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The Cage







Dante woke up on the guest room bed with dried cum flaking on his stomach and a deep, aching throb in his groin. The memories from last night crashed over him immediately—Troy’s thick cock destroying Jake on the coffee table, the wet slapping sounds, Jake’s broken moans, that massive facial. His small five-inch cock twitched hard at the thought…only to meet immediate resistance.

No. Not yet.

He stumbled into the bathroom, splashed water on his face, and stared at his reflection. His eyes looked haunted. He was rock-hard again already, the front of his boxers tented pathetically. Shame burned his cheeks, but he couldn’t stop replaying how happy Jake had looked with Troy’s cum all over his face. And he couldn’t stop getting turned on by it.

Voices drifted from the kitchen. Jake’s light laugh. Troy’s deep rumble. They seemed so good together. Without Dante.

He pulled on a pair of loose shorts and walked out, heart pounding.

Jake and Troy were at the small breakfast table like they owned the place. Jake was wearing nothing but one of Troy’s oversized T-shirts, the hem barely covering his ass. Troy sat in just gray sweatpants, his massive bulge obvious even while relaxed, thick chest hair on full display as he sipped coffee.

“Morning, sleepy cuck,” Jake said cheerfully, popping a piece of toast into his mouth. “You jerk that little thing off three times last night after the show?”

Dante froze in the doorway. Troy smirked and leaned back, arms behind his head, making his biceps flex.

“I…yeah,” Dante muttered, unable to lie. His face burned.

Troy chuckled. “Figures. Little dicks get excited easy. And they come way too fast.”

Jake stood up and walked over, sliding his arms around Dante’s waist in what almost felt like an affectionate hug. Almost. It was certainly different from the kind of hug he received when he thought Jake loved him.
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