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The frat house looms ahead, even though it’s home now. That familiar scent of stale beer and sweat hits me the second I push open the door. I try to play it cool—just another night, just another beer from the fridge—but my fingers tremble slightly as I grab a cold one. I tell myself it’s the chill. It’s not. My pulse is steady and thick in my throat, a dull beat that syncs with the soreness still echoing through my body. My muscles ache. My hole is tender, stretched, used. The memory flashes hot and vivid behind my eyes.

I tell myself I’m just curious. That I’m not that into it. That last time was a fluke. A dare. But that lie tastes bitter on my tongue. Because I liked it. No one forced me to stay on all five minutes. No one told me to keep going when the timer went off. And when Jake stepped forward after the bet was won—when he looked at me like I was already his—I didn’t say no.

The living room is full of noise and bodies. Bottles clink, voices shout, guys laugh and talk over each other. It’s Friday night. Standard chaos. But something changes when I walk in. Heads don’t exactly turn, but I feel the shift. A flicker of recognition in the way some of them glance my way, the curve of a smirk, a chuckle that doesn’t quite match the conversation.

They remember.

I live here now. I’m one of them. But I’ll always be the guy who took the bet and didn’t stop. The one who ended the night moaning into a couch cushion while half the house watched—and a few joined in.

And then there’s Jake.

He’s on the couch like always, sprawled like it’s a throne, one arm draped over the back, a half-empty bottle balanced on his thigh. That same smirk’s on his lips—the one that hooked me the first night. Like he knows exactly where my thoughts are. Like he owns them.

Our eyes lock. The room dulls around the edges.

“You always walk like that when you're sore,” he says casually, voice low, lazy. “Or is that just for me?”

Heat blooms up my neck. I look away, but it’s too late. I’m caught.

He doesn’t have to ask why I’m here. We both know.

The room erupts in laughter, a chorus of jeers and whistles. I feel my face flush, the heat spreading down my neck, but I force a laugh, playing along. “Just thought I’d see what you losers are up to,” I reply, trying to sound casual, though my voice cracks slightly.

“Oh, we’re up to no good,” Jake says, winking. “But I guess you already know that, huh? You took it like a champ last night. Never seen anyone twitch like that when they got filled.”

My cheeks burn hotter, but I don’t look away. The memory flashes in my mind—the way my body trembled, the way I begged for more. “Shut up, man. It was just a dare,” I mutter, my fists clenching at my sides.

“Yeah, sure,” Jake says, standing up and walking toward me. His movements are deliberate, predatory. “But you liked it, didn’t you? You liked being used. Liked being our little toy.”

My breath quickens, the air suddenly thick in my lungs. I don’t deny it. I can’t. The truth hangs between us, unspoken but undeniable.

Before I can respond, Jake grabs my wrist, his grip firm and unyielding. “Come on,” he says, pulling me toward the back room. “Let’s see if you’re still as eager.”

I hesitate for a second, my heart pounding against my ribs, but my body betrays me. My feet move of their own accord, following him without protest. The door slams shut behind us, and I’m met with the sight of three other guys, all smirking like they know exactly what’s about to happen. My heart races, my cock twitching in my jeans, a traitorous response to their presence.

“On your knees,” Jake orders, his voice rough, commanding.

I don’t question it. I drop to my knees, my hands resting on my thighs, my head bowed. I’m trembling, but it’s not from fear. It’s anticipation, pure and raw, a hunger that coils in my gut.

“Open wide,” Jake says, his belt already unbuckled, his pants unzipped. His thick, hard cock springs free, and I waste no time, wrapping my lips around it. It’s hot and salty, the taste of him flooding my mouth. I moan softly, my hands gripping his hips, my tongue swirling around his shaft.

“That’s it, slut,” he growls, thrusting into my mouth. “Take it. Show us how much you want it.”

I hum in response, my eyes fluttering closed as I suck him deep, my throat tightening around his cock. I’m not just taking it—I’m worshipping it. I’m desperate for it.

Behind me, I hear footsteps, and then hands grab my hips, pulling me back. I gasp around Jake’s cock as another guy presses against me, his fingers tracing the waistband of my jeans. My breath hitches, my body tensing with anticipation.

“Let’s get him ready,” someone says, their voice low and husky. I shiver as my belt is undone, my pants pulled down to my ankles. I’m exposed, vulnerable, and I love it.

“Spread your legs,” the guy behind me commands, his voice firm. I obey, my knees falling wider apart, my thighs trembling. I feel a finger press against my hole, teasing the entrance, and I whine, my head falling back, my lips still wrapped around Jake’s cock.

“Still tight,” the guy mutters, his voice approving. “But we’ll fix that.”

I don’t have time to respond before he pushes inside, his finger sliding in easily, despite my tightness. I moan, my body arching into the touch, my cock throbbing between my legs.

“Fuck, you’re wet already,” he laughs, adding a second finger, stretching me open. “Eager little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice hoarse, my lips still moving around Jake’s cock. “Please. Use me.”

Jake pulls out of my mouth, and I whimper in protest, but he silences me with a slap to my cheek. “Quiet, bitch. We’ll use you however we want.”

I nod, my eyes downcast, as the guy behind me pulls his fingers out, replacing them with the head of his cock. It’s thicker than his fingers, and I hiss as he pushes in, my body adjusting to his size.

“That’s it,” he groans, gripping my hips tightly. “Take it all.”

I’m sandwiched between them now, Jake’s cock back in my mouth, the other guy’s cock buried deep in my ass. I’m their toy, their plaything, and I’ve never felt more alive.

“Faster,” I beg, my voice muffled around Jake’s shaft. “Please, fuck me harder.”

They don’t need to be told twice. The guy behind me starts pounding into me, his hips snapping against mine, while Jake thrusts into my mouth with abandon. I’m a mess, moaning and whimpering, my body overwhelmed with sensation.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” the guy behind me growls. “So fucking tight. Gonna fill you up, you hear me? Gonna breed your little hole.”

I moan in response, my hands clutching at Jake’s thighs. I want it. I want to be filled, to be marked, to be theirs.

Someone’s filming again, I realize, as I hear the click of a phone camera. “Smile for the camera, slut,” Jake says, pulling out of my mouth. “We’re starting a private page just for you.”

I don’t care. I’m beyond caring. I’m lost in the pleasure, in the roughness, in the humiliation. I’m exactly where I want to be.

“I want in,” Jake says, moving around to stand next to the guy behind me. He lines up behind me, his cock pressing against my stretched hole, and I whine, “Wait, I—”

“Shut up and take it,” he snaps, thrusting in without warning.

I cry out, my body shaking as he fills me again, his cock sliding in alongside the other guy’s. It’s too much, but it’s not enough. I’m stretched to my limits, my hole aching, but I’m desperate for more.

“Fuck, you’re a mess,” Jake laughs, pulling out and pushing back in. “Look at you, taking two cocks like a champ.”

I’m whimpering, my body trembling as I’m fucked by two big cocks, but I’m not done. “More,” I beg. “Please, don’t stop. I need more.”

They laugh, but they don’t stop. Their movements are rough, relentless, a tidal wave that drowns out thought, time, everything. I’m shaking, sobbing, collapsing under them, into them. My body is wrecked—open, aching, slick with sweat and something more. Every nerve feels raw, every breath ragged.

The floor is cold beneath me, but I hardly notice. My limbs are useless, trembling. Fingers dig into my hips, my shoulders, my hair—claiming me, holding me in place like I’m theirs to take and keep.

I don’t even realize I’m crying until I feel the wet on my cheeks, mixing with spit, with heat, with everything they’ve poured into me. My body pulses again, another wave crashing through me, uncontrolled and raw. I can’t stop shaking. I don’t want to.

I hear a groan behind me, followed by a low curse and the sudden slap of heat against my skin. Another body jerks against mine. Another gasp. Another wave. The warmth spreads—thick and unmistakable—coating my lower back, slipping between my cheeks, dripping down my thighs. I brace myself on shaking arms, hands pressed into the worn couch cushions, the world narrowed to the rhythm of breath and the slick feel of skin on skin.

They don’t rush. They don’t speak. Just heavy breathing and the occasional satisfied grunt as they take what they want—what I’ve already given.

I feel it inside me too. Deep. Claiming.

My knees tremble. My head hangs low, hair
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