No Way Out

by shefux

CHAPTER 1 
“No, Lilly you can’t go” I snapped at my twelve year old brat sister.

“Pleeeeeeease Billy, I won’t say or do anything, I’ll just sit in the corner and just watch, I promise.”

“I…. said …. NO!! Now leave me alone and get out of here!”

A tear ran down her cheek and her lower lip was trembling when the turned and ran to her room and slammed the door to her room.

“Christ,” I muttered to myself.

Why can’t she understand no fourteen year old boy wants his baby sister to hang around with him and his friends? Besides I sure don’t want her to find out that me and the guys have been jacking each other off when we meet at the fort. Sure as shit she would tell mom and I would get grounded and then mom would tell the other mothers, fuck, my life would be over. My buddies would beat the crap out of me for the rest of my life.

I finished packing food for the evening meal and stuffed it in my back pack. I ran out the back door and into the woods that border our housing development. Three of my friends and I were planning on camping out again tonight and I was looking forward to hanging out with them.

I loved the summer, no school, no teachers, no homework, just fun, fun, fun. I could not have asked for a nicer day. The Florida sun was shining, a nice breeze blew from the east and the decaying pine needles smelled wonderfully musty as I ran down the path that led to our fort.

It wasn’t really a fort. It was just a big tent that Joe’s father was going to throw away because it was old and made of heavy canvas. Joe said his dad bought a new tent that was made of really light material, so Jo asked if he could have the old one. Now we have a fort. It’s big enough for all four of our sleeping bags and probably enough room for two more, plus a place to put the box that we keep our ‘stuff’ in.

Our ‘stuff’ was mostly girlie magazines that we stole from our dad’s stash. Mostly Penthouse and Playboy, but we have two really nasty magazines that I filched from my dad that we have practically worn the pictures off of the pages. They are swinger magazines called “UnReal People”.

Talk about a sex education. WOW! I didn’t even know that you could actually do some of the things these people were doing. Sucking, fucking, gangbangs, I had never even heard of a gangbang until I looked at those magazines. Women were even letting guys put their dick up their ass hole! Damn, I bet that hurts.

As I reached the small clearing where the fort was I could see Mike and Greg moving around the tent. I hollered and waved and they waved back. Greg’s dog Killer, was running around chasing dragon flies. He usually caught one or two before he tired of the game. I have never seen a bigger dog. I am sure they grow them; I just have never seen one bigger. I once asked Greg what kind of dog he was and he shrugged.

“Hell if I know.” The pudgy ninth grader responded. “My uncle gave him to us because he kept pestering his wife Betty and their daughter Sara, and since no females lived at our house, we got him.”

Greg’s mom had left the family and run off with another man last year but we don’t talk about it because it upsets Greg. So it’s just Greg, his dad and now Killer.

Killer, what a name, he is the least thing from a killer unless you are a dragon fly, or you want to be licked to death. He can and will knock you on your ass if you don’t watch out for him. I don’t think he means to, it’s just that he is so big that when he runs up to you he can’t stop in time. I’m the tallest of the group and I can crawl under him on my hands and knees and my back does not even touch his belly. I also weigh the least so you know I am skinny as a rail.

I tossed my back pack into the tent and turned to see Joe walking down the path towards me. He had a green Publix bag over his shoulder and was whistling some tune I did not recognize. At fifteen Joe was a year older than the rest of us, even though we all were freshmen. Joe for the most part, was the leader of our little group and of the four of us he was the shortest but he was built like a body builder. The screwy thing about Joe was he never worked out or lifted weights a day in his life.

Mike and Greg met Joe and I at the front of the tent with arms loaded with fire wood. My friends dropped the wood onto the pile that had been previously gathered and the four of us went inside the tent.

We had a rule that we made when we first started the jack off club and that was that when we were in the tent we had to be naked from the waist down, not counting sox. Sox could stay on but shoes, pants and underwear had to come off.

So there we sat in a circle around the tent center pole with the poles between our legs pointing at each other.

We were pretty much all the same size, dick wise that is, however Mike was slightly bigger than the rest of us. Mikes cock was six and one half inches long and one and one half inches in diameter. I know because when all this began we measured each other.

Joe got the deck of cards that we used to determine who would jack off who and started to shuffle them. The highest two cards were winners and the lowest two were the losers. The losers would then have to jack off the winners. Simple, easy and quick. If there was a tie the two or three who tied would re-draw.

There was a penalty however. If you were a looser you were not allowed to cum in any manner (baring wet dream) until the next draw, …. That is IF you won, if you didn’t win you had to wait until the next draw. Sometimes we drew two and even three times a day and other times we didn’t draw for as many as five days, but that was rare. For the most part we drew at least once every day. So, if you unfortunately happen to end up the loser, two or even ten times in a row you were not allowed to relieve yourself until you won.

I once lost five times in a row. I thought my nuts were going to explode. I knew that Greg had already lost for the sixth consecutive time this week and if he lost this time he will not have cum for eight days strait and it was killing him.

Joe spread the cards out on the blanket in front of him and we each drew a card

I got a four and groaned. I knew that I was going to lose for the third time in a row.

Mike got a king, Greg a nine and Joe ended up with a ten.

“Fuck me!” my overweight friend exclaimed.

“Ok,” Joe said “bend over,”

“You wish,” Greg mumbled.

Mike and Joe were the luckiest card drawers that I had ever seen. Greg and I had won no more than five or six times each over the twenty one day period that we had been doing this. On the other hand Mike and Joe had won at least twenty times, probably more.

Mike chose me to jack him, Joe wanted me also, but since Mike got the highest card he got to choose the guy he wanted. It wasn’t unusual that that they both wanted me because for some reason I was very good at jacking cock. In fact I kind of liked it. I pretended that I didn’t, but I really enjoyed it. If it weren’t for the “no relief between sessions” rule, it would not have mattered if I won or lost.

I got between Mike’s legs and Greg between Joe’s. Joe wanted Greg to put some hand cream that I had snatched from my parents bathroom on his cock to make it slippery.

Mike came first and I shifted to the left as he shot his load so that I would not get his sperm on me. Greg misjudged when Joe came and got some cum on his cheek.

“Ooooh, gross,” Greg wailed as he grabbed the nearest pants and wiped is face off.

“Hey!” I yelled, “those are my pants.”

Greg grinned at me and wiped the sperm and hand cream from his hand with my pants. I punched him in the arm and snatched my pants from him.

We lay back on our sleeping bags and began to talk about the girls we knew.

“If only we could get Jenny Masters or Sally Bennet to come to the fort. I bet we could get them to jack us off, or even maybe give us blow jobs,” Joe mused.

“Yea, right, Mike quipped. You might get that fat chick Holly Martin to do it but not Jenny or Sally.

“I don’t think even Holly would do it,” Greg chimed in.

“You’re probably right,” Joe sighed. “What we need is an innocent young girl that would be infatuated with older boys and would do whatever was asked of her.”

Everyone’s eyes rested on me.

“What? You want to get my sister to be your whore? No fucking way assholes. I can’t even believe you could even think that was an option. She’s only twelve.” I complained.

“Exactly,” Joe shot back.

“Fuck off,” I spat, pulled my cum coated pants on and stormed out of the tent.

I stomped off through the woods towards the creek that flowed through the property. I wasn’t even half way there when Greg ran up beside me.

“Billy,” Greg panted, half out of breath. “They didn’t mean anything by that. They are just horny teenagers wanting to get some pussy.”

“Yeah? Well they pissed me off thinking that I would let them fuck with my sister. MY SISTER! Are they nuts?”

“No just hormonally unchallenged. Plus you have got to admit your sister Lilly is cute.”

I glared at him and shouted. “She is not! She’s my sister. Sisters aren’t cute. They are a pain in the ass, but I ain’t gonna let anybody mess with her.”

“OK, chill, I’m sure they were just fucking with you.

We stopped at the edge of the creek and I scooped up a hand full of rocks and began pelting the water in anger. After about fifteen minutes of venting Mike and Joe showed up.

“Hey, Billy.” Joe said calmly. “I’m sorry; I was just kidding about your sister. We would never do something like to her.”

“Assholes,” I mumbled in response.

“Man, come on.” Mike pleaded. “It was a stupid idea.”

“Damn right it was.” I said with conviction.

I hardly ever held a grudge and internally I had already accepted their apologies but I acted as if I was still pissed for a little longer just for show.

Joe continued to apologize for his remarks and I was ready to let him off the hook when Greg butted in.

“Let’s go cook dinner. I’m hungry.”

I looked at the plump teenager and smiled. “If you’re not thinking about your cock, you’re thinking about your stomach.”

“Fuck you,” he shot back, punched me in the arm and took off toward the fort. I looked at Mike and Joe and with my eyes told them all was forgiven and the three of us strolled back to camp.

We were an odd group.…. Greg and I have been friends forever. Mutt and Jeff so to speak, Greg is shorter and plump and I am tall and lanky. If I took my shirt off you could count every rib from twenty feet away. Mike and Joe, on the other hand were more recent friends and for lack of a better expression, they were cool guys. Greg and I are more of the geeky type and we were both surprised when Joe came to us three weeks ago and invited us to join them in the fort. At first I was a little suspicious of them but after jacking off each other for almost a month I feel at ease now.

After we ate we went back into the tent and took our clothes off. Greg and I wanted to draw cards again in hopes of being able get some ball juice out of our nuts, but Joe vetoed it.

As I was drifting off to sleep I could hear Mike and Joe whispering. I wondered what they were talking about but they often whispered at night and I assumed that they were just being polite so as not to wake me or Greg up. Looking back I realized that was not the case.

