Chapter 3

I don’t know if Joe’s dick was in my mouth when he woke up or not, because I was still sound asleep. He said it wasn’t and at some point during the day I was to be punished. God only knows what the muscular teenager had in mind.

I was surprised that I didn’t have to suck them off again before heading home, but I guess they figured that there was plenty of time for that later.

Before we left Joe told me to be back at the tent by 3:00pm. Since it was already a little after 11:00am I had maybe three and a half hours to assess the situation and figure out how I was going to get out of this mess.

Greg and I walked together on the way home and I told him what they had done before he woke up and Joe’s threat.

“So,” he asked. “They are blackmailing you?”

“Yea,”

He was silent for about a half a block.

Then my friend asked, “Does that mean you aren’t going to blow me anymore?” He sounded almost desperate.

“Greg!” I shouted, “I need your help to get out of this trap they have me in.”

Another pause.

“If I help you get out of their trap will you suck my dick whenever I want you to?” He said hopefully.

“Jesus Greg. Are you going to help me or not.”

“Sure Billy, but I don’t know what I can do.”

We continued to talk until we were within a few houses from mine. Greg was less than no help at solving my dilemma. It was clear that he was much more concerned about never getting me to suck his cock again than helping me find a way out.

At one point in the conversation, after telling me several times how much he loved my blow jobs, He said. “I would never tell anyone that you sucked our cocks.” He paused, “If you promise to do me whenever I want it.”

“I stopped and glared at him. “So now you’re blackmailing me too?”

He whined. “It’s just you are soooo good at it Billy and you really don’t seem to mind doing it too much. I just thought……”

“Fine asshole”. I said through gritted teeth. “I’ll suck you whenever you want, just help me come up with a way to get out from under Joe and Mike’s dicks. Besides, I still have to do whatever Joe and Mike say, and if they tell me to suck you off then I will have to anyway.”

My friend responded, “But even when they are not around you will suck me anyway, right? You just said you would if I helped you and I am helping you, right?”

I looked at him with tired irritated eyes and told him. “Yes.”

I trudged the rest of the way to my house while my “friend” practically skipped. My mom was in the front yard watering her flowers.

“Hello Mrs. Gilly.” The Benedict Arnold that was my friend called to my mom.

She waved to him and smiled.

My parents deny it, but I think they conspired to embarrass my sister and I when they named us. I am William Gilly and my sister is Lillian Gilly, Billy and Lily Gilly.

Greg continued up the block to his house and I went upstairs and took a shower. I almost jacked off in the shower but I knew that the guys would realize what I had done and there was no telling what Joe might do.

I brushed my teeth three times, but in my mind I could still taste the sperm. Not that I hated it, but I doubt that I will ever forget that first traumatic taste.

I went to the kitchen and made a bologna sandwich for lunch and took it up to my room with a coke and stewed over my situation. For the life of me I could see no way out.

It was now two thirty and I was no closer to a solution to my dilemma than when Joe had me sleep with his limp cock in my mouth.

I went back to the kitchen and packed food for my evening meal at the fort in my back pack when my mom walked in the kitchen.

“Camping out again tonight?” She asked?

“Yep,” I responded with a smile.

“Your sister came to me yesterday crying.”

“I know mom, but she wanted to go out to the fort with me and no boy wants his kid sister tagging along.” I complained.

“Couldn’t she go once or twice just so she can see what it’s all about? After that I am sure she will be so bored with the whole thing she won’t even want to go anymore.”

“No!” I said a little too quickly. “Lilly can’t go out there!”

“Why not?” My mother asked, with suspicion in her eyes. “What are you guys doing out there that she can’t see?”

Meekly I said, “Nothing, just guy stuff, making camp fires, climbing trees, playing with Killer, you know guy stuff. I gotta go.” I turned grabbed my pack and ran from the kitchen.

No one was at the fort when I arrived. I didn’t have a watch but I was sure it was at least three o’clock. I sat on the log near where we make our fire and kept trying to figure out what I could do to fix the situation, but my mind kept wandering back to sucking cock the night before.

I began to wonder if I was gay, but I decided that I wasn’t because gay guy’s liked to kiss and hug guys not girls, but the thought of sucking the guys off again was exciting and made my dick even harder, if that were even possible. I didn’t know what was happening to me, it was all very confusing. I was even looking forward to having to suck them again and when I saw Joe and Mike clear the trees and stroll into the clearing my mouth began to water. I heard Killer and knew Greg was not far behind.

As Joe and Mike approached, Joe called to me. “You know what sperm bucket?”

“What?” I answered?

“Mike and I have decided that you should be naked whenever you are at the fort.”

“But,” I stammered, “What if someone comes by and sees me.”

“Tough shit,” the older boy answered. “So get those fucking clothes off.”

“What about my shoes? Can I at least wear shoes?”

Joe turned to Mike and raised his eye brows, Mike thought for a moment and shook his head no.

“No shoes cocksucker.”

I sighed and began stripping my clothes off.

Mike pulled out a small camcorder that fit in the palm of his hand from his back pack and I was a movie star once more.

I thought I was going to cry but I didn’t want to give them the satisfaction, so I gritted her teeth and bent to remove my shoes and socks.

Just then something cold touched my asshole. I jumped and screamed like a little girl. I thought lightning had just struck me or something. As I spun around I realized that Killer had stuck his cold wet nose in my butt crack and snorted.

Mike and Joe were laughing their asses off. Mike was still trying to keep the camera on me but anyone watching the completed video would probably get seasick.

I yelled at Killer and he tilted his head in the curious way that dogs do and just looked at me as if I were crazy. There was one thing for sure. My dick was no longer hard. That dog scared the piss out of me.

“Bend over again and stay that way. Let the dog sniff your ass as much as he wants.” Mike told me, trying to get a hold of his laughter. “Back up and stick it in his face.”

I still had one shoe on when I sighed, bent back over and backed up to Killer. He sniffed my butt again, then he licked the crack of my ass from my nuts to the top of my crack and when his tongue slid across my asshole my dick popped back to attention.

My two tormenters continued to laugh at me as Greg walked up. I looked at my friend and he shrugged, as if to say ‘I got nothing.’

Killer stopped licking me and pushed me with his nose. I tripped over the pants around my ankles landed on my knees. I started to get up and Joe put his foot between my shoulder blades and pushed my face into the dirt and held me there. That’s when my friend’s big dog jumped up on my back and started humping. The three boys fell silent and the only sound I could hear was the panting of the dog in my ear and the tinkle of his name tag on his collar. Then the mutt’s pointy red cock hit it‘s mark and slid smoothly up my rectum.

I screamed. Not because it hurt but because it startled me. Killer’s dick wasn’t that big yet and it was very slippery, so it sawed in and out of my asshole easily. But after about six or eight strokes it began to grow, then it felt like the base of his dick was much bigger than the rest of it and he was doing everything he could to get more of that cock into me but it was just too big. Then Killer made a forceful lunge and I screamed again. This time it hurt. Whatever it was that was at the entrance of my asshole before was now inside of me and it hurt like a motherfucker.

Then killer stopped fucking my ass and I could feel something warm flood my bowels. I thought he was pissing inside of me.

I heard Mike utter, “Whoa,” in amazement and moved to get a better shot of the dog’s cock plundering my ass.

“Look,” Joe said laughing, “The fagot just shot his load all over the grass.”

It was true, I just had the most intense orgasm that I have ever had in my short sexual life and God it felt good. I wasn’t hurting much at all now and the dick in my ass actually felt pretty good.

We had several old aluminum lawn chairs that we had collected scattered around the camp. A couple of them were the low beach chair type and when you sat in them your ass was about three inches off of the ground. Joe placed one of low slung chairs in front of me, dropped his pants, sat down and pointed to his boner with both index fingers.

So with a huge dog cock jammed up my ass I ended up sucking all three of them in turn. Just as Greg dropped his pants and sat in the chair, Killer’s cock eventually shrunk enough that he was able to pull free of my rectum and canine cum filled my pants.

Killer sniffed my open rectum and then wandered over to lie under his favorite tree and lick himself.

From that moment on if some wanted to cum they just told me to suck. So I spent most of the rest of the day with their cocks in my mouth.

After eating dinner, we were sitting around the fire in the late evening talking. No one currently wanted to use my mouth so I was included in the conversation. Of course I was the only one naked, but I was beginning to get as used to being nude as I was at having to suck dick.

Even though I still tried to pretend that I hated to blow them I don’t think I was fooling anyone except possibly myself.  I was at a point that I no longer needed to be forced, and I sucked willing and even eagerly.

I felt a mosquito bite me and I sprayed on some repellent that we kept in the tent.

Our fire side discussion eventually turned to girls as could be expected.

Mike commented. “You know, as nice as the cocksucker’s mouth is I would still like to actually fuck some pussy.”

Joe and Greg nodded in agreement.

Joe waded in and said, “Yea, maybe we ought to make our fagot bring his little sister to us. She’s got a pussy.

I opened my mouth to tell Joe that if he wanted to fuck something he could go fuck himself, but Greg spoke first.

“Ole Killer got some ass pussy today. Oops.” My friends hand shot over his mouth. Then he muttered, “Sorry.”

“Yea,” Joe said and unzipped his jeans. “Get over here cocksucker and get me hard.”

Three stiff cocks fucked me hard in the ass that night and I came twice and it was captured for posterity. Since Greg went last, he slept with his dick in my ass.

In the morning they all fucked me one more time before sending me home. Greg and I walked home together again.

“Thanks a lot asshole.” I told my plump friend.

“Sorry.” He whined. “I wasn’t thinking.”

“You are supposed to be helping me not FUCKING ME!” I yelled at him.

“I know, I know, I said I’m sorry. What do you want me to do?”

I was angry and afraid, angry because I had no control over my life and afraid because I liked what they were doing to me. Again I questioned if I were gay? I don’t know why I was so concerned about it. It’s just that I seemed to need some sort of an answer one way or the other. I was so confused about the excitement I was feeling, confused about being used as a sexual toy and getting off on it.

My fear and anger drove me to retaliate against my best friend and I screamed at him, “I FUCKING DON’T KNOW SHIT FOR BRAINS, IF I KNEW I PROBABLY WOULDN’T BE IN THIS GOD DAMMED MESS!!!”

I could tell that my outburst had hurt him, but I didn’t care.  I turned my back to him and left him standing at the edge of the road.

I walked into my house and went into the kitchen to get something to drink. Lilly and my mom were sitting at the dinette table. Lilly shot me daggers with her eyes. Mom was drinking coffee out of her “#1 mom” cup and her eyes followed me to the fridge, then to the counter where I poured a glass of soda. I started to leave the kitchen and go to my room, when my mother patted the chair next to her.

“Come over here for a minute.” She asked.

I groaned and rolled my eyes. I didn’t want to deal with this shit. I just wanted to go to my room and feel sorry for myself, but I flopped down in the chair where she had indicated instead.

“I have been talking with your sister and she promises that if you let her go with you to the fort and see what it is all about, she will not bother you again unless you and your friends ask her to come back.”

‘Mom,’ I thought. ‘You have no idea what the fuck you are asking.’ But the state of mind I was in, I just didn’t care anymore.

“Ok,” I simply said.

“It would only be for one day.” She said still trying to sell the idea to me.

“Ok,” I repeated.

“She doesn’t even have to sleep over if the boys don’t want her to.”

“I’m sure they won’t mind.” I told her and got up form my chair.

At this point mom finally realized that I had agreed to let Lilly go to the fort and camp over night with us.

Lilly was jumping up and down and clapping with glee.

Slightly stunned, mom said, “Well…., ok then, when do you want to take her?”

“I will leave here at two thirty she can go with me then. She will need her sleeping bag and some food and drink for dinner and breakfast. Would you make me some lunch while I take a shower?” I asked my mom.

“Sure honey and thank you for doing this.” And she gave me a big hug.

What kept running through my mind was, ‘I wish I had a tape of her thanking me because I didn’t think she would remember later when the crap impacted the whirling metal blades’.

“You bet mom,” I told her.

“Thank you Billy,” Lilly said.

I looked over at my little sister with tired eyes and told her, “No problem sis.”

I went to take my shower to flux seven loads of cum from my ass.

Well, I thought, it looks like I am going to present my little sister’s pussy to the cocks of my so called friends.

I hate sharing.

