winks, and I feel my cheeks blush instinctively.

The movement of his fingers is a relief, a rescue of sorts. Giving me reason to look back down again, to where he's tugging at the front of Harper's underwear. Easing the cotton away, and I realize I'm holding my breath until his erection bobs free. 

It looks big, on his frame, and I'm shocked to discover that I'm imagining how it might feel to try to wrap my lips around him. Whether Harper would make the same noises that Riley did, as I blew him; whether he'd taste the same, or different. 

There's a weird sort of envy, that twists my stomach, when I see Riley's fist stroke down Harper's shaft. 

"Turn over, Lincoln," the older guy instructs. 

I frown at him. 

Riley's stare doesn't waver. "Turn over. Stick your ass up, and spread your cheeks for us. Just do it."

Usually, being told what to do is the one thing guaranteed to get me to kick off. It's confusing, then, that hearing the edge to Riley's tone now only makes me want to please him.

It's not so graceful a flip, but I manage it nonetheless.

"Ass up, Lincoln." He voice is beguiling again, softly teasing. "Don't you want us to see you properly?"

I pull my knees in, butt lifting. Feeling exposed already, on display in a way that sends shivers of self-conscious delight down my spine. I can hear him take a breath, to further repeat his order, even as I reach back and - a hand on each cheek - spread myself for them. 

This might be the most exposed I've ever felt in my whole damn life.

I want to see them, see Riley and Harper's faces as they look at me, but at the same time it feels like a blessing that I can't. My eyes squeezed shut, face pressed into the cushions

"Has anyone ever licked this pretty hole before, Lincoln?"

I snort, despite the riot of feelings that have left me shivering. "Fuck, no."

I mean, I know people do it. Not just gay guys. People, generally. Just not anybody I've ever hooked up with. And the idea of suggesting it to Haley...

I jerk away, when I feel the first brush of a tongue. Shocked, so caught up my thoughts that I'd hadn't felt them come closer. I don't even know if it was Riley or Harper, not that it really matters. Fact is, someone just licked my ass, and it happened to be another dude.

Fighting the flinch is easier, the second time. Not that I'm really prepared for the lightning bolt that goes shooting up my spine, the gasp escaping me instinctively. 

"Oh, fuck yes," Riley murmurs, and I know from the vibrations that he's the one whose tongue is lapping at me. 

It feels very much like the world shatters, when he starts working on me in earnest. 

Tremors setting my legs shuddering and twitching, and my fingers have to be white with the sudden pressure with which I'm squeezing my cheeks. Gripping myself as if it's the only thing keeping me from floating away, up off the couch, as surges of pleasure ripple out from my hole.

I don't know whose hand settles on the small of my back, the gentle pressure not so much holding me in place as steadying me, but I'm grateful for it. Something about it, that reminder of my physical form, makes it easier to push my hips back. To press my ass against the face currently feasting on it. 

I hear the shuffling behind me, feel the cushions move. Can imagine Harper shoving Riley to the side, the two of them shoulder to shoulder, so that he can take a turn; my face burns up at the idea of it, of being passed around so lewdly.

My cock is jerking and pulsing under me, untouched, but I'm starting to think that won't matter. That the orgasm I've been chasing all evening is no longer dependent on a hand, or a throat, or anything else: that the friction of a tongue trying to worm its way into my hole will be sufficient to drive the climax out of me, from the inside.

I whimper - the sound high-pitched and reedy, and borderline embarrassing - as a hand twists around my swollen tip. Gathering up the drooling precum, that until now has been soaking a broad wet patch on Riley's couch.

I know what it feels like, when fingers push into me. An awareness I'd never have expected to learn, much less to hunger for, but there's no time to dwell on that. Barely even the brain capacity to wonder if I'll ever be able to cum again without playing with myself back there, because fingers and tongue are working on me simultaneously, now. Pulling me open, overcoming what meager resistance my tired, conspiratorial muscles might've once mustered, as Riley and Harper compete to be the first to strum my tender insides.

It's half moan, half groan, when a hand pulls my cock back, between my thighs. Setting my hips tilting up even further, trying to reduce the pressure on my crotch as they strain me. Drool running down the fat underside of my shaft, and every throb, every twitch sets my sensitive cockhead grating against the palm that has trapped it at this torturous angle. 

"Fuck, you're so hot inside, Lincoln. So fucking hot, and tight."

I bury my dismay into the cushions, face pressed against them. Mortified by how they're talking about me, how they're manhandling me - like my body is meat, something raw and malleable - and yet loving it, too. Already addicted, perhaps, even in this short time, to being objectified and observed. My most intimate parts, and the things I'd only dare do on my own in my bedroom, all splayed out for these men to see. 

"You fucking bastards."

Shock, and anger, and plain disbelief in Chance's voice, clear even over the roaring of blood in my ears. 

I manage to turn my head, to stare at him with bleary eyes, as he stands with Aidan in the doorway. 

The bag from the liquor store is dangling, forgotten, from one of Chance's hands as he gapes at us. There's part of me that wishes I could see the scene from his perspective, know exactly what my best friend has stumbled in on, but all I can go by is the expression on his face. It's a look I don't think I've ever seen on my buddy before, but then again he's never seen me doing this, either.

"W-were you just about to... to fuck him?" Chance's voice cracks halfway through his horrified question. 

But that's what it looks like, I realize, with a jolt of clarity that's close to painful. Just like earlier, when Riley had asked whether I wanted him on his back or on all-fours, only now I'm the one with his ass stuck in the air, as if I'm waiting to get plowed. I'm the one getting my hole eaten out, and getting god knows how many fingers pushed into me at the same time, and fuck, I don't even know if I'd have stopped them. Or if, had Riley or Harper stood up behind me and tried to bone me right here, raw and sweaty on this cheap old sectional, I'd have done anything but moan and hope someone at least took pity and jerked me off at the same time.

Chance is staring at me, wide-eyed, and Aidan too, and the other guys may have stopped toying with my ass but there's still a hand pulling my cock back between my legs, and it's all too much. Far, far beyond what my brain, and my body, and my sex-starved, horny, prick-teased half-year of grudging celibacy can handle, and just as my body starts convulsing there's the sharp, bright thought that while it's still just a hand getting me off, at least it's not my own fucking hand for once.

And then everything disappears, beyond my cock erupting. 

Tunnel vision, and my lungs frozen in my chest, and the twist of the orgasm close to painful as I spray uncontrollably. Wanting to sit up, my muscles howling and about to cramp up, only that fucking hand is pinning my dick in place. Yanking it back, so that I'm certain everyone must be able to see the thick, white ropes of cum bursting out of me, as I tremble and shake on my hands and knees. 

My cock's still pulsing, body still pumping, even when there's nothing left in me to give. Tremors running from head to toe, as the smell of my fresh load fills my nostrils. I need, desperately, for whoever's manhandling me to release my dick, because I'm close to squealing just from the roughness of their palm against my tip. Anything more than that would require words, though, and an ability to speak them out loud, and currently the parts of me responsible for that are resolutely offline.

Nothing I can do, then, but watch as Chance drops the bag and storms up the basement stairs. Or as Aidan glances up after him, then back at us, still blinking fast and looking shell-shocked. 

"I'll... uh, I'll..." 

I'll calm him down, maybe, or I'll talk to him, or I'll give you perverts some privacy, even if doing this shit right out in the open suggests you didn't give a fuck about privacy in the first place.

Aidan turns, and rushes up the stairs after him.

I whimper in relief, when my cock's released. My whole body sagging, as if that was the one thing keeping me upright, my muscles engaged. Slumping to the side, panting, as I try, and fail, and try again to process what the hell just happened. 

It's not the best angle, to watch Harper sucking Riley's dick, but a better one would require moving and that's not a possibility right now. Anyway, it's enough to see how Riley has Harper's arm stretched up, so that he can lick at what I figure are the long, white streaks of my cum from where it sprayed from my friend's wrist to his elbow.

I guess that answer the question of who was pulling on my dick, then.

Riley catches sight of me watching, though he looks kinda distracted. Then again, from the noises Harper's making, he's not exactly holding back. 

He grins, lopsided at me, lips smeared with my cream. "You taste pretty good, Lincoln."

I'm too tired to do anything but grin back at him. Even my cheeks have apparently decided it'd take too much effort to blush.

And then his eyes close, head rocking back as he reaches down to pin Harper tight to his crotch, and I get to hear him grunt and my friend choke and gurgle as he unloads down his throat.

Riley's cock is red, and wet, and heavy-looking when he finally tugs himself free. There's a frenzied look in Harper's eyes, as he topples back onto his ass. His dick looks fit to burst, like the barest of grazes could set him off. 

A grunt, as Riley hauls him up, and the two of them fall onto the sofa. Harper slotted between us, his heat fierce against my side. It feels right to rub my hand across his chest, to feel the hammer of his heartbeat against my palm. Maybe I should be self-conscious, or worried about what Chance might say, or Aidan, when the sexual fog has lifted and reality sets in, but it's difficult to be too concerned with that now.

"I can't believe you ate my ass, dude," I murmur, lips close to Harper's ear. "That was so fuckin' hot."

He stiffens, and then it's almost like slow motion in front of me. The first spray of cum hits Harper's neck, barely inches from where Riley's lips are latched. His hips convulsing, cock wagging, and suddenly there's a long, white streak of it across me, too. The force of it making me flinch, even as I watch more splash out across our bodies as he whimpers and twitches.

Riley's finger slowly drags up, across the sweaty, cum-sprayed skin. Not stopping until that richly glazed digit is nudging at Harper's lips; he suckles on it instinctively, as if still in a daze.

"Wanna try?" 

I meet his eye, narrowed playfully, across Harper's chest. Already knowing I'm going to decline, but also certain that - had he asked me that question just a few minutes ago, before I creamed all over Harper's arm - I can't exactly promise I'd have been so reluctant. 

He laughs, as I shake my head, and then I watch as he feeds my friend some more of his own load.
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It's been four days and I can't shake the memory of Riley's smirk, or Chance's look of horror. The way my best friend stared at me, as though I was something new and shocking, barely any recognition there at all. It's a weird feeling, being simultaneously horny and guilty, but somehow I'm managing it. 

Well, horny, and guilty, and kinda pissed but also kinda relieved, too.

I know it was a good orgasm. Fuck it, a great one; even if - by the measure of my half-year of abstinence - I'd probably count grinding myself against a particularly rough tree as a successful hookup. It's just that it also meant we stopped, right after.

Riley had stood, and stretched - careless and casual with it, like my mom's cat - while Harper pulled his clothes back on, and after a minute it dawned on me that we were done, it was cleanup time, game over. Since most of the more obvious fluids that might require cleaning had already disappeared down Harper's throat, that really meant tidying up the fallout with people like Chance and Aidan.

And of course, nobody had actually got fucked. 

Not me, and not Riley nor Harper, and hence me being torn between relief and frustration. Feeling like it'd been a reprieve at the eleventh hour, sure, but also that something - some opportunity, some release - had been stolen away from me. 

But it wasn't like I could say to either of them, "Hey, can we arrange to do this again sometime? So one of us can actually get boned?"

Chance was gone, by the time I gingerly made it up the basement stairs. Leaving Aidan sitting at the kitchen table, a glass of water in front of him - and an expression that said he'd far prefer it was something stronger - as he fidgeted with his fingers.

He looked up at me, and I braced myself for whatever comments, or questions, or anything else might come out.

"Are you gonna dump her, then?" 

I blinked at him, not expecting that. "Uh... it wasn't that sort of..." My voice trailed off, under the intensity of his stare. 

"You know what she wants."

Marriage. Stability. Fidelity. I just about managed to chew back my wince.

"This was just... blowing off steam. It doesn't change anything."

Aidan glanced at the doorway, down to the basement. Then back at me, as if that simple look was counter-argument enough.

"What happened to Chance?" I ask, desperate to change the subject. Even if it's to one that's equally fraught.

Aidan made a face, lips pinched. "Stormed off, muttering about 'fucking assholes' and looking furious."

"No assholes were fucked," I pointed out, then regretted the glibness. 

Aidan just grinned, though, then slowly shook his head. "You sticking around, now, or headed out?" 

My turn to look back, at the basement door. Riley and Harper were still down there, and there was a part of me that wanted to be with them. If only to eavesdrop on whatever post mortem of the evening they were sharing. 

I swallowed, then jerked my chin at the hallway instead. "Heading out," I told Aidan.

And now I'm back.

Antsy, on Riley's doorstep, even though that's ridiculous. Not like we don't end up here plenty, after all, taking advantage of his hospitality, and his beer. 

Only usually I'm not on my own, as I ring the doorbell. Normally, I'd be laughing with Chance, and Aidan, and Harper, or some combination of the three, because ending up at Riley's is usually a team activity, and almost always with his younger brother there. So, the doorstep is familiar, and the doorbell, and even I look like I always look, I guess. But there's this roiling, churning sense that I'm doing something wrong, or risky even, in the pit of my stomach.

Doesn't stop me from pressing the button, though. 

As I wait, I'm getting frustrated. At my nerves, at how ridiculous this is: to blow everything out of proportion, just because of one, silly incident. Mentally kicking myself for taking life too seriously, and from there it's a quick, dumb step to deciding that the best thing I can do is surprise him when he finally answers the door.

I pull off my shirt before I even think to glance around. Riley's front door is actually down the side of his house, though, so I don't think any neighbors will see me. Plus, I mean, it's basically dark out, now. 

Sweatpants next, and I stuff them, and the t-shirt, in my bag. Slip that back on, just as I see Riley's silhouette looming through the frosted glass.

I make sure to fix a big, goofy grin on my face, as he opens the door.

Riley blinks, and I bite back the urge to laugh at his clear surprise. He rallies quickly, though: eyes tracking from my bare chest, across the tight white Under Armour compression trunks, and all the way down my legs. 

He's grinning, too, by the time his stare makes it back to my face. 

"Hey dude," I say, innocently. "You up for some company?" 

Riley looks at me, for a drawn-out moment, then chuckles. "You'd better come in, then, idiot."

I dump my bag and kick off my shoes, and now I'm down to trunks and white socks. Riley's doing a pretty decent job at pretending this is normal, that it's entirely unsurprising that a nearly-naked guy might be following him down the hallway to his kitchen.

Then again, for all I know, it could be his normal. Not like I know much about his sex life, beyond having found out he's hooked up with Harper before.

"Beer?" The way he's standing at the open refrigerator, hand already inside, suggests I'm a foregone conclusion. 

"Sure," I agree, still smiling. 

He waits until I'm holding the bottle, before uncapping it for me. I can't help but think that little convenience is mainly because it's an excuse to bring him closer. 

"Are you and my brother over your little spat?" 

His tone's casual, but I can't imagine he's not curious, really. I shrug. "We haven't talked about it."

It's the truth, despite the skeptical look Riley flashes me. Chance was frosty, when the four of us hung out together two days after things all got weird, but then it was like he decided memory-holing the whole incident was the easiest way to deal with it. I figured going along with that was better than trying to bring up his reaction, though maybe that was just my being cowardly.

"Never doubt my little brother's capacity for self-deception." 

I shrug again, as I try to decide if there's a backhanded criticism in there about me, too. Then again, I figure Riley wouldn't beat around the bush if he had something to say like that.

"Have you spoken to him?" 

He shoves the refrigerator door closed with his hip, then pops the cap off his own bottle. "Just the usual."

There's not much I can say to that, as I follow him down the basement stairs. 

"Were you at the gym, or something?" 

Riley's not looking at me, but I can hear the new edge of curiosity in his voice. I glance down, at my trunks, and how well the legs fit around my crotch and my thighs. I'm soft - because, despite what Chance seems to think, I'm not actually a total pervert - but the outline of my junk isn't exactly hidden. Part of me is wondering whether I'll be the first to mention my state of undress, or if Riley will.

Though - as I step into the basement and then stop short, eyes widening at the sight of three other guys already down there - maybe someone else will comment on it before the two of us get a chance.

They look older, more Riley's age than mine, though the way they're sprawling on the old, battered sectional is so much like how me and my buddies spread out, I have to blink to understand it's not my own friends I'm seeing. 

My skin prickles from the weight of their curious stares.

"Guys, this is Lincoln." Riley gestures, vaguely, at the room, as he drops down into his usual spot on the couch. "Lincoln, these are the guys."

It's a laughably weak introduction, but I don't have it in me to laugh. 

"Uh, hey."

I shoot Riley a pointed look. Had I known he had company, I'd not have strolled down here wearing nothing but my fucking underwear. And, given he could probably guess that'd be the case, the fact that he didn't warn me means he wanted me to be embarrassed like this.

The fucker winks at me, from behind his beer bottle. 

"And how do you two know each other?" 

I still haven't sat down, yet, even though standing here is awkward. Mainly because I also haven't decided whether I'm going to bolt out of the room, and sitting would add unnecessary delay to that. 

The guy who asked is looking at me, though, clearly expecting some sort of an answer. 

"Um, I'm best friends with his brother," I explain.

A nod. "Right, right. Chase?"

"Chance," Riley corrects, mildly. 

The guy chuckles. "Sorry."

His shrug suggests Riley doesn't give a fuck. "But he's not with you tonight, your best friend," he says to me.

If it was our usual crowd, me and my buddies, I'd say something sarcastic back to him. That seems a weirdly fraught idea, with these three strangers in the room.

"No," I admit, "I came to see you."

Riley raises an eyebrow, still smirking. "Lucky me." He gestures with the bottle. "Aren't you gonna sit, then?"

I grit my teeth, as I sit an arm's length down from him. Mentally kicking myself for what seemed like a funny idea, but which has now turned into something deeply embarrassing. 

"And what did you want, with me?" 

He knows, the bastard, he knows full well. Or, at least, he can guess. Four days ago he had his tongue in my ass, and me begging to cum; the damp patch my drooling cock left on this very sofa has probably only just dried. 

"Just... stuff." The words grate out of me.

Riley casts his eye down my nearly-naked body. For all I'm pissed at him right now, and frustrated at the situation, there's still part of me that wants to know whether he likes what he sees. 

Then again, it's not like he's the only one in the room looking. I guess I can't really begrudge them the curiosity, but none of Riley's friends are really disguising their examination. 

My skin prickles, at the sense of being so intently watched.

"Lincoln's girlfriend is a bit of a killjoy," Riley explains, as if I'd blamed Haley for forcing my presence here. Well, maybe in a roundabout way she did, though it still feels disloyal to not protest at Riley's assessment. "She's waiting for a proposal," he adds.

"And you're not interested." It's a statement, not a question, from the guy across from me. 

I shrug. "I'm twenty-two. It feels too early to settle down."

He nods, and I'm suddenly very aware that, the way I'm sitting, he has a pretty much perfect view up between my splayed thighs. Right to the heft of my cock, tightly outlined in the clinging Under Armour trunks. 

"Yeah, twenty-two... your priorities are different," he agrees.

There's something about the way he stresses "priorities" that makes me wonder if his attentive stare isn't just because of curiosity as to my clothes choice tonight.

"Colby and Theo are married," Riley supplies. Judging by the nod from the man across from me, and the tall, latin-looking dude next to him, that's Colby and Theo.

"But your wives don't have a problem with you hanging out with the guys," I say, already thinking about the sort of complaints Haley has when I say I'm doing something with Chance, Aidan, and Harper, instead of her. 

Riley snorts. "No, I mean, they're married, Lincoln."

I blink, as my stupid mistake dawns. "Oh..."

Suddenly, the interest they're showing me seems more... loaded.

"So, is this your usual outfit for visiting?" 

I don't know if it's Colby or Theo asking, but that doesn't matter to my cheeks which are happy to instantly blush. 

Riley leans over, and I flinch as he presses his cold beer bottle against my face. 

"Lincoln got his ass eaten for the first time, the other night," he says, casually. As blithe as if he was reporting the previous day's football score. 

"Dude!" It comes out as a hiss. 

Riley seems happy to ignore my ire. "Sorry, was that meant to be a secret?" 

"That talented tongue," the guy across from me says, grinning at Riley. 

I look between them. "Did you two date, or something?"

A chuckle. "Nothing so organized."

His husband nudges him in the arm. "Colby, stop teasing the kid."

Part of me bristles at the description. 

"Oh, I don't think he minds a little teasing," Colby says, grinning at me still. "And he's certainly not a kid. Or are you trying to tell me you didn't notice?" 

"I figured one person drooling would be enough," Theo says, dryly, though he doesn't sound mad.

If I wasn't already practically naked, Colby's sweeping gaze would probably be enough to scour the clothes from me. 

"Forgive me for having a type." He licks his lips.

I glance at Riley, to find he's already watching me with amusement. 

"You can't tell me you're not enjoying the attention," he teases. "It certainly didn't seem to bother you the other night."

That already feels like some sort of dream, a runaway fantasy my sex-starved brain created. How else to explain getting my dick out in front of my friends; to explain how jacking off had led to hooking up with Riley and Harper?

"It's not..." I start, but the rest doesn't want to come out.

"Like that?" Riley supplies, still grinning. "Really what you want? What you're into? Why you're sat on the couch, dressed like that?" He shakes his head, tipping his head back to drain the last of the bottle. "So go put your clothes on, then. Nobody's stopping you."

It's not fair to be mad at him, rationally I know that. I mean, he's a dick for spilling that stuff about me getting my ass eaten in front of his friends, but honestly that's just the sort of shitty, teasing thing that his brother and I would do to Harper, or Aidan. And we both know I'd be lying, if I insisted I hadn't enjoyed it.

Just like we both know that I don't really want to put my clothes on. Not yet, anyway.

Riley gives me a look that says I'm so fucking predictable. 

"You nail Harper yet?" He sounds so damn casual, like he's asking if I've seen the latest superhero movie or something. 

I shake my head, not trusting my voice.

"Another of my brother's friends," Riley explains, blithely, to his buddies. He digs into the cooler, pulling out a fresh beer and popping the top. 

"How many of them are you sleeping with?" Theo asks it like he thinks the whole situation is hilarious. 

Riley laughs. "Considering my brother only has, what, three friends?" He waits for me to nod, grudgingly, feeling disloyal even though it's the truth. "One. Lincoln and I haven't made love, yet."

The other guys crack up laughing, and Riley's grinning behind the mouth of his bottle, and I can't help it, I smirk a little, too. "Making love" sounds like how Haley would describe it, and maybe it's wrong of me to make fun of her, like it was with Chance, but it's not like either of them are here to have a problem with it. 

Is it still bad to make a joke at someone's expense, if they're never going to find out about it? I guess it's the same kinda question as whether it's wrong to do sex stuff with your best friend's gay older brother, as long as nobody finds out about that, either.

Riley's staring at me, that calculating look on his face.

"What?"

It's a lopsided shrug. "I think my friends want to see you jack off."

I blink at him, thinking I've misheard. Or, not that, just misunderstood the words; juggled them into a different order, one that matches up with the shit that was just running through my brain. 

"What?" I ask a second time.

He gestures, with his chin, at the three men watching us. "Jerk off. I know you like an audience."

I try to look up, to meet their eyes in turn; to see whether I can tell from their faces if Riley is joking or not. Not wanting to say something which shows I'm taking it all seriously, not if he's gonna turn around and laugh at me for being so gullible a minute later. 

They're just staring, though. 

"I don't..." I start.

"Your clothes are upstairs, Lincoln," Riley interrupts. "Or you can stroke your dick. Which I'm pretty sure is why you turned up here, on your own, tonight. No?"

"I just wanted to see you," I say, and I know it sounds sullen. 

The look Riley gives me is flaying. Even so, his tone is still laid back. "You're so full of bullshit."

I can't really argue with that, and we both know it.

"You want me to eat your ass again, is that it?" 

I cast a hurried glance around the room again. Conspicuously absent from that was any sort of "let's go to my bedroom" element.

Leaving would be the sensible thing to do, the reasonable one. Problem is, I'm already hard.

Riley leans over, holding out the beer bottle by its neck. Slowly drags the cold glass along the outline of my cock, as I fight the urge to shiver. 

I spread my legs a little wider, partly to avoid that chill, partly because I know it'll make for a better view. 

Riley holds the beer alongside my dick. "Thick boy," he says, approvingly.

It's ridiculous, being so susceptible to praise like this. But it's not like Haley ever wants to admire me, or pay compliments to my junk.

"Touch it," Riley suggests.

"The beer bottle?" I flash him a smirk, to show him I'm only joking. 

He shakes his head, slowly, like I'm so damn cheesy, but he's still smiling. 

And so I run my fingers down my shaft, just the lightest of grazes, because I want to see that smile spread some more. 

Riley lifts the bottle to my lips, and I gently lean back so that he can pour beer into my mouth. Wondering if he's gonna stop, or keep going until it's drooling, cold and frothy, down my chin. 

He doesn't though. Pulls it away, so he can sip from it himself. There's something intimate in that, maybe because I know that my friends would make a face; complain about sharing spit and it being gross.

Well, maybe not Harper. Not given what I know about him now. But the other two, I know they would.

The condensation from the bottle has left damp patches on my shorts, turning the white translucent. The stretchy fabric feeling different, clinging more, somehow, as I drag my fingertips across it. Honestly, it's kinda wild how clearly my erection is outlined: like every vein and ridge is on display. 

The growing wet patch at my tip, though, that's not from the beer. That's all me.

"Sticky," Riley says, watching me pinch my swollen cockhead between my fingers. The white getting glossier and slicker, soaked through with bro-slime. At some point, I figure, I'm gonna be able to smell myself, the musk rising from between my legs. Whether I'll be still wearing the trunks at that point, I don't know.

I lift my hand, echoing his gesture of before. Presenting my fingers to his lips, each digit glistening with a sheen of my precum. 

He leans forward, just enough to slip my fingertips into his mouth. Tongue easing around them, but not hurriedly. Casual, and methodical, like Riley knows I'll wait patiently until he decides he's done. 

Well, most of me is patient. My dick is twitching, eager for more.

When he settles back, I start to pull my hand away. Stopped, by his fingers around my wrist. Holding both my arm up and, for a moment, my gaze, before he brushes his cheek, his lips down my forearm, and then my bicep, until his face is buried into my armpit. The heat of Riley's breath against my skin, and there's no stopping the gasp which twists in my chest.

"You smell good." It's basically a grunt, and I'm having to tense my stomach to stay upright, he's pressing into me so firmly. His tongue lapping across me leaving me wriggling, as I reach up to push my fingers through his messy hair. 

Riley's eyes are glazed, when he sits up again. Cheeks flushed. "Get your dick out."

It's not easy, to lift my hips and shove the compression shorts down. Not with him half-resting against me, Riley's warmth clear even through his t-shirt. I keep expecting him to look down, to watch me do it, only his gaze stays latched to mine.

No mistaking how he holds out his hand, though, when I slide the shorts off my feet.

I hand them over, and a moment later they're pressed to his face. Nose and mouth buried in them, muffling the sound of him sucking down great lungfuls of my scent.

When he leans forward, pressing the mass of sweaty, precum-slicked fabric to my lips, I can feel him on the other side of that still-warm tangle. Like Riley's kissing me, through the musky white spandex. 

My fingers find my dick by instinct. Not so much stroking, as pushing my erection away, feeling the strain as I stretch the skin. I can picture it, too; the way the fat head will be swollen and taut, practically purpling around the wide flare. Drooling down my fingers, sticky and slimy.

"Spread your legs." 

Riley's voice is smothered, but I can still understand the order. My thighs gaping, hips tilting up, and it's a reminder that we're being watched. That his friends are here, in the basement, and even if Riley isn't looking at my dick right now, I bet they sure as fuck are.

He doesn't take his eyes off mine, even as he reaches down. Fingertips swirling in the mass of goo building at my sensitive tip, making me grunt into our bisected kiss, before he pushes further. Reaching between my legs, hand digging underneath me, until I feel his fingers stroking at my hole.

I shouldn't want it so fucking much.

"Don't close your eyes," Riley tells me, and so I don't. 

Hold his gaze, instead, as I huff on my own ball sweat and dick-goo, my brain feeling like it's spinning in my skull in lazy, off-kilter circles, while he grinds his forefinger into my ass. Not fast but not slow, either, just this steady pressure that tells me Riley isn't planning on stopping until his knuckles are jammed against my skin. 

I groan, when I feel it.

"I said, spread your legs," he repeats.

I could protest, tell him that I already did, but that would be a waste of time, I know it would. Gape my thighs wider instead; lifting my left leg up, heel on the couch cushions. Aware of how exposed that leaves me, how lewd I must look - cock hard, Riley's finger already pumping into me - but I can't quite convince my flinching brain that that's a bad thing. 

When he sits up, my trunks stay behind. Molded across the lower half of my face, draped across my nose and mouth, until he pushes them between my lips. Gagging me with my own underwear, and just in time to soak up my moan as he muscles a second finger into me.

An arm, looped under my right knee, pulls that leg up too. Splaying me further, my cheeks spreading. A near-perfect view for the three men watching me with fascinated eyes, as the sloppy sound of my pounded hole competes with my muzzled panting.

I'd tried to tell myself I wasn't picturing him, fantasizing about him. Self-deception fleeing, as Riley yanks off his shirt one-handed. Tugging his fingers out of me for just long enough to undress, and then making me yelp - my eyes wide in surprise - when he jabs them back inside. Manhandling me, now, like he's suddenly confident that I'm not delicate, not likely to protest or complain at such rough treatment, and while maybe that should scare me, the thrill in my belly is even more intense. 

I don't want to let go of my dick, even if I'm not actually stroking it, and so I grab at his jeans one-handed. Riley laughing as he adds his own fingers to the process, the two of us fumbling and dragging, and there's something hilarious, and hot, and desperate about it that makes me want to kiss him properly. Even though he's a guy, and I'm straight, and I'm not supposed to have feelings, thoughts, like that.

It's clumsy and ridiculous, but eventually we get his jeans down, and his underwear too. It's kinda dawning on me that I'm naked on Riley's couch, and he's naked too, and sure there's no Harper, but that doesn't mean the potential isn't here for someone to get fucked.

My brain spirals, though, when that thought pops into it all bright and sparkly, though Riley's fingers slamming against that button of super-pleasure in my ass probably has something to do with it, too. My underwear falling out of my mouth, as my jaw drops and I pant from the rush of feelings.

"What d'ya think?" 

He's not asking me, I know that. More interested in his friends' opinion. 

"I think he can take a third."

I don't even know whose voice it is, too busy watching Riley's face - caught on the sharp edges of his grin - as he reaches down, between my legs. Practically draped across me, his skin hot against my own, and then the sudden, impossible sensation of another finger worming its way in alongside the first two.

I bite down, jaw clenched, because I know the only noise that could come out, the only noise my body is capable of making right now, is a squeak. Embarrassing and ridiculous, though I can't believe they'd begrudge me it; not when my tender, inexperienced ass is currently getting stretched open as my hips shudder and my cock belches long, thick, syrupy lines of precum across my sweaty skin.

Honestly, I don't know why I grab Riley and drag him further onto me. What makes me take hold of his leg, as he reaches down between my spread thighs, and yank it across my chest. So that he's straddling me, but reversed - his head down by my dick - and suddenly I have a view of my best friend's brother I never expected to see. 

Hard cock dangling, balls tight. Cheeks spread. I'd be embarrassed to be seen that way, that's my first thought, and then I realize how fucking dumb that is. Because that's pretty much exactly the perspective Riley and his buddies have of me. 

There's no way I can think about that, not without blushing so hard, so hotly, that my face burns up and probably the rest of me, too. But there's only one way I can really see right now to distract myself.

Riley's hips tilt, ass hiked up, as I reach between his legs and pull his dick back. His erection straining against my fingers, hard and throbbing, but he doesn't try to stop me. Doesn't protest at all, as I manhandle him to the point where his fat, leaky tip is resting against my lips. 

I could still change my mind, I know I could. I just don't think I want to, that's the properly crazy part.

He grunts, as I open my mouth and the first few inches of him sink into me, and then shoves his fingers deeper into my hole, and that only makes me gasp and take more of his cock. I can feel how Riley's trembling, the vibrations running all the way down to my tongue, and for a minute I can feel the panic building in me exponentially. Not because I'm sucking dick, because frankly I've done that already, but because I can feel his hips pushing and I have the sudden, strong suspicion that what Riley really wants to do is bury himself in my throat. 

Even if my brain's ready for that shit, my body fucking isn't. And I really don't wanna puke all over him, and me, and the couch.

I grab his waist, try to lift him off me. Hold him up, as best I can, so that while most of Riley's shaft is in my mouth, there's still some room before he hits my gag reflex and I end up looking like a fucking amateur. 

Even though I'm pretty sure all these guys have realized I'm an amateur. 

He's squirming on top of me, and for a moment I think it's because he wants to try anyway. Wants to test my limits: to feel my gullet fluttering around him. And I can't exactly blame him, because I can remember what it was like to pin Harper's head between my legs and feel that incredible grip, the slick tightness of his throat.

I only realize I've misinterpreted things when I feel him slurp my cockhead into his mouth.

All those movements, just to work his lips to my dick, and while there's part of me that's relieved, there's also part which wants to laugh at how ridiculous this is. That I'm doing my first 69 with another dude, while his fingers are steadily overwhelming what weak resistance my ass muscles can present, and rather than freaking out I'm wondering just how much of my insides that Colby, Theo, and the others guy can see. Quite how wide open Riley has managed to stretch me, using my own sweat and precum as lube.

The thing about pleasure, I'm steadily realizing, though, is that it can squeeze out pretty much everything else in your brain. No space left for me to even start panicking, or asking myself what the hell I'm dong. 

I guess that single-mindedness is kinda addictive, and I let him drop down onto me too much, because suddenly I'm coughing and choking and there's drool and thick, greasy throat slime running down my face. Riley's dick pressed against my cheek, as I gasp for breath and blink my watery eyes. 

Riley sits up, leaving my ass feeling suddenly empty and my dick neglected, and looks back over his shoulder at me. Smirking, like it's all hilarious, and I guess maybe it is given I must look like a fucking mess.

"Harper's gonna be so pissed at me," Riley says, grinning like he's won something, and before I can ask what he means, he's shuffling down my body on his knees. Holding up my erection - which is soaked with spit and precum, and basically glistening in his fist - as he positions himself on top of it.

And I'm a fucking idiot, I'm so fucking naive, I don't even realize what the hell is happening until he drops down and suddenly I can feel the heat of his ass against my tip.

Poised there, for just a moment, his cheeks looking muscular and firm and nothing like what I know Haley's butt looks like from when I've seen her in her swimsuit. She's all softness and curves, all teasing, whereas Riley's body is like the guy himself: purposeful and blunt, and strong somehow, a thing to be wielded just like my cock is apparently a thing to be manhandled and used, as the pressure of our skin kissing increases.

It goes from "this won't work" to "oh my fucking god he's tight" in the space of an eye-blink. 

He doesn't stop, though, and I can't understand that. Can't believe Riley isn't as equally overwhelmed, isn't reeling like I am. Isn't clenching his jaw, with what feels like every muscle in his body rictus-tight, just trying to avoid crying out at sensations that are flirting with full-on overload. 

I could grab his waist, stop him from sinking down into my lap - stop his ass from gripping, squeezing, practically massaging my inches - only I'm frozen. Arms limp, fingers twitching; a puppet with strings all but cut, and nothing to do but watch as he settles onto my lap with a grunt of satisfaction. 

He's hot, and there's a weight to him, a solidity that I can't put words to. I've fucked chicks like this, had them ride me, and it's always felt powerful: laying back and allowing them to give me pleasure, to work themselves on my dick and drag the orgasm out of me. 

When Riley looks back, over his shoulder, the smirk on his face feels like a warning that I shouldn't assume I'm in charge. That, just because I'm inside him, any sort of conclusion that suggests he's here to pleasure me would be a breathtakingly naive one.

"You ever done anal, lil buddy?"

He hasn't called me that in fucking years, not since Chance and I were little kids. And never with that smug, knowing, self-satisfied look: one which says he's entirely aware of how much self-control it's taking me, to avoid crying out from the sensations of his hole fluttering and clenching around me. 

"N-no." It comes out strangled, like his dick is still blocking my throat.

No girl's gonna let you fuck her in the ass, not here. Even Kathy wouldn't, and she'd spread her legs more easily than most chicks. Honestly, I don't think I'd even be able to ask her: not for something which feels so illicit and forbidden. 

"How does he feel?" Theo's voice, thick with curiosity. 

It's a relief, that Riley turns his grin away from me to answer, because then he doesn't see the twist of emotions that pass across my face as he tilts his hips from side to side. A tiny movement, really, but the way it churns my cock in him is borderline-monstrous. 

"Thick," he announces, and I can hear the amusement in his voice. 

Theo laughs. "Good thing you're not a virgin, then."

"Tighter than you," Riley fires back.

There's something otherworldly, unbelievable about it. That they can joke about this shit, tease each other, while their buddy's having sex right in front of them. Like, Chase, and Harper, and Aidan, and me, we all rip each other mercilessly. But the thought of doing it while one of them was hooking up, in the same room...

I don't get to finish that thought, to picture my best friend pounding some chick's pussy while I watch him and call out suggestions. Because my best friend's brother is trying to get my attention, and apparently the best way to do that is via my ass. 

A finger, pushed deep into my still-slicked hole. My hips surge up, despite Riley's weight, and I hear him gasp over the rushing of blood in my ears. Grunt myself, a moment later, as the surge of feelings from fucking deep into him catch up with me. 

Maybe that's why girls say no to anal, my brain suddenly wonders: because they know there's every chance we'll only last thirty seconds or so, before we're spewing inside them.

The thought of it, of how quickly the pleasure could destroy your ego, makes me snort through my clenched teeth.

Riley's cheeks are red, this time, when he glances back. Giving me this amused look, like he wasn't expecting me to laugh and now I'm suddenly more interesting. 

Him and his buddies aren't so different to me and my friends, I figure. Even if we might normally joke about different shit.

"I thought you'd be tighter," I tell him, grinning. 

"I was gonna say the same about you," he replies.

I want to have some smart-ass response to that, only my brain is too busy focusing on his second finger grinding back into me. Two of them, hooking up and brushing - not hard, but not soft, either - against that spot which makes me wriggle like I've been electrocuted or something. Waves of unruly pleasure, and the way he's stretching my hole, and that knowing expression on his flushed face all conspiring to leave me gasping and flopping around like a landed fish.

"I mean," Riley adds, "feel this, and tell me... does this feel like a straight boy's hole to you?"

My eyes are wide as I stare up at him, and I'm trying to find the words to point out that my experience with asses - straight or otherwise - is hardly comprehensive, when I realize he wasn't even talking to me in the first place. At least, that's the only thing I can conclude, with what feels like more fingertips stroking between my cheeks. 

No way to stop my jaw from falling open, as a third finger digs into me. Not from pain, or even from discomfort; just because it feels so otherworldly, still a sensation my body just doesn't fully know how to process. 

"You don't mind sharing, do you, Lincoln?" Riley's watching the shock play out across my face, and I don't know what's more crazy: the fact that he's asking me that and seemingly expecting an answer, or the fact that some random dude is already fingering my ass while I fuck another guy for the very first time.

"I... I..."

"You want a fourth, is that it?"

Somehow my eyes can get even wider, even if my mouth still isn't working properly. All the better to see Riley's smirk spread.

There are two of them, between my legs. Colby and Theo, presumably shoulder to shoulder, though I can't see that past Riley's body. Muscling my thighs further apart, spreading me as I feel another rough fingertip sliding around my already-stretched entrance.

The sound of someone spitting, and then the fourth digit that Riley promised is trying to work its way inside me.

I don't know whose it is - Colby's most likely, some distant chunk of my brain finds space to conclude, squeezed in alongside his husband's forefinger and two of Riley's - but it doesn't matter. The sensations so foreign, so unbelievable, that the details aren't important. Riley's ass clamping down on me, and my own trying to do the same around the cluster of fingers tugging and stretching me, and suddenly it's like I'm fucking myself. Like it's my own dick in my own hole, a perfect loop of unbelievable, indescribable pleasure, like that dumb snake-eating-its-tail tattoo that some guy from high school got when he turned eighteen. 

We'd laughed at the tattoo, but I'm not laughing now. 

I can see, even though the angles aren't great, when Theo's head dips down. And from the way Riley's insides suddenly go crazy around me, all I can figure is that he's getting his dick sucked. 

Maybe he's trying to fuck Theo's throat, and that's what starts him moving on me. Or maybe Riley decides I've had enough time to get past the hair-trigger stage, and it's safe to start riding me properly. Either way, for a moment I can feel his thighs tense and his heels dig into my sides as he lifts off my cock, before everything's lost to a sparkling, static haze as my overwhelmed senses try to process what's happening to me.

He's fucking himself on me, grinding on my dick like he's testing the angles to see which one might feel best, but I can hardly focus on that. Not with my legs spread so wide, my most sensitive parts on full display, and four fingers from three different people all mauling my tender hole. Sometimes pushing in tandem, like they're trying to mimic Riley's bouncing on my thick, throbbing inches, but other times haphazardly pulling and stretching and tugging on me. Stretching me as if I'm some sort of toy, a curiosity with unclear limits.

"Fuck, do that again." Riley sounds gleeful."I swear, he got twice as big when you did that."

I whimper, no hope of holding the sound back, as fingers ply me. Brain in meltdown, and no point in trying to understand how what should feel powerful, and dominant, has been inverted so thoroughly. Or, for that matter, why I'm so eagerly going along with it. 

It feels empty, my ass, just for a moment, when Riley yanks his fingers out of me. Only briefly, though; barely any time at all before two more take their place. But by then, I'm already gritting my teeth as he squeezes my balls. 

Is it more gay, to want to see the expression on the face of the guy you're fucking? Or does it not make a difference: is the fact that you're inside another dude's ass enough?

Maybe I should tell him to stop, or that I'm not enjoying it, but we both know either would be a lie. Even if I'm blushing fit to burn, at the way I'm being manhandled; even if I flinch each time they spit on me, between my cheeks. Fresh lube to grind their fingers into me, scissoring and stretching my overwhelmed hole. A constant pawing at my body at its most tender, most delicate and sensitive, punctuated by hard smacks across my ass. Each leaving me writhing, bucking underneath and deep into Riley, and he in turn gripping my balls as though he's half-minded to twist them off.

"I think he's getting close," someone says, sounding entertained, and I groan at the truth of it. Shocked, still, by how quickly I've been driven to this point; at how adeptly they've worked me, these devious, expert hands each playing in ways I can't imagine my girlfriend ever even thinking to. 

It's a slapping sound, wet and hard, as Riley slams himself down onto me. Determined, as though he's realized - just like I did - that I can barely muster the sense to reach up and grab his hips, never mind thrust into him. 

"Fuck it, give him the fifth," I hear, and then laughter, and then my ears stop working altogether. All sound lost to me, at the sensation of my hole being gaped even further, and I don't know whose finger it is, which of Riley's friends is now adding to this incredible, addictive, unbelievable torment, but that doesn't matter. Not with my balls practically throbbing in Riley's palm, as I unload deep inside his body.

He's gripping me with his legs, squeezing us together, as the world does a good impression of turning itself inside-out. An orgasm so incredible, it's borderline painful; enough to make me want to sob from the sensations. 

And then gasp, as Riley shifts on me again. A churning sensation, around my cockhead at its most sensitive, and I want to squirm away, to escape this fresh torment as my cum swirls around my tender flesh, but I can't with him on top of me. His bodyweight pinning me, and my legs squeezed, and fingers still pushing into me, and suddenly what felt like the best fucking orgasm of my twenty-two years of life seems like it's about to become the worst torture imaginable. 

Riley letting go of my balls isn't going to fix it, but I won't argue with small mercies. Even as he topples onto me, his back against my chest, and it's instinct to wrap my arms around him and pull him to me. His heat inexplicably fierce, like he's running a fever, and the shudder of his panting breaths falling in and out of sync with my own.

I don't resist, as he pushes my hand down. Don't second-guess what's expected of me, as my fingers close around his rigid dick. Just stroke him, the movements oddly familiar with him draped across me like this, and feel him wriggle with pleasure as I strum him in some particularly pleasing way, at some particularly rewarding angle. 

Barely a minute or so, before he stiffens. A hand reaching back, fingers knotting in my hair, as Riley's back arches and he swells in my fist. Grunting, as he sprays his chest, and then that sound dissembling into a groan, and then a whimper, as I keep working the fat flare of his cockhead until he has to shove my hand away.

He seems relaxed - or, as much as you can be, balanced atop someone and with their dick still inside you - and so it almost seems unfair to trouble him with a request. But I do, anyway.

"Can you ask your buddies to take their fingers out of my ass."

Riley snorts, sounding genuinely amused, and for a moment I think he's going to tell me we're not done yet. And the possibilities there, the options that might be unlocked when a group of horny dudes who fuck other dudes have just spent time working over your hole until it's soft and practically sloppy, it makes the breath catch in my chest. 

He pats my cheek, though, and then sits up again. Ignoring the way I hiss through clenched teeth, at the fresh wave of sensations radiating out from my cock in his ass.

"Stop pawing at the straight boy."

I don't know who laughs - whether it's Colby, or Theo with the taste of Riley's dick still in his mouth, or the third guy whose name I don't even know, yet - but it doesn't matter. Identity and source taking a distant second place, compared to what I know they're actually amused by. The possibility that, after everything they've just watched, and taken part in, I might be so presumptuous to insist that I'm still straight.

Only I am, I want to tell them. If Haley was here, if Haley would do the things that Riley does - if my girlfriend was as eager as he was, not grudging of it - then I'd be fucking her, right?

Laugh at yourself, some taunting part of my brain tells me, you might as well join in with them.

Frustrated, I push him off me. Grit my teeth again, at the weird feeling of my dick sliding out of his well-fucked hole; watch, as Colby and Theo settle back, out of the splay of my thighs, each eyeing my angry expression curiously. Interest there, but no surprise: like this sudden flush of doubt and confusion is predictable, to be expected.

Just a dumb dick, attached to a dumb guy, I remember. 

I shove myself up, legs aching from how they'd spread me. Glance down, to see Riley leisurely wiping his chest with my underwear. Smirking, as he holds it up: the black Under Armour logo smeared with his load.

"If you tell Harper," he suggests, idly, "break the news gently, okay? He wanted to be your first."

My skin prickles, with the heat of his attention. 

"I wasn't planning on telling him anything," I snap.

Riley shrugs. "You want another beer?"

I shake my head, the motion jerky. "I'm good."

His grin turns lascivious. "Yeah, you are."

Even now - angry, confused, infuriated at myself for letting things get this far - I have to fight the urge to smirk back at him. To say something equally leading, and charged. 

"I should go," I say, instead.

Somehow, even though he's laying there sweaty and with cum all over his chest, and my load dripping out of his ass, when Riley winks it's me who feels self-conscious. I take a step back.

"Nice to meet you," Colby adds, and I have to hide the jolt. The jerk of surprise, my brain having somehow forgotten that it wasn't just Riley and I in the room. 

I nod at him stiffly, my voice untrustworthy, and then half-stumble to the stairs.
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Chapter Six
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I jerk off three times, when I get home.

First in the shower, a thousand pinpricks of heat washing Riley's sweat and cum from me. Almost needing to pluck up courage to dip my fingertips between my cheeks; to see how those strangers have changed my body with their toying and groping.

Only it's not some shocking, cavernous hole, even as I press my soaped forefinger inside - relief and disbelief sparring in my chest, as I contort to explore myself - and my cock is hard before I even realize it. My forehead against the cold tiles, stroking frantically to the water's white noise and the rasp of my own breathing.

Only a minute, barely more, before I'm spraying my feet. My ass fluttering and clenching around my finger, and no way not to wonder if that's what Colby and Theo felt as I dumped my load in Riley.

Still hard, then, as the shower head drips and I towel myself with desperate intensity. Wanting the friction to distract me, to score the memories from my brain, and yet only becoming more and more aware of my tingling muscles. Until I have to jerk off again, my body still damp, hair a mess; arm braced on the countertop as I work myself over the sink. Confused, and angry with myself for feeling that way, and the orgasm a tight and twisting thing, dragged from me as I remember the way Riley's skin stuck to mine. The kiss and release of it, as he arched his back while I worked his hardness with the callouses on my palm. 

And then a final time, in bed, in the darkness, in the soft familiarity of sheets that should've been washed yesterday or the day before that. An instinctive, animal thing, trying to muster the mental images of Haley that I knew I should be picturing, and then - those fantasies denied me, loaded in ways I was too tired to process - of girls in general. Porn stars, and girlfriends-of-friends, and glimpses of cute asses and tits, and blowjob lips, and none of it sticking until Riley's smirk and the memory of Harper's coughing, choking, wide-eyed hunger to have his throat fucked harder and deeper. Tears soaking his cheeks as my fingers bunched tighter in his hair, and my best friend's brother's whispering permission at the curve of my ear.

Barely anything left in me, my body clenching, muscles protesting and my cock feeling raw. 

It's too dangerous to go back, I know.

I can't trust myself there, I know that too. 

The little green "I'm online" bubble is lit, next to Harper's name, as I thumb my way down the list of conversations.

"Did you really just hit on Riley?"

I hit send before I can stop and think about it; before I can give myself a chance to make excuses, list off all the reasons why bringing this up is a terrible idea. The sort of decision which only ends up in more questions, and answers you don't necessarily want to hear.

"Seemed like a good idea at the time," Harper sends back. 

I can hear it, in his voice, his deadpan delivery. He's quiet, compared to me and Chance, but he's funny. Funniest of the four of us, most probably; a dry, sharp sort of humor, all the more pleasing for his shyness. 

"You knew he'd be up for it?" It's not quite the question I want to ask, but a version that feels safer. 

"It was a risk."

That's the problem, with not being brave enough to ask the things you actually want to know. You don't get the answers to those unspoken questions. 

"I mean," Harper adds, "you're the one who started jerking off while we were all there in the room."

It's like being told about a different version of myself, a mirror universe Lincoln. 

"Seemed like a good idea at the time," I say, stealing his words.

I can picture him rolling his eyes. 

"Did you have sex with him?" 

I stare at his message, until the screen goes dim. 

"What did he tell you?" 

"I was fishing," Harper admits. "So, who fucked who?"

I probably ought to bristle, at that. See it as a possible slight on my manliness, or some shit. Only it's not like I can forget being on my hands and knees on Riley's couch, ass hiked up, with him and Harper behind me taking eager turns to lick my hole. The memory is otherworldly, but I probably wouldn't have protested too strongly, too loudly, had one of them had tried to nail me.

"I fucked him." It's weird, seeing those words written out under my name. "He said you'd be pissed, that I didn't fuck you first."

"He's more competitive, I mostly just play along."

Maybe it's my ego talking, but I'm not quite ready to let that slide. Not after how Riley made it sound. 

"So you're not sad, that you didn't take my dude-sex cherry?" I tease.

"Still time for that," he fires back.

I swallow, unnerved again. Trying to imagine what'd it'd be like to look down, and see Harper's narrow body sandwiched between my thighs. Or to feel his hands on my hips as I rock on all-fours, his cock sawing inside of me. 

"You wish," I tell him, because treating this as anything other than a joke feels far too much for me right now.

It's easier leave his "Yeah, I do" reply unopened.

I want to talk to Chance, that's the problem. Not about the stuff that's been happening with his brother - honestly, I don't know if he'll ever be able to talk about that without blowing his top - but just generally. Shoot the shit, joke about dumb crap, and tease each other. The things that seemed so normal to do, before; the things that best buddies do. He'd laugh at me, call me a fucking wuss, if I told him I missed him. That doesn't mean he wouldn't feel the same way, or at least, that's what I really hope he's feeling.

I frown, as I stare at my phone and the last messages we sent each other. Something terse and inconsequential; the text bubbles only seem important now, a few days later, because of the silence in-between. 

"I'm going for a run, you in?" 

Like before, I press send before I can overthink it. Before my brain can rewrite it and then rewrite it again, as though there's a better way to extend an olive branch when you've just fucked your closest friend's older brother.

It's a weird sensation, relief and yet a sort of clenching in my stomach, when I see Chance's "OK" pop up on the screen. 

And so I put my shorts on, and a ratty old t-shirt with the sleeves torn off, and a baseball cap, and pull on the battered old sneakers I run in, and I head out. Not fast, but not slow, either. The sort of lope that you can keep up for mile after mile.

He's waiting on the sidewalk, at the end of the driveway, when I turn the corner. Stretching his legs, those show-off neon yellow running shoes - the ones he insists are better for your form - practically glowing in the sun. 

I don't slow, or even turn my head. Just hear him fall into step alongside me.

We used to race, back when we were kids. Couldn't help ourselves: rivalry, even if it was good-natured, a core component of our friendship. If Chance dunked the basketball five times, I had to do six. If Chance ate three hotdogs at dinner, I had to eat four. A run like this would automatically turn into a competition, and then into a sprint, until scant minutes later we were both sweaty and panting. Arguing over who, exactly, had passed whatever arbitrary finish line we'd decided on first.

It was good fun, but shitty cardio, that's what we eventually conceded. And so, maybe the one thing out of everything we did together, running was where rivalry was out of bounds.

Something reassuring, about the synchrony of our footsteps. Like a heartbeat: our friendship not quite dead yet, even after everything I'd done.

"How's Haley?"

Asked with blithe, bland indifference, and that's why I know the question is so loaded. Because usually, Chance wouldn't waste an opportunity to say something sly about my love-life.

I don't call him out on it, though.

"Good, I guess."

"You guess?"

I want to tell him the truth, which is that I'm scared to see her. Feeling guilty, too, about the reasons for that fear. I know I should feel bad, for having cheated on her with Riley, and I guess with Harper, too. A good boyfriend, a normal boyfriend, would be busy thinking of ways to make it up to her; ways to pacify the guilt, some, and redeem himself even if his girlfriend never discovered why he was suddenly being so much more thoughtful.

Maybe I'm fucked in the head, then, because I'm more worried that I'll see Haley and regret nothing. 

"She's been busy," I say, flatly. 

The sidewalk rolls out beneath us. At the end of the last block, by silent assent, we turn right. Crossing the road into the woods, the gravel path wide enough for us to still run abreast. 

"Are you really gonna marry her?" 

I blink, surprised at his question. And angry, somehow, too; as if we'd already agreed, in our respective quiet, that talking about my relationship was off-limits. 

"How the fuck should I know," I snap.

Chance snorts. "So touchy."

"Well, how's your fucking love life, then?" 

I can feel his eyes on me, the stare somehow hot against the side of my head. 

"Same old, same old."

Chance gets bitches, that's what we say. He doesn't keep them, doesn't go much further than a date or three and screwing them, but he gets bitches. 

"You're such a fuckboy," I tell him.

The insult won't sting, I know; he's heard it plenty of times before. 

"Can't help it, if I'm popular." 

"Sounds like something a fuckboy would say."

He grunts, and I'm not sure if it's in amusement or annoyance. "And what're you, then?"

I shrug. "Same as I've always been."

"Funny," Chance says, coolly, "I don't remember you getting your dick out randomly, any time before this week."

"Get over it, dude."

I'm a dozen or so steps down the path, when I realize the sound of footsteps on gravel has halved. Turn back, to see Chance is standing, watching me. An expression of something like frustrated disbelief on his face. 

"Do you even feel bad about it?"

The frown is instinctive. "Bad about what?"

He practically gapes at me. "Dude, he's my fucking brother."

I force myself to hold his stare. "What about him?"

It's a self-serving question, really, because I need to know which aspect of the fucked-up shit I've been doing lately that I'm meant to be feeling guilty for.

"Are you gay, now?" 

I can't help the laugh. "Bro, come on."

Chance's cheeks are flushed. "He was..."

If I keep watching him, keep holding his eye, he'll either have to finish that sentence of give up on it.

After a few, long seconds, Chance shakes his head. "Whatever," he says, sourly.

"Look, it's not a big deal."

"What isn't?" His reply comes fast, and sharp, like a lash. "It's not a big deal that you're fucking guys, now, or it's not a big deal that you're messing with my fucking brother?"

"Riley and I are just joking around." I shrug, like anything more complicated than that is a distraction. 

"I know my brother, dude."

I frown at him. "What's that supposed to mean?"

Chance just makes a face, refusing to meet my eye.

"And are you giving Harper the third degree about this shit, too?" I'm not sure why it comes out so angrily, with such obvious frustration. Not like I don't know that's just bait, showing someone you're worked up, when you've been friends with them for so long that they know all your buttons to press.

"Harper's different."

I throw my arms up, exasperated by the double-standard. "And why's that, then? Why am I the one getting the inquisition treatment, and he fucking isn't?"

"Because I already knew he's into dudes!" It comes out close to a shout, Chance biting down a split-second later. As if he's hoping he can chew back the volume, even though the words have already escaped.

It probably looks ridiculous, the way I'm blinking at him, but I can't help it. "How?" I ask, eventually.

Chance makes a gesture, something close to indecipherable. "He didn't lock his phone."

There's not enough detail, there, but at the same time, more than enough. I mean, what could you figure out about my interests, the things I pictured when I was jerking off, if you looked at my browser history?

I want to ask him when, how long he's known for, but I can't. Because all those questions circle round to "Why didn't you tell me?" I can't complain about double-standards, can't give Chance shit for not spilling Harper's secrets, while expecting to keep tight hold of mine.

The muscles in my jaw feel tight, almost aching with the way I'm clenching them. Only the messages from my brain, telling them to ease up, aren't making it through.

"And are you okay with that?" 

It's a fucking stupid question, or at least it should be. Not like Chance hasn't had long enough to get used to having a gay brother, after all. But there's a part of me that knows, despite how okay Chance might be with Riley's sexuality, there's still room for it to be different when it's a friend.

"I don't care."

It's delivered grumpily enough that I can't help but snort. "So why do you sound like you hate the idea?"

He makes a face. "Just... him and my brother. Fuck."

I don't know how much he knows, about the shit Riley and Harper have done together. I mean, I hardly know the details myself. So it doesn't feel too sneaky to simply play dumb.

"What about him and your brother?"

The expression Chance flashes me leaves little question that my acting skills aren't gonna make me a movie star. 

"It's just... weird. The thought of them hooking up."

"So don't think about it?" I shrug.

Chance hisses, in frustration. "You know they've been fucking. Is that meant to be okay?" 

'Okay' is about the blandest word you could use, to describe how it feels to nail another guy, I'm tempted to tell him. Only considering I'd be using the example of his older brother, it doesn't seem the right time.

"Are you pissed off because it's Harper, because it's Riley, or what?"

Chance and his brother get on, even with all the sniping and the sarcasm, and Riley reminding him that we always crash at his place, and drink his beer, and his younger brother can be an ungrateful brat about it. It's what makes the weird, competitive edge that Chance brings to the relationship seem so much more strange. Like he can't quite help but see Riley as a benchmark for what's possible, ignoring the age gap and getting frustrated at everyone - himself most of all - that he hasn't achieved the same things, at the same time.

"Would you want your friend and your brother hooking up?"

"I don't have a brother," I remind him.

He rolls his eyes. "You know what I mean."

"It's Harper." I shrug, as if that explains, justifies, it all. "Can you really be pissed at Harper?"

Chance's lips tighten. "So, I should be pissed at Riley, then?" 

That wasn't what I meant, but I should probably have guessed that it'd be how my friend heard it. 

"You just have to let people do their own shit," I say, instead of letting myself get dragged into a "who's worse" argument. 

"Including you?" He stares at me, eyes narrowing. "You and my brother?"

The 'and' there is doing a lot of heavy lifting, I want to tell him, but I'm still kinda annoyed and picking apart the nuances of one syllable words feels like a waste of time. "Not good enough for him, am I?" I sneer.

He's angry, too, I realize. Angrier than I thought, anyway. In my face in a moment, the tip of his finger barely an inch from my nose. 

"Can't you just be normal?" It comes out of him like a curse.

I slap his hand away. There's something oddly satisfying about letting the frustration bubble over; like drawing out a splinter that's been stuck inside your palm for days. 

"Big words from someone who's so fucking neurotic," I spit back. "So I jacked off on your brother's couch, big fucking deal. If you ask me, you're the weird one, for getting so worked up about it."

It's strange, being this close to him. Near enough to see in perfect detail how Chance's nostrils flare, and his lips tighten. 

"What's the matter, dude," I add. My voice quieter now, more goading. "Worried you'll see my dick and start drooling?"

"Fuck you, Lincoln." 

I'd swear I could feel his breath on me.

"Maybe Riley's not the only cocksucker in the family, is that it?"

It's unfair, and wrong, and I know it's both those things as soon as the words leave my lips. Because it didn't feel like a slur, when Riley said it about Harper, more like a term of endearment or something. And hell, it wasn't like I hadn't worried that I wouldn't be so good at sucking dick when I had Chance's brother's inches pushing at my throat. 

But I know how Chance will hear it now. 

I see his eyes go wide a split second before he shoves me. My brain too slow to catch on, to prepare for it. Nothing for me to do, but pinwheel my arms as I topple back, and barely a moment to be grateful that I hit the greenery at the side of the path and not the gravel itself.

"Dude!" 

The exclamation smothered before the word is barely out, as he lands on me. Fists bunched in my shirt, dragging my head up off the ground as he shakes me furiously.

I grab his wrists, and twist us with my legs. 

Chance slams down on his back with a grunt. Fingers loosening their grip, only for a moment but it's enough for me to wrench his hands away. Pin them, almost above his head, and then lean my bodyweight into them as I pant and my heart hammers in my chest. Adrenaline and shock still spitting like hot fat.

"Calm the fuck down!" 

It's a stupid request, I know, because when has telling an angry person to "calm down" ever achieved anything useful. 

He's staring at me like he wants to kill me. Cheeks flushed, breath coming in sharp jags. His pupils vast, and the heat of him fierce underneath me, between my thighs where they're spread across his hips.

"Did you fuck him?" 

Who do you owe the greater loyalty to? Your best friend, or the guy you screwed, who just so happens to be your best friend's brother?

Maybe I know the answer to that, deep down. My answer, anyway. Or maybe the 'cocksucker' thing still smarts. 

"Yeah," I tell him.

Chance's glare is flaying. It's so close to how Riley has looked at me, I have to fight the urge to turn away. 

"Did he fuck you?"

I shake my head. "No."

His jaw shifts, like he's chewing on too many questions and none of them are pleasant. 

"Why not?"

I sit up, blinking at him in surprise. Half-expecting him to push me off him, to sit - maybe even to try to hit me again, or whatever it was he was intending to do before - only Chance just lays there. Arms still extended up, above his head, and his eyes searching my face.

"I... I don't know why not," I say, finally. It's the truth, or at least the best I can remember the truth to be. 

I expect him to call me ridiculous, or a liar, or something worse, but he doesn't.

"Did you enjoy it?" 

I grunt, feeling awkward. "Dude, come on..."

Chance's stare drops, conspicuously. "I think that says you did."

I'm not even sure when I got hard, what it was that left my dick straining so urgently, so obviously, in my shorts. 

When I look at his face again, I expect to see disgust there, or amusement. Chance's expression is very nearly blank, though. Practically unreadable. 

"Did you think of Haley, when you fucked my brother?" 

I can answer him honestly, at least, even if I can't explain it.

"No."

"Are you thinking about her now?"

My throat feels tight, like I've forgotten how to swallow. 

"No."

He's going to freak out, to get mad at me again, I know he is. Some blank-faced clock counting down to when things are gonna get ugly. 

"Did you cum in him?"

"Dude!" It comes out as a hiss, shock stealing volume. 

Chance snorts, softly. "You'll jerk off in front of me, you'll fuck my brother, but asking that's the step too far?"

"Why do you want to know?" I can hear the sullen edge in my voice, the whine from when we were kids.

"We're meant to be best friends, aren't we?" 

We are. Not just some bullshit 'meant to be,' either: we totally are best friends. I'd fucking fight anyone who said otherwise, Chance included.

I can't escape the feeling that he knows that, can see that, in the way I'm looking down at him now. 

"Did you raw dog my brother, dude?" Chance doesn't even sound angry, now, though I'm not sure that feels any better. "Did my best friend breed my fucking brother's ass?"

Maybe I'm a total monster, because my cock is absolutely throbbing at him saying those words. 

"You're thinking about it now, aren't you. What it felt like to unload in him."

The nod I give him is jerky, my muscles all halfway to seized up.

Chance looks down again, then smirks at me. "You wanna jerk off, at the thought of it, don't you."

I can't bear to look at my crotch, at the way I know my shorts must be tented out. There's probably a big fucking wet patch, where I've drooled all the way through them. 

"No." One syllable, and it comes out like nails on a chalkboard. 

"Liar." Chance's reply coming rattlesnake fast. "You were so fucking cocky, on his couch. Couldn't wait to whip your dick out then, could you. What happened, Lincoln? When did you turn into such a little bitch?"

"Fuck you."

When I said that to his brother, Riley asked me if I wanted him on all-fours or on his back. I have different expectations for Chance.

"Pussy," he sneers.

My hand is on my junk before I even realize it, squeezing through the straining fabric. Even that, skin separated, feels amazing.

"That's right, asshole, play with that little thing." 

It's the voice he knows I hate, the one Chance uses when he's beating me at some stupid video game. Goading me to overtake him, or get the right combo to knock his fighter out, and all it does is make me see red and overreact. Just, I'm sure, what he always wants me to do. 

"It was big enough to make your brother moan," I spit back at him. 

Chance rolls his eyes, like I'm so full of shit he can't believe he ever took me seriously.

A shove, and the waistband of my shorts is tight under my balls. My cock already in my hand, and it only takes one stroke before there's precum all down my shaft and I can hear the thick squelch of my fist.

"So fucking predictable," Chance says, like he had no doubt whatsoever that our run would end up with me sat on top of him, jacking off.

It's a different look, the one he's giving me, compared to how his brother watched me. Competitive, somehow: as though he's daring me to keep going, to keep rubbing my dick while I stare down at him. 

"You fuck Harper yet, then?" 

I push my hips forward, body working on instinct, fucking myself through my fist's tight grip. Know, a split-second later, that Chance will have felt that movement. Will know just how much that possibility turned me on.

"No," I manage to grate out, my jaw clenched.

"But you've thought about it." A statement, not a question, delivered with a wolf's grin.

"What's the matter," I snap back, "going through a dry spell?" 

He makes that 'you're ridiculous' noise again. Somewhere between a snort and a grunt. "Why, you wanna picture it?"

I didn't, I never had before, but now suddenly it's all I can think about. The mental images crowding into my brain, muscling their way between the memory of Riley hissing as I sank balls-deep into him, and of Harper's wide-eyed, dreamy stare up my body as his lips stretched taut around my shaft. A third TV screen, this one showing my best friend pounding some faceless chick as he smirks at the imaginary camera. Looking straight through it, to me on the other side, as he raises an arm and clenches his bicep. Dares me to look away, as his sweat-slicked crotch slaps against bouncing cheeks. 

My head jerks, as I feel the drool down my chin. Knowing it's too late, that there's no way Chance hasn't noticed it too. 

He doesn't call me out on it, though. Just watches me, expression intense and unflinching, his arms still above his head.

"Was he tight? I always figured my brother was a slut."

It shouldn't be possible, for a few words to make your balls feel like they're gonna twist themselves inside out. I have to force myself to slow down my strokes; not to chase the orgasm that's suddenly perilously within reach.

"Yeah," I tell him, not sure whether I'm betraying Riley's confidence or defending his honor.

Chance makes a face. "Tighter than a girl?"

He's not done anal. Or at least, if he has, he's lied to me about never having tried it.

"Much tighter."

There's part of me that wants to reach behind myself, to grope at Chance's crotch and see if he's boned up, too. Only that seems a step too far. Like taking advantage, despite the fact I'm already straddling him and jerking off while he watches me, and quizzes me on what it was like to nail his older brother.

"I thought he was gonna fuck you," Chance says, casually. Far more casually than a statement like that deserves.

My shrug is lopsided. I'm not going to tell him how my cock just throbbed - swelling noticeably in my fist - at the idea of it.

"Would you do it?" He's watching me intently, now. My face, though I know he'll be able to see my hand's movements in his peripheral vision.

In Riley's bedroom, or his basement, I knew I would've said yes. It's not even knowledge that causes some sort of mental anguish, or confusion: just this burning bright awareness that sure, if he'd suggested I'd graduated from fingers and tongues, to having cock pushed inside me, I'd have gone along with it. Maybe it's fucked up, that I'm not freaking out about that, but it's the truth.

It's only now, with my best friend waiting for an answer, that the truth feels genuinely dangerous.

"I don't know."

"Liar," Chance says, just as fast as the last time. "Don't worry, Lincoln: maybe you'll get lucky, and Haley will put on a strap-on and fuck you. After you put a ring on her finger, that is."

"Picturing it, are you?" 

He curls his lip. "What, you squealing like a little girl as you get your love-nut pounded? Wishing it was a real cock instead?"

I should be angry, furious, but arousal has squeezed out every other feeling. One hand flailing on my dick, I grab at Chance's sweaty t-shirt and drag it up to his neck. Pin it there, my fingers bunched in the fabric, arm braced with my fist against his collarbone, as the pleasure surges through me.

I want to believe I can hear it, the wet slap of cum against his chest. The sound of it splattering across his skin, as the climax twists in me near-painfully. Tempted to close my eyes, to focus on nothing but the intensity of that pleasure and how it overwhelms me, only Riley's stare is inescapable. Holding my gaze, his face a mere foot and a half from mine, as I shudder and groan atop him. 

Panting hard, I sit up again. Mortified, suddenly, by the long white streaks across my best friend's torso. Like I've branded him, somehow.

There's a scorch of red across each of his cheekbones. I'm not sure if it's from fury, or something else. 

"You need to clean that shit up."

It's a demand, an order. Not barked out, though; delivered with the sharp certainty of someone who knows they'll be obeyed. 

Blushing, I bend to run my tongue across the curve of his ribs.

It's thick, and sharp, and slimy in my mouth. Overloading my tastebuds in an instant, as I lap practically to Chance's nipple and then repeat the motion again, and again. Shifting, each time, and feeling his chest expand and fall with his breathing. His skin smooth as I lick across it, and the smell of us both filling my nostrils.

"Fuck, that tickles."

Chance shoves me back, squirming under me. Apparently more upset that I've discovered how ticklish he is, than he was at my blowing my load across him. 

I sit back, with a jolt. Further down his body, this time, and his erection unmistakable beneath my cheeks.

For a moment he just stares at me. Shirt still shoved halfway up his chest, the trails of wet from my tongue still visible on his skin. His eyes wide, nostrils flared. 

I let myself settle, just a little more, into his lap. Feel, in response, the way his cock flexes against my ass.

Another shove sends me sprawling. Harder, this time, with an anger that borders on desperation. Chance ignoring my hiss of pain, as the sharp gravel cuts into my palms as I try to catch myself. Scrabbling to stand, his frantic stare hardening into a glare as he yanks his t-shirt back down.

"What the fuck, dude?" It comes out of me as a yell, my hands already stinging. 

His glance down, at where his shorts are tented out, says it's his cock not my bleeding skin that he's focused on now. 

"Shut up!" 

I've heard that tone before, that borderline-frantic edge to my friend's voice. When we were kids and he was biting back the tears, desperate I not see him crying. When he and his first girlfriend split up, Chance mulishly insisting that he didn't care, that he wasn't bothered. 

"Dude," I say, again. Even though I know he's no longer really listening.

"Fuck you, Lincoln." My name sounds like a second curse on his tongue. 

Chance turns, and runs down the path we just came up. 
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Chapter Seven
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It's so fucking tense, down in Riley's basement, I'm almost starting to regret getting my dick out that first night, and jerking off with my buddies in the room. Almost.

Chance is doing a pretty fucking good job of pretending I'm not sitting even six feet away from him. The fact that I can practically feel the resentment radiating off him is the main giveaway that he's not chilled and happily watching whatever dumb game is on the TV right now. Well, that and how he's clenching his teeth tighter than guys do when they take selfies to send girls, because it gives them a sharper jawline.

It's tempting to remind him that it wasn't my fault that he boned up, and point out that I wasn't going to tease him about it, and that shoving me onto my ass and running off was a childish overreaction. I'm just not sure it'd help my case much, though. 

Harper's giving the both of us these quick, nervous little glances. Eyes flitting left and right like he's watching a tennis match. I'd say Aidan was blissfully ignorant of the mood, but even he's gotta have noticed that his shitty jokes have landed like lead balloons. Not even a sympathy laugh.

And Riley... Riley, I daren't even look at. 

One barbed comment from him could bring the whole, precarious thing crashing down.

It's frustrating, and uncomfortable, and I'm angry, too. Because this was meant to be our getaway spot, even if Chance's brother didn't put that invitation into so many words. A place we could come and not have to worry about what girls were expecting of us, or what bullshit was happening at work, or any of the other headaches that we could leave on the other side of Riley's front door. 

It's not out of line, I don't think, to want that back. 

I shoot Harper a pointed stare, because these anxious "mommy and daddy are fighting" looks between Chance and I are starting to piss me off. It makes him turn around, and the back of his neck gets all red, and then I just feel like an asshole for that, instead. 

Gritting my teeth, I push myself up, off the couch.

"I'm heading out," I tell them. 

Chance gives me this sidelong look. "Gonna see your girlfriend?"

I know what he's doing, what would be obvious even if he hadn't put all that emphasis on 'girlfriend' like a bad actor. The way he glances at his brother just underscores it.

"Fuck you, dude," I tell him, mildly. 

"You gonna tell her, then? That you put your dick inside him?" Chance jerks his chin at Riley. 

I hear Aidan gasp; just a tight, choked thing, quickly clamped down on. I guess he was the only one in the room who didn't know. 

"Passive aggression isn't cute, little brother." Riley sounds distracted, as he thumbs through his phone. It means he misses the furious twist of Chance's face, though maybe he's just seen it so many times before, he already can guess what it looks like right now.

"None of this would've happened if you hadn't slept with him," Chance snaps back. The aggression doesn't sound so passive, now.

Riley looks up. The expression he gives his brother is withering. "Everyone's responsible for their own erections, aren't they?"

Chance turns to me with visible outrage. "You fucking told him?"

There's no way to hide my wince. Of course, I hadn't told Riley - or anybody - that Chance had got hard when we were out running. I don't even think Riley was fishing for compromising details about his brother.

From what I can see on his face now, though, "it's nothing" probably isn't going to fly.

"You're a fucking idiot," I tell my best friend, and from the way realization is seemingly dawning, right now he might agree with me.

"Fuck," Chance says, letting his head loll back so that he's staring at the ceiling. 

"Did you blow my brother?" Riley's amused, there's no doubting it, but he seems genuinely curious, too.

"No," I say, making no attempt to hide my glare.

He ignores it. "Did he fuck you?" 

"No!" Chance and I both almost shout it in near-perfect unison.

"Does someone want to explain what the hell has been going on?" Aidan sounds confused and a little indignant, which I guess is fair given the conversation we're currently having. 

Riley gives me a "well, tell the man" look.

I sigh, turning my stare on Harper. He shrugs, just a little, which I decide I might as well take as blanket permission. 

"Me, Riley, and Harper hooked up. And then I fucked Riley." It sounds weird, to put it in such blunt, brief terms. Like stage directions in a script. "And then I jerked off, with Chance, but he didn't jerk off. Just me. Only he boned up, and got freaked out and ran off."

Riley snorts. "You're such a child," he tells his brother.

Chance flips him off, still staring at the textured paint on the ceiling. 

"Big fucking deal, you boned up." Riley's voice is scathing. "Just because someone stroked their dick next to you."

"Actually, I was on top of him, and I got cum on his chest," I correct, helpfully. Something about being blunt is weirdly addictive.

"Dude!" Chance apparently disagrees with that sentiment.

I shrug. "Maybe if you'd invited me to the circle jerk, none of this would've happened."

If you didn't know Riley and Chance were brothers, the fact that they share the same withering glare would be enough to convince you.

"That was one time, when we were kids, and the fact that you're a colossal pervert now has nothing to do with any of it."

Riley chuckles. "'Colossal' is a bit of an exaggeration. I mean, he's big, but he's not that big."

Chance redirects his angry look. "Not. Helping." 

"Seemed like it was more than enough for you, the other night," I remind Riley.

He winks at me. "Flop it out again, and I'll see how my memory compares."

I can't help it, the wriggle of self-conscious pleasure from the way his eyes track across me. It's still so strange to be objectified; there's no way for me not to preen when it happens.

The fact that he can't help but look, as I cup my hand around my junk, makes me feel weirdly powerful. I'm not sure when I got hard again, but it feels good to knead my erection through my sweatpants. 

"You're boned up right now, aren't you," Riley says, still grinning.

I nod.

"Jesus." Chance's snort is laced with disbelief. "Does that thing ever go down?"

"How long before yours did, the other day?" I fire back at him. "Were you soft before you made it home, or did you have to jerk off first?"

"I suppose I should've just asked you to do it for me, right?" Chance gives Harper a pointed look, as if to say he hasn't forgotten our other friend's involvement in all this. 

The shrug he gets in return makes me snort. 

"Sure, why the hell not?" I guess seeing Harper's reaction left me feeling bolder, too. Anyway, it's fun to watch Chance's mouth fall open in surprise. "We're friends, aren't we?"

Riley practically cackles in amusement. "Damn, little brother, you could've got your dick stroked. But you ran away."

"I can stroke my own fucking dick," Chance snaps.

"Can't suck it yourself, though, can you." 

There's a brief, but pointed, glaring battle between them. During which I wonder, idly but on-topic at least, what it'd be like to watch Chance suck his own dick. How long he'd have to be, and how flexible, in order to actually do it, and then whether he'd blow in his own mouth or pull off at the last minute. He's pretty uptight, so he might even think it's kinda gay to do that, even if the cum is your own. Honestly, that just feels like a sort of recycling to me.

"Lincoln wouldn't suck my dick." Chance says it with a sort of desperate certainty.

I know, just from Riley's expression as he turns to me, what his question is going to be. And maybe that understanding is clear, obvious from my own face, because he doesn't even bother asking. Just tilts his head to the side, like it's an invitation to dig the "Lincoln is a pervert" pit even deeper.

"I probably would."

Riley sticks his tongue out. I guess he thinks the "probably" is a cop-out. 

My best friend is just staring at me, in disbelief. 

I shrug. "I mean, I probably would, that's all I'm saying. If I was, y'know, horny at the time."

"You're always fucking horny."

Another shrug, acknowledging his logic. 

We're both silent, for a minute, just watching each other. I figure everyone here has worked out the repercussions of what's just been said; what pretty much amounts to my giving my best friend an open-ended invitation to put his dick in my mouth. Arguably that ought to feel weird, or uncomfortable even, but I'm more just curious what Chance will actually say. 

It's Riley, though, who loses patience first. 

"For fuck's sakes... Lincoln, come here."

I cross the room, legs practically operating of their own accord. Only drag my eyes away from Chance's stare when his brother brushes my hands from my crotch and yanks my sweats down. Underwear with them, my hard cock bouncing out in front of his face. 

The wink is the only warning I get, before Riley slurps my cockhead between his lips. 

I grunt, and my knees almost buckle, because he's not being gentle. Not teasing me, easing me into this: it's a a weaponized sort of pleasure, a torrent of sensations as his fingers dig into my hips and drag me closer. 

The curse bursts out of me, as I hit the tight entrance to his throat, and then again as Riley swallows around me and sucks me in deeper. Not stopping until my crotch is pressed against his mouth, each twitch and pulse of his gullet delivering me a massage that feels close to overwhelming. 

I'm just about to plead for mercy when he tugs his head back. 

My cock is red and glistening, slick with the slime from his throat. Achingly, impossibly hard, and the urge to grab myself and stroke is making my hands clench into fists.

"It looks bigger when it's wet," Riley observes, staring at me with clear curiosity. He taps it, just gently with his index finger, setting me bobbing.

There's that "treating me like a toy" thing again. The one which makes me feel so ridiculously aroused. 

"Horny?" Riley's expression is mischievous. 

No way not to see the question as leading, given what I just told his brother. And no way not to conclude, then, that the answer required is for Chance's ears, really.

"Very," I admit.

For as cocky, and turned on, as I feel, I can't bring myself to look at my friend. Terrified of what I might see.

Riley saves me from my spiraling paranoia. Pulling me down, to the couch, and then easing my shirt up over my head. Stripping me, my arms raising in helpful obedience, until I'm naked alongside him. Hyper-aware of being the only one undressed in the room.

Riley's hand feels glorious, as he slowly strokes me. His lips pressed close to my ear.

"You blew your load over my brother?" 

I nod. It's hard to swallow, the memory is so intense. 

"And then..."

If I look at Chance, I know the words will never come out. I watch Riley's fist working me, instead. 

"He made me lick it up."

I'm not sure which of us earned Riley's gurgling approval; me, or his brother. Maybe it was a team effort.

"Before or after you knew he was hard?"

His thumb drags across the head of my cock, and for a moment I writhe at the flood of intense sensations. 

"B-before," I manage to stutter out, when the sparks have just about cleared from my vision.

Riley nods, slowly. Thoughtful, like he's mulling over everything I've just confessed, and trying to piece together the options left over.

"You want Harper to eat your ass again?" 

He's so matter of fact, the way he offers up my friend. Like Harper's compliance is a foregone conclusion: something to be passed around, like Riley might beers from the cooler. 

I'm not even sure, at first, if Harper heard him. Until I look up, and meet his wide-eyed stare across the room, and understand from those swollen, inky pupils that he knows exactly what's been suggested.

If I say no, I know Riley won't force it. Hell, he'll probably even finish the handjob. So, really, it all comes down to the fact that I know exactly what I'm missing out on, if I pretend I don't want to say yes.

I nod, instead, and then watch as Harper comes closer. Dropping to his knees at the edge of the couch, in-between the wide splay of my thighs.

"Pull your legs back, Lincoln," Riley instructs. His tone amused, like I'm a wayward pet needing to be gently brought to heel. 

Blushing hotly, and hyper aware of Chance's eyes on me, and Aidan's, and the way Harper is staring at me with an intensity that almost leaves me shivering, I ease a hand behind each knee and pull. 

It's different, to that first night. To when I pulled my dick out and jerked as they sat around, watching the game. The sense of exposure unutterably changed, as Riley's hand makes long strokes along the slimy, precum-greased length of my dick, and Harper leans in with a glazed sort of hunger in his eyes. 

I gasp, when his tongue rasps across me. My fingers tightening, digging into the flesh of my legs as my toes clench. Resisting the urge to cry out, or to reach down and mash Harper's face against my skin, or to beg Riley to go faster. 

The lapping shifts to long, teasing strokes of his tongue, and then to pointed pressure against my hole. Working me open, just like they did the other night, and I arch my back as Harper grinds the first finger into me. Licking around it, my muscles softening until the second digit slides in with dangerous ease, and then he's pulling and tugging on me. Coaxing my body into opening for him, so that Harper's sly tongue can dig further.

Aidan's hand is in his shorts, some distant voice in my brain points out to me. Watching the three of us, on the couch, with an expression of awed fascination. But I can only really focus on how my best friend is looking at me.

I want to be able to put a word to it, to describe Chance's face, the set of his features. To decode whether it's disgust, or shock, or some sort of curiosity that's there. Trapped with the feeling that, if only I could work it out, I'd know what to say, how to behave. 

All I can think about is how it felt, to have Riley's dick in my mouth. How I expected it to be humiliating, a position of weakness, and how instead I felt so powerful. I'd be lying, if I claimed there wasn't some curiosity in me about how it might feel to blow his brother.

"Would you suck his cock?" Riley's voice is insidious, seeping into the depths of my brain.

I nod. "Y-yeah."

"Don't tell me." He sounds amused. "Tell him."

The lump when I swallow feels huge. Then again, maybe I should be getting used to the feeling of having my throat filled.

"I... I'd suck your cock," I tell my best friend.

Chance stares at me, expression indecipherable.

Riley turns, chuckling. "Y'hear that, little brother. You could finally get some head."

It's halfway to a hiss, the noise Chance makes. "Fuck you, I get head."

Instinct, then, that sees me open my mouth as Riley presses his fingertips against my lips. Instinct, that makes me sit there obediently, as he pushes three fingers inside. 

"Not like this, you haven't," Riley teases.

I don't know whether to blush even deeper from the compliment, or to revel in it.

Chance glances around, and for a moment I think it's because he's planning his escape. Only to see his stare settle on Aidan, who's still watching intently and with a hand shoved into his silky blue basketball shorts.

Aidan shrugs, minutely. I don't know if it's permission, uncertainty, or what.

Whatever it is - or whatever Chance decides it can mean - it's apparently sufficient. Enough to bring my best friend shuffling over on the couch, until his hip is very nearly pressed against my own. My raised leg wobbling above his thigh.

His expression looks different, this close. What seemed like shock is more akin to fascination. 

"You're so fuckin' weird," Chance mutters.

I'm strangely glad of the fingers stuffed into my mouth. At least they liberate me from having to reply: to justify or defend myself. 

"Do you actually get off on all this shit?" 

I can't answer, but Riley pulls my dick down, stretching it as though he's trying to press it to Harper's forehead. When he releases it, it slaps heavily against me, precum splattering. 

Chance chuckles. "Guess that was a dumb question." He looks up, from my throbbing inches, to his brother's grin on the other side of me. "You wanna stop manhandling my best friend?"

Laughing, Riley eases back from me. Hands raised - precum and spit-slicked, but placatory all the same - as he smirks at his younger brother. Passing me down to the next in line.

"You know not to use your teeth, right?" 

I roll my eyes at Chance's question, but there's no way to miss the implication. If he's asking me that then, as far as he's concerned, he's about to get his cock sucked. 

He grunts, as if this is all entirely ridiculous, but he's still pushing his sweatpants down.

Faded blue boxer-briefs underneath, probably long overdue replacement, and struggling to hold back the hard swell of Chance's erection. It seems weird that, even after all these years of knowing him, I've never actually seen my buddy boned up. Well, not bare-skin-seen, anyway. The closest I've ever been to that was sitting on him, the other day, and feeling him throb against my ass through our shorts.

There's a spreading wet patch, where the cotton is shaped with near-anatomical detail around his tip. Darker, against the well-washed blue.

"Leaky," I tease, staring down at it.

"Says you." Chance looks, pointedly, at where my own cock is flicking long, gooey cords of precum with each twitch.

He shoves his underwear down with the same, jerky movements that I remember from the locker room when we were barely teens. A self-conscious restraint, like he's worried someone's going to turn around and laugh at his exposed body. 

That reticence had fallen away, over the years. Eroded by his growing confidence, as Chance leaned into sports and got fitter, taller, more muscled. Even now, years after graduation, he's probably the most active of us all. Something about seeing that regression, hints of the shy version of the friend I grew up with, leaves me feeling oddly nostalgic. 

It's a man's dick, though, not a boy's.

Part of me - the competitive part, the part which can't resist seeing everything Chance and I do as an opportunity to demonstrate dominance - thinks I should be comparing myself to him. Figuring out who wins on length, and thickness, and any other ridiculous metric you could level at a dude's junk. 

The truth of it, though, is that I'm too busy wondering what it'll feel like in my mouth, to worry about how I hold up to him.

I glance across, to the other end of the couch, where Riley is sprawled back against the arm. Grinning, with a look that I can't help but read as "Isn't this what you always wanted?"

Maybe I did. Maybe there was a voice in the depths of my brain that always wondered what it'd be like to get down on my knees and slurp my best friend's erection between my lips. Just because I don't remember ever hearing it, doesn't mean it wasn't back there, whispering.

Chance's eyes are wide, when I turn to him. 

"Are you sure..." 

"Don't be a pussy, dude," I say, interrupting him. 

He stares at me, for a long moment. And then, just when I think he's about to back out, Chance snorts with laughter.

"Fuck you," he tells me, but he's getting up onto his knees at the same time.

It's my turn, my opportunity to pull the ripcord and end this all, but I just open my mouth and watch my buddy push two fingers at the base of his dick. Levering it down, so that the fat cockhead is pointed directly between my lips. 

"So fucked up," Chance mutters, even as he's sliding into me.

My lips close instinctively, pulling tight around his shaft even as the sharp-sweet flavor of his precum floods my tongue. He's so fucking hard, I don't know whether to be flattered, or terrified that Chance might keep pushing until he's choking me. 

He doesn't, though. Looks down at me, disbelief and arousal competing in his expression.

"Fuck, Lincoln."

It's his familiar voice, but my name sounds different. Even discounting the blood that's thrumming in my ears.

I swirl my tongue around the flared ridge of his head, and watch his jaw clench in response. Knowing that he's chewing back the gasp, tamping down his natural reaction, even if I'm not sure whether it's competitiveness or fear that's making him do that. 

The thought of overwhelming him, of reducing my oldest, closest friend to a whimpering heap, is like a furnace igniting in the depths of my chest. 

I shouldn't feel like I'm the powerful one, not like this. Not with Chance feeding me his dick at one end, and Harper feasting on my increasingly sloppy hole at the other. Not with me pulling my legs back, spreading myself like a wishbone so that my second-oldest buddy can force his tongue inside me, as my cock weeps precum like a broken faucet.

The fact that I do feel powerful, then, is maybe a gift from Riley. 

Harper grunts, as I rest my heels on his back. My arms liberated, to reach for Chance's hips and draw him in closer. His muscles firm under my fingertips, only he seems more than willing to be led, to be guided around as I work another inch or two between my lips. 

He hisses, as his tip brushes the tight clench of my throat. My face very nearly buried in his crotch, though not quite. Still some dick to go, and I know that if I want to consume him completely, want to give my best friend the very best fucking blowjob he's had in his twenty-two years of life, then I'm going to have to get over my fear of swallowing him. 

And then Harper pushes his fingers into me, making me gurgle with surprise and pleasure, and in the process my throat spasms and suddenly Chance's fat, leaky tip is caught within its fluttering grip.

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

He sounds broken, somehow; his voice cracking on my name. One hand grabbing my head: more to steady himself, it feels like, than out of any sort of attempt to seize control of the situation. It's enough, though, to pull us together, my lips mashed against his skin.

It's a weird thing to be proud of, but I am.

Chance jerks back, his hips fighting my hold. Tugging his cock from my throat; all the way out of my mouth, even. Leaving me gasping, my nerves raw-edged.

I look up at him, through teary eyes. 

"It... it was too much," he admits. 

Funny, that you can know someone so well - be so aware of how much they hate admitting they can't handle something - that a confession like that feels like the greatest possible compliment. 

I nod, my eyes still watering. "Slower, then," I promise, my voice gravel-edged. 

He's nodding too, even as his spit-slicked tip is poking at my lips again. 

I do my best, to rein in my more eager, devious ambitions. Try to think of the things that Riley and Harper did to me, the things which most overwhelmed me, and then treat them as a distant possibility rather than an immediate goal. Reveling, too, in the noises rumbling through Chance's body, the guttural and untempered sounds of him succumbing to the pleasure of his best friend's mouth. That was always our thing, after all, the core strength of our friendship. How we could leash together our competitiveness, never more determined than when we had a shared goal.

Harper tongue-fucking my ass doesn't hurt, either. 

A distraction, maybe, one that steals half of my attention as he licks around the stretch of what has to be three fingers, now. My hole having barely offered up a protest, as he pushed more digits into me. Hunting for the soft, tender flesh of my insides; all the better to work with relentless appetite, as he pulled me open.

Weird, to think of getting nailed, and not be sure who'll be doing the honors.

I don't really know if it's a thing I'm actually expecting - actually wanting, even - or just a fantasy. Something I can imagine and have it further tighten the spring of my arousal: that winding, clenching sensation between my ribs. Magnifying the pleasure radiating out from my hole, and the off-kilter satisfaction of what I'm doing with my mouth, and tongue, and throat. 

My neck's getting sore, from the angle I'm holding my head at, so I pull on Chance's thigh. Only a moment before he gets the message, allows me to guide his leg across my chest until he's straddling me. A leg either side of my torso, and his hands braced on the wall behind me.

So strange, then, to stare up at him; to hold his eye as he gazes down at me. Past the gold necklace dangling out from his neck, the twenty-first birthday gift I helped his parents pick. Chance's expression ripe with lust, a hungry sort of fascination.

I can feel his muscles shift, tighten, flex, as he rolls his hips and fucks his cock into me. A sinuous, controlled motion, and with it the dizzying heft of him filling my throat, stretching me in ways I could never imagine, and then easing back. Slow, at first, as though he's gauging my limits and his, too; testing the potential for friction, and suction, and the devious contribution of my tongue. How quickly he can go before I choke and splutter, drool spilling down my chin and across my bare chest, and how quickly before the feelings are too much for him. Might bring to a premature end something neither of us knew to expect. 

I reach for my cock, risking only the gentlest grip, as he begins to ream me in earnest.

Riley must be able to hear the noises my gullet is making, as his brother digs into me. Hell, Aidan can probably hear it, from across the room: a squishy, gooey, thick sound, punctuated by my snatched breaths. No way, then, not to picture them doing more than simply watching: to imagine Riley nudging Chance's body aside and feeding me his own, fat inches. Marveling at how quickly I've gone from terrified of gagging, to fantasize about letting one wide cockhead after another dredge more slime from the depths of my throat. 

I whine, a thick and muffled sound around Chance's heft, when Harper pulls away from me. Have to fight the urge to yank him back, or try to at least, my heels digging into his shoulders. Simultaneously afraid of looking so desperate, so needy, and yet also furious that the incredible sensations might be denied me.

The couch shifts; my head may be pinned in place, but I can just about twist my eyes enough to see Harper crawling onto Riley's lap. The way the older man's hands cup his face, as Harper dips in closer and their lips meet. How the kiss starts out carefully - as though Riley's worried, ridiculous as I now know that to be, that my friend might bolt away in shock - and then, with hungry urgency, accelerates into something loud and sloppy. 

Harper's hands are busy, too, digging between their bodies. Yanking at Riley's fly, tugging it open but not stopping there. Practically dragging his cock out, and I decide my shiver of satisfied delight at how hard he is, about my own role in that, is a well-earned one.

Riley turns, to look at me, as Harper presses his mouth to his ear. A smirk spreading, as my friend strokes him and whispers.

And then Harper shifts back, standing and offering a hand to help pull Riley upright too, and the looks on both of their faces as they watch me feel like a promise and a warning, all in one.

The feeling is only amplified when they move, and suddenly Chance's body is blocking my view of what they're doing behind him. My imagination filling in the gaps, spiraling madly, so that I jerk in surprise at the scrape of nails along the backs of my thighs. A teasing, trailing sort of touch, working my legs apart and back. Baring me again, so thoroughly and so lewdly. 

I have a choice, I know I do. 

Little mystery in what's coming next, of course, what'll happen if I allow it to. What wordless compliance will mean; what permissions granted, if I say no different. Riley and Harper wouldn't force me, I'm sure of it. At least, not physically, anyway. Giving me a taste of something, teasing me with the potential should I dare go further, that's an altogether different thing.

Consent enough, then, to let go of my cock and grab my legs again to hold them spread. 

Something thick drags up the crack of my ass. Slow, and teasing, and the friction half-diluted by the sweat and spit that Harper left behind. 

I grunt around Chance's cock, as that slick point of pressure circles in against my hole. Feel my ass clench instinctively, even for all my friend's efforts to work me open. And then the sound of spitting, the slap of further wetness against my skin, as hands grip me and use that tight hold to pull me onto my first dick. 

For a moment I'm in disbelief, doubtful it'll ever work - that I'm going to let it happen - and then suddenly they're irrelevant questions. My muscles fluttering around a shaft that I can only assume must be baseball-bat-thick, from how huge it feels inside me.

"Holy shit, his throat just went wild," Chance pants, a dazed edge to his voice, and I wonder in some distant, off-kilter way if that'll be enough to stop whoever is trying to fuck me. 

Another question rendered pointless, as they grind further inside my well-teased hole.

Slow, but steady and unrelenting, as I grip my legs with fingers that are rictus tight. Waiting for the moment that seems inevitable, the point where I have to tap out, to remind everyone here - despite everything that has happened, everything that I've done and am still doing now - that I'm straight. 

I feel, instead, the brush of someone's crotch, hot against my own, and realize that while I was spiraling, they were too busy focusing on skewering me as deep as they can go. 

It feels... unbelievable. 

In every sense: that I'm doing it, that it's working, and that the rasping friction of my hyper-sensitive hole is a possibility. Something I can physically experience without my brain melting, my body vibrating itself into nothingness. An impossible fullness, intimacy beyond anything I could imagine, even though I can't even see the identity of the person who's now buried inside me.

I want to know who it is, and yet somehow it doesn't matter. Wouldn't make a difference, if it were Riley, or Harper, or even if they'd silently beckoned Aidan over. Hands guiding his dick to press into me, encouraging him to take this step which could forever upend our friendship. 

For all that - for all I can sit with the anonymity - there's still a sense of rightness when Harper slips down next to me on the couch, and I realize it's Riley who's gripping my hips and slowly dragging his cock from the desperate clench of my hole.

"Dude, it was so fucking hot, watching him break you in." Harper's lips close to my ear, his viewpoint perfect to see my lips stretched around one brother's shaft while the other churns my insides an inch or so in either direction.

I grunt, around Chance's thickness, and Harper laughs.

"Does it feel good?" 

I want to laugh with him, to tell him that 'good' is such a weak, meager word. Wholly insufficient to capture the sensations rippling through me: the physicality of the two men fucking me, and the way my brain has reset itself to embrace the indescribable pleasure I'm experiencing as a result. 

All I can do is grunt again, though, as Harper hums in delight and licks up the side of my face. His tongue perilously close to Chance's thrusting dick, as my oldest buddy reaches down to steady himself with both hands holding my head.

"This is so fucked up," Chance mutters. Doesn't stop pounding, though, my body rocking as Riley's strokes grow longer and more aggressive. 

"Admit it, it's the best head you've ever had," his brother teases from behind him. Even without being able to see his face, I can picture the smirk it'll be wearing. 

"Shut the hell up, and let me enjoy it, then," Chance snaps.

Riley chuckles, but he seems willing to follow that strategy too. Both of them focused on plying me, on extracting every last morsel of stimulation they can. 

"You know they're gonna cum in you, right?" Harper's taunt is delivered with a careful tone, though I can still hear the curiosity simmering beneath that. The sense of anticipation.

He's wondering if I'm gonna freak out, I know he is, and honestly, I'm wondering that too. Because there's a difference - maybe I'm a fucking idiot, for drawing the distinction, but I do - between being a hole for someone, and being a cumdump. A difference between spreading your legs or opening your mouth, and then allowing a guy to take that friction to the inevitable conclusion. 

I could push them off me, out of me. Not like I'm tied up on this shitty old couch; not like they've pinned me, or at least no more than I'm willingly, compliantly allowing myself to be pinned. Hell, all it would take is letting go of my legs and kicking Riley back, shoving his brother after him - sending Chance toppling off the cushions - to bring a sudden end to all this. 

In some strange way, it'd be easier if they were forcing me. If my hands were trapped, my body splayed and immobile. An easy thing to blame, then, for the fact that fighting back, protesting, hadn't even occurred to me. 

I'm not complaining, though, and so that can only mean that I do actually want my best buddy and his older brother to breed me at both ends.

"Don't swallow," Harper adds, and his voice is louder, now. "I want to taste him, too." 

Pitched for Chance to hear, I realize, with a jolt of perverse admiration. And, by the hoarse grunt of shock from above us, my friend did hear, and did realize the implications, and it's that which seems to have toppled him past the point of no return.

"Oh... oh fuck..."

He swells in my throat, and that's the last warning I get. That and the near-painful dig of his fingertips into my scalp, as Chance's hips jab in sharp, almost desperate movements and I feel myself suddenly fill with his load. Thick, and slimy, and instantly changing the texture of his cock as it presses into me. Each stroke dragging gooey waves of it down my chin, as my lips struggle to contain him. 

Chance is barely out - his breathing ragged, hoarse - when Harper is yanking my head to the side. Not so much a kiss as a hungry devouring, his tongue filling my mouth as he slurps eagerly at Chance's freshly-deposited cream

"Fucking hell, guys." The dude whose load we're fighting over sounds dazed, as he practically topples off me sideways and lands heavily on the couch.

I drag my head away from the not-quite-a-kiss - Harper still doing his best to lick my chin - to see Riley kneeling between my thighs. There's amusement on his face, certainly, but that's not all. His cheeks flushed, pupils swollen. Lips full, as though he's been biting them. I don't even have words to describe the strange swell of my ego, at knowing instantly that it's fucking me which has driven him past his usual composure. 

The jab of his hips, setting me gasping and squirming as his cock digs against my tender insides, feels like Riley's reminder that I'm hardly the holding it together myself. He waits, until my watering eyes have cleared enough to focus again, before he winks at me. 

"You gonna squeal, then, for all your friends to hear?" 
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Chapter Eight
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It's different, seeing Riley's face as he fucks me. 

I mean, different layered on top of a whole damn heap of weirdness. Starting out with the fact that my body still isn't entirely convinced that I'm meant to have another man's cock pushed inside my ass, and the fact that I'm not hating the sensation might mean I'm not the entirely-straight guy I figured I was. 

Then there's the part where my best friends in the world are sat around the room, watching me get my gay-fuck-cherry smashed. Harper just down the couch from me, with an expression of fascinated glee; Aidan across the room, his hand still pushed into his shorts. Clearly jerking off as he watches us with wide eyes. 

Chance, my closest buddy of them all, is still slumped back against the arm of the couch. Chest heaving, his face red. I guess I can add "gives good head" to my resume. If that was, like, something I'd ever want anybody outside of this room to know.

His body might look wrung out, but his gaze is razor-sharp. Then again, Chance probably wasn't expecting to ever watch his best friend get fucked by his older brother. Were the roles reversed, I'd probably be pretty attentive, too.

I can't hold his stare, though. Not when Riley's smirk is so mesmerizing. 

"You wanna tap out?" 

I frown: at the question; at his raised eyebrow. 

It sounds like he's being considerate, but I know it's not that. Not really. Because Riley has seen me argue before; seen how stubborn I can be, how that usually leads to massive, blow-out arguments with his younger brother. "Fucking pain-in-the-ass stubborn mule motherfuckers," he's called us, when we've been practically screaming in each other's faces. It's not lost on him, just how much I hate backing down.

His dick could be twice as long, and twice as thick, and I wouldn't tell him to stop. And the bastard knows that.

"Don't tell me that's all you got?" I top the taunt with a big grin, my mouth still slick with cum and spit. 

His fingers dig into my hips, just a moment before he yanks me closer. Setting my eyes rolling back in my skull, as his cock spears deeper into my fluttering ass and I have to bite down on the yelp of surprise.

"What was the question again?" Riley asks, looking smug, when my panting settles down to something close to normal. 

I try to smile back, but my lips feel like rubber. 

Nothing to do but watch, then, and try to swallow my groans, as he shifts up onto the edge of the couch cushions. Knees perched where his brother was standing just before, and my body folding to accommodate him. Spine curving, my legs still pulled back and splayed wide, as Riley's thighs spread either side of my ass.

I can't allow myself to focus on the sensations radiating out from my hole. It's all too much, too intense; makes fingers and tongues feel two-dimensional. Monochrome, compared to the vividness of Riley's erection digging inside me.

He reaches forward, a hand gripping each of my pecs. Cradling the muscle like he's weighing out fruit.

"When was the last chest day, Lincoln?" There's a teasing edge to his tone, blended in there with the lust.

I've jerked off, thinking about groping girls' tits like how he's squeezing and playing with mine. Manhandling me, like so much dumb meat.

"Fuck off," I tell him.  

Riley winks, and shifts his hips, and my vision blooms into staticky stars. 

"Do... do that again," I manage to pant out, once my brain has tumbled back down from the stratosphere. 

He chuckles, but obliges. Thighs scissoring around me, our sweat-slicked skin brushing and separating as he works his hips with admirable, frustrating, tormenting restraint. Pulling my insides in ways, directions, that I could never have imagined.

When he drops down, his face suddenly close to my own, I think for one terrifying, breath-catching moment that it's to kiss me. My brain hasn't really processed yet that Harper and I already made out; has shoved that memory to the side, until I can work through it at some distant point in the future. Ridiculous, really, that it's easier to think of it as Harper tonguing Chance's cum from my face, than of the two of us kissing.

Riley kisses guys, though. I've seen him do it, heard his verdict of my friend's technique. Can't even claim I haven't thought about it myself, what it might feel like. Doing it with all my buddies watching, though, feels impossibly intimate.

He doesn't try, and I'm not sure if I'm relieved at that or weirdly disappointed. 

"You're so fucking tight," Riley murmurs, slipping his arms around my neck. 

I can feel him bracing against me, using that hold to better lever his body into mine. Each stroke still slow and measured, the rasping friction sending uncontrollable shivers down my wavering legs. 

"Shut up," I scold, somehow managing to blush even further.

Riley makes a face, amused. "Fine. How did my brother taste? As good as you imagined?"

I want to tell him to go back, that we should talk more about how well my ass is gripping him. Both of us know Riley was louder than he needed to be, were those words meant only for my own ears. 

"I... I didn't..." 

The urge is to turn, to try to explain to Chance that it's not true; that I didn't have some secret desire to blow him. Only I know just how convincing I could be, right now, and I know it isn't enough. 

"He's still smeared all over your face." Riley interrupts my spiraling thoughts. "Lick your lips, Lincoln."

It's an order, not a suggestion, but maybe that distinction doesn't matter. Not when my tongue is already flicking out, lapping across the sticky goo still wet around my mouth, and the taste of Chance's load is freshly bright again.

I whimper, the sound choked with drool, as Riley digs into me. Deep and rough, the slap of skin loud even over my grunting and panting.

Wrapping my legs around him, I cling to his hips with my thighs. My hands finally liberated from holding myself spread, free to push my fingers through his hair. Twist them, watching Riley's lips draw back from his teeth and his eyes narrow, and then a moment later feel his pounding intensify.

It's hard to throw my head back, sandwiched like I am against the cushions, but I try it anyway. Riley's tongue on my throat in an instant, his lips brushing along my jawline. Nuzzling in, his heat a physical, tangible thing as he long-dicks me in earnest.

I should feel mortified, or ashamed, or embarrassed; I know I should. Self-conscious to be seen like this: whining and sweating, gasping as another man turns me out so thoroughly. Exposed to my closest friends in a way none of us would ever have expected, an intimacy that makes jerking off while they're in the room seem like nothing. 

There's a part of me that wants to know what they're thinking, what thoughts are crowding their heads as they watch me get plowed for the first time. Like when we're all playing some video game, the room loud with taunts and abuse, even if this would be a very different sort of narration. 

Riley has to fight my hold on him, to sit up again. There's something proprietorial in the way he stares down at me, in how his eyes track across my limp body. Lips twisting, the amusement clear, as he looks at how I'm stretched around his thickness.

"How many fingers did you take, the other day?" 

I could scream, at how fucking casual he is, at how easily he spills my secrets. It's only a gasp that comes out, though, as he punctuates his question with a twisting jerk of his hips. Gouging his cock into my tender ass in new and overwhelming ways, as my hands scrabble desperately at the couch cushions.

"Lincoln?"

My name sounds like a taunt, the way he says it. A taunt and a threat; a warning, of greater and more debasing pleasure.

"F-five," I manage to gasp out. My tongue feels thick, too big for my mouth, and for one distant and dizzying moment I imagine myself as a dog, panting and drooling. Tongue lolling out, brain reamed into sub-animal lobotomy. 

"So... sloppy," Riley taunts, and I hear Aidan's snort of laughter from across the room. 

Riley looks back, over his shoulder. Not like he'd forgotten our audience, I'm sure of it, but now the potential to play to it is clear.

"I mean, come on, look at this fucking hole," he says, amusement dripping in his voice, and a moment later I realize Aidan took it as an invitation. Crowding in behind the man screwing me, peering over his shoulder at my sweaty body.

"Fuck..."

I'm pretty sure Aidan doesn't realize he said it out loud. His eyes wide, bottom lip caught between his teeth. Probably doesn't even realize his hand is moving, either; his arm reaching around Riley's body, until his fingertips can brush my well-stretched muscle. Tracing the heft of Riley's cock where our bodies meet.

"Damn, bro, your hole's gonna be fuckin' ruined," Aidan says, with a catch in his voice.

I don't know if my groan is in dismay, or from some weird, shared arousal. Aidan sounds more fascinated than disgusted at the prospect.

"Such soft hands," Riley teases.

Aidan shoves him with his shoulder, grinning. "Go fuck yourself."

Riley smirks down at my sweaty, splayed-out body. "Can't I keep fucking him, instead?" 

I can't stop from shuddering, at the way they're talking about me. Some weird ripple - not quite horror, not quite delight - at being objectified like this. 

There's a slap, that pretty much has to be Aidan smacking Riley on the ass. 

"Get to it, then," my friend instructs, and Riley doesn't hold back.

They're the long, deep, faster strokes that I was desperate for - my brain driven half-mad from that measured, taunting pace - only I can't help but wonder if I've demanded more than I could handle. Too ambitious, anyway, for my first time. Horniness overwhelming reality. 

I reach for my dick, only to have my hand knocked away.

"Play with your nipples," Riley demands.

My fingers are on my chest before conscious thought catches up. Rolling the hard nubs of flesh between my fingertips as my body rocks from his urgent thrusts. Remembering, as if in a daze, the expression on Riley's face as he'd groped at my pecs. How he'd throbbed even harder inside me as he squeezed.

"You like muscle?" My voice sounds different to my own ears. Ripe with something I can't put a name to.

He licks his lips. "Fishing for compliments, Lincoln?" 

I recognize the mocking tone, but there's more there, too. An edge that reminds me of my own struggling attempts to keep my head. To retain some semblance of control, even as the pleasure throbs through me. 

Pawing at my own chest, I watch his eyes glaze. Feel Riley's fingers tightening on my hips.

"I already told you you're hot." 

I grin up at him. "So, tell me again."

Harper snorts.

Riley shakes his head, but I can tell he's entertained.

"Fine. You're a hot, dumb straight boy, with more dick and ass than he knows what to do with."

"All that's meant to be a compliment?"

He grabs me behind each knee, shoving my legs up until they're almost pressed into my chest. Leaning forward, sandwiching my folded body beneath him; letting gravity help fuel each deep stab of his cock into me.

"It's getting you laid, isn't it?" 

More than laid, I want to point out, only his weight on me is barely allowing me to gasp in each shuddering breath, never mind speak. My eyes rolling back, as the friction builds inside me. Gradually paring away everything that isn't my ass, and my cock trapped between my thighs and rubbed - enough to torment but not to drive me over the edge - and the growing sense that maybe Riley's right. Maybe everything that's important about me is just cock, and ass, and muscle, and it took this hard, relentless slam-fucking to make that clear.

"D-don't stop," I manage to grunt out.

His sweat is dripping down onto me, and I can smell us both: the haze of musk as Riley pounds away. His bottom lip caught between his teeth, forehead creased with focus. Teasing beyond us both, now, our bodies reduced to single-minded rutting as I try, and fail, and try again to squeeze around him. 

And I know how this ends, too. 

We both do, Riley and I, we both know he's not going to stop until he cums, and we both know he's not going to pull out before that happens. Intends to breed my ass, just like his younger brother flooded my throat with his own load not all that long ago. 

They've always been competitive, fierce rivals: I can't help but wonder if Chance is pissed, that his brother got to be the one who creamed my hole first. The very idea of it so ridiculous, and unbelievable, and incredibly fucking sexy, that for a moment I wonder if I'm about to spew hands-free. Flood the hot, sweaty gap left between us, like some hair-trigger kid looking at porn the very first time. 

Best friends shouldn't think about their best friends that way. Then again, best friends shouldn't watch their best friends get screwed by their own brother. Nothing about this is normal, or logical, and when you shove all that aside, all you're left with is the question of whether it feels good or not. And, fuck, it feels so good.

Hand shaking, I reach up and brush my fingers across Riley's lips. Trace the contours of what's very nearly a scowl, the heat of his skin equally fierce, and then push in: his mouth grudgingly accepting my probing digits, sucking on them instinctively as I grip his chin and feel his tongue snake around me.

It means I feel the fresh tension in his jaw, first. Know, with clarity that pierces through the newness, the strangeness of all this, that Riley's reached his point of no return. 

His hold on me tightens, fit to bruise, his hips slamming down with a rhythm that can't quite seem to steady, and now I can feel him thicken inside me. 

Riley's grunt as he cums reverberates past my wrist, and each jagged thrust of his hips seems determined to bury himself as deep in me as he possibly can. Holding there, eyes narrowed and cock throbbing, and then the texture of my insides shifting - growing slicker, slimier - when he finally drags himself back again. Churning his own load in my well-fucked hole.

Nothing graceful in the way he topples off me, though I'm too busy silently howling at the strange sensation of his dick pulling out of my ass. Hyper-aware of the way my erection feels fit to burst, like the merest of grazes would set me off, and of my friends' eyes on me. Expressions of fascination, and lingering shock, and something more there. Something beyond my dazed, overwhelmed capacity to understand.

Riley staggers back, bumping into Aidan and then letting himself be steadied. Slings his sweaty arm around my friend's shoulders, his gaze raking across me. 

I watch him, through the gap in my gradually flopping legs, as he strokes a hand down the slick of cum and sweat that glistens on his half-hard dick, then shoves that hand into Aidan's tented shorts. Riley ignores the yelp of surprise, apparently more interested in jerking my friend off with the remnants of our fuck.

Aidan's eyes are wide, when he looks at me. His face almost comical in its shock, though no way not to notice that he's not pulling away from Riley's firm strokes.

"Suck his dick, then," Riley says.

For a moment, I think - assume - he's talking to Harper. Consider turning, even, were the muscles in my neck in any fit state to make moving a possibility, to look down the couch at him. Only Riley isn't looking in that direction.

"Fuck you," Chance snaps back, hotly.

I want to think I was drooling precum like a leaky faucet before Riley put the idea of my best buddy slobbering on my inches into my head. The alternative would just be another level of wrongness. 

"You've thought about it."

Riley somehow manages to say that, to make it sound reasonable, even while he's jacking off Aidan. The dick-drool stain on the front of Aidan's shorts is huge.

Chance glowers at his brother. "You're not fucking serious."

"He sucked you."

My friend's eyes narrow. "Yeah," he snaps, "but he's..."

Riley cocks his head to the side. "He's... what?"

It's an excellent fucking question. I'm kinda interested to hear what Chance's conclusion actually is, because I'm screwed if I know the answer myself right now.

The silence drags out.

"I couldn't, not with everyone watching," Chance whines.

Riley's stare is unblinking. "It's hotter, with everyone watching. You know that."

Chance is biting his lip, his eyes flickering between me and his brother. I want to say something that'll make it easier, make him feel better somehow, but our friendship - strong, and long, and intense as it is - lacks those words.

"Fuck it, I'll do it," Harper announces, shifting at the other end of the couch.

"No!" It comes out with an urgency that seems to surprise even Chance, despite his own mouth being responsible. He looks at me, holding my gaze this time rather than his stare sliding away awkwardly. 

I shrug, because it's not like I have a fucking clue, either.

When he shakes his head, it's so much like the "I can't believe you got us into this bullshit" gesture I've seen thousands of times from him growing up, I can't help but grin. 

Chance doesn't see that, though. He's too busy leaning down, one hand wrapping around the base of my rigid prick to hold it steady, as his soft lips engulf the tip.

He's not exactly gentle. My stomach clenches from the intense swirl of sensations as he sucks on my cockhead; I'm pretty sure my abs are going to end up aching like the morning after a triple set of crunches. When I start to whimper and squirm, Chance reaches his other hand up and clamps it across my mouth.

He doesn't stop sucking, even as Harper moves down to join him. Spreading my legs, as best he can with Chance's bobbing head in the way, and then my view of him is obscured as he dips down. Only understanding his goal a moment later, with the rasp of his tongue across my hole.

There's nowhere to go, no strength in me to overcome Chance's hold on me and twist away, and so all I can do is clench my jaw and try not to squeal into my best friend's palm as the two of them work me ruthlessly. Just when I think the sensations of the mouth on my dick are too much, too incredible, Harper jabs his tongue into the cummy, sloppy depths of my ass, and the ranking inverts. 

Weird, then, that it's looking up and seeing Riley and Aidan making out which is the final straw. Riley's fingers gripping the back of Aidan's head tightly, an intensity matched by his stroking hand and their hungry kiss.

With Chance covering my mouth so tightly, I couldn't warn him what was coming even if I wanted to.

And then the orgasm is ripping through me, like my whole body is being seized and wrung out. Every muscle spasming, and a sensation like my balls are trying to turn themselves inside out as I unload into my best friend's mouth. Fighting his grip on my shaft, and Harper's hands pressing my thighs down, as the riot of pleasure accelerates with near-terrifying inevitability into the hyper-sensitivity I know comes right after. 

Just when I'm considering punching Chance in the side of the head, or whatever it might take to dislodge him, he lifts off me. His cheeks flushed and his mouth hanging open; my cum drooling out in thick, creamy waves across his bottom lip and down his chin. Splashing down onto my crotch and Harper's face pressed between my cheeks. 

"Fuck." The curse escapes Chance like a gasp. 

I drag my eyes away just in time to see Aidan shuffle forward. Shorts pushed down, now, cock bare in Riley's stroking fist, and then a moment later he's spraying cum across me. Bright white as it criss-crosses my chest at first, and then the final dregs landing on Harper directly beneath him. 

A good guest might worry about getting bro-slime all over his host's couch, but honestly I'm more concerned with getting away from the tongue relentlessly lapping another dude's load from inside my ass. My body rebelling, unable to handle even a moment more of this storm of sensations. 

I drag myself away, to slump down against the sofa's arm. Every nerve-ending in me fizzing like a shook-up beer can. Watching, through blurry eyes, as Riley casually wipes his sticky hand on Aidan's shirt. 

Harper's grinning at me, the bottom half of his face a wet mess and Aidan's cum hanging heavily in his hair. Aidan himself looks dazed; I'm pretty sure it's now Riley that's keeping him upright, their roles reversed. 

I know I should look at Chance, next. See what expression might be on my best friend's face; how deeply fucked everything has become. Only I'm scared to. Terrified of shattering this fragile moment, and having to acknowledge not only what we've done, but how it'll affect everything moving forward.

It's Chance's grunt of displeasure that makes me look around eventually. Just in time to see him wiping his mouth across the back of his arm, leaving behind a long streak of spit and cum. 

He flashes Harper a skeptical look. "You actually like this stuff?" 

Harper shrugs, still grinning. "It's an acquired taste."

Chance shakes his head, then turns his glare on me. "You could eat some fucking fruit once in a while, asshole. Jeez."

I can't copy Harper's shrug, because my muscles still aren't responding properly, but I try anyway. "Sorry."

He rolls his eyes. "No, you're not. You're never sorry."

We both turn, at the hiss of a can opening. Riley holding out the beer to his brother, who stares at it suspiciously for a moment. 

Just as Riley snorts, and begins to pull his hand away, Chance grabs the drink and flops back into a sprawl on the couch.

"Harper didn't cum." Aidan sounds dazed, like he's surprised to hear himself make that observation. Or, really, like he's surprised he could manage to form words at all. 

Riley nudges Harper in the ass with his foot, earning himself a glare. Only a playful one, though, and I can tell - even with my vision still kinda blurry - that they're both getting off on this screwed-up dynamic they apparently have. 

Harper lets himself get dragged to his feet, but Riley doesn't stop there. Deftly begins stripping him - t-shirt first, dragged up over his messy face and leaving his hair in tangles - and then his pants, too. Until he's standing there, butt-naked and dick rigid.

I don't know if it's because it reminds me of when a mom cat picks her kitten up by the scruff of its neck, but there's something almost tender in the way Riley laces his fingers through Harper's hair. Like he knows he can't rely on the younger guy doing what he really wants to do, and so he has to be guided, instructed. Given permission, even.

Harper doesn't make any move to escape, though I can tell the hold on him must be pretty hard. Actually, the way his cock is twitching, it looks like he enjoys being treated like this.

"You like muscles, too, don't you?" It's a question, but one Riley clearly already knows the answer to. 

Harper's lips part. He's staring at me in a way that makes my skin prickle; that leaves me wondering just how often, over the years, he's looked at my body and had thoughts my own brain couldn't even start to imagine.

"Lincoln doesn't mind if you touch," Riley continues, "do you, Lincoln?"

It's a relief, somehow, that all that's required of me is to shake my head. 

He shoves Harper forward, sending his smaller body toppling down onto mine. My arm catching him at the last moment, pulling him to me.

If I didn't notice the wriggle that passes through Harper's whole body, the little gasp he can't hold back would be enough of a giveaway that he likes this. Practically squeaking, when I squeeze him even tighter.

"You been wanting to feel me up, dude?" I don't know if he's trying to turn, or pull away, or what, but there's something intensely pleasing about hugging him to me. Overpowering him, Harper's smaller and more wiry strength paling compared to my own.

The noise that comes out of him is somewhere between a gurgle and a moan.

Speech may be beyond him, but Harper's hands seem to know what they want. Fingers swarming across me, like he can't decide where to touch and so can only attempt to brush, and stroke, and paw at every inch of me that he can reach. Something worshipful in there, amid the desperate hunger, enough to make it clear that this isn't just interest but fascination. 

I hook my arm around his neck, my bicep pressing into his throat. Harper's back arching when I tense the muscle, though he's making no move to pull away. His hands groping me mindlessly, instead, as I reach for his straining cock.

It's like wrestling something wild, an animal. Pinning him against me, Harper squirming as I roughly jerk him. After Chance's mouth, and the orgasm he drove from me, I didn't think I'd get hard again for a week, and yet something about Harper's clear loss of control - about knowing I'm the cause of it - has me rigid again. Throbbing, as I imagine what it'd be like to flip us both over; to pin my friend beneath me and plow him with the brutal efficiency I'm pretty sure now that he's fantasized about.

My brain isn't capable of such thoughts, not right now, anyway. Can't process them, can't understand these new and shocking discoveries about the people I thought I knew so well. 

It doesn't matter, though. Not with Harper producing the choked, frantic little sounds that makes it entirely clear he's about to spew in my hand. His dick so hard in my fist, but barely a moment to acknowledge the depths of his arousal before I feel him convulse.

The spray of it reaches my arm, still tight around Harper's neck, as I crush him against me. Smelling the sweat and fresh cum, thick and heavy as fog across us, as his muscles soften by degrees until he's merely slumped atop me. 

I loosen my arm, returning Riley's grin with a somewhat dazed one of my own. Thinking, again, about the hints he's dropped; the things he's suggested he and Harper have discussed before. What, exactly, my friend has been secretly wanting to do with me, and then no way not to wonder whether what just happened was somewhere on that list. 

I flinch, thoughts scattering, at the cold against my elbow. Jerk my head around to see the beer can in Chance's outstretched hand. His expression behind it blank, practically unreadable.

It's either a peace offering - a we're-all-good-here-bro reassurance - or it's the condemned man's last treat, and I really can't tell from my best friend's expression which of the two he has in mind.
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Chapter Nine
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It should've been awkward, after that. 

Like, "you just hooked up with your closest buds" kind of awkward. "You just gulped down your best friend's cum, and then his older brother filled your ass with his load," levels of it, in fact, topped off with "and then another friend licked it out of your hole."

And then, just to cap things, the last person in the room sprayed cum all over you - and the person with his face eagerly pressed between your cheeks - having just had what you have to figure was his first dude-on-dude makeout session. 

Well, probably Aidan's first, anyway. Making assumptions like that had backfired on me a few times already.

So yeah, prime conditions for us all to feel like we'd screwed up massively. Honestly, I expected Chance to be the first to crack, and then the other guys to topple like dominos afterwards. Red faced, tipping over into anger, and me at the sticky center trying to explain why no, this was fine, it wasn't worth a group of people - who'd known each other almost as many years as they'd been alive - to never make eye-contact ever again.

The fact that we were all instead slumped around Riley's basement, drinking beer and bitching about shitty plays in whatever dumb game was on his big TV, was starting to feel like the ominous bit in horror movies. When the music is getting spookier, and you just fucking know that some asshole with a knife or a chainsaw is about to burst through the wall and start chopping people apart.

Maybe it was Riley handing out beer, or maybe it was his apathy about what shit was undoubtedly soaking into his cheap old sectional, but the reckoning part didn't come. If I was uncomfortable, then that was down to the way various fluids I didn't really want to dwell upon were drying on me. My skin felt crunchy, as I dragged on my t-shirt, but my conscience was surprisingly clear.

Right up until the next morning, anyway, and the knock on the front door. Chance's expression difficult to read, beyond the usual disdain as he takes in my bedhead hair and ratty boxer shorts.

"You're so fuckin' lazy, bro."

I flip him off, knuckling my eyes with the other hand. Knowing - and proved correct, as he pushes past me and kicks off his sneakers - that he won't take the gesture personally.

In my tiny kitchen, he starts shoveling coffee grounds into the machine. Ignoring me, as I lean against the wheezing refrigerator and watch him.

The pot's a quarter full before either of us says anything.

"You know my brother's not in love with you, right?" 

I snort, surprised. Not that I ever thought Riley would be - honestly, the possibility of him having feelings for me beyond "I wanna fuck that" hadn't even entered my mind - but just that Chance would opt to lead with it. 

"Did you think I was pining for him, hoping he'd ask me to go steady?" 

He flashes me an unimpressed look, probably because of the clear sarcasm in my grin. "You had no problem spreading your legs for him."

"For someone who has so many one-night stands," I remind him, "you're being weirdly old-fashioned about this shit."

Chance shrugs. "Those girls know what they're getting."

"So do I."

He nods, slowly. "So you're what, fuck buddies?" 

It probably should feel strange, that what I'm not so sure about is the "buddies" part. Like I'm not quite qualified to call Riley a friend: his status as Chance's older brother will always take precedence. 

"We haven't really talked about it," I settle on.

Chance raises an eyebrow, looking amused. "Yeah, I didn't get the impression that conversation was what he wanted from you."

"Guess that runs in the family," I say, coolly, "what with you having your dick in my mouth last night, too."

I'm working on the principle that there's a fifty-fifty chance he'll either get all outraged and indignant, or furious at me. So it's a surprise, when Chance just shrugs again.

"Is it a compliment, to tell you that you suck cock pretty well?"

Having felt that shiver of delight, when Riley told me much the same thing, I can't exactly accuse his brother of insulting me now. 

"Enough to inspire you," I say, instead.

Chance grimaces. "Seemed fair."

I laugh. "A blowjob for a blowjob?"

"Something like that." 

I'm not sure if he turns to reach for a clean mug because the coffee pot is finally full, or because he doesn't want me to see his face. Challenging him on it would only turn this all into an argument, so I just wait for him to hand me a second cup.

"I notice you didn't tell me I was good, too."

I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. It's fucking typical, for Chance to be so damn competitive in life that even his talents as a cocksucker are a matter of intense personal pride.

"I got off, didn't I?" I tell him. If he wants more feedback, he's gonna have to man up and ask for it properly. 

His expression suggests he hasn't decided whether "I successfully made a dude spew in my mouth" is a good thing or not.

"It doesn't make you gay," I point out, because honestly I'm still tired, the caffeine hasn't had a chance to kick in, and I don't really feel up to some huge defending-my-sexuality argument with him. 

He makes a dismissive noise. "I know."

"Because I just thought..."

"Are you trying to convince me," Chance interrupts, "or yourself?"

"Hadn't really thought about it," I lie.

He nods, slowly. "And what about your girlfriend?"

I hide the twist of my mouth behind the mug. Gulp down a mouthful of coffee, even though it's still a little too hot for comfort. "I dunno, I don't think she's gay either."

It'd be easiest if he ran with the joke, played along, but I guess that's too much to hope for.

"You gonna tell her?" 

No way not to imagine the awkwardness, the godawfulness, of sitting Haley down and trying to explain that not only had I fucked around, cheated on her, but that it was with a dude. Well, several dudes. I can't hold back the wince.

"Tell her what?"

The problem is, despite how complicated things really could be right now, at the end of the day Chance is my best friend. And that means he knows me, and sees through my bullshit attempts at evasion.

"Okay, so are you gonna stop doing it, then?" 

I don't like that those are my options. Even if wanting more makes me a real asshole.

"I'm not gonna start hitting up the gay bars, if that's what you mean," I tell him. 

Chance's stare is infuriatingly level. "Who said anything about a bar?" 

"Look," I say, because I don't want this to be the conversation we're having and it's easier if it's him that hits the bug-out button on it, "I'm sorry it was your brother, okay?"

"The fact that it's Riley isn't the point."

I grit my teeth, relishing the ache in my jaw for a moment. I kinda needed him to be pissed that it was Riley.

Chance shakes his head again. "Is he really that great a lay?"

I open my mouth to reply.

"Actually," he adds, the words coming out fast, "I don't wanna know."

When I shrug, I feel the cool of the dented refrigerator door rub against my bare shoulders. "I dunno, dude. It just feels... good."

"Better than with a girl?" 

He looks genuinely curious. 

"Different," I say, and it's true. It's all sex, but it's different sex. "You never talked to your brother about this shit?"

Chance's glare is withering. "Oh, sure. 'Hey bro, what's it like to get butt-fucked?' is practically dinner table conversation when we're visiting our folks."

I mean, he has a point. 

"Like, did you ever put a finger up your ass, when you jerked off?" 

He pinches the bridge of his nose, eyes closed. "You can't just ask shit like that, dude."

There's a double-standard here, and I'm tempted to point it out to him. 

"Friction's friction," I say, instead.

"Yeah, but that doesn't mean I should know what your dick tastes like," Chance says, but he's kinda smiling as he says it. Like we're both in on the joke. 

Honestly, I'll take that over him freaking out on me.

"We're best friends," I remind him, "we should know everything about each other."

The expression says he's not convinced. 

"And despite that, you let my brother nail you first. Cold, Lincoln, very cold."

"Says the guy who bugged out when he got hard on our run."

Chance frowns. "That was different."

I nod, but it's a sarcastic kind of nod. The sort of thing I know drives him nuts. 

"I get it, you didn't have your big brother around, to tell you what to do." I can just hear Riley instructing him to suck my dick, and I bet the memory is replaying in Chance's head right now, too. 

"Fuck off."

I drain the last of my coffee, and set it down on the countertop. At some point I'm gonna have to wash some dishes; it was pretty surprising that Chance managed to find a pair of clean mugs.

"Say what you like about your brother, he isn't scared of asking for what he wants."

He snorts. "Sure, like we were just gonna start fucking, out in the woods."

I glance, pointedly, around the tiny kitchen. "We're not in the woods now."

Chance stares at me, the silence dragging out. Long enough that I have time to wonder what the hell I'm actually doing, here. Whether this is still just me teasing my buddy, and what I'll say if he calls my bluff.

He shakes his head. "You're fuckin' weird, dude."

I'm not entirely sure if I'm relieved, or disappointed, that I didn't have to make a decision.

"I need to take a shower," I tell him.

I leave the door open, and Chance leans against the frame, cradling his coffee mug in both hands. It's really not that strange, for us to see each other naked, so it's not like I pause as I drag my clothes off and twist the faucet in the shower. 

I suppose there is part of me wondering if he's checking out my ass, as I step inside.

"I'm surprised at Aidan," he says, casually. 

I glance past the edge of the curtain, my hands already full of shampoo suds. "Just going with the flow, I guess."

Chance makes a face. Not one of disgust, just confusion. "He kissed my brother, dude."

"And then blew his load all over Harper," I remind him, chuckling.

He laughs too. "Considering what Harper was doing at the time, I don't think he minded."

There's a shiver, somewhere in the vicinity of my midsection, at the memory of just what Harper was doing. Where his tongue was pushed, and how his fingers were pulling at me.

"Apparently Harper's been fantasizing about hooking up with me," I tell Chance.

I'm not sure how he manages to snort in a scathing way, but he manages it. 

"Oh, and I bet your ego just hated that, didn't it."

I shake my head under the water, sending it splashing all over the tiles. "Says the guy who got grumpy because I didn't tell him he sucked dick well."

Chance looks down, pointedly. "Seems like someone's happy at the memory of it."

I'm not hard-hard - not fucking-Riley-in-the-ass hard - but I'm not soft, either. Cock dangling out from my crotch, water running off the swollen head. It only feels right to wag my hips from side to side, grinning at the wet smack as it slaps against my legs.

He rolls his eyes, but he's smirking, too. 

"You want some more practice?" I tease.

"Fuck you."

He's still grinning, so I turn around and shake my ass at him. 

"You think I want my brother's sloppy seconds?" 

"Hey!" It sounds louder than I expect, when I smack my ass. Maybe because the skin is wet. "A virgin could take your pencil dick, and not even feel it touch the sides."

Chance hefts his crotch, squeezing through his sweatpants. "Choked you just fine, didn't it?" 

We both know he's got a pretty big cock. 

That's my first thought, anyway. The second is that I shouldn't be getting boned up at the idea of my best friend choking me on his dick.

"And how many times have you jerked off since, thinking about that?" I'm not gonna give him the satisfaction of turning away, facing the wall, while I say it. Just reach for the soap and start scrubbing under my arms.

Chance ignores the taunt. "Guess I wouldn't have to worry about getting you pregnant."

I flick him a look. "If you wrapped your dick up once in a while, you wouldn't have to worry about getting anyone pregnant."

It's a familiar expression, but then again we've had this discussion many times before. "Ain't nothing like when it goes in raw, bro." His gaze dips, and I know with a crisp certainty that he's picturing my ass. "But I don't need to tell you that, do I."

My stare is hopefully withering, but that doesn't mean I'm not imagining his brother's fat cock spreading me open, or the way it felt to have Riley's load drooling out of my well-stretched hole. Guess the big dick gene runs in the family. 

"Don't picture it too much, dude," I warn him, twisting off the faucet. "Wouldn't want you freaking out and running off on me again."

"Whatever."

"Not sure you'd know what to do, without big brother giving you orders," I add.

Chance's eyes narrow, and I chew back my grin of triumph. He really shouldn't make the whole sibling-rivalry thing so obvious, it's far too easy a target.

"Pass me the towel."

He grabs it off the rail, but barely holds it out at arm's length. Watching me, as I drip.

"Seriously?" Shaking my head, I step out and across the room. Careful with it, not wanting to slip on the cheap linoleum.

When I go to take the towel, Chance doesn't let go. Still gripping it one hand, while with the other he reaches down and flicks the head of my cock, setting my erection bobbing.

"Fuck!" The flinch away is instinctual. "What the hell, bro?"

"Does it ever go down?" 

He's not looking at me, as he says it, and there's part of me that wants to click my fingers under his nose and remind him that my face is up here. I don't, though, just like I don't try to yank the towel out of his hand, and just like I don't make any attempt to cover myself up. 

Partly that's because I'm too busy looking at the clear ridge of Chance's erection, outlined through his sweats.

I don't jerk my hips back, the next time he taps my dick, and Chance doesn't pull his hand away either, and so it means my cock sort of just grazes against his fingers as it bobs and twitches. 

I'm holding my breath, I realize. Like if I exhale, or really make any sound at all, this whole moment is going to shatter. 

He brushes it with his knuckles. As if he's testing just how stiff I actually am; how much my shaft will strain against his loosely clenched fist.

"It's weird, that this was inside my brother."

It's a kinda fucked up thing to say, but the mental picture it summons is hot. When I push my hips forward, so that the head of my dick brushes across Chance's sweats, it leaves a long streak of precum soaked into the clinging fabric. Dark against the light gray.

"Dude," Chance's scold comes out at little more than a murmur. 

He can't look at me, I realize, not at my face anyway. His stare flitting up and then almost immediately back down again, to where my swollen cockhead is practically grinding into the thick heft of his prick as it strains in his pants.

"What do you think he'd say?" 

I frown. "Riley?"

Chance nods. 

"He'd tell you to stop being a pussy, and jerk your best friend off already."

I think, for a minute, that I've gone too far. Misread the signs, misunderstood the whole situation. Projected my own horniness, and my confusing, shifting boundaries, onto the people around me. I even open my mouth, to make a joke of it.

The half-formed words freeze, as Chance's fingers wrap around my dick.

There's a tentativeness there, even as he squeezes me. The first stroke slow, like he's confused by everything being the reverse of how he jacks himself. The rough heel of his palm rasping across my tip, and making me hiss through clenched teeth.

"Sorry," Chance mutters, though I'm not sure I believe him.

"Jeez, dude. Anyone would think you'd never jerked a guy off before."

He looks up, fixing me with a grin. "You wanna do it all yourself, hotshot?"

I push my hips forward, thrusting myself through his fist. "Fuck, no."

A slow nod. "Then quit whining, bitch."

I quit whining, and let my best friend stroke me.

I'd thought he was hard before, and maybe he was, but his cock is even more obvious now. Clear enough - outlined in practically vein-sculpted detail - through the taut gray fabric, enough to leave me in little doubt that he's going commando under there. 

Something about the idea of Chance turning up on my doorstep, simultaneously pissed at me and yet fascinated by what I'd done, his dick swinging around in his sweatpants, makes me feel light-headed. 

"You just twitched, I felt it."

His observation cracks through my spiraling thoughts. I flex my erection again, enjoying the way his hand tightens around me a little more. Liking how it makes him chuckle; it's the same pleasure, I realize, from when I tell some stupid joke, and Chance cracks up at it. A reminder of just how close we are, on each other's wavelengths.

It doesn't feel so strange, then, to reach for the waistband of his sweats.

He doesn't stop me, either. Doesn't say anything, just keeps on staring at where his hand is slowly rubbing me, as I fumble his pants down. Or try to, at least; about to curse him out, for his cock being so damn inconvenient, before he pretty much springs free. Fat and long.

"You licked your lips. You're such a cocksucker." 

He says it with amusement, which is why I only wink at him, not cuss him out. "Takes one to know one."

Tilting his hips, he brushes the head of his dick against mine. The barest of grazes, but it's enough to make me shiver. Maybe even pull away, in something close to surprise, if his grip on me wasn't so controlling.

He feels heavy in my hand, thick and urgent. A sort of desperate hardness: not just aroused, but needy with it. I don't know if he even realizes he's pushing forward, trying to chase the pleasure his body subconsciously knows I can deliver.

I can't look too closely at the fact that it feels so fucking right to be doing this. That's too much, too loaded. Enough, maybe, to just accept that it feels good, and go from there.

A half-step is all it takes, to bring our shafts together. Squeezed side-by-side, Chance's hand competing with mine for how much of these twinned dicks we can grip, and stroke, and generally toy with. The heat from him almost overwhelming. 

I snake my arm around his shoulders, pulling him in further. His muscles firm through the thin cotton of his t-shirt.

"Dude, you're getting me wet."

I snort. "Aww, poor baby."

"Fuck you."

"Should've given me the towel when I asked for it," I remind him.

He laughs and I can't decide if it's the gap being so scant between us that makes it different to my ears. Or if it's something else that's making him sound strange, only just stopping my brain from careening down some twist of paranoia that Chance is about to freak out, or secretly doesn't want to be doing this. His head having second thoughts, even if his cock feels committed. 

When I feel him pulling back, out of my grip, I know I should've listened to my doubts.

"Dude, what are you..."

"What the fuck does it look like," Chance interrupts, as he drops to his knees.

Any answer I might have, smart-ass or otherwise, gets lost somewhere in my throat as he leans forward and sucks the head of my dick between his lips.

It's not like Harper. When he sucks your dick, it's with a sense that he's been wanting to do it for years and suddenly the dam has broken. Not like Riley, either, with his measured, teasing strokes all carefully designed to overwhelm and leave you a shuddering mess.

Chance tackles a blowjob the same way he does a football game, or hockey, or any other sport: like there's a leaderboard somewhere, scoring you on focus, and proficiency, and dedication, and he's fucking determined that his own name will be at the very top of it. 

That competitive, self-imposed perfection shit is annoying when you're just trying to play a friendly game of disc golf at the park. It's a little different when your best friend is gripping your hips with both hands, and apparently dead set on taking a further inch of your cock with each bob of his head.

It's fast, and relentless, and I have to grab the edge of the sink and hold on tight. Worried, suddenly, that my legs are gonna buckle underneath me. My body discover yet another new way by which it can be overwhelmed. 

His grunt of triumph, when his lips brush my crotch, vibrates all the way up through my dick. It's like my whole torso resonates along with that gurgle of satisfaction.

"Oh fuck..."

I can't hold the curse in, can't hide the scale of my reaction, when he starts sucking me in earnest. Chance's mouth is like one of those motorized stroker toys: push your dick in, flip the switch, and let the batteries run their course. Only while it might be my cock that's getting sucked, there's no escaping the feeling that I'm not the guy in charge, here. Just the flesh that's along for the ride.

Light-headed, I shove him away from me. Totter back myself, too, my legs hitting the edge of the tub and folding so that I'm sat on the cold metal edge. Almost at eye-level with him, as he kneels on the floor and glares at me in a way that's positively grumpy.

"Slow down, dude," I gasp out. My cock is wagging between my spread thighs, glistening with the gooey syrup dragged from his unrelenting throat. I'm so hard, I'm twitching. 

"It felt good, didn't it?" Not so much a question, as a demand. The exact same tone Chance would use with a referee who doubted the by-the-book perfection of his pass.

I chew back the urge to laugh, because I know he'll only take it as a personal affront to his technique.

"Too fucking good," I say, instead. "You need to be less... intense."

Chance frowns. "It's meant to get you off, isn't it?"

In arguably record time, I could tell him, but his ego doesn't need that.

"The journey is just as important as the destination."

He rolls his eyes, but he's grinning with it. "I didn't realize I was sucking an amateur philosopher."

I wink at him. "Let me teach you the ways of patience, then, my young student."

"I'm two months older than you, asshole," he reminds me, like he has done a million times over the years, but he's still moving over on his knees. Until he's within the gape of my thighs, a hand on each of my legs.

It really wouldn't take much, some treacherous voice at the back of my skull points out, to lean forward and kiss him. 

I very nearly shake my head, to dislodge the idea. Grab Chance's shirt instead, yanking it over his head.

"Stop it from getting drool all down it," I explain.

His look is skeptical. "Sure it is. You just want to stare at my chest."

That his pecs are bigger, better than mine, is a fact. One he rarely misses an opportunity to remind me about. Only now I can't help but picture what they'd look like with my load dripping down them.

"Shut up and blow me, asshole."

Chance shuts up and blows me.

For a moment I think it's going to be the same as before. My fingers are even clenching, preemptively, on the edge of the tub. Only instead of bobbing on me like a metronome, all urgency and determination, suddenly he slows down. Not slow, not measured like his brother, but definitely five notches back from that breakneck, gotta-win-this-race speed of before.

"Oh fuck, yes, like that." The words seep out of me, uncontrolled. More than just my grip on the bathtub's rim loosening, even if I know it's only giving my best friend more fuel for his swelling ego.

I can practically feel his grin, through my dick. 

No way to begrudge him that, not when the sensations are so incredible and the urge to grab his head and pull it in close to me is near-uncontrollable. Marveling, too, that this is only Chance's second time; at least, that's what I have to assume is the case, and it's not a question I need to have answered if that involves him pulling off me.

I whimper, frustration and need bubbling over, when he sits back on his heels again. His lips red, fist crudely squelchy on my spit-slicked cock. Amused, judging by the expression on his face, at how I'm straining to recapture that licking, sucking, slurping wetness. My hips pushing up against his grip on me, hungry for his mouth.

"What're we doing here, bro?" 

I frown at the question, brain suddenly spiraling. Hunting his expression for regret or shame; for the evidence I know must be there, if only I search his face the correct way. Scared, and frustrated, and just plain confused at what this might be doing to my oldest friendship.

"If... if you don't..." My voice sounds fractured, ripe with uncertainty. 

Chance rolls his eyes. "Am I fucking you over your bathtub, dude, or are you takin' me to bed?" 

No way not to blink at him, for a moment, as an alternative that doesn't feel entirely real crashes into my expectations of doom.

"Uh..."

He makes a face. "I mean, I just thought..."

His fingers loosen on my cock; I can just imagine how he'll release me, stand, back away to the bathroom doorway. How suddenly something I never imagined wanting might be yanked from me in a horrible instant.

"Bedroom!" It escapes me like a bursting bubble. "In... in the bedroom."

Chance grins. "Such a romantic."

"Fuck you." But I'm grinning too, now. 

The twist of his palm around my swollen, leaky cockhead leaves me gurgling with over-stimulation. When he relents - pulling my dick down, one finger still hooked around the tip, to let it slap back against me - it leaves me panting.

His own erection's at my eye-level, when he stands. No way not to stare at it, lolling out over the dragged-down waistband of his sweatpants. No way to avoid imagining leaning forward: how it would feel, the noises Chance would make, if I did my inexperienced, sloppy best to fit as much of him into my throat as I possibly could. 

Chance is always complaining that girls can't deep-throat his inches. Maybe I'd choke to death trying, but it'd be a pretty funny way to go.

Perhaps those thoughts are too clear on my face. Perhaps Chance just knows me too well, by now, and I'm beyond predictable. Either way, he pointedly pulls his sweats up; his cock presses, thick and clear, against the straining fabric. 

"Bedroom," he reminds me.

I stand, on shaky legs, and lead him down the hallway.

If I stop, if I give myself a chance to think about it, I know I'll probably fuck things up. Not because I don't like the idea of having sex with my best friend - even if some chunk of my brain is still telling me that's a messed up thing to want - but because of what it might do to that friendship. How it could change it, above and beyond how what Chance and I have done together, what he's seen me do, must already have changed things. 

I turn, the mattress against the back of my legs. Just in time to see him stand upright again, having shoved down his pants.

My buddy's a fucking stud, and I don't know whether to be envious or exasperated: not like he isn't aware of it, or cocky about it, after all. 

Broad shoulders, narrow waist. More muscular than I am, though nothing ridiculous. I've teased him, before now, that he works out mainly to impress the other dudes at the gym. That it's some sort of circle jerk of bros pumping weights, narcissism that has nothing to do with what chicks actually look for in a guy. 

That's all still true, but it doesn't mean he isn't looking fucking epic, standing there with his dick hard and a hungry expression on his face.

"Having second thoughts?" Chance watches my face intently.

I tap my dick with my finger, setting it wagging. "Does this look like I am?" 

He looks down, at where his own erection is basically the mirror of mine. "Guess that's both of us, then."

I watch my hand, moving as if by its own accord, reach out and wrap around his prick. Not so much stroking as weighing it in my fist. Trying to understand the mechanics of this; preemptively figure out how what I'm holding could ever fit inside me.

"I... I don't think I can eat your ass, dude."

Chance's face - his look that manages to be both apologetic and a little bit grossed-out at the idea of it - almost makes me laugh.

"It's optional, dude."

"Harper seems to like it."

My cock throbs at the memory. How he buried his face between my cheeks, his tongue desperately digging for Riley's load inside me. 

"Harper's a little freak," I remind him.

"Says you."

I squeeze his dick, reproachful, then release him so that I can drop down onto the bed. Back up, watching Chance watch me.

"You got lube, then?" 

I roll my eyes, as I reach for the bottle on the nightstand. Go to toss it to him, but stop at the shake of his head. 

"Open your ass up for me, then."

I swallow, momentarily daunted by the intensity of his stare. 

Chance crosses his arms. "Since you want it so bad, I mean."

It's funny, I'm still waiting to hear my argument - how imaginatively I might cuss him out - even as I'm uncapping the bottle and drizzling lube across my fingers. My stare locked on his, as I spread my legs and reach down between them. Fingertips brushing slickly across still-wet skin, my cock rigid against my forearm. 

Maybe my body really is desperate for this. Maybe it's just the angle. Either way, it barely seems to take any effort to ease the first finger in. Digging deep, the muscles of my insides clenching hotly.

There's something overwhelming about doing this in front of him, of having Chance watch me while I work over my hole. His stare intent, challenging, as I press the second finger in alongside the first. 

He can hear it, I'm sure he can. The wet, sawing sound of my two fingers stroking. Only I can feel how my body is softening, relaxing to it, but maybe he can see that on my face. Read my readiness from the way my jaw is hanging open.

"Go for a third, dude."

He sounds like his brother, when he gives me orders.

It's a thought I can't really handle, my brain ill-equipped to deal with something so complicated. Not when I'm naked, and hard, and fingering myself in preparation for what we both know comes next. 

I jerk, as he climbs onto the bed. Shaken from my confused reverie. Only able to watch, as he grabs the lube bottle and upends it over his cock.

The noise of his stroking is strangely like the sound of me toying with my hole. Like the two things really were meant to be combined.

"Roll over and stick your ass up, dude."

I'm obedient, now. Sometimes it's just easier to take orders; to disconnect my brain and simply flip over on the cheap mattress. Tell myself that the heat I'm feeling is all in my imagination, not the intensity of Chance staring at me in a position where I'm so exposed.

Better, then, just to reach back and pull my cheeks apart. Let him decide when this next, weird phase of our friendship actually starts. 

For long, terrifying seconds, there's nothing. And then suddenly I feel the bed shift, and a moment later the heat of him against my slick opening, and Chance's hands firm on my hips.

Just when I think I can't wait any longer, that the only thing possible is to shout at him to do something, anything, he pushes his hips forward.

Pressure, and heat, and it's not going to work, it can't fucking work, it's impossible, and then somehow he's inside me - thick, and hard, and making me dizzy from the stretching and from the realization alike - and I'm groaning into the sheets as I claw at them with lube-streaked fingers. Wanting him to slow down, and wait, and go faster, and none of those words escaping. Nothing to do, really, but to shudder as Chance steadily buries himself deep, until I can feel the brush of his skin against my cheeks and know his cock is inside me all the way.

"Holy fuck." Something very nearly reverent in his voice. 

I gasp as he lays down on me. Body draped atop my own, sweat-soaked skin shifting from his shuddering breaths. Not moving beyond that, a saving grace my howling nerve-endings are grateful for.

"Dude, you're so..." There's no end to that sentence, the words dripped so close to my ear. 

A shudder runs through me - involuntary, head to toe - when he eases his hips back. Dragging his dick through my squeezing, fluttering insides, only to shove in again a moment later. As if, for all he knows how he's meant to fuck, the sensations of our being tightly pressed together are too much to resist.

"S-slow," I pant out.

Chance's chuckle vibrates through my back. "Sorry bro, you ain't makin' the rules, now." He reaches down, to squeeze my arms. "I saw how you like it."

I could protest, I know I could, only he's got an unfair advantage in this argument, and it's the dizzying friction of his cock pulling out of me again. Nothing for me to do but gurgle.

Despite it all, his taunts, he's slow at first. Tentative, even, like he's still not sure what the hell we're doing here. 

When his fingers dig into my biceps, the tightness of his grip on me intensifying, that's when I know I'm really gonna get it.

Louder, the sound of Chance's body slapping into mine, and his grunting with each thrust, and my own hiss of what I only have the words to call pleasure and shock at the way his fat dick gouges into my tender insides. Stretching me and pulling me in ways I'm still not equipped to process, at least not beyond some primeval realization that regardless of who I am, what I think my sexuality might be, there's something in this urgent, animal rutting that I desperately need.

He pushes me down, hands on my shoulders and his arms outstretched. Rearing up, pinning me to the bed as I drool into the sheets and revel at his weight on me. A heft that's emphasized with each slam against me, Chance's thighs spreading around my ass so that he can ride me more thoroughly. 

I want to see it; want there to be a mirror, or a camera, or even just one of our friends watching. To understand - from the expression on their face, even if it's not a true reflection - what's really happening here. If it can truly be as intense, and intimate, and mesmerizing as it feels, trapped underneath my best friend as he reams me.

My dick is as hard as I can ever remember being. Wagging beneath me, already feeling so sensitive that I can only assume it'd take the barest of grazes to have me spraying the bed. And there's part of me that's desperate for that - that wants to reach down, wrap my fingers around my shaft and give myself those final few strokes - only that would feel like an ending, and I'm not sure I'm ready for all this to finish quite yet. 

Chance sits up, the pressure on my shoulders easing, and yet I can't move. Like my body's made of clay, molded now into this perfect position for him to slide as deeply as he possibly can. Riley's words echoing in my head, that there's little more to me than cock, and hole, and unexpected willingness, and it's hardly a description I could argue with. Not with my back arched and my ass raised high, fingers clawing at the bedding while the guy I know best in the whole world slaps my ass and long-dicks me.

I almost cry out when Chance yanks his cock free. Then do squeal, a yelp that'd be embarrassing had I the brain capacity to acknowledge that, when he digs his fingers into my loose, sloppy hole. Twisting and tugging on me, working my overwhelmed muscles as I squirm, and gasp, and then topple onto my side in an attempt to escape his relentless torture. 

I'm panting as he grabs my leg, turns me further. Onto my back, my thighs spread wide with his grip behind each knee. Staring up at his frown of concentration, Chance's bottom lip caught between his teeth as he manhandles me like I'm a plaything, now.

He's talked about how he nails girls, about how they love it when he takes charge. And maybe I'm wrong, that they don't care about his muscles, or maybe it's just a certain type of chick who gets off on being tossed around, possessed by a stronger guy. Or, perhaps I'm just projecting my own sudden realization that it can feel so incredible.

His cock slides up the crease of my ass, as he tries to push back into me with no hands. Chance's frown deepening as our slick skin derails that goal, until I reach down and - both hands wrapped around his thick shaft - guide his cockhead to my hole. 

He winks at me, grin suddenly smug, and I'm about to cuss him out when he slams into me.

I don't know if he goes deeper, in this position, or if it's just the change in angles. Maybe it's being able to see Chance's face as he plows me, and to feel his sweat dripping onto my chest. It doesn't feel so out of line to stroke up his clenching abs and to his pecs. To grope at them - like Harper and Riley pawed at mine - and feel the muscles there resist my digging fingertips. A worshipping, of sorts: recognition of the hard work my stud best friend has put in, chiseling this incredible body through day after day of gym sessions. And sure, I might tease him for being addicted to free weights and ab crunches, but I can't exactly claim I'm not getting off on the results. 

I wrap my arms around his shoulders, as he drops down onto me. My cock trapped in the hot, sweaty crush of our bodies; rubbed, but never quite enough to get me off, even as Chance grinds on me. A rocking, churning motion that leaves me more breathless than his weight does.

His face is right there, barely inches away, and I don't really know why I'm doing it - why it doesn't feel like more risk than I dare take on - but suddenly I'm straining up to kiss him.

For a moment, Chance's eyes go wide. A look so comical, I could almost laugh into his lips, if I wasn't so turned on, and if the whole moment hadn't become so incredibly fraught. Because I can't exactly claim I hate the way it feels, this step-beyond-a-step that's somehow more intimate than having another dude's cock in my ass or my throat, but there's every possibility that Chance is going to absolutely freak out on me. 

The way he's tensed up - his whole body stiff - makes it seem pretty fucking clear that that's the trajectory this is going, and I'm just about to fumble out an excuse, an apology even, when he forces his tongue between my lips.

It's a kiss, sure, but it's about as much a normal kiss as Harper licking cum out of my mouth was. Halfway to a battle, in fact, Chance taking full advantage of my momentary shock, until I blink rapid-fire and then fight back. Licking, and sucking, and biting; tugging on the meat of his bottom lip between my teeth until he's grunting with the sharp-sweet overload of sensations. Not pulling back, though, but pressing me further into the bed as the kiss intensifies and there's zero fucking way to deny it, even if either of us wanted to. I'm making out with my best friend, and judging from the way he's jackhammering my hole, he's as into it as I am right now.

He takes me with him as he rears up, arms cinched tight around my chest as if to crush me. Our mouths still clamped together, only now I can flex my thighs and bounce on his straining prick. Feel less like dumb meat, like a hole for my bros to plow; a sense of righteous satisfaction bubbling inside me, at the way he's practically whimpering into our kiss as I work myself on him. 

I grab his head with both hands, drag him back. Just enough of a gap to see the score of red across his cheeks, the way his pupils have grown vast and inky. 

"You gonna cum in me, bro?"

A question and a taunt, all in one, and delivered with the appropriate smirk. Pleased at how his jaw tightens, his nostrils flare; at the bruising way he tightens his hold around my ribs. Slamming me down onto him, now, just as much as I'm riding him furiously. Both of us chasing a conclusion for reasons I doubt we could put into words. 

"You ready to get pregnant?" He demands it with a grin of his own.

"Give it your best shot, asshole," I fire back.

And then it's too much, I guess, a tipping point which Chance's cock swelling inside me would've made clear enough, even without the rumble of satisfaction that comes reverberating up through his chest. His bearhug pinning me in place despite my straining thighs, as he stabs up underneath me and I know - with a clarity that leaves me dizzy - that my best buddy is creaming my insides. 

His arms loosen on me, like his whole body is unraveling. I hiss, as he topples back and that churns his cock in my gooey, well-bred hole. 

There's dick-slime practically flooding out of me, I'm so fucking turned on. Great glistening smears of it across Chance's belly and my own; it's almost too much, to wrap my fist and stroke, even though the urge to cum is borderline-overwhelming. 

He squeezes my thighs, his flushed, handsome face staring up at me.

"Come on, dude, lemme see it."

If I was in any state of mind to process it, the fact that it's my closest friend in the world saying he wants to see me blow my load which drags the orgasm from me seems like a pretty messed-up thing. 

I don't watch the first spray of it, my head thrown back and vision tunneling. Only realize quite how well I've glazed him when the rictus of my neck muscles eases; look down, to see the thick sheen of cum criss-crossing Chance's muscles. So much like the last time, sat astride him in the forest, only now I have the heft of his still-rigid cock spiking through me. 

It's an afterthought, to catch myself on one outstretched arm - my palm hot against Chance's skin - as I topple forward. Breathing heavy, the scent of cum, and sweat, and musk filling my head like a balloon. 

"Your ass clenches when you blow," Chance observes, from underneath me. 

It's such a fucking stupid thing to say, I can't help but crack up laughing.

"Sorry, did I pinch your dick off?" I ask him, between snorts. 

He pulls a face. "Nearly. If you want a butt-plug, dude, go buy one."

"Don't say that shit around Riley," I say, "you'll only give him ideas."

Chance grimaces. "Can we not talk about my brother while I'm still inside you?"

I rock my hips, from side to side. Feeling the heft of him shift, stretching me in ways that very nearly feel normal, now. Judging by the way Chance's fingers are gripping me tighter, the sensations are equally intense for him.

"So, you're saying you don't want me to tell him that we kissed?" 

The glare he gives me could kill a lesser man, I figure.

"Don't you fucking dare."

I'm not sure what it is, that makes me want to tell Riley about the shit I've just done with my best friend. Some need to impress him, maybe, or to demonstrate that - for all he seems to think I'm predictable - I still have the capacity to surprise him. 

"You're the one who blurted out the whole 'I got hard in the woods' thing," I remind Chance.

His expression is half aggrieved I'd dare remind him of that, and half embarrassed at the memory. 

"This is different," he says, bluntly.

I flash him a thoughtful look. "If I do get pregnant, I won't know which brother's it is."

Chance grunts, apparently done with my humor, and shoves me off him. Ignores the yelp as his cock tugs free from my hole.

"Fucker!" I protest, even as he's sitting up and grabbing at my ass. Rolling me over and spreading my cheeks, as I peer back at him over my shoulder.

"Fuckin' gaped," Chance says, approvingly. 

I go to twist away, suddenly mortified both by how he's looking at me, and what he's apparently seeing. Like my body has betrayed me, somehow: revealed its physical memory of our sex, when that should've been something limited to my brain alone.

He holds me in place, though, my arm yanked up to the small of my back. I could fight him off, probably, maybe, if I really tried to - he's strong, sure, but I'm not weak - only that'd only show him I was taking all this seriously. Too serious for Chance to be able to resist needling me more.

"Either get your tongue in there, or get the hell off me," I say, trying to keep my tone casual. Then yelp again, as he slaps my ass. "Dude!"

He's laughing, even as he releases me. Watches me roll away, out of arm's reach across the mattress; seemingly unbothered by the glare I'm giving him. 

"You're dripping on my bed," I say, coldly.

Chance looks down, at the glaze of cream that's already making headway down his torso. "That's your fault, bro."

"You're the one who said he wanted to see me cum," I remind him.

He winks at me. "You pull a goofy face when you blow."

"Idiot," I mutter. Feeling his eyes on me, as I get off the bed on still-shaky legs.

"Can I use the shower first?" 

I give him a look that I hope manages to be scathing. This may not be the post-sex afterglow I'm used to, but that doesn't mean my body is entirely ready to cooperate yet.

"If this is how you treat women, it's no fuckin' wonder that you haven't got a girlfriend."

I'm not sure if the face he pulls is because of what I said, or because it reminded him that he's meant to be into women, not guys.

"This isn't gonna be weird, is it?" Chance grimaces. "Between us, I mean."

"I've got your cum dripping down my inside leg."

He snorts, amused despite everything. "Sorry. But I still ain't wearing a condom next time."

"Next time?"

He has the grace to at least look abashed at being called out.

"I mean... just a turn of phrase."

"Sure, bro." I lick my lips, pointedly. "Admit it, I'm the best lay you've ever had."

"Easiest lay, anyway."

It's tempting to keep sparring with him, to fall back into one of the playful arguments that have always punctuated our friendship. Only I wasn't kidding about his load leaking out of my well-pounded hole, and it's starting to tickle.

"Don't get cum on my bed," I repeat, pointing an accusatory finger at him. "And don't wipe yourself with my clothes," I add, seeing his sly glance at the pile of laundry in the corner of the room. 

"For fuck's sakes," Chance mutters, under his breath. 

I'm a nice friend, I figure, because I do at least take pity on him.

"Look under the bed," I suggest, "there's probably a cum-sock there that's not too crusty yet."

I can still hear him cursing me out, even through the bathroom door.
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Chapter Ten
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He was still naked when I made it back to the bedroom. Sat at my desk, checking his fantasy football page or some other bullshit on my computer. Didn't even bother turning, as I stood at the doorway toweling my hair. 

That's the thing with best friends. Everything feels simple, and easy, right up until the point that it doesn't.

Up close, I leaned down to peer at the screen. My arm around Chance's shoulders, and the smell of him - and of me on him - competing with the body wash I'd just scrubbed myself with.

"How's your team?" 

His eyes didn't move from the columns of numbers. "How's your butthole?"

I gave him a smack on the side of head, before turning to my closet. 

"Am I allowed to shower, now?" 

He'd twisted the chair around, when I glanced back over my shoulder. Legs splayed wide, soft cock hanging thickly between his muscled thighs. It wasn't as if I was in the habit of watching gay porn, but I figured it was pretty likely to look something like Chance did.

"All yours," I told him, and reached for a pair of boxer shorts.

He'd smacked me on the ass, as he walked out of the room.

And even now, standing on Riley's doorstep a good twenty-four hours later, my brain keeps replaying that smack. Trying to decide if Chance's hand lingered longer than it usually might; what message might be in that fraction of a second's difference. Wondering, and then mentally kicking myself for being so ridiculous, and then wondering all over again. A loop so stupid, I practically shove my way past Riley when he finally opens the door.

"You broke me, dude," I snap at him, as I head down the hallway to the kitchen. 

"No refunds, even if the dick makes a lasting impression," he calls out, following me with a look of amused confusion on his face. Crossing his arms, he leans against the doorframe. "Wanna slow the fuck down, and maybe explain why you're freaking out on me?"

I glare at him, even though I know that's doing nothing to counter his accusation that I'm overreacting and emotional. 

Riley waits, for a moment, staring at my angry face. Expectant in the face of my seething silence, until he grunts with exasperation.

"So, you hooked up with my brother, and now you're having a meltdown."

My eyes go wide. It's just about all I can do to stop my jaw from falling open. 

"He told you?"

To call Riley's expression withering would be a severe understatement. 

"No, idiot. But thanks for the confirmation."

It's more than a blush; I have to stop myself from clawing at my face, the fiery redness prickles so intensely. 

He shakes his head, apparently amused. "So, what? You come over early tonight, to tell me that the two of you are dating now?"

"I have a girlfriend," I remind him, coldly. 

"Oh, right, yeah." Riley's eyebrow arches. "Did you scream her name while I was breeding you downstairs, or was that when Harper had his tongue in your ass? I forget."

"Fuck you." 

His grin is insufferable, only I don't know whether I want to punch his mouth or fuck it.

Riley sighs. "Sit down, Lincoln."

I glare at him some more.

"Sit," he repeats, softer the second time.

Grudgingly, I sit.

He pulls out the chair opposite, sitting down with his elbows on the table. "So, this is all my fault."

I don't know if he means it as a question, or a statement, or a confession, or what. And regardless of the three, it's not like I have an answer, or much of an explanation beyond the fact that my brain is going in big, stupid loops about what the hell all this means. So I just sit there, my arms folded across my chest and a sullen expression on my face, knowing I must look like a stubborn little kid.

"Hooking up with guys doesn't make you gay," Riley tells me.

"I know that." My frown deepens. "It's not about... it's not about that."

"It's just friction."

"I kissed him," I blurt out, then feel a flush of something that isn't quite regret. 

Riley smiles. "Spoiler alert, Lincoln. Kissing a guy while you're hooking up with him doesn't make you gay, either."

"Why are you trying to convince me I'm not into men?" 

He laughs. "I'm not. I'm just trying to move us past leftover adolescent angst. I get enough of this bullshit from my brother."

I cross my arms a little tighter, annoyed at the both of us, and then realize it probably just looks like I'm hugging myself. Force myself to unwrap my arms.

"If I hadn't jerked off, would you have tried anything with me?" 

Riley chuckles. "Probably not, no."

"But you wanted to."

He taps at his phone a few times, then tosses it down on the table. Sits back, arms dangling over the backrest of the chair. Staring at me, with a look that makes me sorry I brought the topic up.

"You like attention, Lincoln. You like people watching you, and preferably wanting what they see, and you get off on it."

I frown. "I... I don't know if that's true."

He nods, slowly. "Yeah, I know you don't. I thought, that first night, that you were pretty self-aware. Enough, anyway, that you knew what you were doing, what you were inviting. And then you turned up here, practically naked on the doorstep."

It's dumb, to blush at that memory given everything that has happened since, but I do anyway. 

"That was meant to be a joke."

It's a look that says he knows that's what I probably believe, genuinely, and that he thinks it's ridiculous.

"And what you're wearing now... is that meant to be a joke, too?"

I look down at myself: at the white shorts that I guess don't really cover that much of my thighs, and the muscle shirt with the gaping holes either side. Then back up, at Riley.

"It's comfortable."

His nostrils flare. "Are you even wearing underwear?"

"That's not the point," I protest. "Why are you looking?"

The stupidity of that sentence hits me barely a moment later, even if Riley's withering stare hadn't made it abundantly clear.

"It's comfortable," I repeat, sullenly.

"It's bait." He leans back, arms crossed. Sticks out a leg, to nudge my chair away from the table. Like, having leveled the accusation that I intentionally try to get attention, Riley plans to make sure nothing - including his kitchen furniture - could be accused of interfering with that.

My skin prickles, from the imagined heat of his gaze. Tracking down my torso to the fullness of my crotch: I grit my teeth, willing my dick not to twitch.

"So, how was my little brother in the sack?" 

I raise an eyebrow. "You really want to know?"

Riley laughs. "Not especially, no. One of the benefits of moving into my own place was not having to hear him through the wall, frantically jacking off morning, noon, and night."

No way not to grin, at the mental picture. "He always used to insist he didn't jerk off."

The snort belies his brother's well-repeated claim. "He's a fucking liar, then."

"So you're saying I shouldn't believe him when he tells me he loves me?" I figure Riley knows I'm kidding, but I wink just to make it absolutely clear.

"You probably shouldn't trust what men tell you when they're balls-deep in you, Lincoln," he says, wryly. "Are you in love with him?"

He says it so casually, but it still lands like an unexpected slap. 

"No." I take a breath; force my volume down. "No," I repeat, "or, I mean, only as a friend. My best friend, really."

He nods, slowly. Like this is all interesting stuff; real useful research, somehow. 

"Do you love your girlfriend?"

I open and close my mouth a few times, because the words aren't presenting themselves and just sitting there mute and motionless seems even more ridiculous than doing a fish impression.

"I'll take that as another no, then," Riley concludes.

I shrug, the gesture awkwardly lopsided. "It's complicated."

"Is it?" He shakes his head, like my desperate insistence that there's nuance here is yet another sign of my own naivety. "You're twenty-two, Lincoln; you just got fucked by your best friend for the first time. And instead of running to your girlfriend to salve your conscience, you're sat in my kitchen with shorts that are about a half-inch away from your dick falling out."

He's right, and I'm messed up in so many ways, but there's still something gratifying about the way Riley's stare drops when I pull on my shorts. Eyes glued to where I'm dragging the hem up, until the fat head of my cock is hanging out, pressed against my muscled thigh.

"How did my brother fuck you?" There's a rasp to his voice, a raw edge there. Riley's still staring at my crotch, so he doesn't see my confused frown.

"I mean..." 

"On all fours, or standing up, or..." 

My throat suddenly feels thick, as I try to swallow. "Doggy first, then on my back, and then I was in his lap, sitting up."

He nods, slowly. "Did he cum in you?"

No way not to picture Chance's face, the twist of his expression as he erupted inside me. No way, too, not to realize that my dick is thickening now, at that memory.

"Yeah."

"But he didn't eat your ass, afterwards." Riley says it like he already knows the answer.

I chuckle, softly. "Nah. He's not Harper."

The grin is wolfish. "That boy's a little freak." 

He says it like it's admirable. And considering my dick's all the way hard, now, in part at the memory of Harper shoving his face between my cheeks and digging his tongue into my gooey hole, maybe that's not a bad assessment, overall.

Riley looks up, meeting my eye again. Something close to satisfaction there, like my clear arousal is only further evidence in his case. 

"Do you wanna fuck him?" 

I frown. "Harper?"

Riley nods. 

"I dunno," I hedge.

Another pointed glance down, to where there's precum now oozing down my inside thigh. My brain might not be certain, but my cock seems convinced. 

"Have you fucked him?" 

Riley's smirk speaks volumes.

"You said he's wanted to hook up with me for a while," I press. Remembering the heavy hints Riley had dropped before.

"Trying to get your ego stroked?" 

I push my ass forward, on the wooden seat. It only drags the shorts up higher, exposing more of my erection. Pulling the fabric tighter, so that the veins running along my dick really pop.

"Trying to get something stroked, anyway," Riley adds, amused.

"If you're not interested..."

"What if I'm more interested in fucking your throat?"

I blink at him. Knowing that I should be asking myself what the hell I'm doing, seriously considering all this shit, and yet instead too busy focusing on little details like whether Riley will let me jerk off while I blow him. 

I guess there's something in my face, in the set of my features, that screams compliance. Or, perhaps to Riley I'm just a foregone conclusion. 

"Can I be rough with you?" 

I shrug, trying not to let it look like I just shivered with some undefinable blend of anticipation, excitement, and trepidation. "Do I look delicate?"

He leans forward, to gently slap my cheek. "Is that permission, Lincoln?" 

It was a light tap, barely more than a stroke, but my face still tingles. "Don't hold back on my account," I tell him, desperate to keep my voice level, controlled.

He's hard already, when he drops his pants. Thick and straining against black briefs; something flattering about the heft of his cock and the knowledge that I played an instrumental role in turning him on that way. 

Riley slaps my hands away, when I reach for him.

"Put them behind your back," he scolds, like I'm a kid who can't wait for the cookies to cool.

I grunt frustration, as I obey. Watch him sit up on the edge of the table, his thighs spread and framing that mouthwatering bulge. 

He doesn't stop me, when I lean forward. Doesn't complain when I press my face into that heavy swell: black cotton struggling to contain his swollen inches. I don't really have the words to describe what Riley smells like - soap, and musk, and a hint of fresh sweat that has all my nerves jangling - but that doesn't stop me from digging my nose into the crease between his junk and his thigh. Desperate, suddenly, to feel overwhelmed by a scent that drives any lingering doubts from my skull.

He cradles the back of my head, as he tugs down his briefs with the other hand. Tucking the waistband under his balls, his cock pressing into my cheek. 

I think, for a moment, he's going to remind me to be careful of my teeth, or not to be over-ambitious, or something like that. Instead, Riley just presses his thumb at the base of his dick, levering it down until the goo-drooling tip is pushing at my lips. 

No conscious thought required, really, to open my mouth and let him slide across my tongue. 

It doesn't feel real, or normal, but I can't exactly claim it doesn't feel right, either. To be so full, so thoroughly filled with another man's cock: that sense of power, and trust, and risk all melding together, as Riley's tip brushes at the entrance of my throat and - his hand on the back of my skull urging me closer still - pushing, a moment later, deeper into me. Not stopping until somehow my lips are pressed into his groin. 

When he groans, I can feel it all the way down into my gullet. Like his dick is a grounding rod; the one true way to understand exactly what Riley's feeling, beyond his sarcasm, and humor, and needling. 

I can't help the ripple of delight, at knowing I'm the cause of such satisfaction.

Both of his hands are on my head, now. Cradling it, fingers digging but not unduly: just enough to move me, forward and back, as he works himself in and out of the tight grip of my clenching throat. 

"Fuck, you feel good."

I close my eyes, my skin tingling from the afterglow of his compliment, and let him stroke himself with me.

And then I hear the door.

Riley's fingers squeeze me, a wordless instruction. Obedience demanded, and something in me - even with the panic building in my chest, as though the friction of his fat cockhead was stoking it like a flame - daren't contradict him. Refuses to pull away, or push him back. 

It means I only hear the footsteps behind me, in the kitchen. Jerk, in shock, at the lightly trailing fingertips, tracing the curve of my ass. Knowing it's not Riley's hand, Riley's fingers: even if he could reach, they're currently holding my head in place as he steadily reams my throat. 

"He won't say no, will you, Lincoln."

Maybe it doesn't even matter, if it's a question or a statement. Not like I have the capacity to answer; not beyond a grunt, anyway.

I groan, as my shorts are dragged down. Catching around the heft of my thighs, enough to expose my cheeks, and it's a liberty whoever's stripping me takes full advantage of.

The sound of spitting; a thick, wet sound, and then fingers pushing at my hole. Setting me twisting and bucking on the tabletop, not so much in protest as surprise. At the realization of what's going to happen now, here in Riley's kitchen, if I don't put a stop to it. 

Surprise, too, at the crisp realization that I'm not going to put a stop to it. 

The first finger works its way into me, sly and probing. Twisting in the tight clench of my fluttering hole, as my throat spasms around Riley's digging inches. 

I squeal - the sound muffled, stoppered - when the second finger grinds inside. Two digits flexing and scissoring, working my barely-experienced muscles. Another hand pressing at the small of my back, not hard but pointedly. A reminder that good boys don't protest, not when everyone involved knows it's what they want, really. 

All the same, I practically howl when those fingers pull loose and twist around the head of my cock, where it's trapped in the tangle of my shorts. Presuming torture at first, only for relief to flood me a moment later when I'm released. Hearing - above the rhythm of my throat, squishy and wet - the slick, sloppy sound of my own precum being stroked along another man's dick.

"Don't cum too fast, now," Riley cautions, amusement in his voice, and it's clear he's not talking to me.

The push at my hole comes fast, urgent despite Riley's warning. A desperation to be inside me, to overcome my body's meager protests as the blunt head spreads me open and I gurgle mindlessly around the shaft stretching my lips. A sense of being skewered at both ends, and like before, no way to judge the size of the cock in my ass beyond near-panicky assessments that it must be huge, monstrous, for it to feel like it does.

And then suddenly, I can feel his thighs pressed against me. Both of his hands braced at the small of my back, pinning me to the table like a butterfly to a board, as he saws his hips back and then thrusts into me again, and again. 

He's grunting, with each deep stroke, but he still hasn't said a word. Nothing by which I could recognize his voice, know the identity of the guy currently plowing me raw. There's something unbelievable about that, borderline-crazy, that someone I might not even know has walked into Riley's house and is now balls-deep inside me. One of his friends, maybe, or even one of mine, or a total stranger to me. Someone from elsewhere in Riley's life, content to take my obedient compliance as the consent everyone in this room knows it is.

There's a part of me which doesn't want to know, either. Which is happier that this is anonymous, simple: the heat, and stretch, and pull of my body. Straightforward physical sensations, which don't demand I think about what this says about my sexuality, or what gets me off, or how my relationships with my friends might be changed irreversibly. Just friction, my hard cock grinding against the edge of the table as I'm used so thoroughly.

I groan, as Riley pulls my head back. Dizzy, from the rush of air my lungs gulp down; hyper-aware of the thick heft of his dick pressed against my cheek, slick with throat slime. The way it's throbbing with his heartbeat, as I peer up at him with bleary eyes and find him already grinning down at me.

"Feel good?" 

My grin feels lopsided, drunken. Spreads a little further, at his amused chuckle.

"Do you even care who it is? Who's inside you right now?"

It'd require too much for me to answer, to figure out how to form words. Easier, then, to reach back and pull at my cheeks. Spread myself wider, a silent invitation.

I gasp, as he slams an extra fraction of an inch into me.

Riley laughs, and then lifts my head back onto his dick.

It felt good, with Chance. Knowing it was my best friend who was inside me; seeing that pleasure play out on the familiar contours of his face. A heat at my core that was more than just the intense friction of him slamming into my gooey hole, and a rightness to it all, to the way our closeness had escalated.

And yet, this feels so good, too. To be spreadeagled across the table, filled at both ends as my body is plied mercilessly. A complicity to it: I could protest, pull away, set boundaries if my brain was even capable of fathoming the words for them. The fact that I don't - the fact that I claw my cheeks further apart, so that the stab of nameless cock can grind against fresh spots in me - is so much easier than having to tell them I want this. 

Hard to feel guilty, at hearing yourself beg to get screwed more roughly, if the pleading can't even escape because your throat is stuffed. 

The spiraling thoughts are derailed, by his tighter squeeze. Fingers digging almost painfully into my waist, yanking me back to meet each desperate stroke. Even I - inexperienced as I am - know what comes next. 

The smack of sticky, sweaty skin against skin, and suddenly he's holding deep in me. Pinning me down, as his erection throbs and I picture the spray of hot cum filling my hole. Wanting to believe I can feel each splash, the change in sloppy, slimy friction as his grip eases slightly and he pulls back. Even if I can't, even if this is all my imagination left to run wild, it leaves me groaning with satisfaction.

I hiccup with shock, throat spasming around Riley's shaft, as he slaps my cheek. Wide-eyed, staring up at him as best I can. Tears, and snot, and a thick sheen of slop his broad cockhead has dredged out of me covering my face. I'd feel self-conscious, cowed by his knowing sneer, if I couldn't also tell from his shaking fingers how close to losing control he is himself.

A curse, and then he's unloading in me too. The first burst of it filling my throat before he pulls back: yanking his inches from my depths to bob in front of me, cum spewing across my flushed, bedraggled features. Heavy on my forehead, down my nose; forcing me to blink, as fresh splashes droop precariously from my eyelids, and ooze in creamy waves down my lips. 

"So hot," Riley grunts, and then pushes back in my mouth. The sound of his balls slapping my well-glazed chin has changed, stickier and louder. I do my best to work him with my tongue, until he drags himself away from me, panting hard.

I simultaneously want, and am terrified by, the idea of rolling over and seeing who just bred me. Almost wish Riley would take the initiative and make the decision for me: send them away, leaving their identify forever a secret.

And then I hear the chuckle - a cracking, overwhelmed sound - and my brain fills in the dots by itself.

Harper's face is still flushed, his cock still stiff and twitching, when I twist over to look at him. Watching me with an expression that somehow manages to be hungry and terrified, as though he's not sure I won't freak out at him for what just happened. His eyes widen, just a fraction, as I sit up. 

Easy, though, to reach out and bunch a fist in his shirt. To drag him closer, into the splay of my thighs. Proximity enough to see how his pupils swell when I yank him into me, his squeak of surprise instantly muffled when our mouths connect.

It's not the first time that Harper has worked the cum out of my mouth with his tongue, but now I'm not pretending this isn't a kiss, too. My hands at the small of his back not necessary to hold him in place, but to steady him, as we make out intensely. The clinch interrupted, at times, as he runs his tongue across my features and returns to share Riley's load.

He's easy to pick up, my hands tucked under his thighs. Easy to lift into my lap, Harper's legs spreading around me and his arms draping my shoulders. Easy, too, to reach beneath myself; to scoop his freshly-deposited cum that's already drooling out of my well-fucked hole, and - with a little fumbling to free my needy erection - stroke it along my own inches. 

He whines as I lift him again, aiming my cock at his tightness. Bites down on my bottom lip, pain blossoming as his own bodyweight impales him onto me. No protest, though; no desperate plea for more time, for it to be slower, easier. Just a whimper, sounding fractured and low, as his ass comes to rest on me.

Harper's hard again, or maybe he never got soft. The heft of it pressed against my belly, sandwiched tight as he hugs himself to me. 

I tilt my head back, feeling the stretch of my lip, until I think for one shocking moment that he doesn't mean to release me. Will simply bite down, harder and more insistent, until his teeth go clean through my tender flesh. 

He relents, though, and it's like his strings are cut in that same moment. Body going practically slack in my arms, his stare unfocussed. 

Tight, though, when I lever my hips up, digging my cock into him. Expecting Harper to complain, to say it's too much for him, only he doesn't. As willing as Riley always hinted he'd be, as I open him up with his own load for lube.

Our panting is almost so loud that I don't hear the sounds in the hallway. Not until the voices are very nearly at the kitchen; I look up, over Harper's shoulder, just in time to see Chance and Aidan turn the corner.

Aidan looks shocked, jaw dropped.

Chance... Well, my best friend just rolls his eyes. Like my being buried in another guy is par for the course, now, just another thing that Lincoln gets up to.

At this point, maybe that's not an inaccurate assessment.

Chance shakes his head, grinning at me, then pushes Aidan forward with a hand at the small of his back.

"You might as well dump a load in him as well. Looks like the rest of us have, by now."

Aidan's trying to look back, expression confused - I guess he didn't expect Chance and I to actually hook up - but Chance just gestures with his chin in my direction. 

"Don't worry, bro, he can multitask."

Maybe I should feel like I have more of a say in the matter, as Aidan pulls me by the hips toward the edge of the kitchen table. Or maybe I should stop pumping Harper's limp, pliable body onto my cock, as my legs are spread and I hear Aidan spit.

It's easier, though, to just let him slide into me. To watch how the muscles in his face shift, as my body reshapes itself around him and Aidan's eyes roll back, apparently overwhelmed.

Only for a moment, though. Or maybe it's instinct, a dude's natural inclination to pound whatever he can shove his dick into. Overcoming his uncertainty, and shock, and soon I'm rocking on the table again as another of my buddies nails me with increasing urgency.

Each thrust pushes me deeper into Harper, and his weight bouncing on me slams me back onto Aidan's cock, until it's like a perfect loop of friction. Filling and being filled; our bodies simply components in some perfect, sweaty machine, intended only for coaxing pleasure out of every cell. A rutting, grinding centerpiece, as Chance takes the beer his older brother holds out, and the two of them watch me fuck and get fucked in the middle of the kitchen.

"So, you hook up with guys, now." Riley says it casually, like it's really no big deal, though Chance's blush betrays his self-consciousness. 

"It's not..." His voice trails off. "It was just..."

Riley snorts. "I hope you were more confident when you were pounding him."

His brother jabs him with his elbow. "Fuck off. He had no complaints."

It's not easy, tilting my head back to stare up at the two of them, while also grinding Harper onto my dick and getting plowed by an increasingly aggressive Aidan. I still attempt it, though; grin, as best I can, at their varying degrees of amusement as they stare back at me.

"He's easy to please, as you can tell," Riley says, winking at me.

I stick out my tongue, and his smirk spreads wider. 

"Was this all your idea, then?" Chance sounds like he's trying to change the subject, or at least shift it away from his own inaugural dude-on-dude experience.

Riley snorts, gulping down a mouthful of beer. "Trying out a new strategy. If we wear him out up here, maybe he'll get less cum on my damn couch."

Chance gives him a meaningful side-eye. "Oh, please, like you haven't hooked up with your share of guys down there yourself."

Riley's grin is full of teeth. "Difference is, it's my fucking couch."

Hearing them laugh together is weird. I'm so used to Chance and his brother arguing, practically being at each other's throats, it's strange to see them getting along so well. 

I mean, maybe not as strange as being buried in Harper's clenching hole, while Aidan jackhammers my cheeks. But still, pretty damn strange.

Riley nudges Chance with his elbow, then nods down at me. 

"He's still got one hole open."

Trying to decode the expressions on my best friend's face can be tricky at the best of times. Never mind when I'm staring at him upside down, from the middle of a fuck-sandwich, with Harper's sweat dripping into my eyes and a fizzing, churning sort of heat building from my well-stretched hole, all the way to the deeply buried tip of my almost painfully-hard cock.

Then again, I decide a moment later, maybe analysis is overrated. At least in situations like these, anyway. More, certainly, than could reasonably be expected from a guy in my position. 

I tilt my head a little further back, and open my mouth.
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Chapter Eleven
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Chance tips his can, as if he's about to pour beer into my mouth, and for a brief, sharp moment I panic. Imagine myself choking on Riley's kitchen table, and then having to explain to the paramedics how I came to be the muscle-jock meat in the middle of a fuck sandwich. 

He pulls the can away at the last moment, though. Grinning, like he could tell I was worried; just like he always claims, in fact, that he can see right through my expression and know what's going on in my head. 

When I was a little kid, the idea of being so transparent was borderline-terrifying, even if it was just to my best friend. As I got older, it just served as more encouragement to blast right through his expectations, and do my level best to shock him.

I think, briefly, that I'm going to have to relent in my hold on Harper; liberate my hands, so as to reach out to Chance's jeans. Rethink that, when he sets his beer down on the counter behind him and tugs at the button fly. Shoving the fabric down, and his boxer-briefs too, his half-hard cock lolling thickly.

I ought to be embarrassed at how much my mouth is watering at the sight of it. 

The table isn't quite narrow enough for me to stretch across it, though, not with Aidan still hammering my ass at the opposite side. Chance kicks his jeans off all the way, then clambers up so that he's practically straddling my face.

Harper's head is brushing Chance's abs, but it's the heft of his dick which has me mesmerized. Wide, and long, and already beginning to drool precum down onto me. I lick my lips, eager for the taste of him.

"Cocksucker," Chance says, affectionately, then levers his erection down to push the fat tip into my mouth before I can trash-talk him back.

He can get deeper, from this angle: his thighs sandwiching my head, cock sliding straight into my throat. Deep enough that there's a spasm of anxiety; a stab of fear, not so much that I don't want this, but that my gag-reflex will kick in regardless. Ambition overcoming capacity, my inexperience bringing all of this to a premature and even messier close.

Chance patting my cheek drags me from my spiraling paranoia.

"Swallow, dude. Let me in."

I gulp, obediently, and feel him ease further still. Until his balls are pressed against my nose, and the scent of him - musk and fresh sweat - is filling me fit to bursting. Driving out any other thought beyond the illicit pleasure of this specific moment.

Chance grunts, and starts to slowly fuck my throat.

The heat and the friction are beguiling, the tight press of the three of them wrapping around me. Edges blurring, wearing away the lines between my cock in Harper's clenching hole, and Aidan in mine, and Chance long-dicking my gullet like he's nailing pussy. A sense that my body's not my own, not any more: that I'm one component in a single, squirming machine designed with just one thing in mind. 

Part of me wishes Riley would film it. Pull out his phone and capture what's happening in the middle of his kitchen. Even if the thought of someone inadvertently watching what I'm doing with my "straight" buddies sets my stomach churning with anxiety, the hunger to see it myself is greater, more intense. 

He'd only laugh at me, if I asked, and it's not like I'm in a position to speak even if I wanted to risk that possibility. Not with Chance humping my face, his fingers gripping my throat like he wants to trace the motion of his cock through my skin. Harper's head bumping against Chance's stomach as I work him on me, his body as pliable and limp as a fuck sleeve. 

It's all synchronized, up until the point it isn't. The four of us moving in and out of phase, each driven by the ticking of his own internal clock. Harper's weight, and the combined pressure of Aidan and Chance at each end of me, all conspiring to press me into the wooden table. Pinning me there, as the little kitchen gets steamier and the scent of sweat, and musk, and sweat fills it like a ripe fog.

Aidan's slamming into me, now. No mercy, no holding back: like he wants to force himself into me completely. The sound of it loud, even with the legs currently squeezing my ears. 

"You gonna bust in him, dude?" There's a rasp to Chance's voice, in there with the amusement. 

Aidan doesn't reply, but I don't think I'm imagining that his strokes are even more aggressive.

Chance chuckles. "Damn, Lincoln. Not sure your ass is ever gonna close up, at this rate." He tilts his hips back, until only the fat, swollen head of his cock is resting on the bridge of my nose. Ignoring the way I'm choking and spluttering, drool running down my face. 

He winks, at my bleary-eyed expression, and then shifts forward again. His balls rubbing across my face, until his ass is pressed against my lips.

It doesn't feel so strange, really, to start licking my best friend's hole. Not given everything that's already happened; not now that I know myself just how incredible it can feel. Deciding to withhold that pleasure from Chance just seems unfair.

Anyway, there's something fucking epic about feeling him writhe atop me, as his cock smears precum across my skin and these silly little gasps keep escaping from him. It's the sort of shit he'll be mortified about, when I remind him later that he whimpered like some chick getting her pussy eaten, and there's no way I'll miss an opportunity like that.

He's holding onto Harper, maybe just for better leverage as he grinds himself across my eager tongue, and that makes it easier for me to fuck Harper's ass harder. Slamming my hips up against him, pounding him in the way that - if Riley's to be believed - my friend will never say no to. Each stab sending me back onto Aidan's dick, as he rabbit-fucks my cummy hole. I can imagine how it must be foaming and frothing around his shaft, a slick of it between my splayed cheeks. Each stroke bringing him one step closer to adding his own load to the messy blend.

I'm so focused on Aidan's excitement, it takes a minute to realize quite how much Chance's ass is pulsing and twitching against my lips. How his insides are practically trying to tear off my tongue, as I dig inside him. 

It's borderline uncomfortable, when he reaches down between his thighs and grabs under my neck. Yanks my head up, pulling me even closer to his body; mashing my face to his skin, like he's certain that with just a little more effort, I could reach newfound depths and unlock fresh pleasures inside him. 

Chance's whole body vibrates, shudders in long, thrilling ripples, when he cums on top of me.

Hole fluttering, his fingers digging into my throat. The splash of his load against my skin, as he gasps and shakes. As if he can't decide if he wants more of this incredible torment, or if he needs to pull away and save whatever last vestiges of his sanity might remain.

Maybe it's watching that play out in Chance's expression - a vision I have to imagine, his ass still on top of my face - but Aidan topples next. Deep, desperate stabs into me, as my well-pounded ass gets another buddy-breeding. 

My body feels untethered when they both fall away from me. The light in Riley's kitchen suddenly glaring bright, leaving my eyes watering to match the drooling mess of my lips, cheeks, and chin. My fingers knotted in his hair, I pull Harper's face against my chest; feel, a moment later, his tongue against my collar-bone. Licking through the cream Chance sprayed me with.

When Harper kisses me, my lips still tingling, it's the mindless hunger in his eyes and the taste of my friend which drags the orgasm out of me. Pounding urgently, knowing the other guys are watching me as I lose control, only I can't bring myself to care about that. Not as my cramping thighs howl, or my abs clench painfully, or my back protests about the hard wooden table beneath me.

And suddenly it's like each and every muscle gives up, relaxes at the same time. Leaving me flopping, boneless and panting, with Harper draped across me. There's something reassuring about his weight, now, like it's the only thing holding me in place.

Riley leans down, and tweaks the tip of my nose affectionately. "Game's starting soon, fuckboy."

I nod, though I'm not sure the gesture actually looks anything like what I intended it to be. It's enough, anyway, to prompt his wink in return.

The three of them are already laughing about the other team's chances as they troop down to the basement. Back to normal so quickly, I'm practically feeling whiplash.

I jostle Harper, who's still pancaked across my chest. 

"Just another minute," he grumbles. Like I'm his mom, telling him he needs to get out of bed and ready for school.

The thought of it makes me chuckle, even though we just got done flip-fucking each other, and my cock's only just now starting to soften in his ass. Sure, things might've changed plenty over the past week or so, but there's years of history, here. Just because Harper's eaten my ass a few times, doesn't undo all that.

"Are you bi, then?" 

It doesn't feel all that long since I asked him that question once before. At the time, Harper had turned it right back around on me. Now, he just lifts his head off my shoulder, and gives me a blurry-eyed look.

"Are you gonna have a meltdown, if I say yes?" 

I flash him a look that says "we just hooked up, idiot," and flex my dick in him. Just, y'know, for punctuation. 

He's got a cute grin. Maybe I always knew that; maybe I just never saw it this close before. Or this sweaty.

"Probably, yeah," Harper says. I can tell from his tone - all forced indifference - that he's still expecting me to go off at the deep end.

"When did you know?" 

I figure his grimace is because of the math, not my question.

"Sixteen, maybe?" 

I raise an eyebrow. "So you were checkin' me out, in the locker room?" 

"Ego, much?" 

Riley's words - that Harper has been talking about wanting to do shit with me for a while, now - come surging back into my head like floodwater. 

His skin's super-soft, under my fingertips. Barely any friction, from his neck down to his ass. "So, I shouldn't take this personally?" 

"Kiss me again," Harper suggests, "and I'll tell you the truth."

I'm still laughing as I bring our lips together.

It's not like kissing Chance, and kissing Chance isn't like kissing Haley, and it occurs to me - as Harper's tongue slips, deviously, into my mouth in a way that is not at all unpleasant - that I should be paying more attention to what kissing people is actually like. Rather than just seeing that as a prelude to fucking them.

Eventually, he pulls back. My lips are tingling.

"So?" 

Harper sighs. "It's just a crush, okay?"

"Cute."

His glare is sharp. "Lincoln."

"Fine, fine." I stroke his hips, ease my grip around his waist. It's entirely possible, I decide, that Harper's skin is smoother than Haley's. Not that I've touched my girlfriend for a while. Or thought about her, really, for that matter. "Hot. I think it's hot. Better?"

He still looks grumpy, but I can tell there's a smile trying to break through. 

"Sure, whatever."

His hair is wet with sweat, sodden in places. Cool as I twist my fingers through it, to pull his head back. 

"And you told Riley about it?" 

Harper's lip curls, but he doesn't try to break away. "Yeah. Just while we were..." His voice trails off.

"While you were hooking up?" 

A nod. I feel it more than see it, the momentary strain against my hand.

"You talked about me, while he was inside you?" 

Harper smirks. "Ego."

I laugh, though I can't help the hitch at the back of my throat. If Haley ever looked at me the way Harper does, maybe I actually would've got around to proposing to her.

Releasing him is easier than examining that thought too closely.

"So, you and Chance..." 

My turn to hold back a smile. "Yeah?"

"Come on, dude." He sounds exasperated.

"You like the way he tastes?" 

Harper pushes himself up, straddling my hips. There's something weirdly reassuring about my half-hard dick being inside him still, though I have to wonder if it's still as comfortable for him. 

"You're the one who just ate his ass, you tell me."

It's easier, if I drape my arm across my eyes. Not that I feel like Harper's judging me - or, at least, not negatively anyway - but trying to process what I've just done in the middle of Riley's kitchen is ever so slightly easier if I don't have to stare back at one of my oldest friends while I attempt it.

"It's not gonna change anything," I say, hoping I sound more certain than I actually feel. "This is just... dude stuff."

"Dude stuff." The words are the same, but Harper's echo of them is laced with amusement. Or maybe disbelief. 

I pull my arm away, so that I can fix him with a proper stare. "Just dude stuff," I repeat. 

He winks, slapping me good-naturedly on the chest as he swings his leg over me. Ignores my hiss of surprise, as my cock finally tugs from his hole. 

Harper drops down off the edge of the table, then half-turns. Watching me with a grin, over his shoulder, as he pulls his cheeks apart. 

"You wanna eat me out, too? Or is that service just for your best friend?"

It's surprisingly easy, to grab him and - one arm around his neck - push three fingers into his gooey hole. Harper's yelp of surprise is unexpectedly gratifying.

"Be careful," I warn him, pumping my hand as he dances on his tiptoes, "what you wish for."

I let him squirm for a few seconds longer, my fingers flexing in the mess I've made of his ass, before I release him. Sending Harper tottering across the room, red faced and glaring furiously.

"Lincoln!" 

I wipe my sticky fingers on my chest. Not that it does much good, frankly; there's still a fair amount of Chance's cum there, mixed in with the sweat and spit. "What, the crush doesn't get special privileges?" 

He yanks up his underwear, radiating indignance. "The crush gets a punch in the balls, if he keeps this shit up."

I wink at him. "Just learning your limits, dude."

"Fucking straight boys," Harper mutters, under his breath, as he pulls his t-shirt into place and stomps down the stairs. 

It's dumb, to be sitting there on the couch with them, watching the game or at least attempting to, but have those words circling endlessly in my brain. Not so much a distraction from what's on TV, as a complete roadblock to it. A thought I can't seem to dislodge, not after Harper's unwittingly planted it.

When does it stop being just dude stuff, and start being something more? Something which might warrant a different label, anyway.

I glance over at Chance, at the other end of the sectional, who sees me looking and flips me off with an accompanying grin. Entirely standard and to be expected from our friendship, as is my flipping him off in return, and him laughing as he turns back to the screen.

It's easy, that's what I like about it. None of the second-guessing like it feels like you're always doing with girls; not having to decode half of what Haley says to me, sifting through for secret meanings or hidden traps. It's not as if I don't like her, not as if I'm not attracted to her still. Just that all the other bullshit so often gets in the way of us simply being together.

Whereas if Chance is pissed at me, he'll call me a fucking asshole and make that undeniably clear. If Riley's horny, he'll tell me to get my dick out. And if I want to get plowed, hard enough to make my eyes roll back in my skull, it turns out all I need do is spread my legs. All four people in the room with me can apparently be counted on to step up and deliver.

I don't want a new label, I just want life to be easier, sometimes.

"We need more beer," Chance announces, nudging the empty cooler with his foot. 

I automatically look at Riley, who would usually supply something caustic about his younger brother being the primary cause of shrinking beer supplies. Instead he just rolls his eyes when he sees my glance.

"You think you can handle the walk?" His expression makes it clear that he thinks he's funny.

"If you're paying, sure," I reply, matching his mocking tone. 

Riley laughs. "Fine, whatever. My wallet's upstairs, on the counter."

I push myself up, off the couch. Trying my best to hide the slight wince, as certain parts of my body remind me how they've been stretched in unexpected ways. It's not like it hurts, but my buddies weren't exactly gentle with me.

"So, who's..." I start.

"I'll go," Aidan interrupts. 

I nod at him, then glance around the others. "Later, assholes."

It feels good, to be outside. Even with the heat of the day leeching out of the sidewalk and drying the rain I didn't even realize had been falling. That's the thing about being down in Riley's basement: sometimes you just forget about the rest of the world. Not like it stops moving, like time stands still. Just that it's easier to believe that it has no real effect on you, or what you're choosing to do with your life.

"Does it feel good?" 

Aidan's question breaks me from my reverie. I frown at him, as my brain replays the sentence.

"Yeah, it does." I shrug.

He nods, slowly. Staring ahead, down the sidewalk. It's only a handful of blocks to the nearest liquor store, but we're not walking fast. Ambling, really.

"Is it weird... y'know, that we... that I..."

Usually I'd be tempted to tease him, to ask if he ever intended to fill in the gaps, but I know how this particular confusion feels. Enough, anyway, to be sympathetic. 

"It doesn't have to be. Weird, I mean. It's just sex."

"Gay sex," Aidan points out. 

"Guy sex," I correct. I turn, flashing him a grin. "Did it not feel good?" 

He gives me a "what the fuck do you think, idiot?" look. 

"Exactly." I nudge him with my shoulder. "It doesn't make you gay, if that's what you're worried about."

I expect him to laugh, or protest, or say something defensive. Am practically rehearsing what I counter that with; piecing together the advice and platitudes that Riley and Harper have already used on me. 

"Are you trying to reassure me, or yourself, by saying that?" Aidan asks, instead.

My chuckle is because I know I'm beyond the point of needing reassurance, now. For that, at least.

"You're allowed to regret it. It doesn't have to happen again."

He shakes his head. "Just trying to figure out the new rules, y'know."

I drape my arm around his shoulder, pull him in against my side as we walk. "If it feels good, do it," I suggest.

"How bacchanalian of you," Aidan says, dryly.

I mess up his hair, then release him. Amused at how he totters, slightly, on his feet. "You know it turns me on when you use big words."

He glares at me, but there's the ghost of a grin there, too. 

"A stiff breeze turns you on," he says. "You're just perpetually horny."

I wink "Guess you guys are lucky, then, since you get to take advantage of that."

"Did it sound like I was disappointed?" Aidan asks, slyly.

No way not to read into that tone, to extrapolate from that look. To imagine what could happen, without those initial moments of shock and uncertainty. If everyone involved - all my closest friends, and Riley too - knew that my limits were more a work-in-progress, than something they needed to be cautious of. 

It feels like I'm standing at the edge of something very deep, and very uncertain, and very, very exciting. Enough that I realize I'm hard just teetering on that precipice.

When I look up, to see Aidan staring back at me from a pace ahead, it's clear he knows the impact those thoughts - this whole conversation - have had on me. Looking down at the ridge of my erection is just a formality. 

"Which part did it?" he asks, watching me intently. "The thought of getting turned out, or the thought of everyone else watching you while it happens?"

I swallow, my throat feeling tight. I don't know why it feels so much easier to do stuff, versus talk about it out loud.

"Both," I concede.

Aidan nods, slowly. Glances up and down the street.

We're around the side of the liquor store, a nondescript gray-painted building. There's traffic on the main road, but nobody else is walking. 

"Get it out." 

I frown at him. "What?"

The look he gives me is withering. "You know what. Get it out."

I echo his glance, left and right, then left again. We're still alone in the side street, but it's hardly like that couldn't change in an instant. 

"Dude."

Aidan shakes his head, like my excuses and protests have no value here. "Are you telling me you don't want to?"

I want to tell him exactly that, to be able to open my mouth and reasonably, believably argue that he's out of his fucking mind. Only we both know it'd be a total lie.

"Not here," I try, instead.

He snorts. "Like you care. Get your dick out."

My hands are moving, even as my brain is trying to think of more ways to protest. Pulling down the front of my shorts, until my balls are hanging over the waistband. Hard cock jutting up eagerly.

"Go on, then."

There's a voice in the back of my brain, telling me this is crazy. That, just because Aidan might give me permission - no, an order - it doesn't make this safe, or wise. Doesn't mean I'll have any excuse, or any way to transfer the guilt for that matter, should someone walk around the corner and find me jerking off on the sidewalk. 

I can hear that voice, but the problem is I can also feel the heft of my erection in my fist. The way the skin slides so smoothly, already slicked with precum. A steady stream of it, dangling from my tip until it snaps free and lands on the hot concrete. My imagination has to fill in the hiss of that impact, the sizzle; I can't hear it, of course, not over the squishy, gooey sound of my hand on my dick.

"Have you always liked people watching you?" 

His question yanks me back from my drifting thoughts, the reverie of flesh on flesh. Leaves me frowning, as I try to process what the truth might be.

"Not... not always like this," I hedge, finally.

Aidan nods, slowly. Like he has theories of his own, and my answer hasn't exactly disproven them. 

It's the truth, though. Not like I've made a habit of randomly pulling my junk out in front of other people; not like I long harbored the urge to show my best buddies what it looks like when I'm stroking myself. Only the more I think about it, the more I dig back through the memories of growing up, the easier it becomes to see the threads that have interwoven. 

Like the year I worked for my stepdad, at his landscaping business. Pushing a mower, or digging up flowerbeds, and hyper-aware of the twitching curtains and the sense of eyes on me, shirtless and sweating. 

Or the summer I insisted on wearing a Speedo when we swam, some skintight thing left looking all the more brief compared to the baggy shorts the rest of the guys preferred. Relishing, somehow, the second-glances as we hung out at the public pool; the curiosity as I peacocked my way around the water's edge, proud of my burgeoning muscles. At the time, I told myself the stares were in appreciation of the hard work I'd put in, there; the weights I'd lifted, the ab crunches I'd gritted my teeth through. Admiration, then, rather than outright lust, and maybe that made it easier to dismiss the fact that it was far more men than girls who did that staring.

I'd had to stop that, switch to looser shorts, after the risk of boning up got too great, too frequent. Feeling a shiver of something, deep in my belly, even as I made that decision for self-preservation. A secret hunger to get caught: for someone to see the heft of my hard cock in the seconds before I plunged, desperate, into the chill water.

"Push your shorts down."

I do, obedient and still stroking, even though I know it's a terrible idea. Risk heaped upon risk; a quick cover-up even less possible, now, should someone stumble upon what we're doing out here in the street. 

That danger teetering against the thrill of it all. Of Aidan's gaze, and how good it feels to stroke myself, and of the memory of being pinned down to Riley's kitchen table as my holes were filled.

"If Haley had put out, would any of this have happened?" Aidan sounds genuinely curious, not judgmental. Then again, he's hardly held back from telling me I should break up with her.

I frown, considering the suggestion. Not like I'd have said no, had my girlfriend been amenable to hooking up. And I could blame, certainly, that six months or so of forced celibacy for lowering what reserve was there to begin with. 

Only that can be true, but I also can't now ignore the fact that sex with Haley wouldn't have got my ass plowed, or my throat reamed out. That going to bed with her would've had to be a soft thing, a gentle one: lovemaking, not the rutting, grabbing, squeezing, bruising fuck that I now know my friends are capable of. That I now know I enjoy so much. 

"It wouldn't be the same," I tell him, and watch Aidan nod.

I figure he understands what I'm struggling to put into words. He's watched me sweat, and gasp, and beg for more, after all. Has felt my heels at his hips, pulling him in closer as he nailed me.

"Did your ass close up yet?" He grins, as he asks it.

"You ain't that big," I tease back, casting a withering glance at his crotch.

Still, there's a shiver of apprehension when I reach back, push a finger between my cheeks. Not sure what I'll find, there; what Harper and Aidan might've done to my hole, and Riley and Chance before them. 

Soft flesh, but not tender, not sore. My brain flashes back to one hot day in that summer spent poolside; some dad of a former classmate casting an appraising eye down my barely-clad form, and observing I "had the body for that suit." 

Maybe now I have the body to get fucked.

Spit makes the first finger slide in easier, my ass squeezing as my cock swells a little in my fist. Barely any protest from my hole as I pump that digit, and a ripple through me of something close to disbelieving delight at how readily the second grinds in alongside it. My hips automatically bucking, pushing back against one hand and then driving my cock through the other.

"Fuck, look at you," Aidan says, and there's so much in those four words, in his tone, I don't have the mental capacity to unpack it. Can only grin back at him, a smile that's goofy and wide, as my ankles pull at the shorts stretched taut between them. 

"Don't hold back, bro," I tell him.

Aidan smiles, shaking his head. "Not my scene, dude."

It's a little firecracker of curiosity; a sudden, burning-bright need to know what, exactly, Aidan's scene might be. I figured I knew my friends well, until now. Funny how having them screw you makes it clear that's not necessarily the case. 

He checks his watch. "Come on, dude. Cream the sidewalk and let's get on with shit. I'm thirsty over here."

I laugh, but still stroke myself harder. Firmer, and more intentional, as the two fingers inside myself become three, and that warm, unbelievable sense of stretching and friction spreads through my crotch.

I'm only just in time, breaking my eye-contact with Aidan, to look down and see my dick belch out the first, heavy blast of cum. Splattering a good couple of feet ahead of me, streaks of white against the concrete, as my ass clamps down on my fingers while the second, third, fourth volleys haphazardly spray.

It's not so much regret I feel, as the staticky hiss of the orgasm fades and I reach down to awkwardly yank up my shorts. Something closer to astonishment; confusion, perhaps, that I can be so horny, doing something like this in a public place feels like a good idea.

Then again, we didn't get caught, so maybe it's not so bad.

It's like Aidan can read my mind, somehow. Smirking, as I look up at him.

"You know there's a camera, right?"

I follow the direction he's pointing, to the flat glass lens of the security camera mounted on the side of the liquor store. Its housing is battered and dirt-streaked, but it's too much to hope that means the hardware inside is similarly unreliable. 

Aidan laughs, when I turn back to him. 

"Your face, bro. You should see yourself right now."

It's not myself I'm worried about seeing, I want to remind him, it's whoever might be at the other end of that camera. Only I'm pretty sure that would only encourage him to tease me even more. 

That is, after all, what I'd be doing, were the roles reversed.

I flick my hand, shaking off the last dregs of my load, then square my shoulders and wink at him. 

"Maybe we'll get a discount, for the free show, then," I suggest.

Aidan laughs again. "Half-price beer, if we let the sales guy fuck you over the counter, maybe."

I flip him off, and try to ignore the fact that my brain didn't immediately rebel at the suggestion.
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Chapter Twelve
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It's cooler inside the liquor store, and full of signs proclaiming this week's specials, but I'm too busy trying not to stare over at the counter to pay real attention to any of that. The usual guy is sat there - late twenties, with dark hair and looking kinda scruffy - but it's the little monochrome TV that I'm more worried about, cycling through different camera views. Mostly shots from different angles of the store, but every so often it's the parking lot out front, or the alley behind it, or - making my stomach clench each time - the sidewalk where Aidan and I were just standing.

The saving grace, or at least what I'm hoping will be, is that I think I'm paying more attention to what's on-screen than the guy who actually works here. He's staring down at his phone, scrolling disinterestedly. 

"Here," Aidan says, breaking into my swinging "maybe I'm doomed, maybe I'm saved" thoughts. 

I turn, just in time to grab the big pack of beers he practically tosses at me. Glare at him, as I clutch them to my chest.

"Asshole."

Aidan just grins.

"Go pay, then," I suggest. Maybe I can just stand by the doorway.

"You've got the cash, idiot," he reminds me.

I could tell him to go digging in my pocket for it, make some story about how my arms are full with the beer, but having Aidan go rummaging around in my shorts probably wouldn't help my hopes of being surreptitious. I try not to clench my jaw, as I drop the pack on the counter.

"Hey."

He looks up, expression dour. "Hey."

Officially he should be asking for ID, but then again it's not like we're new faces. He stabs at the touchscreen on the register a few times.

"Cash, or..."

"Yeah," I say, forestalling the question. Hold out the wad of bills.

When he takes it, though, he doesn't pull his hand back. Just stares at me, with about as curious an expression as I've ever seen his face make. Though that's a pretty low bar.

"Don't think I ever got your name, dude."

I frown, resisting the urge to point out that the reason for that omission is because you usually don't formally introduce yourself to the guy selling you beer and cheap vodka. 

"Lincoln," I say, instead.

He nods. Slowly; like that fits, somehow, or maybe because he overheard one of my friends call that name out before, and now he knows who it applies to. 

"Brody."

I smile, or try to, anyway. Hoping I don't look as antsy and nervous as I feel right now. 

"Is it hot out, still?" 

The question leaves me wordless, for a moment.

"I figured," Brody continues, "what with the shorts."

There's really no need to glance down - not like I'm unfamiliar with what I'm wearing - but I do it anyway. There's the shade of a grin waiting for me, when I look back up at him. 

"Yeah, pretty hot," I concede. 

Brody nods again. "No windows in this place." He gestures with his chin, to where a regular store - one not worried about people breaking in and stealing a whole bunch of liquor - might have a view of the street outside. "I only see the real world on that little screen."

He doesn't turn, doesn't make any indication of it, but it's not like I'm left guessing what screen he's referring to. The TV ticks through its dozen or so scenes: the refrigerators in the aisle Aidan and I were just in; a row of wine bottles; then my own back, stood at the counter. Each only shown for a handful of seconds, but it's sufficient to give me a new perspective on just how much skin this outfit bares. White shorts high on my thighs, and the deeply cut arm holes of the muscle shirt practically flaunting my obliques. 

"You can pause it," Brody adds, casually. Reaches out - still looking at me, not the display - and taps a button.

It's the view of the side street, and I don't know whether that was coincidence, luck, or something else. The universe taunting me, perhaps. 

"Useful," I say, my throat feeling thick.

No nod, but his grin tilts a little further. "You never know what you're gonna see."

Swallowing shouldn't feel this difficult.

"Is... is it recorded? What the cameras see, I mean." 

For a moment I think I've managed it: got the words out without it sounding like I'm teetering on the edge of sudden panic. Ambitions torpedoed by the way he licks his lips.

"Rolling loop," Brody explains. "Saves over itself every 24 hours, unless we choose to keep a section for later. For whatever reason."

"Shoplifters," I suggest, my voice sounding hollow.

"Or people getting up to shit outside."

I want to glance at Aidan, to see if he's as thrown by all this as I'm feeling right now, but I can't. The muscles in my neck aren't complying.

"I always figured you guys were just friends," Brody observes, breaking into my spiraling thoughts.

Now I do turn, as if there might be a fourth person in the room. Someone who snuck in, while I've been paralyzed at the counter. 

Only Aidan, though, who seems to be finding everything amusing. Or maybe it's just my squirming.

"We... we are," I stammer.

Brody raises an eyebrow. I don't know if it's to show skepticism at my weak protest, or something else. 

"Friends... with benefits, maybe," he suggests.

Aidan snorts. The sound of it makes me flinch.

"He just likes showing off," he says, like it's a perfectly understandable - no, perfectly reasonable - explanation for what I'm now pretty confident Brody watched happen on his little black and white screen.

"Hence the shorts." Brody sounds entertained by the idea. "Still, pretty big difference between a slutty outfit, dude, and finger-fucking yourself while you jerk off on the sidewalk."

I have to resist the temptation to reach up, touch my face. See if the flesh there really is as numb as it suddenly feels. Not like I didn't have a good idea that what happened outside was overlooked, and yet hearing the description so bluntly unlocks another level of dismay.

"It was... it was just a, a dare," I stutter out.

His eyebrow lifts. "What else have you been dared to do?"

After a second or two, his intent stare cracks up into laughter. When I turn, it's to catch Aidan crudely miming a blowjob. The innocent look he gives me is deeply unconvincing.

"If I'd known you were so friendly," Brody observes, blessedly opting not to comment on my flushed face, "I needn't have been so gutted when my boyfriend and I broke up."

I blink at him, while my brain processes. I hadn't really thought about whether the guy who sold us beer several times a week might be into girls or dudes; honestly, I'd just assumed he would be straight. Just like I always assumed I was straight, really.

"Uh... sorry to hear that," I fumble out. Then flinch, at the surprise of Aidan's hands on my shoulders. Urging me forward.

"Go cheer him up, bro."

I should laugh, should make all this a joke, and yet instead I'm letting the momentum of my legs take me around the counter. Watching - as though from above, like my eyes are yet more lenses for the ever-greedy security system - as Brody turns on his stool. Long legs spread in black jeans, the heels of his Converse caught on the footrest. I grit my teeth, to resist the urge to shiver at the weight of his gaze.

It's a calculating look. A hungry one. Like how Riley and his buddies watched me, down in his basement that other night. Like, for that matter, the way me and my friends have looked at girls over the years. 

I'm suddenly very curious whether those girls disliked the attention, or if - like I'm feeling now - there was something weirdly good about it. 

Brody casts a pointed stare at my crotch. "You got another load in you?"

I think back, scant minutes to the sidewalk outside, but also to Riley's kitchen table not all that long ago. How I'd creamed Harper's insides, while he whimpered and grunted on top of me. 

"Probably not," I admit.

He laughs. "You want another load in you?" 

Aidan's snort is audible. 

I ignore him. Shrug, knowing it's not an answer but then it's not a denial, either. Not the "we probably shouldn't do this" that the sensible voice in my head insists I ought to be saying. 

Easier, though, to step forward into the splay of his legs. To stand, unprotesting, as Brody's fingers slip through the wide arm holes of my sleeveless shirt, skating across my ribs. To try not to flinch - because it tickles, not because it's unwelcome, and we both know that - when his thumbs graze my nipples.

"Anyone ever tell you, you've got blowjob lips?"

They haven't, and I'm not sure it's meant to be something I take as a compliment, so I just shrug again and let him grope at me. Brody's touch seeming to get bolder, more direct with each passing second; like he's gradually getting the idea that I'm not going to bolt away, or freak out, or whatever straight guys are supposed to do when gay guys - or whatever Brody actually calls himself - hit on them.

His fingers come to rest on my shoulders, and the downward pressure - mild, but unmistakable - leaves no confusion as to where I'm meant to go next.

My head's about level with his crotch, as I squat between his legs. I'm almost surprised at how steady my hands are - hardly a shake at all - as I reach for Brody's fly. Tugging his jeans open, the tight black denim resisting but not quite enough to prevent me from pushing my hand in to paw at his crotch. Feel his hardness, straining urgently at the front of his briefs.

He's grinning down at me, his eyes a little glazed, when I glance up. Nods, in a way that feels like permission.

Not that my fingers require it, their course apparently set, now; autopilot active, and my brain at liberty to tumble in slow, confused, horny loops over what the hell I'm doing here. Still questioning it, in fact, even as I pull his cock free; sticking up, long and sharply curved, the broad head already gleaming with precum. 

Brody tilts his hips, his ass easing to the very edge of the stool, as I pull his erection down. His fingers gripping the torn vinyl cushion, knuckles white, as though he's afraid of falling. 

He hisses, the sound caught behind clenched teeth, when I ease his tip between my lips. 

Familiar, then, weirdly so, unbelievably so, and yet different with it. The newness of his shape, the way his upward curve is grinding his cockhead against the roof of my mouth, competing with my natural instinct to suck and slurp. Barely seconds before the drool is dripping down my chin, and the gooey, wet sounds of my efforts are loud enough that I'm sure Aidan can hear it even from across the counter. 

"Fuck, you're good," Brody murmurs, his fingers cradling my skull. 

It's a weird thing to take pride in, a weird way to fuel my ego. To get off on being praised while I'm crouching on the dirty floor of some liquor store, a near-stranger's dick already brushing the entrance of my throat. Maybe I was right, when I accused Riley of breaking me, but it was more like a dam breaking. Letting loose some side of me - a cock-hungry slut, his capacity for self-preservation no match for his eagerness to be desired - I never knew existed. 

I gurgle, the sound rumbling through my chest, as Brody pulls my head into his lap. Feeding me even more of his dick, as if he's trying to find the source of that sound, those vibrations. 

My fingers are tight on his thighs when he finally releases me. I hear his groan as I rock back on my heels, even above my own panting. Slime gleaming on his long inches, dripping down onto the tight clench of his balls which, seconds ago, were pressed against my chin.

I don't wait for him, for his hands to reach for me. Revel, instead, at the shudder that passes through his body as I impale myself on him a second time.

Brody's thighs are shaking, when I hear the rough electronic chime of the door opening.

No way to pull back, though, not with his fingers digging into my skull. Forced to shuffle around as he twists the stool, ducking my head under the edge of the counter. Panic leaving my ears ringing, though not to the point I can't hear his surprisingly level voice as he calls out vague greeting.

Two new voices, maybe three. Loud, and young, and boisterous; I can picture them grabbing crates of beer from the banked refrigerators. Flinch, a moment later, at the loud slap as something's dropped down onto the wooden surface above me.

"You got ID?" Brody sounds shockingly calm, for someone whose cock is currently buried balls-deep in another guy.

It's flirting with disaster, I know it is, but I can't help but grope slyly at his balls while I swallow around him. Rewarded by his twitching and squirming; his attempts to hold still even as I torment his most sensitive parts. 

My own ruin, that's what I'm tempting, but I can't stop myself. Even knowing that all it'd take would be a glance across the counter, the angles conspiring, and I'd get caught. Exposed as the sort of cocksucker who doesn't let details like being in public stop him from stretching out his throat. 

The fantasy spirals from there, my brain treacherous and imaginative. Picturing myself hauled out, from my barely-hidden crouch, and dragged across the battered wooden surface. Shorts tugged down, ass exposed. The wet slap of spit hitting my hole, before nameless dick pushed inside. Spit-roasted between the case of lottery scratch cards and the racked candy bars and gum. Aidan watching it all happen, recording it on his phone so as to share the grunting depths of my brazen compliance with my best friends. 

The beep of the register drags me from my fantasies. The loud swing of the door; the unrecognized voices receding.

Brody turns again, dragging me off his dick. Glaring, practically, his face flushed.

"Greedy little cocksucker."

I can't help it, my grin at his taunt. Can't really protest it, either. 

He grunts - an exasperated, "this is ridiculous, but fuck it" sound - and then yanks me forward. Unbalancing me, only his grip in my hair stopping his cock from slamming deep into my gullet. 

It's probably more self-interest, than sympathy for my tolerance: he just doesn't want me to throw up across his legs.

The slap across my cheek sets my mouth working: lips closing on his first few inches, tongue lashing eagerly around his swollen tip. The taste of him stronger, compared to when he was sheathed in me completely. A steady stream of precum deposited directly onto my tongue.

Strange, still, to have sucked enough dick, that I know to note the way his cockhead grows fatter, more filling. Recognize it for a silent warning.

And yanked back again, at the very final moment. Mouth still open in surprise, Brody's fingers bunched in my hair, painfully tight. Pinning me in place, as his load erupts across my face. 

For a few shocking, unexpected seconds, I think there's a very strong chance I might cum in my shorts. The heat of Brody's cream splattering against my skin, the force of it, and the strangled noise of pleasure twisting out from the depths of his chest, all conspiring to drive me to the very edge of yet another orgasm. Hands-free, like some teenage kid turned on beyond belief. 

His cockhead pushing into my mouth, through the glaze of slime dangling from my lips, drags my focus back. My crotch a dull throb in the background, as Brody's load overwhelms my tastebuds. 

When he squirms away, finally, his face is flushed, mouth hanging open. Panting, practically, even as he shoves his junk back inside his jeans. 

I grin up at him, though the view is blurry. My eyes half-closed, to keep out the cum dripping from my eyebrows.

After a moment, of us both staring in silence, Brody cracks up laughing.

"Fuck, you're a mess."

I resist the urge to point out whose fault that is.

He gestures up, toward the corner of the room. "Smile for the camera?"

My muscles clench, even though I do my best to keep my voice level. 

"You'll wipe the video?"

Brody nods. "You think I want my boss watching that?" Another laugh. 

My legs protesting, I push myself to my feet. The sensation of trickling cum is already starting to get distracting. 

"Gotta towel?"

He bites his lip, for a moment - looks younger when he does it, too, like he could be my age or even less - then shoves the crate of beer across the counter in my direction. 

"Free, if you walk home like that."

I go to frown, then rethink it as a fresh wave of goo threatens to come sliding down my features. "Dude, I can't..."

The smirk sheds any of that momentary innocence from his expression. 

"You don't like free beer?" Brody shrugs. "Plus, you look fucking hot like that."

I have no intention of telling him that it's the praise, not the discount, which is swaying me.

Aidan clears his throat, cracking into the moment. Flashes me a "dude, come on" look. Maybe he just means we should be heading back; maybe he can't believe I'd turn down free alcohol. 

I sigh. "Fine. Whatever."

When I grab the crate, turn again, it's to find Brody standing closer. Near enough, it's no stretch at all for him to run his index finger down my cheek.

When he holds the digit up, it's near enough to my face that I can't quite focus on the glaze of cum gathered across the tip. Not that it matters; I don't need crystal-clear vision to see him push it between my lips.

For a few, long seconds, I suck gently on his fingertip. The taste of him stronger, brighter, even to senses that've already been overloaded.

Brody chuckles as he finally eases his finger free. "Nice meeting you, Lincoln."

I can't nod my head, not properly; not without sending more trickles down me. Give it a little jerk, instead, and hope that suffices as the required courtesy.

Aidan holds the door for me, with the sort of expression that suggests someone is trying very hard not to say a damn thing. I wait until we're on the sidewalk, the weight of Brody's gaze on my back a shudder-inducing memory, before I glare at him. 

"This is all your fault, asshole."

He taps the beer I'm still clutching. "You're forgetting the upside."

"And the downside is dripping off my chin," I hiss back.

Aidan's look is withering. "Oh, please. Like you didn't love it."

I flinch, as he reaches under the crate to palm the front of my shorts. I may not have cum in them just now, but my dick is still rigid.

"Still wanna claim you didn't get off on that?" His tone is rich with mockery.

Choosing not to respond isn't admitting defeat, I tell myself, as I try to ignore his hand, and the mess across my face, and the fact that at any moment someone could turn the corner and catch me with another dude's load all over me. It's just common sense, when even speaking is enough to send fresh, sticky dribbles down onto my already-wet shirt. 

"Fuck you," I grind out, through my clenched teeth, and ignore Aidan's hoot of delighted laughter.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Within a block, my face isn't so much gooey as just wet. Slick with oozing cum, a sheen of it as liberally applied as sweat. 

I'm sweaty too, mind. That's not exactly helping, when it comes to avoiding Brody's cum dripping off my chin and down my chest. 

"What?" I snap, after I catch Aidan's sideways glance one too many times.

He snorts. "You look a mess, bro."

I grit my teeth, hoist the crate of beer a little higher, and focus on the sidewalk ahead. "And whose fault is that?"

Aidan chuckles. "I mean, you're the one who sucked that guy's dick."

I could point out that he hadn't exactly been shy, in pushing me forward to help Brody get over his relationship woes. Only I know it'd only encourage him to tease me more. 

"Fine. No more dick-sucking," I say.

This time, his side-eye is far more sly. 

"Oh please, like you could stick to that."

For a few paces, I'm dumbstruck, and Aidan seems happy to let me simmer in surprised, outraged silence. 

"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" It's not exactly eloquent, but it's all my brain can manage.

He stops, abruptly enough that I've walked on a couple more steps before I realize. Staring at me, as I frown back at him.

"Are you claiming you didn't like it?" 

I frown, at the bluntness of his question.

"I mean..."

Aidan waits. Every time I think he's going to complain about us standing here, opposite other in the street as the evening sun beats down on us, he simply stares some more. 

That's the thing about him. Always so fucking stubborn.

"I liked it," I admit, grudgingly, even though I know I'm not telling him anything he doesn't already know. 

"And did you like it when he unloaded all over your face?" 

I wince, at the way his bluntness is escalating.

"I... I guess so."

He nods, slowly. "And the thought of someone seeing you now? Seeing you with another guy's cum soaking into your shirt?"

I can't even adjust myself, not with the beer held out in front of me. So there's no way to hide the fact that I'm hard again; that simply the topic of conversation has boned me up, tenting out my shorts obscenely. There's effectively zero chance that Aidan could miss it.

"I can't believe I'm saying this," he suggests, "but maybe you should listen to your dick more. It's clearly more honest about what gets you off, compared to your brain."

I open my mouth, to remind him that we've all been full of sexual secrets and surprises this week, only the sound of voices coming down the sidewalk derails my train of thought.

It's tempting to close my eyes, to succumb to that childish fantasy where if you can't see someone, then naturally they can't see you. Only instead of playing hide-and-seek out in the yard as a five-year-old, I'm a grown man in his early twenties, shorts straining with a near-uncontrollable erection, and the remnants of another dude's orgasm all over his face and shirt. 

Aidan's nostrils are flaring, when I glance across at him. His gaze intent on me, like he's not sure whether I'm gonna bolt or what. 

Two guys, deep in conversation. Probably our age, or thereabouts; the one nearest to me glances up as they get close, automatically doing that little "s'up" chin jerk. 

I see the double-take, so cartoon-like it's almost comical. And then the dip of his stare, down to my bulging crotch underneath the crate of beer that's making my biceps swell like fat melons.

I'm not exactly sure what his expression is, when he meets my eyes again. Surprise, and confusion, and amusement, all blended together with something more knowing. That instinctive recognition, maybe, that dudes have about another guy being supremely horny. 

It doesn't stop him walking, but I do hear the tone of their discussion change. Feel a ripple of something - a thrill laced with bubbling horror - at the base of my spine, at the knowledge that it's almost certainly me, my condition, that these strangers are now talking about. 

Aidan smiles, just slightly. "You look like you're about to cream your pants."

Just him saying that is enough to focus every single braincell on my dick, it feels like. Suddenly, I'm hyper-aware of the rub of the cotton on my swollen, sensitive tip. The strain of the fabric, pulling on my shaft, and the way that has yanked the shorts tighter around my balls. Squeezing until I can't ignore the fat, tingling heft of them.

I'd told Brody that I probably didn't have another load in me. My body is telling me that was a lie.

"Keep walking," I grunt, through clenched teeth, and inwardly scream at my legs to start moving.

Aidan doesn't protest, or argue, or actually say anything at all. Not that he needs to: I can feel the amusement radiating off him in waves. 

It'd be perfect fodder for an argument, but I'm too caught up in the way each step makes the clinging material rasp across my cockhead. We're barely to the end of the block, and I already want to scream from the focused torture.

"You okay, buddy?" Aidan's voice is practiced innocence. 

I mentally weigh the pros and cons of throwing the entire crate of beer at him. 

"Just. Keep. Walking." The words grind out of me, each one requiring genuine effort. 

He nods, with an expression of wide-eyed innocence I'll never be fooled by again, and keeps on walking.

There is, I realize with a sense of helpless horror, a very real chance that I'm gonna cum hands-free in my shorts.

Somehow, the thought of it is even more mortifying than strangers having just seen me glazed with bro-slime. It's the sort of shit that only horny teenagers do. I'm meant to be a grown-ass man. 

I grit my teeth, choke back the groan, and focus on putting one foot in front of the other. 

The precum - oozing in what must be a steady stream, now - isn't helping. Turning the cotton into a sticky, clinging embrace that seems determined to wrap itself around every flinching inch of my dick. Infuriating when it grips me, and infuriating when it wetly pulls free. The only way to stop it would be to stand still, and even then I'm pretty sure my twitching cock would only torment itself regardless.

"Almost there, dude," Aidan says, with an exaggerated sort of concern in his gone that almost masks the amusement. 

"I'm gonna kill you," I suggest, in return.

His laugh makes it clear that my threats aren't exactly landing right now. 

All the same, Riley's place is within sight. I'm fighting the urge to speed up, race the final couple hundred feet or so. Sure, I wouldn't have to deal with the sense of exposure, but I'm also one-hundred-percent sure that I'd arrive at the front door with my load dripping down my legs. 

My jaw clenched so hard, I can hear it creaking, I trudge down the path.

Aidan pauses, holding the door handle. "It's such a nice day, you sure you don't wanna hang out outside instead?" 

There's a lot going on in my head right now, but I still find the mental capacity to enjoy his squeak of surprise as I sandwich him between the door and the sharp edges of the beer crate.

"Open it." 

When his lips part, and I see him taking a breath, I just know he's going to make some "the door or the beer?" comment. I lean in, more of my bodyweight against the crate - and thus Aidan's ribs - for punctuation.

"Open. The. Fucking. Door."

The wave of A/C hitting me, as Aidan finally obliges, is enough to make me want to weep with relief. I practically knock him down as I push through, into the hallway. 

He's only just swung the door shut, when I shove the crate into his arms. Hardly waiting to make sure he's got a hold on it, I'm in such a hurry to shove my shorts down.

My cockhead is an angry red, my whole dick twitching and bobbing. I'm pretty sure it'd only take one or two strokes and I'd be spraying Riley's floor.

"Bro, you're all boned up." 

Aidan's feigned innocence is the last straw. Bending over, I scoop up the sweaty, precum-soaked wad that my clothes have become, weighing them in my fist.

There's something deeply, deeply satisfying about the way his eyes widen as I glare at him. 

"Dude, wait..."

It's a repeat of before, Aidan's body squeezed between the front door and the crate, my chest on the other side. Only this time, he's the one holding the beer: no hands free to stop me, then, or hold me off, as I reach across and mash the gooey shorts into his face.

He's squirming, but apparently dropping the beer - onto both of our feet, most likely - doesn't even occur to him. Maybe he's too focused on how his nose and mouth are both smothered, his panting sucking down fresh lungfuls of cockscent and jock pheromones.

I grind the soggy bundle a few more times, grinning at him, and then pull my hand away. For a few seconds - Aidan almost seems dazed, frozen against the door - my shorts stick there, clinging to his face, before they drop down onto the crate. 

His cheeks are flushed, skin sticky. 

"A-a-asshole!" 

There's something kinda cute, about the way his voice cracks, I decide. Almost like we've gone back in time, to that godawful period where all our voices were changing, and calling out a question in class was a recipe for embarrassment. 

I step in close again; reach underneath the beer he's still clutching, to palm the front of his shorts.

"Bro," I say, feigning surprise, "you're all boned up."

Aidan suffers my groping for a moment, then shoves me out of the way with the crate. 

"Not funny, Lincoln."

I laugh as he stomps angrily down the hallway. Even the back of his neck is bright red. 

"Agree to disagree on that, buddy!" I call out.

He turns the corner, to the stairs down to the basement, and that's when I realize he's stormed off with my shorts. Which would be fine, or fine-ish, had I been wearing underwear, but instead just leaves me in a cum-soaked sleeveless t-shirt and sneakers. 

I toe those off - Riley has a thing about shoes in the house - and then follow my angry friend.

Aidan's on the couch, glowering with the mouth of an open beer bottle resting against his chin, when I make it down there. Chance glances up from his phone as I pad into the room, then does a double-take.

"Fucking hell, is it literally impossible for you to stay dressed?" 

I shrug, grinning at him. Times like this, it's easier just to brazen shit out. Not like an explanation would really redeem me.

"It's hot out," I say, dropping down onto the sofa. 

Riley snorts, though he doesn't look away from the TV. I don't know whether to be relieved by that, or offended.

"That's not sweat on his face, though," Aidan announces, still sounding pissy. "The liquor store guy gave him a facial."

Now Riley does look over. I'm pretty sure his expression counts as impressed, though maybe it's just surprised.

"Free beer," I point out. 

Chance is gaping at me, and I'm confident that in his case it's disbelief. 

"You're a whore, now?"

I roll my eyes. "You're giving me shit for hooking up? You?"

He grunts, looking grumpy at being called out. 

"You don't need to drink the beer, if your morals are so mortally offended," I add.

There's a scowl on his face still, but that doesn't stop him reaching for another drink. 

"What's the matter, little brother? Feeling jealous?"

Chance flips Riley off, pointedly ignoring his sibling's smirk. 

Maybe there's something wrong in my head, that it's kinda hot seeing them bicker - especially when I'm at the center of it - but I can't help but give my dick a few, lazy tugs. I'm halfway to soft, now, but it still feels good. 

Catching Harper watching me, I wag my cock side to side. Slapping it against my thighs, as I grin back at him. There's something gratifyingly honest about the way he doesn't blush, or turn away like he's afraid of having been caught staring. Just licks his lips, a motion that tells me it probably wouldn't take much provoking to find myself buried in his throat. 

The sound of my stiffening dick changes, as it hits my legs. Less of a slap, more of a thwack. The shaft fatter between my fingers, where I grip myself at the base. 

I ease my legs a little wider, giving my balls more room to dangle. Then further still, encouraged by Harper's unfiltered attention. Knowing what he wants to see, what parts of my body he's hoping I expose next. 

The urge to finger my hole while my friends watch me is close to overwhelming. 

Riley would say I was an attention-whore, at least, if not an actual one. I can't exactly claim I don't enjoy the attention: of being observed, of being found desirable. Even now, with Harper staring, and Aidan still grumpy after what happened upstairs at the front door, and Chance trying to pretend he's not aware of how I'm toying with myself, I can feel the urge to make things escalate simmering at the pit of my stomach. Like throwing down a challenge: inviting them to either resist temptation, or give in and see how they can take things even further.

I'm so lost in those thoughts, and in the sharpness of Harper's gaze, I jerk when Chance pushes his hand under my thigh. Not delicate, or tentative; not waiting for permission. Just his long, thick fingers quickly worming their way between my cheeks, probing for my hole.

"Dude!" It comes out as a squeak.

"Oh, please."

I could protest, of course, only the way I'm already lifting my ass off the couch would undermine my argument. 

I'm still hot, and sweaty, and that only seems to magnify the rough friction of Chance's fingertip as he pulls and tugs on my entrance. Alternating between tracing circles around the twitching muscle and pressing at it, like my body is a lock he's trying to pick. Even just that - the sensations he's generating as he stretches and works me - makes me want to grab my dick and jerk off.

I don't, though. Push my cock down, instead, through the spread of my raised legs, savoring the growing sense of tension in my body. 

Movement, out of the corner of my eye, has me turning just in time to see Riley whispering in his younger brother's ear. The flush on Chance's cheeks spreading, even as his fingers toy with me more urgently. 

When Riley pats Chance's chest, then pulls his hand away, it's to leave a bottle of lube pressed there. 

I figure he'll pull his hand free to make use of it, but he doesn't. Upends the bottle over my crotch instead, sending gooey drizzles down my rigid shaft and across my balls. By the time I feel the texture of his fingertips change against my skin, my crotch is as glazed as my face was in the liquor store. 

I grunt as the first finger pushes into me. Not slow, not testing; as if Chance has already decided that I'm both ready and willing, a conclusion I can't much argue with. Not without looking like a liar, anyway, given the way my hips are already churning me on his digging hand.

Two fingers, and he's scissoring them inside me. Working me open, stretching my fluttering hole as precum drools thickly down my dick.

He's hard, cock straining in his jeans as I reach for him. One-handed, my lube-sheened fingers leaving darker streaks against the pale blue denim while I fumble at his fly. Reveling in how right this feels - how proper it seems, to be doing this with the guy I'm closest to in the world - and yet how illicit it all still is. Shocking, for my oldest, tightest friendship to have evolved in this direction.

I squeeze him, through his underwear. Wanting skin on skin, but frozen momentarily by the eager dig of his third finger inside me. The sensation of fulness that I know will pale in comparison to how Chance's cock will feel.

He chuckles as I yank his erection free, my greased fist stroking him a second later. 

I'm so focused on how hard he is - how thick, how perfectly formed - that I don't realize at first how he's pulling me to him. Dragging me, practically, across the couch: one arm around my waist, his other hand still half-buried in my hole.

I let my head drop back, against his shoulder as he lifts me. My legs automatically spreading across his thighs; my hips tilting as he positions me. His chest against my back. Grit my teeth, knowing that any minute now I'll feel the wretched sense of hollowness as his fingers tug free. 

I can just about swallow the hiss of displeasure when it happens. Enough so, I have no trouble hearing Chance's murmur - his mouth only inches from my ear - as he guides his fat cockhead to my hole.

"Fucking whore," my best friend mutters, as I sink onto his hardness. 

Maybe I should be offended, insulted - a chick would be, I'm sure of it - but something about his words only make me want this more. Stokes the itch inside of me, the need to feel him bruise me open. Chance's hands gripping my waist, unwilling or unable to wait for gravity to do the work for us. Pulling me down into his lap, as I groan and lean back against his muscled chest.

The sense of being exposed, completely and utterly, is incredible. 

My legs splayed wide, spread by the meat of his powerful thighs. Nothing to interrupt the view, of his cock stretching my hole. My own dick rigid, balls tight; nobody would believe I wasn't loving this, and frankly the idea of claiming that doesn't even occur to me.

Chance shifts, and I gasp at the way it pulls and teases my insides. Suck down air, only to find my chest fighting to expand against the cinch of his arm slung around me. Something possessive in that, controlling: I'm not sure if he's trying to prevent me from escaping, or to slow me down.

Even just his hips tilting, and I'm seeing stars. Trying and failing to process the way he's moving in me, to map out how his erection reshapes me. I've seen him naked, hard - had him in my fist just now, and my throat not much time before that - but all sense of scale has fled. You could tell me Chance's dick was filling me right up to my scalp, and I'd believe you.

And then suddenly scale is unimportant, because nothing matters any more: nothing beyond the indescribable friction of his cock moving in me. My best friend's body pushing, driving up, and it's enough to drive a needy, breathless whine out from the depths of my lungs. 

I hear the others laugh, know it's me - my overwhelmed reaction - that's amusing them, but I can't bring myself to care. Something about Chance's scent, his sweat and musk so familiar, and yet it's impossible to map that primal knowledge  - the workings of the deepest, most primitive parts of my brain - with what we're doing now. How he's fucking me, and the wet, slick noises that my ass is making as he pumps me with growing urgency. 

Hands guide the shirt off me, not that I can say who does that. Whether it's Aidan, or Harper, or Riley, or maybe even Chance himself; my limbs simply obedient, arms raising as I'm stripped naked. 

"Open wide."

Aidan's voice, identification trickling as though through deep water. My jaw dropping on instinct, before my conscious brain can even begin to formulate how that movement might work. 

Suddenly I can taste myself, sweat and precum, as he pushes my shorts into my mouth. My own scent filling my nostrils, my body practically vibrating from the overload. 

"Fuck, his hole just went crazy," Chance huffs from behind me.

It's an invitation, I realize through my lightheaded daze, or at least that's how Aidan is taking it. Reaching down, underneath me to where my best friend's cock is skewering me so successfully, to run his fingers around my stretched muscle. 

"I still think we should've offered that guy your ass," he tells me, smirking knowingly. "We'd never have to pay for beer again."

For a moment my brain spirals out: imagining myself on all-fours behind the counter, Brody kneeling behind me. His hands on my waist, gripping tight as his body slammed into mine. 

And then, like it's yanked back with some huge elastic band, my attention dives back between my cheeks, where Aidan is squeezing his fingers into my hole even as Chance keeps pounding.

"W-wait..." My voice comes out as a squeak, muffled by the wadded cotton. 

"Gotta make the most of this," Aidan teases, "before you're all stretched-out, dude."

They're not words I'm making, wouldn't be even if my mouth wasn't stuffed full. Just a whine of disbelief.

He laughs again, as my head falls back - my eyes wide, breaths coming in short, sharp pants - and I squirm on Chance's cock and Aidan's fingers. The stretch of it like nothing I've ever felt before, my brain reduced to the most primitive of thoughts alone as I grunt and sweat.

"Holy shit, he's so hard," Aidan says, sounding entertained. Still tugging on my hole as his other hand carelessly jerks my rigid dick.

It's almost embarrassing, how swollen and sensitive I am right now. Some part of my brain still protesting; still insisting that I should tell him to get his fingers out of my ass. That while sex may be one thing, mauling me like I'm so much dumb meat is quite another. A step too far.

My erection, twitching and spewing precum in Aidan's grip, would make a lie of such arguments. Even after everything I've done today, already I feel like just a slight tightening of his fist would be enough to have me spewing another load.

I kinda get the feeling that Aidan knows that, too. 

It's difficult, to lift my head again and meet his gaze, when he taps my cheek to get my attention. Takes me a couple of attempts, blinking as the sweat trickles down my forehead. 

"That's two fingers, and Chance's fucking horse-cock," he explains. As casually as if he's reciting a pizza order. "Think you can handle a third?"

I squeal into the makeshift gag as - not bothering to wait for a response - he starts to work another digit into me.

My eyes roll back in my skull, senses momentarily overwhelmed. Somehow the absence of pain makes it all the more unbelievable: it's more like a deep, infernal itch has been awakened, and it's gradually dawning on me that this is it, I'm screwed, there's no going back. No way to forget how it feels when men grab at me; no way to ignore how flaunting my body unlocks this ripe, incredible seam of pleasure. My nakedness taken as the invitation I now know, deep down, that it is.

Letting my head rock to the side, my neck muscles weak, I realize Riley's watching me. Smiling with it; a knowing, amused sort of expression. Satisfied, almost, at how things have escalated. Like he knew all along what sort of slut I'd turn into, given the opportunity.

Something about that - at the concept of being seen so nakedly - makes my whole body shudder.

"Fuck!" Chance spits the curse, breath hot on my ear. "You fucking..."

I don't get to hear the rest, what he's branded me. Words lost to his growl, a rumbling that ripples through my back and sets my insides churning all over again. 

I'm not sure it'll ever be normal, feeling my best friend cream my hole.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck..." He leans down, mouth clamping to my bare shoulder. Teeth digging into my flesh, like he's some vampire from a shitty horror movie. The pain of it a distant thrum, two-dimensional against the shifting texture of my ass as Chance's load leaves me slicker, wetter.

He yanks his dick free, with a twist of his hips. Panting now, his hold on me looser though still keeping me upright.

Aidan holds his hand up, fingers glistening. 

"Dude, I've got your cum all over me." 

Chance laughs, the sound thick in his throat.

My mouth feels dry, desiccated, when Aidan tugs my shorts free. Only for a moment, though: the second or two it takes for him to push his goo-smeared digits between my lips.

It's wrong, I know it is: to be suckling on my friend's fingers, to be coaxing the cum pulled out of my ass from between them. Only "wrong" doesn't feel like such a deal-breaker, now, not when I see Aidan tugging down his pants with his free hand. 

He's hard - there's a part of me that preens, knowing it's because of me - and it doesn't take much to pull me over to him. The both of us straddling Chance's legs, now; Aidan tilting my hips so that my sloppy, well-lubed hole is kissing his fat cockhead. 

I gurgle around his fingers, as he sinks into me.

It's hot, and sweaty, being sandwiched between them. Chance's muscled chest against my back, Aidan's pressing into me from the other side. Their clothes only making my own nudity more obvious, my exposure more blatant. My exhibitionism taken to its unexpected conclusion, as I rock myself on Aidan's inches and wonder - terrified and hungry in near-equal measure - whether my body could handle it if Chance decided to push back inside me, too. Both of their cocks gaping me wide.

He doesn't, though; I can feel his half-hardness pressing into the small of my back as I ride Aidan. Chance's fingers gripping me under my arms, digging into the flesh there. Hefting me as I pant and groan, reveling in this newfound sense of liberty: needs expressed unashamedly. 

The sound of a cellphone ringing is distant, better ignored. I'm too busy thinking about Aidan's intent expression, the way his bottom lip is caught between his teeth as he watches pleasure ripple across my face. Harper's mumbling on the call barely even a distraction, until he's holding the phone out to me.

"It's your girlfriend." His grin is wicked.

I blink at him, my eyes struggling to focus.

"I... dude... n-no..."

He shakes the phone slightly, pointedly. Then chuckles, kneeling down on the edge of the couch - one hand on my bare shoulder to steady himself - as he presses the phone to my face.

"Lincoln?"

Hayley's voice; that burr of annoyance that I know so well, now. The one which says "why haven't you called me?" without needing to put that into actual words I could complain about.

"H-hey babe." It doesn't sound like me: as though someone else is piloting my mouth, my throat, just like Aidan and Chance are moving me.

"I thought we were having dinner together."

I don't know if it's a question or a statement. Whether she's upset, or scolding me, or some combination of everything. More expectations, layered one on top of the other. A guy could go mad, trying to dig through them to figure out the truth.

"I... I got caught up in some stuff, w-with the guys," I stammer out.

There's a chuckle, I don't know from who. I fight the urge to hiss at them, demand they be quiet. 

It'd only encourage them.

"We were gonna watch a movie," Hayley reminds me.

I'd forgotten it, just like I can't remember the name of whatever romcom she'd picked out. Not that it's important, just like the name of the actors doesn't matter, or the plot. Not when you're sitting there, holding hands and trying to ignore the erection in your pants that you know won't get touched until you're home alone again.

"Some... some other time," I suggest.

I can't see her, but I know what her face looks like. Just from the noise she makes, even squashed down the phone line. It's the noise that comes just before "sometimes, I wonder if you really want to be in this relationship, Lincoln."

I open my mouth, to preemptively reassure her, then have to close it again - teeth catching my own tongue - as Harper shoves his hand between Aidan's body and my own. His fingers squirming around my hyper-sensitive tip, thumbnail scratching across its broad, precum-glossed flare. A torment that has me writhing on the cock driving into me.

"What's that noise?" Hayley demands.

I try to bat Harper's groping hands away, but Chance catches my wrists. He pulls my arms back, molding me to his chest as Aidan ruts.

"Just... j-just the game," I insist.

My girlfriend sighs, annoyed. "Sometimes, I think you're closer to those guys than you ever want to be with me."

Harper's hand is fully closed around my cockhead, now, twisting it like he's polishing a pool ball. It's as though every nerve-ending in my body is howling, and taking every bit of willpower in me not to wail at the rush of sensations.

"I-I-I'll call you... later..." 

She makes a dismissive noise. "Whatever, Lincoln. Maybe you just shouldn't bother, y'know?" 

I open my mouth - or, at least, try to control my already dropped jaw - to reply, when I realize the phone is dead. Blink at Harper, wanting to cuss him out for being a fucking asshole, and yet simultaneously terrified that he'll only retaliate by doing even worse things to my throbbing erection.

He pulls the phone away, tossing it down onto the couch behind him. Pats my cheek gently, where the glass screen was just pressed.

"Pussy problems, dude?" 

Any possibility of that seeming sympathetic is lost, by the amused glint in his eye. 

"Lincoln doesn't get any pussy," Chance points out, from behind me. He laughs, as I squirm angrily in his grip. "Fuck, Lincoln is the fuckin' pussy now, right bro?" 

I'd protest, if I wasn't too busy having my hole stretched out by Aidan's thick shaft. He's nailing me like he's angry at me, like he's got something to prove. The sound of my pounded ass is loud, even over the football and my grunts. Wet and gooey, as his strokes churn my best friend's cum in my well-reamed insides. 

From the look on his face, it's only a matter of seconds until he'll be dumping a load of his own.
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Chapter Fourteen
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"Don't fight it, bro."

Chance's words are pitched for my ears only, that's all I can think. Even as close as Aidan and Harper are right now, I'm pretty certain my best friend's advice is only audible because his lips are so near. Practically brushing my skin, in fact, and then that makes me think about how we've made out, Chance and me, and I know what those lips feel like when they're mashed against my own.

My cock throbs even harder in Harper's deviously working fist.

I don't move my arms, though, even as I feel Chance release me. Try not to squirm - or, at least, not more than anyone would, when their buddy is jackhammering their hole raw - as he reaches around me for Aidan on the other side of this bro-meat sandwich.

A moment later, I feel Aidan's whole body stiffen against mine. 

"Fuck... you asshole."

My brain doesn't have time to dwell on it, to decode it, because all I can think about is how I'm suddenly getting pounded at double-speed. The gurgle erupting from my throat; a long, drawn-out groan of pleasure and disbelief, as Aidan's staccato thrusts crest over into him jamming himself balls-deep and holding there. Like he wants to bury his entire body inside me, as I feel him flex and throb and realize yet another of my friends is breeding me.

He's only just unclenched his jaw, when he slaps Chance's hands away. 

"Dude, get your fucking fingers out of my ass."

Chance laughs, the rumble of it vibrating through my back, and I realize what pushed Aidan over the edge. Some distant, struggling-to-focus part of my brain wonders whether Aidan ever fingers himself while he jerks off. Normally I'd figure it wasn't the sort of question I could really ask, not even of my closest friends, but then again we're all a lot closer than any of us might've predicted, now.

Aidan sags back, slumped onto Chance's knees. It means I don't quite have that sense of being crushed between them, but it also makes it much easier for Harper to grope my rigid dick.

He relents, for a moment. Gives up on that infernal polishing movement around my cockhead, pulling down on it instead. Until I have to tilt my hips, contort to avoid the borderline-painful stretch in my crotch, before flinching as he releases me and my erection bounces up again to slap noisily against my belly.

Riley snorts, amused. He's had a pretty much perfect view, side-on, of me getting nailed twice in a row.

"Don't play with your food," he scolds.

Harper's laugh dims in volume, as he leans down to slurp my dick between his lips.

It's overload, caught in the tangle of them. My three closest friends in the world, crowding in around me and extracting whatever entertainment they see fit to from my naked body. All I can do to tilt my head back and close my eyes, as fingers it's pointless to try to count roam across me. Pinching, stroking, slyly digging, and no part of me off-limits or apparently less appealing. Pushing into my ass and my mouth, skating down my flinching abs and into my hot, sweat-slicked armpits and the hollows behind my knees. As though I'm a map, topography ripe to be explored and understood, and the shifting fingers feed me from the slick of DNA they each left behind.

Harper pulls off me, my muffled gasps apparently betraying how close I am to toppling. His hand taking over, stroking me with a glaze of precum and spit. 

I should be embarrassed, how I'm trying to fuck his fist and simultaneously grind myself onto the fingers pressed inside me, but it's too far gone for that. Self-awareness sidelined, delayed, in favor of instant gratification. Even more instant, too, if Harper would only squeeze a little tighter; I whine in frustration as he keeps me teetering on the very edge.

"It's kinda hot, watching you get off, dude," Chance murmurs. Sounding almost surprised at the realization, and it's that jolt of unexpected honesty that has the first spray of cream erupting from my gaping slit.

Heavy, and thick, painting a long line down my chest, and now Harper's giving me that tight, focused grip that I was so desperate for only moments ago. A classic case of "be careful what you wish for," too, because my senses are already cranked up to eleven and his rough strokes are very nearly more than my spasming body can handle.

I'm still bucking and twitching, my balls drained, when he works his shorts down one-handed. Can only watch, in exhausted fascination, as he drags his hand down my chest to gather a slick, oozing wave of cum that Harper then strokes along his erection. 

I'm not sure if it's Chance's hand on the back of my head, or Aidan's; either way, one of them pushes me down, making it entirely clear what's expected of me next.

Maybe I ought to feel weird, or freaked out, or like it's wrong to be sucking my buddy's dick right after he's just smeared my own load across it. Or, maybe I should feel embarrassed, at the fact that my best friend's older brother now probably has the perfect view of my well-pounded hole, his younger sibling's cum dripping down my balls. I couldn't exactly blame Riley if he took it as an invitation; can't say I'd really object if he decided now was the perfect time to slide into me himself.

Harper's making these cute, choked little grunting noises, and it's probably fucked up but there's a genuine sense of satisfaction tightening in my chest at the knowledge that I'm responsible for that. My mouth, and tongue, and throat, all conspiring to set his thighs shaking and his cock throbbing. I don't even bother turning, don't pause to glance back, when I feel fingers push inside me again. Like my body is communal property, now: holes that any of the men around me can take advantage of.

My brain is spinning from that realization even as Harper spurts into my throat. The surprise of it making me jerk back, the rest of the bro-goo filling my mouth as I nurse happily on his swollen tip.

It's almost a disappointment - offensive, even - that Riley hasn't mounted me by the time Harper pulls away. As though there's something in my head which has clicked through to a new setting, a switch thrown, and all I can think about is how good it would feel to be passed from man to man. Allow myself to stop asking "is this right?" or "should I be doing this?" and, instead, simply enjoy the sensation of being desired and used.

Hardly graceful, Aidan's dismount from Chance's legs and my own slump to the side. Hyper-aware, again, of my nudity amid their clothed - if disheveled - bodies. No ignoring, too, the way my ass is tingling, and how my dick feels fat and heavy, and that my mouth is still full of Harper's slime.

Riley reaches over, and gently taps my throat.

Obediently, I swallow. 

For a minute, I think he's going to say "good boy" or something like that, and I'm pretty sure that would get me hard all over again. He doesn't, though; just gives me this knowing look - like he could read my mind, the thoughts were so loud - and then settles back into his spot on the couch. Reaches for the bottles to hand me one, the cold glass shocking against my fingertips.

And so I sip the beer I got free for sucking a stranger's dick, and try to ignore the sensation of two fresh loads drooling out of my ass, and inexplicably - minute by minute - what's happening on the TV catches and holds my attention. Until it doesn't feel so strange, to be the naked dude still sticky from drying cum, because there are idiot football players making brain-dead plays to yell at, instead.

I nod, when Riley suggests ordering pizza, attention still on the home team and their narrowing lead, and it's only when the doorbell rings distantly - and Riley nudges me with his foot - that I drag my eyes away from the screen.

"Go answer that," he suggests, with a look that says it's not just a suggestion.

I look down, pointedly, at what I'm wearing. Or, more accurately, what I'm not wearing. 

"Someone else can go?" 

He shakes his head. There's a hint of a smirk on his lips, enough that I know there's no point in arguing. Especially when whoever's at the door leans on the buzzer again.

I stand, glancing around desperately for my shorts. Hell, I'd even settle for my shirt, and figuring out the logistics of pulling that down to cover me at the door. 

"Lincoln, hurry up!" 

Riley's snapped order lands like a smack. Gritting my teeth, I run up the basement stairs.

The buzzer yowls a third time. Somehow it sounds even angrier, even though I know the noise must be the same as always. 

I try my best to stay behind the front door as I pull it open. Even if that's gotta look pretty suspicious in itself.

"Hey..."

No prizes for guessing who it is, or at least why they're there. The big, square, zipped-up padded bag with the pizza place's logo on it is the giveaway. 

"I started to think I had the wrong address." A guy's voice. He slaps up the visor on his helmet. "Two extra-large, right?"

Riley didn't actually say what he'd ordered - and I wasn't paying much attention to the discussion about it - but that sounds like our usual. Am nodding, even, when I realize the face half-visible is familiar.

"Jason?" 

He pauses, in the middle of hauling out the boxes. "Oh shit, Lincoln. I didn't see your name on the order."

I shrug, even though only one of my shoulders is actually visible. "Not my place. Chance's older brother's."

Jason nods. "Is my brother here?"

Aidan and Jason have that stereotypical sibling-angst dynamic going on. Only a little more than two years difference between them, but they're so different from each other. I mean, the fact that they were both adopted explains the lack of physical similarities, sure, but Jason always seemed so much more energetic and upbeat compared to his sarcastic older brother.

"Basement," I explain. 

He shakes his head, grinning. "Always wondered where you guys hung out. Guess I know, now."

It makes me wonder what, exactly, Jason does in his spare time - aside from delivering pizza - though I'm not sure it's the best moment to ask that. The gulf between them has meant that we never really got to know Jason all that well, for one. The fact that I'm butt naked is the more pressing issue, of course.

"Okay, well, that's thirty-eight ninety."

The numbers crack through my distraction. 

"Uh..."

For some reason, I figured Riley would've paid when he ordered. And, for obvious reasons, I don't have a wallet on me right now.

"Hold on," I tell him, as Jason blinks at me, "I need to... uh... grab some cash."

Slamming the door in his face would be rude, and weird, and so I nudge it with my heel in what I hope is a casual and not-at-all-trying-to-hide way. 

The urge to run down the hallway is strong, but then so is the urge to run down the basement stairs and demand one of the other guys deal with all this. Neither option is gonna work, though, I realize that. 

Riley's wallet is on the counter, next to his keys. I say a silent prayer as I snatch it up, that there'll be cash inside. 

"Dude, where are your clothes?"

Even as I'm spinning, surprised, on the spot, my brain is screaming at me that it's a dumb thing to do. Only the shock of hearing Jason's voice from the kitchen doorway overruled any sensible reaction.

He's pulled his helmet off, and it's dangling from one hand. The pizza bag, half-zipped up, is in the other. I can take all that in with a brief glance, which means plenty of time to focus on the confused expression as he stares at me.

"Uh..."

My hand's on autopilot, reaching out with the bills clutched tightly in my fingers. 

Jason looks a little dazed himself, as he takes a couple of steps forward to retrieve the cash. Goes to lift his hand, then apparently realizes he's still got the pizza bag swinging from it.

It'd be funny - him trying to extricate the big pizza boxes, slide them onto the kitchen table next to me, all the while punctuated by these nervy, curious glances my way, like he can't quite help himself - if it wasn't so mortifying.

Eventually, he drops the empty bag, and reaches out to carefully take the money from me. Stuffs it, uncounted, into the pocket of his black jeans. 

"Dude," Jason says, softly. 

The intonation is nebulous, but I figure it's a question. 

"Long story," I tell him, hoping that'll be enough. 

My skin prickles, as he looks me over again. Slower, this time, and more pointed: not the antsy, stolen moments of before. 

He's seen me swimming; it's not like my body is entirely unusual to him. Only I was wearing trunks at the time, not naked and smeared with dried spit and cum. 

I just about squash down my flinch, as Jason takes another half-step closer. A curious expression on his face, nose wrinkling. 

"Dude, you fucking stink. Do you guys work out down there, or something?"

It'd be a good excuse. Only it wouldn't hold up, if Jason went down and saw there were no weights, no fitness equipment at all. Plus, there's that whole matter of me being naked. 

"Not... no, not really," I fumble out.

He nods, then gives me a sly look. "You got a girl down there, is that it?" 

The snort escapes me, before I can clamp down on my reaction. "Bro, come on."

His eyebrow lifts. "I was gonna say, you're dating Hayley, right? Can't see her putting out in some random basement."

It's my turn to frown. Not like my relationship - as fucked up as it is right now - is a secret, but I can't really imagine why Aidan's younger brother would know, or care, about it.

"You know Hayley?" 

He reaches up, scratches the back of his head. "No, no... I mean, I just heard... you and her..."

"There's no girl," I say, interrupting. My tone is probably sharper than it needs to be, but I also need to cut off any possible confusion or potential rumors that I'm sleeping around behind my girlfriend's back.

I mean, I am, I guess, but it's with guys. That's different.

"I didn't mean anything by it." From the look on Jason's face, he's worried I'm pissed at him. 

"It's fine," I tell him, because I really don't want another thing to feel guilty over. "It just gets... hot down there. You gotta stay comfy, right?"

There's the hint of a grin, twisting his mouth.

"You tryna tell me you're a nudist, Lincoln?" 

I shrug, because I don't have a fucking clue what I am, these days. Riley says exhibitionist, attention-whore. Chance seems convinced I'm just a horny bastard. Harper... well, I get the sense that Harper would say just about anything, if he thought it increased the possibility of me fucking his throat again.

"Mom and Dad get all uppity, even if I'm just walking around in underwear," Jason says, rolling his eyes like that's peak-uptight. "I mean, it's just skin, right?"

I shrug again, and if my expression's a little sheepish, that's only because I'm very aware of how my skin currently has quite a few guys' cum smeared across it.

"Not like you've ever been shy, though," Jason adds, knowingly.

For a minute, I think he's talking about the pool again. Then he raises an eyebrow, and there's something about that look which brings the memory flooding back.

I could only have been seventeen, barely. A sleepover at Aidan's house; dashing to the family bathroom at 2am. Figuring I didn't need to put clothes on over the briefs I'd worn in bed, not with everyone else asleep, and then bumping - very nearly literally - into my friend's younger brother in the hallway.

We'd both looked different, then. Me, not so tall, not so muscled. Jason skinnier and shorter still; his eyes wide under a mop of unruly black hair, as he blinked at me in the greenish glow from the nightlight. His PJs making me extra-aware of just how close to naked I was.

I'd stuttered out some excuse, some explanation, even as I was pushing past him and shutting the bathroom door. Was still cringing at the memory - the shocked expression on his teenage face - when I slipped back under the sheets on the beat-up inflatable mattress in Aidan's room.

"I'm surprised you even remember that," I say, feeling my cheeks redden at the memory. I'm not sure why the thought of getting caught back then remains somehow even more humiliating than the fact that I'm totally naked in front of Jason now.

He gives me a more pointed look, gaze tracking down my bare skin and then up again. 

"You look different now."

I snort. "Compared to when I was seventeen? No shit."

"Guess we've all grown up, some," Jason replies.

Not all that long ago, a comment like that wouldn't have even registered. Now, though, it's as if something in my brain has woken up. Can read subtext I never even knew was there to decode.

The hair's still pretty messy - maybe that's the helmet's fault - and the dark brown eyes are the same, but Jason's definitely taller than I remember him being, and his shoulders broader. Narrow waist, and long legs; the denim isn't skintight, but it's not hiding much. 

Not a kid any more, then.

He's grinning, when my eyes reach his face again. No, not grinning: smirking.

"This answers the question, anyway."

I frown, just slightly. "What question?"

"What you had in those briefs," he explains, looking entertained. 

There are questions you can ask, when someone's nineteen or maybe twenty, that you can't when they're fourteen or fifteen.

"And you were looking, were you?" 

Jason flashes me a big, toothy grin. "I was a curious boy."

It's funny, because when he does that, it reminds me of Aidan. Even though there's no blood relation between them. 

"Dangerous thing, curiosity," I say, mildly. 

"So's walking around naked in someone else's house," Jason counters. "A guy could get the wrong idea of what you've been doing."

"Wouldn't want that," I agree.

He shakes his head, amused. "I'm nineteen, Lincoln. You think I don't know what cum smells like?"

It's hard, to keep my face from giving anything away. Never mind stopping my dick from twitching. I know I should shut this conversation down - that it's wrong, out of line - but I'd be lying if I said there wasn't some part of me enjoying the attention.

"I wouldn't want to presume."

Jason chuckles. "Question is, whose is it?"

"You're assuming it's not mine."

He tilts his head. "Fine. Did you jerk off all over yourself?"

Any answer to that is a terrible idea. 

"Nope," I tell him, then frown. "Well, yeah, but it's not all mine."

He looks surprised, at my bluntness, but he rallies fast.

"If fourteen-year-old me had heard that," Jason says, taking another half-step closer, "you'd have blown his little mind."

"And what about nineteen-year-old you?" 

I wish I could see myself through his eyes, know if I'm actually holding back my grin or if I'm fooling myself thinking it.

"Like my parents always say," Jason suggests, "he's working out his options."

He leans in, nose close enough to my chest that I can feel the rush of air as he inhales deeply.

"Fuck, you smell good."

His body was lean, compact, when I last saw it. Skin already darkening from his time poolside; long legs appearing almost burnished, the wet nylon of his shorts clinging to his upper thighs. But that was a year ago.

"Do you hit on all your brother's friends like this?" I tease. Wonder if he'll call me out on it; try to deny that this is flirtation at all. 

He tilts his head, looking up just enough that I can see the gleam of one eye. 

"Only the hot ones."

"And that includes me, does it?"

Jason laughs. It's a richer, altogether dirtier sound than his chuckles before.

"You know it does. You just want me to tell you, because you like the attention."

I laugh too, because he's caught me there, but we both know there's zero chance of me admitting it. 

"Did you hook up with my brother?"

Saying yes would be accurate, but not quite tell the whole story. 

"Among others," I admit.

Jason snorts. His nose is almost brushing my neck, under my jaw. If there's a gap between our bodies, it can't even be an inch.

"Growing up," he murmurs, "our parents always told us to share our toys."

No way to hold back the groan, as his fingers wrap around my half-hard shaft. Not stroking, not even really squeezing. More like he's weighing it in his fist, testing how real all this is.

Despite everything that's happened today, all the times I've cum, and been cum on, and the loads sprayed inside me, my dick's still thickening. Responding as much to Jason's face nuzzling in under my chin, as to his hand. There's something hungry to it, needy even. A sense of being desired that my body automatically reacts to.

He's rigid, when I palm the front of his jeans. Cock straining, a thick swell I can't help but be curious about. 

Aidan would be fucking furious at me, if I had sex with his brother.

I can't claim otherwise; can't pretend he'd see the funny side of it. This isn't Riley and Chance, and the relationship just isn't the same. There's always been this tension between Aidan and Jason, an undercurrent of competition that I'd never felt brave enough, or articulate enough, to challenge my friend on.

The way Jason's levering his dick against my groping fingers suggests he's not really bothered about what his adopted sibling might think of the matter. Or, maybe he knows exactly how enraging and destructive all this could be, and he wants it anyway. 

I'm a sick fuck, clearly, because the thought of that - his hunger for me overwhelming everything else - only makes me throb harder in his grip. The sensible thing would be to sidestep every possible thought, or discussion, of Jason's brother. Pretend the family-fracturing potential of all this hadn't even occurred to me.

"What would Aidan say?" I ask, instead.

I feel Jason's chuckle more than hear it. Vibrations through my jaw, as he licks up the side of my face.

"He knows I like guys."

I frown, because Aidan never mentioned that. Then again, it's not like the topic ever came up before.

"Just guys?" 

Jason pulls back, just enough to eye me with amusement. "Why? Am I gonna find a pussy down here?"

No way not to think about Chance's words, his taunt, as Aidan plowed me. "Lincoln's the pussy, now" my best friend had teased, and I couldn't exactly argue. Not with his load already spilling out onto his lap from my well-fucked hole.

It's another thing I don't have the words to explain. Not with the pizza cooling on the table behind us, and my buddies downstairs waiting. Even with all the time in the world, I'm still not convinced I could describe what this new sense of awareness - of my body, of its potential, and of the ways I'm suddenly inclined to use it - to the nineteen-year-old currently stroking my dick.

So I take his hand, instead. Guide him, by the wrist, away from my cock and behind me: pushing Jason's fingers between my cheeks.

He catches on fast. Barely a second or two, before his fingertips are worrying at my hole.

"Damn." There's a buzz of admiration in there, in amid the lust. "How many guys have you taken today?"

I shrug, because that's not the point. It's not a competition, more an invitation.

This close, I can see how his pupils swell as he pushes the first finger into me. The score of red, blooming across each cheekbone. 

"Did my brother fuck you?" 

It's funny, how sibling rivalry can still take hold even in a situation like this. I grab Jason's chin, holding his gaze as he toys with my ass. Nod at the stairs to the basement. 

"We've got, like, three minutes before they come looking for me."

He licks his lips. When he swallows, I feel the flex of it against my fingertips.

"I can make that work."

I chuckle, but he's already turning me. Pulling his face from my grip, spinning me around to face the kitchen table. The scent of melted cheese and pepperoni drifting up, as I hear the jangle of his belt behind me.

Jason pauses, like something's just occurred to him.

"Is this, like, a one-time thing? My only shot?"

I look back, over my shoulder, at his serious expression. Then glance down at the thick cock jutting out of his unfastened jeans. I don't know what it says about me, that my insides are practically itching to feel it gouge into me, but I can't help licking my lips.

"Two minutes thirty," I warn him, with a wink.

"Fuck." 

The curse spat out, only I don't have time to be amused. Not with Jason's hand between my shoulders, shoving me down over the back of the chair. Barely a second for the fat head of his dick to dredge up through the glaze of bro-cream between my cheeks, before he's pushing at my hole.

"Oh shit," I gasp, as what feels like a foot and a half of dick slides into me.

He's not that big, of course, but he barely gives me time to relax around him. Relying on the loads already inside me to ease his way, youthful eagerness and cum conspiring as I feel his body slam into my cheeks.

For a moment I think he's going to pause, savor the sudden sensation of closeness and absolute intimacy. Clearly, though, Jason took my deadline warning seriously: he yanks back, ignoring the gasp that rattles from deep in my lungs, before driving back into me.

It's fast, and hard, and makes how Chance and the other guys treated me feel like sweet lovemaking in comparison. Not just meeting the demands of that needy itch, but overloading it. Loud, too, as Jason's body pounds mine with a volume that has me half worried it'll summon my friends from downstairs.

I can't focus on that, though; can't really focus on anything, bar the friction of him inside me. Allow myself to be repositioned, his hand pulling on my leg to guide my foot up onto the chair beside me, until I'm better spread for him. Open and accessible, as Jason's sly fingers grip and squeeze. One moment stretching my hole wider with his thumbs, gaping me around his thrusts; the next tugging on my balls as my hard cock wags and spatters precum from the urgency of his strokes.

I should be keeping track of the time, I know I should, but it's pointless. An arbitrary countdown, anyway; a tease, spurring Jason into action, rather than a genuine prediction. And with the heat of him pressing into me, the rhythmic stab of his hips, I can't exactly say I'd be inclined to stop even if my buddies came up and caught us. Hell, I'd figure out a way to apologize to Aidan later.

Though who knows, maybe the knowledge that his adopted brother had to make do with his sloppy-seconds would be gratifying enough. 

My whole body flinches at how wrong that thought is, and how incredibly hot, and a split-second later I hear Jason gasp. His fingertips digging harder as my hole clamps down on him, muscles rippling as he plows me with teenage desperation.

"Oh fuck..."

It's the only warning I get, not that I have any intention of pulling away. Jason's clothed form wrapped around my own, squeezing tight, as his cock throbs. His hands clinging to me indiscriminately, as my ass takes yet another load.

I hear him suck down a breath.

"Was that three minutes?" 

The snort escapes me before I realize it. Amusement bubbling over, even as Jason pulls back and his still-hard cock tugs from my hole.

Both of us jerk around, startled, by the sound of a throat clearing behind us.

Riley slow-claps.

"Really, the pizza boy?"

I chuckle, then jerk my chin at Jason. "Aidan's brother, actually. Don't tell him, though."

Riley's eyebrow arches. "I wouldn't dare."

I glance at the nineteen-year-old who just slam-fucked me. His expression is wary, as he straightens his jeans and then runs his hands through his hair.

"Chance's older brother, Riley," I say, by way of explanation. "He's gay, too."

Jason gives me a look that I can only assume means "that's a shitty introduction, asshole." Riley's expression, when I look across at him, suggests much the same.

"Was that your ham-fisted way of coming out?" 

"No, no, I..." I frown, at the idea of it. I'd really just meant to compare the two of them, that's all. "I'm not gay, I'm just..."

"Easy?" Riley prompts.

"Gooey?" Jason sounds amused.

I glare between them. "Fuck you both."

Jason glances at Riley, a little pointedly, then at his watch. "I'm down for that... but I'm also on the clock."

Suddenly, I really, really want to see him out of his jeans. Preferably undressed completely, on all-fours maybe. My fingers twisted in his messy hair, tugging his head back.

I swallow. If they ask me why I look like I'm about to start drooling, I'll tell them it's the smell of the pizza. 

"Did you pay yet?" Riley winks. "For the food, I mean. Not the sex."

He's an asshole, so I hold his eye as I open his wallet again and extract another twenty. Hold it out, pointedly, to Jason. 

"I forgot the tip," I explain.

Riley smirks. "I think you got more than just the tip, no?"

I flash him an unimpressed look.

He makes a face, like he's low-key disappointed in me for not playing along with his stupid pun. Still, he doesn't protest when Jason plucks the bill from my hand and pushes it into his pocket.

"I should..." He gestures at the hallway, then frowns. "Look, my brother..."

Riley mimes zipping his smirk shut. 

Jason nods, still looking a little uncertain even as he tugs his helmet back on. A moment later, there's the sound of the front door closing. 

When I turn, holding the pizza boxes, Riley is already staring at me.

"What?"

"You work fast."

Three minutes, I think to myself. 

To him, though, I just shrug. "When opportunity knocks..."

He shakes his head, though he's laughing too. 

I wink as I push past him, headed down the stairs. 

"Oh, and thanks for the pizza."

Riley's curses drift down to the basement after me.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Fifteen
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My body aches, the next day. A dull, warm sensation, like every muscle is throbbing. As if I've worked out, but in some mirror version of the gym. The usual weights and machines exchanged, for a fresh set of tools that put different, unexpected parts of me through their paces. 

It's entirely possible, I decide, as I chug from a half-gallon jug of OJ, that I had too much sex. Even if, had you asked me that 24 hours ago, I'd have told you it was a ridiculous premise.

Riley was true to his zipped-lips word, and didn't spill Jason's secret. Well, mine and Jason's secret, really. Either way, Aidan didn't find out that I'd hooked up with his younger brother while a couple of thick crust, extra-cheese, extra-pepperoni pies cooled alongside us. 

I could taste Jason's sweat every time I licked the grease off my fingertips. 

Anyway, we gorged, and watched the rest of the game, and then some dumb horror movie with fake blood splashing like cheap paint. About as normal, as standard a night in Riley's basement as you could get, laughing at the bad special effects for each hyper-gory murder. 

And it felt good, real good, just to hang out with my buddies like that. Despite - or maybe because of - all the other shit I'd been doing with them, lately.

In the shower, my mouth tasting not-entirely-pleasantly of mint toothpaste and orange juice, I rake my fingers through my hair and try not to second-guess everything that'd happened. Brain drifting through, from that first night when I'd hooked up with Riley, to how things snowballed after that. His buddies watching me get my ass eaten, and Harper turning out to be a little slut, and then - like dominos falling - getting nailed by first Chance and then Aidan. 

There was a world, a parallel universe, where all that could've fucked up our friendship. Splintered the group, left us all second-guessing about where we stood with each other. Not just a possibility, but a likely one: my bros looking at me and no longer seeing Lincoln, but some needy cumslut instead.

It felt - as we jeered at the footballers on the screen, and then just as loudly at the college kids getting slaughtered out in the woods - just like old times, though.

Chance had pulled my feet up into his lap, anyway. Not rubbing them, or even touching them after that, but just leaving them resting there. It seemed easier not to mention it.

And for as simple as all that felt, as natural, at the same time I knew I had to do something about Haley. Because while it wasn't like I'd stopped finding girls sexy just because I'd realized guys could be hot, too, it also wasn't fair to keep stringing her along.

Something has to give, I remind myself, as I scrub between my legs with the towel. One way or the other - Haley, or fucking dudes - I probably need to make a decision.

The irrational, greedy part of my brain doesn't understand why it can't have both.

I wish I could say I'm doing something meaningful, when the doorbell rings a half-hour later, but I'm just scrolling gay porn on my phone. It's weird, kinda, to have gone looking for it. Like, clips will show up in search results when you're hunting down some decent stroke material - especially if you don't mind seeing bi guys tag-teaming some chick - but I'd trained my finger to just scroll past that. Not as if I had a problem with it, like it offended my delicate sensibilities as a dude. Just that it wasn't meant for me.

I hadn't known what to search for, but "gay guys fucking" seemed to do the trick. And then the usual "related category" bullshit at the bottom of the porn video pages dug me in deeper, only with dude shit rather than girls getting pounded. 

Anyway, I'm watching some frat-type bro's face getting creamed when the door buzzes. While my half-hard cock is visibly swinging in my sweats as I go to answer it, I'm not really too worried: the only people who ever show up are my buddies, or maybe some of those try-to-convert-you religious types. The former have all seen much more than my dickprint, now; the latter will maybe take the hint, and stop fucking coming around.

It's just Chance, though. I see him glance at the front of my pants, where things aren't exactly hidden through the clinging gray fabric, but he doesn't bother saying anything. 

He follows me down the hallway, to the kitchen. Automatically, I start pulling out coffee mugs. There are a bunch in the cabinet, none of them matching, and all kinda chipped and battered. As long as you drink around the broken edges, though, it's okay.

"The gym?" 

I glance back, over my shoulder, then wince at his expression. 

"Fuck. Sorry, bro."

Turns out, too much dick can fuck up your mental calendar. I'd totally blanked on the fact we'd arranged to work out together.

"You'll do anything to skip leg day," Chance teases.

I wink at him, relieved he's not being pissy about it. Sometimes my best friend gets worked up over the stupidest shit.

"Got my squats in yesterday, didn't I."

He chuckles, then takes a mug from me. Twists it, pointedly, so that he's not drinking from the wide, jagged white gash that's stark against the black glaze. 

I don't bother reacting. If I did, it'd only be to remind him that his kitchen cupboards are full of paper plates and Solo cups because he can't be bothered washing dishes, and so he should work on his own bullshit before bitching about mine. 

It wouldn't be a new argument, certainly.

Smiling at the memory, I lean back against the kitchen counter. Arms folded across my bare chest, steam from the too-hot coffee drifting up and setting my mouth watering. 

From the look of it, Chance didn't let my standing him up get in the way of his own workout. His arms have that "freshly pumped" look: biceps ripe and round; shoulders practically swollen. The sleeveless shirt clings in places to what must've still been damp skin - whether from sweat or his post-weights shower - when he pulled it on. His thighs are thick and powerful, barely covered by his shorts. 

Chance might call me an exhibitionist, but he's not exactly subtle when he lifts. Then, it's like he's down to show as much skin as people might want to see.

They do like to see it, too; I've watched them. Smiled to myself, as heads turn to track my muscle-bro best buddy as he practically struts between the benches and the machines. Focused on his reps, and setting new weight records, and giving every impression that he's entirely unaware of the fact that guys and girls around him are practically drooling. 

I don't tell him that, of course. In fact, I usually brand him a little bitch for wussing out on adding an extra plate, or something. It's fun to see his glare in response, just like it's fun to see his arms or legs strain - the muscles swelling hugely - when he inevitably rises to my taunts.

"You just do legs, today?" 

Chance shrugs, sipping his drink. "Did everything. Seeing as how I had plenty of time, what with not needing to spot some lazy asshole who slept in."

I flip him off, carelessly. He doesn't take the bait.

"You could've bitched me out in a text."

"And not see your good-natured reaction?"

I grin at him: a big, wide, beaming smirk. "Do I look suitably contrite?"

Chance snorts. "You swallow a few of my brother's loads, and all of a sudden you've got his vocabulary, too?"

"Fuck off." 

"You'd rather discuss Aidan's kid brother?"

I mutter a mental curse at Riley. 

"He's hardly a kid. Nineteen. Maybe twenty."

"Ah, fair game, then."

"He hit on me."

"Not like you were putting out any signals first. Say, for instance, walking around with your dick wagging like a puppy tail."

The grunt of frustration escapes me before I can chew it back. 

"Your brother told you." It's a statement, but I still want an explanation.

"Yeah."

"Since when do you guys talk?"

Chance rolls his eyes. "Whenever he thinks he can get under my skin, usually."

That sounds about right.

"Are you gonna tell Aidan?"

He fixes me with a look. "That my best friend's a fuckin' pervert, who hooked up with his little brother?"

"Younger brother," I correct. Jason's far from some little kid any more. "Anyway," I add, with a snort, "so says the guy who tried to sleep with twins, in the same weekend."

Chance shrugs, but there's a grin there, too. "Bagged one, ran out of time with the other."

I shake my head. "And I'm the pervert?"

The grin spreads a little wider. No way not to notice that he doesn't argue the accusation.

"So, was he any good?"

"Who?" I frown. "Jason?"

He gives me a "no shit, of course Jason" look.

It's all too easy to cast my mind back, remember how he'd pushed me down over the back of the chair and hammered at me. How I'd thrown down a three minute ultimatum, and how Jason had risen to the challenge so enthusiastically. Nailing me like he wanted to pound me through the chair, through the table, and right onto the floor. Maybe through that, too, the pair of us crashing through the basement ceiling onto Aidan's lap.

"He was okay," I say, trying not to smirk at the memory.

Chance watches my face for a moment, then shakes his head in mock-disgust. "Riley's created a monster."

It'd usually be an opportunity to heft my crotch, and thank him for the - unintended - compliment. I don't, though.

"Didn't seem like you hated it, when you unloaded in my ass yesterday."

Honestly, I'm expecting him to get all red-faced, or icy and reserved, or maybe just tell me I don't have a damn clue what I'm talking about. Only Chance just shrugs. 

"Guess we're both monsters, then," I suggest, after the silence drags out.

He winks, like I'm finally catching on.

"So, what about Haley?"

That's the problem with best friends. Sometimes, they know you so well, it's almost like they can read your mind. Or, at least, the parts of it which still feel guilty and confused.

"What about her?" I'm not sure if I'm trying to brazen it out or play dumb. 

Either way, Chance's expression makes clear what he thinks about that strategy.

"Are you gonna propose?" 

I frown, feeling like the conversation has suddenly accelerated from zero to top speed. "Dude, come on."

He makes an exasperated gesture. "That's what she's waiting for, bro. That's Haley's end-game, here. And you can tiptoe around it like a little bitch, pretend it's not so serious as all that, but you know that's what she wants."

He's right. I do know that, and our friends know that, and hell, even Riley and his buddies know that. Because it's not like I haven't whined often enough about my girlfriend putting pressure on me to pop the question.

"I'm not ready for all that, bro," I complain, like I've done a thousand times before. "I'm still figuring my shit out, y'know. It's too soon to settle down, and all that crap."

"But she's ready," Chance pushes. "This isn't about you realizing you like dick as well as pussy. You're just not on the same page as Haley, bro."

"And that means I can't date?" I can hear the petulance in my voice, the almost childish tone. But there's a disconnect between knowing something and changing it.

"Even if you're not putting a ring on her finger, and playing happy families at home, you think it's fair to be sneaking around behind her back and letting dudes tap your ass for free beer?" 

I scowl at him. "That was a blowjob." 

Chance snorts, like my insisting on the distinction is maybe the funniest thing he's heard all week. 

"What?" I demand, grumpily. 

"You're hilarious, bro. I love you, but fuck, you're hilarious." He shakes his head, still looking entertained. "Would you have done it, if he'd said he wanted your ass instead?"

Not like I haven't thought about that - or, if I'm being honest, fantasized about it - since Aidan and I went to the liquor store. If Brody had wanted to bend me over the counter and turn me out, I'd have gone along with it. Free beer or otherwise.

"So what, just because I might've thought about it, that's a crime, suddenly?" I make a face, not hiding how angry and frustrated I am. "We can't help what turns us on."

"Yeah, I know." 

The way Chance is looking at me - staring at me - feels flaying. An intensity to his gaze which makes me want to shift from foot to foot, antsy and exposed. I'm used to that sense of my best friend understanding me so damn well, but not with this edge of rawness to it.

"I did more with you than I did with that liquor store guy," I remind him, hoping I'm keeping the shake from my voice. "So what does that say about you?"

"That I like dudes, now, too?" He shrugs, still staring me down. "Or at least one dude, since you're the only guy I've actually hooked up with. I dunno."

"You're bi, then? Like Harper?" 

There's that withering look again, the one I associate with Chance and his brother. 

"For someone who does everything possible to avoid getting labeled, you're pretty fucking keen to give one to everyone else."

I bite my lip, annoyed because he's not wrong and we both know it. 

"So why me, then?" 

I feel stupid asking; like I'm some needy chick desperate for validation. I'm not even sure I want to know the answer, because there's a strong possibility that it'll amount to "you were a tight, convenient hole I could push my dick into." That doesn't feel like something one best friend should say to another, even if deep down it's true.

Sometimes, maybe, it's better to lie about this shit. To ourselves, and to each other.

Chance's jaw works, muscles tightening. Even with the sudden wave of stress I'm feeling, I can't help but notice how fucking incredible his jawline is. Not stupid-beefy, like he's some over-drawn superhero in a comic book, but strong and sharp, and effortlessly handsome. 

It's weird, knowing so intimately how that handsome face looks when it's twisted in pleasure. I can't stop the shiver that runs through me, at that memory.  

"It's not like I think of you like a girl," Chance says, finally.

I make an unimpressed face. "Well, good. Because I'm not a girl, am I."

His glance down is pointed, though I don't really need that help to know what he's paying attention to. In fact, I don't even need to look myself, to know how my dick must look right now. The clear outline of it, through my sweatpants. 

"I know what you are, Lincoln," Chance says, softly. 

There's that shiver again. 

"And it doesn't... freak you out."

I don't know why I'm pushing, why I'm digging like this. Almost as if I want him to overreact, or to admit he can't handle it: that the fact that we're best friends who've also fucked, and sucked each other, and kissed, and had people watch us do it, is outside of what Chance can cope with. 

He sets down the mug. "If I'm gonna try this shit, it's probably better that it's with my best friend, right?"

"I'm the only idiot who'll let you hump them like a horny dog, you mean?"

He grins, all white teeth and jock confidence. "You love it."

It's the point where I'm meant to tell him he's a lousy fuck, or has a pencil dick, or that I'd have more fun sticking a Q-tip up my ass compared to him nailing me. 

"Yeah, I did," I admit, instead. Grinning back at him, and not exactly hating the way Chance licks his lips and eyes me like I'm a post-workout steak.

"Did you shower yet?" 

He mimes sniffing under an arm. "You trying to tell me I stink?" 

I puff my cheeks out like I'm about to hurl, making him laugh.

"I was just about to," I explain. I turn to go, figuring that's as clear an invitation as I need to make.

Chance's hand catches my bicep, stops me in my tracks. A yank on it has me spinning around, first to face him again, and then to pull me into his chest.

"Dude," I start to say, surprised, but most of the word gets swallowed in his kiss.

Only a beat, for the shock to wear off, and then I'm kissing him back. Relishing the feeling of Chance's tongue pushing into my mouth, and how his fingers tighten on me as I push back with my own. Like it's a battle, as much as it's us making out: the friendly competition that has defined our friendship pretty much from day one, cranked up to the conclusion neither of us saw coming. 

I don't know when his hand shifted down to grab my ass; only realize it's there as he squeezes my cheek, hard. Something hungry and proprietorial in that grip, as I grind my crotch against his and feel the heat of his breath hiss urgently on my face.

I was teasing before, but I can smell him now. That ripe, rich, unmistakable blend of sweat, and musk, and something indescribably, indelibly linked with my best friend in the depths of my lizard brain. Raw enough that I'm certain I could identify it without sight, without sound. Like his pheromones have worked their way into my senses over the years, marking me in some essential way. 

He doesn't resist when I push his arm up; groans when I run my tongue along his bicep, the heft of his muscles strong against my lips. Relinquishing his grip on my ass to grab the back of my head instead, pulling me in tight against his skin as I bury my face into his armpit. 

Chance can feel my cock, how hard I am, I'm sure of it. More embarrassing still, there's no disguising how I'm rutting against his hip, grinding my erection into him. Brain and body overloaded, addicted, and there's neither sensible restraint nor shame to hold me back now.

He grunts when I grab his dick through his shorts. Stiff in a way I can't help but be flattered by, throbbing against my fingers as I paw at him. 

A whimper, as I work my way around his chest. Stretching the already-gaping arm hole of his shirt, so that my teeth can find his nipple. Tease that rigid stub of flesh, nipping and pulling at it, until he can't resist. Strips the fabric away, leaving himself topless and open to my woken hunger.

Chance grabs my chin, and for a moment I think it's to stop me. The whine automatically building in my throat, only stoppered a second later as he pushes his thick fingers between my lips. Watching me - his gaze intent, fierce - as I slobber around those digits, my lips taut. 

Only briefly, though. Just long enough to get them good and wet, before Chance is digging his hand past the loose waistband of my sweats. 

The first fingertip finds my hole as if we've been doing this all our lives. Working inside me with slick ease, driving deep until I can feel his knuckles pressed against my skin and my vision is seething with stars. A few rough pumps - ignoring how I squirm, my mouth falling open as if he's still pushing half his hand inside it - and then the second finger is digging in, too. My body fluttering and clenching around him, muscles spasming as I force myself to relax.

He tugs up, blithe to my hiss of surprise, the way I teeter on the very tips of my toes. 

"Dump her."

I'm not sure if his other hand, fingers laced into my hair, is to steady me or to stop me from looking away from him. 

"W-wha..."

"Dump her," he interrupts. 

"B-but..."

"Do you love her?" A demand accompanied by a shake, and then the unmistakable sensation of a third finger grinding inside me. 

I want to give in to it, to shove away anything so mundane as speech and higher brain functions. Lean into how incredible this is, how glorious Chance's erection feels through the thin nylon of his shorts. How the fabric is already sticky, his drooling tip soaking it as I grope at him.

He shakes me again, frowning at my gasp.

"Do you?"

I love this, I want to tell him, love the way you're touching me, controlling me. Love the knowledge that I've made you this hard, that I've pushed you beyond the bounds of our friendship and into this new, exciting no-man's land of lust, and hunger, and need. I love the fact that you're my best friend, and we're doing this together, exploring this together. An experience not diluted by what I've done with other guys, but building on it. 

"Lincoln!" My name snapped out, clawing me back to the moment.

"N-no," I admit, clinging to him and closing my eyes. The confession feels shameful, even though neither of us could really be surprised by it. 

He splays his fingers in me, and I writhe atop his hand. Beyond self-control or embarrassment: nothing to me but dick, and hole, and unstoppable attraction.

Chance doesn't resist, when I yank his head in to bring our lips together.

It's an awkward kiss, a haphazard one. Mouths sliding as I drag Chance's shorts down, then my sweatpants too. Fighting the urge to pull back, just to get a glimpse of him naked, not that I think he'd allow it anyway. His arm around my torso holding me against him, as he roughly finger-fucks my ass.

I want him in me, stretching me, and I don't know what that says about me. As a man, as a friend; as someone who isn't ready to call himself gay, or bi, or any of the words that other people seem to navigate so readily. All I know is that delicious shiver when I'm being watched, and the thrill of my arousal being so obvious, and the sense of it being right when there are hands on me. Never mind the gender of the person they belong to.

The curse slips out, as he scoops me up. Lifting me, one hand still half-buried in my hole, the other spread under my cheek. I'm not light, but Chance isn't short on muscle; it feels so right, to wrap my legs around his waist as I lick along his jawline.

I'm easier to toy with, now: the angles better, my butt spread. Open to both of his hands, fingers from each sliding inside me. Uncountable, the movements too rapid and my body too overwhelmed, as my cock throbs against his stomach.

"You gonna fuck me?" I hardly recognize my own voice.

Chance chuckles as he pulls on me, his grin twisting beneath my lips. "Until you can't stand up. You did skip leg day, remember?"

My best friend takes my training seriously.

"Fine," I agree. As threats go, it's no great hardship. "But you're eating my ass when you're done."

He grunts, unimpressed. "You know I don't do that shit."

"Not with girls," I correct. "But you'll do it with me."

Another grunt. "You're such a fuckin' pervert."

I pat him on the cheek, gently but pointedly. Amused by the way his eyes narrow. "Says the guy with how many fingers inside me?"

I should know better, read the signs more, that's my first thought. Not like I don't know that my closest buddy has a breaking point, and how the throbbing vein in his neck is the telltale that he's about to smash through that. 

My second thought - as I feel the fat, broad, precum-slicked head of Chance's thick cock nudge at my ass - is that I'm about to get split in two.

I brace myself, for the sharp thrust that could very well make me black out, only to feel overwhelmed by the measured, steady pressure as he makes my body accept him. My own weight turned against me, conspiring with my slick, hungry hole as Chance gapes me in dizzying slow motion. 

My vision's tunneling, sweat dripping off my face, as I latch my teeth into his shoulder and bite down, hard.

Chance hisses - pain, or surprise, or maybe both - and then he's yanking down on me. Tugging me onto his cock, hands gripping my waist with vice-like tightness. I've taken him before, know how good it can feel to be speared halfway to my belly with his fat inches, only I'm still caught in the disbelief stage. Need the press of his skin against mine to be convinced that he could possibly be inside me.

Gingerly, I release his muscle and observe the double-crescent of white marks left behind. Lick across them, not so much distracted from the erection skewering me, as trying to find a way that my brain can be filled by something other than it. 

When I look up, it's to find he's already watching me. Skin flushed, pupils vast. 

He's so fucking hot, up close like this. 

Chance's grin is skewed, like his face is trying to remember how to smile normally. Maybe I'm not the only one whose brain is currently preoccupied by how our bodies are meshed.

"You're cute, when you've got my dick in you." There's an edge to his voice, a burr that says he's trying hard to hold back. 

"So romantic," I tease, grinning back at him. 

His eyebrow lifts. "Since when did you care about romance?" 

I don't, hence another of the things Haley and I argue about. Only I'm wondering, now, if there's another type of romance compared to buying someone stupid flowers and making them playlists. Something about being so close to someone that you can practically read their mind.

Not that I need magical mental powers to know what Chance wants. 

The way he's moving me on him tells me that, shifting me - almost like he doesn't know he's doing it - up and down his cock. Barely an inch each way, but it's enough to have the wide flare of his tip gouge deliciously into my inner walls. 

I try to raise myself further, legs flexing around him, but it's difficult. Our skin too sweaty, the angles not quite right.

"Sit," I demand.

He laughs, as he turns us and drops down onto a chair. Driving a gasp from me, as he sinks deeper inside from the impact; my legs loosen just at the last moment, heels catching behind the wooden backrest. Searching for leverage, as Chance's hold softens slightly.

Slow movements, at first. Easing myself up, then settling back into his lap. Watching the waves of pleasure work their way across my best buddy's expression, as his erection slides through me. 

He groans, when I tilt my hips and change the angles. Not that I can hear it, not really, what with it blurring with my own gasp of pleasure. My ass stretching and pulling in new, giddying directions, until I'm not sure if it's Chance's thighs underneath me that are shaking, or my own body. Vibrations shared between us, communication that speaks far more honestly than any words we could currently muster.

There's a bruising reverence to how he grabs at me. No longer constrained by the need to support me, to hold me up atop his dick. Confident, even, that I'll continue this rocking, grinding motion, liberating him to touch me elsewhere, as he pleases. 

Strong fingertips trace the groove of my spine, until hands cup my cheeks. Squeezing, pressing the flesh together around his cock, as I grip his shoulders and work myself in his lap.

"Why didn't we try this years ago?" I tease, then watch him roll his eyes at the suggestion.

"Because we didn't know how much of a freak you were until now?"

Laughing, I let my head tip back. Gratified by the way Chance's hands immediately stray to my chest, fingers sweeping up until they wrap my throat. Not a firm grip, a choking one, but unmistakable ownership nonetheless. 

I like, I decide, fucking my best friend the best.

Not that I haven't enjoyed it when Riley pounded me, or Harper blew me or rode my cock, or even Aidan and his brother's jackrabbit attempts to nail me into next week. Not, even, as if I didn't enjoy hooking up with Brody, that sensation of perilous, thrilling risk: strangers' voices rowdy, as he secretly filled my throat.

Chance and I, though, we have history.

The sort of history where you've seen the body you're clinging to progress, from skinny kid to self-conscious teen to studly man. The sort so laced with subtext, that it feels like speech is pointless half the time; that glances are more than enough. A history of relentless competition, and unstinting loyalty, and some balance of envy and admiration that forever teeters, undecided.

My friendship with Chance is the longest relationship I've ever had, bar my parents, I realize. The thought makes me laugh again.

"Focus, pussy," he chides, smirking. Feigns outrage when I smack his muscular chest.

"Who're you calling 'pussy,' asshole."

His fingers are sly, groping where he's thrusting into me. As though - for all his confidence - Chance still can't quite believe that I'm stretched around him like this. That there's a way in which our bodies could be so compatible. 

I squeak, with surprise and something more, when he pulls at me. 

"This is why we need Harper," Chance muses, still looking entertained. "To keep your mouth occupied."

"Not because you like watching other guys use me, then," I suggest.

The glint in his eye shows me he's imagining it, and that the mental image isn't a disappointing one.

"Even if it's Riley?" I probe.

He grimaces, just slightly. "I guess if Aidan can share with his brother, I can."

I snort, as I guide his hands back up me. Liking this ability to position him, reshape the terms of our engagement. Gratified, too, by how Chance obediently starts squeezing my pecs.

"Ah, but Aiden doesn't know about Jason, does he." I should probably feel guilty, about that fact, but the tension between the two of them never quite made sense to me. Maybe you have to be something other than an only-child to understand.

"You think that's gonna last?" Chance sounds amused at my naivety. "You're gonna end up spit-roasted between them."

I widen my eyes, grin manic. "Promise?" 

He shakes his head, feigning disbelief, then jabs his hips until I see stars.

Maybe it's fucked up, that we're both getting off on the idea of him watching me be passed around. Maybe it's fucked up that I'm having the best sex of my whole damn life, and there's not a girl in sight. Maybe it's most fucked up, as Chance pushes his fingers between my lips and his hand fills my mouth again, that far from protesting how he's treating me, it only turns me on more.

My cock is slapping against him, as I ride him with growing urgency. It's tempting to reach between our bodies, jerk myself desperately, but I know that's too risky. Impossible, when I'm so aroused, so caught up in how it feels to get pounded by a guy I know better than I would a brother. A fixture in my life, and I'm still not quite sure whether what we're doing now is long overdue or a disaster waiting to crash down upon us both.

It's a pointless argument, of course. Not like either of us could stop, not now.

"You want my load?" 

I grunt hungry compliance into the gag of his fingers.
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I swear, I can feel Chance unload in me.

The throb of his cock, jerking as he buries himself deep. His hands gripping my waist in something close to desperation, pinning me in place despite my best efforts to keep up the tilting, rolling motion of my hips. 

I'm about to start pounding him on the chest, demanding that he let me work the deliciously flared head of his dick against that spot in my ass which makes me see stars, when he relents. Shifting forward, his arms wrapping my chest as he hugs me. Our sweaty skin almost too hot, scalding, as if from the friction of our unexpected sex.

Chance chuckles, as I try to grind my erection against his abs.

"You'll get your turn."

I hiss - in frustration, in need - and pull at his arms, but his hands must be locked behind me. I'm no weakling, but it'd take more than my fuck-exhausted muscles to pry him loose.

"Dude come on!" Just one hand, that's all I want. One hand shoved between us, a few meager fingers working the head of my prick. I know it'll only take seconds before I'm spewing uncontrollably.

He lifts me, instead - standing as if my weight is nothing, a fraction of what he can bench - his flushed face inches from mine. Looking disheveled, but his smirk still glinting.

"What's the matter, bro?" All fake innocence, like he thinks I can't see through his bullshit.

I glare at him, squirming in the cage of his arms. "Just let me get off."

Chance makes a tutting noise, as if I'm being ridiculous. "You don't wanna savor the afterglow with me? You don't like having my dick in you, like this?"

It's a tough question to answer, frankly, because I do like it. Love it, even: the fullness of my best friend's still-hard cock stretching me. It should feel wrong, I know plenty of people would say that, but something in my brain has been irrevocably rewired.

"I just wanna cum," I tell him, making no effort to temper my whining tone.

He laughs again, and the movement of it rubs my dick some more, and I shudder at the frustrating, taunting buzz of not-quite-enough sensations. 

I'm still trying to decide, if it's worth giving up that hole-gaping sensation of him buried in me, when Chance yanks me off his dick and unceremoniously dumps me on the kitchen floor.

Not quite dropping me, no, but hardly gentle, either. Surprise more than pain leaving me breathless on the cheap linoleum, stunned just long enough for him to drop to a crouch between my splayed thighs and then - still smirking - flip me over onto my belly.

"W-wait..."

He doesn't, though. Gives no sign of hearing me, in fact, or at least no indication that my words might make the slightest difference to what he now has in mind. 

Strong hands on my hips again, and then a sharp tug. Enough to drag me across the floor, now slippery with sweat, as Chance pulls my hips up and my fingers scrabble for purchase.

"Dude, I'm starting to think you're never gonna tighten up again." Entertained, like this is all some fucking joke to him.

Outrage escapes me in a breathless squeak, but he's not paying attention. 

And then, a split-second later - as Chance's tongue rasps across my wide-open hole - all thoughts of indignation left in my brain evaporate, too. Nothing there but the dizzying realization of what my best friend intends for me next.

He jerks my hips higher, my thighs spread across his. Practically straddling his lap, my face pressed into the floor as he hoists my backside up higher still.

"Can't believe the shit I do for you, bro," Chance mutters, sounding as much bemused as annoyed.

It's an honest-to-god squeal that erupts from me, when his mouth latches onto my hole. The sort of thing that my best friend would tease me mercilessly over, frankly, only he's kinda distracted right now. 

He'll eat pussy, but not ass, that's what Chance has always insisted, only now I'm not so convinced. Figure he must've been holding out on me, hiding some seriously freaky tendencies from his closest buddy, because nothing about what's going on between my cheeks feels unwilling or even tentative. 

Tongue jabbing deep, working its way past muscles fucked into exhausted compliance, as his thumbs gape me wider. Like he's intent on licking out every last drop of cum he just dumped in me. Strong fingers squeezing me tight, pinning me in place as I shudder and drool onto the floor.

I couldn't resist, even if I wanted to. Body limp, a puppet with its strings cut. I want to reach for my cock, stroke myself as these incredible, illicit sensations ripple through me, only that'd require limbs that could still move. Fingers good for anything beyond scraping, pointlessly and mindlessly, for traction that just won't come, as Chance floods my body with impossible pleasure.

"Fuck." The curse comes out as a gasp as he pulls back from me, panting. "I taste good in you."

My cock throbs; it's one of the nastiest, kinkiest things I've ever heard my best friend say.

I squirm, as his fingers push inside me. Twisting, and pumping, and digging: my muscles far beyond the point of any resistance, not that I want them to. Not when it feels so good, to be spread across Chance's strong thighs like this, my ass upturned, open to whatever he pleases to do to me.

"Four fingers in you, bro." It sounds like he's lost somewhere between pride and disbelief. 

No way not to picture Chance's wide, long fingers. How they look in the gym, his grip tight on the bar as he lifts, and how they must look now, working my well-gaped hole. 

"You think you could take two dicks at once?" 

We've joked about it before: the two of us and one girl. Just straight guy bullshit, where you're mostly laughing but there's a flutter of excitement in your groin all the same. 

I've pictured it while I've jerked off, too: Chance on his back on the bed, some girl astride him, and how I'd work my cock inside her alongside his thick shaft. Or the opposite, how it'd feel to look up - past whatever chick was sitting on my inches - and see my best buddy grinning down at me. The tightness around me, the heat, as his swollen dick helped me stretch her out.

I'd not imagined it how he's suggesting it now, though. Not with me as the pussy. 

Even with four of his fingers in me, I can't fathom how it could ever work with two guys. Not with what's hanging between Chance's legs, anyway: on his own, it's enough to make me feel like he could split me in two. 

But that doesn't mean the idea of it isn't hot. Isn't enough to have me groaning at the mental image, as I try to picture who'd be tagged in to help ruin me.

Jason, maybe, or Aidan. Perhaps the extra tightness would encourage them to slow down, ease up on the jackrabbit thrusts. Chance already got the thought of them spit-roasting me lodged in my brain, but there's nothing to say they couldn't share the same hole instead.

Or Harper, his body so different to how Chance looks. The contrast made even more stark, as they timed their thrusts to spread me extra-wide.

I whine, spit bubbling on my lips, as Chance splays his fingers in me. Almost like he read my mind just then, and wanted to give me a taste of what that could feel like.

"I think you wanna try," he teases, reaching underneath me to pull my dick back.

Hard somehow doesn't begin to describe it, not any more. Hard's what you get when you're horny, when you're turned on: not the borderline-painful rigidity when you've crashed through arousal and your brain is a dense fog of primitive, mindless hunger.

I have to tilt my hips, arch my back more, because otherwise it feels like my cock could snap off. Chance tugging it through the spread of my thighs, as I gibber with wordless desperation and try to hump myself against his fingers.

When he pinches my swollen tip between his fingertips, I swear I see fucking stars.

Vision tunneling, brain in utter meltdown. No way to describe the torrent of sensations boiling through me, as he nips and squeezes my hyper-sensitive flesh. 

I find my voice as his nail rakes across the broad flare of my cockhead, practically wailing into the linoleum as I wriggle bonelessly in his lap.

"Your hole's going fuckin' wild, bro." Chance sounds delighted by his new discovery. "Fuck, we're doin' this next time I'm breedin' you."

The words are sinking into my brain as if through deep water. I know I should understand them, but what he's doing to my junk - part howling pleasure, part exquisite torture - leaves so little room for comprehension. 

He spits, and I feel it hit my tingling, goose-pimpling skin. Trickle down to where his fingers are pumping into me, the sound of my body obscenely sloppy.

"You wanna cum, don't you, bro?"

In a better state of mind - fuck, with a mind at all, period - I'd call him out for his teasing tone. Shower him with curses, even. Right now, though, it's borderline whether I could even whimper intelligibly. 

Apparently my gurgling, squirming, shuddering response is sufficient. Enough, anyway, to make Chance laugh at me again.

"This is the real Lincoln, isn't it, dude. A fuckin' hole going crazy, and a dick fit to snap off it's so damn hard, and not a single thought left in that pretty head."

In simpler times, I'd probably give him shit for calling me pretty. These are not simpler times.

I whine, in desperation, instead. Even to my own ears, it sounds pitiful. 

Chance snorts, and for a moment my hole is suddenly, shockingly empty. Just long enough for him to smack my ass cheek - the sound it makes loud in the little kitchen - and then snort again as I try not to wriggle too much. Even the smallest movement puts more strain on my raging erection in his fist.

"Weird thing is," he continues, as if we're having a conversation right now, "I like you like this, bro. Seems more honest, y'know? No fuckin' mixed-messages."

Considering the "mixed messages" my best friend usually complains about are girls daring to text him after a one-night stand, I'm not sure how much of a compliment that is. 

"Anyway," Chance says, as his fingers casually gape me again, "I think Harper had the right idea, is all I'm saying."

It's about the only notice I get, the only warning - a distant memory of Harper's desperate hunger to slobber on my hole - before he's yanking my hips up further. Barely a moment to savor the relief of my cock being released, the sudden easing of tension on my groin, before I'm being upturned even more dramatically. Chance basically dragging my chest across the sweat slicked floor, his arms locked around my upper thighs, as he lifts my well-pounded ass to his mouth.

If it was a wrestling match, this would be it. My moment of defeat, even though it's my pecs not my shoulders pressed into the linoleum. Chance holding my hips immobile, both of his hands on my cock as he feasts on my ass.

It's pleasure, but an otherworldly, terrifying sort. The kind of sensation which leaves you wondering if you'll survive through it: whether you'll come out the other side an addict, forever hooked on your next fix, or simply broken. Each nerve ending cauterized by its own, individual orgasm.

He's not stroking me - his grip on my dick is so tight, I know he must be able to feel each throb as Chance drives his tongue deeper into my hole - but that doesn't matter. There's still a solid chance I'll just blow my load all over his legs anyway. 

Even then, I'm not sure he'd stop. Like when he's spotting me at the gym, his demands forever escalating as he pushes my body. He's always expected more from me, my best friend has. Even when I think I've found my limits, Chance is never convinced I can't go further.

This time, though, he may have to concede defeat. The bigger question is how much of my brain will be left functional after that happens.

"Lincoln?!"

It's borderline painful, to drag my head up so that I can see the doorway rather than just Chance's muscular legs spread around me, but I do it anyway. Needing to see if the expression on Haley's face matches the shock and outrage in her voice just now. Part of my brain still insisting I misheard - that it was my conscience yelling, maybe, not my girlfriend having walked in on me and my best buddy hooking up - only I know that's only wishful thinking.

Haley's face is white, her eyes huge as she stares down at us. Like she can't quite believe what her senses are telling her, either.

I guess maybe we both have some wishful thinking going on right now.

Chance sits back, hands still gripping my hips. I can picture how he must look, his mouth and chin smeared with cum and spit. That wide-eyed expression I remember from when we were little kids, and got caught stealing oven-hot cookies or sneaking downstairs to watch TV past bedtime.

"Lincoln?"

It's a question, this time. My name again, only a demand for information: for reasoning, and excuses, and an explanation that isn't the obvious one. The painful one.

"Haley, it's not..."

I don't finish the sentence, because I can't. Telling her that it's not what it looks like, that her eyes are deceiving her - just two good buddies roughhousing on the kitchen floor, no big deal, baby - goes beyond the realm of gaslighting. And Haley isn't stupid, even if she's uptight.

"All the times I told my sister she was wrong, when she said you'd cheat on me."

There's disgust there, heavy in her voice, but sadness with it. A heady, heavy mixture that makes me want to grab her and hold her tight. A hug that might squeeze out the bad feelings I know I'm responsible for.

"There's... there's never been another girl," I stutter out, instead.

From her instantly scornful expression, I know that was the wrong thing to say.

"Clearly," Haley agrees, her voice dripping ice.

Chance's hold on me eases. I wish I could say I drop down onto all fours with something close to grace, but that'd be a lie, too. 

"So were you laughing at me, all this time?" She bites her lip, watching me as I stand on shaky legs. "The stupid girlfriend, who didn't have a clue her boyfriend was gay."

I frown, instinctively. "I'm not gay."

Her expression is withering. 

"I'm not," I repeat, more sullenly.

The gesture is dismissive, like she can't believe we're getting hung up on words and labels. "And were you planning on keeping this going, after we were married?"

Chance's snort, from behind me, really doesn't help matters. It does get Haley's attention, though. 

"I guess this explains why you could never keep a girlfriend," she sneers at him.

"Hey!" It comes out louder than I intend, angrier.

"Oh, what?" She rolls her eyes. "Is your mean girlfriend upsetting your boyfriend, now?"

"He's not my boyfriend."

Haley shakes her head, slowly. As if that's just another example of why I'm indescribably flaky. "What a coincidence, because I'm not your girlfriend any more, either."

"Some loss that is," Chance mutters.

"Talk to me when you don't have my ex's butt-sweat all over your face," Haley snaps.

I can hear the brittle edge in her voice, though. Dated her long enough to recognize what that means; just how close to tears she is. I might've been a shitty boyfriend in a lot of ways, but I wasn't completely blind.

"Look, I'm sorry," I try. Because I am, I really fucking am. 

"Sorry you got caught."

I bite back the wince, since yeah, that's part of it. This isn't how I wanted things to end, of course it isn't. 

"Sorry I hurt you," I insist. That part's true, too. 

Trying to ignore the fact that I'm naked, and sweaty, and still shamefully hard, I take a step closer to her. 

Haley matches it, with a step back. Like I'm something dangerous, now; something that can't be trusted.

Actually, maybe her instincts are right.

"You were never going to propose, were you."

I'm not sure if it's a statement or a question. 

"It's... none of this is to do with... with that," I tell her. Willing certainty into my tone, desperate for her to believe.

She glances behind me, at where Chance is still sprawled on the floor. It makes me want to turn, to see - despite everything, despite what's happening right now, despite the guilt and shame I'm feeling - just how good my best friend looks, in his post-fuck glow. Interrupted, sure, but I'm pretty confident he's still hot.

I make myself face forward, my eyes on Haley's face. Our eye-contact instant, when she breaks her stare with Chance.

"Guess I had a narrow escape, then," she tells me, and there's something final in that. Not closure, and definitely not forgiveness, but an ending I'm not sure I would ever have dared bring about on my own.

My shrug feels helpless, even though everyone in the room knows just how much of this is my own damn fault.

"I suppose you want me to keep quiet. About... this." Haley makes a face.

I open my mouth, even though I'm not sure what I plan to say. Asking for her discretion sounds like more than I deserve.

"I don't care," Chance says, before I can fumble any words out. He sounds resigned; not so much like all of this is a non-issue, more that he's weighed the pros and cons of arguing the point and settled on it not really being worth the headache. "Whatever, Haley."

For a minute I think she's going to snap at him, say something caustic. Then she just shakes her head. 

"You're welcome to him. Just don't expect much."

I watch her turn on her heel and leave.

For long, taut seconds, the kitchen is silent. Long enough, and quiet enough, that I find I'm holding my breath. As if simply the act of exhaling would be sufficient to crack the world through.

"You gave her a fucking key?"

Chance sounds weirdly normal. 

I shrug, not ready to turn around yet. "She knew where I hid the spare."

He grunts in disgust. "So, you hid a key to your house where anyone could find it, and you also told your girlfriend where it was, while you were cheating on her." Chance sucks his teeth. "You really are a fuck-up, dude."

My jaw's tight, when I rub it. "Think of the upside," I tell him. "You don't have to write a best man's speech."

His snort has that "I tried to hold it in" edge to it. A roughness that I can still see in his smirk, when I finally turn to face him.

I was right, of course. Chance looks fucking hot as all hell, leaning back on his elbows on the kitchen floor. 

Probably not the right time to tell him that, I decide. 

"So you don't care? If she spreads it around that we're..." I swallow. "That we've... done stuff, together?"

He makes a face. "My brother can handle it. You think I'm weaker than him?"

Despite everything, I can't help but laugh. "Don't involve me in your sibling rivalry."

No answer to that. Just his arm extended, so I can help pull him to his feet. 

Chance doesn't let my hand go, even when he's standing. 

"Why, you ashamed of me, or something?" 

I frown, not expecting the question. Or, more accurately, not expecting him to be so easygoing at the prospect of my ex's spiteful gossip that the two of us have been hooking up.

"Desperate for compliments all of a sudden?" Teasing him seems easier than any of the alternatives, all of which stray far too close to discussing feelings.

"Well, you'd know all about being desperate, wouldn't you."

My unimpressed glare still isn't anywhere near as caustic as what him and his brother are capable of, but I try it anyway. Not that Chance's amusement seems dimmed by that.

"Maybe it'd provide valuable closure to all the girls you've ghosted lately," I suggest.

"There you go again, with the big words." Chance shakes his head, still grinning. "Maybe those girls were just missing something important."

I wasn't entirely hard, before his fingers wrap around my dick. The argument with Haley acting like a splash of ice water. Now, though, my body is quickly course-correcting.

The way his smirk spreads wider still suggests he's flattered by that.

"Shower time," he tells me.

It should feel ridiculous, being led by my cock like a leash. Down the hallway, and into the bathroom; his hand still gripping my swollen inches as Chance reaches in to twist on the faucet. Sexual - because I still want to cum, and both of us know that - and yet, at the same time, not entirely. Something playful about it, too.

Not long, before the little room is filling with billowing steam. 

In one, smooth movement he releases me and then smacks me on the ass. Ignoring my grunt of surprise, as he propels me forward into the cubicle.

Chance is on my heels, the water briefly splashing across me before he's pressing me into the cold tiles on the opposite side. My chest squeezed against them, head turned to look as he sandwiches me in with his body against my back.

"I thought we were showering?" 

He laughs, levering his crotch into my ass. 

We could fuck again, here, standing up, and I'd be okay with that. More than okay, quite frankly. Or Chance could push me down, to my knees, and I could blow him while I jerk off. Spray my load across his feet, and know that he'd see that arousal, that urgent need, as a compliment rather than something to be ashamed about. Maybe he could finish eating my ass: his tongue squirming inside me, as my fist flails on my dick until I glaze the wall with cum.

So many options, but I can't ignore the little voice that says I want him to nail me again. To feel the pressure of him against my spine, one of his hands across my mouth as the other strokes me in time with his slamming hips. It's not what guys like me are meant to want in life, but then again, maybe all this time guys like me have misunderstood what's really best for them. 

It's a strange realization but an oddly refreshing one: truthful, no matter which angle I examine it from. No more cheating on Haley; no more pretending it doesn't feel right, or good, or exactly what that apparently insatiable itch inside me demands. 

Just me, and my best friend, and anybody who wants to watch, all ignoring labels for as long as we possibly can. 

––––––––
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About Lincoln, Showing Off, And Figuring Shit Out
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Some stories just start to tell themselves. In Lincoln's case, the trigger was the mental picture of a sex-starved guy being so frustrated that he loses all sense of appropriate boundaries, only to discover that it's the attention that gets which is most addictive of all.

This isn't my first book about an exhibitionist. "A Neighborly Seduction" has a similarly liberated character, Corey, though his college bro friends are all used to his no-boundaries attitude to life. This time around, I was curious to explore what the domino effect might be of one friend deciding he wanted more from the group. 

Like with many of my serialized releases, what's particularly fascinating is how characters and plots are received. I figured Lincoln and Riley's dynamic would go down well; I didn't predict how many readers would want more to develop out of Lincoln and Chance's friendship. I know I haven't given them the "happy ever after" ending that those who hoped they'd start dating might've preferred, but I think it's fair to say they're only going to get closer.

As I put the finishing touches to this story, and a make-believe world where people can experiment to their hearts' content, the real world seems all the more hostile to both queer writing and queer people in general. LGBTQ media is being progressively made unwelcome, with retailers bowing to demands from payment processors to delist - or remove altogether - anything that could be considered remotely adult or adult-adjacent. Queer people are being pressured to go back into the closet, in some cases stripped of legal recognition and protection, as a new, puritanical wave of censorship gains an uncomfortable amount of traction. 

Whether it's trans rights, queer erotica, gay marriage, healthcare, the open internet, or any of the other modern battlegrounds, there are clearly those who'll happily make LGBTQ people the villains if it gets them broader support. Celebrating queer love and sex isn't, alone, going to fix that, but it's an act of defiance in the face of needless prejudice nonetheless. In that defiant spirit, thank you for reading, and for your support!
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        He made the bet, and lost: now it's seven days of serious squirming to endure, as Noah and a vibrating sex toy get intimately acquainted. With his best friend - and chief tormentor - at the remote controls, a week at college brings with it a whole new sort of education.
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