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It was for charity. That was why I was up on the stage with my shirt off and I guess why there were people screaming at me. There’d been cuts at school, and so it was someone’s bright idea to do a “slave auction”—teaching staff and some of the students all selling off their time to the highest bidder, agreeing to do goofy stuff like washing cars or cleaning pools or whatever. And, because our coach was big on getting involved with shit like this, the whole football team was told that—optional or not—if we weren’t on that damn stage, then we’d be on the bench for the rest of the season.

So it was all about putting on a good show, even I knew that, and after our quarterback Jeff took his shirt off and started flexing, it became pretty obvious that was the best way to get big bucks. Jeff was bought by his girl on the cheerleading squad—no surprise there—for, like, twice what the teachers were going for.

I didn’t whip my top off as soon as they called my name, though. I waited until I was all the way to the middle of the stage, and then I gave this kinda bashful grin to everyone wolf-whistling in the audience before I slowly pulled it off. I’m not crazy muscled like Jeff is, but I look pretty good, and while I might not have some blonde cheerleader to whip up the crowd, there were still plenty of catcalls.

I kinda lost track of who “bought” me in the end. I think it was, like, a couple hundred bucks or something, and I just remember thinking that Coach couldn’t complain about that. He’d have to put me on the squad every game for the rest of the season, even though, to be honest, I get picked more times than not.

So it was a bit of a surprise when I stood in the entrance hall at the end of the night with all the “slaves” and “owners” meeting up and arranging for when they’d be putting in their service and this guy came up to me looking hella embarrassed. I suppose I recognized him from some of my classes—my year but not my crowd. He had these geeky black plastic glasses and was rail thin, wearing a faded band T-shirt, skinny jeans, and sneakers.

“I, um...” He seemed to be having trouble, and it took a second to click for me that he’d been the one to buy me. That seemed a bit weird, but I didn’t want to say anything to question it because, well, pissing him off and having him ask for a refund would not look good—or do my season much good either.

“Oh, hey, ‘Master,’” I joked. He blushed and looked down at his feet where he was scuffing up the linoleum with the tip of his shoe. The color on his face looked weird; just two scratchy strips of red across each cheek, stark against his pale skin.

“Yeah, so...” I wasn’t sure what I was going to say, but I’d already realized that if we waited for him to take the lead in the conversation, we’d both be there until graduation. “Where do you want me?”

He looked up, and if I hadn’t been leaning against a pillar, I might’ve rocked back on my heels some. He had this intense look in his eyes, and it made his blushing look more like he was furious somehow, like he was this totally different, angry guy instead of the super-shy geek who had walked up to me.

“Saturday?” he asked, and I just nodded. I’d have to miss practice, but Coach couldn’t really argue, and with any luck, I’d get to sleep in some too. “What’s your number? I’ll text you the address.”

I told him, and my phone buzzed in my pocket. When I thumbed the message open, it just said 10am and the address of a neighborhood near to mine. When I looked back up he’d gone quiet again, that crazy anger evaporating just as fast as it had appeared in the first place, and he wouldn’t meet my gaze.

“Should I, like, bring anything?” I asked him, thinking maybe I’d need a bucket to wash cars or something. He just shook his head and wouldn’t speak. “What’s your name?”

He looked at me then with sort of a half squint, as if I’d shown how stupid I was for not knowing, and I wondered if I’d made a dumb mistake because this guy was in all my classes or something. But I totally couldn’t remember him.

“Craig,” he said, and then he turned around and left, sliding through the crowds of people as if he didn’t want to get caught up in any of the little cliques around the room.

I got home that night to an inbox full of bullshit; turns out, the other guys on the team thought it was “fuckin’ hilarious” that I’d been bought by a guy. Jeff was already bragging about how his girlfriend had bought him for a weekend of heavy-duty screwing—not that that would be much different from how he described his regular weekends, at least going by locker-room talk—but he still found time to tell me how “some emo fag” now owned me, and how I’d better “watch my ass” if I didn’t want to get “gay raped.”

I’d pretty much expected the teasing, to be honest, even if the idea seemed more than a little unlikely. Even if Craig wanted me like that—and if I couldn’t even properly recognize the guy, I wasn’t going to have heard whether he was gay or not—then the idea of him being able to force me into doing something I didn’t want to do was pretty laughable. We were about the same height, sure, but that was where the similarities ended. I had broad shoulders and muscles—the sort of body that could take getting slammed on the football field. In contrast, Craig looked like he’d snap if he changed direction too quickly.

Saturday came around. Coach had grumbled about my missing practice, but he gave permission after I pointed out he’d been the one to push the team to take part in the auction in the first place. I got up at nine—first Saturday I’d slept in since the summer vacation ended—and threw on some old jeans, a T-shirt, and sneakers. I figured I’d be cleaning out an attic by lunchtime, or maybe a basement; either way, I’d get dirty, and I didn’t want to wreck a decent pair of jeans.

My dad said I could borrow “my” car—his old junker, really, but it was going to end up mine by the time I saved up enough to pay for the insurance myself. I managed to make it to Craig’s house without losing pieces from it. That was what counted as a good journey these days; did I mention it was a piece of crap? I kept pushing my parents to trade the heap in and get me something—anything—newer, but they wouldn’t, even after I rolled out the “what about the snowed-in Michigan winters?” excuse.

With an uncharacteristic wit, my dad had pointed out that if we were snowed in, then no car, new or old, would do me any good.

Craig’s place was sort of nondescript, even though it was in an area that you could tell was trying to be better than it was. His neighbors had this dumb concrete sundial in their front yard, totally in the shade of a tree, so you’d never get to actually see where the shadow fell.

I rang the bell and waited for someone to come to the door. Through the screen door I heard the thump of music shut off, somewhere upstairs, and then the clatter of feet.

He looked at me for a minute, just through the mesh, before he opened the door and let me in. I decided that this wasn’t going to be a day of nonstop conversation; Craig didn’t seem any more talkative in his own home than he had been the other day.

“I thought you might not come,” he said finally, still not meeting my eyes. I shrugged.

“Hey, you pay, I turn up.” I grinned at him, though I wasn’t sure if he saw, his eyes fixed on the ground between us. “Can’t have you demanding your money back, right?”

I’d meant to be funny, but he seemed to take me seriously. He looked at me for the first time that day and shook his head. “No,” he finally said, “I guess it’s done, right? Yeah, done.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that, and I didn’t want to give him an opening to say “Hey, y’know what, let’s just call it off,” so I tried to change the subject.

“I didn’t know what you wanted me doing, so I just wore old stuff...”

He looked down at my outfit, though he didn’t say anything more than “You’d better come up.”

His room was...well, I guess what I might’ve expected had I thought to even consider it: full of posters of bands I’d never heard of, more black clothes spilling out of drawers and the closet and generally stacked up in unruly piles. I had visions of him ordering me to tidy up and smiled at the thought of how easy it would be to color-code everything, like how my mom kept telling me I should be doing.

“Dude, if you’re gonna ask me to clean up this pigsty, you’re gonna need to pay for a whole week,” I joked over my shoulder. I turned round to grin and show I was just kidding around, but suddenly he was right up close to me—within, like, inches—and then his face was up against my face with his lips on mine, and he was kissing me.

For a minute—seconds, okay, just a few seconds—I was frozen. For all Jeff and the idiots on the team had teased me, I honestly hadn’t thought about Craig and whether he might actually be gay and why he’d spent all that money buying my time. And so, for a handful of seconds until I properly processed what was actually going on, I just stood there and let him press his lips against mine.

Then I pushed him away, shoved him really, harder than I probably meant to, but I was surprised and shocked, and I didn’t know what was happening. He stumbled back against the closed door and sort of slumped some. Part of me wondered if I’d hurt him somehow, but there was a bigger part that was pissed—angry that he’d taken advantage of me.

“What the fuck, dude?” I knew I was probably being too loud. If his folks were home, they’d probably come running, checking to see who was beating up their precious boy. “What the fuck are you doing?”

He was slumping down now, properly collapsing against the door as his skinny legs folded underneath him before sliding down into a crouch, arms protectively wrapped around his knees. Maybe he thought I was going to start laying into him, kicking him or something, and it was the thought of that—that I could scare someone else so badly that they’d assume I might kick the hell out of them—that somehow sucked the fire out of my anger.

“Look, I’m not...” I didn’t know what to say; the hotheaded fury had given me the words before, but now, without that, I couldn’t think of what came next. “I’m not, like, gay, dude. You can’t just go round kissing people with no fucking warning.” I could feel the frustration rising again, a tight indignation balled up in my chest. “You can’t just fucking buy me and hit on me, like I’m some, some...some sort of prostitute!”

His shoulders were shaking now, heaving in time with the muffled sobs I could hear from behind the mess of his fringe. I knew that if I’d been Jeff or probably most of the other guys on the football team, I’d be laying into him by now, but that just wasn’t me. It just...wasn’t.

“Look, Craig, get up,” I told him.

He shook his head; his voice was small, hollow sounding. “What, so you can beat up the dumb faggot?”

“No, because we need to talk, okay? Because what you did wasn’t okay, but it doesn’t mean I’m going to act like some homophobic asshole and beat you up.” I sighed. “I’m sorry for pushing you. You just took me by surprise is all.”

He looked up at me, peering over the top edge of his glasses and through the straggles of his fringe. I tried to look as nonthreatening as I could.

“Seriously, dude, sit on the bed. We need to talk.”

Maybe I’d convinced him I wasn’t going to tear him apart; maybe he was just resigned to it and thought I could as easily do it with him on the floor as anywhere else. Whatever the reason, he eventually stood up—long, slender body unfolding in angles—and perched on the edge of his double bed. I sat down next to him; not so close to be threatening, but close enough that I felt we were being friendly, at least.

“I’m sorry.” His voice was as quiet as when he’d been on the floor, and I found myself shaking my head. It seemed like some unbelievable thing now—like I’d imagined the whole kiss. “I just...” he started.

I waited a beat, but there didn’t seem to be an end to that sentence; at least, not one he was going to say out loud. But I guess I knew most of it already.

“You wanted to kiss a guy, and you couldn’t or felt you couldn’t, and so you thought buying one was the only way. I just so happened to be around, right?”

He frowned at that, glancing across at me. “Not just ‘happened to be around.’ It had to be you.”

Another loss for words. “Oh.”

Craig shook his head, smiled—a sad, deflated smile—and shrugged a little. “It was always going to be about you, Kyle.”

He told me about kindergarten and about high school and about knowing me from afar. Of growing up in the shadows, no chance of being on the radar of the other kids in class, the cooler kids who automatically seemed to understand how to fit in, and of the sober, sad realization that you’re gay and that the guy you like—the cute guy who’s on the football team, sure, but who doesn’t seem to be a meathead like the others—doesn’t know you exist, and even if he did you couldn’t have him. And then there’s this dumb auction and the knowledge that you’re both eighteen and seniors and probably never going to see each other again when you both go off to college or get a job or whatever, and before you realize what you’re doing, you’re spending money you don’t really have just to claw some time with someone you’re aching to be near.

It kinda stumped me. Up until that point, life had seemed pretty straightforward, classes and football and girls I wished I could be with and some I got to be with. Not mundane, because that makes it sound worse than it was, but simple and uncomplicated and nowhere near as soul destroying as the past eighteen years of Craig’s life sounded.

He shrugged again. “You can go, okay. It’s fine.” Part of me wanted to get up and leave, if only because the situation had become so weird, but part of me knew I couldn’t.

“Look, I can’t go, can I?” I argued. “I need to do something...something I can tell the guys I had to do during my slave time.”

Craig looked at me askance, a sly expression on his face. “What I had in mind you’d probably not want to tell your friends about.”

I rolled my eyes at him, and for the first time we laughed together, albeit only a slightly awkward chuckle. “Oh, sure, all the dirty stuff you’d do with a football player.”

He winked at me. “Don’t get me started.”

I grinned again. “Hey, you already started, or was it someone else kissing me before?”

It was Craig’s turn to roll his eyes then. “Trust me,” he told me, leering a little, “that was only the tip of the iceberg.”

We sat in silence for a while then. I think he’d embarrassed himself some. I was still struggling to know how to react, feeling a little out of my depth. It wasn’t that I was uncomfortable—my reaction before had been shock, not so much horror—but I was trying to process the surprise at Craig’s story and the idea that I hadn’t, in fact, been just some jock who fit into his scheme but the target of his plan itself.

And that left me...flattered, maybe? I’d had a couple of girlfriends, sure, but I wasn’t the most attractive guy in my year—at least, I didn’t think so—and I’d never even stopped to consider that it might not just be girls that were looking at me with more than casual interest. So I was curious, I guess.

Curious enough to ask, “So what would have come next, then?” and want to know the answer.

Craig sighed. “Oh, I dunno, Kyle.” He sounded exasperated, tired, disappointed. Like he knew that giving me a real answer was a waste of time. “A lap dance, I dunno.”

I chuckled. “Sure, a lap dance, like that would work.”

Craig looked over at me, his face suddenly serious. “You’re hot, okay? Trust me, you’re hot.”

That’s when I did a dumb thing—or maybe not leaving Craig’s room after he kissed me in the first place was the dumb thing, and this was just another piece of dumb in that series—but it was the first active dumb of mine, the first time I’d stepped outside of my comfort zone rather than been the unwitting recipient of something.

I half-stood, twisted on the ball of my foot, swung my leg over his so that I was straddling his lap. “What, like this?” I asked him, a big goofy smile on my face as I let my weight come down on his thighs. Craig’s mouth had become a nearly perfect O, and it made me laugh, diffused the weirdness of the situation some as I put my hands on his shoulders and struck a stupid dancer pose, back arched and chin up.

He didn’t say anything, just looked at me with what I guess was a mixture of surprise and shock, and so I did another dumb thing and moved my hips around. I kinda gyrated them on Craig’s thighs like I presumed an actual lap dancer would do. His eyes were big behind his glasses, face pale, and I flexed my knees and half-stood, jutting my crotch forward as I went up and then pushing it back out as I sat back down. This is the bit where I’d have my tits in his face, I thought, though he’d have to make do with my flat chest instead.

“Kyle, what...” he started to ask, but the words petered out as I took hold of the hem of my shirt and pulled it up and over my head. He’d seen the merchandise on the stage when he’d bought me, after all; it shouldn’t come as any surprise to him now.

I can’t lie. There was something exciting—illicit, maybe—and thrilling to what I was doing. Even though I liked girls, and Craig was obviously not a girl, something about his stunned reaction and the power dynamic that had suddenly been created... It was giving me a feeling of control that I was quite surprised at how much I enjoyed.

I pushed down hard on his lap, the rough fabric of our jeans—his night black and tight, mine faded blue, scuffed, ripped in places—rasping together, and heard him gasp. Bolder now, I took his wrists and brought his hands up between us.

“Come on, Craig, didn’t you want to get to second base today?” He smirked a little through his surprise as I pressed his palms flat against my pectorals.

Like I said, I’m not crazy buff like Jeff, but I’ve got a decent body—muscle where there’s meant to be muscle, no fat where fat can often be—and Craig caught on fast. Soon his fingers were tracing down the sides of my torso, gently strumming across my abs, flicking gently back up to reach, just a little, into my armpits. I lifted my arms and gripped my forearms, locking my elbows and stretching my chest taut.

Maybe I should’ve figured Craig would lean in, put his mouth where his hands had been, but it came as a surprise. I guess I was a naive lap dancer, but all qualms faded as his tongue found my nipples. I settled into a steady, slightly bucking motion with my hips—all the better not to distract from the incredible sensations radiating out from my hard, swollen nubs—as Craig pulled his glasses off, tossed them onto the nightstand, and rubbed his face against the warm skin of my torso.

I could feel his hardness underneath me, but while before I’d have found the idea off-putting, now it was a compliment, a validation somehow of my own appeal. His hands had slipped down to rest at the waistband of my jeans, moving with the grinding rotation of my hips as I pushed against him in diminishing circles.

“I don’t understand...” he groaned, voice muffled by my chest.

I didn’t understand either, not really, just knew that I had taken—what, pity? a weird liking?—some strange turn with this guy, and that while everything we were doing should have felt wrong, the shivering of my skin where he touched me was enough for me to know I didn’t want to stop.

“Dude, I can feel your dick,” I teased him. Craig tried to pull back, perhaps suddenly expecting me to push him away or react badly, but I wrapped one arm around his neck and held him close to my chest as I eased my weight up and down on his lap.

“You got hard because of me,” I told him, feeling the confined bulge in his jeans strain against me. “I got your dick hard.”

I guess I realized then that I was the same way—that, somewhere along the line, I’m not sure exactly when, I’d boned up too. My dick, slung out to the left in my boxers, rubbed against Craig’s stomach when I leaned forward, the fabric a continuous friction around the head. All my movements had bunched my jeans up, the worn denim pulling at my thighs, and so I leaned back—one hand bracing myself on Craig’s shoulder—and reached down between us to adjust myself.

“Fuck...” he muttered, staring down to where my hand gripped and shuffled my cock, the outline thickly visible. I knew he wanted to touch it—wanted to have his hands where mine were now—and I knew, in that moment, that I wanted him to touch it too. My erection lurched at the thought of someone else’s fist around it. Sure, I’d been with girls, but I’d only slept with one; the embarrassing over-too-soon shudder of my excitement gradually giving way over the course of our brief relationship to a mix of predictable pleasure and easy familiarity.

Now, though, I wanted Craig to be the one to touch me, and the throbbing giveaway that he wanted it too—pressing, unmistakably, at my ass—was more of a turn-on than I could ever have guessed. No mixed messages to fathom, no weird moods to divine, just an unarguable sign that he was into me, brutally honest.

And I realized the fact that I was so achingly erect meant that I was into this too. I pushed forward, forcing Craig back down onto the bedsheets until I was crouched on top of him. Supporting myself on my outstretched arms, my ass still planted on his crotch, I twisted my hips again, and he groaned.

“I’m so hard too,” I whispered, bringing my face up close to his. He bit his bottom lip, and I suddenly remembered how it had felt to have those lips touching mine. I wasn’t sure whether, if I backed off some, Craig would take the lead; all I could do was push on until we reached whatever boundaries there were. Mine, or his.

I sat up, leaving him spread-eagled on the bed, panting shallowly and looking up at me. Lust and confusion still filled his expression. His gaze followed my hand down as I reached for the button fly of my jeans—first working open the top fastening with my thumb and then tugging apart the rest. Craig’s eyes were fixed on the gape of the material, through which the dark blue of my boxers was visible, tented out toward my hip by the jut of my dick.

“You want to see it, or touch it, or what?” I asked him; he licked his lips as I traced my fingertips around the tube of flesh, shaping the soft cotton against its contours. Craig nodded, eyes unmoving from my groin.

It wasn’t enough, though. I needed to hear it. “Tell me what you want,” I ordered him. “I’ll let you have it, but you need to tell me what you want.”

His gaze flicked up to mine, then back down again. The smudge of his blush had returned, outlining his cheekbones. He swallowed once, then a second time.

“I want to see your dick,” he said, voice quiet and hoarse. I pinched my boxers tight around the head of it, feeling precum ooze out and into the smooth material. “I want to see it and touch it, and I want to suck it.”

That triggered another lurch in me, and I knew Craig had seen it. I lifted myself up, still straddling him but on my knees now, and eased both thumbs under the waistband of my underwear. Looking down the contours of my chest, my stomach, I watched as my dick came into view: first the root, thick and furred, as I slid my boxers down some, and then the shaft itself. Finally, the head of it sprang free, my cock bobbing in front of me as I tucked the elastic under my balls.

For a moment I waited, hands still on the waistband, framing my groin. Then I wrapped my fingers around my dick, gave it one or two lazy strokes. I was already completely, almost painfully, hard.

Craig didn’t move; it was like he was holding his breath. “Dude, come on,” I told him, exasperation in my voice, and it seemed enough to wake him from whatever reverie he was in. Slowly he reached up, let his fingertips first stray along the length of my shaft, and then eagerly gripped me.

It was like electricity. Like the first time I had discovered jerking off, the newness of the sensation. I felt my hips automatically buck, spasming my cock through his fist. His other hand cradled my balls, gently squeezing and rubbing them, as he dragged his fingers along my hardness.

After a moment, I realized he was pulling on me—wordlessly telling me what he wanted next. I shuffled myself up until my thighs were flanking his chest, knees tucked into his armpits, and watched as he tugged my dick down, bringing the swollen head close to his mouth.

“Do it,” I whispered, and just as the tip of my cock brushed his lips he opened up and fed the first few inches of me in. Hot and wet, and the flick of his tongue—instantly eager—swarming me. It was all I could do not to force myself into his throat, bury myself in that incredible feeling until my pubes were mashed against his nose.

I resisted, though, let Craig call the shots as he ran his tongue around the flare of my cock and lapped at my precum. With one hand, he worked the bottom half of my shaft, the fingers of the other a cradle around my nuts, occasionally working them as they began to tighten between my thighs. His hands were soft, though unmistakably those of a guy, but it was the feel of his mouth on me that was most thrilling.

“I’ve got my cock in your mouth, Craig,” I told him, his lips stretched taut around the thickness of my shaft. He groaned, sending dull vibrations up into my pelvis. Looking down the length of my body, I watched as he pushed the tip of his tongue out between the layers of skin, wetting my dick until it glistened obscenely.

Glancing behind me, I saw the bulge in his jeans, the evidence of how much I was turning him on. It looked uncomfortably confined in the tightness of his skinnies, but Craig made no move to adjust himself, his hands refusing to move from between my legs.

“Do you want me to get your dick out?” I asked him, my voice teasing, quiet. He squeezed his eyes shut, nodded as much as he could with his mouth so occupied.

Okay, so I’d looked at other guys’ junk in the locker room, in the showers. I’d seen the dicks of other guys on the football team and on the swim team a couple summers back when I’d spent half my life in the pool. I’d done the usual you-show-me-yours stuff with my cousins, back when we were first getting pubes, and there was still something mysterious and confusing about boning up.

But now...now was the first time I was really curious. Not just a quick sideways glance, wondering how you’d compare to whatever soapy guy was showering next to you, but full on eagerness to see what Craig had happening down there. It didn’t feel like a gay thing—though I was kinda shelving those questions for the moment, since having your dick in some guy’s mouth seemed pretty gay on the face of it—but, in the heat of this experience, I wanted to understand how Craig was feeling.

It’s tough to unbutton someone’s skinny jeans when you’re straddling their chest at the time—facing the other way, in fact—and you’re pretty desperate not to pull your cock out of their face. I sort of leaned back, chest and stomach taut, and did it by feel, basically looking up at the ceiling and trying not to get too distracted by the tap dance Craig’s tongue was playing on the sensitive triangle where the tip of my cock joined the shaft.

And okay, so I copped a feel. I guess I knew Craig probably wouldn’t object, and just like his mouth was the first guy’s mouth to get wrapped around my dick, his dick was the first I’d actually had the opportunity to touch—at least, without the potential to get knocked out moments later.

I mean, I know what my own bone feels like when I’m grabbing it through my jeans. But someone else’s, that’s weirdly different somehow. Sort of harder and softer all at the same time, and you can’t really get a proper grip or an idea of size or thickness or whatever from it, because there are a couple of layers of material in the way to make stuff more vague.

But I could feel it throbbing, feel how it jerked against my fingertips when I stroked them down the sides. I managed to snag open the top button, and then it was sort of a case of yanking at the zip until it jagged open. I could slip my fingers in then, get past the denim, and feel the smooth softness of his underwear, tented out by his obvious excitement.

He moaned again then, and his hips rose up, as if trying to force his cock into my grip. And yeah, it probably counted as pretty gay, but I sort of wanted to help him get off too—altruism undoubtedly fueled by the incredible sensations from my dick as it bucked and ground in his mouth and as he lapped and slobbered around it.

But that was going to be tricky with how we were positioned, and if there was one thing I knew for sure, it was that I didn’t want this kick-ass blowjob to end. So I leaned forward some and forced my arm behind Craig’s neck so that I could lift his head. This way I could slip back some on his chest until I was straddling the base of his rib cage, holding his face up and forward with all of my inches rammed between his lips. And if he didn’t like it, if he wanted to control how much he was taking, I was at least making up for that by reaching behind myself and dipping my fingers under the waistband of his underwear to squeeze the blunt thickness of him, the first cock—bar my own—that I’d ever touched.

Anyway, his hands on my ass pulling my groin in closer, driving my dick down his throat, made it seem like he was pretty happy with the deal too.

Craig had been leaking, and it only took a couple of amateurish strokes before my fist was wet with his ooze. Maybe it should’ve turned me off, but it didn’t. I alternated between gripping his dick tight at the base and sort of wagging it as much as it could move in the confines of his briefs, then tracing all the way to the tip and corkscrewing my fingertips around the flared head, which made him jolt and whimper every time.

It also made him double his efforts on me, and I could feel the surge starting in my balls as Craig brought me close to the point of no return. My hips began to take over, forcing my cock as far in as I could with each thrust, my ass clenching as his gullet writhed around the thick intruder. I looked down, made eye contact with him; he was staring up at me with a hunger I could only assume was mirrored by my own.

I had to ask it. “In your mouth?” and he knew just what I meant, gave me a pleading look while the corners of his lips flexed as closely to a grin as is possible when you’re busy giving head. It would be the first time for me, certainly; no girl had let me come in her mouth. I smiled back down at him, pointedly drew my fingers up from the chubby base of his cock to the tip. “Here it comes, Craig.”

He coaxed a little more motion out, but to be honest, it wasn’t necessary. I was too far gone as it was. The shock and surprise of the situation, the feel of ringing pleasure between my legs. As I hit the peak, I hugged Craig’s head in close, mashing his nose into my pubes and loosing jet after jet deep into him. I could feel the rhythmic gulp of his swallowing, itself delivering new, clinging sensations around me.

I’d only just begun to breathe again, to come down from the high, when Craig frantically brushed my hand away from his jeans and began to jerk off madly. Less than twenty seconds and he was moaning again—my softening cock still resting on his tongue—and then twitching underneath my spread thighs as he reached his own climax. I felt warm, wet spatters hit my lower back as he tensed three, four times, each time his body growing rigid as he coated his stomach and groin.

I sat there for a moment, tilting my hips back a little to pull myself from his mouth. Craig’s lips were puffy and slickly glistening, I guess from a mixture of spit, precum, and of course my cream, a last bubble of which oozed from the tip of my knob. I reached down and smeared it across his face, using my dick as a paintbrush to mess up his cheeks, his chin.

Only then did I stand up, lifting myself off Craig, who lay—disheveled and flecked with wetness—across the bed. I let my jeans droop to my ankles, stepped out of them while tucking my still-fluffed but no longer rampant junk back into my boxers. Craig’s head lolled over to the side to watch me, and I gave a little wriggle of my hips to make sure everything was freshly restored behind fabric. He smirked.

“Dude, all over my back?” I could feel his cum begin to trickle and turned round to show him the damage. As I peered back over my shoulder, I saw him shrug as best he could while still lying back, the smirk wider.

“Dude, all down my throat,” he pointed out, and I shrugged back, a shit-eating grin plastered across my face. He’d wanted it; I knew that.

“Can I shower?”

I won’t lie and say there wasn’t a little voice in the back of my head screaming, Whoa, what’s with all the gay stuff? Why aren’t you getting out of there as soon as fucking possible? But I was doing a good job of ignoring it. Ignoring the questions—inevitable, difficult questions—about sexuality and experimentation too. They could probably wait until I didn’t have the rapidly cooling evidence of that experimentation sliding down my back and soaking into my boxers. Craig led me to a family bathroom and pulled out a towel for me, having already tried wiping himself off—not entirely effectively—with an old T-shirt from the floor.

He started to back out the door when I stopped him. “For fuck’s sake, dude, just get cleaned up,” I told him.

He gave a half-smile; I guess he wasn’t as used to life in the locker room as I’d become.

I pulled off my socks and peeled down my underwear. As I’d guessed, the back was streaked with little streams of cream where Craig had pegged me good. I looked over at him as he somewhat awkwardly took off his T-shirt and began to tug down his skinnies.

He wasn’t as shapeless as I’d figured he would be. Sure, he didn’t have the sort of muscles you’d associate with spending half your waking hours on the football field, but neither was he a sack of loose bones. He just had a very slim torso and, as I saw as he managed to extricate his legs from his clinging jeans, slender thighs and calves to match.

Craig looked self-conscious again when it came to taking off his underwear, a simple pair of white briefs. I rolled my eyes at him and got the flash of a blush across his cheekbones in return, but he dropped them all the same. His dick—though I’d briefly seen it and of course felt it—was a surprise, hanging meatily from his groin and at odds with the rest of his lean body.

We stood for a moment looking at each other. I knew my interest was at least vaguely scientific—the same sort of locker room comparison all boys did and all boys excuse—and I also knew that Craig was looking at me with probably more specific interests, given what he’d told me before. I didn’t really mind, though.

Cold jizz on your back is cold jizz, though, and after a minute I asked, “So this shower, then?”

He grinned sheepishly, as if knowing he’d been caught, then brushed past me and opened the glass door of the sizable shower cubicle. Soon steam was gusting out, fogging the broad mirror over the basin, and Craig held out his hand, waiter-style, as if to say, After you, sir.

I didn’t hold back, ducking into the hot water and letting it thunder across my scalp and shoulders. I was dimly aware of Craig stepping in behind me and shutting the door, but there was space enough for us both to stand without touching. I knew he’d be getting cold, though, and so with only a little reluctance offered up my place under the showerhead.

He tentatively took it, being cautious to flatten himself almost comically to the wall so that we could switch without him brushing against me. I rolled my eyes again; considering what had happened just a few minutes before, I couldn’t quite see a reason for his shyness. Instead, I busied myself with a handful of soap, lathering first my hair and then the rest of me.

It was only as I was running sudsy hands between my thighs that I realized he was watching me again. Trying to be inconspicuous in the running water but at the same time very obviously staring as I scrubbed around my crotch. I paused, looked up, and was rewarded with a blush so strong it was clearly visible despite his skin’s flush from the heat of the water. He took a breath, a deer-in-headlights expression forming on his face, but I spoke before he could mumble something apologetic.

“You can look, dude.” He frowned, gaze flicking between mine and glimpsing down at my loosely hanging dick. “I don’t give a shit. I’m not gonna beat on you for staring.” Craig nodded slowly, a small smile tentatively curving his lip.

“You’re amazing,” he said, finally. Now it was my turn to blush, though I think I hid it with a well-timed cough and by slapping some soap onto my face. “I don’t just mean your...y’know. I mean how nice you’ve been to me, when I don’t deserve it.”

I grunted noncommittally, eyes clamped shut as soap threatened to blind me. I gestured feebly in the vague direction of the water and muttered, “You mind...?” as distinctly as I could without opening my lips properly. Craig quickly stepped to one side, allowing me to push my face under the spray and clear away the suds that had already begun to sting the corners of my vision. I ducked my head, scrubbed at my eyes after having made sure my fingers weren’t themselves soapy.

It was as I was staring down, blinking away water, that I found myself looking at his dick again. He wasn’t soft, that was clear—I guess I wouldn’t be soft if I stood in a shower with a girl I liked—but he wasn’t hard either. He was at that fat, firmly squishy state somewhere in between, emphasizing quite how well hung he was. It still looked out of place dangling between his slender thighs.

“What did you have to do to get that big dick?” I asked him, chuckling. He flinched a little—perhaps he hadn’t considered that just as he was looking at my body I might be examining his—and his hands made a quickly aborted movement toward covering himself. I wondered just how many people had actually seen him naked; he certainly didn’t have the body language of a guy who was comfortable being looked at, even when he was wearing clothes.

“Um,” he stuttered, “it just got that way.”

I laughed properly then, gave my hips a quick shake so that my own dick twitched and flicked water from its swinging tip. I wasn’t as big as Craig, though I was probably a fair bit thicker, but I didn’t really care.

“Well, I hope you’ve been showing it off to plenty of people,” I told him. “I reckon gay guys would be pretty excited about a big dick like that.”

He gave me a sour look. I guess I already knew that he hadn’t really had much in the way of attention so far. That was more down to the quietly conservative way of our town than it was anything wrong with Craig himself. In fact, though I wasn’t really all that familiar with judging guys for their attractiveness, even I could see he was cute enough—delicate features offset by a mouth slightly large in comparison, and striking green eyes you only really saw when his black bangs were water-slicked out of the way.

“Just me and my friend,” he finally said, holding up his hand in case I hadn’t figured he was talking about jerking off.

I shook my head with exaggerated disappointment. “Wasted talents, Craig, wasted talents.” I shook my hips again, to emphasize my point, and after a beat he chuckled, gave his own hips a flick that sent his arcing length slapping wetly against his thighs. I grinned at him, pleased somehow. “Dude, that’s what I’m talking about. You got blessed; might as well make the most of it!”

He shrugged, a sheepish expression back on his face, but at least with less of the self-consciousness of before. “Yours is nicer,” he told me, tipping his chin to gesture in my direction.

I looked down, then wrapped my fingers around my junk and kinda shook it all out, as if I was presenting it for inspection. There’s a band around the middle that gets really thick when I’m all the way hard, and my old girlfriend had once told me that it was totally noticeable when we were screwing. Softer, it wasn’t so pronounced, but it did still leave me with this chunky look that meant I wasn’t too bothered about getting glanced at in the locker room.

“It does the job,” I agreed with him, and he licked his lips conspicuously.

“Yeah, I remember.”

We both laughed then, him looking down to where my fingers still rested behind my dick, jutting it forward like a butcher offering up a slab of meat for judgment. I knew then, in that sudden moment, that he was going to touch me again, and I also knew I wasn’t going to stop him.

He made a half step forward, all it took to close the distance between us, and at the same time reached out to flex wet fingers around my shaft, squeezing gently, exploratory. Craig was concentrating on where his hands were—thinking, perhaps, to make the most of whatever I’d let him get away with in this unusual situation—so he didn’t see me looking him up and down, or the look of decision and resolve that likely passed across my face as I reached out myself and hooked my own fingers around his cock.

He started then, looked up at me in surprise, but I didn’t say anything, didn’t even smile, just let my hand play along his length. I didn’t want this to be a “pity stroke,” or so easily dismissed as a dumb game a straight guy plays with a gay guy. I wanted Craig to know that I was here with him, in the moment, and that while this probably wouldn’t ever happen again, I wasn’t going to make cheap excuses about my motivations.

It was with that, with my hand holding, gently stroking his thickening erection and my own growing in his fist, that I pulled him closer and moved my head toward his. The first time he’d kissed me I hadn’t known what was happening. Now, though, it was of my own doing: the softness of Craig’s lips touched mine, and we were kissing.

He tensed for a moment and then quickly settled into it. Perhaps, like me, he had a sense of the one-time nature of what was happening and wanted to make the most of the chance
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