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I first met Austin at a function for Maxwell Gold. Austin stood six feet one, a striking sexy man who appeared mysterious and who always seemed to have two men hanging on him at all times. When I sauntered past him, he aimed a sexy hot smile at me. However, I had eyes for only one man and that was Max Gold.  

I’d been in love with Max from the day I’d met him in the apartment my brother shared with a bunch of rich entitled roommates. Austin never caught my eye and I couldn’t remember ever seeing him before, but he was there at all their parties. He never appeared to be attentive to the girls, but I’d heard he would join in with a threesome whenever there was a man involved. 

Everyone whispered about Austin, because he was extremely rich, and maybe richer than Max, but I wasn’t concerned about his sexual habits, or whether he fucked men or women, I was interested in only one man— Max Gold, and whether he’d let me fuck him, or he’d fuck me. 

Max Gold I thought was all I ever wanted in a man, but he was presumed to be straight, because he was getting married tomorrow. 

I was all bummed out about that, so I drank too much, and woke up lying in a bed next to Austin. 

“How the fuck did I get here,” I barked, moving from his muscular chest to glancing around at his incredible bedroom. I raised an eyebrow at the things thrown around his bed. Handcuffs and paddles and a man with a collar around his neck, lying on the floor, sleeping next to the bed. 

I asked you if you wanted me to take you home, and you said, ‘why not?’”  

“I didn’t mean your home.” Then Austin leaned over me, pinning me to the bed. “Yeah. I remember you. You’re the silent dude who never talked. You just stared at me the entire night and whispered to your friend.” 

“That’s because I wanted you. When I want a man, I don’t have the words, but I let my cock talk for me.” 

“Well, I’m not a bottom—” 

“You were last night,” he joked. I tried to raise my body to get out of bed and on to the floor, but Austin wouldn’t let me, and besides, every muscle in my body ached, and my ass felt as if it was stretched two sizes, and maybe there had been a fist shoved up there. 

“What did you do to me?” 

“Only what you asked me to do. You said it was okay if I handcuffed you, and fucked you.” 

“Do you usually do that with men you pick up?” 

“Pretty much. I did use a condom though, and with you I was a little easier.” When Austin lay back on the pillow, I climbed out of bed, and stood rubbing my ass. 

“You call that easy. My ass feels as if I was being fucked by two men at the same time.” 

“You were. You said that you didn’t mind if my partner joined in.” 

“What the fuck? I said that?” I furrowed my brow. “I must have been so fucked up. Where can I take a shower, because this is the first time I’ve had sex where didn’t know that I was being fucked, if you know what I mean.” I glanced around, looking for my clothes and shoes. 

When I spotted my jockstrap on the floor, he grabbed my arm. “Can I come in and join you?” 

“Sure, it’s your shower. I have to get out of here, because I’m expected to be at a wedding tonight.” 

When I stepped into the shower, Austin was walking behind me, but he just stood outside the glass door and watched me. 

Austin was a great-looking guy, tall with wide muscular shoulders. Handsome in a rugged way, with a few well-placed tattoos, but I had eyes for no one but Max. However, Max didn’t know I was alive. All he knew was I was a twin to his friend. I’d heard rumors about Max being gay, but no one could verify them. 

I wanted to be his first. 

When I faced the wall, turned on the shower, and the warm water trailed down my face, I heard the shower door open, and I felt a hard body and a stiff cock slam against my ass. Because I didn’t get the benefit of an orgasm last night, and it appeared everyone was invited to the party except me, and Austin was a sexy man and had a willing cock, I let him rub his hard length up and down my ass crack. 

Austin reached around and palmed my cock, stroked it to the base, then the tip, and I became so hot, precum oozed from the head of my cock and fell on his fist. With his body flush against mine, he leaned forward and nipped at my ear, and with his tongue, he licked the side of my face. He knew a lot about foreplay, and I was going to benefit from his knowledge.

Before I shot my load all over his fist, I pulled his hand away and looked him in the eyes. “If you want me then you will have to be the bottom, because I’m too sore for that shit today.” 

“I want you. I’ve been watching you all night, and I’m not letting you get away this time.” What the fuck did he mean? He had me and I bet he placed that thick heavy cock everywhere including my ears. He gathered me in his arms, and as he headed for the bed, he reached and pulled a towel down. Then he placed me on my feet and dried me off, taking care to massage my balls where my cock came to life in his hands.  

When Austin had dried my chest, he leaned his head down and sucked my left nipple, and with his fingers, pinched and pulled my right nipple. His body was flush against mine as his hard cock banged against my steel pre-cum-covered shaft. “Oh, fuck, Austin, what are you doing to me?” 

“What I did last night, but this time you’re going to know it was me. You kept calling out Max’s name. I’m not Max, and unlike Max, I’m a gay man who loves being gay.”  

My breath hitched as he reached for my stiff cock, and with his wide palms and strong hands, he wrapped his fist around my shaft, bringing his cock to rest against mine, where he jerked them together as he stared into my eyes. Then, he licked around his perfect full lips and my mouth opened, as if it knew that his tongue was meant to be in my mouth and down my throat. 

I sucked his tongue and he sucked mine. The kiss was hard and relentless, just as every stroke of our cocks in his hand was hard, tight, pushing and pulling, until I said breathlessly, “I’m ready, Austin.” 

Austin whispered into my mouth as he kissed me while jerking my cock tight and fast inside his palms. Austin’s cock thumped against mine, and he bit and licked my lips as cum shot on my chest and his. Then without wiping it, Austin fell on the bed face down. 

He reached for the lube and packet of condoms and threw it to me. “I need time.” 

“You don’t have time. You wanted to fuck me, and now is your chance. If you don’t take it now, I’m going to fuck you, because it doesn’t take much for me to get hard when I see that perfect ass of yours, Jack. I watch a man, and I know when he’s the one I want, and you’re the man I want.” 

I pulled my spent cock and it didn’t respond. 

Then Austin stood and placed his hand around my throat, pushed me against the wall, and when I thought he was going to do something to hurt me, because I couldn’t get it hard enough to fuck him, he went to his knees. 

Gazing up at me, he said, “I’m going to show you how much I want you.” And he placed his mouth on my cock, and his warm mouth was what I needed. With his eyes looking up at me, his hands on my balls, and my cock down his throat, I fucked his face, because nothing could be as hot as this. Until he placed two long fingers in my hole, hit my prostate and ropes of cum shot down Austin’s throat, and dripped from both sides of his mouth. 

Austin pulled away, licked his lips and smiled. This was hot, sexy and too much for me to take in now. This man was probably what I needed, but not what I wanted. I wanted the one person I couldn’t have. I wanted Maxwell Gold, and he was getting married tonight. 

“I have to go now, Austin. I have a wedding to get to tonight.” 

“I’m going too. Will I see you.” 

“Maybe.” Austin looked disappointed. I guessed you could say I was a heartless bastard, but you wanted who you wanted, not who wanted you. And at the time, it was Max or nothing.  

“Why don’t you ride with me?” 

“What about your partner?” I questioned. 

“We’re only partners when we want to share a lover or two. I share mine with him, and he shares his with me.” 

“I’m not your lover.” 

“You will be. And you’re going to be my husband. I get what I want.” 

“And so do I,” I added, pulling my pants and shirt from the bench in front of the bed that held a collar that belonged to the man lying on the floor. He left the collar and left the bedroom. I guessed he thought that Austin had replaced him. That was a premature assumption on his part, because I wouldn’t be a slave for anyone but Max. 

“How are things working out with you and Max?” 

“That doesn’t hurt me. I understand with a man like you who gets every man he goes after that you would lash out. Well, you will never have me, because I don’t share, and I don’t want a man who does,” I added. 

Unless it is Maxwell Gold. I thought.  
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I rushed out of the posh apartment building where I’d had this amazing man declare that I was his, even if it hadn’t registered with me. 

“What the fuck did he mean?” I mumbled, straightening my clothes as I waved for the taxi to stop.

I belonged to no one, and if I did, it would be to Max.

A cab pulled up and I hopped into the back, where he took me to my apartment just in time to dress and call my brother. “Jeremy, I need a ride to Max’s wedding.” 

“I hope the fuck you don’t make a scene, because I’m not ready for that shit tonight. You got drunk last night and it was embarrassing. I’m just relieved that you had the good sense to get out of the apartment and take a taxi home.” 

“Don’t worry, we look so much alike that everyone will think it’s you,” I joked. I didn’t think Jeremy was in the mood to joke. He took things pretty seriously, so much so that he practically ruined our childhood. 

“Don’t fucking joke, because if you do anything to bring attention to yourself, like crying when Max get married and any other theatrics, I’m leaving your ass there, and you’ll have to walk back to Manhattan.” 

“Max will never let me walk. He loves me and—” 

“And he’s fucking getting married, and I don’t want to hear any more about you two when you were drunk. Being drunk and fucking, or getting fucked doesn’t make for a relationship of any kind. Marriage does.” 

“Then why aren’t you married?” 

“We’re not talking about me. This conversation is about whether I’ll have the limo stop at your apartment building. If you’re going with the wedding party, then have your ass ready in an hour. It takes a long time to get out to Max’s father’s estate.”  

And my twin brother hung up. He’d always been abrupt with me, since he discovered that I was gay, and being his twin, he got confused with me all the time. I wasn’t exactly the paragon for keeping things a secret, or following the rules of polite society. 

Because Jeremy was a well-known lawyer, and the best friend of Max Gold, I pretended I was Jeremy, and I knew the rich Mr. Max Gold. Men would drop their pants in a fast second to have my cock in their asses.  

I needed a ride with the wedding party, therefore, I promised Jeremy that I’d be on my best behavior, and he agreed to have the limo swing around and pick me up. Dressing, I thought about Austin. 

Austin said that he’d been invited, but I didn’t know how I felt about seeing Austin at the wedding, especially since I’d been so drunk that I didn’t know that there had been two cocks lodged up my ass. I wouldn’t forgive him, even if I’d agreed to it. 

A man should never take advantage of another man, even if he willingly lay on his stomach, sucked a cock, and then had another man pummel his hole until it was raw, when he was drunk and out of it. 

If I wanted Max to fuck me as a final present, I couldn’t, because of what Austin had done to me. However, I liked my sex hot and dirty, and Austin was just the man to offer it to me that way. Nevertheless, I’d planned on staying out of Austin’s way. Besides, Jeremy and I were dressed alike, and knowing Jeremy, if Austin approached him, he’d handle it for me.  

I’d gotten dressed in my tux, and within an hour the limo drove up. I got a call from Jeremy first.  

“We’re waiting Jack. Bring your disaster of an ass downstairs, or I’m ordering the limo driver to leave.” 

I snagged my phone on my way to the elevator. “I’m coming down now.” 

“You’ll have to sit up front with the driver.” Max hadn’t asked me to be part of his wedding party, because he knew I’d make a scene, and probably out him. So, I remained in the shadows, wanting and desiring someone who I couldn’t have. I didn’t want to ruin it for Max. I didn’t want him to hate me, even if I knew I was the one he loved. 

When I told Jeremy about our affection for each other, he laughed at me. He thought Max was straight and that I’d been delusional, but Max and I knew what we had, even if it was only for one night and we were both intoxicated. 

Once we arrived at the estate, the men piled out and I got the driver’s card, because he was such a cute twink and a bottom. I wasn’t interested in a ride, but a ride of another kind. Why waste the night. I’d get drunk and fuck a willing ass, and take it out on the cute young driver. 

The wedding party were already out of the car and inside the mansion, and getting ready for the big event when I strolled inside. I wanted this night to be over as soon as possible, so I took drinks from the waiter, while everyone had congregated on the outside to see the happy couple married when the sun was setting. 

Taking a leisurely tour of the great house, I found a cute waiter wearing a pair of tight pants, and white shirt with a gold vest. I pulled him into a bedroom, pushed him against a wall, turned him around to face that wall, then opened a condom wrapper with my teeth, placed the condom on my dick, stripped his pants down, spit on my hands and fingers, pushed two fingers inside him, as he held on to his wet cock jacking it. I stroked my cock from the base to its pre-cum tip, shot my hips forward, and rested balls deep inside his warm hole. 

The cute waiter tightened his muscled ass as I deepened my entry with my hands wrapped around his neck. I loved to feel hair on a man’s face and he had a light five-o’clock shadow when I licked the side of his face, as my cock quivered inside his ass.  

When Max was saying I do, I was whispering in the waiter’s ear with my eyes closed, imagining that it was Max saying that to me. With the visuals of my hard cock in Max’s ass and with the waiter’s tight hole closing around my shaft, I flicked my hips against his hard ass, and I dropped my cum inside the condom. 

I didn’t pull out until I heard moans of pleasure from the waiter, who had marked the wall with white creamy liquid. 

I rushed into the bathroom, not getting the waiter’s name, because it would have been embarrassing on both our parts, because he had on a ring and I didn’t. It was one of those quick fucks where you neither remembered nor pretended you didn’t remember it happened. It was one of those fucks where you had to get a release, or you would go insane. I was insane about Max Gold, and before with a hard cock, I might have stopped the wedding when the minister asked if anyone knew why these two should not be joined together. 

Therefore, it was a good thing I got all the cum out of me so I could function, because I might have stood and yelled for Max not to marry that woman, and I might have said that the marriage was doomed.  

I knew why the marriage would be doomed, and so did Max. He was gay man trying to hide it from his father, and the elders in his company who were probably gay themselves, but heaven help anyone who came out of the closet at a certain age. 

I didn’t give a fuck who knew the truth about me. I was the opposite of my brother Jeremy who was also in the closet, and lest I forget one other brother who most definitely was suspect. 

I became aware that life was short when my younger brother had been hit by a car. I wanted to be free to live my life the way I saw fit when I became a man. Free from what the fuck society deemed was right for me. 

My father had died. My mother had died later, and all I had to worry about was brothers who wanted to isolate me from their families and wives, but since we’d been estranged for a long time, what the fuck did I care what they thought about me? I had convinced myself I was going to go on with my life, fuck who I wanted, love who I desired, and maybe have a family of my own someday. 
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After cleaning up in the nearby restroom, taking a quick shower after the waiter wanted another quickie, I left him to do what it was he needed to do. I closed the door to the room, and headed down the stairs with a wide smile, when my eyes locked on Austin. He had been navigating that winding staircase when we both stopped, and stared at each other. 

I didn’t want to see him. He was another fuck that I didn’t want to own up to. I kept walking, and he turned around to my shock, bounding behind me. 

When we reached the marble floor heading to the back where the crowds were, Austin passed me, and quickly turned around without speaking, and caught my arm. “What were you doing up there?” I blinked. Why the fuck was he asking me that? “Are you going to pretend that we never met each other?” 

“You have no right to ask me any questions,” I glanced down at his hand holding my wrist. “Get your hands off me,” I barked. Austin let his hand drop, and rested it at his side.  

Then, the waiter strolled down the stairs with a wide grin, and a sparkle in his eyes. When he passed me, he swiped his tongue across his bottom lip, but gave Austin a once over. Then he turned and eyed my cock, brushed passed Austin who had a curious glare, a sour expression, and a furrowed brow. 

“You’re mine, I said,” Austin fretted. 

“You’re out of your mind,” I growled.

“I always get what I want, and now I want you,” Austin admitted once more. 

I chuckled. “Shouldn’t that go two ways. You can’t have a man who doesn’t want to be had or kept. Maybe you have something other men don’t have. Your cock is long and thick, your body is more than fit, and you’re handsome, but it takes more than that to capture my heart.” 

“I don’t give a fuck about your heart. It’s your mind and body I want. Let me show you my world. You’ll never want to leave it. I know you’re like me. You enjoy endless sexual pleasures. You want and need sexual experiences of all kinds. I can offer you that. All you have to do is ask for it, and I will indulge you in all kinds of fantasies.” 

Never had I been so intrigued, and never had I been so afraid of one man. I kept walking and didn’t check to see if he was with me. I wished the fuck he wasn’t. When I reached the table where the wedding partygoers were eating and drinking, I walked up to Jeremy. “Where’s Max?” 

“You’re not going to start that shit again. Here, have a drink and calm the fuck down.” 

“I’m calm. All I want to do is congratulate him on his marriage and on finding a woman who will make his life worth living.” And I leaned and whispered in my brother’s ear. “I hope you do the same. I mean, find the man that will make you happy.” 

Jeremy narrowed his eyes, and his face flushed. I knew it was time to step away from the table, because I had to talk to Max. After having another drink, I circulated around the room, only to see Austin talking to two other men. I didn’t know why I felt jealous. Maybe, because I thought that he was after me, and wanted me, only to discover that he wanted a lot of men. 

The way they laughed and whispered in his ear, as he leaned in to them and then they turned and stared at me, and began laughing, I felt as if I was the object of Austin’s ridicule. I’d been someone he’d liked fucking and nothing but a disposable body. It looked as if he was their Master, and he was looking to bring someone else into his sexual cult. 

Austin’s problem was that I wouldn’t cooperate, and I wouldn’t. Ever. 
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I casually strolled away from Austin and his men’s prying eyes. I turned and headed for the French doors that led to the garden. I needed some fresh air. The air was stifling in the ballroom where people were assembled after the ceremony. 

Good. I missed that shit. There was no way I wanted to be a part of it anyway. Everyone was playing games. My brother Jeremy with his fiancé, Max with his wife Paige, and me hiding out, hoping that one day I’d have a chance with Max. And Austin, he wanted more men to play his games, and bring them in for his pleasure where he could be their lord and master, like the only virile lion in a pride. 

All I wanted was Maxwell Gold any way I could get him. I’d even settle for having him whenever he wanted me. I was a top, but I’d bottom for Max any day. That was how desperate I’d been for any part of Max. 

As I walked the grounds of Max senior’s enormous estate, I came to a stop. There was Max watching something. I moved closer where I could see him and who he’d been watching. It was his wife with her wedding gown hiked up, and a guy from the wedding party had her face forward over a table in the garden, surrounded by all kinds of flowers. 

Max stayed there until it was over and until they darted off in the direction of a shed. Perhaps because it was too cold, or perhaps they needed more privacy, where Paige could suck the groomsman’s cock. It appeared Paige sucked everyone’s cock but Max’s. Well, that was the talk anyway. 

Stumbling through the dark with his head down, Max came up on me. “Did you see that?” he questioned. Even in the dark I could see the sadness and disappointment in his eyes.  

“I’m afraid I did,” I said in a calm quiet voice. 

“Please don’t tell anyone.” 

“I promise you, Max, I won’t.” 

In the dark and the cool of the evening, I could see that Max was breathing hard, and I could see the flush of embarrassment in his face. It was time to declare my love for him. “I love you, Max.” 

“I know Jack, but I’m married now. I can’t divorce my wife.” 

“After what you saw, you still profess that you’re married and that you have a wife. What about me?” 


“There is no you with me. I can’t give myself to you. I have to uphold the Gold name—” “And that means that you will stay married to a woman who doesn’t care about you?” 



“You don’t understand.” 

I went to my knees on the thick grass. Reached and unzipped Max’s suit pants with him looking down at me, but not stopping me. I knew he wanted this, because I wanted it more than him. I was willing to put myself out there for a man I’d wanted from the day he walked in on me pleasuring myself to his picture in Jeremy’s room. 

Max laughed, and said, “I knew you liked me, but I didn’t know how much until now.” Then Jeremy showed up and he realized that there were two of us. Jeremy was my twin, and like Max, they both hid their desire for men, which was probably why they kept each other’s secret and were close friends. 

With me on my knees, and stroking Max’s cock, placing my face on his cock to rub his smell over me like an animal in heat, I taste the beads of pre-cum from his shaft, and I wanted him more than I’d ever wanted any man before. 

Max took a fistful of my hair and pulled my head up. I watched his steely eyes wash over me. “I want you, Jack, but I can’t give you what you want.” I jerked my head from his fist and laid my face on his cock, then rubbed the head of his shaft along my lips, and sniffed his musky scent on his pubic hair, mixed with a smell of vanilla soap and shower gel. I’d wanted to smell his scent for so long, and now I had the chance to engulf myself in his sexy body, even if it had to be for the last time. 

Max’s head fell back and his eyes closed when I brought his hard shaft to my lips, and drew it inside my mouth and down my throat. Max leaned forward and flicked his hips hard, which drove his cock deeper down my throat. 

“Damn, Jack, why didn’t you tell me you were that good?” It didn’t matter how well I sucked cock, Max wasn’t going to make a mistake with a man and have his father discover the truth about him, and I knew it. 

I wanted Max, but I refused to sneak around with him, and we both knew this would be the first and last time we’d be together like this. Before it was just a kiss, and with that kiss and his cock flush against mine, we dry humped each other, our tongues buried deep in each other’s mouths, claiming what we knew could never be. 

Leaning back, Max’s hard length fell from my mouth. I stood, and looked him in the eyes, feeling the desperation of not having an orgasm. I placed my palm behind his head, cupped his neck, and heaved him forward to crush his lips against mine. Max opened his mouth wide, I slid in my tongue and claimed his mouth. 

My hand held his cock firmly as he fucked my fist. At the same time, I sucked his tongue and bit his lips. Max’s hands remained at his side as if he was in shock, but he wasn’t. He knew that he wanted all of me, and not just for me to suck his cock, and he could pretend that he wasn’t a willing participant. I felt both of Max’s hands on the side of my face as his kiss deepened, then I reached and unzipped my pants, pulled out my cock to mingle with his as I took both our cocks in one hand, and began stroking them together. My pre-cum was mixing with his, and if that was all I could have tonight, then so be it, but Max needed more. 

“Turn around. Do you have a condom? I have to have you now.” I had made up my mind that whatever way I could get Max, I’d take it. 

Pulling a condom out of my inside pocket, I handed it to him. I had no lube, but my ass was primed from the night before with Austin and his men. This was my chance to feel Max inside me. 

Dropping my pants and bending over near a tree, I heard Max spit in his hand and then I reached around and placed my hands to open my ass. When I did that, I could hear Max’s heavy breathing. 

He placed his finger inside me and said, “You’re tight. I thought you would be loose. I like that you’re tight.” 

He aimed his covered cock for my hole, spat on it, and I reached for my cock and jerked it as he fondled my balls with one hand, rubbed the head of his steel cock against my tight muscles, then before I could take a breath, Max flicked his hips forward and drove inside me. I gasped, because the drinks had dissipated, and I was feeling everything. I wanted to feel Max enter me. I wanted to feel Max as he pushed deep inside, his cock’s head hitting my prostate, until I moaned, “I’m coming Max.” 

He grabbed my ass, and I felt the pressure of his hard shaft go deep and hard, and then lessened as he raised me and held me around my chest, and emptied his cum inside the condom inside me. The condom was so impersonal, and I wished that one day that he would take me bareback. 

When Max’s breathing calmed, and he released me, I felt the loss of his warm hands as he turned his back, discarded the condom, zipped up his pants, then tucked in his shirt as if he had gotten a quickie with a stranger, and now he was ashamed of his actions. 

“I have to go Jack. I hope I see you in the future. I’m a married man, so we can only see each other in a social setting.” Then, he left me without a kiss. He left me cold and wanting more from him that he already said he couldn’t give. 

I tucked in my shirt and zipped my pants, stepped over the ropes of cum on the ground, and headed for the parking lot. I couldn’t remember the limo we’d rode in, but I was sure it was the one I opened the door to, expecting to hide until everything was over. 

Opening and stepping into the limo, my eyes met the man I was most afraid of—Austin. “I’m in the wrong car,” I said, turning to get out.  

“No. You’re in the right car. You smell like you could use a drink,” and he handed me his. It was Scotch without ice, and the glass was full. After Max, I did need a drink, and I took it. Bad idea, because I drank more and began to tell Austin how humiliated I’d been, because I was in love and thought I was a top, yet I let Max top me. 

“It appears that when you drink you are a bottom. You had no trouble the other night allowing me and my men to fuck you. It appears you may enjoy being a bottom after all. It has its advantages,” Austin assured me. 

I felt his fingers open my shirt, and his soft palm against my bare chest, rubbing my nipple and squeezing it. Austin placed his hand on my covered cock, kneading and massaging it as we groaned together from excited desire, brought on by Austin’s talented mouth and hand. 

Austin licked and bit my nipple. I groaned with arousal, needing intense satisfaction that I didn’t get from Max. I could have gone on all night with Max claiming me, because my cock was still hard for him. 

However, I wanted to be on my knees in a bed, sucking ropes of cum from the slit of Max’s thick cock’s head, but I settled for Austin. He leaned back as I groaned from the loss of his warm mouth covering my nipple, and his teeth tugging and pulling at it.

With a mischievous sexy smile, Austin cupped one hand behind my neck, and pulled me down to his cock after unzipping his pants, and he reached for his throbbing erection and teased my lips with the thick head. I tasted his pre-cum and I became aroused, then opened my mouth to take in the taste of his cum, and the aroma of musk and expensive-smelling shower gel. His hips shot up and I took his shaft down my throat, after closing my eyes, and imagining that it was Max I’d been making love to. 

“That’s right boy,” he said breathlessly. I positioned myself on my knees in his limo. “You know how to suck cock, and now I need you to suck me off. Take my cum from me. That’s right. That’s right... Yes... Yes, baby. I’ve been waiting for you all night, and here you are, and you’ll never leave me, because I will give you everything you need. And you will never have a need for Max Gold again. I’m your Master now.” 

Austin pulled his cock from my mouth, sliding it back from the base to the tip when I sat back on my haunches waiting. He closed his eyes, aimed his large thick cock for my mouth, and I swallowed it down my throat. His cum followed. 

“Swallow it, Jack. You’re mine now,” he barked. And for some reason I did as he commanded me to do. “When we get to my apartment, I will give you every sexual pleasure you ask for, or will ever need, to be mine fully. Then, if you want to leave you can. Tell me now. Do you want to come with me?” 

“Yes.”  

End of Book 1 

You can visit Jack Westbrook in the Fascination Series Books 1-3. Read now a portion of book 1 “Say It” below. 

“I knew he was trouble the minute I saw his beautiful face, that body, and the way he strode up to me, extending his hand. However, he fascinated me and I had to have him.”
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Chapter 1

Jeremy
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“No fucking way?” I murmured into the empty silence, just as I’d planned to pour myself a drink of Scotch on the rocks after I stepped out of the shower and dried off. I needed something strong. I placed the bottle down after pouring a slug. I closed my eyes for a moment, then I collected my thoughts. I wasn’t about to reach for a robe. If whoever had the nerve to show up at my door, they’d get what they were looking for—a naked ass with a hard cock.  

After a quick sip, I placed the much-needed drink on the table, and sauntered over to the intercom to call security. Where the fuck was security and what the fuck were they doing? Giving each other a blowjob? I questioned.  

Wasn’t it their job to scrutinize my guests and at least ask if I wanted to be bothered tonight? Or tell them I’m not here. Which wouldn’t be a lie. I glanced over at the clock. I wasn’t supposed to be here. I was supposed to be dressing, so I could go over to that fucking country club. This was the third ring. 

“I explicitly left orders for security to say that I’m out for the fucking evening,” I huffed, raising my finger to hit the button. Then came a loud knock. 

Now I wanted to see just who had the balls to knock on my door.  

I enjoyed my privacy. Everyone who knew me knew I didn’t want any company, especially since I’d been home for only a few days. Everyone except Max Gold that was. He didn’t respect my boundaries when he wanted something. I looked down at my watch sitting on a table with my keys, and saw it was later than I thought. “Fucking jet lag has my body all screwed up.”  

I didn’t expect anyone today, must be a package, I rationalized. I inadvertently turned the lock, opening the door without looking through the peephole.

“What the fuck do you want?” I barked. I peered at the man in black with wide eyes and open mouth. Now I was shocked. My eyes locked on the six-foot, blue-eyed, black sheep of the Westbrook family. There was always one in the family, and Jack Westbrook, my twin brother, was the one who now carried that title. Once it had been me, when my family wondered if I’d ever get married. I’d been postponing that for far too long, and everyone—especially my brothers and their wives —had started gossiping about me behind my back.

I’d been suspect of being gay, and my older brothers with their wives had questioned me at every turn. 

“When are you going to marry Annalisa?” They’d corralled me at a family gathering in front of her, just to ask that question, hoping to get me to commit to something. 

I did—my freedom. 

They’d asked me too many times, and I’d forgotten what my excuses were. I’d finally given them different answers, until even I became nauseated at the sound and thought of my voice, and the idea of marriage. The only one who didn’t appear to care had been my youngest brother, Carter, and Jack.  

However, Thomas and Jarrett were wearing me down to the point that I was willing to give up my freedom, say, “fuck it,” and do the right thing—whatever that was.

Jack, nevertheless, had the balls to admit that he was gay and owned it. With me I couldn’t. I couldn’t admit that I loved men, wanted to be with one, wanted to spend the rest of my life with a man whom I loved, and who turned me on in the worst way. That was my one and only desire—to find a man I could hold in my arms, look him in the eyes and say that I loved him. 

I wanted to spend the rest of my life inside his hard body once I found him, go to sleep at night with my cock inside his hole. That was a dream, of course, but it would never come true, because I had yet to meet anyone that incredible, who would hold my attention for more than a minute, and would make me want him the way I’d envisioned. 

Besides, I was supposed to be straight and I couldn’t see starting over, and having to endure what Jack had suffered from our family. A family of five fucking men, all straight and one gay. I’d say that was a good ratio. Out of five boys only one was gay—if you took me out of the equation.  

“Aren’t you going to invite me in, big brother? How long do you expect me to stand out here while you gawk at me as if you’ve never seen me before?” Jack questioned, as his glance wandered to his right and left, and then over my shoulder. “Don’t tell me you have company, because I know you better than that, Jeremy.” Jack uttered with a weak voice. I reached for my robe on the hallstand and shrugged my arms through the sleeves, then tied the belt as I watched Jack, and I wondered what it could be this time.  

“Since you know me so well, then why are you invading my privacy?” 

Jack’s eyes met mine and then he pushed past me. I turned to see him march over to my glass and bottle on the table, reach for the bottle, then pour Scotch into my glass after emptying the ice into the butler’s sink, then filling the short glass to the brim, he guzzled down my expensive liquor. 

“What the fuck is it this time?” I asked, standing behind him. “Who are you running from?” I met his glare as he turned, his brow furrowed making a V. Then his closed mouth curled up to the right into a tight smile. 

“No one. Can’t I show up at my brother’s apartment without insinuations about my past?” Jack poured himself another drink, which fed my suspicions about him. There was something he wasn’t telling me. Someone or something had him on the run. 

“You know why I asked you, Jack.” I sat and observed his body language. Maybe that would tell me something. “You’re my twin and whatever the fuck you’ve gotten yourself into now, I need to know about it.” 

Jack slid down heavily on the sofa across from me as if he’d been up for days, and by the looks of him, dark circles around his eyes, and his soiled clothes with coffee stains, that left only one question in my mind.  

“What is it this time? A disgruntled lover or two, the Russian mob, or both?” 

He aimed a quick smirk my way. “It’s neither. I just missed you and wanted to see you. Can I stay a few days?” Jack asked. 

What the fuck was I to do? If he came to my door, it must have been something serious and I couldn’t turn my brother away. And if it was a serious matter, he wasn’t going to tell me. 

“You can stay as long as you need to, but if you stay past a week, you will have to tell me what you’re running from. I’m your identical twin remember, and I need to know, because someone might mistake me for you.” 

“No one would make a blunder like that. Look at you. Mr. Straight Arrow. Mr. Designer-Suit-Wearing Straight Guy. A robe out of one of those old movies with your initials embossed on the pocket.” He traced the gold letters on the pocket of my robe with his finger. “That’s the picture you want to give to our brothers. By the way, how are the rest of the family?” Jack groaned, holding on to the bottle of Scotch and pouring another drink. 

After Jack placed the bottle of Scotch down, I pulled the bottle nearer to me. “Don’t you think you’ve had enough to drink?” 

He gazed at me and wiggled his brows.  “I think you’re right.” Jack looked up and aimed his baby blues my way. “What happened to that hot boss of yours?”

“Max?” I furrowed my brows. I didn’t get it, Jack asking about Max after all these years?  

“Yeah. Maxwell Gold,” Jack said, his voice deepened as he pronounced each part of Max’s name separately. 

I rose from the sofa, took a few steps to get a glass to pour myself a drink, then I looked over at a clock on the table under the lamp, and realized that I was going to be late. 

“Look, Jack, you can stay here. I promised Max that I’d do something for him. He’s depending on me and I have to be there. As much as I’d like to stay here and entertain you, I can’t.”

“Still dancing to Max’s music I see. I guess you’re going to marry that girlfriend of yours and be like Max. Completely miserable. Completely fucked up.” Jack chuckled, as if the joke was on me. Maybe it was, but who was he to talk? He didn’t appear as if his gay lifestyle had brought him the fun he’d been chasing, or he wouldn’t be at my door.  

“Max isn’t miserable any longer,” I interjected.

“What? He finally divorced that gold digger? I won’t be so crass as to call her a bitch, but you and I know what she wanted from Max, and it wasn’t his magnificent body or his cock.”

“And I know what you wanted from him too, Jack. The problem was that he wasn’t willing to declare his love for anyone, especially you.”

“He loved me. I know,” Jack insisted as he leaned, reaching for his empty glass and holding it up.

“Just one more drink that’s all you get, and I have to go,” I scolded him. “When I leave, take a shower, and get some sleep in one of the guest bedrooms. There are clothes in the closet.”

“No fucking way. I’m not wearing a suit.”

“No one is asking you to,” I replied. “There are clothes in the closet fit for your behavior, like jogging suits and sneakers,” I teased, hoping that it wasn’t lost on him. It wasn’t, because as drunk as Jack was, he raised an eyebrow, smiled, and saluted me with his full glass of Scotch. 

“If you need coffee, there’s some in the pantry. Or, you can warm up the morning coffee. Looking at you, you won’t be able to find the coffeepot or cup. Aw, fuck. I’ll brew you some before I go.” 

I turned, planning to go and get dressed, but Jack grabbed my arm. He did that because he wanted to talk. 

“You didn’t finish telling me about Max?” Jack had been in love with Max from the first time he saw him, but after a one-night stand with him, Jack had left the country. I thought it was a one-way love affair where Jack found Max at a vulnerable time, the night of Max’s wedding when he had caught his new wife, Paige, fucking someone in the garden. 

Jack went to his knees in front of Max, and offered his mouth to him, but instead of Max falling in love with Jack, it was Jack who had fallen in love. He admitted that much to me.  

“Are you still crazy about Max?” I questioned. 

“No. I’ve had many a Max in my life. Too many to count, and I don’t intend to get my heart broken again. If you aren’t man enough to own up to what you are, and be comfortable with it, then why the fuck would I waste my time with anyone like that?” I didn’t know if Jack had meant what he’d said, however, I thought I should tell him, and I did. 

“Max is married now... and his husband is trans.” 

“What the fuck? Are you just telling me this to hurt me?” he barked, slurring his words.

“Why would I want to hurt you, Jack? You’re just like me. We’re twins. It would be like hurting myself if I were to try.” I think he understood. 

The End of the Preview of “Say It” You can get book 1 in the Fascination series or snag The Fascination Boxed series with all 3 Books  
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Chapter 1 

Robbie 
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When I opened my locker I’d been thinking about my life as a seventeen-year-old gay teenager, and I’d been wondering where my life would lead, and what it would add up to when I glanced up and spotted Edward Houston walking down the stairs at our local high school in Sioux Falls. I saw him before his eyes reached mine. He stood tall, lean, muscular arms, with a girl clutching each bicep as they regarded his captivating blue eyes and engrossing handsome face. 

I imagined that I smelled him, the singular odor of his aftershave that he’d used that day. In reality I knew it was impossible for me to get a scent of Edward, because there was too much distance between us. Therefore, I blamed my brain for high jacking my reality and dropping me face first into a fantasy world.

With an envious heart, I wished those girls would trip, fall face down, however, Edward would probably catch them both before they’d break a nail or lose a false eyelash. 

Looking at his large hands and tremendous arms, I dreamed he’d reach and hold me one night, and every night after that, and I would no longer be lonely for the touch and the love I craved.  

Strolling down the stairs, measuring his steps, Edward wore the sexiest smile on his lips as they curled up to the right. And why shouldn’t he be confident and happy? He was popular, and the way the girls laughed at what he was saying, he had to be a man with a sense of humor. I loved a man or boy with a sense of humor, but I’d never found one, or gotten close enough to one to experience what it would be like to be able to laugh and be happy all the time.  

All I could think about was, he had it all. With that face, he could go and do anything he wanted in life, and I wanted to be with him when he did. 

Yet, that was just a fantasy that roamed through my mind and shook me to my core. I sucked in a large breath, and realized that it was all a dream, and I’d never get a chance to experience anything with him, especially since he was straight.  

That scene of him strolling down those stairs was a typical cliché to me, where I’d seen this many times play out in teen movies, where a younger girl would stand in awe of a boy like him, hoping to catch his eye one day. 

Nevertheless, it was then the planets lined up, and we locked eyes. As he swiped his tongue over his top lip, it was then I knew he was the man I’d wanted and dreamed of all my life. 

The entire school and teachers knew I was openly gay, and I thought that perhaps he knew it too. He was a senior, perhaps eighteen or nineteen, a football hero, and from what I knew of him, he was straight as an arrow, or so I thought until this very day when his eyes met mine, and my heart went into overdrive. I never did recover from that penetrating glance, that knowing gaze from his look, and one swipe of his tongue signaled to me that he wanted me. I was startled and didn’t know what to do, and wondered if every signal I saw from him was real. 

Had I misunderstood his signals? Were those really signals that he wanted me?

I knew I had to belong to him if only for one night. Gay or straight, I needed to have those muscular arms wrapped firmly around me and then I would know—everything. How do you know when you meet your life partner? I asked myself. When would it be too soon to declare that he was the only man for me?  

Just like a foolish school girl, head in the clouds, who had a crush on the most popular boy in high school, I headed off to tell my friends about my heart-stopping experience, news of a new handsome boyfriend who’d just come to town, and I had been sure that he had to be gay and that he desired me. 

Just like a silly teenager, I ran through the school, breathless, to get to my friends in the parking lot. I’d been so excited and I couldn’t keep that news to myself. I knew I had to be sure, but deep down, I had to tell someone, and who better to tell and get some feedback than people closest to me—my gay friends standing in the parking lot after school. I rushed up to them as they congregated around their cars. 

“The good-looking senior made eye contact with me,” I said breathless. “Guess what? There’s this stunning-looking senior who made eye contact with me,” I repeated over and over, excited, clutching my backpack in one hand, ready to toss it into the rear of my car.

They turned to me, smiling, knowing I couldn’t keep anything for long, especially not something as important as discovering a new gay hottie. 

“I think Edward Houston is gay,” I clapped, so excited I almost had an orgasm. Stan, Caleb, and Megan turned and handed me one of their don’t-get-too-carried away smiles as they prepared to climb into their respective cars, where they were headed home, or to their after-school jobs, but took the time to indulge my fantasy each time I thought a boy smiled at me, or gave me the eye.  

Megan had said many times that she wasn’t looking forward to going home. She leaned against the door of her mom’s old minivan talking to everyone and anyone who passed. That was why I’d known she’d been open to my piece of gossip, and she’d stay and listen if only to humor me.  

Megan’s after-school job had been to care for her younger brother and sister, and two dogs if she got home before her parents, while her mother headed for the grocery store, or did other chores that some mothers did, when they’d been in the house all day, caring for dogs, and young children. Megan had said on many occasions that she wanted to be anywhere other than going home, so she patiently waited for me to calm down, and tell the group about my newest crush.  

“Get the fuck out of here,” Stan shouted, practically jumping up and down. “Are you sure? Because, I’m making a play for him now.” Stan always the pessimist and always on the hunt for someone to hook up with, couldn’t wait for me to finish telling him about my newest and only crush. 

“Don’t even think about it. Edward Houston is hands off to you, Stan. Don’t you have this teacher you’re in love with?”  

He practically had a running stance like the sprinters at the Olympics. The only problem, his stance was more of a girl who’d never run a race in her life. Stan, a twink now, but headed for the Queens’ ball, if there ever was one in South Dakota, which I doubted would ever come to Sioux Falls, and if it did, it would be because Stan would be the first to organize it. 

Stan wore the most outrageous clothing, with a multitude of colors on his jackets, and patches on his jeans. He’d said that he would become a designer just like his idol, Jillian Demarco, a designer he’d envied, and if he could get to New York, he’d find him and marry him.  

Stan had been kicked out of a private Catholic school, because of his outrageous outfits and he’d refused to conform to the dress code. That was why he was in public school now, and trying to date anyone who looked or acted gay, even if they weren’t. That and because his foster father refused to pay for his private education anymore, because Stan’s inheritance ran out, and he discovered that he couldn’t get his hands on the rest of the money owed to Stan. However, Stan would get the remainder of his inheritance once he turned twenty.  

“No, you can’t do that, Robbie,” Megan said to Stan.  

“Do what?” Stan, Caleb, and I said in unison.  

“You can’t out someone when you don’t know for sure whether they’re gay or not. All you’re looking to do is get your feelings hurt, and get noticed or maybe worse.” She stared at me, put her hand on my shoulder, and said, “Robbie, he’s a football jock for fuck’s sake. You have to be sure about him. I want you to find someone and get laid, or kissed as much as the rest of us here—” 

“Speak for yourself,” Stan barked at Megan, and placed his hand on his hip, then wrapped one arm around his waist, relaxed his elbow on his hand, with a fist under his chin.  

Megan rolled her eyes at Stan. “I want this more than your boys here. You’re at a disadvantage if you don’t get some kind of experience before you turn thirty, but not with him. There are lots of gay guys in this godforsaken place who are interested in you, but you won’t look at them. You’ve been obsessing over Edward since he moved here from one of those little farming towns in Iowa. You can’t go around thinking that you can turn a straight dude to gay,” Megan cautioned. 

“He’s not straight. I can tell he’s gay.” I begged them to listen, and give me some kind of encouragement. All I had was a feeling about Edward, and I knew I could trust my instincts. My mother always said that I had great sensitivity when it came to people. However, I’d begun to doubt myself, because what did I know about men—straight or gay? 

I’d never been any place in my life but Sioux Falls, South Dakota and the neighboring states. Never hung out with anyone but my friends. I’d never had any boys or men make a pass at me, or maybe they did and I just didn’t know what to look for. Never been kissed, never been touched by a man, straight or gay, with the exception of my father, and he didn’t count. When I made the honor society, my father would rake his fingers through my hair, and say, “Well done, little man.” 

So, what the fuck did I know, and that’s why I’d been called Extra Virgin by everyone. The only thing I didn’t have was a tee shirt with the words written across it. Stan promised me one for Christmas, and I promised him that I’d kill him if he gave it to me. 

Even a Virgin would be a step up, but I’d never been kissed by anyone. 

Now Megan had filled my head with doubt that Edward Houston was gay. I’d needed my friends’ assurances, and they were falling short on that, and I doubted their advice would be trustworthy. 

I went to them because that was what friends did, gave advice, and told you the truth. I thought they were trying hard to tell me the truth with a good piece of advice, but I wanted them to lie to me, so I could go home and dream about Edward’s handsome ass, jerk off to the picture of him in my head, because in all reality what else did I have?

All I had were my dreams and instincts that he was indeed gay. Like that, I could save myself for him, because one day I was sure he’d be mine.  

Deep down inside I knew now that I would always want Edward Houston, and I would never stop wanting him until I had him. I didn’t care how long it took to get that first kiss from him, so I could rightly say that I was no longer an Extra Virgin, and I was willing to wait for that fateful day.  

My friends began referring to me as Extra V., and I wanted to rid myself of that title, and become a gay man who had been plucked by the most gorgeous man in Sioux Falls.  

“Take Megan’s advice, Robbie. That dude lives next door to me, and I would have known if he was gay. I went as far as to slip into my parents’ hot tub naked with him looking over the fence at me. He just shook his head, smirked, turned away and called to his dogs. I’ve never seen any indication of him being gay,” Stan said. 

“Never once did he smile at me, or give me the eye, and my locker is next to his,” Caleb added.  

“Well, Caleb, since you’re such an expert on who’s gay and who isn’t, what should I look for?” Caleb rolled his eyes. “Come on I’m waiting,” I said. “You never knew I was gay until I told you,” I bragged. I wanted Caleb to prove to me that I was wrong, but he couldn’t. He threw up his arms. 

“What the fuck do you want from me?” Caleb huffed.  

Stan placed his arm over my shoulder. “That’s because, my friend, you were a loner until you met us. Megan and I knew. We basically all knew since you were in middle school. Even Caleb here who pays no attention to anything. We just wondered when you would tell us. We didn’t expect you to stand up in class during show and tell, and confess to everyone that you were gay,” Stan said.  

“I was feeling... fuck, I didn’t know what I was feeling, but I’d gotten to a place where I didn’t care anymore, because I’d been so depressed at what my parents would say. Mrs. Kraig called them first and told them what I’d done during show and tell. The class on the other hand clapped and cheered, until old Mrs. Kraig told them to sit down, and that was when she marched me to the office where my parents came to talk to the principal. 

“Mrs. Kraig was lucky I didn’t pull down my pants and moon everyone, but then that’s something Stan would do.” Stan gave me the thumbs up. “That memorable day in my young life, when my parents were called to the principal’s office, where I kept quiet not saying anything. I think they wanted me to tell them, and I did that night when my mother called me up from the basement for dinner.  

“After I told my parents, they didn’t say anything, except, ‘Load the dishes in the dishwasher, Robbie,’ and, ‘You’d better get a good education because you will need one.’” 

“Yeah, I remember that day. You were awesome, but you still haven’t had a relationship with anyone and that’s a shame. What a waste. It’s because of you, Robbie, that we all came out. You’re my hero, Robbie,” Stan hailed.  

“Robbie, normally someone your age would have had several hookups, searched internet sites to meet guys, but you never did. You were so brave and yet so afraid,” Caleb added.  

It wasn’t that I was afraid, I just thought someone would come into my life and I would know it—Megan cut through my thoughts as I shrugged my shoulders.  

Megan placed her palms on both sides of my face. “That’s why we called you Extra Virgin, sweetheart. In this school, in this town everyone knows everyone’s business, and if you had a boyfriend, and he’d even kissed you, it would be front-page news. The whole town would know about it. Before we became your friends, we call you Extra Virgin behind your back,” Megan joked. 

“What do you call me now, since you know me so well?” I questioned.  

“Just plain weird,” Stan said. I furrowed my brow, glanced over at my three supposedly best friends, and they laughed, “Just joking.” 

“But seriously, Robbie, you need to get laid and if not laid, kiss someone. You need to be in practice for the man that will sweep you off your feet, take you from this town, and bring you to the city where the norms are more relaxed. That’s what I’m going to do when I graduate. I’m going off to a large city. Maybe San Francisco or New York,” Caleb bragged.  

“I’ve always wanted to go to New York,” I added.  

“Maybe Edward Houston will take you there one day,” Stan chuckled. 

“You need to stop fucking with Robbie,” Megan said, walking away from us to her car. Leaning against the door, keys in her hand, she turned and faced us. 

“Robbie, don’t listen to them they’re jealous. But don’t spend your life dreaming of something that may never happen. Try to live in the now.” She kissed me on my cheek. “I have to get home. I’m late,” Megan huffed, then hit a button, unlocking her convertible Volkswagen Beetle. She started it up, waved, and left us standing in the parking lot looking at each other, wondering if this was all there was. 

Would we forever be caught in Sioux Falls, wishing and dreaming about what could have been?  

Just as we strolled over to our cars, backpacks in hand, parked side by side, we saw Edward exit the school gym alone, on his way to his old Mustang, opened the car door, leaned over the top, palms down, then he smiled at me.  

****  
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Oh, lord, that smile had my heart hammering, and my cock a full hard-on, with chills racing through me. My legs became weak and my first thought was maybe I was sick. Maybe I’d caught something. 

I’d caught the Edward Houston fever and it was incurable.

I casually brought my backpack to the front of my groin, to cover my embarrassing display of need. I needed to be fucked like last year, and the years before that, but especially now. 

Edward slanted his head to the side, and aimed an acknowledging smile at Stan and Caleb. I was close enough to Stan to nudge him in his side.  

“I’m having an open house party for my graduation. You can stop by, Robbie, and bring your friends,” he said with a smile. 

He knew my name. That made it official. Few people who were new to Sioux Falls knew me and he did. Which meant he’d had to inquire about me. Maybe his girlfriends told him about me, since they were in class that fateful day when I came out. 

My cock grew hard, and my heart beat in my chest. I had to inhale. “Your friend knows where I live.” And just like that, he jumped into his beat-up Mustang, and took off.  

“I think he likes you,” Stan said, gushing from ear to ear. 

“Wow. Our boy might bag the most sought-after big man on campus after all. From what I hear, he has a football scholarship to one of those well-known colleges in Oregon. That’s not far. You can visit him,” Caleb said, turning to me and then Stan with wide-eyed wishful thinking. 

Caleb had me engaged, married, and with children and a couple of dogs before I’d gotten out of the school parking lot. I thought he’d left out the kissing and fucking. Caleb went straight to planning my wedding, and living happily ever after.  

“Have you two lost your mind? Listen to yourself, Caleb. You should know better. He just invited you, because I’m here and I live next door to him. They always invite neighbors to a thing like that. He might not be there, and all you’ll see is his class, teachers, and their parents going from house to house, stuffing their faces with food. They’re having about twenty parties like this all over town,” Stan warned. 

“Don’t be such a Debbie Downer, Stan. We’re trying to get Robbie laid, that’s all,” Caleb confessed. “If you and I can’t have Edward, why not Robbie? We can all live vicarious through the stories Robbie will tell us. We want to know if his cock is thick and long.” 

“I want to know if you sucked his cock, or he sucked yours—” I cut Stan off, because I hated to tell him that I didn’t kiss and tell, and until I was kissed first, I had nothing to tell.  

“I’m not doing any such thing. So don’t ask me,” I barked.  

“We’re not asking, because it will never happen. He just wants you to do some of the things he can’t get someone else to do, like run errands, keep you interested until he leaves this place, and then maybe one night he’ll call you and ask you to suck his cock when he’s desperate enough, or who knows what else,” Stan said, as if he’d experienced that before.  

“I don’t care. I’m going over to your house, Stan, and if you’re a friend you’d better come with me to his party,” I bellowed. “And you too, Caleb.”  

“Okay, but don’t forget that I warned you,” Stan instructed, before trotting off to his car and heading for his after-school job. 

My job was to get good grades, because my mother and father had insisted on that, since I came out to them about my interest in boys. Not just an interest, but a way of life, and I told them that I wouldn’t change and they accepted it.

However, I’d asked them to work after school, because my friends were working too. They refused, because they said they knew what was best for me, therefore, I never wanted to disappoint them for being so understanding, so I studied hard, because I wanted to get out of Sioux Falls with its cold, rainy winters, and straight men.  

I’d always thought I belonged in a city, and that was my plan, that and staying a virgin for as long as I could, just to be ready for Edward Houston when he wanted me, which looked as if it would be the hardest thing I’d ever done in my life, besides coming out as gay in middle school.  

However, it might have been like Stan said. I was getting ahead of myself, because the hardest thing to do was to get close enough to a man without knowing if he was gay or straight, and if Edward had been straight, how was it possible to have the kind of relationship I wanted with him, without wasting half my life?  
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Chapter 2

Robbie  
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On graduation day, Edward’s graduation of course, a windy cold night in May, I found myself standing in line with my friends, Megan, Stan, and Caleb at the local college, moving through the crowd to get a seat in the bleachers for the high-school ceremony of my favorite man. I couldn’t have been more excited if it had been my last year. I thought I knew that once Edward had graduated, I had a chance to get next to him, if only to get a kiss from him, which could last until I was grown enough to find him, and make him mine.  

I didn’t know I’d be sitting this long through all the ceremony, and my ass had become too acquainted with the wooden seats longer than I could stand, and longer than my friends had planned either. 

Sometime after the graduates marched in and took their seats, Stan and Caleb got up and left me sitting there alone. I hadn’t noticed, because my eyes were on Edward, so I didn’t care. I just wanted to see Edward in his cap and gown, and be there to stand and give him a shout out, even though the school had advised us not to.  

I sat through grueling hours of songs, speeches, and finally, they called Edward’s name. He strutted on stage, girls almost fainted, guys cheered as I stood and shouted out Edward’s name as loud as I could. Then someone threw a paper at me, which said to sit down and shut the fuck up, so I did.  

When everything was over, I made my way down the bleachers through the hordes of young guys who had graduated along with Edward. “Edward, Edward Houston,” I shouted. For some strange reason he’d heard his name being called through the loud chatter of voices. He kept turning his head to see who was yelling at him. He turned when I grabbed his arm. “Would you take a picture with me?” 

Stopping in his tracks, Edward glanced over at his friends as they made their way through the crowd, waving at who I thought were their family members. 

“Go on without me,” Edward shouted to the two guys headed in the same direction as the exit. “I see my parents and my girls. We’ll meet up later,” he said to them.  

Then he turned to me, “You can take my picture over there,” he insisted, turning me around where I was in front of him. Then a large group ambled down from the bleachers, and sandwiched me and Edward together. They were pushing from behind, and Edward moved close against my butt, I felt his stiff cock harden against my jeans. I’d enjoyed the closeness, and when the crowd stopped, without looking behind me, I knew it was Edward who had ground against my ass, and I heard a soft moan close to my ear.  

At that time I thought he’d gotten close to me, because of the large crowd pushing him, forcing him in the direction of the exit. When we came to an open space that accommodated everyone, I felt the absence of Edward’s hard body and length. I glanced around looking for him. He’d moved in front of me, and when I turned back he said, “Do you have your phone?” 

When I reached into my pocket, Megan was passing by with her friends, and I waved to her. She scooted over quickly, because she saw the look on my face. I had a smile from ear to ear and Edward stood there with his arm over my shoulder. 

I never thought I could ever recreate that feeling I got from that moment in my life when Edward Houston had his arm draped around my shoulder, his fingers pressing into my flesh. My face heated and that warmth covered every pore on my body. Edward turned and whispered in my ear, “You’re so warm. I wonder what you’ll feel like once I’m inside you.”

Oh fuck me, but that was hot. 

I turned to him with wide eyes and all I could say, in a shaky voice, was, “Megan take a picture of us.” She clicked my phone with Edward’s arm holding me, and the heat from his body overwhelmed me. Then he leaned in and she clicked several more pictures. On the last picture, a girl grabbed his hand and pulled him away. 

“We’re waiting for you, Ed,” she cooed. He offered me a small smile and hunched his shoulders and left.

As I watched him fall into the crowd, and leave me, he turned and said, “You’re coming to open house, aren’t you?” I smiled, because I knew that he wanted me there. “Why don’t you come early?” he suggested.  

“Did you hear that, Megan? He wants me there early.” My mind had taken hold of me and my dreams got ahead of me. I did see a future with Edward.  

“I wouldn’t get too excited if I were you. Be careful, Robbie, I have a funny feeling about him.” 

“I have one too, and I’m sure it’s not like yours,” Caleb said, standing behind me with both hands on my shoulders. The sound of Caleb’s voice was ominous. I hoped it wasn’t a sign of things to come, because I needed to have someone to dream about. It was the first time I’d known I’d fallen in love with someone, and I’d made up my mind that I was ready to offer myself to Edward. 

“Now that this is over and Edward knows you’re alive, which doesn’t mean a damn thing, we can go out and have pizza and cokes while we plan our futures,” Stan said, walking up to us. 

“I can’t stay out late,” Megan admitted. I’ll see you guys another day. If I’m going to be a doctor, I need my rest for all the nights I won’t get it as an intern.”  

“Because you have to babysit? I asked. “You know you can’t save up sleep like you can money.” 

“And you can’t save up dreams and expect them all to come true,” Megan answered. 

“Megan has a curfew, and besides, she’s a girl who needs her rest for her dream man,” Stan joked. 

Megan showed Stan her middle finger and we all rushed through the rain to Caleb’s car, his father’s old Volvo station wagon. Once we climbed inside, Caleb said, “Buckle up, because the insurance is high, and my father’s business isn’t doing well. I don’t know if I’ll be able to go to college outside of South Dakota. I’ll probably have to go to community college with Stan and you. Where am I going to find hot guys here in Sioux Falls?” Caleb said, then drew in a hard breath, and let out a sigh. “Oh, I didn’t mean that you guys weren’t hot.”  

“We know what you meant. You have to look hard, but they’re here, but probably in the closet,” Stan said. 

Caleb glanced over at Stan sitting near me as he looked behind to back out of his parking space. His brow furrowed. “How do you know?” 

Megan chimed in, “He knows. Stan’s been fucking the gym teacher.” 

“Mr. Donavan? You’re kidding,” I said, turning to Stan. I thought you were a virgin too.

“There are virgins, and there are virgins. I’m a top when I want to be, and unlike someone I know, I don’t have a virgin ass.” 

“Do I need to hear this?” Megan questioned. “Can we save those conversations for when only the boys are around? I’d like to think of Mr. Donavan as a perfect teacher with a wife and kids, and not some hot old dude you’re bottoming out in,” Megan said, and we all laughed. Well, not all of us.  

“If you must know, he’s not old if you consider thirty old. He’s hot and—” 

“You’re underage, Stan. He could be brought up on charges.” 

“And how old is Edward? I bet you don’t know. You’re seventeen and he’s probably nineteen, and—” 

I interrupted him. “It’s not the same thing, and if you don’t know the difference then I can’t tell you. Just be careful if you don’t want your favorite piece of ass to be hauled off to jail, and you’d have to support his family.” 

I think it finally registered with Stan that he could be in trouble, and Mr. Donavan could be in worse trouble if that piece of news ever got out, about a high-school student fucking the teacher. 

It’s not that it never happened, it’s happening too often between female and male students, but a high-school boy, and his male teacher, now that’s another animal entirely. 

That would make national news and nothing made the news in Sioux Falls, South Dakota except the latest meatpacking scandal. And it was a scandal that no one found out about what went on in the meat industry, it being unsafe for its workers, until now.  

“How did you keep that a secret?” I questioned Stan, then thought better of it. “No don’t tell me. I don’t want to be an accessory after the fact.” 

“You sound like a lawyer, Robbie,” Stan said. “Do I really have to take care of his family if he goes to jail?” I never answered Stan. Either he was too dumb to know that he’d been playing with fire by having sex with an older man with a family, or he was just plain stupid. I’d like to think that my friends were smarter than they were. It wouldn’t say much for me when someone found out that I was hanging around with his stupid ass. Yet, he was my friend and what could I say about that? Especially when I didn’t have many friends.  

I just left it out there in the air. Megan was giggling so loud that she had to put her hand over her mouth. 

“You wanted to know why I’m still a virgin. I wanted to protect my name. I wanted the man I fell in love with to have something special and pure,” I admitted, as the car drove through the rain, and the wipers worked hard in that old car to keep up. 

“Yeah, and you will be an extra virgin all your life, because no man is looking for purity. They want someone who’s been around the block, sucked cock without choking more than once, knows how to kiss and doesn’t mind being tied up, fucked by him and his friends, and knows how to rim asses, give a blow job in a car, in an alley, and in a bathroom stall, maybe in the course of one night. Or wherever his cock gets hard,” Stan confessed. 

The silence filled the car for once, and all we heard were the worn wipers on the window and our thoughts. Now we were finding out about our friend, Stan, which we didn’t know before, but had guessed at. It was one thing to think about it and wonder, but another thing to realize that he was a whorish slut and proud of it—and this was from his own mouth.  

“Not every man wants those salacious things,” I offered.  

“To hell they don’t. Men live to fuck. Isn’t that right, Caleb?” Stan countered.  

“Leave me out of this.” 

“What do you say, Megan?” 

“I say you’re right, Stan.” 

“What do you know, Megan?” I asked, because I thought straight men were different and Megan couldn’t possibly know what a gay man wanted in the bed. Boy was I wrong.  

“I’m a woman, I’m going to become a doctor, and that should say a lot.” Megan left it at that. Pulling up to the place to get a quick pizza, we piled out of the car and ordered it to go. Then, we drove over to the Walmart parking lot to see who was hanging out there. No one yet, it wasn’t late enough, and we couldn’t hang out for long. We ate our pizza in the car and tossed the boxes.

It was different with Stan, he made his own curfew.  

Stan had said that his foster parents, who were his uncle and aunt, didn’t care as long as they had access to money to care for him when his parents died in a car crash.  

When we’d eaten our pizza in the Walmart parking lot, Stan climbed out of the car, and said, “I’ll see you tomorrow. Come early before Edward’s open house. I have some new video games.” 

“Where the fuck are you going, Stan?” I questioned. 

“To be a slut,” he replied. 

“If your parents called the house, what do I tell them?” 

“They won’t.” And he headed to the inside of the store, after stopping and pulling out his phone.  

We dropped off Megan after we’d eaten all of the pizza, and drank most of the cokes, and then what did we have to do, but ride around wishing we were anywhere except Sioux Falls, South Dakota?  
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Chapter 3

Robbie 
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The next day, I drove to Stan’s house after I’d picked up Caleb. When I texted Stan that I was on my way, I’d been surprised to learn he’d made it home. However, by the way he looked, his jeans wrinkled, a torn white tee, and he smelled musky, he’d probably just slipped through his bedroom window without his foster parents hearing him, and pretended to be sleeping all day, or he’d be grounded for most of the summer. 

They were foolish if they thought grounding Stan would change his behavior.  

After I’d parked in Stan’s driveway, I didn’t see but a few cars with out-of-town license plates at Edward’s house. Then I begged Stan and Caleb to come with me over to Edward’s. It would make it official, since Stan lived next door, and with them with me, I wouldn’t feel like a jerk. 

“Why are you going there early?” Caleb questioned. “I thought we could hang and play some videos in Stan’s basement.

“Well, you can go, but I’m not going with you,” Caleb said. “He’s going to have his boys with him, because they’d been partying all night, and they probably just got home at the ass-crack of dawn, and are having a sleepover in the basement. I know I would in a town like this, where there’s nothing to do but drag race, smoke, and drink. I can’t wait to graduate and get the fuck out of Sioux Falls. If I were you, I’d think about getting out after college. Those are my plans. Get the degree, get my parents to pay for it, and haul ass,” Caleb announced.  

“My foster parents can’t pay for shit, especially my education, since my father’s business folded when he died, and my uncle used my father’s money to open the place up, but I know there’s money my parents left me and they can’t touch it, and they won’t let me have a dime yet. I’ll probably have to go work at Jiffy Lube and go to the community college here. Maybe then I can go to a University...” Stan huffed, “...but I’m getting the fuck out here if I have to hitch a ride on a train.” 

“Why don’t you get Mr. Donavan to pay for it? He’s more like the Daddy you’ve been looking for,” Caleb joked. 

“You may have a point there. The amount of blow jobs I’ve given him, I should be rich by now, and not have to walk around in these old Walmart jeans and drive a beat-up car. I can’t wait until I can afford a Jillian Demarco suit.” Stan added.

“A what?” I questioned. 

“Never mind. He’s a New York designer. You wouldn’t know anything about that.” Stan dismissed me, but he couldn’t dismiss Caleb.  

“Teachers don’t make that much,” Caleb interjected. “Not to afford a family and lover on the side, even if he’s a boy. You’re just one of his kids he can’t afford. The only problem is that he’s fucking his illegitimate son,” Caleb joked.  

“Go fuck yourself, Caleb. I’m going to college and getting the fuck out of Sioux Falls.”  

“Whatever, but go. How many gay men do you know in this place?” Caleb answered. “None but Mr. Donavan. And all the gay teens are just friends. You’re not my type and I can’t see having you as a partner. So, we have to leave, and we can’t do that until we can support ourselves,” Caleb said, looking to me for affirmation.  

Chills rose on my arms when Caleb made that statement. He certainly wasn’t my type. The only reason we could tolerate each other’s company, was because there was no one else in town that understood what we were experiencing as gay teens. 

“Now that you’ve got me totally upset and my mind fucked up, I think I’ll go say hi to Edward,” I announced, before walking out the door of Stan’s kitchen, and heading down the stairs to the garage. I hoped I didn’t run into Stan’s uncle and aunt, and thank goodness I didn’t. They must have been away, because both their cars were gone from the three-car garage, and the only one there belonged to Stan.  

I left Caleb and Stan, waiting until it was time where everyone who’d had a graduation open house had placed the food, and opened their garages to visitors. I waved to them and trotted nervously over to Edward’s place. I sucked up a large breath. “I can do this,” I murmured over and over, on my trek to Edward’s house.  

When I strolled up to the open garage door, I met a man in his forties, and by his blue eyes, strong jaw, and thick blondish hair, he had to be Edward’s father. 

“Mr. Houston?” He glanced up and gave me a warm smile. 

Same teeth, same smile. 

“You must be Robbie. Thanks for coming, young man, you’re the first. We have plenty of work for you today. Edward got home at dawn and said that you were coming over to help with the decorations. As you can see, we have plenty for you to do, because Edward didn’t do anything. I have no eye for colors and his mother is busy getting the last-minute details on the food. I had no idea it would be that difficult to get this garage together,” Mr. Houston said as he brought out a stepladder and turned in a circle, wondering what to do next. 

Then he turned to me as I watched him climb on the ladder, hung a string across the garage wall, then go to the other wall and secure it. He glanced down at me. “Edward said that you would probably know something about decorations.” 

Mr. Houston had a box filled with paper lanterns. He played around with a colorful lantern as if it was an old unwanted toy, and he’d sooner throw it away than be bothered. 

I knew jack shit about decorating and I had no eye for colors.  

“I spent all morning cleaning this place...” Mr. Houston went on, “...washing down and trying to get the oil off the floor.” I wondered why everyone assumed that if you were gay, you’d know something about decorating. The way Mr. Houston Sr. eyed me up and down, I’d assumed Edward told him something to that effect.  

“Did Edward tell you that I’m gay?” I had to know.  

“Yes, he did, and I don’t care what you are, I just need help with this,” he said, hanging one lantern, then stepping down and pulling out lanterns and table cloths from the same box. Then he handed me one to hang. “You climb up and I’ll hand them to you.”  

“Well, I don’t know anything about decorating, but I’ll give it a try. I’ll do my best to help you, Mr. Houston.” 

He smiled at me and then pointed to the chairs and tables. “After we decorate the tables, then we have to bring in the chairs.” 

It was just about that time I wondered where the fuck was the man of my dreams? Probably getting in his beauty sleep while I slaved away with his father. This type of bonding I didn’t expect. I thought I’d be bonding with Edward by now. Telling him my dreams of tomorrow and beyond.  

When we completed the decorating, and lining up the display boards with Edward’s pictures and trophies, it was nearing the evening, and it would be dark soon. I was sweaty, uncomfortable, and wished the fucked I’d stayed at Stan’s house and played video games. 

Edward’s mother finally peeked into the garage and smiled. “You must be Robbie.” And she strolled down the stairs with pictures and memorabilia to add to the never-ending display. I helped her arrange the many pictures and trophies that Edward had accumulated throughout his childhood and teen years. 

I gazed at Edward’s pictures too long. 

What was I thinking? A man like him could want me? All these pictures were of him with girls. The most beautiful girls I’d ever seen, and all his friends, looked as if they’d walked out of GQ and onto the runway for a Victoria’s Secret catalogue. With Edward being the most handsome one of all, with his tall muscular frame and gorgeous face, I knew I was out of my league, or falling in love with a man who had no reason to be gay. He could play the straight card, stay in the closet, and get all the sex he wanted. 

Why would he be interested me? 

His parents must have known that he was gay. I couldn’t be the only one who noticed. Parents were the first one to know these things if they paid attention, and looking at Mr. and Mrs. Houston, they paid attention to details, and when it came to their only son, they were meticulous.  

I let out a sigh and looked around, and caught his mother staring at me. 

“He’s gorgeous isn’t he, Robbie?” 

“Yes, he is Mrs. H.,” I halfheartedly admitted, but he was indeed stunning and those eyes blew me away. Then I glanced up at his mother watching my every move. She knew something about Edward that perhaps I didn’t have the full story, but she wasn’t going to reveal that to me. Why should she? 
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