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My Big Gay Haunted House

The Complete Trilogy

By

Bro Biggly

♂♂♂

Waking up dead was never this much fun.

This frisky box set includes all three complete novellas in the My Big Gay Haunted House trilogy:

#1. The Gay Haunting of a Straight Frat― Once, Dylan was a happy-go-lucky college kid who was all about the party. Then he wakes up as a ghost trapped in a haunted frat house. His killer will have to pay. But Dylan can't do it alone. The frat brothers say they'll help him... if he helps them first. They need to haze this year's batch of freshmen, and who can haze a party of straight college boys better than a fun-loving gay ghost?

#2. The Gay Haunting of the Dean of Students― Revenge is a dish best served smokin’ hot. Dylan's killer has been drawn to the haunted house, and now he's going to pay a high price in pain and shame for his crime.

#3. The Gay Haunting of College Town― Burn down his haunted house, and the ghost will go buck-wild. A college town can't let a ghost rest in peace. When Dylan awakes to find his home destroyed and a new gay ghost by his side, the two of them are determined to exact their revenge on a new and even more vicious killer.
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©2019 by Bro Biggly & Bro Biggly Presents

All Rights Reserved

Characters are consenting adults over 18, and all readers should be too. The Gay Haunted House trilogy includes on-page graphic depiction of straight-to-gay seduction, male/male encounters with multiple partners, and dominance/submission scenes including humiliation, punishment, bondage, discipline, and denial.

Models are used by permission for illustration purposes only. They are not the characters who appear in these stories.

Except for brief passages quoted for reviews and/or recommendations in magazine, radio, or blog posts, no part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying or recording, or by information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

Please do not upload my work to free, sharing, or pirate sites. I rely on the income I earn from my royalties to allow me to continue to work as an author bringing you the filthy stories you crave.
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Prologue
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“I know it's a lot,” he said. “You're probably not used to so many guys coming around when you've been living alone in a haunted house for decades. But it's going to be a blast. Anybody can haze some freshmen, but not everybody can do it with a real ghost. You're not gonna ghost on us, buddy? You're going to be there for the big night, right?”

“I'll be there.”

He cupped his hand to his ear. “Dylan?”

When all else fails, unzip the zipper and unleash the beast. As I followed through on this simple plan, Justin sat down hard on his most recent inflation job. The mattress bounced him a little and, oomphf, he was out and hard and ready. Almost before he took a deep breath, I had his dick wedged halfway down my throat.

“Oh.” He gasped. His fingers found my shoulders and curled in. “Oh.”

Too bad he couldn't see me. We would've made a porn-quality sight.

I was buck naked, down on my knees but leaning forward some, a position that gave me a lot of control of his dick. For that matter, I had a lot of control over my own dick, which I was currently pumping in my left hand almost as viciously as I was deep-gulping his throbbing fuck-stick. My whole mouth pulled like I was determined to suck the blue right out of his balls.
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The Gay Haunting of a Straight Frat
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Waking up dead was never this much fun.

Once, Dylan was a happy-go-lucky college kid who was all about the party. Then he wakes up as a ghost trapped in a haunted frat house. His killer will have to pay. But Dylan can't do it alone. The frat brothers say they'll help him... if he helps them first. They need to haze this year's batch of freshmen, and who can haze a party of straight college boys better than a fun-loving gay ghost?
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Chapter One
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“Ain't no such thing as a gay ghost, bro.”

The voice was young, male, east Texas. And loud. Very fucking loud.

“I'm telling you, dude. You better keep your ass to the wall.” Also young and male but a hint of something foreign. That's the great thing about a college town. Hot guys from all over the world.

Loud, though. They'd been drinking, and somebody broke off their volume knob.

“You got hazed, somebody got grabby in the dark, doesn't mean it's a ghost.”

“I'm telling you, dude. I was alone in that house.”

“Somebody grabbed your ass, you're not alone, bro. That's just fucking logic.”

If they kept yelling, I was going to have to open my eyes. Wait. Weren't my eyes already open? Yeah, I was looking up at the ceiling. Wow, it was way up there, that dark ceiling. And there were some darker spots on it, signs of neglect. A water stain, maybe a hint of black mold.

The hell?

Where was I last night?

Hello, brain?

No suggestions.

It must have been one hell of a party. I flexed the cheeks of my ass against the floor because, wow, guess what, I was on the floor. No mattress. Not even real floor with oak boards or maybe a nice carpet on it. Just ugly old concrete-y subfloor.

No carpet. No furniture. Somebody emptied the place, swept it clean, slammed the door behind them. They'd missed that cobweb high up in the far corner.

“I'm not going in there with you.” The foreign guy. I decided he was French. Why the hell not?

“What, scared?”

Where the hell were they? As loud as they sounded, you'd think they were in the same room.

“You had any common sense, you'd be scared too.”

“Ghosts can't hurt you,” Tex said. “’Cause ghosts ain't real.”

My head pounded from the echoes in an odd, painless way. Like their voices were bouncing around inside my skull. I must have really tied one on last night.

Although I felt strangely light, not sick at all, as I pushed myself easily to my feet. Hell, I almost floated to that front window. The one with the missing board. What was I doing in a place that was all boarded up? Well, except for that one window, of course.

I peeked at the darkness outside. In the distance, the sickly orange lights of various streetlamps competed for the attention of spiraling moths. But, closer in, the light on the pole directly across from the house was off. Shot out?

Doubt it. The rest of those painted Greek revival houses don't look too ghetto.

Moonlight cast a ghostly pallor on the two men arguing on the raggedy-ass front lawn. They'd leaned into each other so their heads were almost touching. Ouch. How could they talk at each other so loud so close? Their voices were ringing in my head from here.

“I'm going in.”

“Well, you're going in without me, ami. I'll wait right here.”

Yikes. Just as well they woke me up with all the noise. I was going to get caught loitering in an abandoned house. And I had no explanation for what I was doing. Carefully, thoughtfully, I flexed the muscular cheeks of my ass. What all had I been doing at whatever party I'd been doing it at? For a guy who'd been in blackout, I felt surprisingly good. Even a little horny...

My dick stirred in my loose jeans. I thrust a hand down the relaxed waistband and into my tighty-whities. They were humid, like they'd been slept in.

My mushroom head pushed up to meet my hand.

I squeezed.

Really? This guy's coming in.

You're just going to stand here with your dick in your hand?

The only light in this empty room came from the indirect light of the moon. So, no surprise, the dark played tricks on my eyes. When I glanced down to adjust my package, I seemed to look right through my hand― hell, right through my body― to the room beyond.

I blinked.

Tex was banging and rattling. The door was locked, and he was applying tools to the job.

That's breaking and entering, son.

Like I could talk about a little B&E. Yet again, I wondered how the hell I got in here. Had to be a back door. I should find it. Take my exit cue with extreme prejudice.

Tex pushed the door open with such a hard bang it slammed and bounced off the door stopper. “Hello? Mr. Ghost? Anybody home?”

A vision of male hotness stood before me looking around the room. Tall, chunky, quarterback shoulders. His glance bounced off me, but he didn't seem to see me. Weird. Maybe those pale blue eyes hadn't yet adjusted to the dark. Speaking only for myself, I sure the shit didn't have any trouble spotting the immediate improvement in my visual field.

“Hello?” he repeated.

“You came to college to study Braille?” I stepped up into his face. “I'm right here, asshole.”

“Hello?”

Fuck, his voice was loud. Again, it echoed not just in the room but in my head.

An instinct spoke to me.

Turn it down. You don't need the telepathy mode.

Say what?

I visualized something. An old-fashioned radio dial spinning.

Tex's voice was still too loud. Not because it was echoing around my head, but because he'd raised it to be heard throughout the large house. Dude clearly didn't see me.

I touched him on the cheek. “Hello back at you.”

He jumped.

“Shit, shit, shit! Is that you?”

A lot of people could be “you.” Which one did he mean? I ran my finger along the line of his jaw. Some nice buzzy stubble there.

Wait. What?

My name.

What is it?

In Tex's immortal words, shit, shit, shit. If I'd blanked on my fucking name, this was more than alcohol. Were there drugs involved?

Triple shit. Quadruple.

“I feel you,” Tex said.

Yeah, dudebro? Well, I feel you too.

Up close, the guy only got hotter. He had milk-white skin, the kind that freckles. Baby-soft beneath the scruff I was caressing with the pads of my fingers. Twenty-one to twenty-three. No older.

“You came here to meet the gay ghost, honey?” I asked. “Well, guess what. You met him.”

“I heard you.” Although he didn't sound sure. “You're trying to talk to me, aren't you? Talk to me, man. Tell me who put you here.”

I'd kind of like to know the answer to that question myself. What was I doing dumped in a boarded-up house? Why couldn't I remember my name? Why was Tex acting like he couldn't see me?

See this.

I grasped the hem of his tee-shirt with both hands. Yanked hard and up.

“What are you doing?”

“Pretty obvious what I'm doing. Taking off this shirt. Get your hands up.”

The pale blue eyes had dilated. Partly from the darkness in the room, but mainly from excitement. His cargo pants were puffed and proud in front.

“I don't have to do this,” he said. “I'm straight.”

“Yeah, right. If I had a dollar for every straight boy who ever sucked my dick...”

“Anyway, ghosts can't do the dirty, dude. That's just logic.”

“Yeah, I heard you talking about logic before. When you were out there with your friend.”

He put his hands up over his head, the better to allow me to finish yanking off the shirt. “I guess it's all right if you look at me. I'd like to look at you. If you don't mind.”

I tossed the tee-shirt away in some random corner. “That can be arranged.” Stepping back, I yanked off my shirt. No reason to be bashful.

I'm twenty-one. Well worth looking at it. My spiky nipples were stiff as glass-cutters. Even before I tossed away my shirt, I was aware of my smooth, recently waxed chest.

How could I remember getting waxed but not remember my own name?

“Where did you go?” Tex kept looking around. After a minute, he took a small rectangle out of his pocket. A flashlight of some kind, but flattish. He shone the light around the room like he was looking for something.

“Still right here.” Already barefoot, I had an easy job getting my jeans and tighty-whities yanked down together in one smooth motion. Why was I barefoot anyway? Where did my shoes go?

Didn't matter. At least, not right this minute.

My hips waggled at Tex. The mushroom head of my swelling cock pointed straight at him. Even spat a little pre-cum sauce in his direction. Some of it spattered on his bare belly.

His eyes widened suddenly. He stepped back a step or two. “Oh my God. You're real.”

“Course I'm real.”

“Wow. I can hear you.”

“Why wouldn't you be able to hear me? I'm standing right here.” My hands grasped his hips to steady him. Also to unbutton and unzip his pesky fly.

He stood there flat-footed, not helping, but not resisting either, as I tugged his cargo pants down to his ankles.

“Kick ’em away,” I said. “Let's get you naked.”

“I'm not really gay.” He looked down sheepishly at the chunky cock that went along with his big chunky body. It was rock-hard, with veins on top of veins. “But I guess if you wanted to suck it...”

Straight guys in denial. I chuckled to myself as my knees hit the floor. The concrete didn't bother me as much as I thought it would, but just in case, I rolled up his shorts and put them down as padding.

The flat flashlight in his hand sang a little tune. My mouth, inches away from the inviting round slick of his peckerhead, jerked back.

What the hell?

“Yo.” He was talking into the flashlight. All right, it was more than a flashlight. “I'm telling you, dude. There's nothing here. It's an empty house.”

A crackle of the French guy's voice coming back. “Come on, man. Let's get back to the frat.”

“In a minute. I'm just checking around for, um, hidden cameras. Some of the guys might be setting up something. For the hazing.”

Yeah, the flashlight was a phone. Cute invention, a flat phone that would fit in a pocket. 

Right now I was more interested in the thick length of his throbbing woody.

My lips tensed, and my throat relaxed.

“Holy shit.” He put a little body English on his dick to spin within my mouth. “Wow. Do all ghosts give head like that? Is it because you've got no gag reflex?”

*Stop calling me a ghost. The role-play is getting old.

“Ouch.” He jumped back a little. Luckily, his dick was wedged so far down my throat that it pulled my head forward with him. “I heard that, you fucker. Like in my head, I heard it. And you were thinking at me really, really loud.”

*Mmmm yeah? What did you hear?

“‘Stop calling me a ghost.’ That's what I heard.” In his excitement, he jabbed hard, maybe even a little too hard, for the back of my throat. Didn't matter, though, because he was right. My gag reflex, if I'd ever had one, was history.

I slurped greedily. His thick shaft wedged my mouth open. Impossible to hold back the stream of drool. My head began a super-slicked slide up and down the length of him.

“You don't know, do you? That old movie got it right. The ghost is always the last to know he's dead.”

The hell was he talking about?

The hell was he doing, still able to talk when I was munching balls-deep on his dick?

I sucked even harder. Applied some strategic traction.

*Stop thinking, and start coming, straight boy.

“This isn't gay,” he said. “You know that, don't you? It isn't gay if you're a ghost.”

*I'm not a ghost.

*And you're spurting an awful lot of splooge for a straight guy.

“Unh.” He gasped. “Oh my fuck.” His dick spun around like a dropped garden hose shooting off arcs of spunk in all directions.

While we were on the topic of the afterlife, the salty taste of him was pretty damn heavenly. My tongue squirmed all over to wrap more of my taste buds around his gooey goodness. My hard-pumping throat swallowed it all down.

Fuck, yeah.

“Intense.” His big hands locked onto my shoulders to lift me to my feet. That quick, we were face to face. His pale eyes were glazed, the pupils blown dark. He blinked several times, but he definitely saw me. “Oh, man. You're real.”

“Yeah. Like I said. I'm still here, still real.” I grasped his right wrist with my left hand. Guided him down to squeeze the massive swell of my diamond-hard dick. “You want that. Take it.”

“Oh, man. I don't know.”

He was far bigger than me, but I was tired of his games. With a sudden shove, I put him on his knees, and he let me. There was a delicious submissiveness to the way this big man's head rolled back, his eyes going wide, his mouth going wider.

“Do it,” I said. “Don't make me tell you again. It'll fucking haunt you the rest of your life if you miss this chance. I'll fucking haunt you.”

The front door chose that moment to blow open again. Just what I didn't need. A French frat boy playing cockblockus interruptus.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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“Merde.” At least the foreign guy was nice to look at. Dark hair, dark eyes. Tight body. Long and lean. The dark hair on his hands went almost to his knuckles, which told me he'd have fur in some more interesting places too.

My furry French otter. I could have a little fun with you.

He switched to English. “I mean, shit, Justin. Where's your fucking clothes?”

So Tex was named Justin. A rose by any other name smells just as sweet with his dick down my throat. “I, uh...” He looked down at his knees, which were spread a little to accommodate the muscular bulges of his meaty thighs.

“We need to get out of here. I heard noises.” Frenchie found the black tee-shirt, picked it up, and threw it into Justin's face. “I should've known you'd take the opportunity to sneak in a cheap wank. It smells like cum in here.”

“There's, um, no privacy in the frat house.” Justin, pulling on his shirt, didn't deny the wank. More straight guy bullshit. Neither of them wanted to acknowledge me, although he'd acknowledged me pretty good when I was draining his balls to the last drop.

Irritated, I pushed down on Justin's shoulders. He dropped back down on his knees. He looked around in a panic.

He couldn't see me now. And Frenchie, from the way he acted, had never seen me at all.

I felt... well, something more than irritated. Confused. Disturbed?

“What are you doing in here?” Justin asked Frenchie. “Thought you weren't coming in, thought you were afraid of the ghost.”

“I'm more afraid of the dean of students if we get arrested breaking into the old Delta Fucker place.”

Delta Fucker. The phrase rang a bell. Was that the name of my frat? Course not, couldn't be. Could be the nickname, though...

Speaking of names, I still hadn't remembered mine. Oh, man. Did I have permanent brain damage from some stupid drinking game?

Don't panic. That mile-long hard-on doesn't look too damaged.

“You weren't breaking in before you came inside,” Justin said.

Frenchie shifted his weight from one foot to the other. His hipshot pose was unconsciously sexy. “Yeah, but you can still get arrested playing lookout. I've heard bad things about your American jails, so you know? Let's get the fuck out of here. I don't care what you say, there's something about this place. I can feel it.”

Feel this, Mr. Cockblock.

I went up to him from behind and jabbed my hard-on roughly into his jeans. They were some kind of fancy European brand. You know the kind. Priced at five times the cost of good old American Levis because some gnome in Switzerland hand-pummeled the denim to make it butter-soft.

No more soft for your ass, buddy.

Try a little hardness.

My mushroom pushed savagely into the slot between his high, firm buttocks. His high-pitched scream of shock was delicious.

I jabbed again.

He screamed again.

Broke and ran.

We were alone again, me and my hot quarterback. Not a terrible resolution.

“For fuck's sake.” Justin glared at me, making it obvious he was finally seeing me again. “Don't play like that. It's mean.”

“It's funny.” I waggled my still-hard dick in his direction. “I'm entitled to a few cheap thrills from the guy who busted in on my blowjob.”

“Hmm.” Justin was back inside the cargo pants, but he hadn't yet zipped them up. “I've got maybe fifteen seconds to trip your trigger before Dre starts sounding off again.”
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