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			Chapter 1

			“Nic, dude, you suck. Just give up and go get me a drink.”

			“No, Derek, you suck. I’m about to stomp Cory into the ground.”

			“Are you high? I’ve been kicking both of your asses all night.”

			It was a typical Friday night, and Derek, Nic, and Cory were spending the weekend alone at Derek’s family’s cabin the same way they had for the past three years. They’d been coming out here a lot longer than that, but it was only after their first year of high school that Derek’s parents started letting them use it alone.

			The three of them had been friends for almost ten years, meeting in the third grade and quickly bonding over a mutual love of cartoons, video games, and superhero movies. Over the years, their interests began to differ when things like girls and sports entered the picture, but through it all, they remained close. Now in their last year of school at Hartford Heights High School, though the boys seemed to run in different social groups, they still found time to spend together.

			Derek Rothfield was the oldest, though only by a few months. Not quite a jock but still athletic, at 5’10” with dark brown hair, he had his pick of girls at school. Nic Herrera was even taller at 6’0”, and being on the football team meant he also rarely had to look far for a date. His Latino background gifted him with tan olive skin and jet-black hair—hair that went everywhere. People often expected a much louder and brash personality, but he largely preferred keeping his emotions in check and to himself. Finally, the youngest of the group was Cory Davis. Just a little chubby, any interest he had in sports went out the window as soon as his mom got him his first computer. Now he spent most of his afternoons indoors, his curly brown hair growing shaggy and the lack of sun not doing his pale skin any favors.

			All three of them were eighteen, with Cory’s birthday only a month prior. For the last three years, they’d spent a couple of weekends a month in this cabin together, talking, watching TV, playing video games, and on the rare occasion, even studying. Whenever one of them was having a rough time with something, they’d all head out here together, and everything just seemed better.

			“Aaaaanndd done,” Cory announced to the room as the sound of an explosion and a spoken “Game!” came from the TV. Cory stood, ready to go to the kitchen. “Still want a soda, D?”

			“Actually, I brought something special this time,” Derek called behind him as he walked into the kitchen’s pantry himself, exiting with a case of beer. He set it down on the kitchen counter and opened it, handing cans to Cory and Nic. “A gift from Tommy for starting senior year.”

			“Man, I wish I had a cool older brother instead of two annoying little sisters,” Nic whined before taking a swig. “Gabby caught me sneaking a beer last Christmas, and she turned right around and told mom.”

			Cory chuckled and popped open his own can, taking a sip. Blech. He never quite got used to the taste, but he liked the warm feeling of getting tipsy.

			“Ready for another round?” Derek asked.

			“Gimme a sec. Gotta pee.” Cory set his drink down and walked to the bathroom.

			Nic watched, waiting for the bathroom door to close. “You sure you still wanna do this, D?”

			“Yeah. Why? You having second thoughts?” Derek asked in response.

			“No, no, I’m still totally in but … once we do this, there’s no turning back.” Nic was warning himself as much as he was Derek.

			“That’s the idea. We’ve been talking about this almost every day since we found out, and that was weeks ago. Things might change, but they’re changes everyone wants,” Derek reassured him.
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			Three weeks ago, Derek and Nic were having a very different conversation. They were at Derek’s house, where Cory was helping the two of them with a history presentation they were due to give. He brought his laptop, which they used to type up their notes and put together a slide presentation. By the end of the night, Nic and Derek were almost done, but it was getting late.

			“I gotta get home before my mom kills me, guys.” Cory started packing up his bag. “You’re almost done though, right?”

			“Yeah, just need to run through it a couple of times, I think,” Derek answered.

			“Then you can hang onto my laptop and bring it to school tomorrow.” Cory zipped up his backpack and headed toward the door. “I’ll get it from you in the morning. I really gotta go!”

			“Thanks, Cor. We’ll see you tomorrow,” Derek told him as he walked to the front door, watching as Cory mounted his bike and rode away. When he returned to his room, he saw Nic on his bed hunched over the laptop. He had a weird look on his face.

			“Dude. You need to see this,” he said without ever taking his eyes off the laptop.

			“What is it? I swear if it’s another one of those stupid jump scare videos, I’m gonna punch…” Derek trailed off as he stared at the screen. Staring back at him were a pair of men. A pair of men in leather gear and little else. “What the hell are you looking at?”

			“I’m not looking at anything!” Derek cast Nic a withering look at his response. “I swear! I was trying to find a few more pictures for the presentation, closed the window by accident, and when I went to reopen it … that came up.” He gestured to the laptop screen.

			Derek took the laptop from Nic and set it on his desk where they could both see. “So … that means that Cory was … looking at this stuff.”

			“Cory’s gay?”

			“Or bi. And into some pretty kinky stuff, apparently,” Derek reasoned. He clicked through a few of the other tabs. “Really kinky.”

			There were a lot of open tabs, all of them carrying a similar theme: domination. Videos of guys being tied up, spanked, or fucked. Online sex shops selling things like cock cages and collars. Stories about guys being overpowered and used by their friends, bosses, teachers, cops—anyone with authority. It was like they had a full roadmap to all of Cory’s desires.

			“We shouldn’t be looking at this,” Derek decided even though his hand was still moving the mouse to the next tab.

			“I just can’t believe Cory … I mean, I guess the gay thing isn’t that big of a leap, but shit.” Nic pointed at an image of a guy strapped to some sort of bench. There were two other men with him, one at either end, cock inserted. “This is the kind of stuff he’s into?”

			Even though they knew they shouldn’t, the two boys spent the next few hours scouring Cory’s laptop, curiosity urging them to learn more about their friend’s proclivities. They didn’t know it then, but something had been awakened in them both, something they never knew existed. New doors were being opened, whether they wanted them to or not.

			Many, many hours later and far further into the night than either of them intended, Derek made the call. “Okay, that’s it. We gotta stop. We need to finish the project and go to bed.” He paused. “We cannot tell Cory about this.”

			“Yeah, man. I don’t even know what to do with this info.” Nic was more than a little confused, and the half-boner he was trying to hide in his shorts wasn’t helping.

			“Nothing. He’s still Cory, still our bro. He just likes dick. Rough, kinky dick.” Derek half-laughed. “We pretend this never happened.”

			Nic returned Cory’s laptop the next day after making sure to scrub any evidence of their snooping or discoveries. As the days went on, neither Nic nor Derek could get the images from that night out of their heads. The more they thought about it, the more the idea of having someone on hand to sexually service them appealed to them. Not that they told each other. 

			At the same time, this led to more than a few weird interactions with Cory, who was becoming increasingly concerned about his friends’ mental wellbeing. The normally eloquent Derek started stumbling over his words when a girl brought up Fifty Shades of Grey at lunch, and Nic nearly spat out his milk when Cory taunted his friend Stephanie with a “Why, gonna spank me?” Finally, after a week full of this, both boys were pushed to the edge—and Nic was the first one to break.

			[Nic: Dude, are you up? I need to talk to you.]

			The text notification chirped from Derek’s phone, who was still awake and lying in bed, preoccupied with his own thoughts of bondage and domination.

			[Derek: Yeah what’s up?] 

			[Nic: Nah, in person. Can I come over?]

			It was late but Derek’s parents were out of town, so they would be none the wiser.

			[Derek: Sure man, text me when you get here.] 

			He grabbed a pair of shorts and waited for his friend’s arrival.

			About fifteen minutes later, they were both back in Derek’s room, speaking in hushed tones despite the house being empty.

			“It’s Cory. Or the stuff about Cory,” Nic started. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

			“Me neither, man,” Derek reassured his panicky friend. “I can barely even look at him sometimes, not without imagining him in those … situations.”

			“Are we gay?! Am I gay?!” Nic’s voice nearly cracked, puberty be damned.

			“Calm down, dude, seriously. I don’t think it’s a gay or straight thing. In like half those stories, the guys doing the dominating were straight.” Derek knew this, of course, because he had gone back to reread some of them on his own. “It was about control, power. Replace any of those guys with a girl, and we’d still be into it.” Not that he had tested that theory out yet.

			“So what do we do?” Nic sat next to Derek on his bed. “I just want things to get back to the way they were before.”

			“I’m not sure they can ever get back to that, bro.” Derek wrapped his arm around Nic’s shoulder. “But maybe there’s something else we can do…”
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			The flush of a toilet preceded Cory’s return.

			“Just follow my lead like we talked. I’ve got a plan,” Derek reassured Nic.

			Cory rejoined them on the couch in front of the TV, taking the center spot. “Alright, what are we doing?” Cory asked, taking another sip of beer.

			“We do another round of Smash Bros., but this time we make it a little more interesting—we make it a drinking game,” Derek responded.

			“I dunno…” Cory started, sounding worried before smirking. “I wouldn’t wanna give you guys alcohol poisoning.”

			“Nah, that’s way too easy. Instead of the loser drinking, the winner does,” Derek explained. “Every time you win a round, you take a drink. Think of it like a handicap to help the losers catch up.” They had played drinking games before, mostly when watching bad movies together, but never against each other like this.

			“You guys saying the only way you can beat me is if you get me drunk?” Cory challenged.

			“Why? You not good enough to do it a little tipsy?” Nic taunted from Cory’s other side.

			Cory narrowed his eyes at Derek. “Let’s go.”

			By the end of the third match, Cory was halfway through his can while Nic and Derek had barely started on their first. By the end of the eighth match, Cory had started on his third beer, and Nic and Derek had only just opened their second.

			“You guys suuuuuuuuuck,” Cory jeered, the alcohol causing him to draw out his words just a little too much. Then he stood suddenly. “Dammit, I have to pee again.”

			Nic waited until the door closed before turning to Derek. “I don’t think we should let him drink much more. He’s gonna get sick.”

			“Yeah, I know. Don’t worry. This is going better than I hoped. Time to cinch this,” Derek reassured him once more before Cory rejoined them.

			After losing the next round in a rather spectacular display of inebriated coordination, Derek put forward the next step of his plan. “Alright, wow. I think we can say the playing field has been sufficiently leveled.” Cory narrowed his eyes as he took a non-mandated sip of his beer. “No more drinking game for you. Let’s switch to something else.”

			“Like what?”

			“Strip poker. Or Strip Smash Bros., I guess.” Nic spat out his drink at hearing Derek’s suggestion. After giving his choking friend a strange look, Derek continued, “Since you’re sufficiently drunk now, ‘normal’ rules: You lose a match, you lose a piece of clothing.”

			Nic had moved to the kitchen to finish his beer induced coughing fit, though it wasn’t him that Derek was worried about accepting. He watched as Cory pondered the suggestion for a moment, the alcohol-lubricated gears turning in his head.

			“I’m in.” As Derek suspected, it didn’t take much.

			“You finished choking so we can get back to playing? Are you scared of someone seeing your dick?” Derek shouted toward the kitchen, Nic shooting him a glare as he walked back to the sofa, tossing the beer-soaked shirt at his face. “Well crap. If you were gonna take it off for free, I wouldn’t have gotten the beer.”

			“Just shut up and play,” Nic grumbled as he grabbed his controller.

			As the night wore on and the beer cans were emptied, the clothing started coming off. A few rounds in and Cory was only in his jeans and underwear while Derek had only lost his socks, and Nic was still only missing his shirt.

			“Nooooo, not again,” Cory groaned as he lost his 4th match in a row. “Guys, come on. You don’t want to see me in my underwear, do you?”

			“Drop ’em, bud,” Derek ordered, arms crossed over his chest. Nic looked at him expectedly.

			With a dramatic sigh, Cory undid the fly on his jeans. Shoving them down to his ankles, he stood in front of his best friends, arms stretched out in classic, sarcastic “ta-da!” fashion.

			“Happy? Weird-ooohhhshit!” Cory tripped over the jeans bunched up at his ankles, toppling unceremoniously to the floor. He angrily kicked off his jeans from around his feet as Nic and Derek laughed from the couch.

			“You doing okay there, Cor?” Nic asked.

			“Just shut up and play,” Cory grumbled.

			Luck was still not with Cory as he proceeded to lose yet another match, this time to Nic. Derek removed his shirt and looked at Cory for his turn.

			“But I’ll be naked,” he protested.

			“Yeah. That’s what the ‘strip’ stands for. Lose ’em!” Derek ordered.

			Cory stood still for a moment, clearly considering whether to grab his jeans and make a run for it. Then he remembered he was currently only in a pair of white briefs, stuck in the middle of the forest. Eventually and reluctantly, Cory quickly shucked off his underwear, dropping to sit on the floor and cover his cock and balls with his hands.

			“There. You win. Can I put my clothes back on now?” he asked.

			Derek smiled and took another swig of beer. “Who said we were done?”

			“But I don’t have anything else to take off,” Cory reasoned.

			“Guess me and Derek will have to think of something for you to do when you lose again,” Nic chimed in, finally catching on to the plan.

			“Like what?”

			“I dunno. What about some of the things those leather daddies you like watching so much have their boys do?” Derek deadpanned, looking Cory right in the face.

			Cory was sure he didn’t hear that correctly. “Wha-What are you talking about, dude?” Fuck. How did they find out? They didn’t find out. Did they? Fuck.

			“That was your laptop you left at my place, right? The one with all the videos of guys in bondage and leather, the one with all the stories about boys like you being tied up and spanked? Pretty kinky stuff, man,” Derek continued.

			“I…”

			“Cory.” Nic put his hand on Cory’s shoulder. “He’s just fucking with you. It’s okay, man. We don’t care, really.”

			“Kinda the opposite. We actually think this could be a great thing. For all of us.” Derek put his hand on the opposite shoulder.

			“What… What are you guys talking about?” Between the alcohol and having his best friends reveal one of his deepest secrets, Cory’s head was spinning. “How did you even…”

			“Reopened a few too many browser windows when we were working on that history project. Sorry about that,” Derek explained. “But as I was saying, there’s nothing to worry about. You’re still our friend, our brother. If anything, this opens up new stuff for us.”

			“What do you mean ‘new stuff’?” Cory, red-faced and on the floor, still didn’t understand what was going on.

			“I think you know exactly what we mean, Cory. Nic and I have been talking about it since that night. Let’s just say what this is: you’re not just gay; you like the idea of a guy telling you what to do, throwing you around, right?” Derek and Nic were circling their prey, and Derek was going in for the kill.

			“I-I don’t know… I’ve ever done anything with a-anyone. It started with looking at porn, then I read a few stories…” Cory was unable to meet either of their gazes, trying to burn a hole in the cabin’s rug with his mind. “I don’t know what I like.”

			“Then why don’t you let us help you figure it out?” Nic offered.

			“W-What the hell are you talking about?” Cory’s head shot up.

			“Well… you’re gay, and as far as you know, you like being ordered around to do sexual stuff to other guys.” Now it was Derek’s turn. “Last time I checked, Nic here and I both really liked blowjobs, and it’s not like we’d get to try any of this stuff with our girlfriends. You get to lose your virginity and get in some practice before college, and we get our dicks sucked. Everybody wins.”

			“Isn’t that kinda … gay though?” Cory reasoned.

			“If you think either of us are gonna return the favor, you’ve had more beer than I realized,” Nic answered, stone-faced.

			“But I think we all know that’s how you want it,” Derek added. “So what’s it gonna be, Cory? You in?”

			Cory sat in silence on the floor, contemplating his situation. He was feeling about a million things at once. The alcohol was making his head fuzzy, and he was starting to sweat. He was scared that his secret was out, but at the same time, he was relieved to not have to hide it from his best friends anymore. He was angry at them for having gone through his computer but also at himself for stupidly lending out his laptop without thinking to clear his history first. But even more than any of those things, he was horny.

			Neither of them could tell, but half the reason he was still hiding his cock with his hands was because his erection had been steadily growing since he first got naked. How many times had he imagined something like this happening? Maybe not with his best friends (that he would admit to), but Cory had jerked off while imagining this exact scenario countless times. A strong, hot, guy dominating him and taking what he wanted. And now he had not just one, but two guys willing to do that. Maybe it was the beer talking, maybe he would regret it later, but right then, Cory could only say one thing.

			“Okay. Yes. I’ll do it.”

			“Yes, sir,” Derek’s correction surprised him for a moment.

			“Yes, sir,” Cory tried again.

			“Good boy.” Derek smiled as he turned to Nic. “So who gets the first blowjob?”

			“Rock, paper, scissors?” Nic suggested.

			“Let’s go.”

			Cory couldn’t believe his two friends were deciding which dick he would suck first with rock-paper-scissors like he wasn’t sitting on the floor naked in front of them… Actually, it seemed exactly like something they’d do.

			His cock was hard as a rock.

			“Ha! I win!” Derek exclaimed gleefully. He spread his legs wide on the couch and patted the space between his thighs, smirking cockily. “Why don’t you get comfortable down there, boy?”

			Hesitating for a moment, Cory walked on his knees toward Derek, hands still attempting to conceal his very obvious erection. Once he was seated, he looked up for instruction. Even with all the porn he’d watched, he had no idea how this was supposed to go.

			“Unzip me” was the first order.

			Reluctantly revealing his crotch, Cory reached slowly toward Derek’s zipper. He was so nervous his hand was shaking. Any moment now, he was sure they were both gonna jump up and say this whole thing was a prank.

			“Well, looks like you were right that he’d be into this, D.” Nic chuckled at Cory’s hard cock.

			Cory’s face—and body—burned red with embarrassment at Nic’s joke, and he hesitated while reaching for Derek’s zipper.

			“Hey.” Derek was gently holding his wrist, not allowing him to pull it away. “It’s okay, Cor. He’s just messing with you, like always. We know you like this stuff. That’s why we’re doing this.” 

			With a gentle smile on his face and Cory’s wrist still in his hand, he drew Cory’s hand up his thigh until it rested on the half-hard cock bulging through his jeans. Cory was breathing heavily, eyes glued to the mound under his hand. He gave a tentative squeeze, feeling Derek flex involuntarily. Growing bolder, he gripped it a little more confidently, stroking his hand up and down the length through the fabric as Derek continued to smile down at him.

			“Good boy. Now, unzip me,” he repeated his earlier instruction.

			With a bit more confidence, Cory released Derek’s cock and moved to his fly. After a little fumbling with the button, he managed to open the fly and get the zipper down. Derek was wearing a pair of green boxer briefs, his cock producing a sizeable bulge in the center. Cory once again grabbed and stroked it through the fabric, seeing a small wet spot form as it leaked precum.

			“Now, pull my cock out of my boxers,” Derek continued his instructions.

			“Yes, sir.” The words were out of Cory’s mouth without thinking.

			Swallowing his nervousness, Cory reached for the waistband of the boxers with one hand and pulled them down. With his free hand, he reached in and grabbed the first cock he’d ever touched aside from his own. It was warm. Like, really warm. And fuck, it was big too. Cory figured he was average sized himself, nothing to be upset about, but holy crap, this was bigger than he was for sure. He tucked the waistband underneath Derek’s big, hairy balls before giving them a grope and squeeze too, causing Derek to inhale sharply.

			“Shit, careful. My nuts are sensitive as hell,” he warned. “Ball play always gets me going. Don’t worry, boy. We are gonna teach you exactly what we like.”

			Cory could only nod, transfixed by the cock in his hands. Derek was content to let him play with it for now, slowly stroking it up and down. He definitely owed his brother for that beer after this. After enough stroking, another bead of precum gathered on his cockhead, and Derek saw an opportunity to move the training along.

			“Now, Cor,” he started, “I want you to put my cock in your mouth. Just the head.” He made sure his tone was gentle. He’d been imagining what it would be like to train Cory to suck his cock all week.

			Cory’s mouth had never felt drier, but he was still so fucking horny. Grabbing the cock firmly in his hand, he pointed it toward his face and lowered his mouth, making Derek hiss as the warm mouth enveloped his cockhead.

			“Good boy.” He rubbed Cory’s head like a pet. “Now, move your tongue around. Get a real feel and a taste of me.” He leaned his head back and enjoyed the sensations of a tongue on his cock. It had been a while since he had gotten a girl to do this.

			Cory was having as much fun as Derek. As the first bit of precum hit his tongue, he moaned around the cock in his mouth. The taste was unexpected, but knowing what it was just drove him to want more. He sucked gently as he swirled his tongue around Derek’s head, hearing the words of encouragement coming from above him. Inhaling through his nose, Cory let Derek’s musk fill his senses. Holy fuck, this smells amazing. Why didn’t I do this sooner? He moaned again, feeling Derek’s hands move to his head as he sucked.

			“Okay, now try to take more, as much as you can before you start to gag.” This was more instruction than Derek had ever given to any of the girls he’d fucked, but they were also pretty bad at it, so maybe he should start. “Then pull back and do it again.”

			Cory complied as best as he could, managing to take about half of Derek’s cock in before he pulled off, suddenly coughing.

			“Heh, gotta go slower than that at first.” Derek pet his head again. “Don’t worry. We’ll get that gag reflex trained right out of you.”

			“Starting to feel a little left out over here,” Nic said impatiently from his spot on the couch.

			“He’s only got one mouth, Nic,” Derek pointed out.

			“Yeah, but he’s got two hands, D,” Nic fired back.

			“Dude, fine, whatever. Just quit ruining my blowjob.”

			With a gleeful snicker, Nic quickly undid his own pants before scooting down the couch to sit right next to Derek, their thighs touching. Derek sent him another withering look before turning his attention back to Cory.

			With one of his hands, Cory fumbled along Derek’s thigh until he found Nic’s. Not one for patience, Nic moved the hand directly to his cock, already pulled out of his underwear. Cory groaned a little as he felt the heat in his hand.

			Cory continued to practice swallowing down Derek’s cock while simultaneously attempting to stroke Nic’s. Luckily for him, neither of these boys had all that much experience and seemed pretty happy with the job he was doing so far. He was still gagging on occasion but was now able to take much more dick than when he started. Derek’s hand hadn’t left his hair, never quite pushing him down but letting him feel its presence. Unable to see past the crotch in his face, he could only assume that Nic was alright with what he was doing from the lack of complaints.

			“Alright, time to switch. My dick is starting to chafe,” Nic said with perfect timing as always.

			“Fiiiiiiine. Just stop whining,” Derek said with a groan. He looked down at Cory, who looked back with a dick in his mouth. “Boy, now move over to him, and keep using your hand on me.”

			“Yeththir.” Cory spoke with his mouth still full before releasing Derek’s cock and shuffling over to Nic, looking up at him expectantly. His cock was just as large as Derek’s, maybe even a little longer. And it was uncut.

			“Get to it, boy.” Nic nodded toward his dick wearing a cocky smile, leaning back with his hands behind his head.

			“Yessir” was Cory’s reply before taking the second cock of the night—and his life—into his mouth.

			Now that he knew some of what he was doing, it was easier this time around. He bobbed up and down on the first few inches, wrapping his hand around the part of the shaft that he couldn’t reach without gagging yet. The foreskin was different, and when Cory ran his tongue along it, a burst of precum shot into his mouth. Without needing to be told again, he took his remaining free hand and moved toward Derek’s crotch with some assistance.

			Still buzzed from the beer, Cory seemed to almost zone out as he sucked and jerked his friends. If they were talking to him, he wasn’t hearing it. The scents surrounding him only served to intoxicate him further, pushing any other thoughts and the rest of the world away. Nic smelled and tasted different than Derek. With both being athletic teenage boys, there were some similarities, but Nic tasted just a little saltier, or at least not as sweet as Derek. Maybe it’s their diets.

			“Wow, he’s really into this,” Derek mused, watching Cory swallow down Nic. “He’s a natural.”

			“Ehn, he’s doing alright.” Nic, ever the impatient one, was ready to move things along. “Time to really kick start his training, don’t you think?”

			Derek gave a puzzled look as Nic placed one hand on the back of Cory’s head and pushed down. Not expecting the sudden manual guidance, Cory gagged as the cock hit the back of his throat and pulled off coughing. Nic chuckled as he regained his composure.

			“Sorry about that. Just trying to help.” Cory shot Nic a glare. “Hey, watch it, boy. Back on your knees.” His tone was almost daring him to say no.

			“Yes, sir. Sorry,” Cory apologized and moved back to his spot between Nic’s legs. He didn’t want this to stop either.

			“Okay. I want you to try to take as much of my cock as you can and then hold it.” As Nic spoke, he placed his hand back on Cory’s head. “We start with just a few seconds and then have you work up to going longer and longer. We’ll have you swallowing our cocks in no time.”

			Cory looked at Nic, annoyed, cock still lodged in his mouth.

			“Let’s go, boy.” With a push, his head was lowered further. Cory went as far as he could go before stopping, feeling the head of Nic’s cock tickling the back of his throat.

			“Alright, Cor, I’ve trained tons of girls to deep throat my cock. I gotchu,” Nic lied a little. It was maybe two, but that was still more experience than Cory had. “Breathe through your nose and try to keep your throat relaxed.”

			Easy for you to say. That was Cory’s final thought before having his throat stretched around a dick for the first time. It started out so fine, Cory almost hadn’t realized anything had happened. He felt the cock in his throat alright; it was just more pressure really.

			Then he tried to swallow.

			“I told you not to swallow.” As Cory coughed and hacked his lungs up on the floor, Nic could only look down on him and sigh.

			“No, you didn’t!” Cory choked out between coughs.

			“Oh. Well, I meant to. Don’t swallow. You’re not at that skill level yet.” Nic spoke as though this was very obvious information that Cory should have known.

			With another glare, Cory resumed his position in front of Nic. Nic was very tempted to point out he did so without being asked, but he bit his tongue. Instead, he put his hand back on Cory’s head and guided him back to the now spit-slick cock.

			Cory fared better this time around. Soon, he was able to take just over half of Nic’s dick without gagging. He learned to time his breathing, zoning out as he methodically bobbed up and down, the smells and tastes once again clouding his senses.

			“Fuck, see? He is a natural,” Derek said from his spot on the couch, transfixed by the scene next to him.

			“Oh yeah, you definitely pegged him for this,” Nic agreed with a sigh. Cory seemed to not hear them, content to continue swallowing down more dick.

			The longer Cory sucked, the more attuned to the tastes of his friend he became. Nic was steadily leaking precum directly onto his tongue every time his dick passed over it, and the thought was causing Cory to subconsciously salivate even more, some escaping around his lips and down Nic’s cock as he would pull back. Cory either didn’t notice or didn’t care, content to continue doing this all night… 

			Which is why the second hand on his head, suddenly forcing him all the way down was more than a little surprising. As was the way Nic’s cock seemed to grow thicker for a moment before it began shooting his load directly into Cory’s throat. After only two spurts, Cory pulled back, once again violently hacking and coughing onto the floor. A single shot landed on Cory’s face as he fell on his ass, Nic’s remaining load spilling out onto his thigh.

			Cory again glared up at Nic, who was cracking up on the couch at his reaction, dick still in hand. Derek attempted to maintain his composure but was unable to stop a few snorts escaping over Cory’s predicament.

			“Sorry, Cor! Shoulda warned you I was about to shoot, but I didn’t want you chickening out and pulling back!” Nic explained through laughs. “A good cocksucker is supposed to swallow, especially the loads of hot straight studs like me.” He flashed his teeth in a cocky smile.

			Cory continued to glare, looking for his discarded shirt to wipe his face. He coughed a few more times, each time tasting a little more of Nic’s load as it exited his airway, swallowing it back down without thinking about it. Now that he wasn’t choking to death, he didn’t mind the taste. But Nic didn’t have to be such a dick about it.

			“Come here, boy.” Derek patted his thigh. “I’ll treat you better than that dumb asshole.” He wiggled his hard cock with his other hand.

			With one final glare, Cory moved back over to Derek. He liked him better, he decided. And to prove that, he lowered his mouth to Derek’s cock without being told and began repeating the skills he had just finished practicing on Nic.

			Derek was thicker than Nic, so finding the right rhythm took a second. Cory could feel his throat being stretched even further than before as he made a few experimental test bobs. Once he had it set though, he felt confident in his skills.

			Partly because he wanted to show Derek thanks for his relative kindness, largely because he wanted to stick it to Nic, and entirely because of the alcohol, Cory decided to try a few things. Just with his hands, for now. He started by gently running them up and down Derek’s thighs. Then he brushed one hand against his balls in time with the bobbing of his head, eliciting a gentle sigh from Derek’s mouth. He gripped onto the warm sack a little more firmly and allowed his remaining free hand to roam higher, against Derek’s stomach and chest.

			“Shit, I didn’t get that kind of treatment,” Nic whined.

			“Well, I’m not a dick,” Derek replied without ever looking up. Cory’s eyes were closed, either in concentration or because he had once again zoned out, but either way, he looked almost peaceful. Happy, even. Derek could feel his own load building up, nearly ready to rise to the surface.

			Not wanting to repeat Nic’s behavior, Derek spoke up as he got closer. “I’m getting close, Cor. I want you to swallow my load, okay?” Cory opened his eyes and looked up as he continued to suck. “I’m gonna pull back so most of it lands in your mouth, but you’re gonna need to swallow fast—I cum a lot.”

			Cory nodded as he continued to suck, now determined to see this through to the finish. He could feel the weighty sack in his hand as it started to tighten and draw up. Cory could easily believe that Derek shot massive loads, and he was about to find out first-hand—no, first-mouth.

			“Fuuuuck, boy, here it comes.” Derek gripped his cock as it slid most of the way out of Cory’s mouth, whose lips were still clamped tightly around his head. Grabbing his cock, he jerked himself steadily, unloading directly into Cory’s mouth.

			Cory felt the first few spurts land on his tongue, his mouth immediately filled with the salty and musty taste of cum for the second time that evening. It wasn’t as salty as Nic’s, maybe even a little sweeter if he could call it that. He didn’t exactly have a lot to compare to. He did have a mouth that was filling up quickly though, so he swallowed down what he could as Derek continued to squeeze out every last drop with his hand.

			“Suck out anything left and then swallow, Cor,” Derek ordered, taking a deep breath and letting his hand fall to his side

			“Yes, sir.” Cory did as he was asked, and after emptying his mouth, looked up at his friends. “Thank you, sir?” That last part came out like a question.

			“Fast learner,” Nic announced.

			“Told you. A natural. Practically born for this,” Derek said, looking down at Cory with a hungry gaze. Cory looked back, a little afraid and very turned on. “And the weekend is just getting started.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Cory awoke groggily the next morning. At least, he thought it was morning. Peeking his eyes open, he saw that the sun was up and probably had been for some time. He was on the pull-out couch with Derek while Nic slept on the other couch in the cabin’s common area. His head was still fuzzy and his mouth was dry, but at least he wasn’t hungover. He pulled his blanket over his head, trying to force himself back asleep, the sounds of Nic’s light snoring coming from the other couch. Slowly, the previous night’s events began to creep back into his head.

			Okay. So your friends know you’re gay. That … That’s fine. You were going to tell them, eventually… You were just waiting until you were far, far away in college. This wasn’t how you planned to do this, but you also didn’t plan on sucking their dicks. Oh my god, you sucked their dicks. You sucked both their dicks, next to each other. They wanted you to suck their dicks.

			They wanted you to do more than just suck their dicks. It was like they planned the whole night out! …Shit, they planned the whole night out. How long have they been waiting to do this? We still have like a day and a half before we have to go back to school on Monday. What else did they plan? I mean, they definitely had fun last night. We all did. Right?

			Cory’s mind reeled, the stream of consciousness in his head never slowing down. What does this mean? Are we still friends? Are we still going to hang out how we used to? Are they going to tell anyone else? He lay there for nearly an hour, brain never slowing enough to allow him to fall back to sleep. Just as he was about to get up, he heard Nic stirring and he stilled, not ready to face … whatever this was yet. Maybe another hour would help. Or a year. Or ten.

			From his sleeping spot, Cory listened as Nic got up, eventually walking to the bathroom to pee. Then he heard some rustling and the sound of keys being grabbed before the door was opened, closed, and locked. Cory released his breath and relaxed.

			That was dumb. It’s not like I can avoid this forever. Or even that much longer. Maybe I should just go home. If I get dressed and start walking now, I can have Mom meet me at the gas station down the road in like thirty minutes.

			Just as Cory was gathering enough courage to put his own plan in motion, Derek shifted on the bed, rolling over, his arm falling over Cory’s waist. After waiting a moment, Cory attempted to slip Derek’s arm off him when the sleeping boy moved again. Cory’s eyes went wide as he felt Derek’s arm tighten and pull him back, pressing him against his chest.

			Cory’s voice caught in his throat. This was even weirder than whatever last night ended up being. What was Derek doing trying to cuddle him? Isn’t he straight?

			The sound of incoherent mumbling gave him his answer: Derek was still asleep.

			Slowly, Cory’s panic abated. Things were confusing enough as they were. Besides, it felt nice being held like this. He could see doing this with a boyfriend or something in the future. Derek shifted again, this time grinding his crotch forward against Cory’s ass, making the smaller boy’s breath hitch. He had been ignoring his own morning wood this entire time, traitorously betraying any protests about his feelings regarding the prior evening.

			This … This, Cory could definitely see doing again. Fuck, that cock was big. It was a miracle his jaw wasn’t still sore this morning. As Derek continued to periodically grind his cock against Cory, Cory began to subconsciously grind his ass back to meet him. The arm around his waist remained tight, but there was no indication that Derek was waking up. Mentally exhausted from all of the emotional hoops he’d been jumping through this morning, Cory managed to stop thinking and let himself enjoy this.

			Cory was not new to having his butt played with. It was just that prior to today, he was the only one who had ever played with it. It wasn’t like Derek was hitting the “target” anyway, but they were both in only their underwear—he could feel everything. Cory continued to grind his ass back onto Derek’s cock, feeling every time it pulsed against him. He started angling his hips more and more, as much as he could with Derek’s grip on his waist. If he could just move this way a little bit…

			“WAKE UP! IT’S TIME FOR BREAKFAST!!!!” Nic’s shout echoed through the room as he burst through the front door. Cory hadn’t even heard the lock.

			Cory couldn’t hear anything over the sounds of his ears ringing and his heart pounding. His face was currently buried in the mattress, having barely fought the urge to scream in surprise at Nic’s sudden return to the cabin. Derek was also startled awake, pulling away from him suddenly. As they both attempted to calm down, Nic dropped two McDonald’s bags on the table before moving into the kitchen, all the while singing “Oh, What a Beautiful Mornin’” at an obnoxiously loud volume. Once he had caught his breath, Cory turned over, looking at Derek who met his gaze. He gave Cory a strange look for a second, a half-smile, like he couldn’t remember something, before turning and standing from the bed.

			“Thanks, and you’re an asshole,” he announced as Nic walked back into the room, both of them homing in on the bags of food.

			Cory looked on in near disbelief before he heard his stomach growl. Fuck, he was hungry. After willing most of his erection away, he got off the bed and joined them, grabbing one of the sandwiches and tucking in.

			“Fanks,” he said around the sausage, egg, and biscuit in his mouth.

			“Figured you would have learned last night not to talk with your mouth full,” Nic teased from across the table, making Cory blush.

			As the trio ate their breakfast together, Cory began to relax. Things felt like they always had, the three of them hanging out, having fun, being friends. Other than the full mouth comment, neither friend had made any attempt to push things in the direction they went last night. Cory felt somewhat relieved but also confused. What else were they plotting?

			[image: ]

			The rest of the day was pretty much the same. After eating, the three lounged around the cabin for a bit. Not like they had anything to do. They headed into town in the afternoon to grab some lunch, bringing it back to the cabin to eat. As the sun was setting, the boys were once again around the TV, this time watching a movie.

			“This is somehow both the best and worst thing we’ve ever watched here,” Cory said to no one in particular. The killer clowns were going on a rampage through town, though for what none of the three viewers could tell you.

			“I dunno. The Room was pretty fantastically terrible,” Nic called back.

			“Hey, Cor, toss this in the sink and grab us some beers.” Derek held out his empty glass and continued watching the TV, not waiting for a response.

			“Uh, sure, D.” Cory accepted the glass (and order) and moved toward the kitchen.

			As he grabbed some of the remaining beers from the fridge, a feeling grew in the pit of his stomach. Something was coming. He walked back into the room and handed the cans to Derek and Nic, keeping one for himself.

			“Good boy,” Derek said, entirely sincere, and returned to watching the movie.

			Cory then realized that the two of them had moved onto the couch, and he no longer had a seat of his own. He gave them both an annoyed look before sitting on the floor between them, nursing his beer. He was gonna need it.

			Nic was next to ask for something: a bag of chips. Cory received another “good boy” for his troubles. Was this their plan after last night’s blowjob training? Seriously?

			After being given a few more minor tasks—another beer, Derek’s phone, turning off a lamp—Cory had resigned himself to it being a boring night. He was sadder about that fact than he wanted to admit to himself. So Derek’s next order caught him off guard.

			“Cory, boy, why don’t you move over here?” Derek spoke as he pointed to the floor between his legs. “My feet are killing me. Could use a foot rub.”

			“Uh.” Cory looked to where Derek was pointing before looking at the two of them on the couch. Nic was smirking, wanting to see what was going to happen next, but Derek was simply smiling gently. Expectantly. “O-okay, sir. I mean, yes, sir.”

			Cory moved into position, back now turned to the TV. He could still hear it, but he wasn’t paying attention anymore. Right now, Derek had all his attention. As he took Derek’s right foot into his hands, he looked up and met Derek’s eyes, his friend smiling down at him before returning to the movie. Well, Derek had his attention, but he wasn’t giving it back to Cory. Something about that made it even hotter.

			Cory got to work. He was by no means an expert at giving foot massages, but he did his best with what knowledge he had. He rubbed his hands over it gently at first before tightening his grip and starting to press in on the muscle.

			“Mmm, that’s good,” Derek said with a groan above him.

			Cory smiled, growing more confident with his hands. Every noise of pleasure from Derek was like fuel on the fire. Once he had finished with the right foot, he moved onto the left. Starting off gently as he had done before, Cory watched Derek’s face this time as he worked. He did that. He was responsible for making Derek feel good.

			“Fuck, boy. That was great.” Derek was practically melted into the couch, a puddle. “Definitely going to have you do that again.”

			“Alright, my turn.” Nic stuck both his feet out like a child. “Let’s see if you’re really that good.”

			“Yes, sir.” Cory rolled his eyes and moved over to Nic.

			He began his work again, having a routine worked out now. Nic was much, much more expressive than Derek had been with a near-constant litany of under-the-breath moans and barely muttered “holy fucks.” He was also more ticklish than Derek, and Cory had a hard time holding onto his foot at times. Still, he once again enjoyed watching the face of his friend as he worked, knowing what a good job he was doing.

			Eventually, he was done. The movie was still playing, but Cory had no interest in turning around to finish watching now. He remained in his spot on the floor in front of Nic, waiting to see what they might want next.

			“Fuck, that was good. Good job, boy.” Nic tousled his hair as he praised him. It actually felt sincere this time, too. “And since you’re already down there…”

			Nic began rubbing his cock through his shorts. Cory’s eyes were drawn to Nic’s hand and what it was doing, and he subconsciously licked his lips. He wanted more.

			“Yes, sir.” He shifted onto his knees, moving closer to the couch.

			Feeling confident after the foot rubs, Cory didn’t wait for Nic to pull his cock out and began to grope it through the fabric himself. He could feel it pulse as it grew under his hand. He then reached up toward Nic’s waistband and pulled it down.

			Nic raised himself up slightly, allowing Cory to pull his shorts and underwear all the way off. Cory kneeled between Nic’s naked thighs staring at the exposed, pulsing cock. He reached forward to take it in his hand and began to gently stroke it, pulling the hood back over the head.

			Here we are again, old friend, he told the dick in his hand. Laughing to himself, he aimed the dick toward his mouth and lowered his head, wrapping his lips around the head. Nic let out a gentle sigh as Cory began bobbing up and down his cock.

			“Shit, that took a lot less work than last night,” Derek said from his seat, watching the show in front of him. “See, boy? Everyone is getting something they want. Don’t overthink it.”

			Cory took note of Derek’s words as he continued to work, trying to swallow down more cock without gagging. It wasn’t easy, and memories of last night began filling Cory’s head. He managed to swallow nearly three-quarters of Nic’s dick before his gag reflex kicked in. So he soldiered on, figuring out just how much gagging he could take, drool escaping around the cock in his mouth.

			After he found a good rhythm, Cory lost himself in what he was doing for a few minutes until he was brought out of his haze by someone grabbing his wrist. To his left, Derek’s pants were already off, and he had clearly been jerking himself. Now he was closer and expected Cory to start multitasking. They were training him, after all.

			Cory gripped Derek’s cock and gently stroked his hand up and down. It took a little practice at first, but he was soon able to stroke Derek’s dick with the same rhythm he was sucking Nic’s. Neither boy made any attempt to slow down or change what he was doing. It seemed to be a pleasant surprise how easily and eagerly Cory was servicing them.

			For his part, Cory simply wasn’t letting himself think too much about it. He knew he would probably regret doing that later, but he also knew that he would have regretted not doing this when he had the chance. Derek was right. Everyone was getting something they wanted, so why fight it?

			Without being told, Cory switched over to Derek. With his own saliva slicking the way, Cory stroked his hand up and down Nic’s cock as he swallowed down Derek’s. Already warmed up, he began to work the cock into his throat right away.

			“Holy… Damn, boy!” Derek was happily surprised by the eager mouth. “Slow down. There’s plenty of dick to go around.”

			Cory looked up at Derek, smiling with his eyes as he continued to work his mouth. He was enjoying the small amount of power this gave him over these two. Derek narrowed his eyes but smiled back. Uh-oh. That’s his “I’ve got a bad idea” face.

			Cory once again threw himself into his work, finding a good rhythm, and again lost track of everything except the now two cocks in his mouth and hands. He continued to swap between the two of them, spending a few minutes on one cock while stroking the other, and then switching. All the while, he kept trying to push himself further, to take them deeper, to hold his breath longer. The boy was well on his way to becoming a grade-A cocksucker.

			The movie had long since ended, and no one currently on the couch could tell you how. In fact, as soon as Cory started groping Nic’s crotch, any thoughts they had of watching the movie flew out the window too. Content to allow Cory to work, both boys could only lay back and watch. With Cory switching between them every few minutes, neither boy was particularly close to finishing. Cory had just moved back over to Derek from Nic when Nic got up from the couch. Cory paused, cock halfway in his mouth, and looked over.

			“Keep going, boy. I’ll be right back. Just gonna find something…” He trailed off as he headed toward the kitchen.

			Cory resumed his blowjob, giving no more thought to whatever Nic might be up to. With only one person to worry about now, Cory could focus entirely on what he was doing to Derek. Cory became so focused on Derek that he was startled when he felt Nic touch his hip from behind, causing Derek to stifle a laugh.

			“It’s just me, Cor.” Nic spoke to him gently. “Keep going. Just figured this was a good time to start the next part of your training.” Cory felt his underwear being tugged down and heard the sound of a plastic cap being popped open. “This is gonna feel a little cold.”

			What is he talking abou—AAAHHH! Cory let out a yelp of surprise as he felt the cold, presumably lube-covered finger touch his ass, pulling off Derek’s cock quickly. Little was an understatement. He turned and quickly pressed his back against the couch, protecting his backside from further prodding.

			“What are you doing?!” Cory asked, as though he didn’t already know.

			Which was exactly the look Nic gave him.

			“I think you know what I’m doing, Cory,” Nic responded calmly. “We all know this wasn’t going to stop at blowjobs. You know you wouldn’t want to stop at blowjobs.”

			“But can’t we … talk about it first?” Cory fretted, almost whining.

			“Okay. Let’s talk about it,” Nic continued in his calm demeanor. “You’ve enjoyed everything we’ve done so far, haven’t you?”

			Cory nodded. It may not have been how he would have liked for some of this to go down, but he couldn’t deny how turned on he had been by everything. Not even just the sex but the domination—the parts where Cory had no say, where Nic and Derek had just taken and ordered.

			“And you want to keep going, right?” Nic continued.

			Cory nodded again, hesitantly. He thought he did. He was just a little nervous about everything that entailed. And from his internet search history, he knew exactly what was at stake.

			“So then, this is the next step, Cory: You getting fucked.” Nic looked him directly in the eye as he spoke, tone still calm. “Here. Now. By me.”

			“Ye-yes, sir.” Cory swallowed the lump in his throat, nodding his head in acquiescence. 

			Cory felt a hand begin stroking his hair. Derek.

			“Hey. It’s gonna be okay, Cor.” His gentle tone helped calm Cory’s nerves. “It’s the same as last night. Who better for your first time than your two best friends?”

			Cory took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He did want this. How many times had he played with his ass? Sure, it had mostly been with his fingers so far, and sure, maybe he bought a toy he kept really well hidden, but getting fucked was something he fantasized about all the time. And here he was with the chance to get fucked by not just one but two incredibly hot guys, his closest friends in the world. He focused on his earlier mantra: Stop overthinking it and just do it.

			“Okay, sir.” He peeked one eye open at Nic. “How do you want me?”

			“Strip.” Nic smiled in reply and winked. “Then get just how you were before, boy. A dick in your mouth should help distract you.”

			“Watch your teeth on my cock, Cor,” Derek warned from the couch.

			Cory laughed, tension leaving his body a little.

			“Noted, sir.” He settled back on his knees, face in Derek’s crotch, and took him back into his mouth.

			He felt Nic’s hand on his hip before he felt cool fingers once again reach his ass. Shuddering at the temperature, he stopped himself from bolting again like last time. He tried to focus on Derek in his mouth as Nic’s fingers prodded at his hole. Finding his target, Nic began to press his first finger in. Cory inhaled sharply and went still as he felt the finger breach him. He continued to take deep breaths as he felt Nic push farther in before stopping.

			“Breathe, Cory,” Nic instructed, trying to get him to relax.

			Cory was doing his best. He had done this before, alone in his room, and it wasn’t as though Nic had fingers massively bigger than his own. But it was so different having someone else do it. He couldn’t control it, didn’t know what was going to happen next. And he loved it. The stretch in his hole may have burned a little, but his cock was throbbing between his legs.

			Cory resumed sucking on Derek as his breathing leveled out. Once he felt relaxed enough, Nic pulled his finger back before pushing it back in, a little deeper than before. Cory tensed up again, though not as much as the first time, and he tried to focus on the breathing and cocksucking he was also trying to do at the same time. This continued as Nic picked up the pace, eventually fucking his index finger in and out of Cory’s ass up to the second knuckle with relative ease. Then, Nic found his prostate.

			“MmmMMMmmm” was the noise that came from Cory, still attached by mouth to Derek. He pressed his ass back without even thinking about it.

			“Haha, alright.” Nic slowly removed his finger entirely causing Cory to whine at its loss. “Time for finger number two.” He squeezed out a little more lube, applying it generously to both fingers.

			“Ready?” Nic didn’t wait for an answer as he pressed both his fingers into Cory’s hole.

			Another sharp intake of breath was all Cory can manage, Derek’s cock falling out of his mouth entirely. Letting out a low whine of pain, he buried his face into Derek’s thigh. Fuck, maybe his fingers were massive compared to Cory’s?

			“Hey, you alright?” Derek’s hand was on his head as he spoke. “Your hand is kinda digging into my leg.”

			Lifting his head up, Cory saw that his hands were currently white-knuckling Derek’s thighs.

			“Sorry, sir.” He released them hurriedly before lowering his head again.

			“It’s alright, boy. You seem pretty distracted.” Cory could hear the smirk in his tone. Asshole. Hot asshole. With a big dick.

			Nic cleared his throat before wiggling his fingers a little, getting Cory’s attention before he pressed them farther in.

			“Fuck…” Cory said under his breath before pointing Derek’s now half-hard cock back toward his mouth. He just needed to breathe and focus on doing this.

			Nic followed the same pattern as he had previously, pulling his fingers back and then pushing them back in, each time a little deeper and faster than before. Sooner than before, he once again found Cory’s prostate. Cory again moaned around the cock in his mouth and began to push back onto Nic’s fingers. Nic took his time, playing with his two fingers and seeing just what made Cory react the most.

			Cory was in heaven. Eyes closed, he methodically bobbed up and down on Derek’s dick while at the same time rocking his ass backward, thighs spread as much as he could manage. This felt great, better than any time he had played with himself. Every time Nic pressed against that gland, his knees would buckle, and he just wanted more.

			Things couldn’t end there, though. Nic extracted both his fingers, eliciting another whine from Cory. Chuckling, he quickly lubed a third finger and rested all three against Cory’s hole. The still-virgin took a deep breath and tried to relax, knowing what was coming next as Nic pushed in.

			Fuuuuuuuck, that burns. I’m so full. Stretched wide. Seriously, what kind of monster fingers does Nic have?! Fuck! He tried once again to focus on sucking on Derek. Releasing Derek’s cock, he pushed his face into his balls, licking and sucking on the skin, anything to distract him. As Nic began pumping his fingers in and out, the burn lessened but the feeling of fullness never abated. He’d never tried this many fingers before by himself. What was a dick going to feel like?

			He wouldn’t have to wait long to find out.

			“Alright, boy.” Nic extracted his fingers for the final time. “I think you’re ready.” He punctuated his statement with a light spank.

			Cory released Derek from his mouth and turned his head, waiting for his next instruction. Nic provided it. “Over to the bed. On your back. Might as well be comfortable for your first time, right?”

			“Yes, sir,” Cory agreed, standing and carefully walking over to the bed. Even though it was only three fingers, he still felt like he just got reamed out—and now it was time for the real thing.

			“Since you got the first crack at his mouth,” Nic spoke to Derek as he followed Cory, “I get first dibs on his ass. Cool?”

			“Sounds fair to me.” Nic sometimes made a big deal about going second, but Derek didn’t mind.

			Cory watched as his friends discussed his virginity like it was something to be traded for or sold. It made his cock throb again. Nic noticed as he stood over Cory and smirked.

			“Glad to see you’re enjoying yourself. Gonna need to do something about keeping that,” he pointed to Cory’s hard and leaking cock, “out of the way.” He tossed some underwear to Cory. It was a jockstrap. “Put it on.”

			He did. It fit him well enough, maybe a little snug around the waist. His cock, still hard, was trapped in the front pouch, but his ass was still out in the open. Perfect for two straight guys who want to take advantage of their gay friend’s holes without any unwanted penises getting in the way. Nic climbed onto the pullout bed, walking on his knees toward Cory, settling between his legs.

			“Hey, hand me the lube?” Nic asked Derek, who was headed over for a front row seat. He tossed it to Nic as he walked over, standing behind the couch over Cory. “Thanks.”

			The bottle was old, dating back a few years to when the boys got their hands on one of Derek’s dad’s old porn DVDs, and they engaged in a little group masturbation. It would happen a few times their freshman year—and then was never brought up again. Cory watched as Nic opened the cap and applied it generously to his cock. He was entranced as the hand stroked up and down the slick cock, each passing stroke making him hornier and more anxious. When Nic was satisfied, he closed the bottle, moving closer to Cory and lifting his legs in his hands.

			“Ready to have your cherry popped, boy?” Nic asked as he looked down at him. His tone was gentle, despite the crudeness of his words.

			“Yes, sir,” Cory answered. Not that he really thought he had any other choice at this point anyway.

			Still smiling, Nic lifted his legs farther, resting Cory’s feet on his shoulders. Then, aiming with one hand and holding one of Cory’s thighs back with the other, Nic pushed his cock toward Cory’s ass, seeking out his hole. Cory could feel the cockhead resting against his ass and tensed up.

			“Relax, boy. Breathe,” Nic spoke to him calmly as he pressed forward. “Think about how much you’ve wanted this.”

			Cory yelped when the head of Nic’s cock breached the ring of his ass, quickly clamping his hand over his mouth to try and block the offending sound. Nic held still, allowing the boy to get used to the new stretch in his hole. Once he felt him relax enough, he began to push forward farther, getting Cory past the first few inches.

			Goddammit, that’s a big cock. This was a terrible idea. He’s going to destroy my poor hole by the time the night is over. Cory’s thoughts ran wild as he felt his ass being split open.

			“Breathe, boy,” Nic reminded him with an order.

			Cory let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. He focused on his breathing and leveled it out, relaxing his ass in spite of the pain. As he relaxed, Nic pushed more until he was almost five inches inside of Cory.

			“More than halfway there, boy.” Nic spoke to Cory with almost a sense of pride in his voice. “That’s deeper than my fingers went. Just a few more inches. You’re doing great.”

			Cory gave what could best be described as a Charlie Brown smile, happy to receive the praise but unable to ignore the fact that his ass was on fire. Nic went still again as he waited for Cory to relax, watching his face for emotion. He could be patient when he wanted.

			Now that he was most of the way inside, Nic was able to start thrusting. Pulling back by only an inch at first, Nic began to very slowly fuck Cory. Just like with his mouth, each time Nic pushed in, he would go a little faster and deeper. The more Cory relaxed, the easier it was to angle his thrusts.

			As Cory relaxed, he started to feel things other than just the pain and burn of the stretch in his ass. The main thing he was feeling was full, but eventually Nic’s cock began to hit the right spots inside of him. As Nic made longer and longer thrusts, his cock would scrape over his prostate, causing Cory to groan, and as Nic got faster, Cory’s moans became more frequent.

			“Fuck, dude,” Derek said as he watched the scene from behind the couch. “He’s fucking loving it.”

			Cory’s eyes were closed, his hands grabbing wildly at the sheets on the mattress, a constant litany of moans and groans spilling from his mouth. The faster Nic moved, the harder it was to concentrate on anything else. Good thing that was all he needed to do.

			“And I’m not even all the way inside him yet. I told you this was a great fucking idea!” Nic happily exclaimed as he continued to fuck most of his cock in and out of his best friend. Seeing the state Cory was in, Nic was done with the warm up and ready to really get this fuck started. On his next few thrusts, he closed the gap between his hips and Cory’s ass, finally bottoming out inside of him. “That’s it, boy. That’s everything.”

			Cory could feel the scrape of Nic’s pubic hair against his ass and thighs. He felt so full, which made sense seeing as he had a solid seven inches of cock in his ass. His hole still burned slightly as it stretched around Nic. He kept opening his mouth to talk, but whenever he did, he had no idea what he was trying to say. His foot twitched on Nic’s shoulder, a reflex from some muscle he didn’t know was being stretched.

			“Nnngghh…” Cory whined as he looked up to Nic, unsure of what he was trying to ask for.

			Nic watched the storm of emotions cross Cory’s face. It was one of the only things distracting him from just how tight the boy was. Fuck, it was way tighter than any of the girls he’d been with. Well, except maybe Molly Paterson. She let him try anal—and taught him how to stretch her out first. This was at least as tight as that, if not a little tighter. Cory’s hole was twitching wildly around his cock, squeezing him almost rhythmically as the boy was trying to simultaneously relax and expel the thick intruder. He didn’t have a hair trigger, but still, he wasn’t taking any chances.

			Nic waited until Cory’s breath was calm, his hands and feet no longer scrabbling and twitching, before he returned to moving his cock in and out of the boy’s ass. Most of his hole was nicely relaxed by now, but Nic still only pulled back a couple of inches at a time, slowly, before pushing back in. As his hips met Cory’s ass, a very low, half-whine/half-moan escaped from Cory’s mouth. Seemingly involuntary, the moans only grew as Nic’s thrusts became longer and faster.

			“Fuck,” Derek said from his spot behind the couch, “he’s really getting into it.”

			“Yeah…” Nic trailed off, only half-listening.

			He was far more interested in what was happening underneath him, what he was doing. He could see what Cory was feeling with every stroke of his cock. As he pulled his cock back, he could see, could feel Cory relax, until he was left with barely a few inches inside, almost gasping as he inhaled. That same breath would then be expelled as Nic drove his cock back inside in the form of a moan, punctuated with a slap as their skin met.

			Nic watched the process repeat like clockwork, only changing the speed of his thrusts as he watched Cory’s eyes. At times they were hazy and unfocused, looking up at the ceiling like it wasn’t there, overwhelmed. At other times, his eyes were locked on Nic’s, a silent plea to continue making him feel the amazing things he was feeling. And Nic had no intention of stopping.

			He did want to change positions though. His thighs were getting tired from being spread the way they were, and it wasn’t great for picking up speed either. Grabbing Cory by the backs of his knees, he pressed his thighs back, his athletic body easily bending Cory’s into the position he wanted. Moving his knees together, he knelt over his friend as he held his thighs spread wide. Looking down, he could see where his cock met Cory’s hole, just below the pouch of the jockstrap. 

			“Get ready, boy.” His
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