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A Sub Shared for Christmas

A Kinky Collection Story

 


 


 


For a fleeting moment, Brennan allows himself
to linger in the soft and unhurried quiet.

He is alone in his apartment, albeit for a
very brief span while he waits for the click of a key in the lock.
He's already collected and placed everything he will need for
tonight's delightful venture, and now there is only the patient
anticipation of waiting for Jamie to arrive.

So Brennan stands in his living room,
directly in front of the vast windows that make up the entire south
wall. He has long since shed his tie and jacket, his socks and
shoes, but he still wears the vestiges of office attire. His hands
are in his pockets, his posture loose as he surveys the cityscape
in its endless glowing sprawl below.

The skyscraper in which his small but
incredibly expensive apartment is located stands taller than
anything nearby, and Brennan's home is very near the top. Dozens of
stories separate him from the next nearest buildings and windows,
making him feel like he is looking down on a distant world he can't
quite see. The hour is late, but the city never goes dark, and the
ambient glow of light pollution slips into his home just as
brightly as the intense blue of a full moon.

There are other sources of light inside,
despite the fact that Brennan has not bothered turning on any
actual lamps or overheads. A fire crackles cheerfully in a
state-of-the-art electric fireplace, illuminating a row of
delicately cross-stitched Christmas stockings that hang at
intervals across the wide mantle. Garlands and string lights edge
the ceiling on all sides, glowing and reflecting diffuse warmth in
all directions. And of course, at the center of a living room
rendered artfully cozy for the holidays, stands a ridiculously
large tree bedecked in glittering white strands of light.

The tree is impersonal yet artful perfection,
brightening the living room more than any other element. The gifts
piled beneath are not for tonight. Next week, when his family
visits en masse, those carefully wrapped presents will come out.
The tree is real, meticulously chosen from his uncle's tree farm.
The soft, woodsy scent of pine makes Brennan smile every time he
sets foot in this room.

Brennan adores Christmas.

His pulse picks up the pace when at last he
hears a tap of footsteps in the hall outside, the quiet click of a
key in the lock, the nearly silent swish of the door
swinging inward. Not in surprise, but in eager anticipation. He
turns his head and smiles, welcoming his beautiful guest without a
word, as Jamie strides into the apartment.

Jamie is smirking as he lets the door thump
shut, carrying himself like a brash young man rather than a pliant
submissive. That will come soon enough, of course. Brennan's never
had a sub more obedient and eager to please. And tonight, Jamie is
sure to be at his most charming and enthusiastic. He and Brennan
have both been looking forward to this for weeks.

"Strip," Brennan orders, the instant Jamie
finishes locking the door. "And get into position."

No need to explain further. Into
position means kneeling on the low, sturdy coffee table that
sits at the very center of the enormous living room. The position
of the furniture is impractical if the goal is to set beverages
down while watching television, but that's never been the true
purpose of this particular table. There is just enough space for
Jamie to kneel in his place, beside the array of supplies Brennan
has laid out in anticipation of tonight's activities.

Jamie complies quickly, as Brennan finally
turns his back on the windows. Some nights, Jamie makes a show of
stripping down, takes his time driving Brennan past the point of
self-control. But not tonight. Tonight is all about forbearance and
preparation. Jamie knows what is coming. And he must realize, if he
drives Brennan into the sort of violent frenzy that ends in
claiming Jamie right here on the floor, it will interfere with
their bigger plans.

Which means that in very short order, Jamie
is naked and kneeling on the coffee table. Spreading his legs wide
apart. Breathing shallowly. Flushing hot despite the cool air of
the room. Facing the door, though they do not yet have an audience
to watch for. Holding his hands at the back of his head, fingers
laced together and arms folded high in a position that will tire
him quickly despite his experience holding this pose.

"Good boy," Brennan murmurs, smiling as he
draws close enough to touch. "Now keep still."

He resists the urge to draw the process out,
where normally he would take his time inflicting the collection of
painful accessories on his trembling sub. The point is not to revel
in their usual exchange of pain and satisfaction, but rather the
prepare for the guest who will be arriving soon. So Brennan moves
with a steady efficiency to match the speed with which Jamie
undressed.

The first item he reaches for is the cock
cage. It's a heavy, metallic thing, gold lines and bars sculpted
into a restraint far too compact to be comfortable—not the kind he
uses when he's sending Jamie into the world for days of forced
chastity—but rather, a short-term torture designed for maximum
discomfort. The cage has to come first, while Jamie is still mostly
soft. It's the only way Brennan will be able to fit the damn thing
on his sub, since the rest of what he intends for tonight will turn
Jamie on so quickly, it will be damn near impossible to fit him
into the small metal cage. Even now, working quickly, it's
something of a race, securing the metal ring behind Jamie's balls,
forcing the mostly soft length into the tight frame, and snapping
the whole thing shut without pinching skin.

Brennan locks the whole apparatus shut with a
tiny padlock, the key of which remains safely in his back
pocket.

This is not the whole of the ordeal, of
course. Jamie's breathing faster now, quick and shallow, and even
though he must know what comes next, he still gasps when he
sees what Brennan picks up from the table.

The metal sound that comes next is only about
an inch long, exactly six millimeters wide. A ruthless rod, blunt
and round at the tip, equipped with a threaded screw at the back
that will allow Brennan to affix it securely to the tip of the
cage—once he has the lubricated length sheathed inside Jamie's
waiting cock.

The sizing is important, and perfectly
measured for his sub—but this part is still far more of a
challenge, and far more painful, than fitting Jamie into the cage.
Brennan smiles, warm and proud, at the trembling intensity with
which Jamie fights to keep still, to hold position as he submits to
these cruel ministrations.

Yes, Jamie adores pain. Begs for it. Relishes
it. But he is also a mortal man with a physical body, and hardwired
instincts that require fighting down in order to let Brennan hurt
him. This would be easier if Brennan tied him up first. The fact
that Jamie is physically free to resist just adds an extra,
deliciously wicked element to the game as Brennan slicks the metal
rod and begins sliding it by inexorable degrees into the waiting
slit of Jamie's cock.

He does not push when he meets resistance.
Brennan will never be interested in damaging his beautiful sub. But
even this careful, relentless slide—smooth and patient—must be
wildly painful. How could it be anything but torture, to have a
metal rod shove inside a part of the body that is not remotely
intended for this? Brennan savors the slow, steady effort of
penetration, his focus complete, his ears full of Jamie's strained
panting and the occasional soft whimper. Brennan's own cock is
stirring with interest, and he silently wills his libido to behave.
For once, he is not doing this for himself.

At last, he has the full rod inserted into
Jamie's squashed, cage-enclosed cock. Jamie is shaking harder now,
and Brennan knows the pain will only worsen as the night
progresses. The tight cage will become a special sort of agony as
Jamie's cock tries to grow erect—and even that will be nothing
compared to how much the rod impaling him will hurt with such
arousal. Brennan affixes the end of the rod to the tip of the cage,
screwing the apparatus tight and securing it immovably in
place.

God, Jamie is a delight. Brennan has never
before possessed a more shameless and eager sub.

The next steps are more straightforward,
though Brennan delights even in these simple things. The O-ring gag
he forces between Jamie's teeth and buckles at the back of his
head. The tight leather collar mostly for aesthetics, though the
metal ring at the base of Jamie's throat is not a bad place to grip
and yank him around. A truly enormous anal plug, uncomfortably fat,
though tapered and short so that it's shaped more like a bulb than
a silicone cock.

Jamie has to brace himself on all fours in
order to allow Brennan to force this toy into his body. The
slickness of generous lube isn't enough to make the way easy, when
Jamie is wholly unprepared for the enormous intrusion.

Even once the plug is seated fully inside
him, Jamie makes a pained sound as he pushes himself to kneel
upright once more. The enormous presence must feel strange and
painful shifting inside him. Filling him. Spreading him open to an
unnatural degree and making it impossible to close his thighs.

Then come the handcuffs. Metal, no padding,
because Jamie prefers to walk away from a scene with bruised and
abraded wrists. Battle damage, he calls it, always with a smirk and
a blush. He doesn't call it anything at all tonight, of course. He
can't speak with his jaw forced wide around the open 'O' of the
ring gag—and he does not resist as Brennan drags his arms to the
small of his back with an unnecessary amount of force. The click of
the cuffs around skinny wrists is delightfully satisfying.

A glance at the clock tells Brennan they are
right on schedule, and so he adds the final touch: a pair of
vicious nipple clamps, designed to tighten at any added pull,
already equipped with a set of heavy weights to drag them as tight
as possible.

Jamie cries out sharply as the first clamp
affixes to his nipple, so hard that no amount of jostling can
possibly unmoor it. He whimpers when Brennan releases his grip and
the full weight sways loose against Jamie's chest, dragging the
trapped flesh downward and tightening the metal clamp
exponentially. Jamie manages to keep slightly quieter for the
second clamp, though the harsh gust of breath says it's a fight.
Jamie is not supposed to be quiet, and Brennan punishes him
with a swat at the second clamp, the swaying torment drawing a
choked sob as Jamie's eyes squeeze shut and his shoulders
tense.

Then, finally, Brennan steps back to enjoy
the view. The room's subtle yet ample sources of light cast the
whole tableau in ethereal relief. The uneven scatter of string
lights, the fire in the hearth, the contrasting glow of moon and
city through the windows.

Jamie's dark eyes sparkle with a heady mix of
pain and anticipation, and Brennan licks his lips.

It's fortunate the knock sounds at the door
just then, or Brennan would be in danger of opening someone else's
Christmas present, and that would be impolite.

He hurries to answer, but instead of ushering
his guest directly inside, Brennan steps out into the hall, pulling
the door partway shut behind him.

"Henry," he says warmly, "Thanks for coming
over. I should probably warn you this wasn't a standard invite,
before I let you inside."

Henry raises his eyebrows high on his
forehead, and Brennan can't quite contain the impish grin that
spreads wide in answer. Henry is his best friend, after all, and
while he has no idea what he is about to walk into tonight, Brennan
is confident the surprise will be welcome. The man has coveted
Brennan's beautiful sub from afar for how long now? Months? Years?
Despite the fact that they have never been properly introduced.

Brennan is not generally the possessive sort.
He requires exclusivity of Jamie less because he fears turning into
a feral jealous caveman than because he wants to be able to indulge
in their kinky depravities without the need for protection. Which
means sharing has been a thought nagging at the back of
Brennan's mind for ages. More than once, he has wondered if Jamie
would enjoy going to Henry on Brennan's orders, and offering
himself up to be used and claimed by a man who is essentially a
stranger.

Probably the answer would be yes. But this is
even better, and Brennan grins wider at the look of gauging
consideration that crosses Henry's round, handsome face.

"Something scandalous?" Henry does not bother
concealing how intrigued he is by Brennan's cagey greeting.

"I can provide more details if you want them
before we go inside," Brennan offers. Much as he has been looking
forward to this surprise, he is not interested in conning Henry
into an unwelcome position. "I'm tossing you in the deep end, here.
It doesn't have to be a mystery."

"Oh, no." Henry laughs, a low rumbling bass
line of sound. He looks downright gleeful now. "Don't you dare tell
me a damn thing. I want to be surprised. I can't wait to see where
this is going."

So Brennan steps back into the apartment,
this time swinging the door wide open in invitation as he
announces, "Merry Christmas, my friend."

"Oh, fuck, Brennan," Henry breathes,
hurrying across the threshold so Brennan can close and lock the
door behind them. 'Truly? You're not just teasing me?"

Brennan steps into place beside his friend,
appreciating the scene with a proprietary smile. He keeps quiet as
he allows Henry to take in the offered view. Jamie is gorgeous like
this, vulnerable and lit by the soft ambiance Brennan has
deliberately crafted of Christmas lights, fireplace, windows.

Jamie's expression, distorted as it is by the
ring gag forcing his jaw wide, already looks overwhelmed. His hair
is just long enough to twist and pull, dark and messy as chaos. His
compact frame looks almost delicate in his nakedness and
entrapment. Jamie is so much smaller than Brennan, almost a head
shorter, and skinny where Brennan is built like a linebacker.

And Henry is even bigger than Brennan.

"You can do as you please tonight." Brennan
sets a hand to the small of Henry's back and nudges his friend
farther into the apartment. Closer to Jamie by a couple of
suggestive steps, Jamie's eager gaze following their progress. "I
won't involve myself, though you'll have to tolerate my presence as
an audience. Jamie has ways to tell me if he needs to stop, but it
wouldn't be practical to explain every possible signal. And I
wouldn't want to temper your enjoyment by making you worry about
them."

"This is why you asked for a copy of
my most recent bloodwork, you creepy bastard." Henry grins as he
says this. "Just a curious friend, my ass. I should've known
you had something like this up your sleeve."

"You really should have," Brennan agrees.
"You're far too credulous. In any case, I know you were healthy as
of a month ago. Have you fucked anyone since?"

"Nope." Henry grins, wider and more wolfish
than ever. "I sure haven't."

"Then you don't need to wear a condom."
Brennan pushes Henry forward again, then detours to settle in a
leather recliner near the cheerfully glowing tree. "He's all yours.
Do whatever you like. Hurt him, if you want. My boy loves pain.
Throat fuck him, ream his ass, whatever you're in the mood
for."

"Hard limits?" Henry checks, not taking his
eyes off the beautiful gift kneeling expectantly on the coffee
table, even as he asks Brennan the question Jamie is in no position
to answer.

"Nothing relevant. You're not into any of the
things Jamie doesn't like."

"Can I fuck him dry?"

"There's already a plug up his ass the size
of your fist, but sure."

Henry laughs and murmurs, "God. Beautiful."
And then he is finally standing directly in front of Jamie,
perusing him with greedier eyes. Standing there like he's
inspecting a fine car or a piece of architecture, rather than a
breathing, trembling man. Henry's hands are in his pockets, his
posture comfortably slouched, his perfectly tailored clothing
making his stocky frame look intimidating as hell. His thick, round
stomach protrudes enough to soften the otherwise daunting lines of
his body, and the roundness of his face is as strikingly handsome
as always.

Henry is a beautiful man in his own right,
and if Brennan were not so inclined towards waifish subs, he
probably would have dated his best friend at some point—or at least
fucked him a couple times. Then again, Henry shares his
inclinations. He is no more attracted to Brennan's muscular frame
than Brennan is attracted to him.

But oh, how they can share in their
appreciations tonight.

Henry reaches down to flick at the weighted
nipple clamps, making Jamie suck in a ragged breath—then gives a
sharp twist a moment later, as though unsatisfied with the
quiet response, grinning at the way this harsher pain makes Jamie
cry out.

"On your feet, lovely," Henry orders, hooking
his finger in the ring of Jamie's collar and pulling pointedly
upward. Brennan delights at how difficult Jamie apparently finds
complying with this order. It's no wonder, really. His limbs must
be sore and stiff, after not moving from his position since Brennan
ordered him to kneel on the hard surface of the coffee table. And
the enormous plug up his ass must hamper his movements in
deliciously clumsy ways.

Jamie is panting by the time he stands
directly in front of Henry. And oh, Brennan was right, he looks
goddamn tiny, standing there in front of this enormous man. Henry
stands a full two feet taller than Jamie. His frankly enormous
shoulders and barrel chest are so big and broad that if Brennan
were directly behind Henry, he would not even be able to see Jamie
past the sturdy bulwark of Henry's massive frame.

He imagines Henry on top of Jamie—a sight he
cannot be certain he will be gifted tonight—and the fantasy of how
completely Jamie will disappear beneath his best friend…

God, it's enough to send shivers along
Brennan's spine and make his dick jump with interest. He should
have done this ages ago.

Henry paces around Jamie now, appreciative
eyes roving every naked inch of Jamie's body. Again and again he
circles like a predator. Touching Jamie now and then. Tugging at
the flared base of the plug nestled between the cheeks of Jamie's
ass. Squeezing Jamie's balls where they thrust forward beneath
restraining metal. Flicking and twisting the nipple clamps. Pulling
Jamie's hair and tugging at the leather collar.

All the while, Jamie fights to behave. To
keep still and take it. To breathe and obey and allow himself to be
tormented, unable to contain the decadent little sounds balanced
precariously between pain and pleading.

It's not until Henry has circled Jamie
several times that he pauses to appreciate the cock cage, cupping
it in his hand. Even the gentle lift must shift the metal rod
ruthlessly inside Jamie's crushed cock, and Jamie's choked-off
little wail is absolutely delicious.

"Oh, this is lovely," Henry croons.
"You've got him plugged up tight. He can't even enjoy himself
tonight. No pleasure, only pain."

"Indeed." Brennan smirks. Jamie would be
hard-pressed to orgasm past the tight ring encircling his balls and
the base of his cock. The cage itself is enough to prevent him from
achieving an erection in any case. But the metal sound stuffing him
full is an extra layer of cruelty. Not just hurting him, though
that will happen endlessly as arousal tries and fails to expand his
cock, but also making sure Jamie has no choice but to keep
himself in line, even if all these other deterrents prove
insufficient to beat down his libido.

Brennan is not at all worried about failure,
but the thought of all these painful safeguards is a pleasant one
to consider.

He is also quite certain that, pleasure or
not, Jamie will enjoy tonight thoroughly.

"Come along, then," Henry says, addressing
Jamie directly. "Brennan has told me so much about you. It's time
we get to know each other." Then he moves away from the coffee
table—pulling Jamie by the caged cock as though it's some sort of
leash—making Jamie follow him across the wide floor with quick,
frantic little steps that must be intensely uncomfortable
considering the sizable anal plug.

When Henry sits down on the couch and
manhandles Jamie forward across his lap—Jamie's belly resting over
Henry's thick thighs and ass presented helplessly to the open
air—Brennan has a gorgeous view of the punishment that is about to
unfold before his eyes.

"Bet you love a good spanking," Henry
murmurs, stroking a hand over the swell of Jamie's ass in the soft
light and heavy shadows. "Pretty little slut like you… Bet you make
trouble for Brennan just to drive him to this."

Jamie breathes an incoherent protest, and
Henry rewards—or perhaps punishes—the impertinence with a first
hard swat. Even from across the room, Brennan can tell his friend
hasn't put more than a quarter of his strength into the swing, but
Jamie can't know that. And the way he gasps and writhes on Henry's
lap—the way his wrists twist in the helpless confines of the
handcuffs at his back—make it clear that even this first strike has
hurt him.

Henry does not go easy on him, and Brennan
thrills at the show his friend puts on, the brutal delivery of
open-handed pain. The blows ramp up quickly, in both intensity and
speed. God, it's a wonder to behold. Brennan shivers with every
merciless blow that lands across vulnerable flesh, not just Jamie's
ass but the backs of his thighs. Loud smacks assaulting his
helpless sub, again and again, as Henry beats the hell out of Jamie
with an open palm.

When Jamie gets squirrelly, instinct driving
him to squirm away from the blows, Henry closes his other hand
around the back of Jamie's neck and forces him to stillness with
breathtaking ease. And all the while, he delivers blow after blow
to the bruising ruin of Jamie's gorgeous backside.

Brennan can only imagine how uncomfortable
the plug must be with all this involuntary wriggling. How painful
where it spreads Jamie wide, so big Jamie can't even close his
legs. How must it feel, reverberating inside him when Henry's hand
connects with the base of the plug instead of Jamie's feverish
flesh? More than once Henry does exactly this—on purpose—and each
time, Jamie shrieks and jolts in his position folded over Henry's
lap.

God. It's excruciating and delicious to
behold. Why did it take Brennan so long to invite Henry into their
games?

The spanking continues for such a long time
that Brennan's own arm twinges in sympathy despite the fact that
Henry does not seem to be tiring. Even in the artful lighting, the
deep and furious bruising across Jamie's ass and thighs is becoming
painfully visible. Fucking hell, Brennan can't wait to see what
those aftereffects will look like come the sunny light of morning.
He anticipated Henry would hurt his needy sub tonight, in exactly
the ways Jamie adores. And yet he had not dared to hope his best
friend would do such a glorious job of pummeling Jamie
black-and-blue.

Jamie won't be able to sit down by the time
this ordeal is over. He will be in agony for days, even without the
rough fucking Henry has already asked for permission to claim.
Brennan's whole body thrills with the knowledge.

Brennan will spend the next several days—all
of which he has off from work thanks to the looming
holiday—spoiling Jamie rotten while simultaneously savoring the
hurts inflicted, and quite possibly inflicting whole new ones. A
merciless and beautiful cycle.

At last, Henry's blows begin to slow and ease
off in intensity. Jamie is crying, his voice gone raspy from
shrieking and sobbing beneath the brutal drubbing. By the time
Henry settles a gentler hand over bruised and battered flesh, Jamie
is weeping more quietly. Brennan can picture how hot the skin must
be burning beneath that disconcertingly gentle touch. He aches to
reach out and feel it for himself.

Jamie has not given Brennan any of their
signals. Judging by the boneless, shivery state of him draped over
Henry's lap, Jamie is well into his favorite pain-induced headspace
and nowhere near reaching the limit of everything he craves
tonight.

"On your knees now," Henry murmurs after an
all-too-brief respite. Brennan almost laughs at the way this verbal
command seems to startle Jamie.

But other than a confused sound—garbled by
the ring gag that still forces Jamie's jaw wide—there is no
suggestion of reticence. If anything, Jamie seems more eager to
please than ever, struggling but also moving in a hurry to wiggle
down from Henry's lap. Soon enough, he is kneeling at Henry's feet
like an obedient supplicant. Now, at this angle across the room
from them, Brennan has a clear view of Henry's face peering
downward, but no answering glimpse of Jamie's expression.

But god, the view he has. Not just of Jamie's
wrists working helplessly within the confines of the cuffs, though
this is beautiful enough to behold. But even more enthralling,
Brennan stares at the solid layer of bruises covering Jamie's
backside, perfectly presented to him since Jamie seems
understandably reluctant to sit back on his heels.

Henry leans forward, and though Brennan can't
see precisely what the man is doing, it's obvious he's toying with
Jamie's painful accessories. Between Henry's posture, leaning close
and low, and the wounded noises Jamie gasps at unpredictable
intervals, Brennan can guess well enough what is happening in any
given moment. The twist and tug of nipple clamps. The exploration
of the cock cage, and the subsequent squeeze of Jamie's unprotected
balls.

Perhaps even unscrewing the metal rod from
its secure position at the tip of the cage, just to fuck it out and
in again a handful of times—a reliable guess based on the rhythmic
shrieks Jamie gives when Henry leans especially low in front of
him.

Fastidious as Henry is, Brennan has no doubt
that the metal sound has been securely affixed in its place—fully
inside Jamie's tortured cock where it belongs—by the time Henry
leans back in the deep couch cushions with a slow, sultry
smile.

"You are a gorgeous little pain slut,
aren't you? I thought Brennan must surely be exaggerating your
virtues, but you're the real deal. Probably be asking me to hurt
you even worse if you could talk. Bet you never beg for mercy."

Jamie breathes a shaky little affirmative.
Henry chuckles in answer, and then Brennan hears the clink of a
belt buckle, the hiss of a zipper. Here too he must use his
imagination. He can't actually see Jamie's mouth or Henry's cock at
this angle. But he can picture it with almost perfect clarity just
from the way Henry's hand fists in Jamie's hair and forces his head
down over Henry's lap. He can hear the gurgle as Henry's cock feeds
not just through the wide metal ring gag, but all the way to the
back of Jamie's throat, where the blunt presence inevitably elicits
a wet choke.

It's not that Jamie can't deep throat. Jamie
has a skilled mouth and knows damn well how to take a cock all the
way down. But Henry is pushing too roughly, shoving deep without
warning or mercy, and Jamie clearly can't keep up.

The sounds are devastating—spluttering
obscenity—as Jamie struggles around the intrusion. He has no choice
but to take it, of course. He can't close his mouth, and he has no
leverage whatsoever to resist Henry's inexorable strength, or the
inescapable push of a stranger's hard-on down his throat. His
wrists jerk harder in the cuffs. His thighs—still forced wide by
the presence of the massive plug—tremble visibly in the cheerful
light of the Christmas tree.

It looks like Henry is forcing him all the
way down—all the way to the base, crushing Jamie's face against
Henry's soft belly. Henry's legs are spread wide, the better to
drag Jamie down into the space between them, and Brennan shivers at
how helpless his sub looks in Henry's powerful hands.

He barely resists the urge to stroke himself
through his trousers, as he listens to Jamie utterly fail at
regaining control in this new position.

It seems an eternity before Henry drags Jamie
up and allows him to breathe. And then no time at all before
forcing him down again. Henry holds him still a second time. Waits
as though they have all the time in the world for Jamie to regain
control. Jamie manages the trick finally, more or less. At least he
is no longer actively gagging as his throat is filled, though the
wet noises don't sound anything like easy comfort in the
situation.

Again Henry repeats the maneuver and then
holds Jamie sternly against him, face crushed to Henry's stomach,
body alive with restless energy. Brennan's arousal spikes hot and
possessive as he watches his best friend put his sub through these
decadent paces.

For a long, long time Henry uses Jamie this
way. So long, in fact, that Brennan begins to suspect Henry will
finish with his cock down Jamie's throat. Surely any second now, he
will lose patience and begin forcing Jamie up and down more
quickly. This is already an unforgiving throat fucking, but the
pace of it is so slow that it's clearly more about torturing Jamie
than satisfying Henry. The balance has to shatter eventually, and
Brennan is ready to watch it happen. He is ready to see Jamie
forced to swallow sticky ejaculate, pumping too far down his throat
for anything but acceptance.

Instead, at the tail end of a relentless
eternity, Henry drags Jamie wholly off his cock and shoves him away
so hard that Jamie lands sprawled across the floor. A wounded cry
cuts through the air as his bruised ass lands brutally on the hard
wood. He lies there, stunned and beautiful, on display in the
middle of the room—arms pinned beneath his back, chest heaving
frantically, eyes glassy with lust—face a sticky mess of spit and
precome.

Henry gives Brennan a mischievous grin and
drops to the floor himself, kneeling between Jamie's legs. "Don't
look so surprised," Henry says to Brennan, smiling up at him like
they are sharing a joke or a secret. "I told you I wanted to fuck
him."

Then, with painstaking patience, Henry works
the massive plug out from between Jamie's thighs. The bulbous shape
emerges only with difficulty. It's been inside Jamie long enough
that there isn't enough lube remaining. By the time the toy's
widest point is stretching the abused rim, Jamie is a keening,
whimpering wreck of a man, arching and thrashing on the floor.
Trying—failing of course—to close his legs.

It's obvious Henry pauses there not because
of any true difficulty, but simply to enjoy the way Jamie strains
around this vicious point. There is something sadistically lovely
in the way Jamie shudders and arches as though trying to escape,
only to sob and settle back down again, thwarted. The tear tracks
from the hard spanking—and perhaps from the slow, choking process
of being throat-fucked—are joined now by new streaks of glittering
wetness, as Jamie whimpers and squirms.

"Beautiful when he cries," Henry observes in
a sultry purr. "You'll let me borrow him again, won't you? The
things I could do to a pain slut like this…"

"I'll think about it," Brennan says. What the
words actually mean are, Yes, absolutely, when Jamie inevitably
begs to be given into your hands again. Because Jamie will
never be satisfied to have this just once, insatiable monster that
he is. Brennan can already tell. His adventurous sub will want to
see just what else Henry is capable of.

At last Henry pops the toy free and sets it
aside—atop the coffee table, just barely within reach—and then
shoves trembling thighs even wider apart as he crawls down on top
of Jamie with a pleased sigh.

"Gonna fuck you into next week, little slut."
Henry nips at Jamie's throat, teasing at first, then latches on
hard with his teeth and sucks in a deep bruise. "You won't be
walking right for days once I'm done with you. Won't be able to sit
still without remembering my cock taking you apart."

Jamie breathes a long, low moan at the
promise in Henry's words. The sound cuts short, transforming into a
cry so wild and sudden that Brennan wouldn't need to witness the
snap of Henry's hips to know he has just penetrated the helpless
body on the floor. Even better, Henry collapses fully on top of
Jamie after that first driving thrust, crushing him into the
ground, covering him with Henry's powerful bulk. Brennan's eager
predictions prove correct: Jamie all but disappears beneath the
rutting blanket of Henry's big frame. All Brennan can see of his
sub are skinny legs spread clumsily to either side of Henry's
driving hips, restless and helpless beneath the assault.

Even the coordination of raising his legs to
wrap around Henry's waist is apparently beyond him. Jamie simply
lies there passive and helpless, as he is violently claimed by
Brennan's best friend.

"Fucking… hell…" Henry growls, panting the
words with an air of gruff satisfaction. "How… the hell… is he
still… so fucking tight?"

"Told you my little toy would be good for
you," Brennan preens. These were not his exact words, of course.
But his points stands. He knew that, regardless of the anal plug,
Jamie would still be a delightful conquest for Henry's relentless
cock.

Henry only fucks Jamie harder in answer,
jolting him against the floor with every rough slam of hips.
Jamie's garbled noises are a delicious mix of pleasure and
pain—mostly pain—as he submits to this pounding, rutting, battering
rhythm. Still Brennan can't actually see anything of Jamie
besides those skinny legs, and yet he is delighted at watching the
show play out at this ravening pace.

Or maybe it's a riving pace. Henry
certainly looks like he is trying to tear Jamie apart.

Yes, Brennan will share Jamie with Henry
again. Any time, any place, he will yearn to hear this
collection of agonized sobs and garbled wails, the hungry panting
of a wounded man. He imagines how much worse the pain must be
within Jamie's plugged and caged cock, now that he is being
properly fucked, the drag of Henry's length against his prostate a
whole new level of torment as Jamie's every attempt to stiffen
earns a painful reward.

Surely it can't last much longer. Or maybe
Brennan has underestimated Henry again. Because just as Brennan is
beginning to assume the speeding pace means the end is imminent,
Henry stops. Simple as anything, he pulls out of Jamie's
body and pushes himself up to kneel between splayed thighs.

Jamie looks nearly insensate, staring
somewhere beyond the ceiling as his chest rises and falls in
shallow gasps. He whimpers when Henry gives his balls a hard swat,
but otherwise does not even seem to notice that there is no longer
a man on top of and inside him.

"Why are you stopping?" Brennan asks,
genuinely curious.

Henry sits back on his heels. "Because it
feels wrong to finish this without you. What do you say, Brennan?
Demolish him with me?"

"What are you proposing?"

Henry's smile is all teeth. "If he took that
ridiculous plug, surely he can take us both at once."

An answering smile, slow and cruel, spreads
across Brennan's face. "We'll hurt him if we make him try."

"Something tells me he'll like it."

"Oh, without a doubt," Brennan agrees. "Go
ahead, then. Get him on the couch and back onto your cock. I'll
find some extra lube." Because much as the fantasy of really
hurting Jamie may turn all three of them on, he will not actually
make his lovely sub take two cocks without a little help. From
Jamie's soft sigh, the concession is appreciated.

Henry drags Jamie back to the couch with
relentless efficiency, dragging him along by the ring on his
collar. Brennan tracks their progress in his peripheral vision as
Henry sits sideways along the couch, settling Jamie astride his
lap, face-to-face. By the time Brennan crosses the room to join
them, Henry has made quick work of following Brennan's suggestion.
His cock is back inside Jamie, and the blissed-out expression on
Jamie's face sends a shot of fresh lust straight to Brennan's
belly.

Brennan moves into position behind Jamie and
makes a very gradual point of working lube-slick fingers into his
sub's overtaxed body alongside Henry's thick cock. All the while,
he is listening with not just the interest of arousal, but the care
of an attentive dom—ready to pull the plug on this experiment if
Jamie gives even a subtle sign that Brennan has misgauged. They are
nearing the edge of Jamie's pain tolerance—a line Brennan knows
well from skirting right up alongside it again and again—and he is
not interested in damaging his sub.

Only once he's certain he's worked Jamie
loose enough for a second cock to hurt only within reason, does
Brennan crowd right in along Jamie's back—line himself up—and force
his way into the impossible vise alongside Henry.

And god, it's absolutely perfect. It's too
goddamn much. It is overwhelming pleasure accompanied by a
beautiful, keening cry.

They fuck Jamie together, long and hungry and
needlessly rough. They last far longer than Brennan expects,
considering how long he's been holding himself at bay on the
sidelines—and how close Henry must be, from his previous greedy use
of Jamie's mouth and ass. Even for men of intense stamina, there is
deliberate effort in how long they make this last, holding
Brennan's beautiful sub with bruising strength as they rut into him
together on the couch.

Jamie's cries, sobs, moans, whimpers… These
are the prettiest symphony Brennan has ever heard, and he wishes
he'd had the foresight to record this. What a soundtrack it would
make for the next time Brennan finds himself on the wrong side of
the globe for travel, jerking off in a lonely hotel room.

And all through this rough and vicious
fucking, both Brennan and Henry explore Jamie, taking turns with
unpredictable torments. Grasping and twisting his balls—stroking
and jostling the cock cage—pulling on the nipple clamps and
weights, until Jamie's chest is reddened from the rough treatment.
And all the while they fill and fill him, driving deep and messy
with mounting desire.

It can't last forever. Brennan comes first,
giving up the fight at last with a shout of ecstasy that he muffles
in Jamie's shoulder. Henry stills long enough to let Brennan pull
out and retreat from the couch—Brennan putting his cock away and
zipping up his fly, then sitting down on the coffee table so that
he has a closer view. A front row seat as he watches Henry push
Jamie onto his back along the couch cushions and settle once more
on top of him.

It's an absolutely ferocious claiming. The
last of Henry's control seems to evaporate as he finally approaches
the finish line. He pounds into Jamie's hurting and exhausted body
with ravaging thrusts, slamming deep again and again. Clearly
delighting in the violence with which he makes use of the trapped
and trembling young man at his mercy.

Jamie looks so small beneath Henry, in danger
of disappearing all over again. He arches beneath the assault, and
this time he manages to wrap his skinny legs around Henry's thick
waist. Jamie's eyes are squeezed tightly shut now, and Brennan
wonders if it's purely because of the pain—or if, even better, he
is having to fight not to come despite all the physical barriers to
orgasm. His arms jerk and twist beneath him, still cuffed at his
back as Henry squashes him into the couch cushions with relentless
thrusts. The O-ring gag makes Jamie's filthy face look even more
debauched, and his skin flushes red with exertion.

At last Henry goes rigid, shoving his hips
one final time into the space between Jamie's thighs, burying
himself deep with a groan of satisfaction. Jamie trembles and takes
it. He waits with shivering obedience as Henry comes inside
him.

Sooner than Brennan expects his friend to
recover, Henry pushes up onto his elbows without pulling out,
peering down into Jamie's face.

"Look at me, beautiful," Henry murmurs, and
when Jamie obeys, Henry gives him an approving smile. "That's a
good boy. I want you to do something for me. Can you? Will you be a
good little slut?"

Jamie nods emphatically, making an
inarticulate but enthusiastic sound in the fucked-out gravel of his
voice.

"Clench tight when I pull out," Henry says.
"I don't want you losing a single drop of what Brennan and I just
put inside you. I know you're tired, but hold on just a little
longer."

Jamie's expression takes on a contradictory
mix of bleary exhaustion and fierce concentration, and Henry pulls
out far more carefully than he entered Jamie in the first place.
With startling efficiency, Henry climbs off of Jamie—off of the
couch—and collects lube and the enormous plug from the coffee table
beside Brennan's seat.

"That's it, sweetheart," Henry soothes as he
moves back into the space between Jamie's sprawled legs. "Let's get
you plugged back up. Keep that mess inside you where it
belongs."

Jamie blinks, eyes going wide, and yet he
does not refuse. He remains deliciously pliant as Henry lubes the
toy and positions it between Jamie's come-slick thighs. Brennan has
to fight the urge to get closer, to see more clearly. This view is
just fine. His mind fills in the blanks as he watches Henry force
the tapered tip against Jamie's abused rim in a slow but merciless
push. The toy penetrates slowly, Henry exercising uncharacteristic
care now that he has finished taking his own pleasure. Jamie's
breath hitches, and he whimpers a couple of times with involuntary
protest. But he doesn't fight.

He just lies there, docile and wrecked and
gorgeous, as overwhelmed tears stream down his face. He cries out
when at last the thick plug slots fully inside him—a moment Brennan
recognizes more from the movement of Henry's arm than from the
subdued jolt of Jamie's exhausted body.

Henry is breathing a soft string of soothing
praise now, hands sliding along Jamie's thighs in a surprisingly
gentle caress. Jamie's chest heaves, but he looks unmistakably
pleased despite the hazed-out sheen of lust and pain clouding his
eyes. It's such a peaceful moment—inevitably shattered when Henry
removes the nipple clamps, eliciting a noisier reaction—a startled
shriek as Jamie arches nearly off the couch. Henry makes hushing
noises as he massages Jamie's abused chest, obviously enjoying the
way the inrush of returning sensation is hurting Jamie in whole new
ways.

Considering the plug Henry just put back
inside Jamie—and the cock cage he apparently has no interest in
removing—Brennan is surprised when Henry's next move is to unbuckle
the strap at the back of Jamie's head and remove the gag. Jamie's
jaw works at this sudden freedom, falling still when Henry produces
a fresh handkerchief from somewhere to clean away the filthy mess
of Jamie's face.

The handcuffs stay, as does the leather
collar. Brennan has a feeling he knows where this is going.

"There," Henry says, helping Jamie to sit
up—and even here, Brennan enjoys the way Jamie flinches at the
shift in weight over deep bruises. "Much better."

"Sir?" Jamie's voice comes out a throaty
rasp, and he stares at Henry with awe and questions and wild
eyes.

"I want to keep you like this awhile," Henry
explains, then turns to Brennan. "I know it's late, but I haven't
eaten dinner yet. I came straight from work."

"Well, that just won't do." Brennan rises
from his impromptu seat and gestures at the coffee table. "Jamie,
back in your place while I see about feeding our guest."

Jamie's eyes widen, horrified comprehension
flashing belatedly as he realizes he will not be getting any relief
from the rest of his predicament. He might not even receive an
orgasm tonight. Foolish to have hoped, when he was just as much a
toy as the various accessories that have been tormenting him. Jamie
only ever receives satisfaction with Brennan's approval—and tonight
it is Henry whose benediction will be required before that can
happen.

But whatever thoughts may be flying through
Jamie's lust-addled mind, all he says is, "Yes, sir." And a moment
later—after rising with difficulty from the couch and making his
pained way across the living room to the low coffee table—he
returns to kneeling on the hard surface, his lovely assets on
display.

"Merry Christmas, Henry," Brennan teases,
guiding his friend across the room.

Brennan will reward Jamie later. Tomorrow,
perhaps. There will be orgasms—far too many of them to feel good,
in all likelihood—and pampering, and a shared bath. There will be
more fucking too, but it will be less brutal than what Jamie has
endured tonight. And there will be a lengthy conversation, in which
Jamie murmurs confessions into Brennan's chest, all the things he
loved most about tonight while Brennan praises his obedience.

But for now, there is this instead. A
prolonged epilogue of suffering, as Henry shamelessly savors the
gift Brennan and Jamie have given him.

"A hell of a merry Christmas," Henry agrees,
and follows Brennan into the kitchen.

 


 


 




 


 


His Teacher for Christmas
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The snow has finally stopped falling beyond
his dorm window, when Caden Laurence finally gets off the phone
with his cheerful and distracted parents. This isn't an ideal way
to 'celebrate' Christmas Eve with his family. He still can't
entirely believe they left him behind while they embarked on their
adventurous holiday jaunt through Europe—but beneath his
disappointment, he doesn't actually blame them. His final exams
went past their departure date, and he would've been an agonizing
third wheel on what was expressly a romantic, vow-renewing second
honeymoon.

He could scrounge up more anger if he put a
little effort into it. His family abandoning him for Christmas is
exactly the sort of sob story he didn't want to admit to any
of his fellow classmates, all of whom have long since departed for
their own winter breaks.

Caden has tagged along with classmates
before, but this feels different. All of his closest friends
celebrate Christmas with huge extended families, and the last thing
he wants is to be an unwelcome intruder making everything awkward.
At least, that's what he told himself as he watched everyone pack
up and leave during the days after finals. His pride made him smile
and pretend everything was fine. Totally normal. He didn't want
anyone's pity.

Pity doesn't seem like such a terrible notion
now, though. Fuck his pride. After weeks surrounded by a desolate
and barely functional campus, Caden is lonely enough to wish he'd
admitted his lack of holiday plans to someone. Anyone. Even the
most awkward invitation would be better than this.

Too late now. Hell, he can't even go home to
his family's massive estate. The place is up for sale and his
parents' new house won't be ready to move in until February. If
Caden fucks up the realtor's staging, he'll never hear the end of
it.

This sucks. There's no way around it. Caden
is effectively stranded, one of only a handful of students with
permission to stay in the dorms over winter break. Campus has
emptied out into an eerie, snow-muffled ghost town, the public
spaces as barren as the icy trees scattered around the main quad.
Normally Caden likes his dorm, his room, his university. Normally
the whole place is crowded with noisy activity, friends and
acquaintances around every corner.

Normally he would be perfectly content to sit
at his desk beneath the lofted bed, chilly air sneaking in through
the drafty window, radiator clicking and gurgling and pouring out
more than enough heat to compensate.

But today is Christmas Eve. And even though
it's only noon, if Caden stays put in this vacant dorm for one more
minute, he's going to lose his mind.

His options are limited. His friends and more
distant family relations all live too far away for a spontaneous
visit. He could get in his car and drive somewhere local: a mall to
people watch; a coffee shop to work through practice questions for
the MCAT; a local bookstore to console himself with retail
therapy.

But any mall will be overwhelmingly crowded
today, full of last-minute shoppers fighting to obtain last-minute
gifts, leaking frantic moods and holiday stress in all directions.
The bookstores probably won't be much better. And all of Caden's
favorite coffee shops are small family-run affairs that might
already be closed for the holiday.

The choice he finally makes is a little
pathetic, but Caden doesn't care. He bundles up and sets off across
campus. Destination: science building.

Despite his sullen mood, he has to admit that
the fresh layer of snow turns the campus into something beautiful
and unfamiliar—an untouchable wilderness of white dusted across
rooftops and benches and the tall library tower at the opposite end
of the quad. The sky above is mottled gray, but there's still
enough sunlight to make everything look cheerful and cozy, a direct
contradiction to the sting of icy wind across the part of Caden's
face not protected by a thick scarf.

He doesn't pass a single person on his trek
along a sidewalk so thick with snow that his legs ache by the time
he reaches the door. He uses his key card to slip inside,
momentarily disoriented by the empty halls. Rationally, he knows he
can't be the only person on campus. But it sure feels like he's
completely alone as he makes his way up to the lab.

Still, he's glad not to run into anyone.
Certainly no one will take umbrage with him being here—as Professor
Howard's research assistant, he can come and go as he pleases—but
he isn't keen on the idea of explaining himself either. Especially
to the professors and staff who usually work in this building.

Especially to Professor Lance Howard
himself.

Lance would demand to know why Caden is
working through winter break—on Christmas Eve of all days—and there
would be no escaping the flicker of concern in his deep and
watchful eyes. He might even tumble into a lecture about burnout
and overexertion. He's done it before. Caden has made a reputation
for himself as a driven and talented student, studying both biology
and chemistry on his hopeful path toward medical school. Ever since
Lance hired him as a research assistant, he's been even more
determined to prove himself, and Caden will be the first to admit
he pushes himself too hard.

But he also loves the work. He would probably
keep doing it even without the stipend he gets paid for his
troubles.

Or. Well. Maybe Caden can afford to be honest
with himself for once. It's not the work he loves. Yes, he's good
at it—he enjoys it—and the farther he gets, the more the experience
reassures him he's on the right academic path. But the real reason
he's so enthusiastic is the simple and shameless fact of working so
closely with Professor Howard.

Caden has not admitted this truth to a single
soul. Not even his closest friends know about his hopeless
infatuation with his favorite professor. It's bad form to fall in
love with someone so completely out of bounds. If Lance found out,
he would almost certainly find some gentle but irrevocable way to
dismiss Caden and avoid ever having him in class again. He would do
it deftly, of course. Professor Lance Howard is not a careless man,
and he would never risk damaging Caden's academic standing. He
would probably call in a favor—everyone on campus adores Lance,
cheerful and warm-hearted as he is—so that Caden still had a
research position and a work study stipend in the end.

It just wouldn't be with Lance, and
Caden hates and fears the prospect in equal measure.

He's aware he has a problem. His crush has
spiraled out of hand in recent months. But he has no intention of
doing anything about it, one way or the other.

Caden isn't expected to check up on his
professor's experiments outside the normal semester, but there's no
reason he can't pop in and help. He'll leave his documentation
somewhere obvious, and whenever Lance next visits the lab, surely
he'll appreciate finding the data has already been collected.

More importantly, the task will keep Caden
busy for a couple of hours. It won't be enough, but it will be
something. Better than trying to read for fun when he's in
such a sullen mood. Better than the drifting frustration of
watching television only for his attention
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