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Drilled by My Gay Neighbor

I screwed my eyes shut as my hips bucked under the sheets, my stiff cock in my hand. My window was thrown open, allowing a cool summer breeze to pass into my room. My walls were plastered with posters of girls in bikinis and in tight cheerleading uniforms, but it was all for show. The only image I held in my mind was a male one, and one male in particular.

“Danny,” I whispered, closing my eyes.

I was thinking about my much older neighbor, Danny. For the longest time, I’d called him Mr. Stevens. He was the closest thing to a father I’d had since my real dad left us even before I could remember. Only a year ago I’d started calling him Danny, just to see if he minded. He didn’t seem to, which I took as a good sign.

I bit my lip as the insides of my fingers grazed my mushroom tip just right. I kept wetting them at my mouth and returning them to my cock, imagining it was Danny’s tongue on me down there.

See, I wasn’t gay...at least, I’d never known I was until one day a few years ago when I caught a glimpse of Danny’s hot date from my bedroom window. I’d seen into his dining room and spied the empty wine bottle through the slots of his blinds. He’d been too drunk to remember to close them, giving me a good show of him...

And the skinny, twinky acid blonde hipster who barely looked older than me. But that hadn’t been what caught my eye.

It was Danny’s body, the one I was used to seeing wrapped in Italian silk shirts and trousers, his vice-president-of-a-bigshot-company uniform. I’d never seen so much of him all at once. There was something forbidden yet exciting about seeing his naked chest, his soft pony-brown nipples. The sight of him, the threading of gray hair on his chest to his alarmingly flat, hard abs, made my stomach twist into knots. Yet I couldn’t help but become aroused, and that night was the first time I jacked off to thoughts of Danny, as I watched him fuck the shit out of an obscenely younger man with pleasure.

But it was obviously not the last time.

My breath hitched as I tightened my grip around my shaft, shaking.

“Ooh, Danny...don’t stop. Lick my asshole, Danny,” I whispered.

My cockhead leaked a tear of precum as I opened my legs slightly, slipping a finger down between my cheeks to tease my asshole.

One day, I promised myself, I’ll fuck him for real.

I just had to find out how to tell him that I was gay, first. Unbeknownst to him, I’d joined him on several more illicit wine-fueled trysts of his, watching from my bedroom as he shoved his cock into asshole after tight, puckered asshole. He was always the one doing the fucking, and he made the same exact face every time he penetrated his partner. It was a cross between shock and reverence. He’d turn his face up to the light as if to thank God.

One day, I’ll make your face look like that, I thought fiercely, jerking my stiff cock.

My back arched, rising off of the bed. The sheets slipped down my belly, exposing my nipples to the swirling breeze from my ceiling fan.

One day...

For now, I had to settle for moments like this. Fantasy. Trying my best to imagining the real thing as I jerked and fingered myself.

I put two fingers inside of my asshole. Two was a little tight for me, but sometimes, I needed a little extra. From what I’d seen, Danny had a huge cock. If I ever wanted him to put it inside of me, I needed a little help.

“Fuck me, Danny.” It was half-wish, half-fantasy. I would’ve given anything for it to happen. “Fuck me!”

Suddenly, I came, hard and fast, thinking about Danny kissing me and fucking me, as usual. I couldn’t help but cry out as my cum sprayed out, staining the sheet and making it stick to my skin. My asshole tightened and pulsed around my pistoning fingers as I shivered, rubbing out every last wave of my orgasm. But after it all faded away, I felt empty. I felt sad, because no matter how much I wanted it, this would always be just a fantasy.

* * *

My breaths fell out of my body in short gasps as I hid in the shade of the orange tree outside Andrew’s window. He always did the same thing at four in the afternoon, like clockwork. It hadn’t taken me long to realize what those sounds coming out of his bedroom window were.

As always, I watched as he locked the door and flipped the dark hair off of his forehead.. My cock was straining my pants already, and I had to calm myself down. Not yet. The show had barely just started, and I wanted to enjoy myself.

Andrew began taking off his clothes. First, his shirt came off over his head, mussing his hair slightly. He dropped it and turned toward the closet mirror, giving me a nice view of his chest. Fuck! He must’ve been keeping up with his push-ups. His shoulders were wide, his chest hard and muscled with the lines of a boy who was quickly becoming a man. I felt guilty for the feelings it stirred inside of me, but damn, to be that young again...

Andrew studied his upper body for a few minutes before moving onto his pants, unbuttoning and kicking them away. There was already a sizeable bulge in his boxers as his cock pitched a tent. He slid them off his hips and bent down to pull them off of his ankles, giving me a good view of his tight, firm ass and that forbidden, whispering hole between his cheeks.

My mouth watered. Sweat pooled at the base of my neck, baking under summer sun. This is so wrong...

I unzipped my pants slowly, careful not to make any noise as I watched Andrew lifted up his sheets and slid underneath them, flashing his cock briefly at the window. He exhaled quietly and began rubbing his bulge in smooth, long strokes. Then, he slid his hand under the sheets and really went to work.

I began jerking myself off in time with his movements. He favored slow and long over quick bursts. It was torture, but it was worth it. Besides, he only liked it slow at the very beginning...and fast and hard at the end.

I closed my eyes for a second, imagining it was Andrew’s hand instead of my own. I knew it was wrong to see him this way, but I couldn’t help it. I’d spent so much time with him when he was little kid. At first, I’d only been humoring a young boy’s need for a male role model. Then, sometime around puberty, he came around less and less, eventually disappearing altogether around high school. I never minded, of course. I’d spent those years balls deep in gorgeous guys I’d picked up cruising town, each one nearly indistinguishable from the last.

But now that Andrew was graduated and college loomed just around the corner, he’d been home more often. And I’d noticed much more than his mere presence. It was like he’d gone off to camp for seven years, only to come back as every gay man’s young stud fantasy.

I could hear Andrew breathing louder, now. Fuck. I remembered being his age, my sexual energy knowing no ends. Why didn’t he bring some guy home for once? He was good-looking, very much so. If I were his age and saw him in a gay club...

I placed my hand on the wall. I needed to slow down.

Danny.

My eyes flew open. I thought I’d heard the whisper in my mind, just some wishful thinking. But then—

“Ooh, Danny!”

I saw him shape the words with his sweet lips myself.

“Don’t stop!” His eyes were shut tight. “Lick my asshole, Danny!”

Oh my god. I felt a surge of adrenaline. My fist moved faster and faster on my cock. Was this my Andrew? Where had he learned to talk like that? Like a common whore?

Andrew spread his legs apart under the sheets. I saw his other hand snake down between his thighs and squirm, working through something tight.

“Fuck me, Danny! Fuck me!”

His hips rose off of the bed. I couldn’t take it anymore. I threw my head back as I climaxed out of nowhere, spraying the side of the house with ropes of my pearly cum. Soon after, I heard Andrew reaching
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