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I watched from the front porch as Tank’s black truck pulled out of my driveway and onto the road. My heart sank a little as a hot breeze enveloped me. I already missed the big fucker. 

This wild and crazy weekend was officially over, and in its wake, my entire world was changed. Tank and I were together now. Weren’t we? He said we were a package deal.  

Does that mean he’s my boyfriend? 

Does that make me Tank’s girlfriend?

No, I still wasn’t a hundred percent comfortable with this whole deal, but I wasn’t going to get cold feet about the two of us like Tank feared. I was firmly down for whatever this was or was going to become. 

Missing Tank felt weird. We saw each other daily, so he was a constant force in my life. I’d always heard that sex changes everything, and I supposed that was true. 

I’d changed and so had Tank. 

We’d changed. 

And all within such a short period of time. 

The one thing I knew for certain was that I didn’t want to be without him. 

Is this love? This ache in my chest? This desire to be close to him? This need I have to please him? 

My thoughts were making me hard in my shorts, and I couldn’t walk into the house with an erection leading the way. I had to get my mind off Tank’s monster cock and how much I loved it inside me. However, my sore ass and achy jaw reminded me that my body would appreciate a few hours apart from the big guy. 

Absence makes the heart grow fonder, I reminded myself. 

Is that a Bible verse? Maybe, but I can’t recall for sure. 

I walked inside and finally got myself out of the heat. 

“Davey, is that you?” My mom called out from the kitchen. 

“Yes!” I answered as I walked down the hall in her direction.

I entered the kitchen to see my mom cooking dinner. My mom, Elise, was in her early 40s; I’d forgotten her exact age. Her frosted blonde hair was up in a loose bun atop her head. She had a heart-shaped face with blue eyes and milky skin. She stepped away from the stove and hugged me. “Ew, you stink, honey,” she said. 

Can she smell Tank on me or is it just my sweat she’s smelling? 

I grinned. “Well, I was out working at Uncle Hoss’s ranch all day under the hot sun.”

“You’ll take a shower before dinner then.”

“Sure thing. How was Natchez and Aunt Pearl?”

“Hot. Muggy. Our motel smelled of cigarette smoke, and your Aunt Pearl is as cantankerous as ever.”

“Where’s Dad?”

“He’s already jumped on the three-wheeler to do a headcount on the cows and check the chickens.” 

My dad was a dentist, but the land we owned was his pride and joy. We only had a few dozen cows; it was nothing compared to Uncle Hoss’s place. 

“Did you and Tank have a good weekend?” She asked. 

“It was good,” I replied. 

“Good” was a poor way to describe how the weekend had gone, but I had no plans to be any more specific than that. 

“Oh, I almost forgot.” Her hands went to her hips. “Your bedroom, young man!”

I felt a mild panic in my chest, but I did not let it show on my face. 

Shit! What about my bedroom? Did she see something she shouldn’t have? 

This morning, Tank and I had woken up late and hadn’t really straightened up or cleaned anything. I knew she wasn’t talking about my weed because I always kept it well hidden. And if she had found my marijuana, that would’ve been the very first thing she’d said to me as soon as I walked into the house. 

“What about it?” I asked, unsure where this was headed. 

“Your bed was a wreck! Sheets all twisted up and strewn all over the floor! There were dirty clothes everywhere. Rope and duct tape scraps and a discarded jockstrap and cup. And there’s something sticky on the sheets.”

I felt the heat go to my face. She’d spotted the cum and lube. 

She continued, “Is that oil on the sheets? I’m not sure if motor oil is clear or not... Or maybe it’s WD-40. Did you boys work on Tank’s truck this weekend? Did you get that stuff on your hands and clothes and then get it on the bed?”

“Yeah, that’s what that is.” Motor oil was way different from lube, but I didn’t plan to enlighten her. She wouldn’t know the difference anyway. “I thought we’d gotten it all off us, but I guess we didn’t. We used the duct tape while working on his truck, and we practiced lassoing with the rope. Ya know, for our work on the ranch. Sorry about all that.”

My mom still thought I was an inexperienced virgin, much less having gone gay for Tank, so I was pretty sure she’d buy what I was selling. 

She shook her head. “You boys with your trucks and sports! I’ll never for the life of me get what y’all find so fascinating about them. At least you’ve not gotten any girls pregnant.”

I grinned. “That’s the last thing I’m up to, I can assure you.”

“Just stick close to Tank. You two can worry about girls after college.”

“Gonna stick to him like glue,” I assured her. 

I wondered how my mom would react if she knew the truth—that Tank and I had been hooking up all weekend with each other instead of one of these girls she was worried about. My parents weren’t very religious like Tank’s, but they would definitely be shocked if they knew what was really up. They had expectations of me. I was supposed to graduate college, find a job, get married, and have kids. That was the path they expected me to take. 

Where would life lead me if I was Tank’s girlfriend? I had no clue. My folks loved Tank, but would they still love him if they knew the truth?

“Now, go on upstairs, clean up, put those sheets in the washer, and get a shower. Dinner’s in thirty.”
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Are you free yet? 

Tank’s message popped up as I walked toward my room. 

I’d swapped a handful of texts with him throughout the evening, but he was itching to speak on the phone. During that time, I’d showered, eaten dinner, and watched an episode of Yellowstone with my parents. 

I walked into my room and closed the door behind me. I dialed his number, and he answered on the first ring. 

“It’s about time I got to talk to you,” Tank said.

Before, I’d never thought twice how he spoke, but now, his deep voice seemed to tickle me up and down my spine.  

“What’s up, man? Is anything wrong?” I asked, plopping down on my bed. 

“Naw. Nothing’s wrong. Just wanted to talk to you.”

“You missing my voice or something?”

“Well, I reckon I just missed you. And I wanted to make sure you ain’t changed your mind about things.”

“No, I’m still down for this.”

“Good. Good. You been thinking about me?” 

“Yeah,” I admitted. “Can’t stop thinking about you.”

“That makes me so hard,” Tank said, lowering his voice. 

I laughed. “Dude, you’ve got a one-track mind.”

“When it comes to you, I reckon I do. I miss those long legs and your pink lips.”

“Is this how you talked to chicks? Hard cock and long legs? No wonder you were a virgin.”

Tank chuckled. “That shit worked on you, bro, because I’m a virgin no more.”

“You bulldozed me into all that. It wasn’t because you’re a smooth talker.”

“I know I came off a little intense the other night when we first started up, but you know I’m a bit of a bully. I’m sorry if I made ya feel like you didn’t have a choice or anything.”

I rarely heard Tank Taggart offer apologies to anyone, so maybe this was a little growth on his part. But I wanted to yank his chain a little more. “Don’t forget kidnapping.” 

“My rap sheet keeps growing, huh? But this ain’t one of them “Me Too” moments, bro. It’s me and you. I reckon some folks would say we should come with a trigger warning. I may have twisted your arm a little, but we’re both into it, right?”

“I am now. That’s what matters.”

“I wish you were here right now with me,” he said. 

“Yeah, I wish I was there too, or you here with me. Either way, I’d be down.”

“What are you wearing?”

“You trying to initiate phone sex?”

“I ain’t ruling it out, but I’m just trying to get a visual.”

I looked down at what I had on. “Wearing a T-shirt and gym shorts, you?”

“Just my white briefs and a pair of black below-the-ankle gym socks—the kind I like gagging your mouth with when I tie you up.”

I had already been partially plump talking to Tank, but I went rock-hard with the mention of his sweaty socks. 

Do I have a sock fetish?

“You went silent,” he said. 

“I got hard.”

“Because of my socks or because I mentioned tying you up?”

“Both, I think.”

“Thinking about me stuffing your mouth with my sweaty socks gets you hard?”

“Yeah. Back in the day, when we’d play those tie-up games, you used to gag my mouth with your socks to piss me off and gross me out. Looking back, it was like we were rehearsing for the future.”

“I guess, in a way, we were. You as the one tied up and captured, and me as the one tying you up and taking charge. One of those yin and yang sort of things. It’s the way we mesh together, I suppose. By the way, I’ve done some research. During dude-on-dude sex, there’s often a dominant one and a submissive one. I’m clearly the dominant, and you’re my sub.”

“I’m still wrapping my head around this whole submissive thing,” I said. 

“I know, and you’re being a damn good sport about it. Whenever you start feeling weird about shit, just talk to me about it. I’ll always take the lead and point you in the right direction.”

“I have no doubt about that.”

“Ya know that research I mentioned?”

“Yeah, when did you have time to research this kind of stuff?”

“Since I got home, I’ve been giving myself a crash course on dude-sex. Bondage is very popular. It’s got to be a dominance thing. Feet and socks are popular too. You and me have already done some of this, but I want to explore more with you.”

“Like me licking your feet and sucking your toes? We talked about that the other night when we were watching movies.”

“You’re reading my mind, bro!” He laughed. “The thought of you worshiping my big feet gets me rock hard. How do you feel about it?”

“It’s both hot and gross, but my dick is still rock-hard, so apparently, I’m into it. Like you, I’m still figuring this all out.” 

“There was also a whole bunch of things I read about that didn’t turn me on.”

“Like what?”

“Like fisting.”

“Is fisting where a guy sticks his fist into another guy’s asshole?” I asked. 

“Yeah, your ass is made for my cock. I don’t want to stretch you out with something bigger than my prod. When you’re serving me a slice of your fine ass, I don’t wanna fall in, ya know?”

“I already have a hard enough time taking your big cock,” I said, lowering my voice. “It might kill me to take that caveman fist of yours.”

“One of the reasons I don’t want to try it... There was also piss, blood, and scat. Although I could see myself pissing on your leg to mark my territory like a dog, I’m not into any of that other gross stuff.”

“I’m not swallowing your piss if that’s what you’re trying to slow-walk me toward,” I replied tersely. 

“Noted, bro,” Tank said. “Have you ever heard of an enema?”

“I think so. Is that where you stick a bottle into your ass and shoot water in there to clean everything out?”

“Yeah, we’ve been good with that so far. It’s not been much of a mess, but using an enema is a way to clean all the junk out before anal sex if we need to.”

“I think my mom has some of those.”

“There’s something that really grabbed my attention. It’s the concept of chastity.”

“Chaste, as in being a chaste virgin or something?”

“No. Not really. In this case, I’m talking about a chastity device. It’s a plastic or metal thing that locks on a submissive’s dick.”

“Does it hurt?”

“It’s not supposed to. It stops a bottom from getting hard and being able to cum, leaving the sub constantly horny, aroused, and willing to do whatever his dominant tells him. There’s a lock and key involved. The person who keeps the key, controlling the sub’s ability to get hard and cum, is called the key holder. If I locked one of those devices on your dick, I’d have the only key, so I’d be your key holder.”

“That sounds a little like when you had me wear the jockstrap and cup. You said you didn’t want me to touch myself. I didn’t know shit like that was even a fetish.”

“Gay guys have all sorts of fetishes.”

“We may end up being bisexual or whatever, but I’m not comfortable being described as gay at this time,” I admitted honestly. “We’re just into each other.”

“You’re right. My sexual orientation is Davey-specific...”
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