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      John, Putter, and Hutch stood over the pink marble headstone. Fog rolled low over the dead leaves in the neglected corner of the cemetery. Hutch jabbed his elbow into John’s back, hard enough to earn a startled grunt.

      “Asshole,” John shot back, shaking his head, but they all snickered. No one wanted to show how on edge they were when bro cred was at stake.

      The headstone was simple.

      MALCOLM WOODBURY

      1660 – 1693

      Under that, cut into the slab:

      WHOSO THOU BE THAT PASSETH BY

      SUCH AS THOU ART ONCE WAS I

      AS I AM NOW, SO THOU SHALT BE

      CALL ME THRICE TO BECKON ME

      John and Hutch laughed at it, though not quite convincingly. Putter checked his watch, pale hair on his wrist.

      “Let’s get this over with.”

      “It’s not even midnight yet,” Hutch said. He bounced on his toes, jacket open enough that the line of his chest showed.

      “Close enough,” John muttered, shoving his fists into his pockets. His thighs shifted inside the sweats. He could feel the weight of himself there, heavy and loose.

      They exchanged a look, then took a breath and chanted together:

      “Midnight Malcolm. Midnight Malcolm.”

      The third time the words thinned.

      “Midnight… Malcolm.”

      Their breath mingled in the cold air above the grave, white plumes fading into the fog. The only sound was the crunch of leaves under their feet. They lingered in that silence—one minute, then another.

      “Well,” Hutch finally said. “Nothing.” He sounded cheated.

      “What were you expecting,” Putter said, “a big pink ghost?”

      “Dunno.”

      Hutch had been the one pushing for this, summoning a ghost in an old New England graveyard, with a history longer and more twisted than anything back in sunny LA.

      Everyone knew the legend: Midnight Malcolm, “the notorious Sodomite witch,” hanged by Judge Thomas Putnam, said to come back if called three times. Every student had tried it at least once—initiation, prank, or—tonight—just a cheap Halloween thrill.

      “Let’s go,” John said, turning to bail. “Barely eleven. Greek Row’s still going.”

      He barely made it a step before Hutch inhaled sharply like something had hooked him under the ribs. “Unf.” His hand shot out and grabbed a handful of John’s ass, the hard trained curve under cotton, fingers digging

      “Dude!” John yelped, voice cracking.

      Hutch went stiff, blank-faced. “I desire your flesh,” he said, deep and flat, a voice that didn’t belong in his mouth.

      Then he snapped back to life with a cackle. “Got you!”

      “Very funny.” John rolled his eyes, played it off but his heart was pounding, adrenaline buzzing in his veins like he’d just taken a hit on the field. He could even feel it in his crotch. The Monster thickening against his thigh.

      “That’s enough,” Putter declared, in that tone he sometimes used. The one that killed costumes in favor of the jackets, bare-chested. What else did they need?

      They were all built like they could bench-press a crypt, but even Putter looked uneasy. The gnarled, twisted trees, the old family crypts, the stone angels with their cold, judging faces—none of it helped.

      “Let’s just go,” he added, assuming his more good-natured affect.

      The flush on his cheekbones didn’t go with the voice.
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      “Hold up,” Hutch said. “It’s not midnight yet.”

      John groaned. “I am not wasting another hour out here. Tri Delt’s throwing. Sexy witch costumes, sexy kittens, sexy what the fuck ever. You know how long it’s been since I had some Tri Delt pussy?”

      “Come on,” Hutch pleaded. “At least tell the story.”

      He looked at Putter. Everyone knew his family tree went back to the Mayflower. Blond, confident, the jacket sitting on him like it had belonged there, and under it the wide shoulders, the narrow hips. The suggestion of pale hair disappearing into the waistband. The living definition of a blue-blood WASP.

      “Don’t look at me.” Putter shrugged. His jacket shifted over his shoulders. “I don’t know anything about it.”

      Hutch cocked his head and gave him the coy look that worked on girls. Putter rolled his eyes. That look didn’t work on guys. Not usually.

      Hutch had his phone out. “Wiki says⁠—”

      Putter snatched the phone from his hand.

      “Fine. I’ll read it.”

      He read.

      “Of those convicted during the latter-day witch trials, Malcolm Woodbury was among the most infamous. His family wealth, rumored homosexuality, and open contempt for the proceedings made him a scandal in Puritan New England.

      “Before his accusation, Woodbury’s money gave him license to flout the drab standards of his day. He wore his black Puritan garb stitched with silver and lined with rich color, tailored in Europe to flatter his build. He loved worldly music and had a reputation for wit, even charged with pride in his drollery. When pressed he told the court, ‘Being a wit in a Puritan age is the smallest claim.’

      “He might have faded into obscurity, but Judge Thomas Putnam, the itinerant witch hunter, took an interest. After hearing rumors of Woodbury’s extravagant lifestyle and ‘unnatural lusts,’ Putnam brought charges of witchcraft.

      “The Woodbury fortune afforded him privileges—house arrest, a real legal defense—most accused didn’t get. Maybe it made him cocky. Court records note that when asked if he’d meet the Black Man in the haunted woods, he replied, ‘Oh, I do hope so!’

      “His wealth gave him comfort, but it couldn’t change the outcome. Judge Putnam had already condemned two dozen men and women. Malcolm was convicted, sentenced to hang. Putnam told him, ‘There is a natural order and you have violated it.’

      “Woodbury scoffed, but on the scaffold, he became serious, cursing Putnam: ‘An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth. As you take this body from me, so I will take one from you or yours.’ His last words: ‘I was already hung, now I’ll be hanged.’

      “Most of the condemned were interred in unmarked graves, but the Woodbury family arranged for him to be buried in the churchyard. There is no record of a bargain, but they built the church a rectory and bell tower the next year. Malcolm had already chosen the pink marble for his grave, flamboyant in death as he was in life.”

      Putter paused. “This is so boring.”

      With the weight of John and Hutch’s eyes on him, he read on.

      “Blah blah, the judge died in bed," Putter skimmed, his voice monotone. "His only child, Mercy, and her husband John remained in the area, where they lived and died with no scandal, fading into New England society.

      “Malcolm Woodbury became a local legend as Midnight Malcolm thanks to the epitaph: CALL ME THRICE TO BECKON ME. The words, referencing both Puritan belief in resurrection and the biblical story of Lazarus, came to be seen as a promise: call him three times at midnight and he will return to claim what’s his.”

      Putter closed the app and shoved the phone back at Hutch. “Happy?” He pulled the car key from his pocket. “Let’s go party.”

      Hutch was already grinning, mischief lighting his face.

      He snatched Putter’s car key and jogged backward, waving it overhead.

      “Hutch—” John warned, recognizing that look. The devil had gotten into him.

      Putter and John lunged, tackling him into the leaves. Hutch laughed under them, two torsos pinning a third. He flicked his wrist and whipped the key into the air. It arced, caught the moonlight, and vanished into the dark.

      Hutch cackled under their weight. He shivered with delight as their bodies pressed together, hips and thighs tangled, strong arms pinning him to the leafy ground.

      “ASSHOLE,” Putter snapped, propped up on one elbow, hand on Hutch’s bare ribs. “You know how long it’s going to take to find my key in all—this?”

      He gestured at the sea of brown and orange leaves swirling in the thickening fog.

      “Hopefully about an hour,” Hutch said, their faces so close it was nothing to steal a kiss from Putter’s mouth—quick, a dry press of lips.

      “Cut it out.” Putter’s eyes narrowed. He didn’t wipe his mouth.

      “We’ll find it,” Hutch sighed, then dropped back. “And then we watch… Uzumaki!”

      “Fuck that movie,” John said, hauling himself up. The front of his sweats did not make it easy. “It’s just about hair in a drain.”

      “It’s a classic!” Hutch protested.

      “Japanese classic crazy shit, Hachiro.” John only ever used Hutch’s real name for emphasis.

      “Man, shut the fuck up.” Hutch sat up, leaves in his hair. “You’re just pissed there’s no Black horror movies.”

      “Black folk are too smart to mess with that shit,” John fired, but he winked as he pulled them both to their feet.

      He sounded like he was joking, but he meant every word. Growing up in Savannah, he’d heard enough ghost stories to know which things you didn’t mess with. The only reason he went along with Hutch’s bullshit was the Bro Code. If your bro does something dumbassed, you back him up.

      Putter watched them bicker while the fog thickened and the moon drifted across the sky.

      He glanced up at a family crypt on the hill, where a stone angel stood guard over the entrance, ready to open it at resurrection. Stern, masculine, chiseled muscle—thanks to the moonlight, it looked like it was watching, judging.

      “All right let’s start looking,” Putter said, steadying himself. “If we each go a different direction⁠—”

      “See?” John cut in. “The white guy always says, ‘let’s split up.’”

      “Just walk a loop and circle back,” Putter finished, undeterred.

      His confidence was hard to refuse when he went all-in. And no one was going to admit he was scared of the dark.

      John sighed and nodded. What else could he do?
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      It wouldn’t be the first time Hutch’s antics had thrown them off course.

      John figured it went back to Spring Break two years ago. Two guys and a girl was called the Devil’s Threesome. But three guys and a girl? The Devil’s Floodgate, maybe.

      He’d tried not to look at them that night. Definitely, absolutely no eye contact. Just focus on the girl, pretend nobody else is there. That was the whole trick. But that was impossible. The bed was too small, and the girl in the middle was just a flicker, some convenient flesh bringing them together, quickly forgotten the second you noticed the real geometry: Putter’s cock knocking against his, Hutch’s mouth open on a groan that wasn’t for her. The wet slap of bodies that already knew each other’s timing. When she came, she was noise. When they came, they watched each other do it and then nobody talked about that part in the morning.

      They’d used girls like that ever since. A blonde at a mixer. A Tri Delt who liked being in the middle. A freshman who thought she’d won the lottery and didn’t understand she was the alibi. Lately even the alibi felt thin. Lately John could get hard in a room with them before anyone female arrived.

      How could he not, them looking like that.

      The Monster had been the Monster since freshman showers. You weren’t supposed to look, but when John dropped his towel, you looked. It was a cock that couldn’t be ignored. Monstrous in size, but perfectly made, same as the rest of John: handsome, thick, muscular. Awe-inspiring, honestly.

      Then there was Putter. Nobody missed Putter. That mop of blond hair, the clean white smile, a boy’s face on a body built for sin. Crew and inherited genes had given him the shoulders and the waist. In the right light you saw the downy trail splitting his abs and cleaving his ass, pale gold on pale skin. Fuck. It was the kind of hair you wanted in your mouth.

      Hutch, you didn’t think about so much as feel. Out drinking, John would sling an arm around him and let the big hand wander across the wrestler’s chest, grazing a nipple, squeezing a pec for the laugh. Bros being bros. The jolt still went straight to John’s cock every time.

      He felt that jolt now, just walking. The Monster stirring, a slow thick lift against his sweats.

      John had had plenty of girls since puberty. Never went a week without a good fuck. But lately, thoughts of his bros kept worming into his head. They were easy to be with, and damn, they felt so fucking good. The chemistry was real.

      He shifted his hips, trying to relieve the pressure in his sweats. Make good choices, he told himself in Coach’s voice. Stay focused.

      He turned into the leaves and crashed into something bigger and harder than himself.

      He gasped, fumbling with his phone’s flashlight. The beam found only a statue. Another grave marker. This one a young man, athletic, naked except for a burial sheet carved so thin it barely covered the mound of cock and balls.

      He reclined in the arms of a hooded Death, face lost in the deep shadow of the stone cowl. In his embrace the young man’s knees were drawn up, the shroud pulled taut across his pelvis as if he’d been arranged. Helpless. Exposed.

      John let his fingers drift over the marble. Across the pecs and ridged abs. The bold curve of cock and balls under the sheet. He could see them there—Hutch sprawled in Putter’s lap, Putter’s arms locked around Hutch’s thighs, pulling them wide. No girl anywhere, Hutch’s cock dripping, slick running down over his balls to the hole between his legs.

      The Monster bobbed with a life of its own, up against the soft fabric of John’s sweats.

      His gaze slid up to the hooded figure, raising his phone. The beam crawled from the statue’s feet up the parted legs, the stone belly and chest, inching toward the hidden face, where Putter’s face would be if it were him.

      John’s heart hammered and sweat prickled under his arms.

      Then a voice like a hiss.

      “What is he hiding?”

      He heard Hutch’s laugh and spun, catching the wrestler sprinting through the flashlight beam, kicking up leaves, and then gone into fog.

      He dropped the beam.

      Man, fuck this.

      John turned away from the hooded face. He didn’t need to see who was under there. Didn’t want to. He went back to kicking dry leaves, looking for the key.

      “Gonna kill you, Hachiro,” he muttered, loud enough to be heard. “Right after I get a piece of Tri Delt ass.”

      “‘Oh John, fuuuck me,’” Hutch sang from the dark, a filthy little sorority squeal that made John’s cock jump.

      “How about we find the key?” Putter called, from another direction.

      They sounded distant, voices bouncing off stone, as if the yard wanted them separate.

      John hunted among leaves, but the other thing had taken root. Hutch’s pecs in his hands. The trickster was practically sculpted, blue veins marbling his smooth skin. And Putter’s tawny ribs against John’s darker skin. The taste on his tongue. His arrogant grin

      No girl required. That was the thought he was not supposed to finish.

      He slipped a hand down his sweats and gripped the base. It took no coaxing to stiffen. The Monster was full. Heavy. He stroked it once, milking a surge of clear precum, smearing it down the shaft just to feel his own fist, savoring the relief.

      Yessss, the wind hissed in the leaves, swirling a little eddy at his feet.

      He glanced at the words etched on the statue’s base:

      HE WILL KEEP YOU FIRM TO THE END.

      1ST CORINTHIANS 1:8

      John stopped. He tucked The Monster awkwardly into his sweats, heavy and leaking. Waiting. The night wasn’t done yet.
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      Hutch trotted the graveyard, slowing to that bandy-legged wrestler’s strut, grinning to himself. He was in no hurry to end this game, not with midnight creeping closer. Not with crackle in the air.

      Putter could find his own key. The guy could be a stiff, all that uptight Mayflower blood knotted up in him. But he knew how to have fun when it suited him.

      Hutch had seen it firsthand: Putter charming girls at parties, flattering just enough to hook them, then holding his favor at bay to keep them wanting more—taunting them, letting them taste it so sparingly.

      Even with a honey-skinned blonde between them, choking on John’s meat while Hutch railed her ass and Putter’s wood was buried in her snatch, he’d hear that faint praise. That’s okay baby, you’re doing good… just a little more.

      And of course, he always got it.

      Hutch vaulted onto an old headstone, perching on top, feline. He shucked off his frat jacket, sweaty from running circles in the fog, and tossed it to the ground. The triple Alpha insignia disappeared into the mist.

      Looking around, the headstones jutted out like crooked teeth. Perfect.

      He bent at the waist, cocking his head to read the epitaph under him.

      THE SHELL IS HERE BUT THE NUT IS GONE.

      He giggled, then snorted, then cackled out loud until it echoed in the night. He licked both palms with the wet flat of his tongue and slicked his hair up on one side and then the other, lacquered with spit and sweat into makeshift devil horns. Or cat ears. He didn’t care which.

      He palmed himself through the jock under his sweats. Already fat. Already interested. He thought about Putter’s mouth from the stolen kiss and squeezed once, like a promise he wasn’t going to keep alone. The fog felt like fingers.

      It made sense he’d been first to sense what was running between them. John was a footballer, insulated by brawn. Force through and move on. Putter had his preppy sports. Crew. Lacrosse. The long body, the airs, the polish. He could look a beat too long and fold it back into charm before anyone made him name it.

      But Hutch was a wrestler. He knew bodies. That was the whole point of him. He’d been taught to read the weight, the heat, the lie in a hold, the split second of hesitation that gave everything away.

      He’d felt John’s squeeze graze a nipple and didn’t mistake it for a joke or an accident. He’d seen Putter give a girl that faint just a little more while his eyes were on The Monster, shining wet, fingers on Hutch’s thigh.

      There were so many ways a body could betray its owner by revealing too much, and Hutch was an expert at reading them, a seismograph for desire.

      It wasn’t far from a stolen kiss to the next one, and from there to John’s big hands roaming, Putter’s hard cock pressed between them, the groaning cum shots and the panting recoveries in between. The unspoken thing running between them.

      The girls’ bodies they used were so interchangeable, just vehicles for them to touch each other. Life wasn’t always fair, but it sure could be interesting.

      He extended a leg and swirled a little spiral in the fog with his sneaker. “Uzumaki.”

      Fuck John. Uzumaki was a great movie.

      The fog answered back in a breathy whisper behind him made him spin, ready to laugh at his bro. No one there.

      “John?” he called, then, grinning, “Putter?” The skin prickled down his spine. He smirked. “Malcolm?”

      Nothing answered but the rustle of leaves and the hush of fog rolling through the stones.

      Someone was playing with him, and he liked it.

      Balanced on the headstone, he slid his sweats off over his chunky sneakers and kicked them into the mist. The night air felt good on taut muscle.

      He bounded off the stone with a little leap and kept moving in just his jock and sneakers—half-hard, hair sticking up in horns, grinning at stone-faced angels.

      He wanted the game to keep being a game until it wasn’t. He wanted John’s Monster and Putter’s grin in the same pile as his own bad ideas. Girls had always made that legal. Tonight there wasn’t one.

      It was time to find his bros. There was trouble to be had.
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      “Asshole Hutch,” Putter muttered under his breath, kicking through the cemetery debris as the fog swirled thick around him.

      Still, an asshole could be fun.

      He’d been surprised at how willing, how eager, his bros were to explore his body and let their own be touched in return. They’d had some wild times, especially with the feigned license of one shared girl between them, not enough to go around—as if that had ever been the problem for any of them.

      He passed stones with chapel names.

      He wondered what his dour-faced ancestors would think of him. The vigorous body. The fleshy desires. The indulgences. He pictured their gray, tight-lipped faces, as stern as the stone angel standing guard over the family crypt nearby, watching him in silent judgment. He chuckled at the thought.

      Yes, he had secrets. Secrets from his family about his bros, and secrets from his bros about his family. What they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them.

      Soon he’d put this all behind him. After graduation, he’d take a senior position in his father’s business. Marry a girl from a good family—someone with a little experience, but not too much. Definitely not one of those Tri Delt skanks. He sighed, hoping good-girl sex wouldn’t be too bland, and figured that was what a sidepiece was for.

      It was a shame to close the chapter on the most pleasurable part of his life. The nights with his bros. John’s handsome face when he came. Hutch’s gasp when he did.

      But their paths were diverging.

      Hutch and John could afford a few more years of partying after college. They didn’t have Putter’s prospects. He’d miss their antics. He’d still have to cut them off, for appearance’s sake.

      Nothing personal, boys. There’s a natural order. There are consequences.

      “Isn’t that right?” he muttered, shining his phone light on the pink headstone and slab.

      Malcolm.

      He had circled back to the slab because of course he had.

      He felt a hot surge of antipathy for the long-dead Malcolm. What a fool he’d been, to not play the game, refuse the mask. Be a Puritan in the streets and a devil in the sheets.

      If he’d been smarter, he might have lived to a ripe old age instead of becoming a joke of ghost story. Died a wealthy patriarch instead of hanging in a public spectacle.

      The light from his phone glinted on something resting on the headstone. Something metallic.

      There, atop the headstone, was his car key.

      He shook his head. He’d been so sure it had gone deep in the leaves. And there it sat, neat as an offering, on Midnight Malcolm’s ridiculous grave.

      Stupid fucking Malcolm Woodbury. He’d plagued Putter long enough.

      His bladder was full. He smirked.

      He stepped onto the marble slab and peeled the jacket from his shoulders, letting it fall and unzipped. He spread his long legs.

      “Piss on you, Midnight Malcolm.”

      He was about to let loose, a jet of piss, had himself in his hand—meaty, heavy, the pale-pink head already half interested from the cold and the walk and the kiss—when the wind wrapped him. Not a breeze. A wrap. Blood surged. Cheeks flushed. His cock stiffened in his fist so fast it startled him. Pink nipples drew tight. His hole clenched like something had breathed on it.

      Leaves spun around him in a rolling hiss.

      It was stupid. He felt he wasn’t alone.

      He closed his eyes because they couldn’t be trusted and reached out his free hand, expecting flesh. His trembling fingers met only open air.

      When his eyes fluttered open again there was emptiness. Fog. Stone. His own cock in his fist, a bead of precum pearling at the slit. He rubbed the clear bead over the head with his thumb and heard an exhale.

      Something stirred in him that wasn’t fear.

      Where had John and Hutch gotten to? They had so few chances left before graduation, and then it would all end.

      Maybe the night wasn’t a loss.
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      John was drawn back to Malcolm’s grave, steps heavy but purposeful, as if something compelled him forward. His desire rose in him, the swell in his sweats undeniable. The Monster was awake. Hungry.

      Putter turned to face him from the pink marble slab, cock hard and upright like the hands of a clock striking midnight. He read the intensity in John’s eyes, cocked his head and smiled.

      John caught the same readiness in Putter’s gaze.

      They had always spoken this language better than the other one.

      John’s feet stopped at the pink slab’s edge, halting instinctively. His heart thudded hard, refusing to pass.

      But Putter was there. Warm, wicked, and willing. No one between them.

      He could almost hear the words in Putter’s voice. Just a little more.

      John forced one foot onto the stone, then the other. Crossing over—his family’s words for passing from the land of the living to the dead.

      He buried the thought as he stopped face to face, breathing the cold air between them. He waited for the smirk, the punchline, the phantom Tri Delt they always conjured to keep themselves safe.

      Putter didn’t laugh.

      John reached out, wrapped his hands around Putter’s hips, and turned his head. They kissed like they’d been holding it since the chant. Not a peck. Not a joke. Open, hungry, a click in Putter’s throat that John swallowed.

      Putter’s hands filled themselves with John’s ass and hauled him in until The Monster was trapped hard against Putter’s own bare cock, desperate to break free from the cotton containing it.

      The two hard shafts slid together, heads smearing precum. The Monster didn’t care about the cold stone. The only thing left was getting inside another body, and that body was Putter.

      Hutch appeared out of the fog in only his jock and devil horns, a wild spirit the night had summoned.

      For a second he waited for the old pattern—the girl arriving, the laugh, the way they could pretend. Nobody arrived. Hutch looked at the two of them locked together on the witch’s stone and grinned like the last excuse had finally died.

      It had always been the three of them. The girls had been ghosts. Insubstantial. Something to put in the sentence so the sentence didn’t have to say I want your mouth. I want in him. I want you watching me do it.

      He closed the distance.

      Clothes were yanked off. John’s jacket. Putter’s jeans. Sweats shoved to knees, then gone. Hutch left the jock on like a punchline, the pouch already spotted damp and stretched.

      Mouths found whatever was closest. Putter latched onto John’s nipple, biting, sucking, making a wet seal on dark skin until John’s hips jerked. John’s hands roamed desire made flesh. Hutch’s chest. Putter’s waist. The blond trail he had thought about in showers and never followed all the way down.

      Hutch’s mouth went down Putter’s back. He found the pale hairs at the small of it, tracing a perfect spiral with his tongue. He smiled and huffed a laugh—Uzumaki—and spit into the crack.

      Putter gasped into John’s mouth. John pulled his cheeks apart so Hutch could have all of it, tongue prying into the pink clench.

      Putter spread, feeling the night air on the fine hairs of his body, almost laughing at the irreverence of doing this here, of all places. The silent, judging stone faces around them only made it better.

      Hutch licked him open like he’d been waiting two years to do it. Pointed tongue, then broader, then two fingers wet with spit pressing, curling, making Putter push back onto his face with a sound that had never been for any girl.

      “Fuck,” John said, almost tender. “Look at you.”

      Putter looked at him. Blue eyes drowning. “Don’t stop.”

      John slapped The Monster into his palm. Veined. Ridged. Thick enough to fill even his hand. A rope of precum hung.

      John spat on it three times, smearing spit and that slick until the head shone.

      He turned Putter and lifted that pale ass. The spit-spiked hairs around his hole stood like a crown. Hutch reached around to hold him open with both thumbs, shameless, presenting him.

      John bent at the knees, positioning himself. The head pressed in. Slow. Steady. Held.

      Putter made a sound that wasn’t quite pain. John worked him the way you work a lock for the first time—stretching, testing, feeding him an inch, then another—until the ring gave and John sank to the root in that deep hidden place and Putter’s head tipped forward like a hanged man.

      They stayed like that for a breath. Buried. No alibi. Putter’s body fluttered around him.

      “You got it,” John said against his ear. “You got it, bro.”

      Putter spread wider to accept the stranger in him, a last flicker of animal panic beneath the surface. But he spread wider, surrendering. His body was a vessel, accepting the invader. His eyes rolled. He bit his own forearm and sucked the muscle, the little hairs. God, it felt so good to be alive.

      Then John fucked him.

      He took him with no apology. Long strokes that lifted him onto his toes, pulling almost out and slamming back in until Putter’s breath punched out of him. The way he’d always wanted to. The wet sound of it filled the little yard.

      Hutch pulled himself up onto the pink marble headstone. He took Putter’s face in both hands and looked at him—slack-jawed, wrecked, beautiful, his friend almost gone—and kissed him wet, messy, tasting John on his mouth. Putter made a small sound into it.

      Hutch broke the kiss, still holding him, then pushed him down until he was bent at the waist, palms flat on the headstone for support, ass still stuffed, John fucking him like he meant it.

      Hutch hooked a thumb in the jock and lifted his cock out of the pouch, hard and wet, the emptied sling left shoved under his balls. He slapped it on Putter’s handsome face, smearing precum on his lips and pried the mouth open with his thumbs.

      “Come on. You know how.”

      Putter did. He’d watched this done to other people. He’d never been the mouth. He took the head, then the shaft, dry, then wet. He gagged when it hit the back of his throat, adjusted, took it deeper. Precum and spit eased the way, until Putter was drooling to ease the plunge. Strands dripped from his lip into the carved letters.

      John used him from behind in the same rhythm Hutch used his throat, filling him, taking his air.

      He shook as his body fought for itself, but John’s hand was warm on his back, fucking him without a pause. “Yeah, buddy. You can take it. You got this.”

      Fight and surrender switched places. Pleasure won. He was just a body to be filled.

      John and Hutch looked at each other over him and found a rhythm older than the excuse. John twisted Hutch’s near-purple nipples. Hutch caught John’s wrist and pulled up his hand, sucked his fingers one by one, messy, eye contact like a dare.

      Putter’s ignored cock leaked a thin, clear line onto the letters below, MALCOLM, onto CALL ME, onto THRICE. Hutch laughed when he saw it hit the grooves.

      “He’s writing.”

      John’s neck tensed. His strokes went mean and deep, the kind that made Putter’s hole cling on the pull-out. “Fuck—bro—yes—FUUUCK⁠—”

      John’s pace quickened. He stiffened and came in shuddering waves, grinding in as far as anatomy allowed, hips flush. The Monster kicked inside Putter while Putter moaned around Hutch.

      The sight of John’s mouth going slack finished Hutch. He flooded Putter’s throat, catching the blond head to hold it there. Putter gagged, swallowed, lost some of it, and let a white rope run off his chin, dropping straight into the carved grooves of the pink marble.

      John stayed in him, still hard enough to matter, moving in small filthy rocks to empty himself. Putter tore his mouth off Hutch, drool and cum following, and took himself in hand, stroking furiously, forehead on his bicep, ass still full.

      Hutch took his own wet cock in hand. He hissed, “Yeah bro. That’s it. Give it to him.”

      Putter locked. The Monster still clubbing his prostate forced his load out in thick white jets that hit the marble below.

      One. Two. Three.

      Not church bells. Something in the blood, counting.

      “That’s it,” John said, and drew out slow, leaving Putter’s hole a pink, gaping thing. A surge of what he’d dumped inside followed him out, dropping onto the marble.

      Six. Seven. Eight.

      Putter’s last pulse fell on the hanged witch’s stone and mixed with Hutch’s overflow, John’s pull-out. Putter’s finish. The three loads steamed in the cut letters, mixing as they filled the grooves.

      CALL ME THRICE TO BECKON ME stood full.

      Ten. Eleven. Twelve.

      Male cum. Male cum. Male cum.

      It was midnight.
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      “Fuh-uck.” Hutch laughed, shaking a spray of sweat off taut muscle.

      “Dude.” John panted, ruined and content.

      They had flirted with the fullness of this before. They had never taken it this plainly. No one in the middle. No story for the morning except the true one.

      Putter slid down to his hands and knees, panting like a racehorse, sheeted in sweat, hole used and shining. John’s load ran out of him in a slow filthy line down his balls. He rolled to rest his back against the pink headstone, slick, leaking, John at his feet, Hutch over him.

      He chuckled, fingers on his face, laughing and sighing. “Excuse me,” he whispered. “I’ve lost control of my senses.”

      John and Hutch glanced at each other and joined the next laugh, as if everything was still fine.

      Putter’s laugh stretched. Deepened. Broke into gleeful snorts that did not belong to the boy they’d just fucked.

      Hutch leapt from the headstone, fear twitching at his tailbone.

      John’s skin pricked. “Let’s get out of here.” He glanced from Hutch to Putter again and put a hand out to pull him up. “Come on, man.”

      Putter ran long fingers through his ashy hair. Three times. Each stroke seemed to lengthen and darken it. He shook it loose around his neck.

      “I don’t think so.”

      “Putter?” Hutch’s concern was real now.

      “That’s what you call him?” It was Putter’s same mouth, same lips, but not the same voice.

      “That’s enough, bro.” Hutch had limits after all. “Putt⁠—”

      “Putnam,” the voice interrupted, cold and final. “His name was Putnam. An old family name. Very old.”

      Putter’s finger pointed at the crypt on the hill, where the stone angel stood vigil. In the moonlight the letters over the door were easy to see.

      PUTNAM.

      John swallowed hard. Hutch took a step back.

      They had known Putter was a nickname. They had never asked for what.

      “The judge?” John murmured.

      “The hanging judge?” Hutch whispered.

      “The very one,” the voice confirmed through Putter’s lips.

      He extended a hand. Hutch’s phone wriggled from his discarded jacket and flew into his grip, answering to its new master. “Your friend didn’t read you the whole story.”

      He scrolled the screen and read aloud.

      “After his death, Malcolm’s property and assets were seized and sold by the court. As was his practice after executions over which he presided, Judge Putnam ordered the estate sold cheap to his own son-in-law. The accumulated value made Putnam’s descendants among the most wealthy heirs of their day.

      “Judge Putnam. Father of Mercy Putnam, mother of a single son named Putnam, for her father. And so it went. One boy in each generation carrying the name. Down to this one. This fine athletic form.”

      He ran Putter’s hands over Putter’s arms, the long legs, the flat abs, the hefty wet cock.

      “This will do. This will do nicely.”

      John stumbled backward, almost falling over his own feet. The raised hand caught him across the slab without touching him, the same way he’d caught the phone. With occult power, he held him across the pink stone.

      A gesture, and both John and Hutch’s spent cocks thickened again, still smeared, still wet at the tips from their last release.

      “Oh my, yes.” The eyes that had been Putter’s narrowed, appraising. “So much more fit than boys used to be.”

      Hutch caught his gaze. The cornflower irises had gone black and cunning. “Putter… bro… please.”

      The body against the stone relaxed. Exhaled. “Good lord, I do hate a Puritan.”

      Another gesture and their muscles locked. Invisible fingers inside them, prodding pecs, thighs, lips, the tender inside of a hole that tried to clench closed but secretly wanted to open.

      “Come now. I’ve been in your heads. What sordid little thoughts you harbor.”

      “N-n-nooo,” Hutch whimpered.

      “Not enough horror for you? Maybe some Ringu.”

      A twirl of a finger and Hutch felt himself pried open by nothing he could see.

      John didn’t beg. He covered his face with massive hands, The Monster more alive than it had ever been, throbbing with a will that wasn’t his.

      Malcolm breathed in the Halloween air through new nostrils. It had been so long since he’d had a body he could call his own.

      He snapped his fingers and the car lit. Radio punched the quiet apart—pop music, bright, obscene in a graveyard. What’s gonna be left of the world if you’re not in it?

      He had always loved music. It was so much more interesting now.

      He bit Putter’s lip, pleased with the blood-warm give of it.

      “Fraternity,” he said. “What a devilish idea.”

      END
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