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Breaking the Bully

The Complete Hot Gay Bully Box Set

by

Bro Biggly

►▼◄

Bully jocks, hot football players, and supposedly straight college boys don't fully understand why they're drawn to these seductive twinks and adorkable nerds. They came to dominate and stayed to experiment. How deep will these hot bullies dive into their new lifestyle?

This 45,000-word novel-length collection includes the entire text of all four Breaking the Bully novellas, including “Hot Bully,” “Hot Bully Bullied,” “Hot Bully Broken,” and “Hot Bully's Second Chance.”
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©2020 by Bro Biggly

All rights reserved

Except for brief passages quoted for reviews and/or recommendations in magazine, radio, or blog posts, no part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying or recording, or by information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author. Respect the hard work of the author, and do not upload these stories to free or pirate sites.

All characters are consenting adults over age 18. If you are offended by explicit descriptions of sex between men, do not read this book. Models are used by permission for illustration purposes only. They are not the characters who appear in these stories.

The four stories in this collection were previously published separately as, “Hot Bully,” “Hot Bully Bullied,” “Hot Bully Broken,” and “Hot Bully's Second Chance.” All characters are consenting adults. While bullying and redemption are classic themes of gay fiction, sensitive readers should be aware that these stories include scenes of physical and psychological Dominance/submission.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Hot Bully
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My hometown bully can't touch me now.

High school was his, but college is mine.

I'm a journalism student at the top of my game.

He's the quarterback who screwed up big-time and got kicked off the team.

It's karma when I'm assigned to get the interview― because an interview is only the start of the payback I'm getting from my bully.
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Prologue
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Filthy fantasies of alley sex flickered through my mind. Since the roadhouse was out in the country, there wasn't an alley behind the building per se, but there turned out to be a small picnic area where employees hung around to smoke cigarettes.

Beyond that, a small trail led into an unenthusiastic forest of skimpy second-growth trees. A dull scene by day, but by night...

Things were a lot more interesting by night.

There were little groans and small sucking noises. There was a tantalizing aroma of cheap tobacco and cheaper skunkweed. I followed the noises, followed my nose.

The trail got dark and then darker.

“Choke on it.” A gruff, growly voice. “You can take more. You can take it deeper.”

I stopped and peered through a tangle of branches. What I saw was more a silhouette than a scene. A big man stood with his feet braced wide apart and his fly open to jackhammer his prick into a kneeling man's open mouth.

“Gag on it. Yeah, that's right. Deeper. Deeper.”

The gobbling sounds squelched out of the cocksucker's face. Drool ran down his chin to sparkle in the moonlight. He clamped his hand tight around the other man's ass, his spread fingers sinking in deep to hold that long shaft where he needed it most.

My dick stirred in appreciation of the nasty public show. Best eighteenth birthday ever!

There in the shadows, quiet as the proverbial mouse, I slipped my hand in slow motion to my bulge. If I moved slowly and silently enough, no one would ever know I was beating off.

The kneeling man tipped his head back, and I realized he was opening wide to swallow every long, ropy arc of his partner's hyper-abundant spew.

I was on the verge of some serious spewing myself. My hand worked faster.

Then somebody else's rough hands came out of nowhere. One hand clamped tight over my mouth. The second locked onto my hip. I hadn't heard the big man sneak up behind me to catch me spying.

And now it was too late.

I was caught.
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Two Years Ago
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Only seniors were allowed to park on campus. As a junior, I had the delightful option of taking the bus or parking somewhere around the neighborhood of Watkins Eastview High. Even so, I almost made a clean getaway.

Almost.

So. School had just let out, and here was me, merrily drifting down the street, phone in hand to guide me to the spot I'd pinned early that morning. My weekend plans were basic. Find the fifteen-year-old Taurus. Blow this ’burb. Maybe steal a Friday night six-pack of pale ale from my father's beer fridge.

“Jordan.”

The sound of my name made me turn. Mr. Nelson, my thirty-something journalism teacher, was hurrying after me.

“Thank God I caught you,” he said.

“Is something wrong, sir?”

“I just sent Chase home.” Chase was the student editor and sports reporter of our school newspaper. “He's got the flu.”

“I'm sorry to hear that, sir. I hope he's feeling better soon.” Actually, I hoped I was wrong about why Nelson came chasing me down the street.

He firmed his jaw and looked me in the eye just like a high school teacher on a television show. “The home game versus the Trailblazers kicks off at seven. I need you there for the school paper.”

You know the worst thing about little sneaking suspicions? How often they're right.

“Sir. I'm the arts and entertainment reporter.” I raised my left hand so he could admire the tasteful rainbow braid I wore as a bracelet. “This is a conservative town. I don't think Watkins Eastview is ready for a gay reporter in the locker room.”

“They're even less ready for a female reporter,” he said. “And the only other journalism student I could find was Melody Shepherd.”

Shit. My hobbies might be the school newspaper, the town's little theatre, and penning the next generation's great gay novel, but I had three years and a full twelve inches on Melody. I couldn't toss her to the lions and zip off into my weekend. They'd gobble her alive.

Nelson closed in for the kill with the ultimate bribe. “You'll get an extra A added into your final grade. It'll be enough to change your grade in journalism from a B to an A.”

I swayed slightly on the balls of my feet. “You might not feel the same way after you read my feature and realize how little I know about football.”

“You can bluff. All good reporters know how to bluff. And I'll edit your piece myself to remove any tiny goofs.” He clapped his hand on my shoulder. “Thank you, Jordan. I knew I could rely on you.”

►▼◄

Two hours later. The security guard folded his big arms over his chest as he thrust out his bigger belly. “Who the fuck are you?”

I lifted the press badge I wore on a string tie around my neck. “I'm the reporter. I'm supposed to be in the locker room right now.”

He leaned forward to squint at my name and photo. “Where's Chase? We know Chase.”

“Flu.”

“Hmph.” He said something into his walkie that sounded like a code. A crackle of sound came back, and he shook his head. “Guess you can go on in.”

Two minutes later, I was face-down across a long length of bench. Pierce Ratner, our star quarterback, naked and damp from his pre-game shower, had flung himself headlong to tackle me like an enemy player. “The hell are you doing in here? Your narrow gay ass got no business in here peeping and spying on real men.”

While I didn't appreciate my ass being described as “narrow,” there was no doubt that broad-shouldered Pierce outweighed me by a hundred pounds. The hot weight of him pressed my belly and torso into the bench, while my arms and legs flailed out in all directions to swim helplessly through the steamy air.

“Nelson assigned me to cover tonight's game. The regular sports reporter is out sick.” My voice squeaked higher than it had in years. Fuck my life.

There was only one good thing about being slammed onto my belly. Nobody else could see the inconvenient bulge shifting around in my jeans.

“What about the blonde chick?” Pierce demanded. “Why can't she cover the game?”

“For fuck's sake, Pierce. Melody's mother would sue the school if Nelson sent her into the locker room.”

The rest of the team ignored us. Hard for me to ignore them, though. A couple of other men were naked, and at least three of them wore only towels around their hips. For a group of guys who already knew what they'd be wearing that night, they sure were taking their time about getting into uniform.

It was a fucked-up situation. Still, I didn't mind catching sight of all the free-swinging dick on the hoof. If I died tonight, at least I could die happy.

“Can you please let me up now?” I asked. “I do have an interview to do. Be reasonable, man.”

“I'll give you reasonable.” He grasped my hair in one hand and my right shoulder in the other. Lifting my head, he began to hammer my face into the bench. Not hard, but hard enough to establish who was who. “You.” Pound. “Don't.” Pound. “Belong.” Pound. “In my fucking locker room.”

At last, a couple of the other guys sauntered over. “Come on, Pierce. Coach is going to be here any minute. We can all get together and kick Jordan's ass after the game, but we can't risk you getting a suspension right before the Trailblazers.”

Wasn't that special?

The big bully blew out an exasperated breath. After he let me drop, I sat up carefully, moving as slowly as possible so I wouldn't trigger him to pounce again. There'd be some bruises, but Jordan Lylle, barrier-shattering gay sports reporter of Watkins Eastview High, would live to fight another day.

Pierce was already at his locker, his towel a tangle at his feet, his broad-shouldered, lean-hipped magnificence on full display. Yanking angrily at a stack of clothes, he turned away from me― and the rest of the team― so he could hurriedly pull on his home game jersey.

His big, bulky ass was worth seeing since it looked as if it has been sculpted out of marble.

But I was mostly thinking about something else I saw in the last minute before he turned his back on the room.

His twitching hard-on.

Jumping and pounding me got his dick hard.

Who'd a thunk it? My long lean body did it for the high school quarterback.
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One Year Ago
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I was a senior now. The Watkins Eastview football team hadn't covered itself in glory during my junior year, but Pierce had played well enough to win a scholarship to State. The only place I saw him was in my spank bank, where I replayed that single flash memory of me in the locker room, Pierce jumping and humping me.

Had he humped me? He'd deny it to his dying breath. And, at the actual time of the tackle, I was focused more on how he was banging my head on that bench.

Later, though, I let my thoughts linger on other parts of the experience.

Pierce naked except for a towel. Pierce warm and heavy on top of me. Pierce grabbing me, pushing me, forcing me down.

There was something delicious about the rough treatment. It couldn't have gone too far. His teammates wouldn't let him fuck up that bad before a real game. He could only tackle me, ride me, hump me so far and no farther.

And, of course, there was something even more delicious about my stolen glimpse at his expanding and expansive erection.

Pierce could never admit it. He was straight. All the football stars were straight. It was practically a team rule.

Football is for het-bros only.

I turned him on, though. He knew it, and I knew it, but did he know that I knew it? He never carried out his threat to pound me after the game. Somehow, even though the high school and the town weren't all that big, I never ran into him again for the rest of the year.

He was avoiding me. The big chicken.

As for Chase, he too turned out to be a disappointment. His so-called man-flu was no more than a garden variety cold. He was back on the job before the next game.

Which meant, alas, that my first trip to the locker room was also my last.

A pity, when you think about all the other ways it could have gone. For instance, I could have got to the locker room early, could've got there first. It could have been just me and Pierce. When he was jumping me, humping me, I could have clapped the cheeks of my ass to grab him where it mattered and...

A bell rang, and I jolted out of my daydream. It was time to head out. Mr. Nelson lifted a hand in a wave goodbye as I gathered my things. “Happy birthday, Jordan. I imagine you've got big plans for your big night. Especially since it fell on a Friday.”

I smiled, although my plans were vague. At eighteen, you still need a fake driver's license if you want the celebration to include alcohol. And, like every other eighteen-year-old in town, I did want.

Our town might be small and country, but it had a roadhouse far beyond the city limits.

A gay roadhouse.

The perfect place to test how good my fake license really was.

►▼◄

“No.” The bouncer looked at the license, then looked at me, then put the license in his pocket. “Go on. Get out of here.”

“The fuck!” And here I was, all dressed up in my best Balmain knock-offs. The skinny jeans did amazing things for the shape of my ass, if I do say so myself. “You have to give me my license back, man. How'm I going to drive home?”

“Same way you drove over. In your Rent A Wreck.” He jerked his thumb in the direction of the parking lot. “A fake license ain't gonna help you much with that.”

“Asshole.” I did go back to the car, and I even drove it around a few minutes, but then I drove back. It was my eighteenth birthday, and it was my God-given right as a red-blooded American male to drink illegally in a roadhouse for my eighteenth birthday. As it got later, more vehicles filled the parking lot, and it was easy to sneak my car back in without being noticed.

For a time, I sat in my car with the lights turned off, just watching the men come and go around me. After a while, somebody came over and pounded on the roof of my car. I rolled down the window.

“You a cop?” The guy was a mountain man with a jihadist's growth of untamed beard. What the hell was he doing in a gay roadhouse? “You have to tell me if you're a cop.”

“I'm an eighteen-year-old,” I admitted. “Legal but not legal.”

“I'll give you a clue, Eighteen. Some of the party takes place out back.” He turned and walked off toward the light.

Out back.

Filthy fantasies of alley sex, the kind of thing I'd seen in a hundred porns, flickered through my mind. Since the roadhouse was out in the country, there wasn't an alley behind the building per se, but there turned out to be a small picnic area where employees hung around to smoke cigarettes.

And, beyond that, was a small trail leading into an unenthusiastic forest of skimpy second-growth trees. You could see a long way into that forest by day, but at night...

Things were a lot more interesting at night.

You had to follow your ears. And, sometimes, your nose.

There were little groans and small sucking noises. There was a tantalizing aroma of cheap tobacco and cheaper skunkweed. I followed the noises, followed my nose.

The trail got dark and then darker.

“Choke on it.” A gruff, growly voice. “You can take more. You can take it deeper.”

I stopped and peered through a tangle of branches. What I saw was more a silhouette than a scene. A big man stood with his feet braced wide apart and his fly open to jackhammer his prick into a kneeling man's open mouth.

You had better light in a porno. But this was real, this was right here in front of me.

“Gag on it. Yeah, that's right. Deeper. Deeper.”

Not wanting to make a sound, I held my breath as I watched from the shadows. The big man grunted, stumbled, and stepped backward. His dick suddenly slapped out of the kneeling man's lips to fly around all over the place like a spurting garden hose. He came in torrents that literally rained down on his partner's head and shoulders.

The kneeling man tipped his head back, and I realized he was opening wide to swallow.

A rough hand went over my mouth at the same time a rougher arm locked around my waist. That fast, someone had come up behind me to catch me spying. That fast, someone was dragging me back into the bushes. I began to fight, but the unknown man was a fucking wall of muscle.

He yanked me into a clearing, some distance from the area the other roadhouse patrons were using. Once we were out of the trees, the moon cast a cold, judgmental light on my face.

“Fucking Jordan Lylle. Fucking hell. Still playing Peeping Tom games. How are you not in jail by now?”

I didn't mean to gasp, but a soft shocked sigh of surprise escaped my lips. “Pierce.”

“That's my name, don't use it up.”

Considering his size, I felt I had no choice but to go on the verbal offensive. “What are you doing here?”

“Me? The fuck are YOU doing here? Aren't you a minor?”

“I'm eighteen,” I said. “So... you're nineteen. We're both illegal for beer.”

He glanced back in the direction of the roadhouse. “Place is fucking gay anyway.”

“Whole town knows it's gay, so...”

So why are you here?

I decided I didn't need my head bashed in today. “Why aren't you at the college?” is how I chose to finish that question.

“It's Friday. Came home to visit the folks. That too weird for you?”

“During football season?” Sensing I had him off-balance, I wanted to keep him that way. It might be a tactless question if I thought about it, but I didn't fucking think.

“Fuck you, Jordan.” His face was a thunderstorm. “Just... fuck you backwards and flying.”

Every high school has its star quarterback. But there are only so many colleges. Suddenly, I realized that Pierce was probably no longer a star, even if he did have a scholarship. All he had was a bench to warm and the knowledge that he'd already peaked a year ago.

I dared a feel of his bulge. “If you're visiting your folks, how come you're at a gay bar instead of, like, having dinner with the olds or something?”

“You like having your ass kicked. I get it now. You truly enjoy it.”

Maybe a little.

“I'm not trying to provoke you, Pierce. I'm just asking a simple question.”

“Yeah, well, fuck you and your simple questions. I'm not in high school, and I don't have to give interview for your gay newspaper that nobody reads. So you can fuck right off.” He jerked his hips out of reach of my hand, his first physical acknowledgment that he'd noticed me rubbing him.

“Come on, man. There's nobody else here. It's me and it's you, and we're all alone. You don't have to keep fronting. I know you want it.” My clever fingers darted out for his zipper. Despite the tightness of his designer jeans, I had it down in a flash. Why not? I had a butt-load of experience zipping and unzipping my own too-tight jeans.

No briefs underneath. He'd gone commando.

“I'm not gay,” he said. “Just to set the record straight. Chicks are too much of a hassle for a quickie so...”
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