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Make Me Howl

JAE JORDON

“Hi neighbor, my name is Kirk, I’ve brought you this pie—” 

The young man’s speech was cut short by the uncontrollable rage that came over Juke. How dare he come to his door after being with his mate? Taking the man by his armpits, Juke pulled the young man to him and lifted him off the ground, his legs dangling in midair. He pressed his nose to the young man’s clothes and began to sniff all around him, yanking him up and down like a rag doll.

“Most men invite me in first before they get all handsy,” the young man said, swinging his legs. “Oh, you’re so strong.”

“Why do you smell like my mate?” Juke growled.

“Mate, what mate? Ah, that’s foreign for friend, isn’t it? I don’t know. Maybe your friend wears the same cologne,” the young man said, still struggling for release. “I’ll tell you what I do know, this isn’t very neighborly; put me down.” Kirk wiggled and kicked his legs.

“Let him down Juke,” Paul said, approaching from behind. “Allow him in. That pie smells delicious.”

Prologue

The man’s kiss was hungry and needy. Panic rose in Dale as the man’s tongue fought with his. He should never have listened to Kirk, he didn’t want his first sexual experience to be in the smelly restroom of a seedy nightclub. He only agreed to go out to escape from the awkward situation he’d had with Kirk earlier in the day. Barring sex, he’d agree to anything Kirk asked of him. Kirk was his friend, and he didn’t want to compromise their relationship. They had come too close to sex being an issue between them.

Kirk had been in control, and if he had wanted to take things further Dale wouldn’t have stopped him, but then things between them would never have been the same. You can’t undo what’s done. His panic must have transmitted itself to Kirk because he backed off.

He couldn’t deny that he wanted Kirk to use him in those fleeting moments.

However, being locked in this filthy cubicle, with this stranger, was just wrong. They didn’t want the same things. This was too much, too fast, and too soon. The kissing was okay, but this man who had his hand down the front of his pants and in his boxers wanted more than that. More than Dale was prepared to give up in this shit-filled environment.

He should never have let Kirk goad him into this situation in the first place. He had nothing to prove to anyone. When, where and how he lost his virginity was up to him, in his own time, and in his own way.

Dale pulled away. “Stop, I’ve changed my mind.” He pushed against the man's chest, who was still trying to kiss him.

“You fucking little tease. You’re not getting out of this so easy.” He placed his hands on Dale’s shoulders and tried to push him to his knees.

Dale fought back. “What do you think you’re doing?” Dale asked as he struggled to get free.

“You fired up the dragon, so now you have to put him back to sleep.”

“I’m not going anywhere near your dragon, get your hands off me.” Dale broke free of his grasp and went to unlock the door when the man pounced onto his back and bit a chunk of flesh out of his neck. Dale gasped. “What the fuck, that hurt!” He elbowed the man hard in the gut, and the man let go. He managed to get the door open and staggered into the nightclub, clutching his neck, yelling for Kirk, who appeared at his side as if by magic.

“Someone please call 911, my friend’s been attacked.” Kirk screamed. He pressed his hand over Dale’s as the blood spurted through their fingers. The music was switched off, only the mumbling of the people’s voices could be heard as the crowd gathered around him. His eyes felt heavy as he slipped away, falling, as the earth opened up beneath him. Kirk’s voice echoed outside his head, as he fell further into the abyss.

His mind swirled. If he’d known he’d be dying a virgin today, he’d have begged Kirk to have sex with him, friendship could suck balls for all he cared.

Kirk’s voice called to him, over and over. “Stay with me buddy, help is on the way, don’t you dare die on me.”

He had to fight the darkness get a message to his mom. As he clawed his way through the blackness, a tiny glimmer of light seeped through his lashes. “Kirk,” he said, his voice a mere whisper. “Kirk, you have to tell my mom something for me.” The blackness threatened to rise again.

“Anything,” Kirk said.

As the darkness rose before him, Dale muttered. “Tell my mom I didn’t get to do any gay stuff, it's okay, she can bury me next to Nana. I’m going to heaven, I can see the light.”

Chapter 1

Before the Club

“My life sucks ass,” Dale said as he dropped his bags onto the ground and threw himself onto Kirk’s sofa.

“Hey, don’t knock it till you’ve tried it. I’ve always enjoyed sucking an ass or two, three, four—” Kirk said, swirling around the room knocking down his fingers as he counted.

“Okay, I get it, poor choice of words, but you know what I mean?”

“Sure I do sugar. Although I think it was a bold move coming out to your holier than thou parents when you haven’t even had sex yet?” Kirk raised his eyebrows at Dale, who shrugged and sank deeper into the seat.

“I know. Pretty dumb, right. Thanks for putting me up. It is still okay for me to crash?”

Ignoring him, Kirk said. “I mean, how do you even know you’re gay? We’ve been friends like forever, and you’ve never let me anywhere near your—”

“That’s because I’m not attracted to you like that.” Dale smiled and placed his hands in his lap.

“Yeah, but I saw you kissing Caitlin Atkins, and touching her lady parts, ugh. I shudder at the thought.” Then he did just that, pulling a face laced with disgust.

“It wasn’t so terrible, I went out with her for my mom. You know Caitlin's mom and mine are friends. Plus, I wasn’t sure before. Well, we’ve been friends for years, and I’ve never once lusted after you.” Dale gazed at Kirk under the shield of his lashes.

“Jeez, thanks.” Kirk pouted, threw a pink feather boa around his neck, and sank into the seat next to Dale. “Wish I could say the feeling was mutual.”

“It wasn’t until I kissed Wayne. Or should I say Wayne kissed me, and I liked it.”

Kirk’s neck snapped as he turned to face him. “Which Wayne? Tall, dark and delicious, or gangly, gaunt and pasty?”

“The buff one.”

“Oh my goodness, you went to chocolate heaven, ahhhh.” Kirk swooned his head landing in Dale’s lap. “How was it?” He asked, looking up at Dale.

“Good.”

“Did he give you some tongue?”

“Yes.”

Injecting excitement into his voice, Kirk asked. “What else did you two get up to, and why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“Nothing else. It was after practice, he grabbed me, kissed me, pressed up against me so hard I could feel his junk. Then he threatened to beat me up if I told anyone. So I kept it to myself.”

“Whoa, that little closet queer. He called me a fag once for ogling him. Wish I knew then. That fucking kettle.” Kirk sat upright and grimaced as if it had happened only moments ago.

“That kiss changed my life.”

“I’ll bet it did. He gets to kiss you and roam free, whilst dumbass here takes the rap. I’d put money on it, your parents are blaming me for your gayness. Like it’s contagious.” Kirk pursed his lips and struck a pose. “I can hear your mom now. ‘It’s that Kirk, he's rubbing off on you.’ Chance would be a fine thing.” He rolled his eyes.

Dale laughed. “To be honest, it did go down something like that.”

“I’d expect nothing less. They did ban you from speaking to me, remember. I’m the gay virus that goes from boy to boy, making you all homosexuals. What was it your mother called me?” He paused and pressed the back of his hand against his chin, taking the pose of the Thinker. “Ah, yes, ‘the spawn of Satan’, and I was going to burn in hell for my perversion. Seems I’m going to have her son for company.” Kirk laughed, then stood. “You hungry? All this talk of fire and damnation has worked up my appetite.”

Kirk made them both a sandwich, and they sat down to play a game on the Xbox for a while.

“So what are you planning to do about that virgin ass of yours?”

“I wasn’t planning to do anything about it. I need to get my head around this homelessness thing first, and what I’m going to do about my tuition fees because we both know that ship has sailed.”

“Well, you’re not homeless. I have this big house all to myself courtesy of mother dearest’s latest husband. You’re a top notch couture designer, with or without
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