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Message from the Writer




If you enjoyed any of my books, I would love
to know. It will inspire me to write more. Send me a message.

Like or Retweet my books on Twitter. I deeply
appreciate the interaction.

Or if you can, leave a review. It will help
my stories reach more readers who like the type of stories I
write.

 


Follow me on Twitter:

https://twitter.com/MrGayrotica


 


ONE


“I’M back bitches. What did I miss?” Richard,
my best friend, returned from the bathroom.

My other best friend, Todd, and I shifted our
legs as he sidled to get back to his seat. The outline of his dick
pointing down bulged in front of his gray sweat pants right at my
eye level.

I pretended to look away. “We’re down two and
a minute left.”

“Crap! That’s not good.” The couch bounced
when he plopped next to me.

A buzzer sounded on TV.

“Finally!” Todd sitting on my other side in a
basketball jersey and black denim jeans, reached in the bowl of
chips and shoved a handful inside his mouth before leaning back.
“It’s about time they subbed Jamal back in.”

We sat in silence as the tense game resumed.
My best friends’ attention stayed on our basketball team’s
play.

But as I sat between their muscular bodies
with their arms pressing against mine, the manly musk and body heat
radiating from them distracted me.

The front of my shorts started to tent.

Shit, not now.

I held the beer bottle on my crotch to hide
my growing hard-on.

“Three!” They yelled as they got off the
couch at the same time.

While I stayed seated, my straight best
friends gave each other bro hugs. I would love my rugby
player-sized body to be sandwiched between them with their dicks
pressing into me.

My dick twitched at the thought.

Both turned to me and shook my shoulders. “We
won!”

I gave them a forced smile and kept my
erection hidden.

“Damn, that was a great shot,” Todd said as
they sat back down.

The TV showed an instant replay of the
game-winning shot, and the commentators talked.

He elbowed me and asked, “Everything okay,
man?”

“I’m good. I think the beer is starting to
get to me.”

“Bullshit. You only had three. The Gabe we
know can drink so much more.” Richard sat on the edge of the couch
and forked a chunk of the Ube Cheesecake into his mouth. “Mmm. This
cheesecake is the bomb. Where did you get this?”

“Sally from next door made it. ”

“Bro, fuck her so we can have this all the
time.”

“Eww, she’s sixty years old.”

“Well, if you’re into that sort of thing, why
not?” Todd had a piece of the cheesecake, too.

“She’s been trying to get me to date her
niece.”

Richard got a big piece and talked with his
mouth full, “Fuck the niece then, so we can have this all the
time.”

“Nuh-uh. I’ve seen the niece’s picture. Not
my type.”

“That’s your problem, Gabe. Your standards
are too high. Lower them a little, and I promise you’ll get laid a
lot more.”

“Yeah,” Todd said.

“Bro, if I didn’t have a girlfriend and I had
your bulk and looks, I would be banging bitches every night.”

“I get laid plenty, thank you very much,” I
said. You just didn’t know I was the one getting banged.

“It’s been almost two years since you broke
up with Tracy. You still hung up on her?” Todd asked.

“No, man. It’s not that.”

“Then, what are you waiting for?” He emptied
the rest of his beer and took another from the cooler on his side
of the couch.

His phone on the coffee table lit up and
played a famous rock tune as its ringtone.

My brown-haired best friend picked it up and
went somewhere else quiet.

Whoever that was calling, thanks.

I got off the couch and said to the blonde,
“I have to pee. I’ll be right back.”

Chewing a mouthful of cheesecake, Richard
nodded.

As I passed the hallway toward the bathroom,
I nodded at Todd.

He returned the nod, busy talking with
someone on the phone about their client’s upcoming commercial
shoot.

Once inside the bathroom, I looked at my
reflection in the mirror.

A pale guy with a blonde-dyed mohawk and
black, full beard stared right back. My black wifebeater showed off
my intricate tattoo of wolves. It started from the left side of my
neck, connecting to my shoulder and covering my entire left
arm.

“Should I tell them?” I asked as if my
reflection would answer right back.

The voices of sports talk show hosts, mixed
with the chatter of my best friends, filtered through the bathroom
door.

How long will I be pretending to date women
just to keep them from learning my secret? I don’t think I can do
it any longer. It’s exhausting. Hiding my lust for them is hard
enough. At least if they know, that’s a weight off my
shoulders.

What’s the worst that can happen? They beat
the shit out of me and cut me out of their lives.

Nah. I shook my head. They’re not like that.
At least, I hope not.

But, shit. I’m going to do it. I need to come
out tonight, or who knows when I’ll have the guts to do it.

I stared at myself in the mirror and took a
deep breath. “Guys, I’m gay.”

“Gabe!” Todd yelled from the living room.
“Stop jerking off and get back out here! I have good news.”

After flushing the toilet to make it
believable, I returned to the living room. “I was peeing, you
dumbasses.”

The fuckers giggled like teenagers.

“Wait.” I muted the TV and stood in front of
it. “Before you tell the good news, I have something to tell you
guys first.”

“Ooh, interesting.” Richard sat on the edge
of the couch. “Damn it. I wish we had buttered popcorn.”

My heart pounded like a sledgehammer. I
folded my arms in front of my chest to hide my vibrating hands.

They stared at me, waiting.

I took a deep breath.

This is it. It’s now or never.

“You know, we’ve been best friends since high
school. I hope you guys know I treat you like my brothers.”

“Yeah. And we do the same, right?” Todd
glanced at Richard, who agreed. “So, what’s this about?”

“Wait. I’m getting there. Don’t rush me. It’s
not an easy thing to say, you know?”

“What is?” Richard asked.

“That I’m…gay. There, I said it.”

Silence.

My best friends exchanged intense glances
like they were having a conversation in their minds.

“Did you guys hear what I said? I’m gay.”

Todd got off the couch and rushed at me. “Is
this a joke? Because it’s not funny, Gabe.”

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

I held my ground and readied to defend
myself, just in case.

Richard got in between us before Todd could
do anything to me. “Bro, calm down. Get back on the couch.”

Todd turned around and went back to his
seat.

“Are you really gay?” Richard asked.

“Yeah. I don’t like titties.”

At the same time, my best friends burst out
laughing.

My brown-haired friend on the couch touched
his flat stomach and dropped on the cushion. “I don’t like
titties.”

Richard turned his back and piled on Todd
while the two guffawed.

I furrowed my eyebrows. “What is going
on?”

“We were just messing with you, bro.” Todd
sat back up. “It’s cool that you’re gay. We suspected you were a
long time ago.”

“You should have seen your face when Todd
went straight for you.”

My entire body relaxed when I fully
understood what was going on.

“You fucking assholes. Both of you. I was
scared shitless.” I grabbed handfuls of chips and chucked them at
the sadistic fuckers.

“We agreed to do this once you tell us.”
Richard turned to Todd. “You owe me a hundred bucks.”

“You have a bet on this?” I returned to my
seat between them. “I repeat. Fucking assholes.”

“Hey, I was the one who bet you were
straight.” Todd sipped his beer.

I turned to Richard.

“Why are you staring at me like that? I was
right.”

They fucking knew all along.

“Can I tell you my good news now? I know it’s
not ‘I’m gay’ level news, but I’m sure the two of you will suck my
dick for it.”

“Ha! Maybe Gabe will. Me, not a chance.”

“Is that right? My client at the ad agency
was the one who called earlier, and he gave me three courtside
tickets for next month’s playoffs at The Arena.”

“Bro, take your dick out now,” Richard
said.

The three of us burst out laughing.

 


 


“HEY, dumbass. You left your door unlocked.”
I said as I let myself inside Richard’s condo.

“I’m in the shower, dumbass.” His voice broke
through the sound of running water in the bathroom. “Or would you
prefer waiting outside until I finished to let you in?”

“Good point.” I closed the door behind
me.

The kitchen and the bathroom were the closest
to the front door. Further in were the living room and bedroom
areas separated by the low entertainment center with a large flat
screen TV on top.

One would know a guy lived in the space
because not a touch of feminine accents could be seen typical
bachelor pad.

“There’s beer in the fridge, and do whatever
you want. You know where everything is.”

“Okiedokie.” I helped myself to the beer, sat
on the sofa bed in the living room, and switched the TV to a sports
talk show. “Todd’s already left the agency. He’s on his way.”

“Got it.”

In the bedroom, the bed was unmade and on the
corner were different electric musical instruments and
music-producing equipment Richard used for work.

When a commercial came on, I picked up a
framed picture of us three when our high school team won the
basketball championship. We were drenched in sweat with huge grins.
I stood between them with my arms over their shoulders while each
had an arm over mine.

After putting the picture back, a movement
made me glance toward the bathroom. The view from my seat made my
heart race.

The door was slightly open, and the
translucent shower glass blurred Richard’s naked body like a
censored scene in a video clip. But his silhouette hinted at every
curve of his ripped muscles and the swinging fat cock between his
legs.

My straight
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