It’s tough playing soccer with a boner.
You have to keep moving, and finding excuses to hold your arm
in front of your crotch when you’re not moving. I don’t really
know why I got myself into this situation. Well, yes I do – a
bunch of good-looking guys running around together? And
Darrin Peters asked me to play.
I’m pretty much Darrin’s bitch. Only he doesn’t really know it
yet.
Darrin Peters was nineteen – a year older than most of us, since
he’d been kept back a year. He worked at his Dad’s construction
company during the summers. All that physical labor – well,
let’s just say, it showed. He had blue eyes, black hair and
freckles – a deadly combination.
By the time the friendly pick-up game ended, I had a raging hard
on. Watching Darrin Peters and his friend, Sam Harris, run
around the field in their shorts, all sweaty, laughing and
hollering, was better than looking at the muscle mags I had at
home.
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After the game, we shook hands and most of the boys dispersed.
When Darrin wiped a sexy forearm across his sweaty forehead
and asked if I wanted to join him for a swim, what was I
supposed to say? The twinkle in his blue eyes made me sure this
was an invitation to something a little more intimate than a
friendly dip. And it was an invitation for which I’d been waiting
a rather long time.
But Sam joined us on the rocky path through the bracken. My
heart fell and my cock deflated. Maybe this was just a friendly
swim. Or it was an invitation to watch the ‘Darrin and Sam
Show’. A flicker of hope had flared briefly that perhaps Darrin
was made of the same stuff as me. That he wanted me the way I
wanted him. Why do I keep torturing myself?
The beach beyond the hidden trail was not the nicest. It was
small and rocky; the water full of weeds and who knows what
else. I had been a couple of times before, with other guys. It
was a great place to steal a kiss or a grope (or more), without
worrying about tourists or little kids catching you at it.
I hung back, disappointed, as Sam grabbed Darrin’s hand.
“Come on, Marco!” Darrin yelled back at me, then turned and
followed Sam into the waves, shirt, shorts, shoes and all.
Figures. This just figures. I’m always the third darn wheel.
Always have been. Always will be.
I sat despondently on the sand and watched the two of them
cavort and frolic in the cool surf. They were perfect - both of
them. Shorter and slighter than Darrin, Sam was just as toned,
tanned and physically fine a specimen. In fact, his body was
almost more my type than Darrin’s. But it was Darrin who had
that charisma, that devil-may-care attitude, that attracted me, and
made my dick immediately hard when he was around. Sam was
quiet, and really, if not for Darrin, I’d never have noticed him.
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It was our final summer before college. High School had ended,
thank God, and now we were on the cusp of becoming adults. It
was scary and exciting at once. I knew Darrin had been accepted
at a campus on the West Coast. I think Sam was staying in town,
like me. I wasn’t really sure, nor did I care.
I watched as Sam pulled Darrin beneath the waves in a headlock.
Darrin came back up quickly, sputtering and laughing. He
grabbed Sam around the waist and pulled him close. Sam
struggled in his grasp and I expected him to twist away. I’d
seen other guys play this way many times. It was innocent and
friendly, with no sexual undertones. That doesn’t mean that I
didn’t get off on watching.
Suddenly, Darrin glanced my way, as if to make sure I was
watching. He said something to Sam and Sam looked over. He
waved to me. I sat up straighter and gave a hesitant wave in
return. In a moment that would stay with me for a long time, I
saw Darrin move his hands up to Sam’s face. He leaned in and
pressed his lips tenderly to his friends’, kissing him slowly and
deeply as I watched with eyes wide and cock swelling.
What the …
They liked boys too? Like I did? Were they a couple? Or just
screwing around? I didn’t even care as I watched the kiss go
from tender and sweet to desperate and hungry.
My cock twitched happily. But I remained disappointed. I was
still the third wheel, even more so now. I rubbed my hand over
my tented shorts. I couldn’t help a quiet, sad moan escaping.
I should just go. Why sit here and torture myself?
I stood up from the wet sand and dusted off my legs. When I
looked up, the two of them were moving through the water
toward me.
“Marco. Where are you going?” Darrin asked.
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I shrugged. “Nowhere. But it looks like you two need some
privacy.” I felt shy and awkward. I couldn’t look at them.
“Don’t go, Marco,” Sam entreated. “We want to show you our
beach house.”
I looked at him then. Beach house? “Huh?”
Darrin laughed. “It’s not actually ours. It’s been abandoned.
It’s a wreck.”
“But we’ve been using it,” Sam said, excitement in his eyes. I’m
pretty sure he saw my dick tenting my shorts. His eyes widened.
He flashed me a grin. “Come on!”
He grabbed my hand before I could protest and pulled me along.
***
The abandoned beach house turned out to be more of a beach
hut. But it was pretty neat. Nicer than any clubhouse I’d had as
a kid. I still wasn’t sure what was going on when I followed
Sam into the broken down house. He moved aside some
overhanging branches to let me through. Darrin followed
closely.
“So? What do you think?” Darrin asked, his hand on my
shoulder, squeezing it affectionately. I gazed around the large
room. It was tidy and appeared fairly clean, to my surprise. The
painted floorboards were chipped and broken in places but a
woven matt had been put down. A battered old sofa stood
against one wall, beneath a boarded up window. I could see the
rolling surf in the distance through an old glass window on the
other wall. Sam cranked it open. The tattered grey curtains
billowed in the ocean breeze. In the middle of the floor lay a
large futon mattress, covered in fresh, new white sheets. Nearby,
variously sized pillar candles stood at intervals along the floor.
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“What the heck goes on here, séances?” I asked, confused and
impressed at the same time. For an abandoned seaside cottage, it
looked pretty … cozy.
“No séances,” Darrin said. “Although I think I’ve seen the face
of God a few times.” He looked at Sam, who gave him a wink
and started peeling off his clothes. I glanced back and forth
between them.
“What’s … um … What exactly is happening here?” I asked
breathlessly, although I was beginning to comprehend. Of
course, that meant that all the blood rushed from my brain to my
cock, so I was a little behind. Perhaps I wasn’t the third wheel
after all. They seemed to want me here.
Darrin grinned as he stepped out of his wet shoes, socks and
shorts. His big cock, hard and intimidating, stood forth, pointing
right at me as he straightened up. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.
“Here.” Sam shoved an open bottle of coke at me as he guzzled
one of his own. Then he passed his to Darrin, who finished it
off. I drank mine down as fast as I could and watched Sam take
his wet clothes off.
“What do you want to happen, Marco?” Darrin asked. I tore my
eyes away from Sam. Darrin locked eyes with me as he threw
his empty bottle into the corner.
I felt Sam’s hands slide around my waist. I gasped as he moved
his lithe, naked body up against me. His erection pressed,
insistent, against my buttocks.
I dropped the empty coke bottle. It made a loud clank as it hit
the floorboards and rolled away. I couldn’t help a moan
escaping me. Hail Mary full of grace. My brain spun, my
emotions scattered all over the place, and my body eagerly
adjusted to the situation.
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My eyes drifted to Darrin’s cock again as he slowly approached.
I watched as his finger slipped under the waistband of my shorts
and boxers. He pulled the elastics toward him and peeked in.
He made a little noise in his throat. Sam moaned in my ear and
pressed his dick more firmly against me.
“I knew it,” Darrin murmured. Our eyes met as a blush crept up
my cheeks.
“Kn – knew what?” I breathed.
“Shhh,” he said. He pulled my shorts and underwear down and
knelt before me. The breath caught in my throat as his warm
hand wrapped around my cock. I couldn’t believe this was
happening. My brain short-circuited but my body screamed a
silent hallelujah as Darrin engulfed my cock in his warm mouth.
I moaned. My head fell back on Sam’s shoulder. Sam’s hand
came around and splayed across my throat, over my Adam’s
apple, as he placed wet kisses along my ear and the side of my
neck. I’d gone from third wheel to the main attraction. It was
glorious and so unexpected. I was so surprised and excited my
balls began to tighten. I knew I wouldn’t last long. I shuddered
and tried to pull away, but they held me tight.
“Let go, Marco. It’s okay. We’ve got all night.” Sam said in my
ear. Darrin wrapped his free arm around me, holding me still
and sucking my cock with consummate skill and unparalleled
enthusiasm.
I cried out and came, my hips jerking, my mouth opening and
sounds issuing forth into the relative silence of the cottage.
When my own cries quieted, I heard heavy breathing and the
distant noises of surf breaking and seagulls shrieking.
My very happy dick slid out of Darrin’s mouth as he released me
and stood up. He took my face in my hands and kissed me, his
tongue finding my own and teasing it, tasting it. I felt Sam back
away. He said, “Darrin,” with desperation in his voice. Darrin
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moaned into my mouth and reluctantly pulled away. I opened
my eyes and stared into his blue gaze.
“Sam needs me,” he said. “Don’t go anywhere.” I nodded
mutely. I turned to see Sam lying in the middle of the futon
mattress, stroking his cock and watching us. I took the rest of
my clothes off.
Darrin walked over to where Sam lay. He stood over him. Sam
stretched out on his back, stroking his cock and staring up at
Darrin, completely submissive to whatever Darrin had planned.
My dick twitched and started to harden as I watched them.
Darrin’s hand wrapped around his own dick and stroked slowly.
Sam moaned and muttered, “Jeeze.” His eyes flew between
Darrin and me as he pulled at his swollen cock.
“That looks so good, Sam,” Darrin murmured. He glanced at
me, then turned back to Sam. “Jerk yourself, just like that.
Show Marco how far you can shoot.”
Sam looked at me again. Our eyes met. His hand moved faster.
His cock stood red and stiff as I watched. A drop of moisture
gathered at the tip and slid down, oh so slowly, toward his
moving hand.
I gasped. I wrapped my hand around my own cock and started
stroking in time with Sam’s movements. His body, stretched out
on the mattress, still wet from his swim, glistened with youth and
vitality. My eyes traveled over Darrin’s muscular back and
toned ass. He stroked his own cock in a leisurely rhythm as he
watched Sam. He spoke in a husky voice. “Oh, yeah. Make
yourself come, kiddo.”
Sam moaned and closed his eyes. He arched his back and neck
and gave himself up to the pleasure of his own hand and the
excitement of being watched. It was the hottest, most beautiful
thing I’d ever seen.
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“Oh, yeah. So beautiful … you are such a gorgeous boy,” Darrin
murmured. Sam’s hand moved faster. More moisture slid from
the tip of his cock. He was close. He panted and moaned as
Darrin kept up a stream of encouraging words. “Jeeze, yeah …
we’re watching you … you look so darn good, Sam.”
I moaned. They both glanced at me. I met Sam’s hooded gaze
as he stroked faster and faster. Suddenly, he half sat up, then
stretched back, groaning, as a stream of creamy white liquid shot
across his perfect abs, followed by another and another. Darrin
and I watched, transfixed, as Sam’s body convulsed in release.
We listened to his drawn-out groan and watched his hand milk
the last drops of jizz from his beautiful, sated cock.
“Roll over,” Darrin said gruffly. Sam opened his eyes and
immediately obeyed, spreading his legs and offering himself to
the other man. I emitted another involuntary moan as Darrin
walked over to a wooden table. He took something out of a
small tin and a picked up a jar of KY Jelly from beside it. He
turned to me. “Get me ready?”
I nodded. He grinned. I held out the hand that wasn’t wrapped
around my dick.
He put a safe in my hand. I looked at him with a question in my
gaze. “We always use them. You should too.”
I chuckled nervously. “I’m not gonna get pregnant.” I said. I’d
never used one before.
“No, but you might get something else you don’t want.”
I glanced over at Sam as I relinquished my cock. He watched us
over his shoulder and waited so patiently. I smiled at him and he
grinned back. I was starting to relax now and having so much
fun.
I held the rubber between my fingers as I knelt down before
Darrin and took his big hard cock in my mouth. He moaned.
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Our eyes met. My own cock pulsed and twitched as I felt his
stiffen to granite under my tongue. He put his hand on my head
as I sucked and stroked him. I pulled off and started to put the
condom on him, but I really didn’t know how. He took it from
me and put it on his huge cock with obvious skill. I grinned and
carefully coated his cock with the KY. Darrin groaned and
swore as I rubbed it onto him. I took my time slicking him up
and enjoyed the feel of him under my hands.
“Now get Sam ready,” Darrin said to me when I was done.
Jesus, Mary and Joseph. I crawled over to Sam. He watched me
with hooded eyes, as I scooped more KY into my hand. Before I
started preparing him I had to kiss those perfect cheeks. He
really was beautiful. It’s funny. I’d been so focused on Darrin
the past few weeks I’d barely noticed Sam, except to be irritated
when he took Darrin’s attention off me. Now I fully appreciated
why Darrin was so hung up on him. He was beautiful and sweet
and fun and so obedient.
He moaned as I pressed gentle licks and kisses to his ass cheeks.
I smoothed the jelly over him. I felt him tremble beneath my
touch. My breath caught in my throat at the softness. Could I?
Should I? I glanced at Darrin. He nodded. He had told me to
prepare him, after all.
I rubbed him gently a few times and then slowly pushed a finger
in as far as I could. Sam gasped and murmured a curse. Then he
whimpered, “More …” so I added a second finger. He was so
warm and so tight. Now I wanted to fuck him.
As if reading my thoughts, Darrin took my wrist and guided my
hand away from his boy. “You’ll get your turn. I’m gonna
come so darn fast. Then you can take over, okay?”
I nodded as Sam groaned. Darrin moved in behind the other
boy. He ran his hand along Sam’s muscular thigh as he lined
himself up and pushed in. Sam groaned again and whimpered
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as Darrin’s cock slowly skewered him to the hilt.
groaned deeply as well.

Darrin

“Oh … dammit.” I couldn’t help saying as I watched them move
together. This was better than anything I’d ever imagined when
I jerked off in my lonely room.
Darrin grabbed Sam’s hips and started moving faster. His
breathing sped up and he moaned every time he buried his dick
in Sam’s willing ass. Yeah, he wasn’t gonna last long. Sam’s
cock was hard again but there was no way he would come before
Darrin. It would be my job to get Sam off. I could hardly wait.
I didn’t have to wait long. After about ten minutes of fucking
that perfect ass, Darrin let out a groan and a curse. His hips
jerked erratically and I could tell that was it. Sam moaned in
sympathy and took it, pushing back against his friend and
meeting my gaze with a triumphant grin. I winked and saw
Sam’s eyes drift to my cock. Soon, baby, soon. I actually
couldn’t wait to fuck him.
Darrin pulled out with a grunt and disposed of the used safe.
“You’re turn.” He said to me. He slapped Sam’s ass and shook
his head. “He likes it rough and hard.”
I grabbed a rubber from the tin and managed to get it on me
fairly quickly. I coated myself with KY. In a moment I had
moved into position and was finally pushing my eager dick into
Sam’s lovely ass. I groaned as I was engulfed in heat. When I
heard Sam’s loud cry of “Marco!” I froze, thinking I’d hurt him.
“What?” I said breathlessly. He groaned and dropped down to
his elbows, rocking back against me and taking me fully inside.
“Finally … so good … shit …”
A wave of pleasure swept over me at his words. I didn’t know
what to say, but I knew what to do. I grasped his hips and
pumped slowly in and out, my eyelids fluttering and my abs
clenching at the overwhelming pleasure of it. I knew how to
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screw a guy – I’d done it before. But I’d never felt anything like
this. Sam’s body seemed to know me. He thrust back against
me, over and over, saying my name. What is happening here?
He hadn’t said Darrin’s name once when Darrin was fucking
him. His reactions to me seemed more genuine – more intense –
maybe because it was new? It was sure new to me and so damn
good. I glanced over to see Darrin sitting on the sofa, watching
us intently. But his eyes looked tired, maybe even a little sad.
I heard Sam cry out beneath me. I’d found the spot. I pushed in
again and again, deliberately hitting it. He yelped and groaned,
cursing and muttering unintelligibly now. I held him tighter with
my left hand and slid my right down across his belly to his
arching cock. Pre-cum had dribbled down its length. I gathered
it with my hand and stroked him quickly as I slammed against
his sweet spot again and again.
“Shit! Marco! Fuck! Ahhh!” he yelled and erupted in my
grasp. His whole body tightened and released again and again.
It was too much. My own cock pulsed and squirted inside him
as I let out an unearthly cry.
We collapsed in a sticky and spent heap, still breathing hard and
quivering with aftershocks. Soon, Darrin joined us on the
mattress, pushing between us and cuddling up to Sam. I cleaned
myself up with an edge of the sheet and disposed of the safe.
Then I threw my arm over Darrin and sighed contentedly.
The sound of the waves lapping at the rocks outside and the
screaming of the gulls lulled us to sleep.
***
When I woke, it was to darkness. Then I noticed the flicker of a
candle. By its dim light I ascertained that only Darrin and I
remained on the mattress. Someone had covered us with a soft
blanket.
Where was Sam?
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I looked up and made out his naked form sprawled on the couch
beneath another blanket. He was smoking a cigarette.
“Hey,” he said when he noticed I was awake. He smiled shyly
and held up his hand. “You wanna smoke?”
I nodded. I carefully moved off the mattress to avoid waking
Darrin. Sam sat up to make room for me. He held up the
blanket so I could slide in beside him. He watched me as I did
so, his gaze guarded. It seemed like he was asking me a silent
question.
“What?” I said as I nestled under the blanket beside him. It
seemed strangely natural to be so close to him. But it felt more
intimate in a way than when I’d had my cock inside him.
He didn’t say anything, just held the cigarette out to me. I took it
and inhaled a long soothing drag. We sat together silently for
awhile, taking turns with the cigarette.
“You have a crush on him, don’t you?” he said finally, nodding
toward the mattress where Darrin lay sprawled in a deep sleep.
I looked at Sam, shrugging my shoulders. “I guess so. He’s
hot.” My feelings for Darrin Peters had lost some of their
intensity.
Sam nodded, looking away. “Yeah.”
There was something I needed to know. “How long have you
guys … you know?” I asked carefully.
Sam snorted quietly. “How long have we been screwing each
other, you mean?”
“Yeah.”
“Um, it’s been a few months. Why?”
“Are you in love with him?”
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Sam seemed surprised at my question. “What? No. We just
like to have fun together. We found this place. We come here
whenever we need to let off steam. Or if we just need a friend.
Or a fuck.”
I nodded. “That’s cool.”
“It’s all right.”
We sat in silence again. The breeze coming through the open
window brought the cool sea air and the smell of saltwater. I
snuggled closer to Sam.
“I asked him to bring you here,” he said finally, in a voice so
quiet I barely heard him.
I stared at his profile, trying to figure out what he meant. He
turned, and his brown eyes delved into mine.
“Why?” was all I could manage to say. My breath caught in my
throat. Something in his gaze caused a strong reaction inside
me. It was like he knew me inside out already. But we’d never
spoken two words before this night.
He didn’t say anything.
He didn’t need to.
I knew.
His eyes told me everything. They widened and stayed locked
on mine as our faces moved closer of their own volition. His
hand came up behind my neck and he guided me the last few
millimeters to his waiting lips.
The kiss began tentatively, as we both tried to figure out if there
was something here, between us. Very soon, that something
reared up like a flame. Our mouths hungrily consumed it. Sam
whimpered and opened his mouth to my eager tongue. My cock,
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already semi-erect from our close contact, rose hard against his
thigh as I gasped into his mouth. I clasped his face in my hands
and plundered his willing mouth with my tongue as waves of
pleasure coursed through me. I’d been so focused on Darrin, and
all along it had been Sam who was waiting for me, wanting me.
I’d been a fool not to see.
I forced myself to pull away and catch my breath. I stared into
his intelligent brown eyes and said. “It’s you.”
“Me?”
I nodded and smiled. “It’s you I want.”
He pulled my mouth to his again and whispered, “I’m yours,
Marco,” against my lips. “I’ve always been yours.”

The End

