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So, there I was, having just been used in every possible way several times by Brady and Mr. Greenspan, when the unthinkable happened.

Someone caught us. To make matters worse, or better, I suppose, depending on how you look at it – the person who'd caught me in flagrante delicto, as they say, was my father!

There I was in  Brady's garage, naked, on my knees, with Brady's and Mr. Greenspan's cum leaking from my loose and well-fucked hole. They were both in various stages of undress, but their hard, cum-smeared cocks told the tale more clearly than anything else could have. Those two men had just pumped several loads into me, both ends, and there was my just on the other side of the door of Brady's garage. He knocked again.

"Brady, are you in there?" He paused. "I'm looking for Brandon."

Imagine the horror that washed over me as realization dawned, and the unmistakable sensation of being trapped washed over me. I was about to be caught red-handed, though to be honest, that didn't quite measure up to the reality of the situation.

Brady grabbed his shorts and pulled them on, then headed for the door.

With no chance to escape, no clothing close enough to grab, and no plausible excuse coming to mind, all I could do was hurry around the side of Brady's truck and hide like a coward. I knelt there in the shadows, waiting for whatever was going to happen next.

"Richard," Brady said. "What's up?"

My dad didn't respond right away, probably caught off guard by Brady's relative state of undress. For a moment I wondered if Brady had invited him over just to put me in this exact situation.

For a moment, I was pissed. I mean, he could have given me a heads-up,  right? Given me the choice as to whether I wanted to let my dad catch me like this? I looked over the truck door, peering through the tinted glass. Then I saw my dad wasn't alone, my coach was with him!

"This is Coach Mercer, he's looking for Brandon," my dad said.

Brady grinned. "He was around here earlier. How about you two hang with us till he comes back?"

My dad glanced over at Mr. Greenspan, then shook his head. "I've got  to get to work."

"Hope it's okay if I hang around until he shows up?" Coach Mercer said, his eyes going up and down Brady's  naked body.

"By all means," Brady said. "He should be back at any moment."

"See you guys later," my dad said, then left.

Brady and Coach Mercer just looked at each other for a moment, the tension in the room jolting past ten, at least for me.

Without a word, Coach Mercer came into the garage and stood facing Brady. I couldn't read either of their expressions, but it was clear from their body language that they were sizing each other up.

Pure adrenaline coursed through me. I knew the two of them would get along, but I had a feeling they were going to be rough with each other.

"We were just having a little fun," Brady said, slipping off his shorts so he was naked again. "You wanna join us?"

"Yeah," Coach Mercer said, licking his lips as his eyes traveled down Brady's body to his hard, thick cock.

It was strange seeing Brady naked and Coach Mercer fully clothed – there was a power imbalance in it. Usually, Brady was the one with the power, in his uniform. I know that's how he liked it, being in charge. This wasn't like Brady at all.

When Brady tilted his head slightly, leaned in, and began to kiss my coach, my mouth fell open with surprise. Fuck. Brady was being so gentle! I didn't think he had it in him.

Fucking with Brady was more like wrestling – a full contact sport where you were as likely to get a bruise as you were to get off. Of course, I might be exaggerating a little, but I'd been sore plenty of times after Brady had had his way with me. Not that I'm complaining. I liked it in all different ways. Brady might be a little rough from time to time, but it was always worth it. Always.

"Come on out, Brandon," Brady said, after the kiss ended.

I slipped out from behind the truck and Coach Mercer's eyes settled on me, a small grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. "So you are here," he said.

Brady began to kiss Coach Mercer again. Coach Mercer's eyes were on me, refusing to return Brady's kisses. He just stood there, his face stiff, his lips drawn flat and unresponsive.

Brady kept kissing as his hand slid down Coach's muscular body, and he began to rub the growing lump in his jeans. Coach might not have been responding to Brady's mouth, but his cock was. Brady kept rubbing him, and eventually, Coach closed his eyes and moaned. Eventually, he gave in and began to kiss Brady back.

Soon, they were kissing passionately, their hands roaming, rubbing, squeezing. I glanced at Mr. Greenspan, whose eyes shifted from Brady and Coach Mercer to me. He licked his lips, grabbed his dick, and began stroking it.

Adrenaline coursed through me. I felt trapped, exposed, and really turned on! This couldn't be happening, could it? Brady, Mr. Greenspan, and my coach? Together? But as I looked around the dimly lit garage, I felt a strange kind of excitement. Mr. Greenspan smirked at me, and my stomach did flip-flops.

"I think Brandon's gonna enjoy this," he said, his eyes glittering.

My mind churned as I tried to come up with an explanation, any explanation, for what was happening, but nothing came. Meanwhile, Mr. Greenspan watched intently, licking his lips, and jerking himself shamelessly. The scene unfolding before me felt surreal; it was like watching a play or a movie, except, of course, it wasn't a play or a movie. It wouldn't end nice and tidy with credits rolling up the screen.

Part of me wanted to get up, get dressed, and get out – but I knew it would only make things worse. All I could do was kneel there and watch as Brady seduced Coach Mercer. Then Brady slowly got on his knees and unzipped Coach Mercer's jeans. A moment later, he pulled out Coach's cock, and after glancing up briefly at him, he leaned in and began to suck.

It felt strange, seeing Brady on his knees in front of Coach Mercer, with both me and Mr. Greenspan watching. Coach Mercer was giving in, bit by bit, until finally, Brady's attention got him fully in the mood. He grabbed Brady's head and began to fuck his face slowly, but his eyes were still on me.

Mr. Greenspan moaned. "Why don't you get over here and put that mouth to good use," he growled, aiming his hard dick at me. I could barely take my eyes off Brady and Coach Mercer, but Mr. Greenspan's cock was looking pretty good, so I crawled over, got between his knees, and took his fat tool into my mouth. I began to suck.

"That's right," Mr. Greenspan said. "Suck it."

As I knelt between Mr. Greenspan's legs, my eyes darted between his meaty dick and the sight of Brady hungrily sucking Coach Mercer's hard fat tool. I found it wildly erotic, and my own dick throbbed with anticipation as I took Mr. Greenspan's thick tool into my mouth and got to work.

Now my view of Brady was blocked, but I imagined our heads were bobbing in sync, our mouths filled with hot, throbbing dicks.

"That's right," Mr. Greenspan growled, his voice thick with desire. "Suck it like you mean it. Show me how much you love sucking my cock."

I eagerly obliged, swirling my tongue around the head of his dick and running my fingers along the smooth, tapered shaft. Even though I'd already sucked a couple of loads out of it and taken a few in my ass, I knew I'd never get tired of working and milking that beautiful thing.

The salty sweet taste of his cum-smeared cock filled my mouth, and I sucked harder, feeling it grow bigger and harder in my mouth.

"Don't forget my balls," he growled.

I stopped sucking, grabbed his fat dick around the shaft, and lifted it out of the way so I could get at his ample balls.

I licked the soft, warm skin of his sac, then took one of his nuts into my mouth and sucked it gently. I carefully got the other one in as well. His nuts felt heavy and full against my tongue, and I relished the sensation of them rolling, one, then the other, around in my mouth.

As I licked and sucked his balls, I stroked his cock. He responded with a low, guttural moan, like a wild animal, and the sound sent shivers down my spine. He loved having me tend to his thick dick and balls, and I loved every moment of it. Encouraged, I took both of his nuts into my mouth once more, savoring the warmth and weight of them resting on my tongue.

"Damn, that's good," he moaned. "Such a hot little mouth. Suck those balls. They're still full of cum."

From behind, I heard Brady's eager moans mingling with Coach Mercer's deep groans. I desperately wanted to see what was happening between them. The sounds only intensified my own hunger for Mr. Greenspan's meaty dick and cum-heavy sac, and I felt my own cock twitching impatiently.

My initial surprise and embarrassment was gone – I was in the mood for something more. I wanted to get fucked again. I wanted to feel a hot mouth wrapped around my dick while one of them drove their manly cock up inside me.

Fuck! I was so horny!

The fact that Coach Mercer had caught me naked and on my knees after having serviced Brady and Mr. Greenspan was long forgotten. We were apparently all in the mood – me, more than ever!

But for now, all I did was to focus on pleasing Mr. Greenspan, to make sure he received the best blowjob I could give him. Maybe that's why he and Brady kept coming back for more – because I really put my all into it, sucking those fat cocks.

I really wanted him to enjoy it, my young mouth on his hot
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