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The metal rings intimidated me, at first.

The coldness, the inflexibility. Permanence, compared to flesh. Visions of getting stuck in one, blood flow constricted, an erection that wouldn't wane. And then the trip to the emergency room. Bolt cutters. Mortal embarrassment. A story that would never disappear. 

The silicone rings seemed safer, more approachable. Stretchy, like your skin is stretchy, like your cock stretches. Thicker and harder with that tight cinch around the base, and every bit as dangerous as a gateway drug. 

First time I slipped on a metal ring, felt that heft weighing against my dick and tugging down my balls, I was hooked. 

The danger's still there, of course it is. But when you're horny, it's easier to mistake fear for excitement.

The problem with addiction is finding time, opportunity, to indulge it. And that meant figuring out a moment when my parents and my twin brother Maxim were all out, one when I could be guaranteed of having the house to myself. 

It wasn't like I didn't jerk off in the shower. Or hurriedly, over the toilet bowl, after washing my face and brushing my teeth before bed. Perfunctory moments, clinical almost: "taking care of business," as if getting off was medically-prescribed. Frankly, when you're nineteen, and single, and horny, it does feel like that sort of necessity. Something you can't go a day without.

What I wanted, though, what I needed, was the chance to really savor it. Slip on a ring, lube up, get some porn playing on my phone and zone out. Focus on nothing but the grunting on-screen and the friction of my hand on my cock. After all, prolonging it out only made it feel so much better. 

But yeah, if I wanted that brain-melting descent into pure pleasure and nothing else, I needed the place to myself. Moments like that didn't come along often. 

As soon as my family were all out of the door, I had the shoebox pulled from under my bed. Kneeling at its knocked-back lid almost reverently, near-breathless at the sight of a thick metal ring and a bottle of silicone lube.

I had to act fast, I knew that, too. Had screwed up along those lines in the past: dwelled, indulgently, on what was about to come, instead of just getting on with doing it. Boned up before the ring was even in place, a squandered opportunity and a life lesson all in one.

With a thin sheen of lube around the ring, and my junk, I eased my balls through and then coaxed my still-just-about-soft dick into the gap remaining. Already beginning to fill out, thicken, as I settled the heavy loop tight against my groin. Promise in there, along with the conspicuous weight. 

There were lots of parts of this I enjoyed, but there was something particularly pleasurable about the sensation of my erection swelling against the heft of the metal. Spreading my legs on the floor as it grew, on my knees and leaning forward; my hips tilting, so that my junk swayed beneath me as the blood surged. Feeling animal, primal, like my cock was suddenly the center of my world.

It was tempting, so very tempting, to grab hold and just start jerking off. 

That'd feel good, I knew it would. The fat, flared head fitting in my palm just right; a corkscrewing, twisting motion, almost guaranteed to get me off in short order. My fingers were tingling at the idea of it.

I sat up, instead. Gripping my erection at the base, fingers brushing the smooth edge of the shiny metal, so that I could slap my cock against my other hand. Getting harder with each loud thwack, precum already splattering, as I coaxed myself more and more rigid. 

The trickle of lube from the upended bottle felt like the best, worst sort of tickle, as it oozed down my prick. 

My forefinger following it, smearing the silky glaze across my drum-taut skin. All the way down, from my gaping piss slit to the tightening clench of my balls; circling underneath, then, to that ultra-sensitive spot just before my ass, and then back up. The lube mixing with precum, as I smeared dude-slop all over.

Fingernails next, a taunting scrape down twitching flesh. Cock bobbing as I flinched, simultaneously loving and hating the roughness as I tormented my nerve endings. Risking a pinch to the broadly-flared tip, even, gasping as the pain made me shudder and my hole pulse.

It felt good to look up at myself, at my reflection in the mirror. Legs splayed wide, erection throbbing. The glint of the metal band, stark amid my pubes. 

I'd just wrapped my fingers around my length when I heard the doorbell. 

One shrill ring and then, a moment later, another. I froze, breath caught in my chest, even though I knew rationally there was no way anyone could see me. Jolting nonetheless, at the sound of someone leaning on the button, practically, and with it the horrible recollection of my mom's instruction just before she and my dad left the house.

"There might be a delivery. You'll need to sign for it, Mateo. No goofing off."

I'd bristled, at that. A long-running seam of frustration, that I'd be tarred with the brush that my twin more rightly deserved. He was the flighty one, the one who not so much disrespected boundaries as ignored them altogether. Impulsive to the point of daring, like when he'd announced at fifteen that he was gay and that was that. Swinging his sexuality like a cudgel, making it clear that we could either accept his reality or get out of the way.

That was Maxim. Whereas Mateo didn't rock the boat; Mateo was safe, and reliable. Mature where his twin was fickle, capricious. The sort of son you'd want waiting home, in fact, to sign for your damn packages. 

I grit my teeth, recognizing that Maxim had - not for the first time, and entirely without knowing it - pressed me into a role I had no choice but to play. 

Desperately, I yanked up my sweatpants. No time for underwear, to figure out where I'd tossed my boxer-briefs. Cover alone the priority, just like I couldn't be fussy when it came to a shirt. The cotton soft with over-wear and too many laundry cycles, and threadbare in the places where it wasn't simply holes. 

I was still trying to tug it down, the hem too short to reach my waist properly, as I cracked the front door. Already rehearsing what I'd say to the delivery guy; my brain liking to practice, prepare for social interactions, even if I knew they'd be throwaway. 

"Hey, Mateo, you look like shit today."

I blinked, unbalanced, as my brother's best friend paired the insult with a grin, pushing past me into the hallway. Leaving me frozen by the open door for a moment, as though a delivery person might still have been stood behind Parker.

"Is Maxim here?" The question called out from the lounge. 

Frowning, I shoved the door shut. "No," I said, following him. Finding Parker sprawled out on the couch, looking entirely at home.

The news didn't seem to upset him. Not that I cared about that; I was more frustrated by how he looked in no hurry to leave.

Parker's gaze slipped down me, as I stood in the doorway. He seemed amused at what he saw.

"Did I interrupt something?" 

All of my brother's friends teased me - probably because Maxim himself took great pleasure in positioning me as the dull, serious, sensible twin - but Parker seemed to experience particular delight in it. I'd learned early on that anything close to an outraged reaction would only encourage him.

"No," I told him, flatly. "I'll tell my brother you stopped by."

He laughed, then stared - pointedly - at my midsection. "Are you sure I'm not interrupting? You certainly look... midway through something."

Sweats, no underwear, and a ringed-up erection that hadn't shown any desire to go down. I didn't need to glance at my crotch to know what he was referring to, but I wasn't planning on playing along, either.

"Like I said, I'll let Maxim know you were here."

Parker winked at me, apparently delighted. "Oh, come on Mateo, just when I was starting to think you might not be entirely vanilla."

The urge to cuss him out was strong. Misguided, sure, and obviously unwise, but still strong.

"Just because someone doesn't make a habit of doing ridiculous things, it doesn't mean they're vanilla," I pointed out. Hearing, as it said it, how haughty it made me sound. Knowing, too, that I was only damning myself more. 

If Parker took offense, at being tacitly accused of ridiculousness, he was doing a better job of hiding his reaction than I was. Then again, given this was a guy who seemed to delight in making heads turn with his outlandish outfits, frequent haircut changes, and generally loud demeanor - a positive or negative reaction be damned - it probably hadn't even registered as an insult.

"Yeah, that sounds like something a vanilla person would say," he replied, smugly.

His hair was blue today, I noticed, absently. The last time I saw him, it'd been bleached blonde. 

"I don't need to explain myself to you."

Parker chuckled. He had a habit of toying with the piercing through his lower lip, nudging it around with his teeth or his tongue. My brother had piercings of his own, of course - much to my parents' chagrin - and had been threatening to get a tattoo. He seemed to think it was a not-insignificant bonus if it made us look less alike. 

"You don't," Parker agreed, "but if you want me to leave, and let you get back to your... alone time, you might want to cut to the chase."

He already knew, that was the galling thing. Or, at least, one of the galling things. Life seemed determined to stack them up, and I had visions of my few hours of alone time evaporating. 

If he already knew, then what was the harm in confirming it?

"I was jerking off. Happy, now?"

Parker rolled his eyes. "Jerking off. Big wow. Twelve-year-olds jerk off."

"Fine. I was edging."

His expression turned sly. "Edging, or gooning?"

"Does it make a difference?"

He snorted. "Vanilla."

"Fine," I snapped, annoyance flaring again. "Gooning."

A smirk. "With a cock ring?"

I flipped him off. "Fuck you."

"Vanilla."

Gritting my teeth didn't temper my glare, it just made my jaw hurt with it. "Okay, fine. Yes."

"Show me."

Laughter more like a splutter. "Fuck off."

"Show me."

"You're crazy." Just like this was crazy, just like opening the door had been crazy.

"And you're lying," he sneered. "It's okay to be boring, Mateo. You'll make a great accountant, someday."

That flare again, of a nerve strummed so many times I'd lost count. Until it had sunk into a sort of perpetual frustration, a raw outrage at being so reliably discounted. 

I pulled down just enough on my sweatpants, until the thick root of my cock was visible. The metal ring bright against my close-cropped hair. 

"Fuck. You." 

It felt good to say it, to see Parker's eyes locked on my groin. No hiding the surprise from his face, either, the sight of it igniting a thrill of satisfaction that surged through my belly. 

"You're totally hard right now, aren't you." Not just fascination, in his expression, but hunger. Like I'd suddenly become far, far more interesting. 

"I mean, that's why you're meant to wear them, isn't it?" 

He licked his lips, the gesture as fast as a lizard's tongue. "So show me."

I rolled my eyes. "No way."

Parker looked me up and down, pointedly. "Going commando in gray sweatpants? Wake up, Mateo. You want people to see you."

It was bait, and I knew that, and I still fell for it. Looked down, at where the thick heft of my cock was outlined by the clinging fabric. 

When I glanced back up, he was staring at me as though he'd won an argument. I sat down, face burning with self-consciousness. 

"What does the metal feel like?" 

I shrugged, tongue-tied. "Heavy. Cold, at first."

"And tight?"

I made a face. "That's the point."

"So you get bigger, and stiffer, and last longer?" 

There was something addictively illicit about talking about it with someone else. Something that had, up until moments ago, been a private thing, a personal exploration. Me, and my cock, and my fist. 

"Yeah," I told him, my mouth dry.

"Show me how big you get."

I should tell him to fuck off again, I knew I should. Laugh at him, even; a little payback, perhaps, from all the times my brother and his friends had found me so amusing. My safe, pedestrian life in contrast to their loud and boisterous excitement. 

"Come on, Parker," I said, quietly. Wanting him to laugh, now, for all that I usually hated to hear it; wanting him to make it clear that this was all a joke. To save me from having to consider otherwise. 

"Show me," he said, instead. 

I lifted my ass, just enough to tug the sweatpants down again. Feeling the stretch of the waistband across my hips and then my thighs. Cock catching at first, pulling down before finally slapping up against my abdomen. 

Looking up, the gleam of his fascination was like a physical, tangible thing. 

"Come on." His voice little more than a murmur.

Easing forward, until my ass was perched on the edge of the cushion, I shoved my pants down to my ankles. Thighs spreading instinctively: my cock lolling between them, swollen and red. Feeling exposed in a way I'd never experienced before, even if Parker didn't seem remotely interested in looking at my blushing face. 

"How long, since you put it on?" 

Shrugging, I watched my dick bob and twitch. "Not long. Five, ten minutes?" 

His eyes flit up, barely meeting mine before dropping to fix on my hardness again. "You were jacking off when I got here?" 

It seemed ridiculous to get self-conscious about that, considering what he was looking at now, but I was. "Yeah," I admitted.

"Show me."

My hand, acting of its own accord, even as my brain was fumbling for the words to dismiss him. 

Impossible to let go, though, once I felt the tight wrap of my fingers around my shaft. The heat of my swollen flesh against the roughness of my palm. A tentative stroke, at first, but then a bolder one, and another. Hearing the wet, lewd squelch of precum as it lubed my groping. 

"You're big."

"Go fuck yourself," I snapped back, as automatic as stroking had been. 

Parker rolled his eyes. "Take a compliment." 

"With you, I'm never sure."

His tongue was fast, a flicker across his lips. "Ah, but now there's something actually worth complimenting."

I sighed, shaking my head. "Has anybody ever told you that you're shallow?" 

"Shut up and jack yourself, gooner."

The ripple through me, at his words, at his instructions, felt like an electric shock. Nostrils flaring, as my cock throbbed in my fist. Poisoned with the knowledge that I couldn't let Parker see how it affected me.

"How do you like to do it? When you goon, I mean?" 

I swallowed, feeling self-conscious again. "Well... usually I crouch down."

He waited, head cocked, then grunted annoyance. "Go on..."

"Spread my legs, let my cock hang."

His eyes glinted. "So you can really feel the weight of it." 

It was a statement, not a question, but I still wanted to answer it anyway. 

"Yeah. It just feels extra... there."

Parker grinned, a little wickedly. "Big, fat, heavy cock, swinging between your thighs, ready for milking."

I swallowed around the thickness in my throat; my head dizzy, precum drooling down my fingers. "S-something like that, yeah."

The look he gave me made clear my prevarication wasn't working.

"Show me." Then rolled his eyes again, at the face I made. "Don't bother arguing, or are you gonna try to tell me you don't want to get off? Take your shirt off and show me." 

His smirk, as I stripped the old shirt over my head and pushed myself down off the edge of the sofa, into a crouch, made me feel like a foregone conclusion. 

"Fuck, look at that big dick dangling." What sounded like genuine approval in his voice, appreciation even. "Give that fat gooner prick a shake, go on."

I was blushing, but I still twitched my hips. Set my dripping, ringed-up dong wagging underneath me, hating how much I liked Parker watching it. 

He snorted. "Come on, gooner, you can do better than that."

Closing my eyes, I shook my hips more aggressively. Erection slapping against my thighs, leaving glistening bro-slick trails across my skin. The sound of it lewd and sticky. 

"Yeah, fuck, that's what I'm talking about." 

When I dared look up at him again, his grin was infectious. No way for me not to smile back, feeling shy despite everything.

"Do you shave your balls?" 

"Sometimes," I admitted.

"And the rest?" 

I shrugged, the movement awkward given my squat. "Once in a while. I like how it feels."

Parker laughed. "Itchy, y'mean?" 

No way not to wonder if he knew that from experience, if Parker shaved too. Not that I felt I could ask. 

"That just makes me want to rub it more," I told him. 

He looked delighted. "You're an addict."

Another shrug. "It feels good." 

"So show me."

Not even a pretense at protesting, now. Just the heft of my cock in my palm; that incredible rush, of pleasure and of intense promise, as I gave myself the first, slow stroke. Not so much jacking as just feeling on myself, as if I needed to re-familiarize my hand with the hard length swaying underneath me. Get to know its contours and its veins again, the heel of my palm hitting the band of metal on each downstroke. 

"How long do you last, usually?" 

I chewed my lip, thinking. "Depends how much time I have. Can be quick, or I can make it longer."

"Hours?" 

"You're not meant to leave the ring on that long," I pointed out. 

Parker smirked. "Wait, so you play by all the rules, now?" 

I decided it was easier not to answer that one. Anyway, it felt too good rubbing the ring of my fingers around my swollen tip. Tracing the hardened flare of my head, the roughness of my fingertips enough to set my body flinching. 

"What about your ass?" 

I squinted at him. "What about it?" 

His lip curled, as though any hint of naivety was tiresome to him. "Do you play with it, while you goon?"

There was a horrible possibility that, if I admitted the truthful answer to that was yes, that Parker would expect me to show him how I did it. 

"Depends," I hedged.

He made a noise of exasperation. "Don't get all prissy on me, now."

I bit down on the flare of annoyance. Feeling the heat of it burn in my chest. "Why, do you?" 

Parker leaned forward, slightly, on his seat. "I get fucked." Leaning into the word, as though it was a projectile not a sex act. 

"Good for you," I said, trying to keep my voice level. 

"Have you?" 

I shook my head. "Nope." 

"Ever fucked a guy?" 

Another shake. 

Parker looked unimpressed. "You're missing out." 

It wasn't clear which of the two options he meant. Or maybe he just meant both.

"When did you last shower?" 

I frowned, at the sudden change of subject. "Uh... yesterday."

"Do you stink right now? Are you all sweaty, and musky?" 

I chewed the inside of my cheek. "Come on..."

"You're telling me you don't like it? That it doesn't turn you on?"

It felt wrong to admit he was right. But then I didn't have to, because I was too busy being startled at how he stood and walked over. 

Leaning down, toward me, Parker took a deep sniff. "Fuck, yeah, you're ripe, dude." He didn't say it like he hated it. "When did you last cum?" 

The words weren't coming, refused to line up in my head. Brain spinning in my skull, it felt like, overloaded by his comments, how the situation kept escalating. 

"Couple of days," I told him, "maybe three."

His expression made it look like I'd just admitted something terrible. 

"That needs to change, doesn't it, gooner."

I nodded, mute, then couldn't help the gasp as he crouched down and reached between my thighs. Fingers corkscrewing around the fat, throbbing head of my prick, sloppy with precum and sweat. 

"Wh-wh-what?" 

"Gotta milk the little gooner-cow, haven't we," Parker said, with an evil smirk. Hand tugging on me, now, the pressure around my super-sensitive tip incredible. 

"I don't..." I started, not knowing how I wanted to end that. 

"No conversation, gooner," Parker snapped. "You're not here to chat. Why are you here?" 

I needed to swallow, to clear my throat, but I couldn't. Not with the way he was stroking and twisting on me, now, his hand groping slyly along my length. Pushing my fingers out of the way, my arms hanging uselessly as he fondled me. 

"T-to cum," I told him.

"Not just that."

I was drooling, I realized. Spit dangling down from my chin, across lips that felt numb. 

"To g-get milked."

His smile told me I'd supplied the correct answer. Parker looked down, to where his other hand had joined the first.

"Fuck, it's heavy. And so fucking hard." He squeezed, as I twitched in his grip. "Is that the ring, or do you always get this hard?" 

I shook my head, not really knowing what I was agreeing to or denying. It felt unspeakably wrong to be doing this, for my brother's friend to be toying with my junk as I crouched naked in the family living room, but the idea of pulling away from his fingers was impossible. 

He reached up, rubbing a palm against the sheen of spit down my chin. Using that as further lube as he picked up his stroking again, leaving me with cock-ooze and sweat across my face as I tried not to hyperventilate. 

"Look at you, fucking my fist." Sounding amused again, like I was a puppy who'd clumsily managed his first trick. "I bet you could get off like that, couldn't you."

A grunt about all I could manage. The smooth friction of his hold on my dong overriding everything else, as my hips pumped more eagerly. Chasing the orgasm I knew was within reach.

That evil chuckle from him again, and then I was howling as he sharply smacked the tight clench of my balls. 

I toppled back, falling onto my ass, only just held upright by the couch at my back. Gasping at the nauseating pain in my groin, the climax receding even as my dick throbbed and twitched between my thighs. Trying to catch my breath, as Parker watched me with amusement. 

"Not yet, cow. Not until I give you permission."

I whimpered as he ran soft fingers across my tender nuts, not daring to move lest he slap them again. Held my breath, as his hands roamed lower. Down, between my cheeks, until his fingertips were stroking across my hole.

"Spread your legs more."

Obedient, acting on instinct again. Thighs gaping as Parker rubbed and fondled me. All of my most intimate, private parts open to him, now, and for all I'd felt like throwing up just moments before, suddenly the urge to get off was precariously intense. 

He weighed my balls in his fist, stretching them out from my body as I groaned in horrified pleasure. 

"How about a girl?" 

I blinked at him, through the fog of horniness. 

"A girl?"

Parker looked at me like I was ridiculous. "Have you fucked a girl?"

"I mean..." I started.

He laughed. "A virgin cow."

"Fuck you," I snapped, blushing again. 

He jabbed a fingertip at my hole, yanking on my nuts at the same time. My hips twisting and bucking, trying to avoid the double pressure. Then froze, barely daring to even breathe, as his fist squeezed tight. 

"So fucking rude." He shook his head, sucking his teeth in disapproval. "And here's me just making conversation."

I flashed him a murderous look. "No, you're making fun of me, just like you always do."

Parker's expression suggested I was talking bullshit, and he was tired of it. "You think I give a shit if you've fucked some bitch or not?" 

His finger jabbed harder at my hole; I watched with dismay as a thick bubble of precum oozed out of my gaping piss-slit and slid down to his fingers. 

It was hard to hold in the sigh of relief, as he released my tender balls and stroked his hand up my cock again. His expression somewhere between fascinated and mischievous. 

"Maybe I should ride this fat fucker. Take your gooner load and your V-card, all in one go."

"W-wait..." I knew he'd hear the shake in my voice. 

Parker rolled his eyes. "Chill out, cow. It was just a suggestion." 

I wasn't sure how to respond to that without getting myself into even deeper water. 

He pinched the head of my cock, staring at me pointedly. "Focus, gooner."

Considering all I could think about was how hard my dick felt, how desperately I wanted to get off - no, for him to get me off - it seemed an unfair criticism. My grunt sounded more like pleading. 

"You're ridiculous," he muttered, but he made it sound like that was a cute thing, not a problem. 

And then I lost all concept of what Parker might be thinking, as his grip tightened on my shaft and he started jerking me in earnest. 

Long, measured strokes, from thick root to almost-too-sensitive tip. Fingers swirling, and all the while his other hand toyed with my ass. Not quite pushing into me, but teasing my hole until some part of my cum-focused brain was wondering if it would be such a bad thing to bear down onto that hand. Have Parker scratch the infernal itch he'd somehow woken inside me. 

"K-keep going," I panted, suddenly terrified that he'd stop again. Slap my balls, or yank on them, or even just pull his hands away. Anything that could delay the growing tide of pleasure as I sweated and drooled and felt the orgasm rise in me. 

"Tilt your hips, gooner, let's get the angle right," he said, amusement dripping. 

Stroking me as I obeyed, mind bleary and overwhelmed as I slumped further down onto the floor. Body curving, until I could look right down and see the angry red tip of my dick getting strummed by his fingers. 

"Gonna give me a big, fat load?"

My grunt was unintelligible, words beyond me. 

"Come on, gooner, don't hold back on me."

One final shove of his fingertip against my sweaty, precum-slicked hole and I felt my body erupt. 

The first blast of cum hitting my face, hard enough to make me flinch in shock. Thick and heavy across my mouth and nose, the smell of it drowning out the sweat and musk from between my legs. Tasting myself as I gasped, salt-sharp as the second and third splashes coated my chin and my chest. Pumping my dick through Parker's fist desperately, even as I felt the sensations begin to invert, and what once seemed addictive rapidly turned to hyper-sensitivity. 

Not that Parker seemed inclined to release me, or stop stroking for that matter. 

"Just a little bit more, cow," he teased, as I writhed and gibbered. 

Limbs feeling boneless, I watched as a meager trickle of cum pulsed out from my slit. Quickly swept up by his fingers, fresh lube to further torment me. 

"S-stop! Please!" Not caring that I was begging, that he'd undoubtedly take this as a triumph. 

Parker laughed, then - to my sigh of relief - let go of my dick. Only to pull on my still-swollen balls again, setting my cock bobbing as I fought the urge to curl up and sob. 

A few more tugs, and then he sat back. Watching me with amusement. 

"You've got cum all over your face," he observed, mildly. As if it might've somehow gone unnoticed.

Any sarcastic reply in mind was defused by the fact that my body had forgotten how to speak. I was hoping it was a temporary lapse. 

He looked down, pointedly, to where my cock was lolling thick and heavy between my legs. Red and slick, the weight of the ring somehow more noticeable again. 

"I wasn't joking," he said, idly. "We can fuck, if you're down."

I blinked at him, as my heart rate slowly drifted back to something proximate to normal. Not that my dick seemed inclined to subside. "Do you hook up with Maxim?"

He made a face. "Eww, no. That'd be like... like having sex with a sibling, or something."

"News flash," I pointed out, "me and Maxim are identical."

"Genetically, maybe." He stared between my legs again, looking smug. "But you're the only half of the DNA I'd fuck with."

I rolled my eyes. "That's not how the science works."

Parker winked. "You think I want to read a textbook while I'm getting off?"

I shook my head, as I reached a tired arm for my sweatpants. "I'm not gay," I reminded him. 

He sat back, scooping up my sweats before I could grab them. Ignoring the unimpressed look I was flashing at him. 

"So? I'm not asking you on a date. Just to raw-fuck my ass."

"You're ridiculous," I told him. 

Parker raised an eyebrow,  "Says the guy who just got milked."

"Fuck you," I hissed, trying to sit up. 

"Like I said, any time. You can do it with the ring on, I like you super-hard." 

It was difficult to be indignant with my cock still rigid and an angry red. The memory of his hand wasn't helping, either. Parker was infuriating, and took very little in life seriously beyond living in the moment, but there was no way I could ignore just how incredible it'd felt to fuck his tight fist. Or to shed the knowledge that - for a moment, at least - I'd thought about how good having him push his fingers into my ass would've felt.

"Doesn't it hurt?" The question blurted out, as if my subconscious had simply decided my brain was untrustworthy and better bypassed. 

He frowned for a moment, then - understanding dawning - grinned, knowingly. "I thought you said you played with your ass?"

I scowled, at his teasing tone. "A finger is smaller than a cock."

Parker stared, pointedly, at my crotch. Talking about sex hadn't done anything to shrink my erection; quite the opposite, in fact. "Yeah," he agreed, "I can see that."

"So..." I prompted, trying to avoid the way my stomach lurched when he licked his lips. 

"What's your record? How many times, I mean?"

The unexpected question made me frown. "Uh... three?"

His nod was thoughtful. "In a day, or in a row?"

It was ridiculous to blush, given everything that'd just happened. Given that I was naked, and hard, and slumped on the living room floor with my legs splayed and cum dripping down my face and chest. Feeling more exposed, now, here in front of Parker, than I'd ever felt before in my life, and yet there was a part of me - for all he was frustrating, and could be infuriating, and sometimes just plain mean - which didn't want those cunning eyes to look away. 

"A row," I admitted. 

His eyebrow lifted, appreciative. Parker glanced at his watch. 

"Ah, fuck it."

My turn to frown, as he tugged off his shirt in one, smooth movement. Torso tight and compact; each nipple pierced, two shiny silver barbels I'd seen over the summer when Maxim and his friends spent their sweltering days sprawled in the garden. Trading jokes and barbed comments, and looking altogether too comfortable and confident in their swimsuits or trunks, while I skulked around inside and cursed my father for being so miserly with the A/C. 

He was paler now, the honeyed glow faded some. Tattoos standing out more; not many of them, and no real theme as far as I could tell, just stars and other symbols scattered haphazardly. As though it didn't matter what the marking was, only that you'd been marked at all. A demonstration - like the piercings, like the hair colors, and the outlandish outfits - that it was your body, your canvass.

On someone else, that could all smack of uncertainty, maybe even desperation. Personally, I thought it only












































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SHOW ME

ALEX PENDRAGON





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





