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The very last thing Andrew Crane expects, his
first summer home from college, is an invitation to join his big
brother's yearly camping trip.

He's never been invited before. Hell, his
brother's got five whole years on him. And while John Crane has
never been cruel or even particularly mean to him, he's also made
no secret of the fact that he just plain does not have time for his
little brother. The years that separate them also put them in
completely different worlds. When Andrew was a kid, this distance
drove him nuts.

At twenty, having finally managed to shed the
useless hero worship he spent his childhood carrying around, Andrew
doesn't take it quite so personally anymore. It's fine that he and
his brother aren't close. It's not as though they have much in
common anyway.

So when John asks if Andrew wants to join
him—and the six close friends he's always called 'his boys', as
though they're all still teenagers and not men in their
mid-twenties—on a two-week trip to a lake in the middle of nowhere,
for a moment all Andrew can do is stare like his brother has lost
his mind.

He stares so long that John eventually rolls
his eyes and says, "You don't have to. You're not gonna piss me off
if you say no. Stop gaping at me like I just broke the laws of
physics."

"Sorry." Andrew blinks his startled stare
back under control. "I just… never in a million years expected you
to ask. Isn't this a whole tradition with you guys? I
wouldn't want to be in the way."

John shrugs. "Gavin thought we should invite
you. He thinks you'd have fun."

Andrew's belly gives a ridiculous flutter at
this information, and it takes every scrap of self-control he
possesses to prevent a flush from rising to his face. Of all the
guys in this group, close as they all are, Gavin is John's actual
best friend. He's been around as long as Andrew can remember, and
for the last couple years Andrew has found him…

Distracting doesn't seem like a strong
enough word.

"Gavin wants me to go?" Andrew echoes now. It
sounds too good to be true. Yes, Gavin has always been friendly to
him. Even when Andrew was a tiny obnoxious tagalong, Gavin was
kind. But as Andrew got older, started high school, learned to
drive, Gavin seemed like the only person ready to treat him like a
person rather than an annoying kid.

"All the guys do." John shrugs. "Maybe they
want some new blood to fleece at poker, I don't know. But it's your
call."

It also sounds too good to be true,
that John seems to genuinely not mind the thought of Andrew tagging
along. And it's as much this as it is Andrew's shameless desire to
spend time around Gavin that steers his answer from dubious refusal
to unexpected agreement.

"Okay," he says with a firm nod. "I'm
in."

The camping trip does not go perfectly
smoothly, but it is fun. Everyone makes such a concerted
effort to make sure he doesn't feel left out, despite all the old
stories and inside jokes, that by day three Andrew feels more at
home around his brother's friends than he ever thought
possible.

He learns new things about them. Boyd is a
shockingly good cook, even when he's limited to the grill-covered
campfire at the center of their circle of tents. Colin tells the
best—and worst—dirty jokes Andrew has ever heard. Finn whittles,
constant and restless, and the tiny birds and foxes and people he
carves are honestly beautiful to behold. Edward plays guitar well
enough to be in a band, and knows every song anyone could ever want
to sing around a campfire. Drake jokingly calls himself the fish
whisperer, as he catches their dinner from the lake so easily and
quickly it seems like magic.

And then, of course, there's Gavin. Whose
beautiful baritone voice rumbles devastating alongside Edward's
guitar, and who sounds like a professional actor when he tells
spooky stories around the campfire. Who laughs at Andrew's far less
entertaining jokes, and smiles at him with crinkles at the corners
of his eyes, and seems genuinely delighted to have him around.

If Andrew had any delusions about surviving
this adventure without amplifying his crush, he is quickly
disabused of the notion. Even worse, the more time he spends with
Gavin, the more desperate he is to climb the man like a goddamn
tree. Fucking hell, Andrew has plenty of sex, but he's not usually
such a greedy wreck about it. He's been attracted to Gavin for
years without feeling like he'll explode if he doesn't go to his
knees right this second.

And as the first week of the trip ends and
the second slides along, Andrew starts to realize that Gavin
knows. There's a change in the way Gavin watches him. Before
this trip—and for those first few days—Gavin's attention was
exactly what it should be. Perfectly appropriate interest directed
towards a best friend's younger brother. Friendly and warm, maybe
with an edge of deliberately trying to get to know him better, but
nothing beyond that.

Nothing that spoke of heat and
attraction.

But now those things are undeniably there.
Unmistakable when Andrew lets himself deliberately look for them.
And he doesn't know what to do with the information.

He knows what he wants to do. But he
still has enough self-restraint not to throw himself at his
brother's best friend.

A couple days after that, he realizes it's
not only Gavin who has started eyeing him with a warm, assessing
sort of gaze. It's all of John's friends, watching Andrew
with an electric thrum of interest that definitely was not there
before. As though they've noticed the way he reacts to Gavin and
have belatedly realized Andrew is a sexual creature waiting to be
claimed.

As though the thought never occurred to them
before.

More than once he tries to convince himself
he's imagining things. How goddamn egotistical can he possibly be,
assuming this gathering of beautiful men—and god, they're all
beautiful, big and buff and powerful in ways Andrew will never
be—are admiring him, of all people? What could they possibly
see in Andrew, besides a skinny frame, muscles so untrained he
can't even help cut firewood, hair so long overdue for a trim that
he needs to use an elastic band to keep it out of his face.

Sure, Andrew is pretty enough. He's never had
trouble finding partners when he craves an intimate encounter. But
studying his own face in the mirror, he wouldn't say he's anything
to write home about.

They are looking though. No amount of
incredulous denial can convince him otherwise. And as the middle of
the week approaches, Andrew begins to wonder if anyone might dare
to proposition him, even with his brother close at hand.

He begins to hope someone will, even if it
isn't Gavin. The thought gives him a giddy, guilty sort of thrill,
that refuses to quiet no matter how Andrew admonishes himself to
behave.

His own horniness is so distracting, he
finally excuses himself from the shared campground in favor of
escaping to a clearing a ways down a well-trodden hiking trail. If
nothing else, he should be able to jerk off in peace, nothing but
the tall soft grass beneath him and the rolling waves of the lake
not far below. Plenty of trees shield him from view of the
campsite, and he's reasonably confident the trail has carried him
far enough away that any inappropriate noises won't carry.

But he doesn't even get the chance to unzip
his shorts before he hears footsteps on the path behind him. God
damn it, someone followed him. With his luck it will probably be
John, and Andrew will have to sit here and pretend he's not
losing his mind lusting after all of John's friends, and any
conversation had under those conditions will be an absolute
nightmare. But as Andrew sits up from where he was sprawled in the
grass—as he hugs his knees to his chest to conceal his thwarted
arousal—as he turns toward the sound, his breath hitches at the
sight of Gavin moving toward him across the flat stretch of
clearing.

"Can I join you?" Gavin asks. There is, for
the moment, no suggestion of the sparking interest Andrew has come
to expect in his eyes.

"Sure." Andrew's voice feels tight in his
throat, but he offers Gavin a smile and one-shouldered shrug.

With surprisingly graceful movements, Gavin
folds down onto the ground, sitting beside Andrew at what feels
like a perfectly measured distance. Close enough to be friendly.
Far enough away to avoid any implication of impropriety. Andrew
bites his tongue to keep himself from pointing out that a little
impropriety would be very welcome, and Gavin can sit closer if he
wants.

For fuck's sake, when did he become such a
harlot?

For a long while Gavin is silent, staring out
across the surface of the lake as it stretches beneath a sky just
beginning to pink with sunset. Andrew drags his gaze away from
Gavin with difficulty and casts his own attention the same
direction, out into the distance. It takes him several minutes to
will his arousal under control. Gavin's proximity certainly does
not help with this endeavor, but it's clear Gavin hasn't come with
seduction on his mind.

And Andrew isn't brave enough to attempt a
seduction of his own.

"I apologize if we've made you
uncomfortable," Gavin says, finally breaking the stillness with the
soft murmur of this pronouncement.

Andrew's gaze jerks right back to his
unexpected companion, his eyes widening as he echoes,
"Uncomfortable?"

Gavin gives it an extra moment before turning
to meet his incredulous stare, and a wry smile touches the man's
handsome face. "Isn't that why you snuck away to be alone? Don't
worry. I won't stay long. I just needed to make sure you know we're
not… We didn't invite you along just to creep on you."

Andrew's head is spinning, his senses bright
and alert as he realizes just how candid Gavin is being. How blunt.
Fucking hell, he's not even trying to pretend away the strange and
lustful new energy that's arisen around the campsite, clearly
unnoticed by John and yet impossible for anyone else to miss.

It takes Andrew several deep breaths to calm
himself before he manages to speak without sounding winded. "You
haven't made me uncomfortable." Then, feeling suddenly daring, he
licks his lips and adds, "I like the attention."

Gavin's eyebrows shoot towards his hairline,
and a hint of buried heat flickers in his expression. "Do you?
That's… new information."

"I keep trying to convince myself I'm
imagining things," Andrew admits. Because fuck it, if they're going
to be candid, he might as well go all-in. "Even if you guys weren't
all friends with my brother, you're gorgeous. There's no way you're
all actually interested in me."

"If I didn't know you so well, I'd think you
were fishing for compliments." Gavin shrugs his muscular shoulders,
and Andrew finds himself achingly aware of how big the man is
beside him. How easily he could overpower Andrew, not that he would
ever do such a thing.

The fantasy is dizzying in how vividly it
hits Andrew, and he finds himself imagining what it might be like,
for Gavin to knock him down and pin him right here. All that bulk
and weight on top of him, holding him trapped with alarming ease.
The thought makes his pulse race and completely undoes what
composure he's managed to regain.

Andrew sounds breathless to his own ears when
he admits, "I mostly just… don't understand."

Gavin grins a wide, almost predatory grin.
"You're blushing."

Andrew blushes harder. "Of course I'm
blushing. You expect me to talk about these things and not
get flustered?" And then, because he's already dug himself this
deep, "It's okay. I know nothing will come of it. None of you would
ever actually touch me. John would kill you if he found out, even
if it's my idea."

For a long while, Gavin is silent. Studying
him. Peering into Andrew's face like he is searching for secrets
there, before finally asking, "What if we would?"

Andrew's breath hitches. "Would what?"

"Touch you. What if none of us gives a damn
what John thinks?" Gavin leans a little closer. "What if you could
have whoever you like, any one of us, no strings attached? Would
that interest you?"

"But John—"

"You're a grown man," Gavin interrupts
blithely. "You can do whatever you want, with whoever you
want. Your brother doesn't get a vote."

"Oh," Andrew breathes. He honestly
hadn't thought about it that way. He's been so stuck on the fact
that these are his brother's closest friends—and surely none of
them would be willing to touch him when John would consider it a
betrayal—that it hadn't occurred to him John's opinion does not
matter.

Or rather, it matters only a little. Andrew
shouldn't be so willing to do something that would probably make
John feel hurt and angry. But that doesn't have to actually stop
him.

Gavin leans back on his hands, expression
turning playful. "So, which of all us losers do you fantasize about
the most? You can't actually want to sleep with all of us."

Andrew's blush blazes so hot it's a wonder he
doesn't catch fire when he blurts, "Can't I?"

Gavin stares at him, a stunned hint of a
smile flickering at one corner of his mouth.

"Oh god." Andrew buries his face in his arms.
"Can we pretend I didn't say that?"

"Sure," Gavin drawls. "If you like. Or you
can tell me more. I'd love to hear everything about how you
want to sleep with all of us."

Andrew cracks one eye open and finds Gavin
watching him with both unconcealed fondness and more than a hint of
desire. There is blatant hunger written across Gavin's face now,
but also a glint of mischief in the expressive depths of his
eyes.

"You really want to know?"

"Desperately." Gavin grins wide.

So Andrew tells him, halting and clumsy but
unfailingly honest, about the fantasies that have been driving him
to distraction. An absolute chaos of images, bright and specific:
Finn cornering him in the woods and forcing him to his knees; Colin
catching him skinny dipping and then railing him right there in the
water, bent over a slick rock that won't let him get any purchase.
Gavin wrestling him to the ground and covering his mouth to keep
him quiet as he and Edward take Andrew apart between them. Drake
and Boyd sneaking silently into his tent at night, gagging him with
whatever's handy while they force two cocks into him at once. More
of them, coming after him all at once, holding him down and sharing
him like a party favor.

His eyes are closed by the time he finishes
telling Gavin about these and more, and when he opens them again,
he finds stunned fire flashing in Gavin's expression.

"Oh, you are trouble," Gavin purrs. "I
suspected you might be kinky, but I had no idea you were so
deliciously depraved."

Andrew shrugs, but he's smiling, warm with
the obvious approval in Gavin's tone. He half expected to admit all
of these secrets only for Gavin to get all judgmental. After all,
he's run into that kind of reaction plenty of times before, from
both friends and bed partners who apparently indulge a less
creative fantasy life than his own. It would have disappointed him
to see Gavin react that way, but experience had him bracing for it
even as he confessed to every shameless desire.

Thank god he was wrong. Gavin is studying him
with new interest, an intensity that wasn't there before, even in
their more cryptic flirtatious moments. Suddenly Andrew is sure he
can get what he wants—more than he even allowed himself to dream
about—and the revelation leaves him breathless.

"Have you ever done any of those things
before?" Gavin murmurs.

"Some of them. Rough sex and threesomes, for
sure. I've never been with more than two guys at a time,
though."

Gavin's expression sharpens. "Do you want
to?"

"Yes." Andrew can't believe his own voice,
low and urgent and raw.

"How many?" Gavin presses.

"All of you," Andrew rasps. "Together. All at
the same time."

Six men, every single one of them strong
enough to overpower him if he tried to put up a fight. Six men
together, touching and claiming him, putting him on his knees,
pinning him on his back, filling him with their cocks while they
hold him down.

The notion is almost enough to make him
swoon.

"How serious are you?" All the mischief
vanishes from Gavin's face to be replaced with a more sober quiet.
He's studying Andrew even more closely now. Searching for
something, whether confirmation or refusal, in the nonverbal tells
of Andrew's expression. "If we could make that happen, would you
actually be into it?"

"I think so."

"Be sure, Andrew," Gavin admonishes.
"A little flirtation doesn't mean you owe us anything. Admitting to
fantasies certainly doesn't give us the right to make assumptions
and act them out. But if you're serious about this, I know the
others would be thrilled to participate. We can make it happen
right here."

"How?" Andrew breathes. "There's no way John
lets us all take off into the woods without him."

Gavin looks suddenly impish, just for a
moment. "John doesn't have to let us do anything. He's
driving into town tomorrow to buy more food. He'll be gone at least
six hours, between getting out of the park and back again. All we
need to do is not go along."

"Oh," Andrew says. "Oh that's… so
easy."

"Yes." Gavin offers him a softer smile. "So
take tonight and really think about it, okay? Be completely sure.
If you want this to happen, refuse to drive into town with your
brother tomorrow. Stay here. We'll know what it means. And if you
don't want it to happen, all you need to do is get into that
truck. Once you come back, we won't discuss it again. Everything
goes back to normal, no more weird vibes."

"Okay," Andrew says. But he doesn't need to
question what his answer will be.

He goes to sleep that night abuzz with
anticipation, because he already knows.
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He wakes the next morning to an unusually
quiet campsite, alight with eager energy despite his restless
sleep. He turns down John's invitation to drive into town, and
watches his brother disappear alone from the campsite, truck
vanishing into the distance so slowly that he half fears he will
lose his mind with waiting.

Only once John is well and truly gone from
his line of sight does Andrew turn in search of Gavin. He doesn't
know what to make of the empty silence of the campsite, when
normally everyone is already awake and bustling around a campfire
breakfast at this hour. Maybe they're still in their tents.
Sleeping. A strange notion, but not impossible.

Then Gavin steps out from between the trees
and flashes him a brilliant smile. "You stayed."

"Yes." And fuck it. Andrew has already thrown
his hat into this ring. He's done being reticent. He strides
directly up to Gavin—directly into his space—and twists his fingers
in the front of Gavin's shirt, tugging him down so that Andrew can
kiss him despite their vast difference in height. Gavin breathes a
delighted sound and wraps those powerful arms around Andrew,
crushing him close and quickly turning the kiss into something wild
and filthy.

"You're a fucking menace," Gavin growls,
breaking the kiss without letting him go. "I've got half a mind to
put you on your knees right here and make the others wait."

"You could." Andrew wriggles happily in his
arms, nuzzling at Gavin's throat and savoring the smoky campfire
scent of his skin. "I'd let you."

"Don't tempt me." Gavin grudgingly unwinds
himself from around Andrew and takes his hand instead. "Boyd would
never forgive me."

"Only Boyd?" Andrew falls into step, allowing
himself to be led into the forest along a less familiar path.

"Oh, the others would be frustrated too. But
Boyd's been panting after you so hard he was starting to worry you
would notice and run for the hills. If I take you for myself before
he gets his hands on you, it will probably end our friendship."
Gavin says all this with a light enough tone that Andrew's
reasonably sure he's joking. But even if he's not… Lord, the
thought of these two powerful men fighting over him like some sort
of prize… It's enough to get his blood hot before anyone's even
touched him.

He's surprised how long they walk away from
the campsite, though the farther they travel the more sense it
makes. There's no guarantee John won't turn around and return
early. Doing this too close to camp would be a disaster if that
happened. The farther they are, the less chance of discovery, as
John will simply come back to an empty campsite and assume everyone
has gone for a hike. Without knowing where, there would be
no point trying to follow them. It's as close to safety as the open
expanse of nature allows.

At last they dart off of the visible footpath
and follow some mysterious sequence of signs Andrew can't see,
until finally Gavin tugs him into an open clearing—no view of the
lake from here—just thick trees on all sides and a flat plane of
grass and flowers in between.

And waiting there, in that sprawl of soft
grass, sit the rest of John's friends, lounging as though they
haven't been waiting for anything in particular. The space has been
set up as though for a picnic rather than a debauched orgy.
Multiple low-to-the-ground folding chairs sit scattered at the
edges of a massive flannel blanket that's been spread invitingly
out across the grass. A hard-sided cooler sits between two of those
chairs, and a couple open cans of soda sit on top of the closed
lid. There are a couple of rucksacks, a couple of pillows, and
everyone looks like they would have been perfectly content just
hanging out for the day.
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