
A lot had changed after the first year of college.  I had since shed my jock image, focused on my academics and had become a member of the dean’s list.  I no longer went to parties and rolled around with the little tramps who wanted a piece of the star middle weight champ.  I was a different man altogether.   Of course, my change was nothing compared to the change that my friend Darryl underwent.  He went off to his college and came back gay.   

Just as I pulled into the driveway, having returned from college for the summer, my family and my friend Darryl were waiting for me.  They were all smiles and seemed to be anxious to see me.  I got out to a frenzy of hugs and pats on the back.  Everyone seemed soo happy to see me, but Darryl most of all.   I was rather touched, even if I was fatigued from the three hour drive.   


 My parents took us all out to dinner and we spoke of nothing but my year at school.  I felt bad, because I wanted to hear from Darryl.  Of course, my parents were far too proud of their “scholar/athlete” son.  He was a real sport though, seemingly content to listen about my achievements.  


Once the dinner was done, Darryl and I decided to go for a ride and hang out at his house.  His parents were away and we both needed to just relax.  We weren’t planning on anything more than a little cable and may be to sip a beer or two.  Darryl was always good for having a beer stash somewhere.  That wasn’t the only reason he was one of my best friends, but I won’t pretend that it hurt.


As soon as we got to Darryl’s house, we kicked out shoes off and fired up the tube.  Cable brought us a fine board of fare, lots of action flicks.  We put one of those one and got out a couple of beers.  It was like high school, but we really didn’t watch movies.  Surprisingly, we spent the time chatting about our year away.  In our many years of friendship we had not talked soo much and about actually meaningful things.  Most of our conversations had been about pussy and sports, to that point.  


I had learned that Darryl was majoring in philosophy and was doing rather well at it.  He also mentioned that he had a good time at some of the local clubs and managed to meet some really cool people.  Then, he dropped a bomb shell.  He looked me in the face and told me that he learned that he was gay.  


At first, I was taken aback.  The news that my best friend was gay had surprised the hell out of me and I wasn’t quite ready for it.  Thankfully, I had grown up enough not to let myself react in revulsion.  I had been far from the suburbs and saw no need to retreat into the tiny mind of  the jock I had been.  Darryl was still my best friend and I tried to be a friend to him.

 
I said, “That is quite a surprise man.”


In his deep voice, Darryl said, “I know man.  I met a great man and he introduced me to the whole thing.  It was intense.”


As he spoke, I looked at him.  Darryl was 200 lbs, six feet tall and had a square jaw.  He looked like the epitome of manhood, even at nineteen.  It was hard to imagine that he was gay.  


With no better idea of what to say, I said, “I am happy for you man.”


He looked at me and said, “I have a bit of a confession for you, Jim.”


I felt butterflies in my stomache and asked, “What’s that?”


“I have been attracted to you for a while.”, he said, with a frightened look in his piercing blue eyes.


“I am flattered man.  I really am, but that is some heavy shit.”, I said, for lack of a more intelligence response.


He smiled and said, “Don’t worry man.  I know about you and the chicks.  It’s cool.  I just wanted to be honest.”


We both laughed, to ease the tension and watched some of the movie.  I don’t think either of us really knew how to proceed, as Darryl dropped a couple bombs.  His homosexuality was enough for him to admit and for me to have heard about, but I don’t know that either of us was fully able to handle him having admitted to his crush on me.  We did our immature best to let the issue settle.  

After the movie, we both seemed a bit more comfortable.  Darryl mentioned that he was planning to hit the beach in a couple days and that I was welcome to come down.  He told me that he promised to behave and that there would be plenty of chicks.  


I said, “I think that might be fun.  Is this like a day trip?”


He said, “No, I know someone with a beach house.  It will be a lot of fun and I think you really might enjoy it.  Besides, it’s a four hour drive.”


I had nothing better to do, so I said, “Sure man.  I think that will be cool.  Who else will be there?”


“My friend is having some people out and we are all going to be hanging out.  It should be cool.”


“I’m good with that.”, I said.


We spent the rest of the night sipping our beer and recalling the days when we wrestled for the high school.  The laughs and the memories were quite relaxing; which almost had me forget what my friend had shared with me that night.  By the end of the night, it felt like we were normal again.  

The next couple of days were spent unpacking and settling back into my house.  I paid my old girlfriend a visit.  She was as hot as she was when we were in high school.  As I expected, she wanted to fuck and we did.  I nailed her three of four times in one afternoon and went home.  The year away gave her a few techniques and she was finally a decent lay.   I was pleased and relieved, as I hadn’t had pussy in months.  


The two days passed quickly and it was finally time for Darryl and I to take our trip.  He picked me up at my house and we were on the road right after that.   Darryl drove the first leg and I drove the second.  It was a long trip, but the roads were pretty clear and we didn’t have a lot of tourist traffic.  Apparently, during the work week, the traffic wasn’t that bad.  


We ended up at a nice beach house, right on a private beach.  Darryl and I grabbed our bags and went to the front door.  He knocked and a moment later a big man answered.  The guy was like six four, two hundred and thirty pounds and jacked!  He wore only a swimsuit who’s legs were stretched by his powerful thighs.  His whole body was covered in hair and with his beard and high and tight haircut, he looked like a fucking drill seargent.  


The big man smiled at Darryl and said, “Hello sweetheart!  Is this your friend you told me about?”

    
Darryl and the man hugged and kissed.  I felt really uncomfortable at the sight, but I tried to play cool and not act it.

 
“Jim, this is Ed, Ed this is Jim.”, said Darryl, directing his man to me.


I gave the big man a firm handshake.  He smiled and said, “Excellent grip!  This is a real man!”


I blushed.  


“I have to say that it’s good to meet a young man who can shake a fucking hand without being a fucking pansy about it.”, said Ed, laughing.


Ed led us through his large living room to our guest rooms, where we put our things.  I started to unpack as Ed and Darryl disappeared.  I was far too busy to think about that too much.  

After I had unpacked, I looked for my host and Darryl and I heard some bustling up the hall.  I walked up to where I heard it coming from, a bedroom at the end of the hall.  Ed had Darryl bent over the bed and was fucking the hell out of him.  I was particularly shocked by how big his cock was, as well as by the fact that I had never see men doing that.  My own cock was about eight inches long, but Ed’s was at least that long and very fat.  What really astounded me was that he wasn’t wearing a condom and that Darryl didn’t seem to care.  


Darryl moaned, “Fuck me Daddy!”


Ed drove that cock into him and said, “Oh yeah!  I love that hot ass of yours!”


The two fucked like they were possessed.  I was in awe and didn’t know what to feel.  The shock of such a sight was accompanied by a strange arousal.  I didn’t know why, but I found the whole scene rather exciting.  After a couple moments, I decided to slip away, as I didn’t want to be caught peeping.  Besides all that, my cock was hard and I didn’t think it was a good idea to be seen with a hard on at that time.  

I went to my room, shut the door and slowly stroked my cock.  Images of my naked friend and that big man floated in my head.  My arousal grew, as I thought of each stroke of that huge cock in to Darryl’s asshole.  Before long, I was shooting a huge load of cum onto my hands.  


After my orgasm, instead of reaching for a rag to clean up my cum, I licked my hands clean.  It was the first time I tasted cum and I found that it tasted quite different than I would have expected it to.  First, it was not strong in flavor, but was a bit sweet.  Second, I didn’t find it particularly gross, though I had considered the notion of eating it nasty.  Of course, it seemed odd to me that I actually wanted to taste it and that I actually liked it.  


For the next hour or so, I spent time laying on my back, trying to sleep.  I couldn’t though, as I was hung up on what I had seen and done.  I didn’t think that I could have been interested in watching men fuck and yet I was.  I didn’t think that I would ever care to taste cum, but I ate it like a whore.  The truth was that I wasn’t sure that I was normal anymore, since I found that I couldn’t get the images of those men fucking out of my head.  If I went by my father’s logic, I was some kind of queer, regardless of whether or not I had done anything with a man; that simply didn’t sit well with me.  
None of that changed how turned on I was about the whole thing.  I actually wanted to see more and I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t.  All in all, I was disturbed by how the desires that had manifested themselves.  

My contemplations were interrupted by a knock at my door.  I got up and answered it.  Darryl stood before me, with only a pair of shorts on.  He smiled and said, “How goes?”


I said, “I’m okay.”


“We are having a nice little party soon.  You should come on out in a bit.  The guests will be here soon.”, said Darryl, with a smirk.

“Sure, let me know when.”, I said.


“Not coming out to socialize?”, he asked, with a slightly flirtatious tone.


I said, “I don’t know. I want to relax a little more first.”


“Fair enough.”, he said, as he turned to walk away.  


I shut the door and got out of my clothes.  My body needed to be relaxed, as the contemplation of my feelings had me tense.  I decided that the shower was the best way to combat that, so I got a towel and made my way to the bathroom.  


Ed had a large, perfectly clean and white bathroom.  I shut the door, put the shower on hot and climbed in.  The hot water helped calm my mind and helped to relieve the tension in my muscles.  My head started to clear and I felt a lot better, by the time I got out of the shower.  I felt like my anxiety disappeared down the drain, with the water that washed my body.  

After my shower, I went to my room and got into a pair of shorts and a t-shirt.  It was what I would have worn to any party, but I wasn’t particularly in the mood to go to one.  I rather wanted to just lay in that bed and think for a while, but I did agree to go and intended to honor that promise.  

Darryl got me shortly after I was dressed.  I followed him to the living room where Ed and four other big, hairy men sat about, clad in only shorts.   They were tanned, muscular and bearded men; each like the other in most ways, but each with their own individual take on.  They looked pretty hand-some, in spite of how much I didn’t want to think so.  


Each of those men looked at me and smiled as though I were a pretty girl.  I felt like a piece of meat, but it rather excited me.  The thought that those men wanted me was intriguing, in spite of my father’s voice ringing in my head, calling me a fag.  

 
Ed stood up, pointed to me and said, “Gentlemen, this is Joe.  He is Darryl’s friend.”


The men all stood, shook my hand and introduced themselves.  I didn’t remember their names, but I did remember how firm their handshakes were and how they all seemed to be checking me out as they made their introductions.  Each one seemed to emanate a desire that I couldn’t deny or ignored, which made my cock hard.  

Ed came over, put his arm around me and whispered in my ear. “I know you saw me and Darryl.  Judging by how big your cock appears to be, you like what you see.  I know you liked watching us.  I think you should just sit on the couch and enjoy these men.”


Without a thought, I took a seat on the couch.  Two of the men sat on either side of me and started making small talk.  They asked me about where I was from and went to school.  As I answered the questions, I noticed that their cocks were hard and that they had their arms over me.  I kept talking, as it seemed to suspend what seemed inevitable.  


After a few moments,  I noticed the men caressing my neck and shoulders.  Darryl and Ed looked on, as Darryl openly fondled his big, bulging crotch.  I was extremely hard, watching it


Somewhere between stories, one of the men next to me leaned in and kissed me on the mouth.  I was taken aback, but I didn’t resist.  The sensation of his hot lips and his beard drove me wild.  The other man started to fondle my cock under my shorts.  His hands felt coarse, compared to my girlfriends, but I loved the it.  I wanted to feel more, though I didn’t think I was doing something anybody I grew up with would approve of.  

I kissed both men and each one fondled my swollen cock.  It was my first taste of man love and I was loving every minute of it.  Then, Ed said, “Joe, I think that you should touch those big cocks.  You’ll like it.”


Cautiously, I reached down and took both of their swollen cocks in hand.  Both men had dicks that were at least 8” long and uncut.  They moaned, as I stroked them.  I was in awe of how erotic touching a man’s cock was.  


“Suck them.”, said Darryl, as he took Ed’s monster cock in his mouth.


Like a robot, I got to my knees in front of those men and took the first man’s in my mouth.  It was firm, warm and I found the taste of the precum intoxicating.  The other man, moaned and smiled, as he waited for his turn.  

I sucked the first man for a time and then I tasted his friend, which was different, but equally pleasing.  


I sucked those big cocks deep into the back of my throat and did all that I liked girls to do with me.  The guys seemed to really appreciate it, as they moaned like savages.  I was proud of the fact that I made them soo hot.

“Fuck him, guys.”, said Ed, as he moaned with ecstasy.


Before I knew what was going on, I was on the couch, on my back.  One man fed me his cock, as the other took off my shorts.  I was in awe of how I was letting it happen.  No part of my wildest fantasies had anything to do with what was happening to me at that moment.  I was letting two strange men strip me bare, as I sucked a cock.  Frankly, it was more than I was able to understand at the moment, so I just went on instinct.  


The man who removed my pants, reached up and fondled my nipples, as he ran his tongue on my asshole.  I moaned at the new sensations that his tongue produced.  He stroked his big bare cock, as he licked my hole like a pussy and I couldn’t describe how much it turned me on.  My willpower and self control were completely shot.  


After my asshole was beyond sloppy wet, the man went from tongue to finger.  Slowly, he slipped his finger into me, stretching my virgin ass muscles and driving me into a moaning fit.  Then, he added a finger and I was ready to pass out with pain and pleasure, all at once.  I wanted to cry out from the pain, but I wanted more.  Little did I know that he was quite ready to do just that.  


The man that fingered me was ready to make me a man.  He kneeled between my legs, rubbing his big cock against my virgin, unprotected asshole.  I wanted to ask where the condom was, but I was awestruck as that huge penis started to stretch my little rosebud.  The big monster was pushing it’s way, ever so slowly, into my bowels.  I moaned with fear and pain.  I felt like he was splitting me in half. 


Ed said, “Take it easy.  If you relax, it will feel better.  I promise.”


The man I was blowing looked down at me and said, “That’s right! Take his big cock!  Real men do it raw!”


Once that big dick was all the way in, it’s owner stopped, which allowed me to adjust to it’s girth.  The discomfort started to fade and I resumed sucking the big cock of his friend.  A moment later, I felt that cock slowly moving in and out of me.  The discomfort became pleasure and it was hot to the point where I lost my hard on.  

In a short period of time, the man in my ass was fucking the hell out of me and I loved it.  With that other cock in my throat, I was in a strange ecstasy that I didn’t understand fully.  I wanted to have those men fuck me like a whore and more.  


Before long, the man in my ass began to moan and then I felt a rush of warm, slippery, hot juice in my asshole.  He came inside of me and it drove me to my own orgasm.  My limp cock fired cum all over my belly.  The man I was blowing liked what he saw so much, he filled my mouth with his hot seed.  I swallowed every tasty drop, as his dick went limp.


Ed got between my legs and started to lick the cum out of my asshole.  It tickled but was a real turn on.  Darryl came over and kissed me on the lips, sharing in the cum I had just tasted.  I had never felt soo close to him, even after I had known him for my whole life.  


Shortly after Ed cleaned me up, I felt his big cock sliding in to my asshole.  I moaned, as he stretched me and made me hot.  Darryl stood up and fed me his huge, nine inch member.  I blew my friend as his lover fucked me raw.  Within a few moments, I had another hot load in me and my friend took Ed’s place.  I loved the way Darryl’s cock filled me, lubed with all that cum his man left in me.  


My best friend rode me like a stallion until he flooded me with his hot seed.  Then, we collapsed, kissing one another.  I was a sweaty, cum drenched mess and not regretting one bit of it.  


I spent the rest of that weekend getting fucked and filled by all those men.  In the end, I was a new, happier and more self aware man.  Darryl and I became lovers and have lived together ever since.  It was one of the best trips I ever had and one we repeat every summer.  
