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I knew I was in trouble when Joshy pulled out the zip ties. 

He'd been the surprise baby, the one nobody expected. Seven, almost eight years between his arrival and his older brother Callum; I can remember coming over after football practice and seeing Cal furious at his parents' expectation that he'd involve his little bro in whatever game we were playing. 

It probably shouldn't have been a surprise that, to me and the rest of the guys, Joshy ended up like a little brother to us all. As he got older - and progressively more different to his jock sibling and his friends - the frustration Cal had shown evolved into something more protective. It wasn't like we hung out with him in school, but at the same time it was no mystery that if you gave Joshy a hard time, you'd have the football team to discuss it with. 

And the reality was, Joshy was probably cruising for a hard time. From some quarters, anyway. Half the weight of Callum; 5'6 tall at best. Even if he hadn't been upfront about his sexuality being fairly fluid, just the fact that he was a cute little happy guy would've made him a tempting target for some audiences. 

They never, as far as any of us heard, tried anything. That could've been our threat of extreme retribution, but it could've just as easily been Joshy's own natural protection. The fact that he was cheerful and playful, and generally fun to be around. Now that he was 18 and we were all in our mid-twenties I didn't get so much of an opportunity to experience that, but you didn't have to spend long with him to be charmed. 

I was looking forward to hanging out with Callum and my old buddies, this rare occasion when everyone was back home for a week, but I was also kinda looking forward to seeing Joshy too. He was just... fun. 

Callum was managing to drag out a scholarship as long as possible in the next state over, but his parents hadn't even tried to squeeze him back into his childhood bedroom. So we were all down in the finished basement, floor crowded with air mattresses, the works, and it was feeling a whole lot like old times again. 

There's something weird about creeping through your friend's parents' house as an adult. Middle of the night, the topography almost intuitively familiar and yet the scale all weird. The nightlight they kept plugged in - and which I remembered from sleepovers when Cal and I had been aged in single digits - was still there, its glow showing the way to the family bathroom. 

Joshy's head was poking around his door when I slipped back out into the hallway. Grin glowing brighter than the nightlight was. He gave me a little wave. 

I didn't trust my voice, not when his parents were already sleeping, so I gave a half-wave back. Expected to just walk past - maybe ruffle his hair a little, like I had done earlier when the guys all arrived and he was beaming good-naturedly between us all - but instead he beckoned me into his room. 

The door clicked softly when he shut it behind me. 

Joshy's room hadn't had a chance to turn into a time capsule yet. Not like Callum's had, the dust on the football pennants and trophies giving everything a sense of frozen history. His dad had threatened to put everything into boxes in the garage, but I think his mom still liked to be able to go in there and pretend her little boy was still coming home some day. 

There was no sports stuff on Joshy's walls; no trophies on the shelves. The whole place felt more grown-up than Cal's ever did; bed made but sheets rumpled where he'd obviously been sitting just now. A desk with a laptop, and a light turned right down. 

"Hey Mitchell." His voice was soft, pitched low - in deference, I guessed, to the proximity of his parents' room - and for a moment I didn't want to open my mouth lest my own, louder voice prove too much for the situation. Not that the boys and I had been too quiet downstairs, but that was with the reassurance of a whole empty floor between us. 

"Hey buddy, what's up?"

He grinned at me, and I couldn't help but grin back. "Oh, just doing some school stuff they showed us. You wanna see?"

His quiet eagerness was contagious. "Sure, what is it?"

"Self-defense classes, how to get yourself out of trouble, that sort of thing." Joshy gestured me to the desk chair. "Making sure we don't get, I dunno, kidnapped or something."

I frowned. "Must be new, they never had anything like that when we were there."

Joshy giggled, rolling his eyes. "Oh yeah, like anyone could kidnap you, Mitchell. You'd squash 'em."

I chuckled softly. Joshy might not have been into sports himself, but he wasn't exactly shy about the admiration - bordering on hero worship - he had for guys who played them. Maybe it was just how small he was in comparison, but he seemed fascinated by me and the guys on the football team. 

"Yeah, probably," I agreed with him, smiling to show I was in on the joke. Playfully flexed my arm and then smacked my fist into my other hand. 

"Though," Joshy carried on, frowning, "they did warn us about getting roofied. Or someone putting something in our drinks. Then it wouldn't matter how big or strong you were, even you, Mitchell."

Honestly, having someone put something in my drink wasn't a situation I really gave much thought to. It seemed like the kinda messed-up thing that creepy guys did to unsuspecting girls. 

Joshy's face suddenly brightened. "But it's okay! They showed us how to get out of zip ties, too. Y'know, if you wake up and they've tied you up."

That seemed, I couldn't help but think as I nodded, surprisingly comprehensive. "Well, that's... good."

Joshy beamed at me. "Let me show you!"

I frowned, about to decline the offer, but he was already dragging his backpack from under the desk and pulling out a baggie of what looked like plastic strips. 

"You just sit there, and I'll show you what they told us to do to break free," he explained, digging through the bag and pulling out a bristling handful of zip ties. 

"Uh, I'm not sure..." I started, but he turned that gigawatt grin on me. The one all of us guys were familiar with from him growing up, that said "come on, please, let me hang out with you all too."

"You'll be helping me study, Mitchell," he explained, "I'd really appreciate it. And it'd make me feel so much more confident about this stuff, and keeping myself safe."

The idea of telling Callum that I hadn't done everything I could to help keep his little brother safe and happy left my stomach sinking. I flashed him a smile. "Of course, lil guy, you know I've got you."

His happy expression made me feel like I'd just given him a gift. I'd seen him smile once or twice like that since we all got back this week; it was a familiar expression on a face that had grown up since I last saw him. 

"Okay, just hold still while I do this, okay?" 

I nodded, watching as he crouched down and then feeling the pull of something around my ankles. The faint crackle of a zip tie pulling tight, and when I experimentally shifted my leg I found it was firmly laced in place. 

"They look so thin, but they say they can be really tough to snap out of," Joshy explained, as he threaded another tie around my wrist and then - with gentle pressure - guided my arm down to the lower back of the chair. A quick tug, and first one wrist, then the other, was caught. "But I mean," Joshy added, suddenly thoughtful, "that's just for a little weakling like me. Not a big strong guy like you, Mitchell."

I shook my head, trying - without making it look like I was doing it - to test just how well gripped in place I was. The zip ties were definitely sturdy. "You're not weak, buddy. You're just built different, is all."

Joshy pouted. "It sucks. Why can't I be big, like Callum? Or like you?"

I looked at him, in his t-shirt and cutoff sweats, and had to smile. Joshy had always been tiny in comparison to the rest of us guys, and trying to imagine him with Callum's build was funny. Especially if he still had the boyish face, full lips, and mop of unruly dark blonde hair. He'd filled out some in the time since I saw him last, but even if he was his brother's size, he'd still look very different to Cal's dark, brooding aesthetic. 

"You look just fine to me, kid," I told him, grinning.

Joshy frowned. "I'm eighteen, I'm not meant to be a kid any more."

Clearly I should've picked my words better. I went to shrug, only the zip ties stopped my arms from lifting more than a couple of inches. "I'm sorry, you're not a kid."

He didn't look convinced. "But I don't look like you."

I shook my head. "No. But that's okay. We're not all meant to look the same."

Joshy sighed. "I've been trying to work out some. Y'know, get fitter like you guys. But it doesn't seem to work."

I cast an appraising eye down his body, finding he was watching me by the time my stare returned to his face. "It takes time," I pointed out. 

"I know. I feel like my chest is getting a bit better, don't you think?"

He pulled up at the hem of his shirt, dragging it over his head. Torso smooth and lightly tanned; none of the baby fat I could remember from only a couple of years back, as we all horsed around in the pool out back. 

"You look great," I told him, meaning it. 

Joshy's face lit up in delight. "You really think so?" 

I nodded. 

"And I feel like my butt is getting rounder, too. Kinda bigger, y'know?"

He half-turned, presenting himself in profile. The twist made his waist look even narrower, not that it was huge to begin with, and certainly not with the thick jut of his ass pushing out below it. 

"Uh, yeah, it looks great, buddy."

It wasn't like I was unused to seeing guys' bodies. You don't do team sports all your young adult life and not spend enough time in the locker rooms that there's little mystery left in what your buddies have under their clothes. 

With Joshy it was different, though. I couldn't explain quite how, or why, but it was. Maybe because he looked so different to what I was used to seeing, or maybe because he so clearly wanted my approval about it. I'd focused so much on getting big, developing the muscles and the speed you need to play football; his completely different physique almost felt like a challenge. 

"Do you think I'm hot, Mitchell?"  

It was a question I didn't expect, and one I didn't feel equipped to answer. Could only blink at him, as he turned gently on the spot a couple of feet in front of me. Showing himself off for my judgement. 

"I... I think you're a... a really cute guy, Joshy," I told him, stumbling over the words. 

His grin was almost shy. "I don't look like a girl?"

I shook my head, not trusting my voice suddenly. It wasn't that I hadn't had girlfriends; wasn't like I hadn't just fallen out of the end of a breakup, in fact, the two of us agreeing to go our separate ways after things just got... tired. I just didn't really want to go down that avenue now. 

"You don't," I reassured him, mouth feeling dry. 

Joshy smiled, then conspicuously looked me up and down. I felt my skin tingle at the intensity of his gaze, even felt through my clothes. 

"I wish I looked like you, Mitchell." He licked his lips, just briefly. "You're so hot."

Something turned in my chest. It wasn't like the words were strange, just that I wasn't used to hearing them said by another guy. Certainly not by my best friend's younger brother. 

"Uh, you're hot. Just in a different way." It sounded ridiculous, coming out of my mouth. 

Joshy looked unconvinced. "But I want to look hot-hot. Not cute, hot. I want people to stare at me like they stare at you." He glanced down my body again; when his eyes met mine, there was something playfully teasing in his gaze. "I want it to be scandalous when I go out in gray sweatpants."

I tried to swallow. Tried not to look down at the soft fabric pulled around my thighs. Tried to tell myself that this was all normal, and not some very strange situation that filled me with a mixture of thrilled fear. 

"You know how you look in them, right?" Joshy was smirking now, confident I knew exactly what he was talking about. "You know we can see every... part of you."

I frowned, cutting my eyes away awkwardly. "Joshy."

"Every inch, even," he added. 

"Joshy!" It was as loud an admonishment as I could manage, without risking waking his parents up. The idea of trying to explain to them why I was zip-tied to a chair in their son's room in the middle of the night was not especially appealing.

"Oh come on." There was an edge of humor in his voice, now. "You're telling me you don't joke about this stuff with the guys?"

I shrugged, as best I could. "It's... different."

Because it was. When Callum and the rest of us guys got together, sure, we weren't exactly holding back. But it never felt like this. Never left my insides feeling like they were being clenched in some huge fist. 

"Why, just because I'm Callum's little brother?"

I shook my head. "No, it's..." I didn't have the words to finish the sentence. Didn't have the thoughts, either. 

"Or because it's me who's looking?" 

I forced myself to make eye contact with him, feeling guilty as I did it. Hating the way that what he'd said rang true in some awful, unexpected way. 

Maybe Joshy could read that from my face. Maybe he just guessed well. 

"If you didn't like it, you'd just put on underwear," he teased. "You have to know what you're showing."

He made it sound so intentional. As though this was some conscious act; that I was choosing to put myself out there, display myself somehow. 

"It's not like that."

Joshy giggled. "Looks like that to me."

I followed his stare down, to where the thick ridge of my cock was outlined unmistakably through the clinging gray fabric. Looked up again to meet his eyes. This time, there was nothing subtle about the way he licked his lips. 

"Joshy..."

One word, but so much packed into it. Fear, and surprise, and caution too, all blended with denial.

He shrugged. "Is it bad that I want to look at you?" Didn't wait for an answer, not that I was sure I could ever come up with one. "You know I like guys as well as... well, you know I like guys."

It was no secret. It was just... Joshy. 

"But not me," I told him. Hearing the inadequacy in the words, but unable to do any better. 

"Why not? I think you're amazing."

I was blushing; hated my treacherous body for it. Then distracted the next moment by the way he stepped forward, closing the gap between us. Joshy's bare knees just brushing my own. 

"I think you're amazing, and hot, and I know you're a good guy. Maybe the best guy, actually."

Shaking my head, I tensed against the zip ties, wishing that his earlier prediction had been correct and that I could just snap through them with some superhuman feat of strength. The reality was depressingly mundane. 

"You shouldn't." I wasn't sure what I was telling him to stop, the movements or the words or what he was claiming to think about me. Not that he seemed inclined to temper any of the three. 

I grit my teeth as he slid onto my lap. Looked away, only to find our reflection in the mirror on the wall. The scale of us so different, and yet the roles feeling upended: Joshy clearly in command as I cringed away in uncertainty. 

He was light across my thighs, and had I an arm free I could've removed him one-handed. Instead all I could do was try not to tense my shoulders as his arms slipped around my neck. 

"Tell me to stop."

It'd be easy. Even without my hands to dislodge him, even without the ability to stand up and dump him, unceremoniously, off my lap. One little word would be all it took. 

"I don't think you should, we should..." I said instead.  

Joshy grinned. I hadn't seen him this close up for a long time. We'd all graduated and then kinda drifted apart, either headed away for college or out into the real world. One where you didn't end up back at your best friend's house, laughing at the dumb antics of his attention-hungry little brother. 

"Is it because you've got a girlfriend?"

It was an excuse, the potential get-out clause my brain had been searching for, but I still found myself shaking my head. "We broke up."

Maybe he was just a fantastic actor, but Joshy actually looked sympathetic. "I'm sorry."

I frowned at him. This near, I could see how smooth his skin was. Callum had struggled with acne and pimples until he was at least in his early twenties, but Joshy seemed to have skipped all that. "Are you?"

His thumbs, brushing slowly at the nape of my neck. "Of course. I want you to be happy. Like I said, you're the best."

The earnestness made me feel awkward. Good guys didn't have feelings... no, urges, toward their best friend's brother. 

"I can make you feel happier," he purred. His lips were closer to my ear, now; the heat of his chest was tangible, radiating against my own torso through the loose sleeveless shirt I was wearing. 

"It's not..." I started. 

"You could fuck me right now," Joshy interrupted. No teasing in his voice now, no joking or false coyness. 

"Joshy!" I gasped out, shock leaving me hoarse.

"You wouldn't be the first. But I bet you'd be the best."

I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment, brain overloaded. Not like I hadn't been sexually actively when I was his age, trying to figure out in each fumbling instance why it wasn't quite feeling like how Callum and the others described it. But Joshy was... off-limits. 

"Have you ever been with a guy?" He sounded curious, genuinely so. 

"Joshy..."

"But you've thought about it, right? Have you thought about me?"

"Joshy..."

"Did you imagine what it would be like to fuck me, Mitchell?"

It was pointless trying to pull myself loose, but I still tried. Writhing underneath him, muscles straining against the creaking zip ties, and yet lacking the angle or the brute strength to bust free of them. Subsided, after a moment, feeling tired and frustrated. 

"I've thought about it so much," he continued, as though my wriggling had never happened. "I missed you so much when Callum went away. It was like I never saw you."

He hadn't. Not that I didn't think Cal's mom and dad wouldn't welcome an unexpected visit from their son's oldest friend, even if - or maybe because - that son was a state away. Not, even, that I didn't think the idea of that would be nice, as I tried to get my own, decidedly non-academic life together. 

It just seemed strange, though. Like I was trying to cling to the past, even if my present wasn't all that great. And then I'd had the excuse for it, the whole gang back together, and I'd walked in the door expecting it to be like stepping back in time. 

Only time hadn't stopped still for Joshy. The kid I knew had grown up, was a young man, and it was as though a switch had been thrown. New lenses dropping over my eyes, like when you're at the optometrist and they slide in a fresh prescription and suddenly, instantly, the world looks different. Clearer and crisper. 

This clarity, though, was terrifying. 

"I've jerked off so many times, looking at your Instagram," he admitted. 

They weren't words I ever expected to hear Joshy saying. Weren't words I could stand to hear, almost. 

"It's not right," I tried to tell him. 

A chuckle. "Sometimes I'm imagining you nailing me when I do it, and sometimes I'm picturing what it would be like on my knees, sucking your dick."

"We shouldn't be..." I started. 

He spoke over my anxiety. "When I found out you were coming over tonight, I was so excited," he admitted. "I almost jerked off a dozen times, but I didn't let myself."

"Joshy, it's not..."

"I just need you to fuck me, Mitchell. I need to know what it's like to feel you inside me."

The words were making me light-headed, and I couldn't think of what to do to make him stop saying them. 

"I've been getting myself ready for it, even. Finger-fucking myself. But don't worry, I'll still be tight."

I couldn't stop the groan from escaping my chest. It felt as natural as exhaling. 

"H-how many?"

Joshy looked surprised for a moment, and then grinned knowingly. "Three," he confirmed, holding up his fingers like a salute. "It felt so good." His eyes slitted as he ground his ass down into my crotch. "You feel so good," he added. 

I shouldn't have asked the question, I knew that. But sometimes your curiosity gets away with itself. 

"Look, Joshy, I'm... I'm flattered. Of course I am. But... but we shouldn't."

He gave me a knowing look. "You keep saying that. And that it's wrong, and that we can't. But the only thing you're not saying is stop. Did you even realize that?"

I frowned at him, trying to ignore the teasing slide of his fingertips down my bare shoulders. "I did," I argued, weakly. 

Joshy shook his head. "You didn't. I told you, tell me to stop if you want to stop. And you said everything possible but that; all the bullshit about it being wrong and inappropriate and a bad idea. But you never actually said you didn't want to do it."

I could remember him telling me to just say stop. Why couldn't I remember the word escaping my lips?

"I think you want to," Joshy continued. Softer now, his tone almost kindly. "But you don't want to admit it. Even though I'm basically throwing myself at you. Even though your dick is so hard it's practically bouncing me out of your lap."

Another slow grind against me; the rasp along my erection was enough to make me groan and flinch. 

Still straddling me, he lifted his hips. Reached down to tug at my sweats, dragging the soft fabric down my thighs. 

"Joshy..." 

He grinned at me, knowingly. "You know the word."

I did. And I also knew I wasn't going to say it. 

My cock was harder than I could remember it ever being. Slapping up thickly against my stomach, splatters of precum flicking across my legs and chest. Joshy looked down, an expression of pure happiness on his face. 

"Fuck, yes, I can't believe this is finally happening," he observed, gleefully. 

My face was burning red. "We can't," I tried again. 

He shook his head. "We can." Then held his bunched three fingers alongside my shaft, looking up at me appreciatively. "Fuck, maybe I should've gone for the fourth, too." A wink. 

I chewed my lip, hard enough I wondered if I'd draw blood. 

"I don't want it... to hurt you," I managed to rasp out. 

"That's okay." Another chuckle. "I do."

I shut my eyes, mortified by his comment and the way my erection had throbbed at the thought of his tightness. Unable not to imagine how Cal would react if he knew the way I was thinking about his brother. Or, for that matter, if he knew what his brother was trying to get me to go along with now. 

Thoughts that fled from my brain, along with any other semblance of sense, when his fingers eased around my shaft and squeezed, gently. 

It wasn't like I'd stared at him when he was younger. Hadn't even seen him as another adult, a sexual being, until this week. When I'd walked into the house, all back-slaps with the guys and hugs for Callum's parents, and then spotted him waiting in the doorway. Oddly quiet, for Joshy, or at least the kid I remembered him being. 

Same grin, though. Enough to light up a whole damn room, that grin. 

His hug had been tentative, reserved even. Another change from the Joshy of old, who had to be reminded on regular occasions about the importance of respecting personal space. That kid had been tactile turned up to eleven. 

Maybe I should've read something into his expression. Maybe I was just trying to close my eyes to the possibility of, well, all of the things I'd told myself were inappropriate thoughts. Things I shouldn't even give brain space. 

Problem was, now Joshy wasn't just demanding brain space, he was insisting on lap space too. And - despite my best intentions - my lap was responding. 

He was stroking me now, two hands on me, reaching down between the splay of his thighs and watching in fascination as my skin shifted. 

There'd been other guys, that's what he'd said. Not just that, but other guys that had fucked him. My brain rebelling at the concept of Joshy, my best buddy's little brother, also being a man that got screwed by other men. It was weird enough knowing that he had a sex drive, without picturing him actually acting on it.

If I was struggling to wrap my head around it, though, Joshy seemed to have no such issues. In fact he'd gone well beyond that, sticky fingers teasing along my dick and playing with my precum. 

"It'd be so hot if you choked me," he suggested. Eyes bright, pupils vast in the dim room. A look of pure delight on his face. "You're not gonna break me." 

If anything, my tormented brain pointed out, I was the one that was going to be broken. My mind snapping in half, trying to rationalize what was happening. 

He was shuffling forward now, balancing as best he could on top of my thighs. Shifting his weight carefully, not out of any fear for me beneath, but because the desk chair could swivel under us both. One hand bracing himself on my shoulder, the other still gripping my dick.

"We can't, Joshy, you know we can't." I could hear the desperation in my voice. 

He licked his lips before replying. "You don't get how long I've wanted this. Watching you hang out with my brother, seeing you treat me like a little kid." His fingers corkscrewed around the head of my cock, setting my hips bucking and twitching until he relented. "But this, right here, tells me you don't see me like that any more. You want this as much as I do, don't you."

It wasn't really a question, but my brain was trying to treat it as one, and getting overwhelmed in the process. Trying to balance the desperately powerful sensations Joshy was generating in my crotch, with the sense of almost brotherly respect that had built in me over so many years. 

And through it all, the knowledge that I could stop it. If I wanted to. If I chose to say the magic word that Joshy hadn't even attempted to keep from me. A safe word that would bring all this to a crashing halt, and so why wasn't I - mature, responsible, grown-up Mitchell - saying it now? 

I didn't have a good answer. Could only, in fact, watch in barely-stifled horror as he lifted himself and shoved his shorts down, exposing his ass. Then let him pin my gaze as he eased himself down onto me. 

The sudden kiss of warm, smooth skin. I was holding my breath, I realized, mouth fallen open in astonishment as Joshy's body smudged against my tip. His butt wriggling, tilting, lining himself up with the hardness in his fist.

"Joshy..." 

He was ignoring me, though. Brow furrowed in concentration; bottom lip caught between his teeth. And then a gasp, his eyes widening almost comically as I hissed along with him, at the feel of his hole spreading around me.

"Oh fuck..." 

I wasn't sure if the words had come from me, or from him. Both of us, maybe. All of my attention hooked on the expression on his face and the incredible grip of his ass as the fat head of my dick ground into him. 

"Holy fuck, you're big," he grunted, sinking another inch or so down. I could see the sweat on his chest now, skin flushed and damp as his thighs gradually lowered him toward my lap. 

Every moment I told myself this was it, this was the most incredible, the most amazing sensations that there could ever be. And then, a split-second later, the feelings intensified again. Joshy's hole squeezing me from every angle, soft and hot and ridiculously tight. 

"Wait..." I gasped, not sure if it was one, last-ditch attempt to dissuade him, or fear of him overwhelming my senses, or just my trying to slow him and thus prolong the moment. Not that it seemed to matter, Joshy ignoring me in favor of continuing to bring our bodies closer together. 

It was killing me not being able to touch him. Arms straining at my sides, still laced to the chair; all I could do was sit there and allow him to impale himself on me. 

"Almost," he murmured, eyes glazed over with lust and focus. I wondered how many other guys had seen him like this, expression twisted with intent, as they squeezed into his hole. The idea of it still shocked me, and yet suddenly I was feeling competitive with it, too. 

"Oh god, oh god." The chant almost a whimper, and then the brush of his bare cheeks against my thighs as he settled all the way. Eyes closed, jaw hanging, as he sucked in lungfuls of air. "It feels like it's up to my stomach."

Part of me wanted to laugh at his flattery, but my mind was too busy ensnared by the sensations rippling out from where we were joined. Watched him open his eyes again, and the spreading grin twisting his lips. He looked, for a split second, like the playful, giggling Joshy everyone knew and couldn't help but love. 

Only now I was fucking him. Cock buried as deep into his eighteen-year-old body as I could imagine. 

"I definitely should've gone
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