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"srsly try it dude" 

I shook my head at Dan's text, though I couldn't help but grin. 

"ur a freak" I punched back. 

"sure ;) but u no u want to try" 

Dan had been on at me for days, telling me about how he stuck his finger up his ass while he was jerking off one time and that it was the best fucking thing he's ever felt. At the time I told him it'd be different if he had a girl who'd give him head and fuck him, but then neither of us is having much luck in that department right now.  

So, instead he says he was checking out this sex messageboard online and found all this shit about how whacking off with a finger up your ass feels, like, ten times better. And Dan's a freak, like I told him, and so was bound to try it. Supposedly he's been doing it twice a day, every day, for three weeks now, though he only started pestering me to try it myself last weekend. 

Don't get me wrong, I mean I understand that some people like putting things up their butt. Gay guys, for instance, and while I'm not gay I don't have an issue with it. I'd just rather be the one putting my dick up some girl's ass if there's gonna be ass involved, y'know? 

But Dan's persuasive, and there's no girl who'll even let me get near kissing her, never mind fucking her, and he got me wondering what all this ass stuff might feel like.  

And that's why, now that my parents and my big sister are out of the house for the afternoon, I'm down to my boxers in the bathroom wondering how, exactly, the logistics of the whole thing are supposed to work. I guess I'm not really all that ass-aware: it's just there, it does its thing, and it gets washed in the shower with the rest of me. So far it's all been one-way, though. 

Dan's got this lube that he found in his brother's nightstand after he went to college, and he hardly stops talking about how it makes the classic fapfapfap sound when he's beating his meat. There's not much that looks like it would do that in our bathroom cabinet, though; the closest I think I'm gonna get is my mom's lotion. 

I pump a few squirts into my right hand, squeeze my fingers around to get them all slick, and then realize there's no way I'm going to get my hand in my boxers without getting them all greasy. So I try to tug them down with my left hand, and by the time I've done that I'm starting to feel a bit stupid.  

First try and I'm getting more lotion down my ass crack than anywhere else, so I put one foot up on the toilet seat. With my back to the mirror I can see my butt cheeks spreading, enough for me to dip my finger in-between and just prod at my hole a little.  

It feels... tight. Like, no-entry tight. I push a bit more, and my ass starts to dimple under the pressure, but it's not exactly letting my finger in and I'm nowhere near feeling turned on by it. If I didn't have a fistful of make-do lube I'd be texting Dan and calling him a fucking liar right about now.  

Then again, Dan said he did it laying down, on his back, so maybe that's where I'm going wrong. I grab a towel from the rail and go back to my room, glad that the house is empty so that I don't need to worry about running into my mom with my junk all hanging out. Yeah, she used to bathe me when I was little, but I don't think she needs to see how my dick grew up, right? 

If I thought getting my boxers down with one hand was tricky, getting the towel spread out on the floor is even harder. This had better be good, else I'm gonna give Dan some serious shit when I see him next.  

Lying on my back, with my legs apart, I can reach down between my thighs and poke around my hole. It does feel different to before - softer, somehow, less tensed up - and if I press my fingertip in I can feel it starting to give. It's feeling pretty good even without my finger going in there, and my dick is starting to chub up too. 

I'm not gonna lie and say I've got some porn-star scale massive cock, but it's big enough I guess and it does what it's supposed to: keep me occupied before bed and, hopefully, eventually, get inside some girl. It's lengthening across my pelvis as I trace the tip of my index finger around my ass, my balls pressed up against my wrist as I dig around in my crack. 

I reckon I could probably get off like this, but I want to see what Dan's talking about, so I push some more. It takes a few seconds, and it feels crazy-weird initially, but I've got the first half-inch or so inside eventually. My ring is clamped down tight around my finger, and it's a little uncomfortable, but at the same time I don't really want to take it out.  

Super-gently, still half worried I'm gonna damage myself somehow, I push a bit harder and ease some more finger inside myself. It's hot, and feels really slick, but that could just be the lotion I'm using. Not so much uncomfortable any more, just... unusual.  

I'm so focused on the feelings swimming out from my ass that I don't realize at first how my cock has gone major-boner hard all of a sudden. I wrap my left hand around it and give it a squeeze, and my butt clamps down in sympathy on my finger. 

I couldn't hold the gasp in, the feeling was so intense. I give my cock another couple of slow strokes, really more milking it from root to tip, and my hole starts pulsing and fluttering. There's a big, glossy bead of precum starting to ooze out of the tip; I'm not a big drooler usually, but I seem to have opened up the floodgates somehow.  

Eventually I'm pushing my finger inside in time with yanking on my dick, and soon I'm going all the way in, right down to the knuckle. It feels weird and brilliant and I'm having to stop my other hand from speeding up to a blur and blasting goo in, like, twenty seconds flat.  

I've got my head pressed back against the floor and my finger punching up deep inside my hole when things go wrong. First I know about just how wrong is a voice from the door. 

"Whoa, dude." 

My head snaps up, and the rest of me freezes. It's not my parents, thank fuck, but it is my big sister's friend Xander, and he's stood in the doorway kinda gaping at me in surprise. 

Now, I've gotta tell you something about my sister's friends. She's this total lesbian, and seems to have found all the weird "alternative" people in our town and gathered them all up. Most of them are major douchefucks - the sort of people who think they're really cool and have "ironic" meme tattoos like that three wolf moon picture but with the Kardashian sisters' heads all howling - but Xander is probably the main exception. He's a really great guy, and I always enjoy hanging out with him when he comes over to see my big sis, and he never makes a deal out of the four or five years difference between us.  

So I'm more than a little mortified that he's found me spread out on my back, legs apart and a finger up my ass, jerking off. My mouth has fallen open, and the only thing I can think to say is "dude, I'm not gay." Then feel dumb about it, because it's not like he doesn't have gay friends, but still. This has to look majorly sus.

He grins, kinda shrugs and tells me "hey, no harm no foul, sorry for walking in on you." 

I shake my head a couple times, the rest of me still frozen with my hand wrapped around my boner and my finger pushed just about all the way up inside my hole.  

"Seriously, I'm not like some weird closeted dude, Xander" I start insisting. "I'm just..." 

He holds his hands up in kind of a 'slow down' way. "Look, dude, you're not gay, I get it. You're just having some fun." 

I watch his face to see if he's laughing at me, which would be totally out of character for Xander but then again this is a pretty out of character situation for us to be in. He doesn't seem to be, though.  

"Seriously, buddy, a guy's ass is fair game is all I'm saying" he tells me, grinning again. "Lucy loves to tip me over the edge with a sly finger in my hole when we're fucking." 

Xander's got this awesome, super-hot girlfriend called Lucy. Not conventionally gorgeous, like a model or something, but just wicked-fine in her own way. The thought of Xander pounding between her legs, and Lucy sliding a finger up his ass while he does it gets my cock jerking and pulsing again, and it's all I can do to stop myself from automatically stroking it. 

"Yeah, a bit of prostate action is awesome" he's saying, and I'm frowning at that. He looks at me, what I guess must be obvious confusion. "Dude, your prostate." 

I kinda shake my head. 

"The bump in your ass that makes the fireworks go off." 

I'm seriously not getting it. Dan told me to put a finger up there and jerk off, and that's what I'm doing, and while it feels great in a sort of "this is new" way it's hardly fireworks.  

Xander takes a step into the room. He's wearing these semi-baggy denim cargo pants, the kind with plenty of pockets, and a ribbed white wife beater shirt, and I can see the crazy cool half-sleeve tattoo he has snaking up his arm and over his shoulder. Like I said, some of my sister's friends are so try-hard it's painful, they look like they've dive-bombed a piercing store and left with anything that's stuck, but Xander just has a medium gage in one ear and a tiny bolt thing through his eyebrow. 

"Look, bud, if you're not getting fireworks you're not doing it right" Xander tells me, and I kinda have a half-secretive attempt at an explore - y'know, trying to feel around inside myself without making it look like I'm probing up my ass with another guy in the room - to see if I can figure out what he's talking about, but I can't. 

He shakes his head, grins. "You've got the angle wrong, dude."  

I'm beginning to get pissed off at the whole situation, like Dan set me up to make a fool of myself in the first place. There's still a part of me that's kinda surprised at how relatively unspooked I am that Xander is seeing me naked and jackin' off. Usually I avoid times and places where other people might even see me undressed, like in the locker room at school.  

"Look..." he pauses, like he's thinking about something hard. "You want me to help you out, dude?" 

We stare at each other for a moment. I guess he's asking me if I want him to help me jerk off, which would be a total new element to whatever friendship-by-proxy we've got going on by virtue of him being in my sister's clique. I know I should say no, and pull my finger out, or maybe, y'know, just ask him to leave so I can whack off like a normal guy and put all this behind me, but I don't. In fact I give this little half-nod, and that seems to be all it takes.  

Xander walks over, and drops to a crouch in front of me, just ahead of my legs where they're pulled up.  

"This isn't weird shit, okay? Don't get stressed out over labels and shit like that," he tells me. 

He's not warning me - like, insisting he's not gay himself, and that I'd better not dare assume differently - but it's like he doesn't want me to freak out. And I'm not freaked, not really; my cock still hasn't gone soft, after all.  

"So dude, look, it's all about the angle," Xander says, and he takes my right wrist and pulls my finger free. 

All of a sudden it hits me that he's got a perfect 20/20 view of my ass, cock, and balls, and I can feel myself starting to blush.  

"Um, dude..." I start, and he shakes his head at me.  

"Don't freak out, okay?" We make eye-contact for a second, and he slowly nods, just a little. "Nothing to be ashamed of with this equipment, my friend." He's grinning at me, and I can't not grin back at the compliment.

Xander reaches out his hand and kinda hooks his forefinger across the head of my cock, until it's glistening with precum. I'm holding my breath as he does it, totally unable to move. Then I can feel his fingertip pressing where my own hand was just before, and my slick, lotioned-up ass just lets him inside, and before I know it he's got his whole finger in me. 

I gasp, and my dick burps up another big gob of goo that slowly oozes down and around my fist. Xander's looking down, I guess to where his finger is pushed, with this look of intense concentration on his face.  

"So bud," he starts, still not looking up at me. 

I can't help it, I start to gently frig my cock, as slowly and hopefully unnoticeably as possible, the feeling of him in there is so strange but I don't want him to take it out again any time soon. 

"You need to hook your finger forward until you find the bump, that's your prostate." 

I can feel him exploring in there, twisting his finger where I'd just been jamming it in and out. It's pretty much more of the same, though, until bam, suddenly I feel like I've stepped on a live wire. 

My legs jolt out, and I accidentally hump my butt down onto Xander's hand and almost send him toppling backwards. He chuckles and kneels down properly, as I grip my dick with a super-hard hold just to stop it from blasting off over my head and getting stuff on the ceiling, the feeling is that good. 

"You want some more?" He asks me, and I nod like a dog, desperate to feel that sensation again. He's got this huge grin on his face, but I don't care if he's laughing at me because his finger is jabbing at that place inside and I'm seeing stars. Soon, I'm frantically beating off as he pokes and strokes up inside my ass, feeling my balls churn like they want to shoot up out of my cock along with my load.  

"Dude, this is totally hot" I hear Xander say, and when I look down he's rubbing the front of his jeans with his other hand. I can see they're tented out with his dick, and after a minute or two of palming the length of it through the fabric, he tugs open the button fly and half pulls them down his thighs.  

Underneath he's got these black Armani briefs on, with a big thick slab running up the side of his hip. I glance up at his face and he winks at me, then tickles his fingertip across that magic bump so that I bang my head back and momentarily lose the ability to breathe. 

When I look down again, he's tucked the waistband of his briefs under his balls, and his cock is hanging out, way thicker and longer than mine. His pubes are closely cropped down and it makes him look even bigger still, some part of my brain taking note and deciding I need to try that myself. Y'know, when I'm not flat on my back and having some guy finger my ass. Xander's left hand is kinda tugging on his dick, but he's giving most of his attention to what is going on with my hole.  

"Dude, you're not gonna... y'know..." I say to him, suddenly apprehensive, and he shakes his head.  

"Don't worry bud, just letting some tension out myself, yeah?"  

I nod, and he keeps gliding across my prostate while he fists his dick, kneeling so far up close to me that sometimes I can feel the slick head of his cock brush against my thigh.  

"You reckon you could take another?" he asks, and while I'm trying to figure out what he means I feel his finger suddenly pull free and then, almost instantly afterwards, the sensation of my ass being stretched even more. "Two fingers, dude," he laughs, and I'm about to say something when he hooks both of them up and really grinds against my button. 

That's all it takes to push me over. My hand is a blur on my dick now, other hand gripping my balls to stop them from rocketing up inside my groin, they're pulled so tight. The first blast of cum clears my head, and I can hear it spatter wetly on the towel behind me. The next few shots land across my cheek and my chest, and I'm gasping and puffing as I try to process all the sensations.  

"Oh god dude, that's so hot," I hear Xander mutter, and then I feel his cum land on me, heavy lashes of it against my thighs and across my balls. He's groaning, still pumping his fingers in and out of my twitching hole.  

We sit there for a while, deep breathing all round, as we gradually come down from the high. Xander gently pulls both his fingers out of my ass, and rubs his palm in all of the cum - his cum - that's across my groin. It should feel fucked up but it doesn't, not at the moment anyway.  

"So that's your prostate," he tells me, smiling, and I look down to where his cock is bobbing gently, a little deflated but still hanging horizontally out from his flat groin. Lucy must really feel that when it's in her, I suddenly think out of nowhere. Not that it feels like something I can really ask him about, even after what just happened. 

"Thanks... I mean..." I start to say, and he nods, already understanding.  

"No worries. But dude, damn, it smells like fuckin' cum city in here, you might want to take a shower." I grin sheepishly, as he tucks his dick back into his briefs and then wipes his fingers on the towel. We make eye contact again, and that smile of his is back. "Glad I could help you out, buddy." 

Now I'm wondering if maybe Dan isn't the only freak around. 
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I was embarrassed as fuck, and also couldn't stop getting hard thinking about it, and that was a pretty fucking difficult mix of things when you throw in the fact that I literally couldn't stop thinking about it. My brain would be caught up in a movie, or food, or whatever bullshit chores my mom and dad were making me do, and then bam, suddenly I'm thinking about how incredible it felt when Xander's fingers nudged across that panic button in my ass, and I'm blushing and boned up all at the same time. 

I say panic button because that's how I was starting to think about it: the super-sensitive spot inside me that was gradually making me go nuts. 

There was no way I could wear the usual boxer shorts any more, they were zero fucking use at hiding my dick when it reacted. I ended up pulling on the compression shorts I had for football at school, just because they were tight enough to keep things at least a little bit subtle down there. Rather than, y'know, my hard cock just wagging around in my sweats 50% of the time. 

Problem was, the way they clung to my dick just ended up reminding me of Xander's erection, and the way it'd bulged in his briefs. Not that I was getting off on thinking about how hard he'd been, but fuck, the guy was fit and while I usually would've said briefs were kinda dorky, on him they looked pretty amazing. 

Made me wonder if Lucy liked him wearing them. Definitely a lot sexier than my baggy plaid boxers, even I could tell that. 

Maybe it would've been better if I'd just been jerking off morning and night, my fingers hunting down that nub inside me that Xander had located. My buddy Dan, the kinky freak that had got me into trying all this ass stuff in the first place after he read about it on some dirty messageboard, had told me that after he realized how it felt he'd been shoving his fingers up there twice a day for weeks. He gets addicted to this shit pretty easy. 

I'd liked how it felt - okay, that was an understatement - but, even though my body had clearly enjoyed the idea, I hadn't tried it again. It'd been three days since I'd blown my load all over myself as Xander pumped his fingers into my hole and then bust all over my crotch, and I had to admit I was a little bit worried about just how much I was thinking about it, and how doing it again seemed so incredibly tempting. 

That sort of thinking led you down the path to freaky-Dan territory.

I couldn't be completely sure that if I started jerking off that wouldn't automatically end up with me playing with my hole again. It was kinda wild to me that I'd gone for, like, eighteen years without ever thinking about my ass as something other than boring and functional. Now, just the idea of pulling on my dick had my brain instinctively jumping ahead to how it would be so much better if I was rubbing my prostate at the same time. 

Fuck Dan, and fuck Xander too. Fuck them both for screwing me up like this. 

I'd gone from jacking it twice a day to basically three days of cold turkey, and fuck, my body wasn't happy with it. It wasn't like I was some sort of sex addict - I mean, shit, it wasn't like I was getting any of that regularly from girls, either - but if I didn't cum first thing and then right before bed it was just a given that my brain would struggle to focus right. That's what happens to guys, y'know?

Three days without cumming and my mind was in meltdown.

I was starting to do embarrassing shit, like touching myself when I shouldn't, or even dry humping without realizing it. Watching TV or playing some video game, and finding I was grinding the controller or the remote against my dick through my jeans, maybe. I knew it'd gone too far when I was making a sandwich and ended up rubbing myself against the edge of the kitchen counter while I was doing it. My body just desperate for some sort of friction. 

What was really messing up my brain, though, was that while I wanted to say it was all about how amazing it'd been to cum that way, if I was being honest it wasn't just those physical sensations. The fact that it'd taken Xander helping to get off so incredibly, well, that mental picture kept surging back into my head. Even the shock at him walking in and finding me on my back with a finger shoved inside me had twisted, somehow. Less embarrassing - though yeah, it was still pretty fucking embarrassing - and more like a naughty thrill or something.

The fact he hadn't freaked out, or reacted badly, or called me a dirty pervert still blew my mind. Almost as much as the way he'd shown me how to finger myself right, even. I mean, sure, Dan and I talked about kinky stuff sometimes, but there were limits; I wasn't gonna just sit there in the room with him while he tugged on his dick and played with his hole. 

Even if now there was some side part of my brain wondering whether Dan did it to himself the same way Xander had to me.

I would've thought Xander's reaction would be shock, or disgust, or maybe feeling embarrassed for me. Honestly, most of my big sister's friends were such try-hard weirdos, I'd be worried if they actually did like me. 

Xander, though... it would've sucked if he'd decided I was gross or something. Not that we were friends, not really, but we were definitely friendly. The idea of that ending made something in my chest feel all twisted and sickly, even if I couldn't put a name to it, exactly. 

He'd not said anything negative, though. In fact he'd been totally the opposite of judgmental, and just got to work showing me what I was missing. Looking back on it, I still can't quite believe that he fingered me while I jerked off, and that he jerked off too while he did it, but at the time it seemed... okay, not normal, but not crazy either. 

It didn't stop me worrying about what he might be like when I next saw him, something I found I wanted but at the same time didn't want, too. Like, the memory of how he'd been might end up being better than the reality of running into him, if Xander had started regretting what'd gone down. Not that I got the impression that he would, not at the time, but then again you can't really predict shit like that. 

So I was kinda excited and really nervous when I get home and hear my sister and a load of other voices in the kitchen. Nothing I can make out specifically, just a group of people all talking over the top of each other. Part of me wants to just go straight upstairs, bypass the whole scene, even though I did want to grab a drink from the refrigerator. But there's another voice in my brain saying that if I go in, Xander might be there, and seeing him would be pretty cool. 

My legs are carrying me down the hallway before my brain has a chance to decide either way. 

My sister's group is all friendly enough, even if they're try-hards, so I get plenty of head nods and "what's ups" as I walk through the kitchen. Trying to make it look like I'm feeling casual and all, rather than giving in to what I really wanted to do and look around eagerly to see if he was there. 

Just stare at the refrigerator and focus, I tell myself. Go straight there, try to look casual, grab your fucking soda, and then walk out again. If you're feeling stressed, that's just because of the blue balls. 

I pull open the door and grab a cold can; swing it closed behind me. Turn, to find myself facing Xander right across the kitchen island. 

He's grinning at me. I blink back, feeling a dumb sort of shock even though it's hardly a surprise that he might be here. 

"Hey, dude." 

I swallow, my nod back at him jerky and kinda forced. He's wearing this white t-shirt with the sleeves ripped off, as though he'd just torn at it until it was close to being a wife beater. Perfect for showing off his half-sleeve tattoo as it sort of winds up and across his shoulder. 

"Uh, hey," I manage to say, finally. Trying to figure out if my voice was all pitchy and squeaky, like I was still going through puberty or something, or if that was just my ears ringing from the surprise still. 

"Hey Luka." 

Another blink, my head snapping around a few degrees like I'd got caught staring at him too long. His girlfriend, Lucy, was stood next to him, giving me a friendly grin. I had to swallow a couple of times before I could bring myself to respond.

"Oh, uh... hi Lucy."

Like I said, Lucy is really fucking hot. Not in a conventional, pretty-girl way, but sort of serious and strong, somehow. Like, you could imagine her being a warrior or something, which sounds stupid but there's just this totally non-feminine energy there, even though she's got great tits and all. 

The way they're both smiling at me is making me nervous. I didn't think Xander would've said anything about what he and I had done, would've felt the need to tell her, but then again we'd not discussed keeping it a secret either. It was totally possible that they had the sort of relationship where shit like that happens, but it's okay just as long as both the people are upfront about it too. 

Which could mean that Lucy was standing there, staring at me, with the full knowledge that her boyfriend had pushed two of his fingers into my ass while I jerked off desperately. I'm not exactly sure how I feel about that idea. 

Well, no, my brain isn't sure. My dick is twitching in my compression shorts. 

I want to be there, to talk to them, but at the same time I can feel myself starting to freak out a little. Like, it would be easier, almost, if I knew that Lucy knew what her boyfriend and I had done that one time. Then we'd all be on the same page, at least. Instead of how it is now, not being sure whether the look she was giving me was a grin or a smirk or what. 

I need to get out of there, before I do something totally fucking embarrassing in front of them. 

"Well, uh, I'll see you guys... around," I manage to get out. 

Lucy's smile spreads a little wider; Xander winks at me. 

"Sounds good, buddy," he says, with a nod. 

The spot between my shoulder blades burns at how I imagine their eyes are watching me, as I force myself to walk casually out of the room. 

My hand is already in my jeans pocket, I realize. Fingers squeezing the head of my cock through the lining and the tight cling of the shorts underneath. Other still gripping the cold can that I haven't even managed to open yet. 

I force myself to tug my hand out. Take a deep breath. 

Focus, you dumb shit. This is only weird if you make it weird. 

I take the stairs two at a time, trying to ignore how it pulls the stretchy fabric around my dick, but at the same time unable not to feel it. The day before, by the time I'd pulled the compression shorts off to get ready for bed, the front of them had been a fucking mess of precum. It hadn't even had a chance to dry, my dick had just been squirting that shit out all day as the horniness kept me on this perpetual mid-level simmer. My whole crotch sticky and wet.

I'd thought that felt extreme, but right now I'm not sure I can even touch myself through my jeans without blowing a huge load there and then. 

I pause at the top of the stairs, trying to catch my breath. 

"Hey, dude."

The surprise like a fist to the spine. Recognizing Xander's voice, of course, even from just those two words. Not even needing to turn around to confirm it, but of course I do anyway. Find him standing behind me, that knowing grin still plastered across his face. 

"I got you something," he adds. Pulls one of those little skinny backpacks, the sort on fabric cords not proper straps, around; tugging open the cinched-up top. 

I stare at the bottle in his outstretched hand. 

"Should work better than lotion," Xander explains. 

My cheeks are burning, I realize, because out of everything I thought that might happen, Xander presenting me with a bottle of lube had never even entered my head. 

He chuckles. "I mean, if you don't want it..."

Quickly, I shake my head. Hold out my hand to take the bottle from him. 

"No, no, I just..." My voice trails off, sentence unfinished. "Uh... thanks."

Another wink. "No worries. All part of the service."

The service, I thought. The way he'd serviced me, shown me the ropes; the ways I could feel if I knew the right places to stroke, and rub, and jab at. More than that, though, Xander hadn't just finger-fucked me and then gone about his life. At some point he'd paused and thought about the fact that I'd been trying to play with my ass with lotion, and so taken it on himself to address that shortcoming. 

The urge to ask him what he was thinking about that moment was suddenly almost overwhelming. Like, some sort of crazy fierce need. 

How much lube did he need, I found myself wondering. He'd said that when he and Lucy were fucking, sometimes, she'd push her finger in him and that would be what tipped him over the edge. Was she just using the slickness that he was screwing her with, or was she adding some especially for him?

He was looking at me curiously, and for a moment I had to stop myself from spiraling through some ridiculous paranoia thing where it was as though he could read my mind, tell what I was wondering, just from my face. Even though I knew that was stupid. 

"I can, uh, pay you," I offer. 

Xander rolls his eyes. "Nah, it's all good. Gotta make sure you're properly equipped, right?" 

He'd complimented me, I remember, suddenly. Told me I had "nothing to be ashamed of with this equipment," back when he'd had a perfect view between my legs. My hole, my cock, my balls... everything spread for him to see; a sense of exposure as mortifying as it was kinda sexy. 

It was hard to look at his face while I recalled all that. Only I can't look down, to the sweat shorts he's wearing, because then I'll think about how he'd pulled his dick out and jerked off right there in front of me too. Sitting so close to me, even, the wet head of it kept brushing against my thigh.

"Do you do it?" 

I bite down on my tongue as soon as the question comes out. As though I can chew back the words, even though I know it's too late for that. No way Xander hadn't heard, or didn't know exactly what I was referring to. 

He doesn't freak out, though. Just chuckles, then shrugs.

"I mean, sometimes. Feels good, right?" Grins at my nod. "But sometimes you just wanna get off right away, yeah? So, like... not every time."

Not like my best friend Dan, then, I think, the sicko who'd got me into this whole fucking mess by telling me how much fun he was having rubbing his prostate while he jerked off. He was so addicted, so he claimed, he was doing it every time, now. 

Xander's giving me a curious look. As though my question has put a crack in some sort of barrier between us, and now that I've asked it, and that has happened, he was okay to ask something of his own. 

"Have you tried it again?" 

I shake my head. 

"Didn't enjoy it?"

You know I enjoyed it, I think. You saw how I blasted all over my fucking face and chest. How I got cum on the wall behind me, even. 

"It was good," I admit, "I just..."

He gives a sort of half-shrug. "It's your body, dude. If you like something, keep doing it. If you don't, you don't have to feel obliged to."

I want to explain that it isn't the reason. That pleasure hasn't really come into it, into the decision I make every time the urge to jack off is near-overwhelming, but then stop myself. 

Maybe he takes my quiet for skepticism. Xander gives me a smile. "Look, maybe just try it once more with the lube, right? I promise it's gonna feel better."

I'm pretty sure of that, too. In fact that was what I'm mainly afraid of. 

"Did you tell Lucy?" 

My mouth is on some sort of ultra-embarrassing autopilot. I know I'm blushing again, hate how much like a shy little kid I know it makes me look. Not that I can help my body's dumb responses, just like I can't help the fact that my dick is absolutely fucking rigid and throbbing where it's trapped against my hip right now. 

Xander's eyebrow lift. "Do you want me to have told her?" 

That was a question, certainly. Was it better to have what he and I had done together be some big secret, something the two of us knew but could never mention when we were around his girlfriend? Or would I prefer it if he'd described how I'd laid on my back with my legs spread, jerking desperately as he pushed two fingers into me and whaled at his own cock until he blew his load across my junk?

Could I handle the idea of her picturing that every time she saw me? In fact, had she been picturing it just now, in the kitchen, as I'd tried to string words together into some sort of polite sentence? 

"What would she say if she knew?" I ask him. Not sure if the question is a hypothetical or something he can actually answer for sure. 

Xander's grin is knowing. "She's big on getting to know your body and experimenting, and getting help with that if you need it."

It wasn't an answer, but it seems like something more. Not quite an offer, but an invitation maybe. Something that means, if I want more than just us standing in the hallway together, I have to be the one that asks for it. 

Somehow, I've managed to catch my bottom lip between my teeth. Force myself to release it; watch as Xander's gaze flicks down the degree or two to where the white marks are fading in the swollen pink flesh. 

"Maybe you could... help?" I ask him, finally. Hardly recognizing my voice as I say it. 

Xander smirks at me, knowingly. "Sure buddy, all you had to do was ask."

His eyes drop further, down to where I know without looking that my hardness must be pushing out the front of my jeans. Blunt, even as my words were halting. Then he looks back up at me, his smirk spreading. 

"No time like the present, right, Luka?"
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He knows which my room is, because he's stood in the doorway once before and watched me trying in frustration to ease a lotion-slicked finger into my ass. Had come inside, crouched between my spread thighs, and replaced that finger with his own. Seen, from an angle that left me exposed to him like I'd been to no other since I was a baby, as I writhed at the deftness of his touch.

Even after all that, though, inviting Xander to follow me in - both of us knowing exactly why, too - still left my cheeks burning hot. 

"If you're busy, I mean..." I start, haltingly. Not knowing if I want him to take the out I'm offering, or desperately hoping that he won't. It isn't a case of brain versus body any longer. More like the confusion and uncertainty - along with the hunger for the feelings somehow locked up beyond my reach inside me - had spread and left me dizzy and urgent.

"Dude, come on," Xander says behind me, and I can hear the grin in his voice. 

I stop, just at the foot of the bed. Body frozen.

"I'm not gonna undress you, buddy," he says, chuckling. 

I squeeze my eyes shut in embarrassment. Wanting to tell him that I'd just been taking a moment, hoping the churn in my stomach would settle. Not waiting for him to help me out of my clothes. 

Still facing away from him, still not quite believing I'm doing it, I pull my t-shirt up and over my head. Pull at the fly of my jeans, trying not to let my brain rush into overthinking what's happening right now. Just focussing on shoving the denim down my legs.

"You been working out today?" 

I know he means the compression shorts, the desperate attempt to stop my dick from being a complete giveaway that I was walking around boned up almost permanently. It's been three days, plus a few hours, since I last busted out a load, and it feels like every step I took sent vibrations right up to my crotch. 

I don't answer him, just start to push the shorts down. Having to stretch the fabric forward to pull it past my hardness, the whole front a sticky mess where my cock has drooled like crazy from all the friction. 

Another chuckle from behind me, and then the feeling of Xander's fingers easing in under the waistband. Pulling the clinging elastic down over the curve of my ass, his warning that he wasn't going to undress me apparently forgotten as he helps shove my shorts down my thighs. 

I want to see myself through his eyes, suddenly. To have a third-party perspective of my body; to know whether, when Xander looks at me, he sees some uninteresting eighteen-year-old still trying to grow into his muscles, or something more promising. Not as fit as he is, no, with his defined arms and the abs I know are underneath that ripped sleeveless shirt, but something that - when I catch up to his few years advantage over me - might have the potential to get close to it. 

Could someone like his girlfriend Lucy look at me, one day, and find me attractive? I talk a good game when my best buddy Dan and I are bullshitting about hot girls, about what we'd do with them if they were ever interested in giving us the time of day. But the reality is, the only thing showing any inclination of doing something sexual with me is my own right hand. 

The soft pressure of his hand, meanwhile, lands in the hollow between my shoulder blades. Breaking through my thoughts; I gasp, just a little, in surprise at the contact.

"Lean forward, dude," Xander murmurs. 

It's easier not look at him, not to have to make eye contact as I do it. Not that I think Xander would be giving me a judgmental look, he seems too cool a guy to be such an asshole unexpectedly that way. Just that, well, if I have to see his face along with hearing the instructions, I know I run the risk of getting overwhelmed and chickening out. 

His fingers still press into my skin as he guides me down. I'm tilting at the waist, so that I fold over the edge of the mattress. 

My cock is sandwiched between my belly and the sheets; I wriggle my hips a little, trying to find a more comfortable position and cut out some of the pressure. 

Xander chuckles. "Lift your hips, bud." 

I raise myself up, on my tiptoes, Then gasp for real as he reaches in-between my splayed thighs and - firmly and easily, as though it was the most normal thing in the world - grabs my dick, pulls it back. My pelvis automatically tilts up as he stretches me, lifting my ass higher, until his other hand presses down on my hip.

I drop back to the mattress, my cock stretching down, now; straining against the edge of the bed, exposed between my legs. Forcing me to keep my butt angled up, just to relieve some of the pressure as I throb against the friction. 

It feels even more exposed, even more lewd and precarious. Like I'm presenting my ass, somehow, my face bright red as I press it into the bedding. I know that Xander has a perfect view between my cheeks, down across the tightness of my balls, and along my dripping shaft as it twitches desperately.

I try to imagine what Dan would say, if he saw me like this. Hell, what he'd say even if he just knew someone else had this view of me. My asshole best friend would never let me live it down. 

Xander doesn't tease me, though. Doesn't say anything, in fact; only the soft pop of what I figure is the lube bottle opening, and then the gentle sound of him squeezing it. 

"Gonna be a little cold, buddy," he warns me.

I tense preemptively, but still jolt when I feel the coolness of his fingers brush down between my cheeks. Wriggling as he grazes across my hole, no hope of trying to play it cool as my body betrays me. 

"When did you last cum?" Xander's tone is casual, blasé even. As though we're just two guys shooting the shit on the couch together, talking about whatever dumb shit comes into our heads. 

It's hard to focus on the question, what with his fingertips sliding against me. No pressure yet, not really, and hardly any friction because of the slippery lube. Just the idea of it, somehow; the featherlight touch a promise of what's going to happen next. 

"Uh, not since... y'know..." My voice doesn't quite sound like my own, some rasping thickness in the depths of my chest affecting it. 

"Damn, dude," Xander says, snorting, "talk about restraint." 

I flinch as he makes soft, silky circles around my hole. 

"You been edging?"

That'd been Dan's last obsession, before he was bumping against his prostate twice a day. Trying to coax out bigger and messier orgasms by keeping his body simmering for 24 hours, 48 even. I'd tried it once, but just the thought of putting off cumming left me wanting it even more. 

"Not really," I admit. "Just... waiting."

My dick twitches again at the thought, rubbing against the rough sheet in the process; I jerk back at the sudden flood of sensations, pushing against Xander's fingers. He snorts again. 

"You tryna tell me to hurry up, dude?" 

I squeeze my eyes shut, horrified at the idea of it. Of demanding that he start pushing his fingertip inside me, words I could never envisage actually saying to someone real. It's hard enough just hearing them in my own head. 

Not that it seems to put Xander off, nor my silence either. His fingertip pushes against me, as I chew my lip and feel my body resist him. 

"Just let it in, buddy," he murmurs, and it's like the words unlock me somehow. A gasp, barely muffled in the sheets, as what feels like half his finger slides inside. 

It feels smoother with the lube, slicker and easier. No less weird a sensation of fullness than before, but I can feel how rapidly Xander can start stroking me. He's just pulling and pushing his hand, as my body flinches around him from the surprise rather than any discomfort. 

"You ready, dude?" 

I grunt agreement, then gasp again as he brushes across that bundle of nerves inside me. Hips bucking off the bed, then wincing into the sheets as that rasps the swollen head of my cock against the mattress. 

"Fuck, dude, there's like a gallon of pre coming out of you," Xander observes, sounding impressed. "That's so fucking cool."

There's no point trying to respond, to reply to him, though. Not when he's stroking across my insides and making me shudder with each graze of my prostate. Finger growing more determined, more focused in his attentions, as Xander tests my limits and finds me only more eager. 

"Gonna give you a second, buddy," he warns me, and then a moment later I feel the pressure of his two digits pushing at my entrance. 

Muscles resist for a moment, pointlessly denying what we both know is inevitable, before he slides them into me. The air rushes out of my lungs as I feel his knuckles press against my ass.

"Fuck, you're doing so good," Xander tells me, and I feel some part of me clench with satisfaction at the praise. Ridiculous as I know it is; as I know this whole situation is, in fact. Hiking my butt up so that some guy can finger-fuck me while I spray precum across my bedroom floor. 

He laughs at my reaction, not unkindly. "Damn, Luka, you have to feel how much better this lube is. Fuck lotion, dude."

Tentatively, almost gingerly, I reach back. Not quite knowing what I'm doing, but simply responding to his instructions as best I can. Fingertips easing around the curve of my cheek, my skin feeling more slippery as I brush through the lube he drizzled down me. Finally bumping up against where Xander's fingers are pushed halfway into my hole. 

Without warning, he pulls them both out completely. I chew down on my grunt of displeasure. 

"Come on, feel it dude," he insists. 

Stretching back as far as I can, I push my fingertip where his has just been. Feel the softness of my ass, barely resisting now as I slip the digit inside. 

"Oh shit," I grunt. My brain is filling with flashbacks to how he'd found me that first time, to what he'd seen as Xander stood in the doorway to my bedroom. Watching me toying with myself as I jerked off. I'd thought I had the house to myself, was completely alone, and so could only gape at him with horrified surprise as he stared at me contorted on the floor. 

Now, I can't see his face, but I can imagine the intensity of that stare again. 

Pressure, suddenly, alongside my digging finger. I gasp as Xander pushes his in alongside my own, my body allowing him to grind into my tightness. 

It's different to when it was his two fingers, less predictable. His had moved in tandem, thicker but clearly a pair. With no way to synchronize what we were doing now, though, I can feel myself getting tugged and stretched like I hadn't before. 

"If I touch your dick, buddy, are you gonna cum?"

I can't read disgust into his tone, only caution. As though Xander's concerned that even the slightest friction on my neglected, desperate cock would be sufficient to drive me over the edge and have me spurting down the side of my bed. 

It isn't, I think to myself, an unfair concern. Just like I wouldn't have ever thought that I'd be trying to find the words to encourage another guy to jerk me off. 

"I can hold it," I tell him. Volume low, embarrassment clear, but the need equally potent. 

Xander chuckles. "Yeah, I bet you can, dude. Fuck, you've got a pretty dick, y'know that buddy?"

I shouldn't be able to blush any more, any hotter, and yet somehow my body manages it. A tiny part of my brain is hunting through Xander's words for teasing, for any sign I may be the butt of some big joke right now, while the rest squirms with something I can only think of as surprised delight at what he's saying. 

"Come on, dude," I tell him, skeptical, even as we keep pulling on my ass and my hips twitch and buck. 

Xander snorts. "You kidding me? Fuck, dude, you're a stud. Got this perfect, pretty dick just ready to go apeshit on some lucky hole." 

I grunt through clenched teeth as he runs a finger down the underside of my shaft. Hardly touching it, and yet it's enough to leave me whimpering. Desperate for what I can barely dare hope will come next. 

His fingertip eases around the head of my cock, slipping smoothly through the sheen of precum. Makes tiny circles there, matched by the slow churning of his finger pressed deep in my hole. My own alongside it is almost an afterthought, as he reaches for my prostate. 

It's like my ass is trying to cut my finger off, the grip is so tight when he nudges me and strokes me in time. My mouth clamps down on the meat of my wrist, hopefully stifling what I fear would be close to a squeal as the rush of sensations blaze through me. 

He isn't jerking me off, not like I'd do it. Not like I'd seen him do it to himself, too, Xander's fist stroking his thick inches as he'd punched the fingers of his other hand into my butt. This was more like a slow, teasing slide, from where my balls are doing their fucking best to drag themselves into my body, they're so damn tight, all the way down to where I know the head of my cock is already an angry, swollen red. 

My thighs spasm when he brushes his palm across my tip, one foot lifting off the ground as my body shudders. 

"Come on..." I plead, desperation shaking me. I don't care if it's weird to be begging, or if what I want him to do to me is kinda gay - even by the standards of what was already happening - or, indeed, if his girlfriend or my best friend or any other fucking person would think I was a sick, kinky pervert for needing it so badly. I just want Xander to fucking milk my dick while I push that super-sensitive spot in my ass against his fingers until I blast all over my bedroom rug.

I get the handjob, and a lesson. 

"Press your finger down," he instructs, curling his forefinger inside me. 

I try to focus as his fist closes around my shaft; try to copy the movement as my finger squirms against his in my hole. Reaching for the shortcut to maximum pleasure I know is in there. Gasping, the sound almost a choke, as we both brush across it at the same time. 

I'm humping the edge of the bed, now. Pushing against our hands where they're tightly squeezed together with one stroke; plunging my cock into his fist with the opposite. Convinced each is the very best my body could feel, right up until the point where I switch direction and then am entirely certain that no, it must be the other. 

"Damn, dude, this pretty dick just got even fatter," Xander tells me, laughing. 

Even a grunt in response seems too much for me, though; every neuron in my brain focused on maintaining the rhythm and maximizing the incredible friction. The culmination of both so close, I'm aching with the anticipation. 

Xander's hand suddenly tugs mine free. I whimper, every nerve in my body feeling like it's protesting at the emptiness in my ass, even as I feel him pulling on my slick fingers. He squeezes two of them together then, gripping my palm, shoves them roughly back into my hole. 

"That's it, find the spot," he tells me, and I hook my digits down, instinct demanding that I find that perfect spot to jab against. I know that
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