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Chapter 1 – The Storm
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Brent dropped his parents off at the airport, promising he'd take care of things at the farm while they were away.  The forecast said a big storm was headed their way—it would be a typical Midwest summer thunderstorm that would roll by in waves, with strong winds and dumping a ton of rain.  By the time he was pulling down the long driveway leading to their farmhouse, the wind was gusting, and large drops of rain were starting to splat down.

As night fell, the storm system blew through.  Brent watched the storm out the big window in the living room but once the worst of it passed, he went to bed and slept through all but the loudest claps of thunder.  He woke up to find the electricity was out, which was not a surprise.  Big storms often knocked out the power out here in the country; the outages usually only lasted a day or so.  

Also, he found the water running from the faucets was a cloudy brown.  This had happened before too, muddy runoff from the fields would dirty their well water.  It too would clear up in a couple days.  It was an inconvenience, but not a disaster.  They had several rain barrels that were now filled with fresh water; he wouldn't go thirsty.

Home from college for the summer, the 21-year-old Brent was looking forward to a break from academia and being back at the family's farm for a while.  In truth, it was a "hobby farm" where his parents had gardens and kept a few cows (more like pets, his mom joked).  They rented the large fields to a "real" farmer, Phil and his family, who lived a few miles away.

Brent was doing well in college; he got good grades, and he'd made friends easily.  He'd also been able to explore his attraction to men, which had led to some enjoyable but non-committal sexual experiences.  While he liked to have fun, he was disciplined enough to prioritize his studies.

After Brent finished a cup of cold, instant coffee, it occurred to him that he should check on the cows and make sure the fences around the pastures weren't damaged in the storm.  Even in mid-morning the air after the storm was thick and humid.  Heading to the pastures, his dark hair already plastered to his forehead, Brent pulled his tee shirt off over his head and tucked it down the back of his pants.  He soon counted all eight cows munching away on the green grass and started walking the perimeter of the three big pastures.

After walking a while, Brent felt his shorts, damp with sweat, chafing him.  Figuring that he was alone, he took those off too.  He had to admit he liked being naked outside, the feel of the sun on his bare skin and the breeze swirling around him.  It made him feel free and, frankly, was a bit of a thrill.  On and off he had an erection that bobbed around as he walked.

Back at the house, he made himself a late breakfast and enjoyed it at the picnic table on the patio.  He eyed the hammock sitting in the shade of the house, it looked inviting.  The hammock was one made of a wide sheet of canvas slung between two horizontal poles which were suspended from a metal frame.  He climbed naked into the hammock, stretched his muscles and put his hands behind his head.

Brent caught a whiff of himself, a familiar scent that was both earthy and musky.  He tilted his nose down to his armpit, inhaling again.  Looking down the length of his body, he was reminded of the skinny kid he used to be.  The gym at the student union had helped change that, though.  He wasn't bulky by any measure, but he was toned, his body lean.

His hand ran over his hairy chest.  As a young teen, he'd been self-conscious when his dark body hair started sprouting all over him, covering his chest and stomach, and dusting his arms and legs.  However, given the reaction of some of his recent sexual partners, it was now more of an asset than a liability.  His hand roamed farther down, over the wiry hair on his torso, through the thicker growth at his groin.  He gently fondled his swelling dick and hairy balls.

The breeze caressed him.  He spit in his hand, and he began stroking his fully awake cock.  Pleasure was growing in his groin; he increased his pace.  Now breathing harder, he took another deep inhale of his scent, held his breath, gritted his teeth, and pumped furiously at his stiff rod.

Then, a deep groan escaped his throat, and he came.  The first shot caught him just under his chin, the next couple landed on his chest and stomach, the rest oozed down over his hand.  With a contented sigh, he wiped his cum-streaked hand on his thigh.  He caught the cum running down his neck and licked a bit of it off his fingers, savoring its saltiness.  Too relaxed to go clean up, he'd leave it for later.  Closing his eyes, he felt the soft breeze and dozed.

A sound startled Brent awake.  He saw a kid with a bicycle standing at the foot of the hammock, looking at him and clearing his throat.

"Jesus!" Brent said, jolting.  "You scared the piss out of me.”  It took a second for him to remember he was sprawled out naked on the hammock.  Instinctively Brent went to cover himself with his hands.  Then he realized this kid was Mike, the neighbor's son.  Brent noticed he'd grown up in the three years Brent had been at college.

Mike stammered an apology, his gaze shifting nervously away from Brent's body.  "My mom sent me over to see if you needed anything.”  Mike’s eyes shifted back to Brent, then quickly down to his bike.

"Oh, uhm, thanks," Brent said, "Yeah, I'm okay, tell her thanks so much."

Mike hesitated, trying to think of something else to say, he continued, "She said it'll be a few more days till the power's back.”  Then Mike asked, "D-did you sleep out here...  like that?" and then busied himself unnecessarily adjusting the kick stand on his bike, taking furtive glances at Brent.

Brent replied, "Yeah, just a nap.”  He clumsily got out of the hammock, his cock and balls exposed and swinging as he stood.  "I should grab some pants," he said, doing his best to cover himself again.  Mike's gaze followed Brent as he went to the screen door and stepped inside.

Brent went quickly to the bathroom just off the kitchen and pulled on a pair of shorts from the hamper.  He looked in the mirror and saw patches of gummy cum matting his chest hair.  JEEZ, he thought, rubbing at the sticky stuff with a hand towel.  He grabbed a tee shirt from the hamper and pulled it on over his head.

Going back outside, he and Mike shook hands and chatted amiably about the storm, Brent's studies, Mike's plans for college, and so on.  Brent decided he liked Mike, he seemed a good kid, a bit awkward, but who wasn't at that age.  How old was Mike, Brent tried to recall, maybe four years his junior? Enough of a difference that, they'd never hung out together when Brent lived at the farm.

They both looked up as a pick-up truck pulled down
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