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Message from the Writer




If you enjoyed any of my books, I would love
to know. It will inspire me to write more. Send me a message.

Like or Retweet my books on Twitter. I deeply
appreciate the interaction.

Or if you can, leave a review. It will help
my stories reach more readers who like the type of stories I
write.

 


Follow me on Twitter:

https://twitter.com/MrGayrotica

 


Follow me on Tumblr:

https://tumblr.com/misterjauthor


 


POUNDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS


“HAPPY birthday, sweetie!” My phone screen
showed a smiling middle-aged woman.

‘Thanks, mom. Hold on. I’ll just get inside
the house.” I placed the phone on top of the two large pizzas in my
hand and opened the door with the other.

Once inside, I placed the stack on the coffee
table, picked up my phone, and headed toward the kitchen.

“Here, your dad wants to greet you, too.” The
video turned to show my father driving.

“Happy birthday, son.” A loud car horn almost
drowned out my father’s voice.

I brought a six-pack out from the fridge and
thanked him. “Are you guys going somewhere?”

“Yeah, we’re going to dinner.” The screen
showed my mom again. “Since we can’t come to San Diego this year,
we’ll just celebrate here in Seattle.”

After sinking on the couch, I opened one of
the beers and took a sip.

“Aren’t you going to celebrate?”

“Mom.” I rolled my eyes. “You know I don’t do
birthdays. I only go out to dinner when you guys are here. It’s not
a big deal.”

“But it’s your twenty-fifth. At least don’t
spend it alone.”

“I’m not. The guys are coming over to watch
the hockey game with me.”

“That’s it?” my mom asked with brows
furrowed.

“There are six-packs chilling in the
fridge.”

Her expression didn’t change.

“…and pizza.”

She glanced at my dad.

I sighed. “Look, mom. I only want a low-key
celebration. I don’t want to throw a party and force myself to
interact with people I barely know when I’d rather spend it with
the people I care about. Since you two can’t make it this year, at
least my best friends are here to spend it with me.”

“But—”

“Hun, leave our son alone,” my dad said
off-camera. “It’s his birthday. He can celebrate however he
wants.”

“Fine.”

“Thanks, dad.”

“Anyway.” Her pout disappeared. “Are you
still seeing—what’s that guy’s name?”

“Chris,” my father said.

“Yes, that one. Is he still your
boyfriend?”

“Hell, no.” I waved my hands. “We just went
out on a few dates. That’s it. He’s not my boyfriend.”

My mother lit up. “Good. Because Martha—you
remember her?—our next door neighbor mentioned she has a gay nephew
who lives in your city. We were hoping you two could meet up and
see—”

“Jeez, mom.” I snickered. “I can’t believe
you’re trying to set me up. I’m a grown man. I can find my own
dates, thank you very much.”

“It’s your dad’s idea.” Mom pointed to the
man driving beside her with a guilty look.

“No, it’s not. I told you he won’t be
interested. But you didn’t want to listen.”

The two talked over each other in the car
like I wasn’t on a video call with them.

I shook my head in amusement.

The doorbell rang.

“That’s them. I gotta go.”

Mom shifted so both she and dad were on
screen. “Okay, sweetie. Enjoy your birthday.”

“We love you, son.”

“I love you guys, too. Drive safe, and talk
to you again soon.” I shut off the video call.

Another doorbell sounded.

“Darren, what’s taking so long? Are you
sucking some guy in there?” the voice I recognized as Allen
said.

“We can come back later,” Marco said.

My straight best friends giggled outside like
little girls.

“Shut up. I’m not sucking anyone.” I opened
the door.

“Ey! There’s the fucking birth-gay boy.” A
chubby guy with a full beard that made him look like a young Santa
Claus trapped me in a bear hug and lifted me.

“Very funny.” I strained to say while hugging
him back. “Did you think of that all by yourself, or did
Marco?”

“Nope. That was all me.”

“He’s been excited to say it to you the
entire way here,” Marco said. The gorgeous fitness model’s tight
white t-shirt stretched over his torso, defining every curve of his
solid muscles. “Happy birthday, homo.”

“Wow. Very creative, man,” I chuckled.

He took over Allen’s hug. “I know. Not my
best.”

We’ve been best friends since high school. I
only came out to them last year, on my birthday, as a gift for
myself.

I was afraid the friendship would change
after my revelation. At first, there was awkwardness as they
processed it. But after a couple of months, things returned to
normal like they always knew about my sexuality.

“Come in.” I left the door, went back inside,
and turned the hockey game on. “Pizza and beer are right
there.”

They let themselves in and pounced on the
food.

“Where’s Craig? I thought you were all going
together.” I joined them on the couch and emptied my beer from
earlier.

Allen took a bite from a slice of pizza and
answered with his mouth full. “The fucker texted me ten minutes
ago. He’s on his way but will be stopping by somewhere first.”

The front door opened.

“Where’s our birthday boy?” Craig’s voice
boomed. At 5’11”, he might be the shortest among us six-footers,
but his presence was always the biggest and the loudest.

“Speak of the devil.” I got off the couch to
welcome him.

“Happy birthday, bro.” The latecomer gave me
a lingering hug.

I got a whiff of his masculine musk coming
out of his pores.

“You’re officially a year older than us now.”
The bulge in his sweatpants pressed into my thigh.

Blood rushed to my dick as my heart raced at
the unexpected contact.

“You’re next, dumbass.” Pretending I didn’t
feel anything, I escaped from his muscular arms before he noticed
my growing erection. “What took you so long?”

“I’m sorry.” Craig lifted a box the size of a
bulky blender as we went to the living room. “I still had to pick
up our gift for you.”

My eyes lit up.

“It’s a miracle. You guys have never given me
a gift before.”

“Hey!” Marco said after swallowing. “We’ve
given you plenty of gifts.”

“For my birthday?” I sat between the other
two while Craig sat on one of the armchairs.

“Fuck, yeah,” the chubby architect said.

“Like what?” I stared at him while waiting
for his answer.

“The…uh…” Allen looked down as he tried to
remember. “A-ha! The gift of friendship.”

I snorted. “You guys gave me squat.”

“Allen, shut up.” Marco threw a crumpled
napkin at him.

“What’s this?” I reached for the lid to look
inside.

“Nope.” He slapped my hands away and took the
box. “You can’t look.”

“Why the hell not? It’s my gift.”

“It’s a surprise. You’ll find out later.
We’ll just leave it here for a while so you won’t be tempted to
look.” Craig placed it on the kitchen table.

Are you kidding me? That made me more
curious.

The mechanic returned to his seat. “You’ll
love it, we promise.” He gave a sadistic grin and winked.

 


 


“HE scores!” the commentator said.

“Yeah!” We jumped off the couch in unison,
celebrating with fist pumps and chest bumps.

“Motherfucker!” Allen punched the couch’s
arm.

Craig struck his groin with two hands and
thrust his hips. “Suck it, you fat bastard.”

I sat back beside him and squeezed his
shoulder. “It’s not too late to switch teams, man.”

He gasped. “Blasphemy!”

Marco and Craig laughed.

Empty beers littered the coffee table, and
the second pizza was already half-eaten.

“Here. Maybe this will help make you feel
better with your sucky team.” I reached for one of the beers and
twisted the cap.

The bottle erupted, spraying my face and
spilling some on the floor.

“Oh, crap!” I held it at arm’s length.

“Whoa!” my straight best friends on the couch
next to me said, arms raised, ready to defend against the beer and
foam shower.

“Sorry, my bad.” I placed the bottle on the
coffee table and ran to the kitchen.

The box Craig brought caught my eye, piquing
my curiosity again.

What could be inside that box? It doesn’t
look special. Maybe it’s just a cake. But why wouldn’t they let me
see it?

“Nice one, Darren.” Allen laughed. “You must
be so fucking good at giving handjobs. The bottle came
immediately.”

Marco and Craig joined in.

“What can I say? I’m talented.” I returned
with a roll of paper towels, tore several pieces, and got on my
knees.

Allen lifted his feet and opened his
tree-trunk legs wider. A massive bulge showed on his basketball
shorts.

He had the biggest dick among the four of us.
I’ve seen it in the locker room many times while we changed.

The front of my boxer briefs tightened.

While the paper soaked up the beer, I kept my
head bowed, but my eyes focused on my straight best friend’s
crotch.

Since we became wrestling teammates in high
school, we considered ourselves brothers, a family. But it didn’t
mean I never checked them out. I even jacked off to the thought of
them. One of my fantasies was getting gangbanged by them while
degrading me and using both my holes to get off.

“The beer shot a lot,” Allen chuckled. “Just
like me.”

My dick twitched at his comment.

It would be nice if I could see it for real.
I bet it would taste delicious when I eat it.

“Especially when I fuck my fiancée in her
ass.”

My hole winked.

Damn, I wish he would fuck me in the ass,
too.

I finished cleaning up the spill and went
straight for the kitchen before they noticed my hard-on.

Marco left the couch and walked toward me.
“Darren, I need to pee.”

“The bathroom’s right over there.” I dumped
the used paper towels in the trash bin. “What are you telling me
for?”

“Can you hold my dick and aim it for me so I
won’t spill? My arms are kinda tired. ”

My heart threatened to burst out of my
chest.

I froze and stared at him, wide-eyed.
“What?”

The fitness model burst out laughing. “I was
just kidding. You should’ve seen your face.” He went inside and
left the door open.

From my position in
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