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Well, there's not a lot to know about me I guess; I'm pretty average. I'm in college, I have a brother, and my parents are divorced. My dad's a construction worker and my mom's a real estate agent.

I'm usually kind of shy and quiet most of the time, but my life has been changing lately. I've got some guys in my life that are slowly getting me to come out of my shell and they're doing a pretty good job.

It usually involves getting me out of my pants first.

Which is fine with me, cuz I just can't seem to get enough.

I've been having quite an interesting summer discovering that the cop next door, Brady, and Mr. Greenspan, the older man on the other side of our house, are both interested in taking advantage of my youthful needs, helping me discover who I am and what I like.

They're teaching me a lot, and I'm eager to learn. I especially enjoy the hands-on lessons.

But I think what's really helping me overcome my shyness is getting involved in sports. My dad's a rugged outdoorsy type, fishing, camping, hockey, and some football. Sometimes I thought he might be disappointed in me for being more of a nerd than a jock, but he always told me to be who I am and to be happy.

But my shyness and my nerdiness seem to be slipping away. I'm starting to change.

After an encounter with a young hot coach's assistant named Paul, in the athletic department's storage room, my life really took a turn. I didn't know it at the time, but his father, who was also a coach at the school, happened to be watching us. But then, I'd seen him, hiding in the shadows, stroking himself.

After Paul and I had finished, I made an excuse to go back to get my phone, claiming I'd left it behind. But what I really wanted to do was taste his dad's hot athletic cock, which I did. And not just that one time.

He suggested I come by his office; he thought I'd make a good candidate for the wrestling team. At first, I had no intention of getting involved in sports, but the coach was pretty persuasive. He showed me the benefits of being part of the team.

He encouraged me to take it seriously. I'd never really been that interested in wrestling until I watched some matches on YouTube. Suddenly, I could see the attraction.

He said he'd give me lots of one-on-one instruction before trying out for the team. He's really hands-on, if you know what I mean. He's taught me a lot of things in his office. He even got the football coach to give me a deep, educational session.

I was beginning to realize these were the kinds of guys I liked. Butch, straight-looking, dominant daddy tops.

But I'm flexible, too.

I'll take them as they cum. Younger, older, muscular, or not.

So I'm expanding my horizons and I'm learning a lot more than just wrestling.

I've also discovered that my brother and my father share a similar interest in men, which kind of surprised me because they both seem so butch and so straight. I had been agonizing for years about how to come out to them, ever since I turned thirteen and knew that I preferred men.

But it's not easy, telling your super straight dad or outgoing sporty brother about that sort of thing. For one, why is it any of their business? I didn't expect them to confide that they liked women. It seemed like kind of a double standard, so I'd decided to keep it to myself.

But then I'd seen my dad and the butch cop from next door in our basement doing the kinds of things that I had fantasized about.

It was a big surprise.

And after I realized my brother had his own little secret.

I was confused but also happy when I found out they weren't as straight as they seemed.

I realized we all had the same secret.

You'd think that finding out that they were a lot like me in that regard would make things easier for me to come clean, but it hadn't. We've talked a little bit about it now and then, kind of just skirting around the subject, but it's still kind of remains largely unspoken because it feels awkward, like something we shouldn't discuss.

So we tend to keep things to ourselves.

Sometimes I'm happy about that.

I want my personal life to remain personal, at least for now, and possibly they feel the same. That being said, we have had some shared encounters which were as hot as they were unexpected. Like the time that that predator cop Brady came into our house and caught the three of us in the shower together and my father taught him a rather hot and forceful lesson on the basement stairs right in front of us.

Or the time I discovered Mr. Greenspan, our neighbor next door, was a dirty old pervert, which I liked because I'd been fantasizing about him doing things to me since I first realized what I wanted. Then a buddy had walked in on us.

That had been a rather awkward moment until he joined in. It felt wrong and yet right at the same time. It also made me wonder if maybe my brother had discovered Mr. Greenspan's dirty little secret before I did. If only I had known sooner, some of my fantasies might have become realities.

It gave me a lot to think about.

Even still, we didn't talk about it afterward, and who knows, that was a good thing. But sometimes I feel like I'm a little out of control because I can't talk to anyone about it. I'm having a lot of sex with a lot of different guys; I just can't help myself. Is that normal? I'm not sure.

Maybe it would be good if I could at least talk to my brother about it. He's older, he's had more experience, and he's always willing to help. He's a good guy. But I just can't bring myself to confide in him.

When I started to worry that maybe I was taking things too far was the night I was at my mom's place and I found out that she was dating Mr. Blanchard, my wrestling coach. The man I'd been getting a lot of one-on-one training with. The man who was showing me the ropes then making me suck his cock and also ride my young, hot ass.

While he and I were in the kitchen, something happened and it was very stupid, foolish, and risky to do, and yet I couldn't help myself. He looked so good in that suit and when he pulled out his cock, I had to suck it. I can't resist him. It's like he has some power over me and I'll do whatever he wants, whenever he wants, wherever he wants.

Every daddy I meet has that power over me.

And I fucking love doing things for them.

Whatever they want.

I've never been a very social person, but now that I'm involved with the wrestling team, and spending some secret time with some older men, I find myself relaxing and overcoming my shyness. I'm meeting more and more guys, some my age, some older, and having a lot of fun with them. I'm not picky.

I even got invited to my first frat party, which was quite interesting. Turns out this particular house has a secret sex room in the basement. Frat boys and older male alumni get together down there for some secret sessions. I got a taste of that action and can understand why a guy might like to join a frat.

I'm not sure if my desires will settle down, but for now, I am going to just give in to my needs. They're very powerful, and I just can't deny them any longer.

I'm in the prime of my life and all I want to do is fuck.

Is that so bad?
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I finally had some time off from school and I needed to get away to think, and try to get things in perspective.

We've got a cabin up north in a secluded, wooded area. My dad purchased the land and built it himself when my brother and I were just kids. He goes there with his buddies, and sometimes by himself, to relax and do some fishing.

We went up there as a family when we were old enough. It's pretty great. I always loved it up there, but I don't use it as much as I should.

The cabin was quite a secluded and quiet place. Nestled on a hillside, it had a great view of what seemed like a never-ending forest. Not a single building, skyscraper, or cell phone tower in sight. The sunsets, which could be enjoyed from the porch, were impressive and always worth enjoying.

There's a trail popular with hikers and fishermen that runs through the area, about five hundred feet below the cabin, across an open meadow with a river cutting through the middle of it. That's where my dad likes to spend a lot of his time when he's there. The water is pristine and the fish are big and healthy, as are most of the men I've seen following the trail, out on a fishing or camping trip.

It's rather rugged from that point on, and I've never seen families braving it, just men. The kind of men that enjoy the rough terrain and testing the limits of their physical endurance.

One wrong turn and you could find yourself lost in those woods.

I'd fantasized about those men once I'd realized what I liked, but I hadn't gone up there expecting anything to happen. I had to admit, though, on the drive up, I'd had plenty of time to fantasize about the possibility.

Men, sometimes in small groups, would come along that path, stop and check out the river. It was deep there, and the water was moving at just the right speed, or so my father had said. Sometimes these guys would stop and fish for two or three hours.

Sometimes they'd even set up camp for a few days. Other times they would just keep on walking, heading for some favorite spot they'd picked as their own.

Sometimes hikers would be walking along the path, look up and see the cabin. Now and then a few of them would come up to get some water, or just to chat if we were sitting on the porch.

It didn't happen often, but when it did, we were always friendly and hospitable. It was nice to have a little company now and then. Although I enjoyed the solitude, it could also be a bit lonely, especially after three or four days of being alone.

I had no problem with any of those sorts of interruptions and was always glad to welcome them and help them in any way I could.

To be fair, I was also interested in helping myself to whatever might be in their pants if they offered. Up till now, none ever had, though I still held out hope.

My dad had bought the spot years before he'd met my mother, when it was just a plot of land, using money he'd inherited when his favorite uncle had passed. His uncle had no sons and he'd always been fond of my father. He had known my dad always wanted a cabin up there somewhere and had told him about the place. Abandoned for years, it was available for purchase for just the back taxes, which didn't amount to much.

My dad had spent a few summers, when we were small, building it. As soon as it was livable we'd stayed up there together. The first few years it didn't have running water or electricity, but those memories are some of my favorites.

Now it had been in the family for almost twenty years, and it felt like a second home to me. We'd come up here several times a year as a family, during summer vacation. Then later, after the divorce, just me, my dad, and my brother used the place. My mom had never really liked the cabin, said it was too rustic for her tastes.

Despite being off the grid, it had almost all the comforts of home now. There was a big wood-burning fireplace, a propane stove, a propane heater, hot and cold running water from a rain capture system, a shower, and a solar-powered twelve-volt system that provided light, could run laptops, charge phones, and power the LED TV and the car stereo that provided the cabin's high-quality sound system.

It was off-grid, but it didn't feel like it.

Most of those electronics hardly got much use when we were there, though. The whole point was to get away from the modern world, but they were there if we wanted them, which was usually only when it was raining.

The cabin had knotty pine paneling and a beamed ceiling with a great fieldstone fireplace. There was a generous kitchen with a large eating area. In the back, there were two spacious bedrooms with picture windows facing the woods. Then there was the loft, which was where I usually slept when both the bedrooms were taken.

There was also a bunkhouse which only got used when my dad had a bunch of his friends up here. There was a small gym set, an exercise mat my mom used for her yoga, and the rest was storage.

Across the whole front of the cabin was a long, covered porch where there were several chairs and the most amazing view of the valley. In the morning it was nice to sit out there and watch the hazy night mists rising from the woods.

It was also the best place to enjoy a spectacular sunset, which seemed to happen almost every night.

Sometimes I would sit out there and
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