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Tim hopped into
the back of the pickup truck, careful to avoid the loose nails
rolling around on the bed. Turning, he stuck out his hand.

“Come on,
Dillon,” Tim said.

Dillon grasped
Tim’s wrist. Grunting, Tim helped him up onto the truck as well.
Tim took a moment to watch the already fading red marks where
Dillon’s strong fingers had dug into his flesh. He’d forgotten how
strong Dillon’s hands were. Then again, it had been a long year
away at college.

“Hurry up and
help me get this down,” Dillon said.

They’d gone out
to get Tim’s mom a new dishwasher while she was out at the retreat
for the weekend. Tim thought it was a great idea, though he was mad
that his dad was away as well. Instead, Tim was getting help from
his father’s best friend, Dillon.

Grunting, they
wrestled the heavy black dishwasher down off the truck and up the
driveway.

Tim had never
been much of a handyman, and he marvelled at the way Dillon had
with tools.

“Hand me the
wrench,” Dillon said, lying on his back under the counter arranging
the various drainage tubes required by the new appliance.

Hesitating, Tim
looked at the array of tools at his feet. Dillon had chosen to wear
a pair of loose-fitting shorts, and his legs were splayed around
the blanket where the tools rested. Tim’s eyes travelled up the
muscular calves, which flexed as Dillon shifted position.

His eyes
widened when he saw that Dillon’s short were riding up. Dillon had
apparently chosen to go freebird that day, as the purple head of
his cock poked out, lying against his thigh.

“Shit!” Tim
said, feeling his own cock start to harden. He’d kissed a guy at a
house party on a dare back at college, and it hadn’t been bad. Not
bad at all, actually.

“What—!” Dillon
said, shooting into a sitting position at Tim’s sudden
expletive.

Dillon
apparently forgot that he was right under the counter. The sound of
his forehead banging against the underside of the counter was like
a gunshot, and was immediately followed by the thump of his falling
back down to the floor, clutching at his head.

Immediately,
Tim fell to his hands and knees and pushed his torso into the
cramped space to see if he could help.

“Let me see!”
Tim said, grabbing Dillon’s wrists and trying to pull his hands
away so that he could assess any damage. He was First Aid
certified, so he knew he’d be able to tell if he needed to drive
Dillon to the hospital for stitches or to get a possible concussion
checked out.

Saying “Shh...”
and making other soothing noises, he slowly managed to pry Dillon’s
fingers up. The apprehension built in his stomach. Would there be
blood? Tim knew he wasn’t very good with blood.

He sighed when
saw the small bump Dillon had been clutching. It was small and
hardly bruising at all.

“You big baby,”
Tim said, sliding back.

In his haste to
get back out, he slid one hand down Dillon’s body as he searched
for a place to support his weight.

Tim felt his
fingers move over Dillon’s cock. It was long and thick, and, if Tim
wasn’t mistaken, partially stiff. Tim felt his own cock hardening
in response to Dillon’s apparent arousal.

Though he kept
his fingers moving right on over until he felt smooth and cool
linoleum, it felt as though the moment had lasted much longer.

Attempting to
hide his own growing erection, Tim stood up, but kept himself
slightly bent over. He reached out his hands.

“Come on and
get up, you big baby,” Tim said.

Dillon probed
at the small bump with his fingers for another moment before
snorting and taking Tim’s hands. He apparently either hadn’t
noticed Tim’s accidental grope or didn’t care as Tim pulled him to
his feet.

“Woo! Think I
need a beer after that one. You want one? That damn machine can
wait ‘til tomorrow, far as I’m concerned,” Dillon said as he opened
the fridge and stooped over to grab a couple brown bottles.
Grabbing their necks between his fingers, the bottles clinked as
Dillon pulled them out.

Tim was shocked
as he accepted one of the frosty beers. Dillon had never offered to
drink with him before.

He even put his
arm over Tim’s shoulder as they walked into the living room and sat
down on the couch. Tim opened his bottle and set it on the coffee
table.

Dillon opened
his beer and threw the cap over his shoulder. He took a long
swallow, his eyes fixed on Tim the whole time. When he finally
pulled the bottle away from his lips, he breathed deeply.

“You’ve grown
into quite a man, you know that?” Dillon said, putting his hand on
Tim’s knee. Even through his jeans, Tim could feel the heat of that
touch. His first instinct was to move Dillon’s hand away, but
instead he found himself setting his beer down and placing his own
hand over Dillon’s knuckles.

It was Tim’s
turn to take a long pull from his bottle. The beer made a
pleasantly cool ball in his stomach that radiated out through his
body.

“Thanks,
Dillon,” Tim said, giving Dillon’s fingers a reassuring
squeeze.

Tim shifted as
his cock grew, pressing uncomfortably against the denim around it.
Looking down, he could see his hard shaft outlined in his pants.
Dillon’s fingers were very close to the head of his cock, and
getting closer as the shaft moved farther down his thigh as it
hardened.

“I’m glad that
your mother is away for a while,” Dillon said, “It gives us some
time alone together. I’ve been waiting to get you by yourself for a
while now, but the opportunity never really came up.” Dillon
finished by taking another swig from his beer.

Tim felt his
cock tingle as he listened to Dillon. He wasn’t sure, but he
thought Dillon wanted him. From the way his cock hardened, he knew
he wanted Dillon back. It was like some deep fantasy that he’d
always known he had, but had never admitted to himself. But he had
to be sure. His body trembled with desire and need, but he just had
to be sure.

“Why did you
want me alone, Dillon?” Tim said.

Dillon looked
into his eyes. Dillon’s face was full of desire as well.

“Because I need
you,” Dillon said.

He put his
bottle down on the coffee table, grabbed Tim’s head with both
hands, and pulled him into a kiss.

Tim wrapped his
arms around Dillon’s strong body and pushed him over on the couch
as their kiss deepened. Dillon’s mouth tasted like beer. Tim liked
it.

He felt their
hard cocks rub together through their pants and his body shivered.
There was a bit of wetness against the head of his cock where
precum had leaked out into his boxers.

Tim moved one
of his hands down Dillon’s body. They’d begun grinding their hips
together, the older man’s body responding to the younger one’s.
Both of their cocks were fully hard, pressing against their clothes
trying to get out. Tim shifted onto his side, keeping his mouth
pressed against Dillon’s, as his fingers found the button of
Dillon’s shorts.

Dillon’s body
jerked as Tim undid the button, slid the zipper down, and slipped
his fingers into Dillon’s waistband.

As Tim slid his
fingers down Dillon’s bulging shaft, Dillon groaned. When Tim
reached the head of Dillon’s cock, he wrapped his fingers around
Dillon’s rod and pulled the skin back. Dillon’s cock swelled and
throbbed in his hand.

Pushing his
fingers forward, Tim grasped the head of Dillon’s cock. It was
coated with warm precum, and Tim smeared it around with his
fingertips even while he pulled Dillon’s cock out of his shorts. It
stood straight up, quivering and thick. Tim stroked it, his own
cock throbbing in his pants as more of Dillon’s precum leaked down
over his hand.

Finally, both
of them gasping, they pulled away from their kiss. Their lips were
red from the intensity of it, and were shiny from saliva.

“I want to suck
your cock, Dillon,” Tim said.

He started
moving down Dillon’s body, but Dillon grabbed him by the shoulders.
“No,” Dillon said.

Dillon pushed
Tim up into a sitting position on the couch while he sat up as
well. Tim protested as Dillon continued pushing him over until he
was now lying on his back, Dillon partially lying on him.

“No, Tim. I
want you in me,” Dillon said, kissing Tim’s neck and then sliding
his face down Tim’s torso.

Tim grabbed
handfuls of his own hair and squeezed his eyes shut as he felt
Dillon undo his jeans and tug them partway down his thighs.

Just like
Dillon’s cock, Tim’s sprang up to full attention as Dillon pulled
Tim’s boxers down. Tim shoved his head back against the armrest of
the couch, his eyes still closed, as he felt Dillon’s large, strong
fingers wrap around his shaft midway up his length.

When Tim felt
Dillon’s hot breath wash across the head of his shaft, he let out a
little whimper. Squeezing his fingers a little more tightly, Dillon
jerked Tim’s cock slowly. The tight ring his fingers made pulled at
the skin as it moved all the way down, then all the way up until he
touched the ridge around the head.

Dillon stroked
Tim’s cock like this a few times more, as though he was trying to
milk out as much clear precum as he could. He blew on it.
Goosebumps formed on Tim’s thighs at the sudden sensation of
cold.

Then, without a
word, Dillon opened his mouth and swallowed the head of Tim’s cock.
Tim’s hips bucked as he felt the tip of Dillon’s tongue flick
against that really sensitive part on the bottom of the head.

“Dillon...” Tim
moaned, thrusting his hips up.

The move pushed
his cock even deeper into Dillon’s mouth. Dillon took this
opportunity to grab Tim’s tight ass.

Tim sucked in a
breath as Dillon pulled him by the ass, sinking most of his shaft
into the warm and tight space of his mouth. Dillon had worked up so
much saliva that Tim could feel it running down his cock.

Hands still
squeezing fistfuls of his hair, Tim opened his eyes and looked down
at his arched hips. Dillon looked back up at him. Tim watched as
Dillon pulled his lips slowly up Tim’s shaft, leaving a wet and
shiny trail of saliva over the veins and bulges.



Then Tim let
out a yelp as Dillon simultaneously pulled up against his ass and
slammed his mouth down. Tim couldn’t keep himself from arching his
back even higher as all the muscles in his body seemed to go rigid
at once. He felt and saw the tip of Dillon’s nose press into the
hair at the base of his shaft.

“Oh fuck!” Tim
said as he felt his shaft suddenly swell in Dillon’s mouth.

Dillon pulled
back, apparently not wanting to swallow Tim’s load just yet. Tim’s
cock tingled so much that he felt it all throughout his lower body.
He fought against the urge to come, flexing his shaft as hard as he
could.

As the urge
subsided and the muscles in his back and stomach began relaxing,
Tim untangled his fingers from his hair. His body still jerked as
Dillon licked at the tip of his cock. His cock, covered in saliva,
started feeling a little cold as well. Looking down again, Tim
grabbed Dillon by the back of the head with both hands. Grunting,
he pulled.

Dillon put up
no resistance, letting Tim’s cock slide all the way into his mouth
for the second time. He moaned, sending vibrations down Tim’s rod
that gave him goosebumps again.

“Oh, Dillon...”
Tim said through gritted teeth as his fingers tightened into fists
in Dillon’s hair.

He held
Dillon’s mouth in place as he began grinding his hips. Dillon
grunted and groaned, his own fingers squeezing Tim’s ass harder and
harder.

Only when the
muscles in Tim’s back began trembling from the strain did he stop
grinding. Letting out his breath, he relaxed his grip and let
Dillon’s lips slide part way up his shaft.

When Dillon
tried to sit up, Tim let go completely. Dillon sat up then, letting
go of Tim’s ass. They both panted, looking into each other’s
flushed faces.

“I want you to
fuck me,” Dillon said.

Tim’s cock
trembled at the words. “Okay,” was all he could manage.

First, Dillon
finished pulling off Tim’s pants. Then he stood up and stripped off
his own clothes. Tim started stroking his own cock, feeling how wet
Dillon had made it with his mouth, as he looked at Dillon’s strong
and muscular body.

“Will I be able
to get it in?” Tim asked.

He’d never had
anal sex before, but he’d heard how tight it was, and how hard it
could be to get it in without a lot of lube.

Instead of
answering, Dillon pulled Tim to his feet. He went to his knees in
front of Tim. Tim tensed up, waiting for Dillon to start sucking
his cock again. Instead, he watched as Dillon worked up a lot of
saliva and smeared it all over Tim’s rigid cock with his
tongue.

Smiling at Tim
as he stood, Dillon said, “Nature’s lube.”

Dillon then
went onto his hands and knees on the couch. Tim looked down at
Dillon’s ass, which was on the same level as his stiff cock.
Dillon’s asshole looked like a little wrinkled rosebud. It looked
so tight. Tim’s cock tingled as he grabbed his shaft with one
hand.

Guiding his
cock with his fingers, Tim pressed the head of his cock to Dillon’s
asshole. It felt warm against him. He pushed. Nothing happened.
Gritting his teeth, he pushed harder.

This time,
Dillon moaned as the tip of Tim’s cock started stretching his
asshole open. Tim opened his mouth and sucked in a breath even as
his lips pulled back from his teeth. Nothing had ever gripped his
cock so tightly before. He had to keep hold of his shaft to keep
the head from popping out as he continued pushing.

His face
strained and red, Dillon looked over his shoulder.

“Push!” Dillon
said.

Following his
own advice, he shoved against the couch. Tim’s eyes opened wide as
he watched Dillon’s asshole stretch all the way over the head of
his cock. From there, it was almost easy.

It wasn’t like
having sex with a woman at all. As Tim’s cock plunged inch by inch
into Dillon’s asshole, he couldn’t believe how good it felt. It
held him firmly all the way inside, not just at the opening. He let
go of his shaft as his rod pushed in up to where he’d been holding
his cock.

“Yes...” Dillon
said as Tim’s cock slid balls-deep into him.

Grabbing Dillon
by the hips, Tim started fucking him. He pulled his cock out so
that Dillon’s asshole started trying to stretch over the ridge of
the head, then he shoved it back in all the way. Tim felt sweat
break out on his face as he grunted and moaned at the grip around
his shaft.

Even with all
the saliva Dillon had spread on his shaft, Tim had trouble
thrusting as hard and fast as he could.

Slowing for a
moment, he exposed most of his cock. The ring of Dillon’s asshole
stretched back a little too, pulled back by the thick shaft fucking
it. Working his tongue, Tim leaned over. He spat down onto his
cock, then used his fingers to work it into his flesh.

“That’s
better,” Tim said, sliding his cock back in.

He started
thrusting into Dillon so hard that their balls slapped together
each time. He grinned as he watched his cock enter Dillon in fast,
smooth movements. He liked how Dillon’s asshole tried to grip him,
to keep him from going too fast. The sight was almost good enough
to keep him from noticing the tightness building up in his balls,
and the way his cock felt like it was swelling and throbbing.

Dillon
certainly noticed, it seemed. He took one hand off the couch and
started jerking himself off.

“Where do you
want me to come?” Tim asked. He wasn’t certain he’d be able to hold
back in time to hear an answer.

“Inside me,”
Dillon answered, slamming his ass back against Tim’s hips to speed
the process along.

A spark of
electricity moved down Tim’s shaft from the head all the way into
his balls. He felt his cock swell up and get harder than he’d ever
felt it before. He started slamming it even faster into Dillon.

He couldn’t
stop then even if he’d wanted to. His mouth hanging open, he closed
his eyes and grunted as he felt his cock jerk with the first spurt
of his cum as it shot into Dillon’s asshole.

Tim’s whole
body jerked spasmodically as he experienced the most powerful
orgasm he’d ever felt. His cum shot out of his cock so hard he knew
that Dillon had to be able to feel it.

For his part,
Dillon had gone completely rigid and still as Tim filled him up
with his seed. Grabbing some tissues from the table, he jerked off
into then. As Dillon came, his asshole squeezed even tighter around
Tim’s cock.

His orgasm
tapering off, Tim pulled his cock most of the way out again. He
slid it back in, slowly, a few times. He wanted to make sure Dillon
got all his cum, every last drop. Dillon’s tight asshole milked it
out of him.

Leaning over,
Tim grabbed a handful of tissues himself. He withdrew from Dillon’s
asshole and wiped his cock clean of any remaining saliva or cum. He
felt hot and sweaty, not to mention worn out and sore. His cock had
never been squeezed that hard for that long before, and a deep ache
in his balls was the leftover of that incredibly intense
orgasm.

Picking up his
beer, he took a pull from it. It was warm, but Tim didn’t care. He
needed fluid.

Dillon was
apparently sore as well, but satisfied. He slowly laid on his side,
smiling while he tried to catch his breath. He grabbed his beer and
drained what was left in the bottle in one go.

“Holy shit,”
Dillon said.

Tim sat down on
the couch. “I know,” he said.

Looking down at
Dillon’s body, he felt that familiar tingle of arousal shoot
through his cock, followed by some pain. He wanted to have Dillon
again, but he knew that neither of their bodies were ready for that
yet.

“When do my
parents get back?” Tim said.

“Tomorrow,
after supper,” Dillon replied.

Tim nodded,
satisfied with that answer. He knew that it meant he and Dillon
would be able to fuck at least a few more times. He got up to grab
them more beers, cold ones this time.
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