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More Than Friends: M/M Erotic Romance (Evan and Eric Gay Romance Saga, #4)

“Seth,” Evan said. “Get him ready.”

Seth stepped forward. I felt relieved only for a second, remembering how tender he’d been when he fucked me for the first time. But the look on his face told me his intentions were a little less than tender this time. 

“It’s time to wrestle, Eric,” Seth said with a smirk.

That’s when my eyes fell to his crotch. He was already pants-less, his cock erect and dripping with clear precum.

My ass cheeks clenched shut with anticipation.

Seth stepped forward and began rubbing my nipples. Why am I naked? I wondered as I shivered with delight. Oh well.

I was already hard when a warm mouth closed over me. My back arched in surprise. I took my eyes off of Seth for a moment to glance down at Evan sucking my cock.

His tongue flicked quickly over my frenulum.

“Ooh," I whispered.

My cock shuddered inside of Evan’s pillowy lips. He pulled me into the back of his mouth, enveloping my tip in his throat. I nearly came right there.

This is wrong, I thought to myself. Evan...and Seth?

Seth was the lifeguard who'd fucked me in California. Evan was my best friend and the man I was in love with. Neither of them knew about each other, but here they were.

I felt Evan's hands drawing my rear cheeks apart and released a groan of impatience.

Evan's blue eyes locked onto mine before he suddenly pulled away. My dick popped out of his mouth, wet and shivering in the cold air. At the same time, Seth’s cool mouth brushed against my spine.

What’s he doing? I had my answer soon enough.

“Ah!”

A flurry of emotions flooded through me: surprise, disgust, ecstasy. I bucked uncontrollably as Seth tongued my rim, alternating between short prods and long, soft strokes of his warm tongue. I planted my hands on my thighs, overcome by wave after wave of pleasure delivered swiftly through Seth’s mouth against my hole.

Evan began jacking himself off, his strained neck threaded with veins and flushed scarlet. His mushroom tip popped in and out of his closed fist as he worked himself hard. His mouth was pinched tight with effort, and I couldn’t help but remember how deftly he’d sucked me. A strange feeling pooled in the base of my stomach as I studied him, wondering what the next moment would bring.

Seth poked his tongue into my entrance, and I moaned.

Then, suddenly, Seth’s mouth was gone. For a split second, my gaping hole was bare to the world. Then, he pushed his finger inside.

“Shit!” I hissed.

My entire body trembled. I let myself fall back against Seth’s broad, hard chest and pulled my cock flat against my stomach. Just before my eyes fell shut, I saw Evan reach out to grab my face. I opened my mouth, ready to receive.

“Damn, baby,” Evan murmured in a deep, husky voice, just before he kissed me.

I moaned against Evan's lips as Seth's finger touched on something deep inside of me. My entire body unraveled, lost in pleasure. I stroked the underside of my cock, let my fingertips barely glance across my velvety skin.

Evan sucked on my lips, and I touched his teeth with my tongue. He explored my chest with his hands, squeezing my pecs and nipples, before dipping down to my abs. He smoothed his hand down and brushed his wet fingertips over the ridge of my cock, making me gasp and shiver in delight.

“Oh, Eric,” he kept murmuring. He swirled his finger in a spiral over my swollen, sensitive cockhead.

Meanwhile, Seth's finger moved in a spiral inside of my asshole.

“Good boy,” Seth murmured. “I think he's ready.” 

It took a moment for me to realize the second statement wasn’t for me. I opened my eyes, but Evan was no longer standing in front of me.

“Bend over,” his voice ordered from behind me—

* * *
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I jerked awake. My forehead was damp with sweat, and so were my sheets. My cock was throbbing, as if Evan's lips were still fastened around it, sucking...

With a sigh, I reached down between my legs and covered my aching cock with my hand.

What a dream, I thought. My heart was still racing from it. I had to give myself a moment to catch my breath.

I couldn't believe I'd just dreamt about Evan and Seth. I'd fucked Evan on the night of his going away party, the first man I'd ever been with. Only a few days after that, I'd met Seth. I'd never told Evan about him. I wondered if my subconscious was feeling a little guilty over that. Even though Evan and I weren't official or anything, we'd exchanged I love you's. Therefore, my heart belonged to him.

But he was in England.

And I was just so lonely.

Under my hand, my cock was still rigid, still throbbing. At this rate, it was never going to go away. Not unless...

I closed my eyes and slid my hand into my shorts. My fingers curled around my shaft, and I shivered.

"Evan," I whispered to myself.

In my mind, I relived our last night together as I jacked myself off. I was only a few seconds into the fantasy when I came suddenly and swiftly, hips bucking under the sheets as my cum spilled into my hand. Afterwards, I cleaned myself off with a day-old sock that was discarded on the floor.

When I tried to go back to sleep, I found that I couldn't.

I was missing Evan more than ever before.

Slowly, I got out of bed and turned on the light. As if moving on autopilot, I went to my laptop, opened up my email, and read the last few exchanges I'd shared with Evan, trying to ignore the heavy feeling of loneliness in the pit of my stomach.

Hey Eric! England is so different than home. You wouldn’t think so because everyone speaks English, right? I kind of had a hard time adjusting at first, but I’m good now that classes have started. The professors are assholes, but I’ve made a few friends here so things aren’t so bad. How was California? How is community college? Have your classes started yet? I’m sorry I haven’t been writing, by the way. I was feeling really homesick for a while, so I was trying not to think about home too much. But I’m okay now. Maybe you can even visit me soon. Can you send me a picture of you in CA if you have any? I miss you more, and I love you, too.

Your best friend,

Evan.

That email had been from a week ago. When I wrote him back, it would've been the perfect time to admit that I'd had sex with someone else. Instead, I sent him the picture he asked for and made some more small talk:

Hey Evan! Classes won't start for another two weeks. I guess they start school way earlier in England, huh? I didn't take many pictures in California, but here's a pic of me with a shark (it's fake). What's England like? Do they have peanut butter there? Do they have ranch-flavor tortilla chips? I know those are your fave. Give me your address and let me know if you want me to send you anything from back home. I've been thinking about you a lot...

Evan's last reply answered all my questions. Yes, they did have peanut butter there, but it tasted different than our American peanut butter. He hadn't been able to find ranch-flavored chips yet. He gave me his mailing address and asked if I could pack myself in the box, too. Obviously, he was joking.

Now that I was reading his email for the second time, I found myself wishing that he wasn't joking at all.

If only, I found myself wishing. If only I could pack myself up and mail myself to you.

The idea didn't come to me until I started typing my response back.

There was a way I could pack myself up and "mail" myself to Evan, so to speak. All I had to do was by a plane ticket.

I stopped typing and simply stared at the cursor blinking on my screen, thinking. It would be easy, I thought to myself. I could just buy a plane ticket and go. I could go tomorrow, if I wanted to. But did I dare?

Yes, a defiant voice piped up from the back of my mind. I had the money. All of my aunts and uncles had given me money when I graduated, so I had a pretty hefty hoard sitting in my bank account.

And I still had this secret that was eating me from the inside out. I still needed to admit to Evan that I'd had sex with someone else. That was a secret that needed to be told in person, and I wasn't sure how much longer I could hold it in.

"I'm doing it," I whispered to myself.

I looked up flights and bought the first ticket available. I typed in my credit card information.

Once I hit "purchase," there was no turning back.

* * *
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I arrived in London on a Tuesday morning, two days after I bought my ticket. The local time was about eleven a.m., but it was three o'clock in the morning back home. My body was exhausted, but my racing mind kept me awake on the four-hour train ride to Birmingham.

From the station, I took a taxi to Evan's residence hall.

By the time I was standing outside his apartment door, I'd been awake for over twenty-four hours.

Here goes nothing, I thought. I raised my fist and knocked.

There were footsteps on the other side of the door. My heart immediately leapt up into my throat. The doorknob turned. As I hastily finger-combed my hair, it finally opened to reveal Evan's gloriously curious face.

I had a whole speech planned to explain how and why I was there, but I forgot every single word the moment Evan opened his lips to whisper in disbelief, "Eric?"

I stared dumbly at his face and managed to sputter, "I had to see you."

A wide grin split across Evan's face, and it was like seeing the sunrise after
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