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Teamwork

Jake took another deep breath, a swarm of
butterflies dancing in his stomach. He shouldn't be this nervous
about talking to his friend, but the ghost haunting the old pool
had changed that. That specter had changed a lot of things,
including one Jake Moreau.

Possessed by the ghost he and Brian had had
sex together, and under its influence he had seduced his own coach
to fuck him. Such acts should have filled him with revulsion, but
instead, they'd left Jake with powerful new urges and a new
appreciation for the male form. And surrounded as he was by
handsome, athletic men, it left him with a near perpetual
hard-on.

He was sporting one right now, and he
couldn't quite convince himself that it wasn't partly caused by the
prospect of seeing his friend again. Brian had been avoiding him
all week, probably because he was struggling with what had
happened. Jake had respected that need, hadn't wanted to deal with
how this might change their relationship, and he'd ended up with
Coach's dick in his ass.

Avoidance had led to more complications, so
now he was going to try the opposite. Jake wasn't stupid enough to
confront the ghost, hard to do that with someone that was both
invisible and incorporeal. Brian was neither and, hopefully,
talking to Jake would help him. If his own inner turmoil was any
indication he would need all the help Jake could provide.

'Act naturally, like it wasn't a big deal,
but don't avoid the topic either,' he rehearsed. 'It was weird,
yes, unexpected, too. But what we did wasn't wrong, and it's not
wrong to like it. Like him.'

“Hey, Jake, how you've been?” Brian's roommate, Kevin,
asked, startling him out of his thoughts.

“Ah, good, good. You?”

“Doing alright. You here to check up on Brian?”

“Yeah, actually, I've been worried about him.”

“Tell me about it, he's been acting funny all week. Hope you
can get what's wrong out of him, because I tried and he just
brushed me off. But I got to run, I'm already late for
class.”

Jake waved goodbye to Kevin who was already
jogging down the hallway, took another deep breath, squared his
shoulders, and marched over to the far end of the hallway where
Brian's room was tucked away.

He thought of knocking, but he'd never done
that before, there hadn't been a need to, so he swung the door open
and entered. “Hey, how's it … hanging,” Jake tapered off, staring
at a naked Brian, his hair still wet from the shower. 'You forgot
to tell me a goddamn important detail, Kevin.'

His friend looked as pole-axed as Jake felt,
standing there with a towel hanging from his hand. They stood there
for a long moment, all the while Brian's cock steadily growing
erect, until the door clicked shut behind him.

“Jake!” His friend finally exclaimed as he tried to hide his
erection behind his towel, and failed. “What the hell are you doing
here,” he hissed.

“We need to talk,” the blond replied with a thick voice, his
eyes still glued to his friend's crotch.

“Talk? About what?”

Things clicked for Jake. He wasn't here to
restore his friendship with Brian, he didn't want to bring things
back to normal between them. He'd had a taste of what he could have
with Brian, how more intense their relationship could be, and he
wanted that.

“About this,” Jake said, pulling his trunks and boxers down
in one go to expose his own erect member. “Just seeing you got me
hard. I've been so horny ever since that ghost got us, I couldn't
get it out of my head how good your mouth felt.” His hand wrapped
around his cock and he began to slowly jack off.

Slack-jawed, Brian could only stare at the
blond's manhood. The towel fell out of his numb fingers, revealing
his own dick which hadn't softened in the slightest.

“And it got to you, too, huh?” Jake went on. “Did you
masturbate while thinking about my cock in your ass? Or did you
fantasize about fucking me?”

The brown-haired swimmer swallowed, his head
moved slightly, too little for a nod, or a shake.

His trunks had ended up around his ankles,
now Jake stepped out of them and knelt in front of his friend. “I
know it's hard to say, to face what you want. Let me help you,” he
said before taking a hold of Brian's hard-on.

His friend gasped and his hands landed on
the blond's shoulders as if to stop Jake, but at the same time his
hips thrust forward. Brian's dick bumped against his lips, and Jake
responded with a quick kiss on its mushroom head before looking up
into his friend's eyes.

“Go on. Tell me what you want me to do. I
want it, too.”

“Suck me, Jake,” Brian groaned. “Suck my
cock.”

He happily complied. Extending his tongue,
he flipped Brian's cock up and wrapped his lips around the crown.
His tongue swirled around the head, then, being mindful of his
teeth, Jake swallowed about half of his length. Above him, Brian
threw his head back while hips thrust forward again and drove the
rest of him down Jake's throat.

Gagging, drooling, Jake made no move to stop
his friend from fucking his mouth. Because despite the discomfort,
his own cock had never been harder. He moaned as his own hand
wrapped around his member and began to jack off in time with
Brian's thrusts.

“C-Coming!” was all his friend and teammate
could give as warning before filling Jake's mouth with his semen.
The blond didn't try to back off, but eagerly gulped down Brian's
load, though not without some sputtering.

Breathing hard, his legs shaking a little,
Brian leaned on Jake who was busy cleaning his friend's cock. He
hadn't come yet, but he was close. Yet instead of speeding up, he
released his hold on his hard-on and did his best to keep Brian's
cock firm and hard.

“We did what you wanted, now we do what I
want. And I want you to fuck my ass,” Jake said while pumping his
fist up and down Brian's slick member.

“You serious?”

Jake got up and shot him a grin. Using his
hold on Brian's dick, he guided him to the bed and got him to lie
down. “Do I look serious to you?” the blond asked as he squatted
above his friend's hard cock.

“Fuck me,” Brian said, giving him a
wide-eyed look.

“Me first,” Jake replied as he angled his
friend's member at his entrance and slowly lowered himself onto it.
There was resistance, the only lubrication was his saliva and it
was drying, but one push was enough to get past it and Brian's cock
sank home.

“Fuuuuuck,” the brown-haired swimmer
groaned, grabbing Jake's hips.

“You're actually bigger than Coach,” he said
dreamily as his ass got comfortable with the invader.

“Coach? How the hell do you know how big he
is?”

“He fucked me yesterday, when I went back to
the old pool.” He could actually feel Brian grow a little bigger
inside of him. “I sucked his cock, then I laid down on the tiles
and had him take my virginity. That's when I knew.”

“Knew what?”

“That I like men,” Jake whispered as he
gazed deeply into his friend's eyes. He rose up. “I like to suck
cock.” He lowered himself again. “I like to lick their hard
bodies.” Up. “I love getting my ass fucked.” Down. “And I liked it
when you sucked me, when you came with my cock in your ass.” Jake
picked up speed, he started to masturbate again. “I want you.”

“Me too,” Brian murmured. One of his hands
chased the blonde's hand away and took over stroking Jake's dick.
With his friend's cock lighting off fireworks in his ass and
receiving the best handjob he'd ever had, Jake didn't last
long.

His come shot out, the first spurt actually
hit Brian's chin, the rest landed on his friend's muscular chest.
All the while, Jake kept riding his teammate's manhood until it,
too, went off.

Breathing hard, Jake looked down at his
friend. One hand was still tugging on the blond's member, the other
had scooped up the semen on Brian's chin which he proceeded to
taste. The brown-haired swimmer's tongue swiped over his lips.
“That was ...”

Jake didn't let him finish, he leaned
forward and captured his lips. The kiss wasn't friendly, it was not
the kiss of a pair of fuck buddies either, this was a lover's kiss.
Gentle, caring, and instantly matched by Brian.

“... wow,” he finished when the kiss
ended.

“Yeah,” Jake agreed.

His friend looked down, then laughed. “I
need to shower again.”

“I could use on as well.”

A sparkle entered Brian's light-brown eyes.
“Race you? Loser has to soap up the winner.”

“You mean the winner gets to soap the
loser.”

Neither said anything more. They jumped off
of the bed and raced for the bathroom door.

 


***

 


“I-I think Coach is going to need our help,”
Jake moaned. He was leaning against the cool tiles, his skin kept
wet by the fine mist from the shower spray.

Brian let go of the blonde's cock and looked
up. “What do you mean?” He didn't wait for an answer before
wrapping his lips around Jake's member again.

“He got possessed by the, oh fuck, ghost,
too,” Jake said. One hand rested lightly on Brian's head as it
bobbed up and down. He hummed to show that he was listening and the
blond continued his explanation. “He must be, hmmm, so confused. We
need to explain things, right there, explain it to him.
Coming!”

His friend didn't back off, but gulped
Jake's entire load down like he'd sucked cocks for years. Only when
he'd caught the last drop did he release Jake's member with a smack
of his lips. “Yeah, he must be beating himself up over fucking one
of his students. Coach is that kind of guy,” Brian said as he got
up. He embraced Jake, the blond felt his friend's half-erect dick
twitch as it rubbed against his own. “But, uhm, how do you want to
explain things to him? I don't think he believes in ghosts.”

“That was before he got possessed. I think
he knows the ghost is real now, all we have to do is help him deal
with the aftermath. The way we helped each other.”

Brian cocked his head back to give him a
suspicious look. “What do you mean?”

“I was thinking about a demonstration,” Jake
said with a heated voice, rubbing his friend's shoulders.

His eyes widened. “You mean, us and Coach,
you want to ...”

“Best way to help him. Don't get me wrong,
we'll try talking, but that horniness is a real kicker.”

Brian shivered, their members were fully
erect now and sending delicious jolts of pleasure through their
bodies. “Not sure we're cured.”

“I know what you mean,” Jake groaned. “But
we're certainly less of a mess now.”

“True,” his friend agreed before giving him
a quick kiss. “Though, if we are going to do this, we should stop
right now.”

“Why?”

“Didn't you check your email? Coach isn't
happy with how we've been slacking off. The entire team is supposed
to show up for practice today, in a couple of hours, in fact!”

“Must have been before I saw him. But we got
fifteen minutes, don't we?” His mouth was already descending down
Brian's throat and chest. He licked drops of water from his fellow
swimmer's firm pecs.

“Let's make it twenty.”

“Twenty works for me,” Jake replied as he
knelt before his friend.

 


***

 


They guessed Coach would be in his temporary
office in the old gym, though they weren't sure. The ghost could
have spooked him so badly that he had left campus all together. Not
likely, he was too dedicated to do that. Of course, that same
dedication would also twist Paul up about what he and Jake had
done.

'But we'll fix that,' the blond vowed,
shouldering his gym bag. Still, Jake couldn't help but feel some
jitters when he crossed the threshold of the old building. Part of
him expected to feel the chilly touch of the ghost, part of him was
looking forward to it.

He looked over at Brian, who looked as
nervous as Jake felt. It had been surprisingly hard to act “normal”
in public. He wanted to be closer to his friend, hold his hand,
kiss his cheek, but he wasn't sure Brian was ready to let anybody
else know how close the two of them had become.

“What do you think? Is the ghost sleeping or
something?”

Jake opened his mouth to answer when a
familiar sensation entered him. The ghost's cold presence filled
him, pumping into his cock until it was as hard as steel.

Next to him, Brian gasped. “It feels even
better than the last time. What a rush.”

He looked over at his friend and grinned in
agreement. But something was different. With every beat of his
heart, the presence within him warmed up. Cold desire melted into
hot lust, thoughts and emotions that were not his own murmured in
the back of his mind. There were two streams there, one he did not
recognize, but the other …

“I can feel you,” Jake breathed.

“I can feel you, too,” his friend replied as
he drew the blond in for a kiss. “We're not friends.”

“More than friends,” he finished for Brian
before capturing his teammate's lips for another heated kiss.

“Let's find Coach,” they said as one after
coming up for air. The echoes of an entire conversation lingered in
their minds.

Brian dumped his gym bag in the locker room,
but Jake kept his. There were some supplies in there that could
prove useful.

Striding towards the coach's office, Jake
didn't feel possessed. It felt more like he
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