Fight Dogs (Book 3): Housebroken Petboys
By Abbey Kypner
Smashwords Edition
Copyright 2012 by Abbey Kypner
Discover other titles by Abbey Kypner at Smashwords.com
https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/abbeykypner
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
This work is intended for adult audiences only, and should not be read by individuals age 17 or younger. All characters herein are entirely fictional and of age 18 and above.
~~~~~
Housebroken Petboys
Mikey's perched on his toes. His head's tilted back as he crouches, soft moans escaping his lips as he suckles that cocoa-brown nutsack.
Matheus keeps one leg propped up on a stool as the smaller fighter services him, grinning down on the guy with a cocky, milk-toothed sneer. “That's it, little bicha,” he purrs. The patter of water against the tiles should've been enough to drown out his murmurs, but the guy speaks up nice and loud, wanting me to hear, “You're a hungry little puppy, eh?”
Ever since I kicked his ass Matheus has been making use of Mikey in his every spare moment, and the douche makes no secret about it. It's like he's putting on a show, gloating over the fact that he can use Mikey as his own personal whore. I'd tried to avoid them at first, but Matheus keeps choosing the most inconvenient places to dip his wick, shoving his virility in my face.
I can only hold a piss for so long when they're fucking in the bathroom, and Matheus takes his sweet-ass time plowing that tight Asian boycunt when he's in there. Then of course there was the time they fucked on the weight machine, and in the kitchen right after I said I wanted to get a sandwich. Jackass.
I haven't touched Mikey since that first night. Well, I haven't initiated anything, at least. He'll still slip into my bed in the wee hours of the morning, nuzzling in under my sheets. With all the drugs they've been slipping into the food and water and even pumping through the ventilation, I've been rock-hard and wetting my briefs like I'm fifteen again.
I've seen how bleary-eyed and tired Mikey is every time comes away from being used. It always takes him a few minutes to come out of his daze and wipe himself clean before tugging his pants up again. Can't imagine the guy offering himself willingly after he's been bent over a flat surface four, five times a day. Especially not after getting fucked by Matheus.
I know that Russ is pretty straight-to-the-point and keeps it quick, that Tyler enjoys the size difference between them. Kenta's claimed that he rarely touches the kid, and just finds some alone time when he's too horny to meditate. But Matheus... he likes to rough the boy up a bit. He likes to make Mikey squeal.
So you'd think that he'd been fucked sore and unwilling to take any more studs for a ride at the end of the day. Yet most nights Mikey will snuggle up to me like he's trying to butter me up before going for my dick. Don't wanna sound narcissistic or anything, but part of me suspects that he's crushing on me. I'd flinched and told him to get back to his own bunk at first, but as the days passed reality started to sink in. By the third night I'd changed my mind the instant he crept away, and I spent the night tossing and turning, peeling off my briefs and using them as a rag to masturbate into. Soaked that wad of cotton three times jacking myself to sleep.
So for the last week I'd just accepted his offer by pulling the sheets aside so he can straddle me. I'd whispered to him to do it nice and gentle so the bedsprings don't squeak too much, but even then I think a couple of the guys are staring in our direction and listening to us fuck in the dark. It's the cadence of their breaths that gives it away, the way they go super quiet as if I wouldn't notice the change.
I twist the knob and turn up the cold water, wincing and shivering as the chill pebbles my skin. As it sluices down my cock I feel the pulse flooding through it start to weaken. The throbs feel more intense, and my dick aches like a sunovabitch, but no way in hell am I gonna sport a hardon in front of Matheus.
“Oi, don't deny it. I know you like to watch, pendejo,” Matheus sneers, the looks down to Mikey, “Go lower, little bicha. Get me nice and clean, eh?”
Obediently Mikey ducks down and leans back a bit more, nose nudging that dangling nutsack aside. Past the edge of that dark Brazilian skin I can see flashes of pink: Mikey's deft little tongue licking up into Matheus' taint.
“You've been using him twice a day,” Kenta says, smearing the suds through his hair with his fingers, “You really should give him a break.”
“Shut up, japa. Just cuz you're all Asian and dickless doesn't mean Mikey here doesn't like the taste of a real man. Ain't that right, boy?”
Mikey muffles his agreement.
Matheus runs his fingers through that damp mop of chestnut-brown hair. A soft grunt comes from between his legs, and his grip tightens as he forces Mikey's head down a touch more.
“That's it, puppy. Kiss it nice and deep.”
Mikey's leaning back fully now, kneeling obediently between the dark, muscled legs of his aggressor. Matheus' full lips part, and he groans with pleasure loud enough that I suspect he's exaggerating. But his cheek twitches, the corner of his lip pulls back to reveal those pearly teeth. Those fingers scrub Mikey's hair, as if to reward him for being a good boy with how far his tongue's reaching.
Matheus looks up to me then, and I flinch at the realization that I'd been staring, and that despite the cold water sloshing down me my dick's as stiff as ever.
“Like what you see eh, fag?”
Fuck this. I turn the knob back and the warm water eases the chill out of my flesh. I finish soaping up as I speak.
“Fag? I'm not the one with another dude's tongue up inside his ass.”
“Psssht. You just dunno how to appreciate a good asslicker. My girl back home wasn't half as good as this puppy here.” He taps the back of his pet's head then, “Hey, turn around and work me back there for reals now.”
For the next few minutes Mikey crouches behind Matheus, hands clutching those full, plump asscheeks. They're so smooth with the way the water beads and sluices down his chocolatey skin, like dew crawling down the dark glass of a beer bottle. Meek and submissive, Mikey doesn't hesitate to bury his tongue deep into that crevice, licking up and down that strip of sensitive flesh, swirling it around and pressing into that tight balloon knot.
Matheus sighs, a stupidly contented grin spreading across his face, “Man he's good. Oi Tyler, you should give this a try sometime!”
The fighter in question just shrugs as he tosses the towel over his shoulders. As usual he's wiped himself down, but he'll just be going around naked to air-dry. I've showered with guys before of course, and standard gym etiquette would have you stare ahead and avoid gazing at another dude's junk. But everyone's been so... casual in this training bunker. And here I still wear my black tank tops because I feel too weird about being bare-chested all the time.
Matheus rolls his head back and his long, drawn-out moan echoes through the showers.
“That's enough, bicha. Turn around now...”
My throat bobs in a heavy swallow, the task of lathering up fully forgotten as I stare. Russ glances at the pair out of the corner of his eye, slicking his blond hair back. Even Kenta spares the two a little peek. He doesn't have as much self-control as I thought, and the guy actually reaches down and starts openly masturbating.
He's only a couple inches shorter than most of us, but Mikey still perches up on his toes as spreads his legs, pressing his palms into the tiles and panting in anticipation. It's only in the showers that he's allowed to let one of us remove his chastity device, and it's an unspoken rule that the guy who does it gets dibs on his cute little ass. He bows his head forward, meek as a kitten. The spray of water cascades down his head and streams down his brown hair, dripping from his lips and chin as they tremble with his moans.
Matheus isn't as tall as Tyler, but he's definitely more thickly built with that slab of a chest and broad shoulders. Pretty thick arms for a Capoeira fighter too, and Mikey seems so slim and waifish in his grip.
A lotion dispenser mounted on the wall helps provide the lubricant, and he gives his dick a couple tight-fisted pumps to slick it up. In one smooth motion he presses his tip into that moist crevice, slipping in with a smooth familiarity. Mikey winces as Matheus rams home in one smooth buck. Yet aside from a soft hiss that's almost drowned out by the slosh of water, he doesn't protest.
Their bodies slap together hard as Matheus plows his petboy, and feeling a little shameless I stare at the two. Pale, full buttocks quiver with each smack of those dark hips. Mikey's firm little dick, untouched for weeks, maybe months, bounces with each thrust and paints silken threads over the tiled wall. Sharp grunts of pain give way to pitched moans, like he's aching for more. His toes scrunch up in the water.
“Ah! Ah! Ah!” he squeaks, over and over again as that thick, dark shaft violates him.
“Don't you fucking come, little bicha. You juice yourself and I'll have to tell Damian,” Matheus growls. “You remember how we punished you last time.”
His hands begin to slide up and down Mikey's sides, tickling those ribs until the little guy is trembling with the effort to keep still. Dark palms slide forward, spreading over that pale chest. Matheus' fingers curl around each brown nipple, and with a cruel grin he begins to tease those sensitive nubs.
Mikey's breathing seizes, and a long, shrill whine pierces the air. That desperate cry is shattered by gasps and sobs, and he starts to beg even as the pleasure crackles through his flesh like the touch of a live wire.
“No no no Matheus! P-please no! Don't m-make me come!”
“Don't you fucking dare...” Matheus' lips peel back into a sneer. His tongue flicks out, slick and glistening, sliding along the edge of Mikey's ear.
“MERCY!” Mikey squeals. He's drizzling like a leaky faucet now, and a string of glassy pearls swings from the tip of his cock.
“You asked for it...” Matheus's grin widens. One hand leaves Mikey's chest, reaching down between his legs.
Snapping out of it I reach towards them to keep him from finishing the kid off. But no, Matheus is cruel with his kindness, and his hand curls around Mikey's dangling nuts. Those fingers tighten, and begin to squeeze.
Mikey's face grows pink. His breath comes out in wet snuffles. He clenches his teeth and writhes, fingertips clawing at the wet ceramic wall until his hands ball up into fists. Matheus increases the pressure, crushing those plump little robin's-egg balls in his grip.
Sure enough, Mikey's erection wilts as he throws his head back, shrieks ringing through the showers. His thighs tremble, his shoulders clench. His rump indents as he clamps down every muscle in his body. I can only imagine how tight his ass right now, how his guts are writhing around Matheus' cock...
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