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TUESDAY


LANCE

I bit back a
moan as my cock slipped into Zack’s tight ass. I gripped his ankles
so hard I worried I’d leave bruises when I eventually let go. But
the boy could take it. My cock slid in right to the base without
having to slow down for his ass to adjust.

“I love
how you fill me,” he said, sheer ecstasy contorting his
face.

When I was
balls-deep inside of him, I pushed his legs closer to his chest and
leaned over him, pressing my mouth against his. I pushed my tongue
past my lips and his, exploring the inside of his mouth. And
slowly, drawing out the moment, I slid my hips back, pulling out my
cock until just the tip was still in, then I slammed it home, a
loud smack filling the room.

“And I
love how you take it so deep and hard,” I grated.

Zack moaned and
wrapped his arms around me, pulling me closer, holding me tighter.
He moaned and shoved his tongue deep into my mouth. The twink liked
it rough — these hard slams of my pelvis against him drove him
wild.

I picked up
speed, sliding out and in again, our bodies smacking together each
time. Sweat broke out on my brow, beading and dripping down on
Zack’s face. He stopped kissing me to chuckle, then ran his hands
over my forehead, brushing the sweat back into my hairline, then he
pulled me close again and kissed my forehead.

“Oh,
fuck,” I said, barely more than a moan. He was pulling me closer to
that edge.

My breathing
became quicker, reedier, as I worked my way to climax. We’d fucked
a couple times since our foursome with Ken and Dan on Sunday, so
Zack already knew my cues, already knew I was close. He slipped a
hand between us and furiously stroked his long, hard cock. His fist
bumped into my abs with every yank on his meat.

“I’m
gonna cum,” Zack blurted out. His eyes opened wide and then screwed
shut as a tremble ran through his body and a thick load spurted out
from his cock, painting both our chests with thick lines of his hot
cum.

With
ejaculation, his ass muscles clamped down tight on my cock, finally
shoving me over that edge. I screwed my eyes shut, too, and grunted
as fire shot through my body and my cock erupted, filling the
condom with my load. When I could open my eyes again, I saw Zack
looking up at me, panting and smiling. A sheen of sweat covered his
face.

I kissed him,
much more gentle and tender than mere moments ago.

“That was
amazing,” I said to him, voice hoarse.

“It was.
I can’t wait to do it again.”

His
enthusiasm was infectious. “Well, I can’t do it right
now ... I’ll need a moment to
recuperate.”

He put a hand
on my cheek and lifted his head to kiss me again. “We’ll
cuddle.”

I smiled and
kissed him back. Then we carefully shifted positions. I knew what
Zack liked — he wanted my cock in him as long as possible. I was
still at half-mast after that explosive finish, but we still
managed to carefully maneuver so we were spooning, my cock never
leaving his ass. We snuggled close again and I pushed my pelvis
forward, burying my cock in his ass to the hilt again.

As we lay
there, the muscles in his ass kept my cock warm, giving it a
squeeze now and then. I pressed my face against the back of Zack’s
neck, kissing along his spine, tasting his salty sweat. Zack’s cum,
plastered to my chest, held me against his back like glue. Oh,
fuck, I could’ve laid there forever.

When I had
taken on the job as a go-go boy six weeks ago, I figured I’d have a
little fun, maybe learn how to dance better, and make some money. I
never thought I’d so completely re-orient my life. Mere weeks ago,
I was so anti-hook-up and so focussed on winning Liam’s heart that
I went and screwed everything up. It was a disaster. I’d lost
Liam.

But then Ken
helped me to see things more clearly. From him, I learned how
enjoyable non-relationship sex could be, how it wasn’t about being
slutty, but about enjoying life to the fullest. And if I’d not
listened to Ken, then I would’ve missed out on the opportunity with
Zack. This cute twink just wanted to fuck, and I could accept
that.

And fuck we
did. I was having a blast and becoming a true go-go boy in all
aspects of my life.

There was just
one hitch. Well, two.

I still missed
Liam. The heartache was subsiding, but I knew I’d be hurting for a
while.

The second
hitch was in my arms right now. This was meaningless fucking, a
simple hook up, yet I couldn’t deny what my rapidly beating heart
was telling me. I was falling for Zack. What I still didn’t know
was if I was falling for him because I cared for him, or because I
somehow saw him as a substitute Liam. Why did life have to be so
complicated?

“Hey,”
Zack said, stirring. “You okay?” I thought he’d fallen
asleep.

“Of
course,” I said, kissing and nibbling along his shoulder. “Are
you?”

“Yeah.”
He pushed his ass against me and squeezed his cheeks, clamping down
on my still half-hard cock.

“I think
we should shower first.” I ran my hands over his stomach and chest
until I had a glob of cum on my fingers. I brought it close to his
eyes. “We need to clean up a bit before we fuck again.”

He grabbed my
wrist and pulled my fingers toward his mouth. He licked off the cum
and then sucked on my fingers, shoving them deep inside. Finally,
he released them and licked his lips, looking over his
shoulder.

“Okay,
fine,” he said, “but only if I can shower with you.”

“That was
always the plan.” I hugged him tight against me and bucked my hips
once, thrusting my pelvis against his ass. Then, reluctantly, I let
go of him. We pulled apart and my cock slid free. I peeled off the
condom and tied it closed, dropping it in the bathroom wastebasket
with the others from yesterday evening, and Sunday evening — we’d
been horny fuckers ever since we left Dan’s place.

I turned on the
water and stepped in, then beckoned for Zack to join me. We soaped
each other up, caressing and loving every curve and plane of each
other’s bodies. I paid extra attention to soaping up his ass and
making his hole nice and clean again, and he did the same for my
cock, giving it a few soap-slicked tugs, stirring it to life
again.

The bathroom
was full of steam and the hot water suddenly ran out. We giggled
and I shut off the shower. Stepping out, we towelled each other
off, and before I was even dry, I was incredibly hard and leaking
precum again.

“Suck
it,” I grated into Zack’s ear.

He wasted no
time. I stared in awe as he fell to his knees and brought his mouth
to my cock, sliding up and down. I held on to his head and thrust
my hips, fucking his mouth, just enough to be rough, but holding
back from gagging him.

Zack moaned,
loving it. He grabbed my balls in his hand and tugged down as he
sucked, the tension only making me harder. Incredibly, I felt
orgasm slowly approaching already. I tugged on his hair and pulled
him off of me before it was too late; he stood and kissed me again,
shoving his tongue in my mouth.

“Get on
the bed,” I said. “I want to eat out your ass.”

He turned and
hurried back to the bed. I smacked his ass before it was out of
range. By the time I caught up to him, he was already on his hands
and knees on the bed, ass thrust out behind him. His cheeks parted
and his hole winked at me, like a come-on — like it was begging for
more.

I knelt down
and shoved my face between his cheeks, tasting his hole, licking
it, probing it. It was still tight, despite being fucked not more
than half an hour ago. He tasted so good and his skin was so
smooth. I could do this all day.

Eventually, I
stood up and tapped his hip, instructing him to flip over and lie
on his back. He looked up at me, expectantly, with lust, with
desire. His cock was hard and leaking on his abs. My cock had
hardened, too. It pointed toward him, bouncing and throbbing with
every pounding heartbeat.

I straddled
him, brushing my cock down across his taint and teasing the edge of
his hole. I kissed him.

Oh, fuck, I was
falling for this boy. It was moments like this — moments of pure
ecstasy and desire — when I could forget about the hurt Liam caused
me. It was moments like this that I felt ready to move on, to find
someone else.

I reached for
the condoms.


LIAM

I closed
the taxi door and walked up to my house — Ryan’s house. I had first
thought of it as his house and struggled to remind myself that it
was now my house too, but having been here for not even a week, I’d
felt a growing divide between Ryan and myself. So, while a few days
ago I had finally gotten it into my head that this was my house,
too, I now was back to thinking of it as his. I was rooming here, not much more than
that.

I tried to push
aside my self-pitying thoughts as I unlocked the door and let
myself in. The house was dark and empty, as it had been last night
when I returned from my porn shoot. Damien and Francis were off
somewhere together again, and Ryan was at the office yet again,
working late into the evening. I’d been spending a lot of time here
myself, watching TV.

Tonight was
supposed to be different, though. I’d been texting with Ryan all
day between scenes; he said he couldn’t wait to get home and pound
my ass. This had quickly escalated to us sending cock pics and ass
pics all day.

Yet, here it
was, after 7:30 PM, a whole half hour later than when he’d told me
he’d be home so we could fuck, and where was he? At the office, I
was sure of it.

I sighed. Would
I just have to accept that life with Ryan would have a certain
level of disappointment to it? I just hoped it was something we
could overcome.

My cell
chimed. It was Ryan. The text on the screen read,
On my way. Sorry I’m late.

Even
though I was still disappointed, the message at least made me
smile. I started typing. No worries. I’ll
be ready and waiting for you.

I went up to
the second floor, stripped, and took a quick shower. There was
still a bit of lube and dried cum on my ass from the last
reshoot.

It had been a
two days of shooting for two different scenes. I’d been fucked more
this past week than in the last six months. But all the hard work
would soon pay off — I now had three scenes filmed that should
appear on the site after editing. I was going to be a name in the
industry. Each director told me that. Sure, maybe they said it to
all the boys, but I know they meant it when they said it to me.

I scrubbed and
cleaned my hole and my cock. They were both sore from the threesome
I’d spent the day filming. I’d been between two hot daddies — one
played my teacher and the other played my principal, and they both
wanted to punish me for smoking pot in the washroom.

Yesterday, I’d
had a scene with a daddy-jock dominating me in the gym showers.
That had been my first piss scene — my first time doing piss,
period. It was ... interesting. Everything about the last week had
been “interesting” — between the acrobatic sex positions, the new
experiences, adjusting to my new life here in L.A., trying to
figure out my relationship with Ryan....

I shut off the
water and towelled myself dry. My cock grew hard as I thought about
Ryan coming home and fucking my brains out. My anger and
frustration at him seemed to evaporate in the burning heat of my
lust for him. It had been a couple days since we’d last been
together, and even that hadn’t been anything too special — just a
quick fuck while a party was going on — so I was looking forward to
my hole really getting pounded.

Maybe I could
spice things up with a porn set-up. If I really amped up the sex,
maybe I could get him to cuddle with me a little bit after, rather
than him up and running back to work. Maybe we just needed to put a
little bit of that lusty heat back into our sex.

I fired
off a quick text to Ryan. Meet me in the
entertainment room. Enter naked.

I ran
downstairs, fired up the gas fireplace in the entertainment room,
and spread a soft blanket out on the floor before it, placing a
bottle of lube beside the blanket. I left the lights off, and the
door just slightly ajar, then got out of my clothing. As I
straightened out the blanket, I heard the front door open and shut,
then a lot of shuffling — Ryan getting naked. Eagerly, I got on my
elbows and knees, spreading my cheeks and pointing my ass at the
door. I wanted the first thing he saw to be my hole, puckering for
him.
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