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(A standalone story)
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Chapter One
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“Whoa!” came Darrell voice through the thin wall separating his room from Bryan's.

Bryan had been studiously ignoring the distinctive sounds of urgent fapping from his roommate, pretending to be oblivious as he did every night around ten. He'd had his fantasies about knocking tenderly on that door, it was true, but by now he knew that even his sultriest tone and his most seductive offer would never be enough to persuade the handsome fitness buff to try something new.

Darrell simply wasn't interested in other men, not even in the dark that painted all cats black. To think about Darrell's hand wrapped around his hard cock as he jerked off only a few feet away was pointless. In fact, it was worse than pointless; it was a form of emotional masochism. Bryan was no stranger to kink—at least as far as what he could do over the internet was concerned—but torturing himself over his roommate's indifference crossed a line.

It was harder to ignore Darrell, though, when his commentary on the porn he was watching was so very audible. “Holy shit... How is that even possible? That's fucking crazy, man.”

Just as Bryan was thinking of banging on the wall to let Darrell know he could be heard, though, there came the long squeal that indicated Darrell had shoved back his secondhand office chair and stood up. The thump of footsteps followed, then the sound of Darrell's door opening and a demanding knock on Bryan's door, all in quick succession.

Puzzled yet already feeling the throb of his dick awakening merely from curiosity, Bryan opened the door.

“You've gotta see this, man,” Darrell told him as he barged right past Bryan, laptop open on one muscular forearm. Darrell moved aside Bryan's laptop on his desk and commandeered the only chair for himself. Bryan decided against resting his hands on Darrell's massive deltoids and leaning close to watch.

“See what?” Bryan asked neutrally from a safe distance, his hands shoved deep into his pockets as though that would provide him with a measure of restraint. He could feel them balling into fists as the unbidden thought of running his palms down that ripped chest struck him.

“Come closer,” Darrell replied, still staring with fascination at his screen and completely mindless of the effect he was having on Bryan.

Gingerly, Bryan leaned in, careful to leave a good two inches of space between himself and Darrell. Even still, he could feel the heat pouring off his roommate's virile body and smell the testosterone laced through his sweat. In a brief moment of weakness, he let his gaze dart down to try and discern the outline of Darrell's erect cock through whatever hastily fastened pants he was wearing. Unfortunately—or perhaps fortunately, given Bryan's mounting tension—the desk blocked the line of sight.

Bryan tried to quell his rising emotions and quiet his rough, fast breathing as he slowly lifted his gaze to what was on the screen before him.

At first, the image made no sense. Bryan could see there was nude man involved, the shot focusing on his spread legs and parted buttocks, but beyond that, the configuration of the genitalia pictured mystified him.

“Just look at that,” Darrell said admiringly, unaware of both Bryan's confusion and his distress.

“Look at wh—” Bryan began to ask, but then, all at once, the image resolved before his eyes. The man was fucking himself—literally. In fascination, Bryan found himself tipping his head to follow the twisted path of the man's thick cock. He could only guess at its length, for the head was buried deep in the man's asshole, the shaft tight up against his taint and his balls shoved carelessly to the side.

“This fucker's crazy, right?” Darrell asked rhetorically. Despite his harsh judgment, though, he sounded less scornful than intrigued.

“Yeah, crazy,” echoed Bryan distantly, finding himself increasingly absorbed in the picture. He had so many questions—What was it like? Did the guy have to get his cock inside his own ass before he got hard? Did it hurt? If it did hurt, was it a good hurt, or a bad hurt? Could he get his balls in there, too?

Darrell clicked a video link below the picture, and the new tab answered at least one of Bryan's questions. He watched as the same guy tugged his nuts down until his long sack was stretched to its full length and the tension even began to jerk his dick down with the sack. Then, as if it were the easiest thing in the world, the man on the screen slipped his balls into his slick, lubed-up asshole. He quickly followed this by stuffing the head of his rapidly hardening cock in after his nuts.

“Oh my God...” Bryan barely heard himself say. He didn't realize he was slowly leaning in closer and closer to both the computer screen and Darrell's solid bulk. By the time he accidentally brushed against his roommate's shoulder. “Whoops, uh, sorry,” he stammered out, jerking back in a white-hot panic.

Darrell was faster, though, and with the honed reflexes of the avid sportsman he was, he grabbed Bryan's wrist and held him fast in place. “Don't be sorry,” he said, and Bryan wondered if it was only his own imagination that made the words seem gruff with arousal. Darrell pulled Bryan toward him, twisted in his chair, and kissed Bryan full on the mouth.

Bryan barely had a moment to register the rough possessiveness, the powerful thrust of Darrell's tongue that said more about ownership than it did about tenderness. He felt himself melting softly into Darrell's touch, giving up control and letting the aggressive taller man take what he wanted.

Bryan felt giddy and half-in love already by the time Darrell broke off the meeting of their lips. Perhaps it had been an artless kiss, but Bryan would never have traded the raw masculine brusqueness for any number of gentle, lingering lip-to-lip caresses.

Darrell pulled Bryan's hand toward him until it pressed against his chest, right over his hammering heart. “Feel that?” he asked Bryan intently.

“Yes,” Bryan squeaked, trying hard not to notice how Darrell's rock-solid pecs flexed slightly under his fingers, nor how the small nipple under the heel of his hand has gone suddenly hard.

“Want to feel a bit more?” Darrell practically grunted his request for consent.

“Oh God, yes,” moaned Bryan.

Darrell pivoted in the chair, finally revealing the gigantic tent his cock had pitched inside his boxer shorts. The tip of the magnificent hidden phallus must have been rubbing against the underside of Bryan's desk as Darrell sat, and Bryan had the giddy thought that he would never in his life buy a new desk again.

Darrell firmly drew Bryan's hand lower until Bryan was forced to stumble down to his knees. Then the hunk guided Bryan's touch onto his cock through the boxers, his steady gaze piercing all Bryan's defenses when Bryan dared to meet those dark, molten bedroom eyes.

Bryan marveled at the feel of the huge, hard cock, though Darrell continually guided his searching fingers along, never letting them rest in one place long enough to grip the shaft and know for certain its true size. Bryan felt his face contort into a pleading pout as he gazed up at Darrell, desperate for release from the endless tease. His arm quivered with the force of trying to fight his way closer to that dick.

“You really want it?” Darrell asked, still toying with Bryan.

“Yes,” whimpered Bryan.

“Then you're going to have to work for it,” Darrell informed him, and with that, he released Bryan's wrist with such force that Bryan fell backward onto the floor.
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The next half-hour passed in a dizzying stream of motion. Darrell had ordered him to stay still as he left the room, only to return a few minutes later with his arms full of secret treasures from his room. An enema kit had been thrust into Bryan's hands—but why would a healthy young man who insisted he was totally straight and “not into any of that fucked-up kinky shit” even have an enema kit?

Bryan had at least had a few minutes to himself to ponder this—as well as to note the numerous strange noises coming from his bedroom—as he got himself cleaned up inside. When he returned, he found his room had been transformed. His bed now sat smack-dab in the middle of everything like some kind of altar to debauchery, sheets tossed aside in favor of a spread of old towels, Darrell's rock-climbing ropes tied fast around the brass rungs of the headboard and footboard.

Standing silently over the scene with a cocky smirk while Bryan took it all in was Darrell, and if he seemed perhaps excessively pleased with himself, Bryan could forgive him that.

“Still want to keep going?” Darrell asked when Bryan met his eyes.

“More than ever,” Bryan breathed.

“Good,” Darrell said, then began to strip off his clothes with no thought of making his motions at all decorative.

Bryan took the opportunity to disrobe while Darrell was distracted, not wanting to let self-consciousness set in. Maybe if by some miracle, Darrell was still interested in him after tonight, maybe if they developed a more comfortable sexual and emotional rapport—then he might venture to do a little strip-tease for Darrell. Right then, however, Bryan's body felt taut all over, and his limbs quivered lightly with every ragged breath. He'd never known he could want like this before.

Darrell's confidence and almost brutish ardor more than made up for Bryan's nervousness. Both were naked now, and the powerful Adonis stepped in to curl his hand around the base of Bryan's skull and kiss him roughly again.

Their dicks brushing together with a suddenness that Bryan gasp, the pair tumbled onto the waiting bed. Without resisting, Bryan let himself fall backward and land limbs akimbo. He was fully prepared to be ties down spread-eagled to the bed, but Darrell had something different in mind.

Darrell told Bryan to arch his back for a moment as he snaked a belt of rope around Bryan's waist, though the purpose of this was initially unclear. The beefy dominant bent Bryan's legs up like a frog's and firmly bound each ankle to each upper thigh. Pulling the trailing ropes from the headboard down, Darrell connected the ties to those around Bryan's legs. At first, there was a slight looseness, but then Darrell yanked Bryan's body down further on the bed until the muscles of his buttocks and thighs were pulled tight.

Bryan's hands were down by his sides, and it was there that Darrell tied the up with the ropes from the footboard. The wanton young man could move neither up nor down now, and even rolling side-to-side a few inches quickly reminded him of the limitations of his tendons.

Finally, Darrell picked up the free end of the waist-rope in one hand and reached beneath Bryan's cock with the other hand to grab his balls.

“Oh!” cried Bryan, startled but also aroused by the sudden possessiveness of the gesture. “Oh God, yes,” he added with a moan.

Darrell milked Bryan's ball-sack downward until Bryan's testicles felt incredibly sensitive with only the thinnest layer of scrotal skin possible stretched taut over them. The rest of the sack rested in Darrell's large fist, but soon, the lengthening of Bryan's balls was made more permanent with the application of a little rope. His sack was long enough now that as Darrell pulled upward and secured a loop from the rope-belt just behind the nuts, the whole package rested nearly at Bryan's navel.

Bryan's stiff cock pointed straight up into the air, but Darrell had unnatural plans for this organ, as well.

“You clean inside, boy?” he grunted brusquely.

“I—I think so,” Bryan stammered, hoping his work with the enema kit had been adequate to please his new-found lover.

“You think so?” Darrell asked in a taunting voice. He reached under the bed and pulled out a huge dispenser of lube, squirting a generous amount into his right hand. Roughly, he grabbed Bryan's cock and began stroking it and pulling it ever downward. “You better know so,” he told Bryan, leaning in close to his face while perching with one perfect ass-cheek on the edge of the bed. “I'm gonna ask you again. Are you clean inside?”

“Yes,” said Bryan, sounding more sure than he felt.

“Good,” said Darrell with a decisive nod. He paused in tugging on Bryan's cock only to reach for more lube with his free hand. This fresh mound of slippery gel, he placed on Bryan's waiting hole, massaging it just inside Bryan's sensitive entrance with first one finger, then two.

Overcome by the intensity of the sensation, Bryan stifled a powerful urge to whimper. He didn't want Darrell to stop for even a moment, not even to ask if he was alright. The truth was that he was more than alright; he was floating high on the trip of willingly giving up his power to this beautifully sculpted man, the roommate who had been only one thin wall away all this time.

Bryan didn't allow himself to think too deeply on why today, of all days, Darrell had chosen to come to him. Maybe Darrell had truly been overcome with lust for another male body merely from the sight of the extraordinary pornography he'd shown Bryan. Maybe he'd been planning this for a long time, or maybe he'd purchased the enema kit and the excessively large container of lube in a moment of weakness, hoping against hope to one day live out his fantasies.

Or maybe he frequented instructional bondage websites even in the sober light of day that came after climax. Maybe he'd been methodically educating himself for years and rationalizing to himself that he was only curious about these things on an intellectual level. Bryan could hardly guess; his roommate, it seemed, was more of a mystery to him than ever, even after all this time living next door to the hunk of his dreams.

The only downside to being dominated by such a strongly built man, Bryan soon realized, was the size of Darrell's massive fingers. Once Darrell had managed to get two fingertips inside Bryan's ass, he paused for more lube, but even so, Bryan struggled to loosen up to allow those thick knuckles their passage.

Just as it seemed Darrell would have to drop back to one finger, though, Bryan felt his body give way, and silently, he thanked it for opening up to Darrell. Bryan wanted badly to please the other man, to show his complete acquiescence and consent to all that was happening, and yet struck wordless by the force of the pleasure rolling through his groin, his felt his only way to convey his openness was through his body.

Bryan let his unfocused gaze drift over Darrell's profile as the other man concentrated on fucking him ever more deeply with his fingers. Bound up tight and therefore absolved of any need to reciprocate, Bryan allowed his attention to linger on his roommate's exquisite brow, shapely nose, and strong chin. His deep, unacknowledged feelings for the man bloomed and flourished, so that even the steady pull on his erect member could hardly dissuade his body from steadily relaxing into Darrell's touch.

Vulnerable, needy, yielding, Bryan allowed Darrell to penetrate him fully with two, then three fingers. Only then did the other man deem him ready to finally explore the perverted idea that had so aroused them both. Bryan had never before realized how extraordinarily flexible a hard cock could be until Darrell's fingers slipped back out and Bryan felt his tip prodding at his own entrance.

The mass of sensations overwhelming Bryan made him momentarily lose sight of anything save his own pleasure. Though the twisted path his cock took down and around his elongated scrotum, past his taint, and into his ass was far from comfortable, the potency of his lust overcame any resistance he might have had. As Darrell began to plunge the head of Bryan's cock into and out of Bryan's anus, Bryan found himself moaning loudly.

Never pausing for a moment in his motions, Darrell reached up to deftly loosen Bryan's balls from the knotted rope at his waist. Bryan cried out with a mixture of agony and bliss as his nuts were suddenly released from captivity.

The freedom was only temporary, though, for now that Bryan's testicles had been stretched to their max for the better part of fifteen minutes, Darrell found it apparently quite easy to bring them, too, to rest at Bryan's slippery entrance.

“Ready for this?” Darrell asked.

“Please,” moaned Bryan, daring for only a moment to meet the subtle concern in Darrell's eyes.

Darrell's motions were gentle and yet all too quick for Bryan's mind to process as cock was replaced with balls. Bryan found the powerful pressure of his asshole on his balls more of a turn-on than he ever would have expected—though perhaps it was only Darrell's presence that made the inevitable pain this inflicted upon Bryan's nuts worth bearing.

To Bryan's further surprise, his ass quickly loosened enough to permit Darrell to add a little cock back into the mix at well. The head of Bryan's dick slid inside his asshole along with his nuts. Feeling all his most sensitive parts pressed together in one tight space almost brought Bryan to the point of coming on its own, but it was what Darrell said next that truly strained Bryan's determination to hold back and wait for his lover.

“I want you, bad,” Darrell said, his eyes becoming darkly hooded as feelings of lust took over. “I don't just mean right now. Always. I need this to last forever, and you know the only way to do that? I'm gonna take a picture. You'll be in my phone forever, and every night I'll jerk off thinking about you.”

Bryan, in awe, could scarcely believe that Darrell really felt that way about him—possessive almost to the point of obsession, addicted to what Bryan alone could provide for him. The idea of being needed by such a powerful man brought forth a fresh whimper of need from Bryan's throat. Someday, maybe, the pair would have to negotiate what this “ownership” really meant, but for now, it was enough that both men received an intensely sexual charge just from the thought of such a connection.

“This is fucking amazing, man,” Darrell continued. “Just stay right there a bit longer.” He leaned down to withdraw his phone from the pocket of his jeans where they rested on the floor, and with one flash of light and the artificially added sound of a shutter, Bryan's predicament became permanently immortalized.

Still, the outcome Darrell was proposing left something to be desired. “Can't you just come back and do this to me tomorrow night?” Bryan nearly begged the other man.

Darrell's eyes flashed. “Don't tempt me, boy, or I just might fall for you completely,” he growled.

Bryan couldn't see what would be so bad about that, but he didn't want to detract from the moment. Instead of questioning Darrell's holding back, Bryan asked, “Does the picture look just like the video we saw?” It was strangely difficult to eke out the words, for his body was beginning to resist the slightest movement that might jar his willingly torture genitals and stretch them beyond their limits.

“Yeah, it looks just like the video,” Darrell confirmed, but Bryan had to take his word for it—his dominant lover set the phone aside without deigning to reveal its contents. After Darrell's next words, though, this hardly seemed to be of any consequence.

“I have to tell you something—I'm a virgin,” Darrell confessed. Hurrying forward as though to avoid Bryan's response, he added, “I didn't know I'd want into your ass so bad when we started this. You told me once that you were a virgin, so it's safe enough,” Darrell rationalized, “and no one ever needs to know. Do you think you could do it? Could you take my cock in there, too?” he asked intently.

“Fuck,” breathed Bryan as he fought the urge to come right then and there, squinting his eyes shut to avoid seeing Darrell's handsome figure.

“Well?” asked Darrell a little impatiently.

Bryan only hesitated a moment before replying. “I don't know, but I want to try—for you.”
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Darrell's dick, covered thickly in lube, slowly followed the trajectory of Bryan's own genitalia, making Bryan cry out with delight. The thick tip of Darrell's hard member shoved Bryan's junk in farther as it went, but Bryan found himself perversely enjoying feeling the strange pulling sensation.

Bryan could hardly move with his bonds so tight, so he let himself be rocked along by the roll of Darrell's hips and the bounce of the bed-springs beneath him. The passion that had been building within Bryan for most of an hour now swelled , drawing up all of his energy into a dense nexus deep within his pelvis. Soon, he knew, that force would come shooting down into his balls and then out through his cock—and then his essence would feed right back into his own ass, coating Darrell's dick as well.

Part of him could still hardly believe he was doing all this, fucking himself with his own cock and balls, letting another man take him bareback at the same time. He'd never thought that he'd ever have a chance to sleep with the roommate he'd longed for, let alone dive right into the most perverted, fucked-up sex he could think of.

To say that it felt so wrong and yet so right would be an injustice to the true glory of it all. Yes, it did feel wrong, but more than that, this unexpected kinky sex deeply violated everything Bryan valued. Sure, he'd wanted Darrell badly, and Bryan might even have loved the other man in his own strange way—but where was the romance? How could this feel so right not just physically, but also spiritually, when he wasn't even sure just how much Darrell truly cared for him?

Maybe it was Bryan's own kinks that redeemed the seedy night of impulsive sex, transforming it into a tale of finding one's soul-mate. Bryan, as a fiercely submissive BDSM bottom, could never have fallen for another man so thoroughly until he knew for sure the other man was willing and able to dominate him in bed. Bryan looked up into Darrell's eyes, dark in the low light, and watched his long-ish hair break free from the styling gel and frame his face with brown waves. This was the man Bryan loved; there was no doubt about it.

His heart opened then, and at last the final stream of energy Bryan needed poured down into his pelvis, where its cool purity mingled with the storm of heat rolling around inside Bryan. This perfect mixture, that place that crackled with the twin charges of lust and love, at last activated Bryan's cock to its full potential.

“Oh God!” he cried out, invoking the deity half in fear of his own intense feeling and half in gratitude for this wonderful, loving, sexy, slutty, moment.

At first, Darrell just kept relentlessly pounding away inside the three-in-one package he'd made of his young lover's genitalia while Bryan came. Bryan felt the blissful release of his own fluids fill him up even as with each stroke, the movement of Darrell's cock continued to stimulate Bryan's ass, his balls, and his ejaculating dick.

Bryan realized he was quivering with the force of his orgasm and that the climax seemed to go on forever and ever. It felt as if he were releasing all at once the tension of yearning for Darrell in both body and soul, year after year in this small apartment. Tonight, though, the place seemed less a seedy dwelling space than a sacred consecration to love, and Bryan sanctified its walls with his passionate cries and throaty moans.

Darrell could only hold out for so long himself with Bryan making those wonderful noises. The sounds caused Darrell to feel his own power as he realized he could drive another man react so violently. “Oh...” Darrell groaned, and that was the last fully conscious word he could manage before his cries turned to those of a madman, a rampaging barbarian only semi-aware of the world around him. He'd seen Bryan's need, he' conquered his own fear of his sexuality, and now, he came with rough, panting vigor.

Pouring out his seed side-by-side with Bryan felt like the most intimate thing Darrell had ever done. He was inside the most forbidden orifice, filling it with the product of his virility. The strange thought crossed his mind that as their essences, their genetic material came together inside the warm, soft, and strong walls of Bryan's enlarged asshole, new life would be born here.

Darrell was too far into his animalistic half, though, to try and untangle this heady thought just then. Instead, he simply gave himself over to the joy of finally mating with the hot gay roommate he'd held at arm's length all this time.

There would be no going back after this, both of them realized as gradually their cocks ceased pumping come inside Bryan's ass. They were a unit now. As they'd once been tied together by their mutual need for a roommate, now, instead, they would be bound by lust and love.

Perhaps even stronger than both these influences, there was also the powerful magnetic attraction between dominant and submissive. It was a bond that seemed to be governed by the very laws of the universe as each sought to find his other half. In doing so, the men became complete possibly for the first time in their lives, and so now, having thoroughly achieved this oneness, the fervor of their climaxes gently came to a rest. 

Satisfied, whole, and glowing with happiness, the two men stared deeply into each other's eyes. Bryan thought he saw a lazy smile on Darrell's face, then realized that Darrell was only mirroring his own silly grin—or was it that Bryan was mirroring Darrell's smile?

Already, in the soft cocoon of post-coital bliss, the boundaries were blurring between the self and the other. Darrell wiped them both down gently with the old towels on the bed
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