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The stars were just starting to come out when Teddy and I finished the dinner dishes and headed down to the lake. We’d drunk a lot of wine before and during the meal, and it was now time to enjoy some of the killer weed I’d scored just before we made the drive up from the city.

Teddy had been my closest friend in junior high and high school and we had stayed in touch after graduation despite going to different colleges. I hadn’t seen him at all, though, during our junior year, so when I invited him to spend the last weekend of summer at my parents’ cabin he eagerly agreed. 

The plan – not that much thought had gone into it  – was to relax, loll on the deck and stay stoned, with maybe a short hike or swim now and then.

Our cabin sits on a secluded cove on a big lake in the California mountains, with lots of pine and spruce trees around it and a small dock where we keep a couple of kayaks. The lake water is cool even on a hot day, but not so cold that it takes the edge off a good buzz.

We sat there for a while dangling our feet in the water, passing a joint back and forth. Half the joint turned out to be plenty, so I let it go out and set it aside to finish later. 

Teddy and I were quiet for a long time, gazing at the water and the stars and enjoying the high. There was just enough light from the small dock light to see his face.

It was still quite warm, and after a time Teddy suggested we go for a swim.

“Did you bring a suit?” I asked.

“No, but there’s nobody around,” he said. “Let’s just skinny-dip.”

This was no big deal; even if it hadn’t been dark, we have no near neighbors. Nor were Teddy and I embarrassed about nudity. We had seen each other naked many times in the locker room and at occasional sleepovers when we were younger.

But I noticed as we stripped that he had gotten more muscular; he must have been working out at school. I felt a twinge of jealousy. Teddy had always been a good-looking guy and had good success with girls; it almost seemed unfair that he had improved physically since high school.  Not that I’m some sort of troll. I’ve been told I’m good-looking and I’m in good shape from swimming regularly. I never had Teddy’s way with women, though.

No matter. When we were both naked we jumped in, hooting and hollering at the abrupt temperature change.

Teddy was in a playful mood. He swam around making motorboat noises and squirting water with his cupped hands. 

“Having fun?” I asked. 

“Loads,” he said. “Feels good to blow off some steam before going back to school.”

The water near the end of the dock is eight or nine feet deep, which means you’re treading water most of the time, but in one spot I remembered there’s a flat rock you can stand on. I found it with my feet and stood up, the water lapping around my chest.

Teddy swam over.

“Room for me, too?”

“Barely,” I said.

I gave him a hand up. Only then did I realize the rock wasn’t as broad as I remembered, and that we’d have to stand awfully close together if both of us were to fit.

Which was fine, until I felt something poke me in the hip. 

I realized with a start that it was Teddy’s cock, and he seemed to be hard.

What the hell?

I pretended I hadn’t felt anything, but then he bumped me again.

“Dude,” I said, attempting to joke about the situation, “be careful where you put that thing.”

“Who says I wasn’t being careful?” 

I laughed, but uneasily. What did he mean by that? Did he mean he’d intentionally poked me with his dick?

Nah, I decided. Teddy was straight as they came.

Still, there we were, standing close together on the rock, both naked, and one of us had a hard-on.

No, two of us. Very much to my surprise and against my will, I was getting hard, too. 

What the fuck?

I glanced at Teddy. He was smiling. 

I felt uneasy. Did he somehow know I had a boner, too? 

And if so, why would it make him smile?

There was an awkward pause. The atmosphere had changed in a way I couldn’t define and wasn’t sure I liked.

I covered up my uneasiness by slipping off the rock and swimming back to the dock. Teddy followed a few seconds later. I climbed out of the water and reached for my clothes. When I turned around Teddy was standing there naked, and he still had a noticeable boner. 

It was an uncomfortable situation for me, and I again tried to joke my way out of it.

“Dude,” I said. “Are you into me?”

“Looks that way, doesn’t it?” 

I was a little unnerved at the calm and casual way he said it.

“Looks like you’re kinda into me, too,” Teddy said, pointing at my dick, which wasn’t as hard as his but was definitely chubbed up.

“Fuck you,” I said, turning my back to him and pulling on my clothes. When I was dressed I headed up the path to the cabin. 

What the fuck was going on? Had Teddy made a pass at me?

When I got back to the cabin I plopped into a chair on the deck and poured myself another glass of wine. I was confused, and a little pissed off as well.

Teddy followed a minute later. I didn’t look at him as he sank into another chair. 

My mind was full of questions, but I decided not to ask any of them.

“Let’s finish this doobie,” I finally said.

“Sure.” 

We smoked what was left of the joint in silence. After a few minutes, I calmed down, and eventually convinced myself I was overthinking things.

Teddy helped me by changing the subject. He asked me whether I had made new friends at school, what courses I would be taking that fall, etc. The atmosphere relaxed, and for a time I pretty much forgot about the incident on the rock.

Finally, it was time for bed. I got up, stretched and turned to go inside. It was only then that I realized how awkward the sleeping arrangements would be. 

Our cabin isn’t meant to sleep a crowd; aside from the main room, which has several easy chairs and a love seat but no proper couch, there’s one bedroom where my parents sleep and another one with bunk beds where my brother and I used to sleep. 

I had forgotten, though, that my dad’s summer project was to rebuild the bunk beds, which had been big enough for two kids but not for two adults, and he was only halfway finished. 

That meant Teddy and I would have to share the bed.

True, we had had a bunch of sleepovers when we were teenagers, but we had never shared a bed, and the idea of doing it now – after our aquatic bonerfest – seemed more problematic. 

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

“I’ll sleep in a chair,” I heard Teddy say behind me.

I turned around. 

“No, you’ll never get a decent night’s sleep doing that,” I said. “We can share.”

I wasn’t really comfortable with the idea, but I didn’t want to be a prick, either.

I went into the bathroom, brushed my teeth and put on a pair of boxers. It was too warm in the cabin to wear more. I lay down on one side of the bed, facing the wall, and closed my eyes.

I heard Teddy go into the bathroom. After a few minutes he came out and got in bed on the other side. 

“Night, Tom,” he said, switching off the overhead light. 

“Night.”

The room wasn’t totally dark. The moon had risen, and some of its silvery light streamed through the window and onto the bed.

I lay still for several minutes, trying to relax enough to go to sleep. 

But sleep would not come; all I could think about was the feel of Teddy's cock bouncing against my hip and the sight of his erection on the dock. 

I’d been surprised at how big it was; on those occasions when we’d been naked together, I had been too self-conscious to give him a good look. 

I’ve always thought I had a pretty nice cock, but his was...... 

Fucking hell, why was I having these thoughts? I’m not gay. I have no interest in guys. 

But why is my dick stiffening up again?  

It didn’t help that I was still drunk and stoned; wine and dope in combination always made me horny.  Pretty soon I had a serious erection. 

Damn, I thought. This is so awkward.  If I was alone I’d just whip out my dick and rub one out. No way in hell I’m doing that now.

But as soon as I told myself that jacking off with Teddy so near was out of the question, I started wondering what it would be like.

Then I wondered if he was thinking the same thing. Was he lying there with an erection, too, wishing he could whip it out and wank away?

Yeah, I knew that guys our age sometimes jacked off together, and that it didn’t necessarily mean they were gay. But I’d never been tempted to try it myself, and I’d never felt like I was missing something.

Now I wondered if maybe I had. 

I was getting uncomfortable. My boxers had gotten twisted around me, and my hard cock was pinned at an awkward angle. Trying not to make noise, I lifted my hips to loosen my boxers and slipped a hand in to free my shaft. 

The minute I touched my aching cock I made an involuntary grunt.

Shit, I thought. If Teddy heard that, he might think I’m playing with myself.

I heard a rustling sound. Teddy was moving in the bed. 

I was still facing the wall, so I couldn’t see what he was doing. 

Then I felt his hand on my hip.

I froze. 

What the hell?

Time seemed to stop. My heart was pounding. 

And my dick was throbbing.

What should I do?

Part of me was horrified. I’m a straight guy, and Teddy clearly had something gay in mind.

But part of me was suddenly very curious where this might lead. 

Besides, I was desperate for relief, and my inhibitions were weakening. 

Teddy was evidently waiting for me to give him a sign. His hand was still on my hip.

After several agonizing seconds, desperation and curiosity won out. I rolled in his direction onto my back.

I had as much as told him to keep going. Would he? 

My heart was beating so hard I was sure he could hear it. 

I turned my head cautiously in Teddy’s direction. His body was visible in the moonlight but his face was in shadow, so I couldn’t see his expression, much less guess his intentions.

Finally I felt his fingers moving. He slipped his hand through the fly of my boxers and wrapped his fingers around my cock.

I drew a sharp breath.

Oh my God, that feels good. I was so keyed up, it was all I could do not to cry out. 

Teddy gave my cock a little squeeze, then his hand started moving, stroking me slowly but firmly. Again I gasped. I could not believe how good
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